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		“Kirby, I don’t think we’re supposed to be down here,” Yasmin told her friend. They had wandered away from the company party and gone off exploring. Or more accurately, Kirby had gone off exploring while Yasmin had begrudgingly followed, not wanting to be left alone.

		The friends stood at the end of a long dark hallway in the basement. The house was gigantic, belonging to the company president. It was easy to get lost inside.

		“Don’t worry about it,” Kirby said. “If we get caught, we can just say we were looking for the wine cellar. Mr. Patterson is supposed to have an unbelievable wine collection.”

		Yasmin did not say anything further. Her shy and bookish demeanor meant that she often let Kirby take charge. And if Kirby had their escape plan figured out, she was okay with it. Standing there, she quietly tugged on a loose thread of her white blouse. It, paired with her long yellow skirt, contrasted nicely with her dark skin and raven black hair. Not that Yasmin showed off much of her skin. Her skirt went down to her ankles and her blouse was buttoned up to her neck.

		Kirby had a different, more provocative style, even if in the big picture she dressed on the conservative side. As they had both forgone their usual business suits, Kirby had opted to attend the party in a tight fitting pair of jeans and a bright red blouse with several buttons undone. Not that she was able to show off much cleavage. Both women were lacking in certain respects. While Yasmin was short and athletically thin, Kirby was a stick, being mostly bones.

		The pair had been friends since they met on their first day at work. They both worked in Human Resources. And as it turned out, they made a great team. Over time Yasmin and Kirby built a symbiotic relationship, each of them making up for the other’s weaknesses. Kirby had always been the adventuresome one while Yasmin remained reserved and conscientious. Kirby pushed the boundaries while Yasmin made sure they remained safe.

		However, in this scenario, Yasmin was a follower. She never liked parties, always finding herself acting as the fly on the wall, never being able to engage with people. At the office, she could talk to people, because she had a purpose. But at a party, she found it hard to relax and engage in conversations with people. Kirby was her lifeline; the only person she felt comfortable around. Thus, when Kirby wanted to go exploring, Yasmin was helpless but to follow.

		“Ooh, this room looks fun,” Kirby exclaimed when she found a door with a sign reading “Game Room” on it. “We should check this out.”

		“Are you sure we should?”

		“What could the harm be?” Kirby said as she opened the door and grabbed Yasmin by the hand to pull her inside.

		Inside were games of all types. There were pinball machines, and old style arcade games. There was even skee ball. Then off in the far corner of the room stood a large pink box with a full sized door on it. Above the door were the words, “Bimbo Machine.”

		“What the hell is that?” Kirby asked, pointing at the pink box. “Bimbo Machine? What does that even mean?”

		“I don’t know,” Yasmin answered. She still held Kirby’s hand, this time holding on for a measure of protection, standing behind her friend.

		“Hey, you know what would be fun?” Kirby said, her face lighting up with an idea. “We should play skee ball. I haven’t played that in years.”

		“Um, if you think it would be all right,” Yasmin said, giving a hesitant agreement.

		“Come on, girl, it will be fun. And I know just what to do to really spice it up. The loser has to go into the Bimbo Machine. You ready?”

		“I don’t know,” Yasmin responded. As much as she depended on Kirby for help in social situations, she would have preferred to be back upstairs at the party. But they were already here and it seemed unlikely they would be caught.

		“I’ll even go first so you know what kind of score you need to beat me. Okay?”

		“Um… All right, I guess.”

		“Great.”

		Kirby pulled the lever on the skee ball machine and nine balls were released. She picked up the first ball and carefully positioned herself for the roll. “Here goes nothing,” she said before drawing her arm back and then rolling the ball up the ramp. It was a line drive,, but it was just a little off. The ball bounced off the fifty point hole and rolled down to the bottom, only scoring ten points.

		“Not a bad start,” Kirby said. “It’s going to take a few times to get some rhythm.”

		She rolled again, this time resulting in the ball hitting off the thirty point hole, but still scoring twenty points.

		“It’s definitely going to take a few rolls,” Kirby commented as she picked up her third ball.

		Kirby kept going, each roll getting a little better than the last. But even with her improving skill, little mistakes were costing her points. Kirby never hit the fifty point hole, but she picked up several thirties.

		“180 points,” Kirby bragged. “Try and beat that.”

		“You’ll probably win,” Yasmin conceded.

