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		"J ust the two students I was looking for."

		Sammi looked up from her dinner tray to find Miss Skoble looking over her. She was seated next to Keela as they both ate their dinners. Sammi's meal consisted of a salad with baked chicken. Keela sucked happily from her smoothie, now on an all-liquid diet.

		"Hello, Miss Skoble," Sammi said, speaking for both her and Keela.

		It had taken time for Sammi to adjust to Keela's last round of enhancements, if they could be called that. When the pair met, Keela had already had her breasts augmented and her arms removed. The latter was a part of the extreme leisure movement that had taken hold among certain wealthy families. Keela’s end goal was to become a complete doll, always at leisure, unable to do anything but walk or sit.

		Since then, Keela had undergone additional enhancements. The upper half of her face had been frozen in place, other than her ability to blink. But her sight was severely restricted, her eyes having a fixed focal point and an inability to track objects. Unless someone stood at just the right spot in front of her, they were just a blur.

		Unlike Sammi, who had a fiancé, Reg, Keela was not committed to a man. But as she had grown up with the basic understanding that this was her future, she was perfectly content to give up her independence and have an attendant take care of all her needs.

		There was a lot Sammi had needed to adjust to during her time at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. She had arrived as Sam, short for Samantha. Sam had planned to have a career and had assumed the school would teach her proper etiquette for living amongst the wealthy elite. Reg came from a wealthy family and she did not. But instead, her lessons revolved around being a bimbo trophy wife for her fiancé. And except for a short lived escape attempt, Sammi had become a model pupil.

		In her time at the school, she had learned how to cook and clean. She had learned how to please her future husband. And she had her hair dyed blonde and her lips filled to become plump and pouty. The one thing she was missing was the tits of a bimbo. Unlike Keela, as well as Miss Skoble and all of the other teachers at the school, Sammi had yet to have her breasts augmented. It had been a sore spot at first, but Sammi had come to live with it, knowing she would get her tits when she was ready.

		"I have good news for the both of you," Miss Skoble said. "You are both ready for your final trip to the beauty surgeons."

		Instead of calling the doctors who performed the various procedures on the students plastic surgeons, they were called beauty surgeons. The idea was that every trip to the beauty surgeons enhanced the beauty of the student, regardless of how society might view the changes as a whole.

		Sammi's best friend until recently had been a woman named Maddi. She had already graduated, but before she did, she was given the biggest set of breasts anyone at the school had ever seen. They were massive, but Maddi loved them. And no one considered telling Maddi that they were too big. No one even thought that. Her breasts came from the beauty surgeons and therefore, they were beautiful.

		Keela was still sucking on her smoothie, needing her attendant to take it out of her mouth to respond, but even Sammi could sense her friend's excitement.

		Sammi was excited, too, but she was more muted in her response. She had done a terrific job eliminating her inner voice, the part of her that doubted what she was learning and wanted to push back against the woman she was becoming, but it still existed, even just slightly. And as she sat there, looking up at her busty teacher, there were still lingering doubts floating through her head.

		No matter what Sammi had done so far, between dying her hair blonde and getting her lips filled, there was nothing she had done that could be viewed as truly permanent. And even though breast augmentations were technically reversible, they were significant surgery. It was a big step.

		And yet, despite those lingering doubts, Sammi was still excited. After spending all this time with barely any breasts, without the cleavage her fellow classmates sported, she wanted them. She felt like she needed them. Sammi felt as if she would never be complete until she sported a pair of breasts that Reg had picked out for her.

		"Well, aren't you going to say anything?" Miss Skoble said.

		"I'm excited," Sammi said. And she meant it. "I just wasn't expecting this. I almost thought it would never happen."

		Miss Skoble smiled. Then she turned toward Keela's attendant. "Would you please remove the straw from Keela's lips? I want to hear from her as well."

		The attendant followed orders, pulling the straw from Keela's mouth. She had a napkin ready to dot up in drool that came out with the straw. Even though Keela still had control of the lower part of her face, she took her extreme leisure seriously and avoided using what control she had left as little as possible. Although Keela was still known for slipping away from her attendant. That was how she and Sammi first met. However, since her last round of enhancements, parts of her neck and spine had been fused, significantly reducing her mobility. But Sammi always made sure to seek Keela out, to include her in whatever she was doing. It seemed only fair.

		"I can't wait," Keela eventually said.

		"You don't have many more words left to say then," Miss Skoble said. "Is there anything you want to say before your voice is removed?"

		"Sammi," Keela said. She still looked straight ahead. She could not turn her head to look at her friend. "You're the best friend I've ever had. I love you."

		Sammi was touched. And even though Keela was such a strange woman, Sammi had come to see her as a friend as well. And there was even platonic love in her heart, too.

		"I love you, too," Sammi said, fighting back tears. "You've been a great friend to me here."

		"Terrific," Miss Skoble said. "I always believe this school produces great and long-lasting friendships. As soon as you finish with dinner, I want you both to report to the beauty surgeons. You will spend the night with them so that they can monitor your health and readiness. If everything checks out, your final procedures will begin tomorrow."

		With that, Miss Skoble left. Keela's attendant put the straw back in her mouth and Keela returned to drinking her dinner. And that left Sammi to slowly eat the remainder of her meal.

		When they were both finished, Sammi waited for Keela. Usually Sammi hurried back to her room, knowing it would take Keela and her attendant time to reach the dormitory. All those steps were difficult for Keela to climb, but she persevered. And she never once complained. Sammi respected her for that.

		This time, the pair traveled together, although the attendant was always there, her hands on Keela's waist, guiding her. Even though Keela had no arms, she wore the same uniform as Sammi, although slightly modified. The blouse was tied off beneath their tits. The only difference was how Keela's blouse did not actually have arms. The blouse simply wrapped around her shoulders.

		They wore the same short tartan skirts. And they wore the same high heels. Sammi was constantly amazed at how Keela could walk in such shoes, but Sammi had managed to adapt to the heels herself, and she had never imagined that was possible at the beginning. It had helped that Sammi disliked being barefoot and her only options for shoes were high heels.

		The trio never went back upstairs to their rooms. There was no point. None of them had anything personal in their rooms. The bags they had arrived with were never actually delivered. Sammi had been upset about that at one point, but she had given up on that line of thought. Everything she needed was provided for her, which was actually a relief, even if there were a few things missing, like bras and panties.

		Instead, they walked past the salon, where Sammi had her hair dyed and her lips filled, and to the in-house beauty clinic. It was there where the school performed the breast augmentations that made each graduate special. Thatcher's Finishing School for Women was known for its busty graduates.

		As soon as they passed the salon, they entered a part of the school Sammi had never been in before. It looked like all the rest, an ornate hallway of a manor house, the kind of building that Sammi had only previously seen in movies and on television.

		The beauty clinic was at the end of the hallway. Keela and her attendant led the way. Sammi merely followed.

		The strangest part of Sammi, however, was how quiet Keela was. She was walking into the place where her voice would be removed forever, but she remained silent. Sammi wondered if she had already said her final words, those professing love and friendship. If so, at least she had chosen wisely. Those were fantastic words to go out on.

		The attendant opened the door. She led Keela into the clinic first. Sammi entered last. But the moment she walked through that door, she found herself standing in what she could only describe as a hospital reception area, although significantly smaller.

		"Ah, welcome." A man stepped forward. He wore a white lab coat and sported a goatee that was peppered with gray. It was the first man Sammi had seen since the last graduation. She had not even seen the Headmaster since she first arrived. "It's good to see you again, Keela. Although I expect you can't see me very well right now."

		Keela stood there, unmoving. Her jaw quivered ever so slightly, but she said nothing. Sammi wondered if Keela was scared. She had been so joyful and she had never once complained about her various procedures. Sammi had always assumed she wanted this, from the tips of her toes all the way to the very top of her head.

		"And Sammi," the man said. "It's so good to finally get to work with you. You are already such a beauty that your fiancé has given me little to actually do for you. But I'm sure you're excited about finally getting your tits. Most girls are, especially when they've waited as long as you have."

		"Yes, I'm looking forward to it," Sammi said. Her plump lips were turned up in the corners in a smile. "You're Doctor..."

		"Oh yes, silly me," the man said. "After working with Keela so extensively, I forgot I needed to introduce myself. My name is Dr. Rawlins."

		Sammi gave a little curtsy in her short skirt. "It's good to meet you, Dr. Rawlins."

