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		"G ood girls don't think," Miss Weiher said to the class. She was the etiquette teacher at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. However, this was an etiquette class like no other.

		Almost everything Sammi learned in etiquette class went against what she believed. Or had believed before she arrived at school. She had been a staunch feminist before. She believed women were equal in almost every regard to men. She believed she was an equal partner in her relationship with Reg, her fiancé. She believed she would have a career that was equal in importance to her future husband's career.

		However, all of that was breaking down. Everyday, it was something new, her mind slowly cracking under the pressure. And yet, as disconcerting as that was, the fact she had classmates going through the same process helped to push her along. It was peer pressure, plain and simple. Everyone was doing it, so Sammi felt more comfortable going along with it.

		"Good girls don't think," Sammi said in unison with her classmates.

		Sammi sat in the middle of the room. To her right was Maddi. With Penny having graduated, Maddi quickly became Sami's best friend. In a school full of incredibly busty women, it was nice to have a comrade in boobs. Small boobs in this case. Neither of them had visited what the school called the beauty surgeons.

		Not that Maddi was Sammi's only friend in the classroom. She had grown close to most of the other girls in her cohort, those women who followed the same schedule as she did. And most of them were on the same basic path. Hair colors varied slightly, as did body shape and breast size, at least among the already enhanced women. But they were all following a common set of instructions, learning to submit to the men in their lives, to dumb themselves down and be the bimbos they would be expected to be upon graduation.

		And then there was Keela. She was a special case. Her tenure at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women was longer than anyone else currently present. Given the severity of her various surgeries, there had been large breaks in her training. It took time to recover following the removal of her arms. The breast augmentation had also taken her away from classroom activities.

		Keela practiced what was called extreme leisure. The goal was to reach a point where she did virtually nothing for herself. Without her arms, she was already dependent on an attendant to feed her, bathe her, dress her, and even help her move sometimes. But there was even more planned that would turn Keela into a living doll. Her eyes would be disconnected to the point where she could still see, but had a fixed focal point. Anything to the side, too close, or too far away would be fuzzy at best. And with the eventual fusing of several of her vertebrae, she would be unable to engage with anything that was not a perfect distance in front of her.

		But the most extreme change still ahead of Keela was the removal of her vocal cords. She would be trapped inside her own head, unable to communicate beyond tapping her foot. And Keela looked forward to that moment. She looked forward to being a complete doll, ready to be played with by whichever man eventually owned her. She had been raised for this and she was ready to live out her life in extreme leisure.

		Sammi looked over at Keela to her left. Keela's attendant stood in the back, not needed during this classroom session. Not until the class was over and Keela would need a helping hand to stand again. And even after that, her attendant would be there with a steadying hand, just in case Keela tripped or someone bumped into her.

		"My purpose is to be sexy and pleasing," Miss Weiher said.

		"My purpose is to be sexy and pleasing," Sammi repeated alongside her classmates.

		Over and over, Miss Weiher gave the class a mantra to repeat. Sometimes she mixed them up, using different variations, but they always amounted to the same thing. And with each repetition, they became more true in Sammi's mind. They became more true in all the women's minds.

		And with each repetition, Sammi forgot more and more of the woman she was before. She forgot about Sam. She forgot about what she learned in college. But she always remembered Reg. He was the reason she was here. He was the reason she needed to not think so much and to be sexy and pleasing. He was the man she needed to please.

		Sammi had never felt sexier than she did now. In this uniform, there was nothing left to the imagination. The little white blouse she wore was far more revealing than what she would have worn before coming to this school. And the skirt was shorter than anything she would have felt comfortable wearing in an academic setting before. Plus, the lack of underwear meant she could always feel the cool air between her thighs, her perpetual wetness all the more apparent.

		Of course, Sammi knew she had a long way to go before she was on par with the other women in the class. She and Maddi had such small breasts compared to everyone else. Outside of the manor house, their busts were considered normal in size. But here, surrounded by all these women with augmented breasts, there simply was no comparison. Sammi felt an ache in her chest, a desire to be bigger, to have breasts worthy of a man like Reg. For him, they would not just be breasts or even boobs. They would need to be tits. Sammi wanted tits.

		However, she also knew she needed to wait her turn. She would get them when the teachers decided she was ready. In the meantime, all she could control was her effort in her classes.

		And that effort was already paying off. After the disappointing first try with the cake baking, Sammi had made improvement. Maddi was now eager to taste the cakes and other baked goods Sammi made each day in class. And Sammi was always happy to taste Maddi's creations.

		It did not even bother Sammi that these were skills that she probably would never use again, assuming her understanding of her situation was correct. While Keela would be living a life of extreme leisure, Sammi could look forward to a leisurely life herself. Once she became Mrs. Reginald Ellison, she would instruct maids, chefs, and bakers to handle all of that. Sammi's job in the relationship was to be sexy and pleasing, but just in case, it was helpful to have a few skills to fill in around the household in the case of an emergency.

		"When you are doing an activity that is outside your comfort zone," Miss Weiher said, transitioning into an instructive unit, "it is okay to have an inner voice telling you to stop, that this isn't something you should be doing. Good girls do not listen to that inner voice. It is merely your bad self talking, trying to keep you from being good. All you have to do is remember you are a good girl, a perfect girl, and all of your desires and needs are correct. You just need to be able to block out the inner voice to reach those goals. Think about it this way. Your inner voice is not a real person. It is just a voice in your head. So, ignore the voice. It is not real. To be a good girl, you must follow your mantras or the directions from a man instead."

		Sammi was having a hard time with that one. She understood the concept of not thinking, of turning her brain off and just going with the flow. But even now, several weeks into her time at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women, she struggled with that internal voice. It tried to tell her that this whole situation was strange. It tried to tell her that she should not look forward to having bigger breasts. It tried to tell her that being pleasing and sexy was not all there was to life. It tried to tell her that she was Reg's equal, even when it seemed so obvious how that was untrue. All of her mantras said otherwise, but she continued to think, to listen to that voice in her head.

		When the etiquette class was finally over, Miss Weiher dismissed everyone, sending them to dinner. Sammi and Maddi stuck together and did not wait for Keela. The armless girl simply sat and waited for the classroom to clear out before her attendant moved into help. There was no sense in trying to navigate a busy room with lots of people moving around. Keela had remarkable balance considering she had no arms, but between her enhanced breasts and the high heels she wore, she was both top heavy and lacked a supportive foundation. She was always teetering around in her high heels.

		Sammi had quickly adjusted to the change in footwear. She had never been someone who wore heels, unless she absolutely had to. She had preferred flip flops and running shoes most of the time. But here, with her school provided wardrobe, her only option was to wear high heels. And while her feet hurt at first, that pain had almost entirely receded. Her feet and legs were adapting to the permanent change in footwear. She now loved the feel of the high heels on her feet and walking around in them. They gave her a bounce to her step.

		"Do you have any trouble ignoring the inner voice Miss Weiher talked about," Maddi asked as she led Sammi into the dining room. "Sometimes it gets to me and I almost want to tear my hair out."

		The dining hall was a long room filled with long tables. Meals were the only time all the students at the school were in one place at the same time. The rest of the time, they were either in classes with their cohort or they were in their rooms.

		The one nice thing about this school over the college Sammi had attended was how there was no homework. She did not need to spend her evenings bent over a desk or in a library, studying. Everything she needed for her classes took place in those classes.