		“We won’t know until you play,” Kirby countered as she pulled the lever, resetting the game. “Now get started so we can find out which of us is going into the Bimbo Machine.”

		Yasmin picked up a ball and swallowed hard, steeling herself for her first roll. She was not sure why she was playing, but after Kirby’s performance, she felt she had to. And she did not want to go inside the Bimbo Machine. She did not know what it was, but she did not want to find out.

		Yasmin rolled and the ball went no where near where she wanted it to.

		“Ten points,” Kirby announced. “Don’t worry. I scored ten points on my first roll too.

		Yasmin rolled again.

		“Another ten points. Still no need to worry. You can still do this.”

		As Yasmin continued to play, Kirby continued to announce the score. Yasmin found her friend’s exuberance annoying, but she did not say anything. She rarely did in these instances.

		“Okay, last ball,” Kirby said. “You need to hit the fifty if you’re going to win this thing. If you get forty, it’s a tie and we’ll have to start over.”

		Yasmin knew the stakes. She needed a maximum score on this ball if she was going to still win. And she desperately wanted to win. Not because she was competitive, but because she really did not want to go into the Bimbo Machine. She did not know what it was, but she did not want to find out. She did not even want Kirby to go in either. Yasmin would have been perfectly happy to go back to the party as soon as their game was done.

		“I can do this,” Yasmin mumbled to herself. They were the first words she had spoken since she began playing.

		Yasmin brought her arm back, trying to work out how much force she needed to apply. Then she brought her arm forward and released the ball. The ball rolled straight down the middle. It looked perfect. It shot up the ramp and into the air. But then it dropped, falling right into the thirty point hole.

		“Yes,” Kirby shouted. “I win.”

		Yasmin dropped her head, letting her shoulders sag. She lost. While that in and of itself was no big deal, the consequence was. She had no idea what the Bimbo Machine was, but she was now about to find out.

		“All right, a bet is a bet. It’s time for you to check this thing out.”

		Kirby stood behind Yasmin and gently pushed her toward the pink Bimbo Machine. Yasmin stepped forward, wringing her hands with anxiety. As much as she hated the thought of getting caught by Mr. Patterson, she would have preferred that to climbing into the Bimbo Machine.

		Being in no position to turn down her friend or renege on the bet, even if Yasmin felt coerced, she squared her shoulders toward the Bimbo Machine and pushed open the door. The door provided little resistance to Yasmin’s still hesitant actions. She tried to see what was inside, but it was dark inside and the light from the room did little to break through the darkness.

		“Oh, just get in there,” Kirby said, giving Yasmin one final push before pulling the door closed behind her.

		Yasmin found herself in a box, roughly the size of a phone booth. She barely had room to turn around. It was pitch dark. However, just as Yasmin was about to reach for the door, the lights came on.

		“What the…” Yasmin started to say as she tried to shield her eyes from the bright lights. She had no idea if the box was responding to her presence or if Kirby had found the power switch. Just like the outside of the box, the interior was almost all pink. The exceptions to this were a computer screen and a keypad directly below it.

		More determined than ever, Yasmin took hold of the door handle and pulled. The door did not budge.

		“You can’t leave yet,” a feminine computerized voice said.

		Yasmin looked for the source of the voice, but there were no obvious speakers that she could see. However, the screen lit up revealing the words “Bimbo Machine” in big pink letters.

		“Is this some kind of game?” Yasmin whispered to herself. “Maybe I have to finish playing before it will let me out. That should be against the fire code, but I’ll do whatever I have to so I can get out of here.”

		New words appeared on the screen, beneath what Yasmin figured was the game title. “Press 1 to start,” she read out loud.

		Yasmin looked at the numbered keypad. It had ten digits, arranged like a phone, but instead of the pound and star signs, there were left and right arrows. There was no way to stop the game. With no other option, Yasmin pressed 1.

		“Welcome to the Bimbo Machine,” the voice said. “You will be asked to rate different aspects of bimbo bodies and personalities to help match you with your perfect bimbo. All you have to do is select the number corresponding to the picture you see on the screen. Choose whichever picture you like the best.”

		Yasmin stood there horrified. She had always thought the term bimbo was an insult. People actually liked them? But then again, Yasmin realized she was forgetting how much men thought about and obsessed over sex. The hot dumb girl was a perfect target for the male libido.