		"Such a beauty," the doctor said. But then he turned toward Keela. "Sammi's procedure will be done by me, but I'm not qualified to handle your final procedures, Keela. I've brought in the specialist who will perform the work. He did some of your previous work."

		Sammi looked over at Keela's face. She showed no emotion. She barely appeared alert. There was just a minor rise and fall of her chest, a signal that she was breathing.

		Then Dr. Rawlins turned to look at Keela's attendant. "Take her to room three, please. The specialist will be with you both shortly." Then he turned back toward Sammi. "As for you, we'll begin in room four."

		And just like that, the two friends were split up. Keela went to her room without another word. Sammi followed the doctor to her own.

		When Sammi stepped into the room, she wondered how all of this would work. It appeared to be a standard doctor's examination room. There was a bed, complete with tissue paper bedding, and a number of different tools that Sammi had no hope of understanding. Her eyes just skimmed over most of it, not bothering to process what she saw. The natural curiosity that had once been one of her greatest assets was now largely dormant.

		"Hop up on the bed and start taking off your clothes for the examination," Dr. Rawlins said. "Don't worry about a thing. You're in capable hands here."

		"Yes, sir," Sammi said, feeling a natural submissiveness toward the man in the room. She felt that way toward authority figures in general, but it was much stronger with a man. "But I'm a little nervous."

		"That's only natural. You've been waiting for this for so long. I promise you have nothing to worry about."

		Sammi pushed her skirt down her legs, letting it fall to the floor. She bent down and picked it up after stepping out of it. Her cheeks burned with embarrassment from her lack of panties. It was one thing to go around school with her pussy almost always close to being exposed. It was another to have that be true in front of the doctor.

		However, Sammi pushed past her embarrassment and deposited the skirt on a nearby chair. She then reached up and untied her blouse, letting her small breasts touch the cool air of the exam room for the first time. And as soon as she had shrugged off the blouse, it joined her skirt on the chair, leaving her only wearing a pair of high heels.

		"Your fiancé has already given me the specifications for what he wants to see from you," Dr. Rawlins explained as he pulled on a pair of white gloves. "But I still need to examine you to make sure everything lines up."

		Sammi stood there as the doctor poked and prodded her chest. He referred to a clipboard several times, making several notations. Sammi did not try to read what he wrote.

		It was only then that Sammi realized the only reading she had done since she first arrived at the school was when she was following recipes in her morning class. And those were all printed with bold and easy to read type. The doctor's notes on her chart were incomprehensible in comparison. They were just squiggly lines on paper for all she could tell.

		"Everything checks out," the doctor said as he finished his exam. "Sammi, your fiancé has picked out the most wonderful pair of breasts for you. They will look perfect on your chest."

		Sammi smiled. "Thank you."

		"No need to thank me," the doctor said. "I'm simply doing my job."

		The doctor picked up his clipboard, checked one last time, and then removed his gloves. "Now, if you'll follow me to the next room, we'll begin your augmentation. Unless you have any questions, of course."

		Sammi thought for a moment, but then decided there was no need to bother. This was all so sudden, but there was nothing to do but just go with the flow. She was finally going to get her tits. All her dreams were coming true.

		She followed Dr. Rawlins out of the room. This time, it was through a second door, leading out of the exam room and straight into what appeared to be a recovery room. There was a hospital bed and little else in the room.

		"You will stay here tonight. Also, this will be your room during your recovery, following your surgery tomorrow. You won't need your uniform while you are here. You can continue to wear the shoes if you'd like. I know some girls find heels more comfortable than flats after a while."

		"Yes, thank you, Doctor," Sammi said.

		"I'll leave you to relax. You don't have to worry about a thing."

		Sammi walked over to the bed and slipped off her shoes as she sat down. She tucked her feet beneath the covers and sat there in bed, not sure what she should do with herself. But just as Sammi was about to reach her fingers between her legs, using this time alone to edge, the familiar hiss filled the room. Sammi's mind went blank and eventually her eyes closed.
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		The moment Sammi woke up, she let out a long, low grunt of pain. Her eyes fluttered open, finding herself in her recovery room, looking up at the ceiling. But it felt as if someone had set a boulder on her chest. She could barely breathe.

		Sammi's mind was slow to process everything. She raised her head ever so slightly, wanting to get a better look at her surroundings. But what she was faced with instead of the room was a set of tits. They were her tits. The operation had already happened.

		"What the..." It did not make sense. She had no memory of going under the knife. She had no memory of going in for surgery.

		But even as questions swirled around in her head, she found herself pushing them aside, ignoring them. Those questions were not her. They came from that voice inside her head, the one that told her bad things, the one that she was supposed to ignore, at least according to her etiquette teacher.

		"Hello, Sammi," came a sweet and feminine voice. "I'm glad you're awake."

		"What, who's there?" Sammi asked as she looked around the room. As far as she could tell, she was alone.

		But then Sammi groaned as a shot of pain ran through her body. Too much movement caused the pain. She was still recovering.

		The voice giggled. "I'm talking to you through the earbuds you're wearing."

		Sammi started to reach up with her hand to check her ears.

		"Don't bother trying," the voice said. "You've been strapped down to the bed to keep you from hurting yourself."

		Flexing her arm, Sammi felt the strap holding her wrist beneath the blankets that covered her body. And as she managed to wiggle ever so slightly, just enough to check her positioning, but not enough to cause additional pain, she was able to confirm that there were straps around both wrists and ankles, as well as one across her waist.

		"I'm here to help you recover from your procedure," the voice continued. "And to continue your training to be the best bimbo you can be for Reg."

		Sammi almost nodded along with the voice in her ears. But as she just stopped herself, she realized why the voice was so strange and yet so familiar. It was her voice.

		"You're using my voice," Sammi said.

		"It's our voice. I'm going to be the new voice in your head. You don't need to worry about that other voice anymore, the one that tries to stop you from being the best version of you that you can be. And once I'm the only voice in your head, you won't ever have to worry about anything ever again. That's what we want for you. That's what Reg wants for you. That's what you want."

		"Yes," Sammi said. It was true. It was what she wanted. She had gotten better at quieting the voice in her head, but it was still there. She could forget about it at times, like when she was hanging out with her friends or when she was edging. But it was still there, lurking in the background.

		"That's right. This is your voice now. You're free of the old one. You can stop the silly things that have been distracting you from your purpose here at the school. You're going to be a proper bimbo for Reg, and you're going to make him happy."

		Sammi's mouth went dry as she processed what the voice had to say. She could hear that other voice, the bad one, and it was screaming at her. But so was the pain in her chest. And the voice in her ears, the one she could hear rather than just think, was so much easier to listen to.

		"Yes," she said. "I want to make Reg happy."

		Sammi's recovery took days. Most of the time she was alone with the voice in her ears. It told her things. It taught her things. It helped fill the void in her head that the bad voice usually filled. But it was not an easy recovery. There was pain.

		"Is there anything you can give me, Doctor?" Sammi asked during one of her checkups. "It hurts so much."

		"I know, Sammi," Dr. Rawlins said sympathetically. "But if we use any pain killers, it will make it harder for your programming to reach completion."

		Deep down, Sammi knew what was happening to her. She understood what the hissing noise did to her. She understood what the voice they were feeding her was doing. It was all changing her. It was transforming her mind. It was subverting all of what used to make her Sam and turning her completely into Sammi the bimbo.

		And despite that deep down understanding, Sammi made no moves to free herself. Even when the straps were removed, she did not reach up and tear out her earbuds. The voice that was constantly there, filling her ears, telling her how to act, what to say, and what to do had become comforting. It had become preferable to the other voice, the bad voice.

		It was so much easier to simply not question anything. Sammi reacted to everything that came at her. She did not plan ahead. She simply went with the flow. It was easier that way. It was more fun that way. And that was what the voice told her to do.

		It went on for days. There were times when Sammi had a headache. She would press her long-nailed fingers into her temples, hoping to chase away the pain. And it would fade eventually, but each time that pain came, there was a part of the woman she used to be that was disappearing.

		But as Sammi's mind was reprogrammed, her breasts slowly healed. The doctor was impressed with her physical recovery. She was coming along perfectly. Or so he said. Sammi just kept listening to the voice in her ears. If it was important, the voice would say it.

		"You're doing so well," the voice said. "And you're almost there."

		"I'm glad I'm helping Reg," Sammi said. "I want to make Reg happy."

		"That's what we all want, Sammi."