		However, there was a limited amount of time in the evenings to socialize. A bell would ring and all the students needed to be in their rooms with the door shut. Sammi was not sure exactly what happened after that. Once she was squared away for the night, her memories got a little hazy. But she always woke up feeling refreshed and ready to start a new day. All she could remember was a low hissing sound before it all disappeared from her mind.

		"I have that voice all the time and it tries to tell me things that make no sense," Sammi confessed as they got in line to get their food. Neither of them had any notion that the food was drugged, filled with aphrodisiacs to increase their libidos and help them embrace the concept of being sexy playthings for men.

		"I know what you mean," Maddi said. "Sometimes I want to shout at it to shut up."

		"You know what I noticed?" Sammi asked. "I noticed it is mostly when we're alone that I have this voice in my head. When we're in class, it's like it shuts off or something. It's only when it is just the two of us talking that it really starts."

		Maddi cocked an eyebrow. "Really?"

		Sammi nodded. "And I noticed something else. Whenever it talks to me, it tries to tell me that this place is wrong and it's corrupting me or something. And whenever it goes for a long time, I actually start thinking about trying to leave."

		"You do, too?" Maddi asked. "I actually tried to leave when I first got here. That's why I don't like to talk about some stuff. I know this is where I'm supposed to be, but there's a part of me that thinks this is all wrong and that I shouldn't want to be a sexy plaything."

		Sammi nodded her head. "Does that make us bad girls?"

		"Only if we listen to the voice," Maddi said. "You heard what Miss Weiher said. Good girls ignore their inner voice. Good girls don't think and we do what we're told."

		Again, Sammi nodded along. That was what Miss Weiher had said. However, now that she was outside of a teacher's direct influence, she still felt that those words had been wrong. Sammi was not ready to fully embrace her lessons. She was getting closer every day, but there was still much work to be done.

		By the time the two friends sat down at a table, Keela had made her way to the dining hall. Her attendant had sat her down, but left her to collect her dinner.

		"Hi, girls," Keela said cheerfully when she spotted Sammi and Maddi. "Wasn't class today just so much fun?"

		"Fun?" Sammi asked, her eyes going wide. "You think that was fun? You have the strangest sense of fun."

		Keela gave her a knowing grin, as though she was in on a secret the other two girls did not know.

		"Sometimes you need to have your head in the clouds," Keela said. "Or really, all the time. Except during sex. Sex is serious business, even though it's so much fun."

		"Keela, you're an optimist," Sammi said. "I mean, sure, there's a part of me that thinks Reg just wants me to be a sex obsessed wife for him, but then there's a part of me that wonders if he wants more from a relationship."

		"You're listening to that voice," Maddi said as she began eating.

		When they first started eating meals with Keela, after Penny's graduation, they had waited for Keela's attendant to get her food so they could all eat together. However, Keela insisted they should begin without her. And considering once Keela's attendant began feeding her, she was not able to do much talking. It was one of her quieter moments, since Keela was definitely a chatterbox. It was hard to imagine what she would be like without the ability to speak.

		"I know," Sammi said as she too dug into her food.

		"Miss Weiher complimented me after class today," Keela said. "She said I don't have that voice she was talking about. I just say whatever pops into my head. And since people keep saying half the stuff I say doesn't make sense, I guess that means I'm, like, doing a good job of not thinking and stuff."

		It was true. Even though Keela was different from all the other women at the school, she embodied so much of what they were being taught. And considering Keela was basically already a bimbo, it should have worried her friends just how much they were being pushed to be like her, to be a bimbo. But between their daily lessons and the steady reprogramming they experienced at night after they had been ordered back to their rooms, it was getting harder and harder to worry about such things.

		"We're not doing a good enough job," Sammi said. "I still worry."

		"But we're getting there," Maddi added.

		"It'll be fine, girls," Keela said just as her attendant arrived with her food. "Those thoughts are just noise. We belong to boys. And we'll all be graduating before we know it."

		Keela was lost from the conversation as her attendant began to feed her, scooping up small bits of food and placing them in Keela's mouth. It was now a well practiced dance between the two of them. And Keela was far too focused on eating to even give her friends a thought. But that was the difference between Keela and the others. Keela really was a bimbo. Sammi and Maddi were having to learn how to be a bimbo, and a bimbo was the opposite of what they had been when they arrived.

		"I wish it were that easy," Maddi lamented. "If I could just turn off my brain, I'd do it in a heartbeat. I'm tired of this voice in my head."

		Sammi nodded along. She was still not sold on the idea that all of this was right and proper. She struggled with the idea of becoming Reg's property, a bimbo for him to fuck whenever and however he wanted. They were turning her into a trophy sex doll. And while the voice in her head was repulsed at the very idea of it, there was a part of her that wanted that. She wanted to kneel at Reg's feet, serving him with her sexy body.

		Keela was still being fed by her attendant when Sammi and Maddi finished their meals. They wished Keela well and left her behind. Keela would likely join them when she was finished, but there was no reason to stick around, as Keela would not be able to speak for some time. And Keela's attendant was not someone they could talk to. The servant was under strict orders to only ever speak to Keela and the school staff. And that speaking was to be as limited as possible. It was a lonely existence for the attendant, but she was well compensated for her work.

		Most evenings, Sammi and Maddi hung out together, but tonight Sammi felt off. Her body burned with need, her pushing almost throbbing to be filled.

		"I'll see you in the morning," Sammi said as they reached the dormitory floor. "I've got something I need to take care of."

		Maddi smiled in understanding. "Remember the rules."

		"I know. No orgasms without permission."

		That was the big rule at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. No cumming without permission. And permission only ever came in sex education class. Even then, it was rare. But Sammi had learned a lot in the short time she had been attending those classes. She learned how to edge, to touch herself and push herself to the brink of orgasm, but never going over. She had also learned about using her mouth and the rest of her body.

		Although the hardest part of sex education classes were the lessons about using tits. Sammi was unable to participate. Neither was Maddi. They did not yet have their upgraded tits and there was no way they could get a cock, or in the class of class demonstrations a dildo, between their meager breasts. Instead of participating, Sammi and Maddi were left to edge themselves as they watched, soaking in the information while dreaming of one day having the assets to take part.

		As soon as Sammi was alone in her room, with the door closed, she reached up and untied her tiny blouse. The top went into the laundry chute. Before Sammi continued undressing, she stood in front of her vanity, looking into the mirror. Her hands came up and grabbed her little breasts, trying to present them to her reflection. There was so little flesh to work with, although her nipples were almost painfully erect.

		Sammi let out a low moan as she ran her fingernails against her skin, scraping across her nipples. She had been letting her nails grow out. Keela had joked she was doing it since Keela had no nails to grow herself. Sammi was not sure why, but the longer they got, the more feminine she felt, and the less likely she could see herself holding down a career.

		However, she still had a little growing to do. Sammi had no doubt in her mind that once her tits were enhanced, she would be a true sex kitten. A perfect toy for Reg to play with whenever he wished. It was just a matter of time before that happened. And that thought made her body burn even hotter.

		Her fingers found her nipples and Sammi began rolling and pinching them as she looked into the mirror. The intensity of her stare only grew as she let out a lustful moan. Her head tilted back and her eyes closed as her body burned hotter and hotter. Sammi wanted to cum so badly.