		As much as Yasmin wanted out, there was a small part of her that wanted to know what kind of bimbo she might be, assuming everything about her was different. She had a tendency to blend in at social gatherings. She had never been the life of the party. Yasmin could not help but wonder what that would be like. And as far as she could figure, bimbos spent a lot of time at parties.

		“First category,” the voice said with a level of excitement that Yasmin did not feel. “Bring on the boobs.”

		Nine pictures of women’s breasts popped up on the screen, split up in a three-by three grid. Each picture had a number in the bottom right corner, one through nine.

		“Pick what you think looks best,” the voice instructed. “Type your selection into the keypad.”

		Yasmin looked at each picture. Before she was fully aware that she was looking at nine pairs of naked breasts, she was struck by how big they all were. Yasmin looked down at her own pair, easily covered by her blouse. They barely registered as being there. Yasmin had never minded having small breasts before, but seeing the examples before her, she could understand why men, and women, liked them larger.

		“Hmm, which ones do I like the most?” Yasmin asked herself.

		The first top of breasts were large and completely natural looking. But as such, they were not the perkiest breasts. Gravity had already begun its work, pulling them south. The bottom row of pictures were filled with obviously fake breasts. They were large globes bolted onto the women’s chests, showing no sag at all. The middle row of pictures looked to be somewhere in between. They were large and perky, without looking round and hard.

		Yasmin’s eyes were immediately drawn to the middle row. The breasts in those pictures looked the most attractive to her. She hated the heavy hanging look of the top, and she did not like the idea of breasts that were stuck to the chest and did not move. But the question was, which of the three pictures in the middle row did she prefer?

		At first Yasmin did not see much difference between the three pictures. Size was not that different. Their perkiness was not either. But after several moments of trying to choose, the one in the middle stood out. Yasmin could not put her finger on it. They looked large and soft, but at the same time, they kept their shape on their own remarkably well.

		Yasmin pressed 5.

		“Good job,” the voice said. “Now that you have a nice pair of bimbo boobs selected, let’s move on to lips.”

		Again, Yasmin was faced with nine pictures of women’s lips. Once again, none of the models used in the pictures had lips like hers. Any of the pictures would be a considerable upgrade for Yasmin. But right away she could cross some of them off her list. Four of the pictures were of lips that were so big they had begun to lose their shape. Another three were, in Yasmin’s opinion, disfigured, with the middle of the lips generally being much more plump than the corners.

		Between the other two, Yasmin was tempted to flip a coin. Not that she had one, but she could see little difference between them. Eventually she pressed 2, figuring it might look slightly better.

		The prompts and corresponding pictures kept coming. As soon as Yasmin chose a picture, another set appeared. After lips came noses, then eyes. At a certain point, it all started to blur together. Skin, hair, hips, butts, legs, she made a selection for all of them. Height and weight even played a role.

		Eventually, after what felt like hours, but was probably only minutes, and after almost every physical attribute had been exhausted, the screen turned black. After a moment’s pause, text began scrolling across the screen. “Physical specifications calculated… Begin psychological analysis…”

		Yasmin wondered how she could select personality traits with pictures, but she was past questioning the Bimbo Machine. She only wished she understood what the point of it all was. What was the need for such a large device for software that could easily run on a computer, or even a mobile device?

		“Pick the picture that best fits a desired reaction to the word at the top of the screen,” the voice said. Nine new pictures appeared. At the top of the screen was the word, “Sad.”

		All of the pictures had some way of conveying sadness. In one, there was a woman crying. In another the woman looked miserable with sagging shoulders and her head looking down. Most of the pictures showed the women in them as sad in some way. However, there was one that was different. The scene around the woman clearly evoked sadness, but the woman herself still found the ability to smile. She soldiered on. Yasmin liked that about her. She pressed the number corresponding to that picture.

		Next came a set of images with the word “Disgust” above them. After that, it was “Anger,”, then “Fear” and “Surprise.” Only after all of those, did “Happy” appear. Yasmin figured she had come full circle, hitting all of the major emotions. But the program pressed on, giving her more and more pictures to match with different emotions.

		Yasmin tried to come up with a pattern for the words, but she could not find one. She would be prompted with several similar words in a row, such as “Startled,” “Confused,” “Amazed” and “Excited,” but then it would move onto another set of different types of words. After a while, Yasmin lost track of what she was trying to do. The monotony of choosing pictures to fit the words, after spending all that time building a bimbo body, the whole experience began to run together.