		The voice had taken over more and more of Sammi's mind as she recovered. The bad voice was no longer talking to her. It had been reduced to nothing more than a vague memory, barely remembered in her new mind. But at the same time, Sammi knew that the earbuds would not always be there for her. There was a future where she would be on her own, without a voice in her head at all.

		But then Sammi smiled. Because when the voice was gone, her mind would truly be a blank slate. It would be open and free, without anything but her training to guide her. She would be a bimbo, both in body and in mind. And she would be just like all of her friends.

		However, Sammi needed to complete her recovery. She had to keep doing what the doctor told her to do. And as the days wore on, the pain receded. The incisions healed. The bruises disappeared. Everything was coming together. She was approaching perfection.
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		Sammi had been unaware when she would return to her dorm room or her classes. Nor had she known what to expect when it happened, when she had finally been given a clean bill of health.

		When Sammi woke up back in her dorm room, it took her a moment to understand what had happened. Her mind was slow to work. Her earbuds were gone. The voice that had been talking to her throughout her recovery was gone, too. All that remained inside her head was a blissful silence.

		Sammi sat up in bed, finding herself wearing a nightgown. It was designed similarly to the ones she had worn before, but it was now cut specifically for her expanded chest. Her tits stuck off her chest as if they had been bolted on. They were big and round, although still not as big as Maddi's had been. Hers had been monumental in size.

		Without a guiding voice in her head or in her ears, Sammi simply started on her day. She slipped her feet into a pair of heels that then carried her into her bathroom. She showered, enjoying the sensations of the hot spray running over her big tits. The flesh was so sensitive, sending ripples of pleasure down her spine. If she was not already such a horny woman, the spray on her tits would have made her wet with arousal.

		After a satisfying shower, Sammi set about getting ready for her first day back at school. She did her blonde hair up in pigtails. She covered her plump lips with pink lip gloss, giving them an inviting wet look. The rest of her makeup went on with an eye toward being the sexiest girl she could be. Even though Reg was not there now, she never knew when her graduation would come.

		When Sammi opened her wardrobe, she pulled out a white blouse. Tying it off beneath her tits gave her a sense of accomplishment. She finally had a chest worthy of her fiancé. However, she did not once think about how the blouses that were now in her wardrobe were different from the ones she wore before. They had to be to fit her bustier figure, but Sammi was incapable of even considering that they had changed.

		The new Sammi did not compare or contrast anymore. She was aware that she only now had proper tits, but she did not look back and compare herself to the old her. That was something the voice in her head would do before. But that voice was gone. It had been chased away. And without the voice in her ears telling her what to do or what to think, she just let it be.

		While many of Sammi's short tartan skirts heavily featured pink, not all of them did. Today she chose a green and blue skirt, just to change it up. Sammi loved pink. It was probably her favorite color because of how much it was associated with femininity, but she did not need to be decked out from head to foot in pink all of the time.

		The final part of Sammi's outfit for the day consisted of shoes. This time she did choose pink to match her lip gloss. It all looked fabulous on her.

		The moment Sammi stepped into the dining hall, there were gasps and whispers. She walked across the room, standing tall, her chest pushed out and her shoulders back. There was a shimmy to her shoulders and a sway to her hips that caused an absolutely delightful movement of her breasts, giving them a jiggle and a shake. There was something for everyone to see.

		However, even as Sammi was welcomed back by her peers, there was still something missing. She was happy to chat with the other students, but they were not her friends. They were not like Maddi had been. They were not like Keela had been. And Keela was nowhere to be seen, presumably because her recovery was taking longer.

		At least Sammi was able to lose herself in her classes. She baked a pie on her first day back. Sammi only took a single bite of the finished product, but it was the best pie she had ever made. Had she considered her position more fully, she would have lamented how this was a skill she would likely never use. Once she married Reg, they would have staff taking care of the cooking, the baking, and the cleaning. This was only an emergency skill, in case she and Reg were somehow left without any hired help.

		But as Sammi no longer had the ability to think about those sorts of things, it never occurred to her how the skills she developed in what amounted to a home economics class would go to waste. She just did what she was told, following directions. It was what a good bimbo did.

		"Welcome back," Miss Conrad said later that day when Sammi entered her sex education class.

		Sammi simply giggled, eager to edge herself along with the rest of the class. She had spent a lot of time edging during her recovery. It seemed natural when the voice in her ears talked to her. She sounded so sexy. And the voice had encouraged it, because it helped to chase away the bad voice. But even as both voices were gone, Sammi was happy to edge. It felt so good and it kept her mind blissfully silent.

		"You have lovely tits," Miss Conrad said before Sammi took her seat. "I'm sure Reg has been looking forward to them all this time."

		"Yes," Sammi said, not questioning. "Reg picked them out for me. I'm so glad I get to please him with my body."

		"I bet you can't wait, either." Miss Conrad put her hand on Sammi's shoulder. "I'm glad to see you're back. Have your tits healed enough to demonstrate their use today?"

		Sammi giggled again. "Yes, Miss Conrad."

		Rather than sit in class and edge while someone else acted out a demonstration of a sexual technique, it was Sammi who got to take part. Miss Conrad often chose the first day back for a student following their breast augmentation to share their chest with the class.

		Sammi had seen this all before. She knew what to do. So when class began, she untied her blouse and shrugged it off of her shoulders. Then she took the provided lube and squirted a significant amount between her tits.

		As Sammi worked, Miss Conrad narrated her actions. Occasionally she would stop and give Sammi pointers, but Sammi had dreamed about having big tits for long enough that this part of the demonstration required little intervention. She knew exactly what to do.

		Before long, Sammi was bouncing up and down, fucking a mounted dildo with her tits, enthusiastically talking, encouraging the phantom man to cum all over her face and tits. She wantonly degraded herself as she did it, calling herself a slut and a whore.

		Sammi imagined the dildo belonged to Reg. It was he who she was talking to. It was he who she eagerly asked to be treated like his personal slut. Until she became his wife, she was just his slut. And there was no way his slutty bimbo of a fiancée would let his balls sit idle, his cock remaining hard. She was his.

		After her demonstration, Sammi was given a moment to clean up. She returned to class, wearing her uniform blouse, a smile on her face. And as soon as she sat down, her fingers darted down between her legs, edging herself as if she had been doing it for the entire class period.

		That night, after Sammi's classes, after she ate dinner in the dining hall, she returned to her room. There was a part of her that missed having someone to talk to, a friend to spend time with. She had no idea if she would ever see Keela again. She wanted to see her. She wanted to talk to her, even if Keela would be unable to respond. But without her, all Sammi did was sit down on her bed and reach between her legs. She passed the night by edging herself until the bell rang.

		And once the bell rang, it was only minutes before the hissing sound started. After that, Sammi was helpless to the programming.
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		Sammi's days went on like that. Over and over again. The only changes in her routine were the topics covered in her classes. There were no weekends. There were no days off. But that did not matter, because other than missing friendship and wanting to see Reg again, Sammi was happy. She finally had her bimbo body and her mind was about as bimbo as she could get. All she had left was to wait until her teachers thought she was ready for graduation.

		However, Sammi had no idea she was waiting for something. Or, more accurately, she was waiting for someone. And even if she had known she was waiting for someone, she never would have guessed who.

		Sammi had her routine, but she was happily surprised one morning, just as she left her room to go downstairs to the dining hall, when she saw Keela's door open.

		"Knock, knock," Sammi said as she knocked on the door frame. Even before she looked inside, she knew either Keela had returned following her final procedures or a new student had been assigned her room. Sammi had no idea if she would ever see Keela again, since she was already a bimbo. She had just been waiting until her final procedures to complete her time at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. And if it had been a new student, Sammi would introduce herself and try to make a new friend.

		But new friends were not needed, because sitting perfectly still on the edge of the bed was Keela.

		"You're back," Sammi squealed, unable to hold back her excitement. "And you look amazing."

		Sammi was not sure what she expected, but she had not fully prepared herself for the new Keela. She had forgotten how Keela could not move her neck. She could not turn to look. And even if she was looking in Sammi's direction, she could not properly see Sammi unless she was in just the right place in her line of vision.

		Before, Keela could talk. She could smile. She could communicate. But all of that was gone. Keela sat there, staring straight ahead, her entire face frozen in place. Her lips were pursed together in a sexy pout. Her mouth had been altered to suit her new existence. And even as she sat there, breathing gently, there was no outward sign that anyone was home, that she had even heard Sammi.

		"Oh, that's right," Sammi said, slapping her forehead with the heel of her palm. "I forgot. You had your vocal cords removed. But I'm still so happy to see you."