		But Sammi needed more. She pulled her hands away from her breasts and lowered them until she hooked her fingers beneath the waistband of her skirt. Slowly, Sammi lowered the garment, revealing her bare pussy and legs. She removed the skirt and tossed it into the laundry chute, leaving only her high heels. Her hands went back to her nipples and she pinched them harder.

		"Oh yes," Sammi moaned. "More, more, more!"

		She continued to talk to herself, to encourage herself, all the while pinching her nipples hard enough to make them hurt. She staggered toward the bed and collapsed down onto it, sitting down and kicking off her heels. She did not need shoes in bed, but her toes remained pointed as she curled up on top of the covers, her head up against the headboard, propped up by her pillows.

		Keeping her left hand on her breasts, Sammi's right hand trailed down her torso, tickling her smooth skin, crossing her taut midriff. And then her fingers were right there, between her legs.

		"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Sammi moaned as she let her fingers slip between her lower lips.

		She was so wet that it only took two fingers to slip into her body. Her thumb pressed against her clit and Sammi let her head lull back as her eyes closed again. She imagined she could see Reg standing over her, staring down at her, a look of lust on his face. And then, when his eyes were fixated on hers, he would move to pull off his clothes and free his cock. He would sit down on the bed and order her to suck him off, to lick the head of his cock while he watched her play with herself.

		In her fantasy, she had her big tits. They were large balls of plastic just beneath the skin. Her lips were plump, enhanced for Reg's pleasure. She looked every bit of the bimbo they were turning her into. And the look in her heavily lidded eyes proved that there was nothing at all happening in her mind. She was a blank slate, a sexy bimbo without a thought in her head beyond pleasing Reg, being his personal bimbo to use however he saw fit. She was barely a person, giving up everything she was to him, in exchange for his care and protection. It was a symbiotic relationship, but one that left her without power.

		Sammi arched her back as she grew close to the edge. An orgasm was imminent. But even as she desperately wanted to cum, to find relief from her overwhelming arousal, her fingers pulled back. She sank into the bed, her chest heaving with need. Sammi needed to cool off. But she was not done yet. She would wait until her body was ready again. Then she would resume her work, her fingers teasing her pussy and clit, her other hand pulling and twisting her nipples. She could wipe away the hours this way. And the best part of it all was how that nagging voice in the back of head, the one that said all of this was wrong, was overwhelmed by the sensations flowing through her body, by the need for an orgasm that would never come.

		Over and over, Sammi pushed herself right up to the edge. And all alone, there was no one there to distract her, to stop her from edging her mind away for the night, giving her body the pleasure it desired, even as release remained so far away. And when the end of the evening approached, when the bell rang, signaling for the women to return to their rooms, Sammi was ready, already primed for the learning that she would not remember.
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		When Sammi woke up the next morning, it seemed like a normal morning at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. She was hornier than usual, but a night of edging would do that. There was an extra wiggle to Sammi's hips as she showered and prepared herself for her day.

		The process Sammi went through each morning before she left her room had changed over the weeks she had been there. In the beginning, she used a minimum of makeup. But as time passed, Sammi used more and more, trying to highlight the positive features of her face and cover up the less ideal features. She had even started using body glitter on her chest, along with some makeup sculpting techniques to make it appear she had larger breasts and more cleavage than she really did.

		The extra work to get ready meant Sammi was waking up earlier than she did at first, needing time to fit her beauty routine in before she went down to breakfast. And when she did make the trip down the stairs, the extra wiggle in her stride was still there, as was extra color in her cheeks.

		Sammi collected her food, a mix of fruits and a piece of toast with a special spread that she had no idea what it was, but everyone seemed to eat it and it was tasty, and then sat down, waiting for her friends. It was not unusual for Sammi to be the first to make it down to breakfast. Maddi had a more complex beauty routine, what with her dyed blonde hair and her even greater use of makeup. And Keela was often late, her life being so much more complex, even with an attendant who did almost everything for her.

		But as Sammi ate, she became more and more concerned. Neither of her friends appeared for breakfast. And when it was time, Sammi went on to her first class where she learned how to properly clean a room. Not that Sammi paid much attention to her lesson. She was too focused on the missing Maddi. Was she sick? Was she hurt? Had she escaped?

		The thought of escape grew in Sammi's mind throughout the lesson. Even as she wanted to graduate for Reg's sake, she also could not imagine continuing at the school without her friends. Without them, she felt lost. Without them, she no longer felt the same pressure to be the girl the teachers were pushing her to be, the bimbo everyone wanted her to be.

		Lunch provided no additional answers, especially because, once again, there was no sign of Keela. Sammi ate alone, her earlier added arousal flushed from her body, chased away by her confusion and worry.

		Sammi received a slight reprieve from her worry during her sex education class. Miss Conrad gave a demonstration that had all the students, including Sammi, edging, rubbing their pussies and clits as they watched. It was hard to worry, or think in general, when her fingers were playing.

		It felt like she was just going through the motions. Later, in her etiquette class, Sammi repeated the mantras mindlessly, but without them sinking in. She had put up a shield, a mask she hid behind. From the outside, she appeared to be following along, if without her normal eagerness. But inside, Sammi used her inner voice, thinking through her options. And at the top of the list was the option to escape.

		Sammi bided her time, not really sure if escape was worth it. She still thought about how many rules she would be breaking. That held her back. But Sammi had already identified the moment she would need to make her attempt, if she went through with it.

		However, it was at dinner that night when everything slotted into place in Sammi's mind. She spotted Miss Skoble and Sammi skipped getting into the food line so she could ask about her friends.

		"Hello, Miss Skoble," Sammi said, standing off to the side. She waited patiently for the teacher to look up.

		"Hello, Sammi. How are you today?"

		"I'm wondering about my friends, Maddi and Keela. I haven't seen them all day. Are they sick? I hope they aren't hurt."

		"Oh, you poor thing," Miss Skoble said condescendingly. Not that Sammi noticed being talked down to like that. "I suppose no one told you. They are with the beauty surgeons. They are both becoming better, their bodies being modified to be better women, to better fulfill their true purposes."

		"Oh," Sammi said, not knowing what else to say. But the wheels in her mind were turning and something snapped into place. She knew what she was going to do. "Thank you for telling me."

		"Now go get your dinner, Sammi. It's important that you keep your strength up. You'll get your visit with the beauty surgeons soon enough."

		Sammi nodded her thanks and then got into the food line. She made sure to eat extra, not knowing when her next meal would be. Sammi expected to be long gone by the time breakfast breakfast was served. She was going to escape.

		After a quick dinner, Sammi went straight back to her room and closed the door. She figured the main doors were watched, so she needed another way out of the school. And while the third story might have seemed to be too high to climb out of, Sammi had a plan.

		It started with pulling the sheets off the bed. Sammi used her longer nails to rip small holes at the edge of the bedding. Then using all the strength she could muster, she used those small holes to rip the bedding into long strips. From there, Sammi tied them together, end to end, turning them into a sort of rope she hoped she could use to climb down the side of the building. At least her longer nails provided something tangible and were not just there for show.

		If Sammi had been pressed, she would have admitted not really knowing what she was doing. It was so hard to think about what she was doing rationally. Instead, she just imagined she was in a movie, doing what the actors supposedly did, never mind the actual physics of what she was attempting.