		Thus it took a moment to realize the program had stopped asking her to choose a picture. Instead, the screen turned black once again.

		“Oh, I’m done,” Yasmin said in surprise.

		“Calculating…” began scrolling across the screen in pink lettering. The the voice spoke, “Please wait while your results are calculated.”

		Yasmin stood there, wondering when she would be allowed to leave. It felt like she had been inside for a long time, but she knew she had lost track. Still, Kirby must have been wondering what had happened to her. That was, assuming Kirby was still there. Yasmin had a sudden fear that her friend might have abandoned her and gone back to the party. That was not a pleasant thought.

		“Results calculated,” the voice announced.

		Yasmin looked back at the screen, wondering what was going to happen next.

		“Phase One: Body Modifications.”

		“Wait, what?” Yasmin said in shock. She did not understand what was going on. “This is just a game, isn’t it?”

		Again, Yasmin tried to open the door, but it would not budge. She called out, “Please let me out of here,” panicking. But no help came.

		Suddenly a new feeling overcame Yasmin. A burning sensation ran through her, from her feet all the way up to her head. She had no idea what was causing it. The pain was growing worse and worse.

		Yasmin collapsed against the wall of the box. She was barely able to hold herself up. She was sure that she was dying. There was no other explanation for the pain.

		But just as quickly as the pain arrived, it then started to fade. Yasmin could still feel it, but it had been dulled. Rather than feeling like she was actively being burned, she felt like any moment the heat coursing through her would be too much to handle, yet it never reached that point.

		At the same time, Yasmin noticed something else. She looked down to see that she actually had breasts. Before, when she had first entered the Bimbo Machine, and ever since she had hit puberty, Yasmin’s breasts had been tiny, so small that she rarely needed to wear a bra, only wearing one for the social convention. But now, her breasts stuck out, tenting her blouse.

		And what was more, they were still growing. Yasmin watched as her breasts grew, pushing past the point where her body could have grown them naturally. Her memory of choosing her preferred breasts picture flashed through her mind. She had little doubt these new breasts would end up looking a lot like the picture she had chosen.

		“It’s really doing it,” Yasmin shouted. Her body was changing to match the pictures she had selected. She had no idea how it was happening, but her body was morphing into that of a bimbo.

		Yasmin shut her eyes tight, trying to will herself to wake up. It had to be a dream. None of this was possible. Or maybe it was a bad reaction to some of the food at the party. Someone could have spiked it. That had to be it. Yasmin was suffering from a reaction to a hallucinogenic drug. It was just a bad trip.

		Opening her eyes, Yasmin was again confronted with the reality of her changing body. Her hair hung in long wavy curtains next to her face. Her once prominent nose, something she could see if she looked cross-eyed, was no longer visible, made smaller by her earlier picture selections.

		But what was more, it was not just Yasmin’s body that was changing. Her clothing had altered as well. Her blouse, buttoned up to her neck, now had a plunging neckline, showing off a deep valley of cleavage Yasmin had never seen before. Her skirt, once loose and falling all the way to her ankles, had tightened and shortened considerably, showing off her finely sculpted legs.

		Everything about Yasmin was changing. Few people would still recognize her. However, for the first time, Yasmin could easily be described as hot. Her ability to blend in at parties was completely behind her. Every new trait screamed, “Look at me.”

		In her dismay over her new body, Yasmin did not notice how the burning and pain completely faded. She only knew the process that was changing her was done when the voice announced, “Phase One complete.” Then after a short pause, the voice continued, “To see the new you, press 1. To begin Phase Two, press the right arrow.”

		Yasmin wanted to do everything she could to prevent the next phase from beginning. Based on the second set of pictures she had been subjected to, she guessed Phase Two would go to work on her mind. That needed to be prevented at all costs. Thus, Yasmin did the only thing she could do to delay. She pressed 1.

		It was a computer generated image. It could not actually be Yasmin. There was not enough room to take the photo. But that did not stop the image from appearing real. And if Yasmin had been able to look down and see her feet, she would have laughed at the thought of the picture being of her, but the fact her breasts now got in the way was testament to the fact the picture represented the new her.