		Sammi dove down toward her seated friend and wrapped her arms around her, pushing her now big tits into her friend's side. But all she got in response was a slight shift in Keela's legs. It was the only sign of life from her friend.

		And even if Sammi could have seen Keela's eyes, she knew she would not have found any emotion there. They would be blank and lifeless, just like all of Keela's expressions were. But Sammi still cared. She cared about her friend, and she loved her for how far she had come. Sammi would have been proud to be known as her best friend at school.

		"I hope I can still help you," Sammi said as she stood back up. "If there's anything I can do for you, I'll do it."

		Keela sat there, still silent and still, showing no sign of being responsive in the slightest. This was the extreme leisure she had been working toward all of her adult life.

		Keela's attendant appeared from the bathroom. She smiled, but said nothing. The attendant rarely said a word to Sammi in all the time Keela and Sammi had been friends.

		Sammi moved back from her friend, letting the attendant take charge. There was quite a lot involved in getting Keela moving. It was amazing that she was even dressed at all. That had already happened, before Sammi arrived.

		Sammi could only watch as Keela's attendant helped her to her feet. She had to direct Keela where to turn. Even though her legs were still under her own control, Keela did the bare minimum, as was part of the quest of extreme leisure. With the removal of her voice, she adopted it all, completely.

		But Sammi did not need to hear her friend's voice. She did not need to get a response from the living doll. Instead, she knew there was love between them, now more than ever. So when the attendant led Keela out of the room, Sammi followed, closing the door and then joining her friend on their way to breakfast.

		"I'll have to show you when there's time, but I love my new tits," Sammi said, narrating everything for Keela. Words just flowed out of her mouth, without any sort of filter. It was almost like she was making up for Keela's side of the conversation being silent. "I don't even remember there being any pain. It was just like poof, you've got tits now. But it's so nice to finally have cleavage and stuff. I look so sexy this way. Reg is just going to love it when I get to see him."

		Sammi even slowed at the stairs, just happy to give her friend a familiar voice to listen to. "Wow, stairs must be, like, really hard now for you. I never really thought about that. I don't really think about anything anymore. I'm such a bimbo. It's just so nice to feel sexy all the time and know that Reg is going to love me for my body and my mind. I totally get why guys love bimbos. We're hot and sexy and we don't get in the way."

		She went on and on, never giving Keela a chance to respond. But since Keela was now mute, it did not matter. And as Keela still had control of her legs, she would be able to communicate, just a little bit, showing her displeasure if Sammi began to bother her.

		From Keela's perspective, she loved to hear Sammi talk. If she could have smiled, she would have. If she could have hugged her friend, she would have. But Keela had finally achieved her version of perfection. She had turned herself into a human doll, completely reliant on others for everything. And she loved it.

		Sammi barely ate her breakfast. She spent the whole time talking, barely pausing to take small bites. And considering how long it took them to reach the dining hall, there was limited time for them to spend together before they had to attend classes.

		It was a cleaning day. Sammi had already completed this particular lesson. Three times. This was her fourth. The curriculum did not change much. It just ran on repeat, helping the slower students to learn the concepts and reinforcing them in the naturally better students. Sammi had been a quick study in the beginning. Her mind had soaked up all of the information she had learned. Her cooking and baking got better. Her cleaning got more efficient. But as her mind adopted more and more of a bimbo mindset, she had lost that ability to learn with ease. The repetition of the lessons was helpful to reinforce what was important, because otherwise, they would have been lost with the rest of the knowledge she had slowly thrown away. Sammi could not even remember anything from college, outside of meeting Reg.

		Somehow, Reg always remained in the forefront of her mind. He had taken such a primary place in her life, her mind latched onto him, using his discerning stare to help guide her, even with them not having seen each other for months.

		After her morning class, Sammi found Keela at lunch. Again, Sammi ate little, speaking most of the time. "I spent all morning mopping and dusting and all this other stuff. It's good to know, but I hope I'll never have to do it again. Sometimes I wish I was like you, Keela. You just get to be. You get to sit there or stand there, looking sexy. No one expects anything from you. You're practically perfect."

		Keela gave no response. When the attendant placed the straw for her liquid lunch at her lips, they parted ever so slightly, maintaining their shape. Her mouth was only good for sucking now. It could be sucking on a straw or sucking on a cock. It just needed to be cylindrical in shape.

		There was still a part of Sammi that was curious about Keela's procedures. She knew her friend no longer had a voice. What she did not know was how her friend's jaw had been fused, fixed in place similar to the bones in her spine. But it went beyond that. Keela's mouth had been reshaped, her teeth removed, and her tongue extended. Her mouth had been remade, built for the singular purpose of sucking.

		If Keela had absolutely needed to, she could have used her tongue to communicate. It was also possible to bounce her legs when she was seated. Once she had someone's attention, she would be able to give hints about what she needed or wanted. But even though those options were technically still open to her, she did not want to use them. She was a true believer. This was her ideal state. And Keela would do all she could to continue living in extreme leisure, no matter what happened.

		It was the afternoon classes where they could both be together. Sex education was first. Not that Keela was able to take part anymore. The majority of the demonstrations required hands. And when there were demonstrations, when the entire class edged themselves as they watched whatever sex act was taking place in front of them, Keela's attendant took care of her, using her own arms and hands to do what Keela could not.

		However, when lunch was over and both students went to their sex education class, chaos ensued. The moment they neared the classroom, Sammi let out an ear-piercing squeal.

		"Reg," she screamed as she ran forward. In her high heels, she took little mincing steps that made her boobs shake and jiggle with each stride.

		Sammi had not seen her fiancé in months and now there he was, just outside the sex education classroom. And his presence could only mean one thing. It was graduation day.

		Jumping into Reg's arms, Sammi pushed her big tits into this chest as his arms wrapped around her to catch her. She stretched her neck upward, placing her lips in line with his. And then she kissed him. Their tongues darted in and out of their mouths as they made out where everyone could see them.

		Sammi did not care that she was putting on a show, that she was causing a scene. No one else understood what she knew, which was that Reg was the greatest man in the world and he deserved his sexy bimbo of a fiancée in any way he wanted.

		This had been a scene Sammi had seen before. But in every other instance, Sammi had been ushered into the classroom, treating it like it was not a special day beyond one of her fellow students graduating. But now it was her turn and she could not be happier. This day, with Keela's return, and then her graduation, was the best day of her life.

		However, when Reg finally broke the kiss and he put his excited fiancée back on the ground, Sammi turned to find Keela still standing there with her attendant. They stood off to the side, allowing others to enter the classroom, but they remained in the hallway.

		Sammi turned her attention to Keela's attendant. "Aren't you going to take her inside?" She felt hurt that Keela might not get to witness her graduation. Keela was her best friend. Even if she could not properly watch Sammi's graduation, she could still listen to it.

		"I should explain," Reg said before clearing his throat. "Keela's family and my family have been close for a long time. And when I heard you and Keela had become good friends, I inquired about her. I know it was a lot to ask you to give up everything you once were to become my bimbo bride, so I wanted to give you something special. You see, Keela is going to come live with us as our doll."

		Sammi's eyes widened in shock. She did not even know that had been a possibility. Keela had never mentioned being attached to a man like Sammi was. Or Maddi or Penny for that matter. But she always assumed Keela would someday get married, becoming a perfect living doll for a husband.

		"It's funny actually," Reg continued. "I had once been offered Keela as a match. This was when she was only just beginning the extreme leisure doll process. She still had her arms then. But I turned the offer down. I wanted more than just a doll. After hearing about how close you two have become, though, I've had a bit of a change of heart. Sammi, you will still be my wife someday, but Keela will be our doll. You will bear my children and Keela will always be there to play with."

		Sammi turned to look at Keela, studying her face, her posture, her body. There was no outward response. It was almost like she did not even hear what Reg had said. Sammi wondered if Keela could actually hear. Had they removed that ability, making her deaf as well as mute?

		However, as Sammi stood there, trying to understand all of what had just been thrown at her, she decided that she wanted to continue to be with her friend. And she wanted to care for Keela and play with her, along with Reg. That was a better outcome, at least in Sammi's estimation, than some stranger entering Keela's life, doing who knew what to her, without her being able to do a thing about it.

		"You're graduating, too," Sammi squealed as she jumped and hugged Keela. The attendant had to step in to keep the pair steady. Keela's movements were extremely limited and Sammi was overzealous in her celebrations. But both women managed to remain standing.