		Once Sammi had a long enough rope, she set about putting on extra layers of clothing. Warmth was not an issue, but once she got beyond the school walls, Sammi wanted to look less like a parody of a schoolgirl and more like a normal person. On top of her uniform, she pulled on her nightgown. The flimsy material only managed to cover her previously bare midriff. It did nothing to add additional coverage to her legs from what her skirt already did.

		Sammi's last step was to put on the pair of high-heeled trainers that were in the bottom of her wardrobe. They were barely more practical than her other shoes, but the flat sole would at least make walking, and maybe even running, across the lawn easier. If she had worn the stiletto heels she had been wearing before, she would have both struggled to climb down from her room and walk across the lawn without her heel sinking into the grass.

		"There," Sammi said as she stood up and surveyed herself in her vanity mirror. She had half a mind to refresh her lipstick, feeling almost naked without that touch-up. But she knew time was limited. The bell that sent everyone to their rooms could ring at any moment and Sammi wanted to be climbing down, if not hurrying across the estate when that bell went off.

		Sammi tied her self-made rope to her bed, knowing that would be heavy enough to anchor it during her escape. She then opened the window and tossed out the free end of the rope. Her escape was imminent.

		Climbing up onto the window ledge, the breeze blowing into her room reminded her of how exposed she was. Her tiny skirt did little to maintain her modesty. Anyone watching her would surely get a full view of her pussy. But the hope was that no one would see her. No one would know she had escaped before it was too late.

		Sammi was not entirely sure how she managed to do it, but she managed to get herself out the window, her feet planted against the outside wall of the manor house, and slowly lower herself to the ground. The moment her feet hit solid earth, she let out a sigh, glad to be out of the school and now on her way out of the grounds.

		There was no looking around as Sammi walked as quickly as her high-heeled trainers would allow her. Her feet had grown used to this position, always pointed, but that did not mean she could run in such shoes. That was still beyond her, especially with how heavy the shoes felt on her feet. But that did not stop Sammi as she hurried across the lawn, toward the outer wall of the estate. Once she reached the wall, she planned to follow the wall until she found an exit. She was willing to slip out through the main gate, but she hoped there were other options along the way. The main gate was not guarded, at least from what she could remember from her arrival.

		It felt like it had been ages since Sammi had arrived at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. It had been a couple weeks, but Sammi felt like she was not a different person than who she had been back then. Even though the school was weird by almost every metric she could think about, that still felt like a significant shift in such a short amount of time. It forced Sammi to admit how she had changed more than she wanted to admit. She was not herself anymore.

		However, as Sammi approached the outside wall, it felt as if she needed to work harder with each step. It felt like there was a physical barrier she was fighting through. Only, there was no barrier. at least there was not something she could see.

		The barrier had been installed inside her mind. There was an invisible fence, before the wall, and Sammi could sense it. It slowed her down, making her fight for every step. She leaned forward, bracing herself as if she was walking into the wind. But there was no wind either. The barrier was in her mind. Her brain was playing tricks on her, keeping her in place. It had something to do with the hissing noise Sammi heard each night after the bell signaled the end of social time, when Sammi lost track of time, losing track of herself until she awoke the next morning.

		But Sammi was determined. She pushed on, grunting as she forced her body forward. She was going to beat this. That was her goal. She was going to escape.

		The bell rang from the manor house. All of the other women were returning to their rooms. There they would await the hissing sound that would program them for whatever the Headmistress wanted.

		Except the noise was not limited to their rooms. Sammi could hear it now, all the way across the manor lawn. Only this time it was different. The pitch was different, the frequency changed. And even as Sammi fought against whatever was holding her back, her eyes slowly dipped closed. Her mind was a complete blank as she slowly sunk down to the cool grass, curling up as the mind processing took over.
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		Sammi awoke sitting in a chair. Her wrists were strapped to the armrests. Her ankles were strapped to the chair legs. And sitting across from her was Headmistress Pemberly.

		"Hello, Sammi," the woman said, her voice surprisingly sweet.

		"What happened to me?" Sammi asked, panic in her voice.

		"You tried to leave us last night. You were being a naughty girl."

		"I don't understand," Sammi said, trying to remember what had happened. She remembered escaping, but everything felt so fuzzy, like her memories were not lining up as they should.

		"We found you out in the grass, near the outer wall. You were unconscious. You were brought here. The restraints are for your safety. We here at the school only want what's best for you."

		Sammi tried to argue against the Headmistress in her head, rebelling against her words, but it was too hard. Something was off. She could not understand what was happening. But even as she was tied down, she felt safe. And that made her question why she was trying to escape.

		"Usually students try to leave us earlier than you did. I'm actually impressed you lasted this long at all. But Miss Skoble filled me in on the details. Your friends, Keela and Maddi are both with the beauty surgeons right now. You felt alone and you tried to run. But there's no reason for that. Your friends will return soon enough. Trust me on that."

		"What are you going to do to me?" Sammi asked, her mind thinking up various punishments the Headmistress could enact. The scariest one was getting placed in a tiny closet with nails and other sharp objects sticking out into the interior, forcing Sammi to stand upright, without leaning on anything. After a few hours, it would become agony. Sammi vaguely recalled that particular punishment appearing in some movie or another.

		"Everyone tries to escape at least once," the Headmistress said. "And as long as you promise not to do it again, I think we can turn this into an opportunity for you."

		Sammi's confusion only grew. She was not going to be punished? Why not? It seemed antithetical to the purpose of the school. She had broken the rules, even if there had not been a specific rule against leaving early. But that infraction deserved a punishment.

		"Opportunity?"

		"Yes, I think this would be the perfect time to send you to the salon. You've been such a good student these first few weeks. I think it's time to push you onto the path you need to follow. It's time to go blonde."

		Sammi just sat there, stunned. Blonde was the color all of her friends sported. Penny had been blonde in the short time she knew her. Maddi was a blonde. Keela was a blonde. It was clear that blonde hair was popular at the school, but Sammi had never imagined it for herself.

		In all her life, Sammi had never cared that much about her hair. The only times she had ever been tempted to dye it had been when she considered less than normal colors. There was the time she wanted to dye her hair blue, but when she heard how easily blue hair dye could turn hair green, she had put the idea aside, never to return to it.

		However, now it hit her like a freight train. She knew there would be changes for her. She knew implants would be in her future. But Sammi never fully realized she would be going blonde as well. And now that the idea had been planted in her head, now that she was gobsmacked by the idea of it, there was no turning back. She wanted, no needed, to have blonde hair.

		"Yes, Headmistress," Sammi said, a smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

		"But I also realize how hard it must be right now to be without Maddi and Keela," the Headmistress continued. "So I'm going to suggest the salon give you some fillers, too. That way you can get used to your lips being perfectly kissable at the same time you're adjusting to having blonde hair. Yes, I think that's just the plan we need."

		Sammi was so confused. She felt like she should be punished for trying to run away. Instead, it almost felt like she was being rewarded for her bad behavior. Then again, if she had hair and lips more like her classmates, more like her friends, she would be less likely to rebel, less likely to run. Not that Sammi had processed the situation to that conclusion. Instead, she was just left very confused.

		The Headmistress clapped twice and a servant, similar to Keela's attendant, entered the room.