		The new Yasmin featured an hour glass figure with large rounded breasts and hips and an ass that matched, her waist smaller than it ever had been in her adult life. Her hair, always dark, bet kept short in a severe style, now hung in waves over her shoulders and down her back, nearly reaching the rounded curves of her ass. Her face too had undergone significant changes. Her lips had expanded into lush pillows, leaving her with a natural pout. Her eyes had grown larger and her nose smaller, creating a doll-like expression that would make others immediately question her intelligence.

		But it was far more than just Yasmin’s body that had changed. Her clothing had shifted and morphed into an outfit she never would have been caught dead in before, yet it looked completely natural on her with her new features, if on the slutty side. The white blouse had transformed into a cropped halter top. The triangles of fabric covered and lifted Yasmin’s breasts into a delicious display of cleavage. A gold necklace hung down between her breasts while more gold dangled from her navel.

		Yasmin’s skirt had changed dramatically too. Like her top, the color of her skirt, a pale yellow, had remained the same, but it had shifted in both form and function. Transforming into a material that resembled spandex, the skirt shorted to the point it barely covered Yasmin’s now large ass. And to further compliment her new curves, the skirt shrunk down to become skin tight. It was clear she was not wearing any underwear. Even a thong would reveal itself beneath such form fitting clothing.

		“At least it shows off my legs,” Yasmin muttered to herself as she worked her way down the picture of her body. “Of course, with those heels, it’s hard not to have great legs.” For the first time, Yasmin had noticed her shoes had changed as well. Her once sensible flats had grown up into high wedge slides. She barely noticed them on her feet, her body already accustomed to wearing such insensible footwear. In fact, they felt comfortable to her, which in a way, scared Yasmin the most. Her new body preferred this new way of dressing.

		Yasmin had no idea how long she stood there staring at her picture. It was fascinating to see this other version of herself. However, she still found it difficult to accept that this was what she looked like now.

		Eventually the picture on the screen faded to black. Pink words then began to materialize. “Phase Two: Personality Modification to begin in 3… 2… 1.” The screen counted down. Yasmin wished she could delay the process further. She pressed 1 again, but that did nothing. She pressed the left arrow, but that produced the same result, nothing. Growing desperate, she started pressing every number on the keypad, hoping there might be some key to stopping the process. But nothing worked.

		It was an interesting feeling, having the machine go to work on her mind. Yasmin hardly noticed anything was different, as her anxiety and fears started to fade away. A serenity washed over her, calming her. All of her negative emotions began to fall away, leaving Yasmin happy and content. For the first time since she arrived at the party, she smiled.

		As the face lift to Yasmin’s mind continued, a warmth began to develop in her head. It was hard for her to find the words to describe the sensation. But that was because what she felt was the machine stripping away her complex thought processes, shrinking her vocabulary and generally leaving her bimbofied. The best description she could imagine was that it felt like a headache, except that it actually felt good.

		If Yasmin had been capable, she would have been horrified to know what was happening to her. She would never be the same again. Her once shy but curious mind had been replaced with brash instincts and gullible tendencies. Not that Yasmin could find it in her to care. As far as the new bimbo was concerned, life could not get better. She was hot and sexy, and if she needed help, there was little doubt she could use her body to convince someone else to take care of her.

		“Phase Two Complete,” the voice announced. “Thank you for using the Bimbo Machine.”

		Yasmin giggled. She did not know what to make of the voice or the whole process she had just gone through. Her new natural response was to giggle. It would work wonders in making her appear helpless. The fact that at the moment she was alone inside the machine mattered not. It was a part of who she now was.

		This time when Yasmin tried the door, it opened easily. The moment the door cracked open, the lights within the box went out. With the door open, Yasmin learned that she and Kirby were no longer alone. Mr. Patterson had joined them.

		Kirby looked worried. She looked at Yasmin, trying to figure out what had just happened to her friend. Mr. Patterson, however, was smiling. Yasmin looked up into his eyes and smiled back. She certainly was not going to complain if the company president was eying her.

		“I’m sorry we wandered off from the party,” Yasmin said in a sultry tone. She had a limited understanding that she and Kirby were not supposed to be there. But the way Mr. Patterson’s ravenous eyes kept looking at her, she knew he would not be mad for long. “Are you going to punish us?”

		“I might just need to do that,” he answered. “But the question is how to best do it.”

		“I would be happy to take the punishment for both of us,” Yasmin said. Even her limited mind could see where the conversation was leading. She had never been much of a sexual person before, but now Yasmin’s libido was calling out to her, encouraging her to be bold and seductive. Sex had suddenly become the most important thing to her.