		And as Sammi continued to hug her friend, she got the sense that Keela was happy. It was impossible to know for sure, but they had a bond that went beyond normal communication. They could sense each other and Keela seemed happy with this outcome. Sammi certainly was.

		"I take it both girls have been filled in with what's happening?" Miss Conrad said as she stepped out of the classroom. She spoke to Reg. She might have been a teacher, but she still knew how to be deferential to men. It was what she taught her students and she needed to set the proper example.

		"Yes, I believe they both understand," Reg answered. "But I would like to know how this will work. There's two of them and only one of me."

		Miss Conrad smiled. "This isn't the first time we've had two graduates connected to a single man. Might I suggest that you use Keela's mouth. That's probably her most pleasurable orifice now. Then you can fuck Sammi in the pussy. Or wherever really. Both girls are completely willing, I assure you."

		"I think that works for me."

		Sammi just stood there, listening, but saying nothing. She felt almost giddy knowing Reg was finally going to fuck her. It was like a dream come true.

		"And if you need a little extra help, take this," Miss Conrad said as she pushed a small vial into Reg's hand. "But I have a feeling you have the stamina for these two."

		Reg took the vial and pocketed it. It would be good if he needed it, but he was a man who liked sex to be natural. The women he was fucking might not be, but he did not like the idea of taking drugs to get make his cock hard.

		"I'll call you all in momentarily."

		Miss Conrad went back into the classroom where she introduced the start of class. "Today is a special day. We have two students graduating and they both need to perform one last exam before they receive their certificates. Please welcome Sammi, Keela, and Reginald Ellison."

		Reg walked in first, followed by Sammi and then Keela with her attendant. Sammi strutted up onto the stage at the front of the classroom and sat down on the bed. Keela was led up and sat down next to her. Reg also got up on the stage, but he remained standing, placing his hand on the bedpost.

		"Please prepare Keela to give me a blowjob," Reg announced, instructing the attendant.

		The attendant stood Keela up before she started undressing her. It was an even easier task with the way Keela's uniform was designed. There were no arms to get in the way and her skirt clipped into place, meaning there was no worry about trying to get Keela to step into our out of a skirt. And as she was not wearing panties or a bra, that left Keela just wearing her heels.

		"Sammi, please free my cock for your friend," Reg instructed.

		Sammi jumped into action. As the attendant helped Keela to her knees, Sammi pushed her tits against Reg as her hands manically worked his belt and pants. It did not take long before his cock was free, standing at attention, ready for attention.

		The very sight of Reg's cock made Sammi's mouth water. Her pussy grew flush with desire. It had been so long since she had been exposed to real cock. She did not just want it. She needed it. His cock was like a drug to her and she was completely addicted to it.

		However, it was Keela who would get the first sample. By the time Sammi stepped away, Keela was on her knees, her modified lips parted every so slightly, ready to suck cock.

		Reg stepped forward, his cock aiming straight for Keela's lips. They were parted, inviting him in. His cock head slipped between them and Keela immediately started working him. Her mouth and tongue went to work on him, working every square inch of his cock, up and down, side to side, from base to tip.

		"Oh fuck," Reg groaned as he looked down at his new doll.

		Sammi could barely hold back her moan of eager excitement, her fingers dipping below her short skirt, finding her wet pussy. It was all just too sexy for words. Keela looked like a goddess. She was sex on legs. And she was devoted to sucking Reg off.

		"That's amazing," Reg groaned as he fed Keela his cock, not thinking about the fact that her jaw was fused into place. Keela's mouth would just open when she wanted it to. "You're just perfect."

		Reg did not even need to hold her head or actively fuck her mouth. Keela did all the work herself, her tongue working in overdrive to pleasure her new owner, wanting nothing more than to fulfill her purpose and be rewarded with a tasty treat.

		"Sammi, baby, come here and let me play with those tits of yours."

		Sammi giggled with glee as she reached up and untied her blouse, revealing the entirety of her big tits. Then she stepped forward, her hands behind her back, leaving herself completely open to her fiancé's touch.

		She moaned as his hands touched her globes for the first time. They felt so sensitive, as if they were directly hooked up to her brain and pussy. She practically gushed with arousal.

		"Do you like your new tits?" Reg asked Sammi, his voice filled with a groan of pleasure.

		"Yes," Sammi moaned. "I love my tits."

		"I bet you do." Reg pinched Sammi's nipples, sending a shock wave of pleasure to her core. "They're so much better than your tiny breasts from before. They make you a proper bimbo now. I've got a bimbo and a doll."

		"Yeah, you do," Sammi agreed.

		Reg suddenly dropped his hands from Sammi's tits. He grabbed hold of Keela's head, holding her as he grunted.

		"Fuck, I'm cumming all ready."

		"That's it, Reg," Sammi said, encouraging her fiancé. "Fill her doll mouth with your cum. Give her a good load."

		Reg came with a powerful grunt, his hips thrust forward, driving Keela back a bit. His cock pushed through her pursed lips. He held Keela there as the first spurts of cum sprayed against the back of her mouth and then down her throat.

		The moment he let Keela go, she started sucking his cock again, getting him good and clean, making sure not a single drop of cum was wasted.

		"Get up on the bed," Reg said to Sammi as his cock recovered and was once again ready to play. "Take off that skirt and get ready for my cock. I've got another load and I want to make a deposit in your pussy."

		Sammi did as she was told and skipped to the bed with a giggle. She made a show of removing her skirt, the last item of clothing she wore, other than her high heels. But those would stay on. She was happy to wear them for him, knowing they made her look even sexier.

		By the time Sammi was naked, Reg had freed his cock and was ready for action. He climbed up onto the bed, approaching his fiancée, his cock still hard, despite his earlier climax. He kissed Sammi on the lips before he plunged his cock into her.

		"Oh god, Reg," Sammi cried out, not even caring that she was in front of a classroom full of people. The audience was part of the point, ensuring she was comfortable with an audience and demonstrating to all the other students how to be a good bimbo for her man.

		As Reg fucked Sammi, the attendant helped Keela back to her feet. She remained nude, standing off to the side, listening to her best friend get fucked, without being able to watch. But she did not need to watch to understand what was happening. Sammi was a screamer, her cries of passion and pleasure echoing throughout the school. The walls were not thick enough to block the high-pitched screams of a bimbo getting fucked for the first time since her transformation.

		"Oh Reg," Sammi cried as Reg fucked her hard, making her tits bounce in time with his thrusts. She held her ankles behind her head, doing everything she could to give him easier access to her pussy, and to let him take control of her body, showing to the class how a proper bimbo should be controlled.

		"You're perfect, Sammi," Reg said, looking deep into her eyes as he kept fucking her. "I never imagined how perfect you would become. This place was worth every penny."

		Sammi's eyes were empty of her former intelligence. She was just a hot shell of a woman, without an original thought in her head. Her only desire was to be his sexy bimbo, a woman to fuck and hold onto his arm, serving her purpose as a wealthy trophy wife.

		"Just fuck me," Sammi moaned. "Fuck me like a good bimbo slut, Reg. Fuck me hard and make me yours."

		"That's what I'm going to do." Reg grunted as he fucked Sammi hard, showing the class how a bimbo's pussy should be treated. "I'm going to make you my wife. I'm going to fill your pussy with my seed and knock you up with a baby."

		"Yes, Reg," Sammi cried out as she closed her eyes, basking in the sensations he was giving her. "I want to be your wife and have your baby." That was not actually in the cards yet. Conception could not occur before they tied the knot, but Sammi was eager to give Reg everything, including heirs to his family's fortune.

		Sammi lost herself in the pleasure. Her screams became unintelligible. Her entire world collapsed down to her pussy and the cock fucking her, invading her depths. Reg fucked her hard and fast, his earlier orgasm giving him increased staying power. But that was by design, with Reg wanting to reward Sammi for giving up her old self to become his bimbo.

		Unlike some people, Reg saw women bimbofying themselves as a gift, not a right. He knew what Sammi had given up. He had fallen in love with Sam. He had never wanted to trick her or lie to her. But he was certain she would be happier this way. Unencumbered by thoughts or worries, she could enjoy life. That's all he wanted for her. And bringing Keela into the fold would give Sammi a bimbo friend, someone to talk to when Reg was unavailable. And there were times when he would be unavailable, when he had work to do to maintain and grow the family fortune. He just wanted his future wife to be happy.

		And Sammi was happy. Her body was primed. She had been edging almost nonstop since returning from the beauty surgeons. And now that she had the general article inside of her, with Reg fucking her with near reckless abandon, her orgasm was imminent.