		"Take Sammi here to the salon," the Headmistress ordered. "She needs the hair treatment and the filler treatment that is present in her file."

		The servant said nothing. She only nodded her head in understanding. And then she reached down and pulled a lever on Sammi's chair. Instead of the restraints releasing, the whole chair rose up several inches. From there, the servant held onto the back of the chair and wheeled it away. The lever raised the chair onto wheels, allowing Sammi to be whisked off, still strapped down, still restrained.

		And without a word, Sammi left Headmistress Pemberly's office. She would not have known what to say even if she had been given a chance to speak. Instead, she was on her way to the salon, with the earlier confusion still making it difficult for her to think, to speak, to decide what she was going to do.

		Rolling through the school was an interesting experience. Sammi had no control. There was a part of her, the part of her that actually saw Keela's extreme leisure as something fun, that enjoyed the moment. But Sammi was still someone who liked to feel some semblance of control. It went back to her college days. And while those days were in the past, they still rippled forward into her present state of mind, regardless of what the programming was trying to stamp out.

		Before Sammi knew it, the servant had rolled her into the salon. It was a space that served all the women at the school, yet in her first weeks as a student, she had yet to experience it. But now it was time. Sammi had been deemed ready. She was ready to join the ranks of the blonde. And the lip filler would also cause a stir, at least every time she looked in the mirror.

		And as much as the idea of injecting a foreign substance into her lips worried her, Sammi was far more excited about no longer needing to hide her thin lips, compensating with drastic makeup. The drastic makeup would remain, but only to highlight the fullness of her new lips.

		"Ah, Sammi," said a smiling woman wearing an apron. Her bright blonde hair made her fit in with the rest of the blonde contingent at the school. "Welcome. The Headmistress let me know you would be joining us today. I'm all ready for you."

		Sammi had been expected to be released from her chair, but it turned out she was wrong. Instead of having her wrists and ankles released and sitting in a salon chair, Sammi's current chair was wheeled into place. It even had a level that allowed the chair to recline, giving the stylist full access to Sammi's hair and allowing her to wash it before beginning.

		"You can call me Miss Berman," the stylist said as she got everything ready. "But there's nothing you need to worry about. Everything I'm doing was spelled out in your intake documents. Your man is going to be very lucky when you graduate."

		The mention of Reg caused a coiling of heat to gather in Sammi's belly. Just thinking about him was enough to turn her on. It was getting harder and harder to think how she used to. But Sammi was overwhelmed by it all, especially as Miss Berman seemed unlikely to explain what was in her file. Sammi had not fully realized there was a file on her, dictating how she was supposed to end up by the time she graduated.

		Sammi had, by now, realized there was a plan for her, but she knew little of what it was. She figured there was a future for her with breast implants. It seemed like all the women at the school had them, even the teachers. And while Sammi had been able to enjoy Maddi's companionship, knowing they were kindred spirits in terms of breast size, that was changing while Maddi had surgery.

		"These will help you relax," Miss Berman said before she stuffed what initially felt like earplugs into Sammi's ears. However, they were special noise canceling earbuds. And once they were in place, the familiar hiss that always seemed to come at the end of each day, after the bell rang. And just like that, Sammi closed her eyes and completely missed what Miss Berman did.

		It felt like hours later when Sammi awoke. She was in her room. The memory of Miss Berman was fleeting, barely there. But when she awoke, there was a smile on her lips.

		"My lips," Sammi said as she jumped out of bed. She wore her nightgown, without her school uniform beneath it. Her feet were bare.

		Sammi plopped herself down in front of her vanity to see what had been done. She had no memory of any of it. Miss Berman had filled her ears and sent her into some sort of trance. Sammi would have considered that more, but she was distracted by her lips. They were plump. They looked so juicy. They were bigger than even she had imagined. And she knew they would look amazing with lipstick.

		But that was only the half of it. Because not only had Sammi's lips been enhanced with filler, her hair had been dyed blonde. And it was a very light blonde. She stared at her reflection in the mirror and scarcely believed it was her. She looked so different, foreign compared to the image in her mind.

		Sammi bit her lower lip, feeling a surge of arousal hit her. She did not know what it was, but her own reflection was turning her on. Maybe it was seeing other women at the school, her classmates, with similarly enhanced features that got her going. She had never felt much sexual attraction toward women before, but she had connected her attractive classmates to beauty and sex, especially as she sat through her sex education class, spending all that time masturbating while she watched her classmates demonstrate various sexual techniques. It had an effect on her. And now that she saw herself like she did her classmates, she was left aroused at her own reflection.

		It was only after several minutes of primping and preening in the mirror that Sammi realized she would be late for class. There was a clock on the wall by the door, her mind stretching to read the analogue hands. Each day it became a little harder. And somehow, despite all that had happened to her, she knew she had class to get to.

		Sammi had no idea how long it had been since her escape attempt. Once the hissing sound began, everything seemed to get hazy. Memories were difficult to form and retrieve. It could have been only a night or it could have been days. Sammi had no way of knowing. But she did not question it. It was just a part of her new reality, never knowing exactly when it was, even with the aid of a clock.

		After spending her morning showering and preparing for class, Sammi walked down to breakfast with an extra sway in her hips. She strutted as she walked into the dining room. Other students stopped and looked at her. They whispered about her. And Sammi let it all sink in. She reveled in the attention. For the first time in her life, she felt desirable compared to the other women. She might not have the enhanced chest that many of the women did, but she was still plenty sexy. And Sammi had no doubt that even if Reg sent for her now, he would be happy with the progress she had made and everything she had learned. She definitely wanted to put her new lips to use, wrapping them around his cock and sucking him like there was no tomorrow. It did not even dawn on her how she had previously hated blowjobs, saving them for special occasions. Now, it was not just something she wanted to do. She needed to do it. She needed to wrap her plump lips around Reg's cock, sucking him off like her life depended on it. It was her duty, as a woman. Or so she now thought.

		Sammi might have been ready to leave, to run away. But now, with a head full of perfectly blonde hair and lips that were made to be wrapped around a cock, she was ready to stay. She wanted to stay. She needed to stay so that she could become the perfect wife for the man she loved. It was that simple. And it put a smile on Sammi's face as she started another day at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women.
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		It was a little over a week for Sammi, living without her friends. She was friendly with the other students, but they could not replace the closeness she felt toward Maddi and Keela. And even Keela was a strange friend, since she was almost always accompanied by her attendant, keeping a watchful eye over the girl with no arms.

		In that time, Sammi went about her routine, although with even more time spent on her appearance. The blonde dye required more effort to care for each day. And Sammi felt the need to make her lips pop even more. They were already so plump, but without any tits to draw in attention, she had to make her lips work for her.

		If there was any indication that Sammi regretted either getting her hair done or her lips done, she never showed it. Whatever voice that complained was easily ignored, even if that same voice still spoke up in other contexts. The idea of turning herself into a bimbo for Reg, becoming his perfect little trophy housewife, still bothered her. And without her friends to stamp out such thoughts, they continued to sound off, almost festering beneath her skin.

		But the wait for Sammi to be joined by at least one of her friends was finally over. She had spent her morning as she always did, making herself look pretty and sexy. Sammi did not stop at Maddi's door to see her friend before breakfast. She was expecting to spend another day alone. However, just as Sammi passed by Maddi's door, it opened.