		“That is very brave of you,” Mr. Patterson said. “Ms. Johnson, I assume you can find your way back up stairs?”

		“I’ll talk to you later, Kirby,” Yasmin chirped.

		Kirby did not know what to think, but she did not want to spend another moment in the Game Room. The idea that the bimbo that had emerged from the machine had once been her shy friend was unbelievable. She wanted to complain, but who was there to complain to? As far as she knew, not even the police could help. Kirby turned and quickly made her way out of the room, wishing desperately that she could forget what she had seen.

		Yasmin was already untying the string from behind her neck to release her new tits, before Kirby had made it across the room. There was no subtlety to either Mr. Patterson’s or Yasmin’s intentions. And it would not have mattered who had found them in the Game Room. Any man would have garnered the same response. But the fact that it was Mr. Patterson only helped to seal the deal in Yasmin’s eyes. Talk about the job security.

		While Yasmin’s intelligence had been greatly reduced, she still had the wherewithal to understand her new limitations and what that would mean for her. There was no way she could maintain her job in Human Resources. She would be lucky to be able to help with the filing. But fucking the boss? That gave her new value. Not that a sexual relationship would completely save her job. He might still fire her in the end. But at least she would have the chance to sample his cock before she was kicked out on her now bulbous ass.

		“I’m kind of new at this,” Yasmin said as she slowly strutted toward Mr. Patterson. She licked her lips at the sight of the large lump in his trousers, knowing what was there. “I’ve never been punished by the president of a company before. Since I was bad, you should decide how you want to give it to me.”

		“Why don’t you start by sucking my cock,” Mr. Patterson said, giving a glance over his shoulder to see that Kirby had closed the door behind her.

		“Yes, Mr. President,” Yasmin said with a giggle as she gracefully dropped to her knees in front of him.

		With deft fingers, Yasmin quickly freed Mr. Patterson’s cock from the confines of his trousers. It sprang to attention, nearly hitting her in the nose. She giggled in response before she took his hardness into her mouth.

		At some point before Mr. Patterson’s cock hit the back of Yasmin’s throat, she experienced a moment of clarity. She had never given a blow job in her life before, even if it felt completely natural to her now. But more importantly, she could see herself both as she was before and as she was now. So much about Yasmin had changed in such a short amount of time. It was easy to forget how her previous hopes and dreams of success had been replaced by vain desires for beauty and sex.

		There was a part of Yasmin that wanted to be upset over the loss of her future as she previously knew it. But new ideas were flooding her brain, showing her new ways of behaving, new activities to partake in. Yes, her life as a Human Resources Manager was over. But a whole new world full of beauty and happiness had been revealed to her. Everything seemed brighter than she could ever remember before.

		Yasmin was sure the loss of intellect would take some getting used to. She knew she was no longer as smart as she once was. But the real impact was going to come from her loss of reasoning skills. No longer would Yasmin be able to make on the fly decisions or really make choices that had any real meaning at all. Forevermore, she would need to look to others to help guide her.

		While Yasmin had become dependent on others, especially men in powerful positions, like Mr. Patterson, whose cock was buried deep in her throat, she realized this new bimbofied her was not as far off from where she started. Yes, her body had gone through radical changes, making her a walking wet dream, and her mind had simplified dramatically to the point she doubted she would ever be able to perform any of the duties for her job ever again, but despite all that, in a way, she was no less independent that before. As much as Yasmin had always thought of herself as an independent woman, her dependence on others, like how she followed Kirby around the party and did as she was told, had always been a part of her.

		However, rather than flail around helplessly in the big bad world, Yasmin now had the tools to protect herself. As a bimbo, she had a sexy body and a desire to find strong and important men to care for her. And she was more than willing to use her body and her newfound sexual skills to aid her in that goal. Of course, it did not hurt that sex was a lot more fun now that she had a body designed for it.

		Yasmin’s thoughts slowly drifted back to the task at hand, having decided her new situation as a bimbo was much more advantageous than whatever it was she had done before. Already she was forgetting aspects of her old life, realizing they proved to be useless facts that only put a strain on her limited brain power. She much preferred spending her time sucking cock, just like she was doing now.