		“Here it comes,” Reg roared as his cock surged with cum.

		Sammi screamed out as her orgasm crashed over her, sending wave after wave of pleasure coursing through her body. Her muscles locked up. Her eyes closed. Her entire body went into a spasm as she came hard, feeling like she was drowning in ecstasy.

		Reg felt just as good. He had always enjoyed sex with Sam, but it was infinitely better with Sammi. All of her training, on top of her enhanced body, made her sex on heels, even as her mind was left broken under the onslaught of pleasure.

		By the time Sammi came down from her orgasm, Reg had already slipped out of her pussy. He had let go of her legs and now he was just kneeling between them. He looked down at his fiancée and smiled, seeing her look beautiful and sexy.

		"That's my good bimbo," Reg said as he worked to put his cock away.

		“Congratulations to our two new graduates,” Miss Conrad announced. The other students clapped and squealed as they rushed the stage. Keela found herself knocked onto the bed, beside Sammi, as the bimbo students jumped onto them.

		Sammi could not have imagined a happier moment, celebrating with her best friend and all of her fellow students. But this was just the beginning.
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		The days following the graduation ceremony were a whirlwind for Sammi. She could barely keep up, adjusting to her new life with both Reg and Keela. The wedding took place only a week later. And if Sammi thought her graduation was the happiest moment of her life, it paled in comparison to her wedding.

		The white gown she wore was both revealing and beautiful. Her bountiful cleavage was on full display and many of the fabric panels of the dress were made from white lace and mesh, revealing smooth and supple skin underneath.

		As had become normal for the official bimbo, she wore no panties. There was no bra involved either. Neither were garments she would be wearing for the foreseeable future. And when gravity finally took its toll on her bimbo-sized tits, Reg would simply book her with the beauty surgeons again, reversing the downward trend and even giving her a boost in size, just because he could.

		Keela stood beside Sammi on the altar as her maid of honor. Not that her maidenhood was any more intact than Sammi's, but she looked beautiful in the pink bridesmaid dress. Keela could only stand there, silently staring off at nothing, her eyes and lips unmoving. But Sammi loved having her physical presence for support.

		And Keela was not Sammi's only friend at the wedding. The bulk of the guests were friends of the Ellisons, which meant they would soon be her friends as well. But there were a few people in attendance from her recent past. Penny was there with her husband. And then there was Maddi. Her huge breasts were impossible to hide, not that she wanted to hide them. She was a proud bimbo, especially as she walked into the venue with her two husbands on her arms. Even though the men were in charge, Maddi looked like a regal queen, dressed up to the nines.

		Sammi was not expected to recite the vows that had been written for her. Those were said for her. All she had to do was say the words that would seal her fate. "I do." As soon as she said those words, there was no going back. She would be Reg's bimbo forever. She would be Mrs. Ellison.

		After the wedding, Sammi and Reg went on their honeymoon. This was the first time she had been separated from Keela since she first arrived at Thatcher's Finishing School for Women. However, it was difficult to miss her friend when the mind-bending sex was nearly a constant. Sammi came over and over again, with what was left of her mind being little more than a giggling puddle.

		But Sammi was happy. She was happy to serve Reg in every way imaginable. She loved being his trophy bimbo.

		And when the happy couple returned after nearly two weeks on a tropical island, they did so to a house, really a luxurious mansion, that was already occupied by Keela and the same attendant who had helped her throughout her schooling. The attendant's employment had been transferred to Reg's control when he secured Keela's ownership.

		There was no emotion on Keela's face when the happy couple returned. But Sammi could sense her friend's excitement. She immediately wrapped Keela into a hug, the attendant standing nearby, just in case the two women started to fall. With both of them wearing precariously tall heels and Keela's already known issues with balance, the likelihood of a fall was high. And yet, Sammi managed to keep the pair upright as she embraced her friend.

		"It's so good to see you, Keela," Sammi said, her voice full of mirth. She knew Keela was unable to respond. In the week leading up to the wedding, Sammi told her friend should she ever be in pain or not want to do something, all she had to do was tap her foot three times. That was their signal to stop.

		Keela had only used the signal once, when Reg suggested she prove that she understood, to show him and Sammi what it would look and sound like. Even then, Keela had delayed as long as possible. Such communication went against the tenets of extreme leisure, but there was still Keela's safety to consider. And having a signal, even as simple as three taps of the foot, gave her new owners a sense of safety.

		"The honeymoon was amazing," Sammi chatted once she released Keela from her hug. "Reg fucked me over and over again until I could even think straight." Sammi giggled before continuing her next bimbofied thought. "Not that I can, like, think straight anyway. It just feels so good to be a bimbo. Thinking is totally overrated."

		But it was after all the craziness of the wedding and honeymoon when Sammi got the full picture of her chosen life. Despite Reg being fabulously wealthy to the point where they had household staff living onsite and Sammi not actually having any needed chores to keep the house running, he still needed to work. Reg was involved in the family business, with Sammi not even pretending to know what it was he did or how he kept them in the lap of luxury. But that meant he was away from home, at least several days per week, if not more.

		Reg had arranged for Keela while they were gone on the honeymoon. Despite how she had become a living doll, with almost no way to communicate with anyone, Keela was still a person. She might have been a bimbo, but she still had a working mind. And that mind required some kind of stimulus.

		That was where the doll stand came into play. It was not the kind of stand that was used to hold up actual dolls. This was more like a saddle, something that was positioned between Keela's legs, rising to the point where only the tips of her toes were in contact with the ground. It held Keela in place, preventing her from tipping over or for her legs to get tired. It supported her weight so that she could simply be.

		But that was not all. The saddle she spent the bulk of each day on served a second purpose. It was akin to a sybian, a sex saddle that kept Keela constantly on edge, providing her nether regions pleasure that she could not give herself. The stand programming kept Keela sexually engaged, her body constantly primed for sex with a rotating and random set of vibrating programs.

		When Reg and Sammi returned from their honeymoon, Keela had spent the majority of her free time resting on her stand, her body aching for release. The stand could have driven her to orgasm if it had been programmed to, but instead it always backed off when Keela got close. Had she been able to speak, she would have begged Reg and Sammi to fuck her. But the only way to tell just how badly she needed release came from how her pussy was leaking down the inside of her thighs.

		"Keela is super wet," Sammi said as she ran her hands down below the short hem of Keela's dress. "She needs a good fucking."

		Reg came up behind his now wife and wrapped his arms beneath her own. His hands grabbed her big tits and squeezed, leaving Sammi moaning. "All in good time, my dear."

		Reg did fuck Keela that night. He fucked her and Sammi, one after the other, making them both orgasm around his cock before he dumped his seed into Sammi.

		The days after that fell into a rhythm. However, it only took a couple days of watching Keela on her stand for Sammi to want one of her own.

		"Are you saying you want the life of extreme leisure?" Reg asked, finding Sammi's request unexpected.

		"Like, not totally," Sammi answered. She had quickly grown to love not needing to do any chores. The cooking and cleaning, despite her ability to do such things, was left to the household staff. And with Reg frequently gone during the day, she found herself bored, more often than not. "I just want one for when I'm hanging out with Keela, you know?"

		Reg smiled. And there was no way he could deny his wife such a simple gift. There had been a reason he had brought Keela home with them. He wanted Sammi to have friends and the idea of Keela being her doll as much as she was his made him smile all the more.

		Sammi's stand arrived the very next day. It was slightly different from Keela's. With Keela's fuzed spine, she did not need additional back support. Sammi did, making it look more like a chair than a saddle.

		Placement was important, too. Reg had placed the two devices side by side when they arrived, but when he came home the next day, he discovered how Sammi had moved her stand to face Keela's. And he figured the closeness was to place Sammi as close as possible to Keela's fixed focal length, so that she could be seen as crisply as possible.

		But that night Sammi practically jumped Reg when he came home. She was more turned on than she could ever remember being before.

		"Please, fuck us." She was on her knees by the door when he stepped inside. Her puppy dog eyes and barely there lingerie, consisting of a few wisps of fabric that nearly left her bare, got his cock instantly hard.

		And it was definitely an us in her begging. She did not just beg for herself. Sammi was horny as hell, but she still thought about her friend, placing Keela's needs on equal footing to her own.

		"I can't say no to that," Reg said. "And I'm home early, so dinner won't be ready yet. Yes, I'll fuck you."