		Sammi stopped, shocked to see any movement behind the door at all. And then when the figure appeared from behind that door, her jaw dropped in shock. Without even looking at the woman's face, Sammi was faced with the biggest breasts she had ever seen. They were massive, big and round, completely dominating the woman's figure.

		A giggle escaped the huge-breasted woman's lips. Then in a sing-song voice she spoke. "Hi, Sammi. Ready for breakfast."

		It was only then that Sammi managed to tear her gaze away from the massive cleavage on display to find herself looking into Maddi's face. It was Maddi. It was her friend. But there was something different about Maddi, beyond her supersized tits. There was a look in her eyes, something Sammi had never seen from her before. There was an emptiness there that had not been there previously, before her trip to the beauty surgeons.

		"Wow," was all Sammi could say, which set Maddi to giggling again.

		"I know, right? They put me to sleep and then I woke up with these beautiful titties. They're so big. I love them so much."

		To emphasize her love, Maddi wrapped her giant tits in her arms, hugging them like she would a person or a stuffie. It was clear that Maddi loved this new version of herself. Whether she would have originally was left up for debate, but the Maddi who presented herself to Sammi that morning was definitely in love with her new form.

		"They must have given you all new uniforms to fit over those giant tits," Sammi commented, knowing her old blouses had no hope in fitting around such monstrously sized tits. Not that Sammi looked down on her friend for the size of her tits. They were big enough for Maddi to struggle with some tasks, hiding whole parts of her body from view unless she was standing in front of a mirror. Sammi doubted her friend could even see her feet with the massive size of her breasts getting in the way.

		"New uniforms?" Maddi questioned and then giggled again. She was giggling a lot. "You mean this isn't the same uniform I wore before?"

		Sammi did not know what to say. Maddi had missed the obvious. It was like her brain was broken. She could not connect the fact her old blouses could not fit her now and that they had to have been replaced, because her current blouse fit her perfectly, although it was still plenty small, leaving a huge amount of tit flesh on display, along with her taut midriff.

		"Let's go get breakfast," Sammi said, deciding to change the subject.

		If Maddi was upset in the slightest about her question going unanswered, she did not show it. She just smiled, giggled again, and stepped out of her room, closing the door behind her.

		It was almost like before, with the two friends doing almost everything together. Almost. Sammi had always suspected that Maddi was roughly on equal terms in the intelligence department. But now it seemed like there was a massive chasm between their mental capabilities, equal to the massive difference between their busts. It was as if all of Maddi's former intelligence had been poured into her tits, making them so unnaturally large. And the strangest part of it all was how Maddi seemed oblivious to it all.

		At breakfast, Maddi was congratulated by the other students. Everyone welcomed her back. And all of them complimented her on her tits. She was easily the biggest at the school, breaking the curve with her incredible curves.

		"Did it hurt at all?" Sammi asked as they ate. She noticed how Maddi had to keep her plate further away from her so she could still see it over her tits, but she chose not to say anything.

		"Did what hurt?" Maddi asked absentmindedly. That seemed to be her default state. Maddi was almost completely unaware of what was happening around her. She just went through her day, at least so far, letting things happen and never questioning them.

		"The surgery," Sammi answered. "Your tits."

		"Oh," Maddi said before she let loose another giggle. "I can't remember. I think they did something to my brain, because I'm, like, totally not sure of anything. It's really nice, actually. There's only happy and sexy thoughts left."

		"So you don't have that voice in your head anymore?"

		Maddi shook her head, her blonde locks bouncing around her face. "Did getting your lips hurt?"

		Sammi sat there for a moment, unsure of how to respond. It took her a moment to think back to what had happened. She had tried to escape, which seemed so silly to her now. She was just upset that her friends had both gone to the beauty surgeons, leaving her alone. There might have been some jealousy in there, too. But the actual procedure was a complete blank. She did not remember having her hair dyed, even though she loved the results. She did not remember having her lips filled, but she loved that, too.

		"I don't remember," Sammi finally said.

		"It's just, like, easier not to remember," Maddi said with surprising confidence. For a woman who seemed to giggle whenever she was asked a question, diminishing the confidence she could exude, she seemed perfectly confident in advancing the concept that not remembering was for the best.

		The rest of the day was almost like a return to the days before Maddi left. Sammi could tell how much her friend had changed, but it felt nice to have her there again. Maddi struggled through the morning class. If her tits were not getting in the way, she had trouble remembering what step of the cooking task they were on. But she managed, even if it was not a total success. Sammi seemed to become the better cook between them. Maddi just did not have the mind for it anymore. She still tried, but she also accepted that this was not her best skill anymore.

		After lunch, Miss Conrad welcomed Maddi back to class, getting the newly busty student to demonstrate how to use her big tits for everyone. Whatever questions Sammi still had about her friend's condition evaporated under the onslaught of her fingers while she edged herself to Maddi's demonstration. It was so much easier to just accept her friend when she was too horny to think straight.

		And just like that, Sammi had her friend back. There was no doubt that Maddi had changed in her time away, but Sammi just accepted it. She accepted her friend as she was. There was no doubt that Maddi was happy. The disappearance of that voice Miss Weiher had talked about only seemed to make Maddi more content. That meant both of Sammi's friends were without that inner voice, making Sammi almost jealous that she still had it, that there was still lingering doubt inside her head.

		However, it would take another week before Keela made her reappearance in the dorms. Sammi and Maddi had returned to their routine, but when Keela's door was open as they walked down to breakfast one morning, they both felt the need to investigate. It was mostly Sammi who was curious. Maddi just accepted life as it came to her now. But both were excited to see their friend.

		Sammi knocked on the open door as they stood in the doorway. Maddi's tits took up most of the space, but Sammi could still slide in along the side, pressing her body against the door frame.

		"Hi, who is it?" Keela asked. She sat on the edge of her bed, her attendant fixing her blonde hair.

		Keela did not move to look at her friends. Her eyes continued to look straight ahead. It took a moment for Sammi to remember some of the details of Keela's eventual transformation.

		"It's Sammi and Maddi," Sammi said. "Welcome back."

		"Thanks," Keela said, smiling. Although that smile was only on her lips. It did not extend to her eyes. It seemed as if the entire upper part of her face was frozen, or at least without her ability to move them consciously. "I'm excited to be back."

		"What happened to you?" Sammi asked. She knew Maddi would not have asked such a question. She would have just accepted this change in Keela. She had lost her curiosity, but I still had mine. And I wanted to know how our friendship with Keela would be affected by her latest set of changes, bringing her closer to her ideal of extreme leisure.

		"My eyes don't respond to me anymore," Keela said. "I think they called it fixed focal length or something like that. I can't move them at all. But I can still see. Just everything is blurry unless it's the perfect distance from my face."

		Sammi remembered that. It seemed strange to desire that, but it was a part of the extreme leisure that Keela wanted and grew up to embrace. Sammi was not going to question that.

		"And they fused parts of my neck and back," Keela added. "I can't turn my head anymore. And I need help standing up and sitting down. Even walking can be hard. I'm dependent on my attendant more than ever."

		Sammi could not imagine living such a life, but as long as Keela was happy, she would accept it. She would accept her. And Maddi was definitely accepting. She accepted everything and everyone now.