		As Yasmin came back to the blow job at hand, she found Mr. Patterson’s hands holding her head as he fucked her mouth with reckless abandon. “Oh fuck, that’s nice,” he said as he buried himself deep in her throat. She could feel him twitch inside her, signaling that he was ready to cum.

		Yasmin was barely able to push herself away and say, “Come on my face,” before the first rope of hot white cum splashed across her dusky skin. She reached up and continued to jack him off, craving a facial, desiring to be marked as Mr. Patterson’s personal bimbo, should he accept her as such.

		“Damn, I could get used to getting one of those every day,” Mr. Patterson said. “You give good head, little bimbo.”

		Yasmin beamed up at him, through the cum covering her face. She wore it with pride and with the knowledge that she would have a tasty treat for whenever Mr. Patterson deemed it was time to clean herself up.

		“Although I am not sure I have properly punished you for trespassing down here. Party guests were not to leave the main floor of the house. Considering the size of my home, that should have still provided you with plenty of places to explore. I never would have thought you were capable of such behavior, Yasmin.”

		“I am truly sorry,” Yasmin answered honestly. “But you know, if I hadn’t broken the rules, I wouldn’t be a bimbo. And if I weren’t a bimbo, I wouldn’t be able to tell you that I’m not wearing any underwear.”

		Mr. Patterson perked up upon hearing that. His cock did too. Yasmin rose to her feet and walked away from him, being sure to sway her hips as much as she could, while she glanced over her shoulder with a ‘come hither’ expression that could barely be seen through the cum on her face. She stopped in front of a pinball machine. It felt sturdy enough as she placed both hands on it, sticking her ass out in temptation.

		“I’m ready for the rest of my punishment,” Yasmin said.

		It took Mr. Patterson a moment to respond to the vision before him. In that time, Yasmin realized for the first time how horny she was. It was not just that she had a body built for sex, but that she had a body that constantly craved sex. In all her life, she had never wanted anything more. And Yasmin had a feeling it was a desire that would never fully be sated.

		Two hands grabbed Yasmin by the hips. Bent over as she was, with the aid of her high heels, she was at the perfect height to accept Mr. Patterson’s cock. Of course, her skirt was in the way, but with her lack of underwear, that was no major concern.

		Mr. Patterson pushed Yasmin’s skirt up over her hips, exposing her bulbous ass for the first time. His touch made her squirm, making her even more desperate for the fucking she was about to receive.

		“You have such a nice ass,” Mr. Patterson commented as he ran his hand across her flank. “It’s so much better than your former butt. That didn’t deserve to be called an ass. But this magnificent hunk of flesh is just begging to be fucked.”

		“Oh yes,” Yasmin moaned. “Please fuck it. Fuck me so hard. Fuck my brains out.”

		“Silly bimbo. You don’t have any brains left to be fucked out.” Yasmin giggled. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t try.”

		“Yes, yes, fuck me,” Yasmin called out, bouncing her ass with her enthusiasm and making it jiggle.

		“Easy now,” Mr. Patterson said. “We can’t have you getting over excited about this. It is a punishment, after all.”

		For a moment Yasmin felt ashamed. She had been bad. But those feelings were all but erased when Mr. Patterson slid his cock into her waiting pussy. Yasmin’s mind went blank. Her entire world became centered around the hard shaft penetrating her. For the first time in her life, Yasmin knew what it was like be filled. It was fulfilling.

		

	
		“Ooh, you’re tight,” Mr. Patterson commented as he started sliding his rock hard cock in and out. “I love a tight pussy on a slut.”

		“Oh yeah, do me harder,” Yasmin called back, egging on her boss. While her sexual experiences were limited, she could already tell that the bimbo version of her liked to be fucked hard and rough.

		Mr. Patterson merely grunted in response as he did just as Yasmin requested. His pace and the force of each thrust increased, pushing the new bimbo closer and closer to the pinball machine. Soon her large naked tits were scraping against the glass top. Yasmin’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head at the new onslaught of pleasure.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Yasmin shouted, the combination of getting pounded and her hard nipples rubbing on the cold glass of the pinball machine pushing her to the edge.

		“Not yet,” Mr. Patterson commanded. “A good bimbo only cums when the man does.”

		Yasmin was devastated. How could she hold out. Her entire body was on edge. It was all too much. Her new body was primed for sex. How could she hope to control it? But Mr. Patterson had given her an order. She could not disobey, especially as this was supposed to be a punishment.