		By the time Sammi had risen from her place on the floor and let herself be guided toward the bedroom, Keela had been moved from her stand by the attendant, to join the happy couple as soon as her modified body could make the trip.

		Sammi started by undressing Reg, using her long-nailed fingers to trace the lines of his muscles after she removed each item of clothing. And once Reg was naked, his cock standing at attention, Sammi moved her attention to Keela, undressing her after dismissing Keela's attendant. When it came to sex between the three of them, they preferred some small measure of privacy.

		Keela had taken to wearing short wrap dresses, tailored for her unique frame. It made dressing her easier. It also made undressing her easier, without having to worry about straps or the neckline falling off her petite shoulders. Even without arms, she still had shoulders, with bones fused into place to define the upper corners of her torso.

		Reg laid Keela down on the bed, moving her body gently to prevent her from becoming hurt. She was a delicate woman, now more than ever. As Reg moved Keela into position, Sammi removed her own dress, a short body-con dress that hugged her impressive curves and still left acres of cleavage visible.

		"How do you want me?" Sammi asked with a giggle and a sexy wiggle of her hips.

		"Climb up on top of Keela," Reg said with a devious smile. "Show her how much you love her while I fuck the pair of you."

		Sammi bit her lower lip with a seductive wink as she climbed onto the bed. She then positioned herself above Keela's prone form, their pussies lined up for easy use by her husband.

		"I'm gonna kiss you while Reg fucks us," Sammi said, as if Keela was not already aware.

		There was no sense in waiting for a response. There would be none forthcoming. So Sammi simply lowered her head and placed her lips against Keela's rounded pout. All Keela could do to show her enjoyment was to push her tongue out through her parted lips as Sammi kissed her.

		Reg waited for the two bimbos to get into their make out session before he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind his wife. Knowing how wet both of them would be, it did not matter where he started, but as Sammi was his wife, he first plunged his cock into her wet and willing pussy.

		"Oh fuck," Sammi cried out into Keela's mouth as Reg pushed his cock into her pussy. She felt his cock opening her up, spreading her wide, stretching her inner walls to make room for his girth.

		This was not just sex. This was life. Sammi had found a new place in the world to be. She had become a bimbo. But she had become more than just a bimbo. She was Reg's wife. She was Keela's friend. She was a part of this family. And she would serve in any way he required. Sammi had found her purpose, not only in serving her husband, but in a state of being, becoming a sex object for her man, turning her entire life into whatever brought him the most pleasure.

		"I can't believe how lucky I am to have you," Reg groaned as he continued fucking his wife. He nearly lost himself in the moment, wanting to roll her over so he could play with her big tits while he fucked her hard. But that would not do when it had been his idea of how to fuck the both of them, Sammi and Keela.

		Just as he sensed Sammi approaching the edge of orgasm, he pulled his cock out of her and then plunged himself into Keela's equally wet pussy. Sammi whimpered at the sudden loss of cock, but she kept kissing Keela, wagging her ass back and forth until Reg returned to fucking her.

		Fucking Keela was different. She was almost like a sex doll, but with muscles designed to give a man pleasure. There was an almost masturbatory feeling when he was inside Keela. The fact she could not respond made it feel less real. But Keela was designed to be fucked. Every inch of her insides had been tweaked, maximizing his pleasure.

		With Keela it was more difficult to know how close to the edge she was. It was almost just as difficult to know when she orgasmed. All Reg could do was guess, giving the two bimbos in his household somewhat equal time.

		He felt the tiniest of shudders while fucking Keela, pounding her pussy with reckless abandon. It could have been an orgasm, but he would never know. However, Reg used that sensation to guide him, pulling out and returning to his wife. He grabbed Sammi's hips and plunged himself back into her, slamming his pelvis into her well formed ass.

		"Oh fuck, Reg," Sammi cried out, loving the sensation of his cock slamming into her.

		"I love fucking you," Reg said as he pulled Sammi up until she was on her knees, her back pressed into him. His hands pulled on her hips as he continued to fuck her, their bodies slapping together with each thrust. "And I love fucking you with Keela, too."

		"Oh yeah," Sammi said, knowing exactly how Reg felt about this new arrangement. "You fuck us both so good."

		"You're the best wife any man could ask for," Reg said as he reached around and cupped Sammi's big tits in his hands. "I can't wait until you have my baby. It's going to be beautiful."

		"Yeah, I want to give you babies, Reg," Sammi cried out.

		Reg squeezed Sammi's tits and then slapped them both, causing Sammi to squeal as she came hard on his cock. She squeezed down on him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her body. And when Reg finally pulled himself out of her, Sammi felt empty and needy, wanting his cock to return to her pussy so that she could cum again.

		But Reg had other ideas. He pushed Sammi back onto Keela, face first, her lips once again returning to her friend, the making out continuing. And as Sammi kissed Keela, he pressed his cock to Keela's pussy, returning to fucking her, still nowhere near his own point of release.

		As Reg fucked Keela, his hands roamed over Sammi's ass. His fingers probed her pussy and teased her clit. She moaned as she kept kissing her silent friend. As far as either of them could tell, Keela was in heaven. Having Sammi press their tits together as they made out was wonderful enough, but pairing that with Reg's cock thrusting in and out of her made it all the better.

		And after Keela shuddered for a second time, her body convulsing in its limited way, Reg knew how he planned to end all of this. He wanted to finish by cumming in his wife. If she was not already knocked up by him, she soon would be, her body becoming a vessel for his heirs.

		"Get on your back," Reg grunted as he pulled out of Keela, leaving Sammi kissing her friend. "I need to fuck your pussy, Sammi."

		Sammi did not need to be told twice. She practically leaped off Keela and took her place on the bed, her pussy clenching in anticipation of his cock. She spread her legs wide, bending them at the knees, showing off her body, wanting him to know exactly how much she loved her new life, especially when he was fucking her.

		"I can't wait to have your babies," Sammi said as she pushed her fingers between her pussy lips and rubbed herself, ready to cum around his cock. "I want to give you so many babies."

		"You will," Reg grunted. "You'll give me all the heirs you can."

		Sammi's fingers rubbed her pussy as her hips bucked off the bed. She needed his cock. But she was soon rewarded, with Reg once again plunging himself inside of her. Keela was left laying there, breathing hard as she recovered from her second orgasm of the day, and listening to her best friend get fucked hard.

		"So fucking good," Sammi moaned as Reg fucked her hard, her pussy squeezing tight around him. "Fuck me, Reg."

		"Fuck," Reg growled as he slammed his cock inside Sammi one final time and held himself there as his balls erupted, firing cum deep inside of Sammi's willing pussy.

		Sammi came around his cock as Reg shot his seed into her womb. Her pussy spasmed and she let out a scream of delight as her pleasure broke her mind once again. She was blissfully unaware of her surroundings, the entire world fading away as the pleasure rolled through her. Orgasms like that wrecked her mind, leaving her unable to function for several minutes afterward, her voluntary systems all but shutting down until she could recover.

		When she returned to herself, Reg had already pulled his cock free. But he was still there, looking down upon his bimbo wife and her bimbo doll friend. They were both his, legally and figuratively. And they were happy with this arrangement. They were living their best bimbo lives and he loved providing for them. He loved coming home to find their desperate pussies leading them, begging for sex. Even Keela, without the ability to speak, seemed completely in love with this life. If she had any complaints, she never once voiced them.

		"I love you," Reg said. "I love you both."

		Sammi smiled up at him. "We love you, too."

		And it was at that moment when Sammi's new life finally came into focus. Whatever was in the past, before she could remember, was unimportant. The future was an amorphous concept that meant little to her. It was the present that she lived for. And this present, with Keela and Reg in her life, with her being nothing more than a silly and sexy bimbo, was the best life she could imagine. She was truly happy, living the bimbo life.

		

	
		

		ABOUT THE AUTHOR

		

		Sadie Thatcher is a longtime author of erotic fiction, especially related to transformations and bimbofication. She likes to say “I have thrown off the shackles of my conservative upbringing and now write erotic stories.”