		When the attendant finished with Keela's hair, she helped Keela stand. It was an awkward looking process. Sammi had never considered how much work was needed to do something as simple as stand. She had never known what kind of flexibility was needed, how the spine and neck flexed and moved in such normal activities.

		But once Keela was standing, she had an easier time of moving. She could walk, albeit more slowly than before. The sway of her hips caused her upper body to sway back and forth more. It was interesting to watch. She did not glide as much as she used to. And her head moved back and forth with her shoulders. That was why her attendant remained close at hand. It was so easy for Keela to head off in the wrong direction. Walking in a straight line would take practice, assuming she could ever get it perfectly right.

		They went downstairs together. Keela needed additional help with the steps. Her rigid back and neck meant she would have toppled over, falling down the stairs, without her attendant holding her by the waist and hips, keeping her from hurting herself. Sammi was shocked by how much more dependent Keela had become. But that was the idea behind extreme leisure. She was not supposed to do anything for herself and the more restrained she became, the more she relied on others for the simplest of tasks.

		However, while at breakfast, Sammi learned more about the changes Keela had undergone. While Keela's attendant went to the kitchen to pick up her breakfast, Keela explained.

		"I'm on a liquid only diet from now on. Even though I still have my teeth, those will be removed when I have my cord removed. My whole mouth will get reshaped for its true purpose."

		"I got my lips filled while you were gone," Sammi offered. "I can't wait to wrap them around a cock."

		Maddi giggled but Keela was excited. "Can I see them? Lean forward so I can see."

		Sammi leaned forward, sitting across from her armless friend. "I love them," Keela said when Sammi's face came into view. "And you're blonde now. You're gonna be so hot for your fiancé."

		"I can't wait," Sammi said automatically.

		"I probably shouldn't say this at meal time, but I'm really excited to get fucked in the ass," Keela said. "They did something down there. I don't understand what it is, but they, like, did something to help keep everything clean. When I have to go to the bathroom, this rod thing goes up my ass and connects to something inside of me. It's weird, but it feels good. I bet a cock would feel even better."

		Sammi was still adjusting to the idea of becoming a three-holed slut for Reg. She had two holes, ready and waiting for him, but her ass still set her on edge.

		"I can't wait to have my tits fucked," Maddi said, joining the conversation.

		"Did you get them done?" Keela asked.

		Maddi leaned forward, pushing Sammi to the side so she could be right in front of Keela.

		"Wow, those are, like, the biggest tits I've ever seen."

		"I know, right? And I just love them. I don't care how heavy they are. I just love having huge tits."

		The rest of the morning conversation revolved around tits. Sammi felt left out, but she was still happy to have her friends back. She had no idea how much longer this would all go on for. Sammi knew her time would come when she would join the ranks of the busty. She just did not know when it would happen or what Reg had chosen for her in terms of size. The whole concept of letting her appearance be determined by someone else was new to her, but Sammi was slowly accepting it, especially with her two friends being so accepting of their changes. It almost made Sammi eager for the silencing of her inner voice, so she could be a happy bimbo, just like her friends.

		

	
		 

		5

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		It took Sammi time to adapt to the changes in her friends. But she still took just as much enjoyment from being with them as she did before. Her friends had changed, but so had Sammi. She was not the same woman as before. Her plump lips and blonde hair helped her to embrace the bimbo now lurking inside of her. And her changes, combined with those of her friends, helped keep that internal voice at bay as well, at least when they were together. Having like-minded friends certainly helped.

		But when it came to Thatcher's Finishing School for Women, life was always changing. And as soon as Sammi felt as if she was finally starting to acclimate to her surroundings, they changed again.

		"James. Edward." Maddi squealed as they approached their sex education class. She minced over to the two men standing just outside the classroom, leaning against the wall.

		It took Sammi a moment to process what she was seeing. The only time there were ever men waiting outside of the sex education classroom were when someone was graduating. But there had never been two men before.

		If Keela had wanted to remain so she could figure out what was going on, she was never given the choice. Her attendant kept her walking into the classroom. It usually took at least a minute for Keela to get situated. Sammi had not remembered Keela attending these classes originally, but something along the way must have changed. She had learned not to question irregularities like that. Students attended the classes they needed to attend. She knew better than to question that now.

		However, instead of Keela sitting in one of the normal chairs, the desks that reminded Sammi of her previous academic focus, there was a special saddle for Keela to mount. The attendant positioned Keela over the device and then raised it between her legs. It pushed her up, letting her ride it as her heels lifted off the ground. Only the very tips of her toes, lifted by her platform heels, made contact with the ground, leaving her trapped, but also more steady than she was in any other position.

		The saddle was specially designed for Keela. Using a combination of penetration and vibration, it could keep Keela on the edge of orgasm for hours at a time. And she was completely helpless as it buzzed away, filling her pussy and ass, along with teasing her clit. Keela loved it. So, too, did her attendant, who no longer needed to manually stimulate the future living doll.

		As Maddi embraced the two men, Sammi entered the classroom with a mixture of happiness and sadness rolling through her. She was happy to know that her friend was set to graduate, having only a single test remaining before she could move on with her life, marrying the man of her dreams. Or was it men? Sammi had no idea. Maddi had kept that part of herself a secret. Was she secretly engaged to two men? Sammi bit her lip at the thought. The idea of serving two different men as a bimbo was enticing and hot, even if it left her wondering how such a thing could be organized.

		With Keela positioned in the back of the classroom, out of the way, Sammi took her usual seat, knowing Maddi would not be joining her. It was difficult to imagine life without her friend, even though she had managed before. But Sammi knew her friend would leave and she had no idea if they would ever see each other again.

		"Good afternoon, class," Miss Conrad said.

		"Good afternoon, Miss Conrad," the students echoed.

		"Today is a beautiful day, because it's time for another graduation. Our dear friend, Maddi, is all set to graduate, assuming she can pass this final test."

		At the mention of the final test, Maddi minced into the room in her high heels, her huge tits bouncing and jiggling in front of her. Sammi was surprised how well her friend moved, holding back that much weight and keeping herself from falling over.

		The students, with the exception of Keela, clapped.

		Entering the classroom behind Maddi were the two men. Sammi could figure out they were named James and Edward. Which was which, she had no idea. Not that it really mattered. As long as they could both give Maddi what she needed, it seemed like a perfectly acceptable situation. That was assuming they could share without jealousy. Two men, best friends, sharing everything, including a woman like Maddi.

		However, Sammi could now understand why Maddi had chosen to keep her relationship secret. Yes, she was engaged. But Sammi had never asked anything beyond that. She had assumed it was to a single man. It turned out Maddi was engaged to two men, in a polyamorous relationship.

		"Maddi, please step up on stage with your two gentlemen and begin."

		Keela's saddle buzzed as it activated. Sammi's fingers dipped below the hem of her short skirt and played with her pussy. Edging had become automatic. She did not even need to consciously think about it. She had trained herself to do it without thinking. And it was that absence of thinking that helped keep her focused on her friend as she watched the test unfold.

		Maddi sat down on the demonstration bed, facing her fellow students, her big tits barely contained in her tiny blouse. James and Edward remained standing, but flanked her, facing each other and looking down into her exposed cleavage.

		Without a second's hesitation, Maddi reached out and pulled at the two men's belts. She worked equally well with both of her hands, leaving Sammi to realize how her friend was ambidextrous. She regularly worked with both hands, but Sammi had never noticed before now.

		It only took moments for both men's cock to pop free. They bobbed in time with their heartbeats, throbbing with need. Sammi felt her arousal build as she watched the scene unfold before her.

		Maddi worked hard to undress both of her men. They helped her, but that was more of a distraction than anything else, because they kept pawing at her huge tits. Maddi moaned as her sexual need kept growing. She panted with arousal, her body aching for what the two men could give her.

		And once they were nude. Once they were ready. The two men picked Maddi up and tore off her uniform. One moment she looked like any of the students at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women and the next she looked like a slut with huge tits and wearing only a pair of high heels.

		The men picked Maddi up and tossed her onto the bed, her huge tits hanging beneath her, the nipples dragging gently below her. But she had little time to consider this new situation before the two men crawled up onto the demonstration bed. They each took a side, turning Maddi's body so her ass was pointed toward the man on Sammi's left and her face looking up at the man on Sammi's right.

		"Prepare to get fucked, Maddi," the man behind Maddi said.

		There was no wait. The man who spoke grabbed hold of Maddi's hips and immediately lined up his cock. Her eyes opened wide as he penetrated her pussy for the first time since she had arrived here. His cock was so big. It had always been big. But it had been so long since Maddi had anything inside of her other than a dildo or other sex toy. Now there was a mixture of shock and surprise on her face.

		However, the man in front of her used Maddi's reaction to his benefit. As Maddi opened her mouth in shock, he pushed his cock into her mouth. Maddi could only kneel there and take it, experiencing a fullness that no lesson had been able to duplicate. But as the two men fucked Maddi's face and pussy, treating her like a doll as it felt like they were trying to make their cocks meet in the middle, Maddi could not have been happier. She loved both of these men. She wanted to serve them with everything she had. She wanted to please them. And even though she had been reluctant to enter into this situation originally, now she loved the idea of it, having two men to serve, letting them use her so that she could finally have some semblance of sexual satisfaction.

		Maddi would have cried out in pleasure had her mouth not been occupied. The two men, her fiancés, pounded her from both ends, spit roasting her like no one in the classroom could have imagined before. She might have been an intelligent woman at one point. But that woman was gone, lost somewhere along the way as her new self was forged into existence, into someone who knew true happiness as two men took turns fucking her face and pussy, treating her like a glorified fuck doll.

		The men had only one thing in mind as they fucked Maddi. Their goal was simple. They wanted to claim her as part of her graduation ceremony. But they not only needed to cum inside their bimbo of a fiancée, but they needed to make her cum as well.

		"Fuck, this is the best public sex I've ever had," said the man fucking Maddi from behind. His words were almost a challenge for Sammi to believe. It was unheard of for men to talk like that in front of other women, let alone a group of women at an all-female boarding school. But this was a different sort of school where such things were not only allowed, but encouraged.

		"I know," agreed the man in front of Maddi. "It's so easy to do this here. And those sluts out there are all rubbing themselves, getting horny just by watching us fuck our slut."

		"Maddi, are you ready for me to cum inside you?"

		Maddi had to force her words around the cock in her mouth. "Please, cum in me."

		The men looked into each other's eyes as they fucked Maddi harder. She felt like nothing more than a sex toy between two men, but it was the only way she knew happiness anymore. This was her purpose. This was who she was and what she had been shaped into. After today, she would belong to these two men, becoming their eager fucktoy, their bimbo wife to use and abuse however they wanted. And Maddi wanted it, just like they did. She had been trained for this. Her teachers and Headmistress Pemberly had all agreed she was ready. She had the body that her men wanted her to have. She had the mind of a bimbo, quiet except for the constant desire for sex and to please. She was perfect, just as James and Edward had agreed.

		"I'm gonna cum inside your mouth, Maddi." It was Edward saying that.

		"And I'm going to cum inside your pussy," James added.

		The two men came as they reached up and high-fived each other, celebrating this moment of casual, kinky sex.

		But as their cocks surged with cum, filling Maddi from both ends, she was cumming, too. Her body shook as pleasure inundated every inch of her. There was a happy buzzing in her head as the rush of endorphins hit her. She would have moaned and even screamed, but her mouth was occupied, her throat working overtime to swallow down all of Edward's cum.

		If it had not been for the two cocks spearing her, Maddi would have collapsed onto the bed, her limbs shaking and convulsing under the onslaught of pleasure. It felt so good to have her body stuffed as it was, filled with cum from both ends.

		But neither of the men was done. Not only did they cum inside Maddi's mouth and pussy, but they still had the energy to switch places.

		"Ready for me?" Edward asked. He pulled his cock free from Maddi's mouth, sending strands of cum with it.

		"I'll always be ready for you," Maddi said with a smile.

		"Then ride me, Maddi," Edward said as he laid back on the bed, letting his cock bob and sway in front of him, his balls somehow still swollen and full of cum.

		Maddi hesitated for a split second. Then she flipped around and impaled herself on Edward's cock. She then leaned forward, taking James' cock between her lips, tasting her pussy on him as she got double teamed for the second time.

		"She's so good," James said, watching Maddi riding Edward's cock. "I can't believe this is happening."

		"She's perfect," Edward agreed, watching Maddi as she worked.

		Maddi had never felt more used or more perfect. She was living the bimbo life in every way, working hard to service the two men she had agreed to marry. And as she looked up at James, seeing his cock bob in front of her, she knew she had made the right choice. She had gotten everything she had always wanted and more.

		As Maddi rode Edward's cock and then slid it into her pussy, James saw an opportunity and he took it. He moved close and cupped Maddi's huge tits, squeezing them like he owned them. And while ownership was a matter of law and Maddi still remained a person through all of this, everyone in the room knew how Maddi felt. Her body was theirs to use. Her purpose was to please them. She was a happy and horny bimbo, with huge tits and two men who would keep her stuffed with cock all day long. The two best friends were her lovers, her fiancés, and eventually her husbands. And she would do everything she could to keep them satisfied and happy, just like they did for her.

		The two men came once more, filling Maddi from both ends, leaving her to add to the previous load in her belly, as well as the previous load in her pussy. It seemed impossible for her not to be knocked up already, with two loads of cum inside of her. And that would be the fun in the end, finding out which of her two men had impregnated her. It was something they would have a great deal of fun doing in the future, seeing which of them could pump her full of more kids.

		When it was all over, when Maddi had enjoyed two roaring orgasms at the behest of James and Edward, Maddi was congratulated. She had successfully graduated from Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. She was a bimbo the school could be proud of. And as the students clapped for their friend, minus Keela who could not move from her perch, Sammi's eyes grew wet with tears. She was happy to see her friend achieve such a grand end, but she was sad to know her friend would be leaving her. Sammi still had more time to go at the school, more lessons to learn, more enhancements to undergo. But Sammi was certain that her friendship with Maddi would remain, should they ever get to see each other again.

		And when Maddi was congratulated by her fellow students, it was Sammi who was right there, hugging her overly busty friend, knowing she would do everything she could to achieve this same moment. Sammi wanted to graduate. She wanted to be a bimbo. She had seen her future and she now wanted it for herself. She wanted to serve Reg and be his bimbo. Maddi and, first, Penny had shown her the way. Bimbo was better and that was all Sammi wanted to be. She wanted to be Reg's bimbo. But there was still more work to do.
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