		She maintains a special blog devoted to her writings, including a behind the scenes look at her writing process, and bimbos in general, as well as highlights works by other authors. They can be found at:

		

		
			https://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com
		

		

		

		
			[image: Twitter icon]
		

		

	
		

		ALSO BY SADIE THATCHER

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Tegan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Susan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Joy

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Katherine

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Sarah

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Salt and Pepper

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Amanda

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: The Staff

		

		Mistaken Identity

		

		My New Bimbo Life

		

		Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

		

		(Virtual) Reality

		

		Side Effects

		

		Plaything of Olympus

		

		Experiment in Submission

		

		Bimbo Bet

		

		Snow White and the Evil Witch

		

		Twelve Days of Bimbo

		

		Chosen

		

		The Faerie’s Gift

		

		The Bimbo in Yellow

		

		Bad Role Model

		

		Truth or Bimbo

		

		Truth or Bimbo College Edition

		

		Bimbo Dome

		

		Acting the Part

		

		Subliminal Society

		

		Inheritance

		

		Company Morale

		

		His Bimbo Girlfriend

		

		The Bimbo Room

		

		The Bimbos of Blossom

		

		Dr. Jekyll and Missy Hyde

		

		Second Chance

		

		From M&As To T&A

		

		Trading Places

		

		The Bimbo Nutcracker Suite

		

		Milked and Herded

		

		Fitting In

		

		Clowning Around

		

		Transformative Ink

		

		Choices

		

		Rival Competition

		

		Alien Womanhood

		

		Invasion

		

		The Princess and the Bimbo

		

		Bimbo Labyrinth

		

		The Legend of the Werebimbo

		

		Power and Corruption

		

		The Simulation

		

		The Collar

		

		Fate

		

		Out of Love

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni

		

		The Bimbo Professor: The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag Book 3

		

		Anything for the Job

		

		Anything for the Job 2

		

		Anything for His Job

		

		The Bimbo in the Mirror

		

		The Bimbo in the Mirror 2

		

		Astrid and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Bella and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Cali and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Desiree and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Ember and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Fiona and the Bimbo Bee

		

		The Intern

		

		The Lawyer

		

		The Hacker

		

		Cause & Effect

		

		Witless Protection

		

		Stealing Sally

		

		Trial and Error

		

		Beta Testing

		

		Exposed

		

		Bimbo for a Weekend

		

		Bimbo for a Week

		

		Bimbo for Life

		

		Surprise!

		

		Best Laid Plans

		

		No Going Back

		

		Bigger

		

		And Bigger

		

		The Recruit

		

		United Love

		

		The Journalist

		

		The Promotion

		

		The New Student

		

		Breaking the Curve

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 1

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 2

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 3

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 4

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 5

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 6

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 7

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 8

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 1

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 2

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 3

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 4

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 5

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 6

		

		Silly Bimbo Volume 1

		

		Silly Bimbo Volume 2

		

		Silly Bimbo Volume 3

		

		Bimbo Halloween

		

		Bimbo Christmas

		

		Bimbo Technology

		

		Dorm Room Bimbo

		

		Carissa’s Magic Pen

		

		Spirit Walk

		

		Muscle Memory

		

		The Case of the Bimbo Wife

		

		Changes

		

		Changes 2

		

		New Year New You

		

		The Bimbo Dream

		

		The Wedding Gift

		

		The Cure

		

		Backfire

		

		Bim & Bo Yoga

		

		Wishing for Each Other

		

		Bimbo Roots

		

		A Bimbo at Oktoberfest

		

		The Lost Bet

		

		The Fountain

		

		Bimbo Ghost

		

		Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice

		

		Basic Bimbo

		

		A Helping Hand

		

		Bimbos in Space

		

		Christmas Train to Bimboton

		

		Letters to Bimbo Claus

		

		Gone Fishing

		

		The Bimbo Behind the Mask

		

		Rival Wishes

		

		What’s in a Name?

		

		Playing the Game

		

		Friendly Wishes

		

		My Chemical Bimbo

		

		To Be Young Again

		

		Something Bimbo Calls Him Home

		

		Wishing for Him

		

		The Author Gets Bimbofied

		

		Bigfoot and the Bimbo

		

		Bimbo Zero

		

		Going Native

		

		Thanks for Giving

		

		Working for Bimbo Claus

		

		The Spirit of Bimbo Christmas

		

		The Bimbo Sweater

		

		What Really Happened to D.B. Cooper

		

		Starting Over

		

		Milk and Bliss

		

		The Fighter

		

		The Help

		

		The Bimbo Resort

		

		Awakening

		

		Bubblegum and Latex

		

		Vanity

		

		Christmas Wish

		

		Bad Bimbo

		

		Body Swap Rings: Happy Anniversary

		

		Body Swap Rings 2: Wedding Night

		

		The Bimbo Experience

		

		The Bimbo Experience 2

		

		The Bimbo Experience 3some

		

		The 4th Bimbo Experience

		

		Bimbo Genes

		

		Bimbo Genes II: The Virus

		

		The Bimbo Genes III: The Epidemic

		

		Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

		

		Bimbo Juice: Grape

		

		Bimbo Juice: Mango

		

		Bimbo Juice: Pineapple

		

		Bimbo Juice: Red Apple

		

		Bimbo Juice: Veggie

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: The Muse

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Street Racer

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Score

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 1

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 2

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 3

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 4

		

		Bimbo Party: Kennedy

		

		Bimbo Party: Esme

		

		Bimbo Party: Ariana

		

		Bimbo Party: Tara

		

		Workout Buddies

		

		Wishful Thinking

		

		Wanting More

		

		Bimbo Harem: Annabelle

		

		Bimbo Harem: Josie

		

		Bimbo Harem: Nikki

		

		Bimbo Harem: Tiana

		

		Giggle Dust

		

		Giggle Dust 2.0

		

		Giggle Dust 3.0

		

		Giggle Dust 4.0

		

		Bimbo Takeover: The First Step

		

		Bimbo Takeover: Teammates

		

		Bimbo Takeover: Going to the Top

		

		Bimbo Takeover: Revenge of the Bimbos

		

		Thanks for the Mammaries

		

		A New Beginning

		

		Copying Kat

		

		Spreading the Love

		

		Discovering Eden

		

		Building Eden

		

		Spring In Eden

		

		Saving Eden

		

		The Perfect Girlfriend

		

		The Perfect Engagement

		

		The Perfect Wife

		

		The Perfect Woman

		

		Be Hot, Not Smart

		

		No Thoughts for Thots

		

		Be Art, Not Smart

		

		The Cream of the Crop

		

		A New Kind of Passion

		

		Getting the Sugar

		

		A Second Lease on Life

		

		Summer

		

		Autumn

		

		Winter

		

		Spring

		

		Edge for Me

		

		Edge Together

		

		Edge and Deny

		

		The Boutique

		

		Lawyer or Beach Bunny

		

		Choosing Sides

		

		Accidental Mayhem

		

		Controlled Mayhem

		

		Planned Mayhem

		

		Jealousy

		

		Desire

		

		Fame

		

		Lessons in the Lab

		

		Nurse Bimbo

		

		Brain Drain

		

		A New Self

		

		Giving In

		

		Corrupted

		

		Bimbo No. 5

		

		Scent of Bimbo

		

		Forbidden Obsession

		

		Goddess Within

		

		The Message

		

		Bimbo Queen

		

		Bachelorette

		

		Beneath the Gown

		

		Honeymoon Surprise

		

		New Rules

		

		Embrace It

		

		Not So Smart

		

		Best of Friends

		

		Joining Bimbodom

		

		Bimbo Salon

		

		Bimbo Vision

		

		Spiral

		

		Rerun

		

		Housemates

		

		One of Us

		

		Inevitable

		

		Life in Plastic

		

		Plastic Guilt

		

		Plastic Fantastic

		

		Leadership

		

		Founders

		

		Hostile Takeover

		

		Cheers

		

		Happy Hour

		

		Date Night

		

		Emergency

		

		Faint

		

		Just a Job

		

		Zora’s Vacation

		

		Rekindled Love

		

		Stowaway

		

		Age of Discovery

		

		The Law

		

		Judge Bimbo

		

		Early Bird

		

		Missed Connection

		

		Fashionably Late

		

		The Politician’s Wife

		

		Seducing the Senator

		

		The Bimbo on the Ballot

		

		First to Fail

		

		Naughty Natasha

		

		Winner’s Circle

		

		The New Neighbor

		

		One by One

		

		The Mayor’s Harem

		

		From the Top

		

		Making a Star

		

		Bimbomaniacs

		

		Keeping Up With Ashley Jones

		

		Showing Off for Ashley Jones

		

		Taking Over for Ashley Jones

		

		Signed Up

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-HAXAKQ0Q.jpg
A Blmbo ’l‘mnsfopmaﬂon Novella





OEBPS/Images/image-9FOXTCHQ.png





OEBPS/Images/image-N1ZU27Q7.jpg