		“Hurry,” Yasmin screamed. It was the only word she could get out. She bit her plump lip hard, trying her hardest to will herself not to cum yet. If only bimbos had more will power. It was something she gave up to have a worry free existence with a body that no man could refuse. But she knew Mr. Patterson was right. She needed to wait for him.

		Had Yasmin been able to think clearly, she would have understood that monumental task before her. With each passing moment she was getting closer to the summit of what would be the biggest climax of her life to date. She was far past the point of no return. But she could no longer comprehend how much her earlier blow job had placed her in this situation. Mr. Patterson would take more time.

		Yasmin tightened her grip on the hard rod piercing her pussy lips, using every ounce of strength she could summon to get Mr. Patterson off. It became her sole purpose. To cum, she needed him to cum first. She needed to feel his seed inside of her before she could join him in orgasmic bliss.

		Time lost all meaning for the new bimbo. While she was not very good with the concept as it was, she had no brain cells to spare on the matter as all her efforts went toward pleasing the cock at hand. Mr. Patterson had continued to pound her from behind with a hard but steady rhythm. But something suddenly changed. His pace quickened and grew erratic.

		“Here it comes,” Mr. Patterson grunted as he buried himself as deep as he could inside of Yasmin. Her eyes went wide as he spilled his seed into her. Feeling his hot white cum begin to fill her sent Yasmin over the edge. Her body spasmed uncontrollably as her vision went white.

		“Oh fuck,” she moaned as her entire body convulsed in pleasure. The only things keeping her from collapsing to the floor was the pinball machine in front of her and Mr. Patterson’s steady hands behind her. Her legs were useless, her muscles unable to carry her weight.

		It took several minutes for Yasmin’s mind to reengage. As much as Mr. Patterson had said she could not get any dumber, she was pretty sure she had killed off another few brain cells. The erotic pleasure shooting through her body was such to burn a few more off. Yasmin idly wondered if she would someday be too dumb to be more than a fuck toy. She had a hard time finding it in her to care. That life sounded wonderful to her, at least assuming she could find a good man to take care of her. Mr. Patterson seemed like a good possibility. And he was rich, meaning he could buy her lots of sexy clothes and take her places where she could show off her bimbo body.

		When Yasmin was finally able to stand on her own two feet again, Mr. Patterson had finished cleaning himself up. She was a little disappointed that she had not been available to use her talented tongue for it, but she knew there would be plenty of other times when his cock would once again find itself between her lips.

		“The party is over, by the way,” Mr. Patterson announced as Yasmin worked to tie her halter top again. “You might not have realized it, but you were in the Bimbo Machine for hours. As much as I would love for you stick around, I’m sure you have matters to attend to at home. After all, you need to prepare for your new bimbo life. That’s going to mean lots of shopping. But on that note, I do have something for you.”

		Mr. Patterson pulled out his wallet and removed several large denomination bills. “I think this will help you with that,” he said as he folded the money and tucked it into Yasmin’s cleavage. “Now get yourself cleaned up and get back upstairs. I’m guessing Kirby is still waiting for you. The two of you did arrive together after all. I would hate to make you take the bus home at this time of night. Of course, a bimbo like you might enjoy all the fun you could get into, but I can’t have you getting lost or arrested.”

		Yasmin took her time cleaning her face. That mostly consisted of her pushing Mr. Patterson’s cum into her mouth and licking her fingers clean. Once she figured she had cleaned up enough to go out in public, she took a moment to plump up her tits in her top and straighten the seam on her skirt. Feeling confident once more, she set off upstairs in search of her friend.

		Kirby was waiting at the top of the stairs. Mr. Patterson had already walked by her. She looked relieved to see Yasmin, but her smile was forced.

		“Is everything okay?” Kirby asked. “I heard shouting.”

		“O-M-G,” Yasmin squealed. “It was super fun. Mr. Patterson punished me so hard.”

		Kirby looked at her friend skeptically, trying to work out what she meant. This new Yasmin would take some getting used to.

		“So you’re sure everything is okay?”

		“It’s great. Mr. Patterson gave me some money to go shopping tomorrow.”

		Yasmin pulled the wad of bills from between her tits. Kirby’s eyes bugged out as she watched her friend act so brazenly slutty. Did she had no sense of modesty at all?

		“Hey, I know. After you drive me home, you can come in and I’ll eat your pussy for you. I bet you taste amazing.”

		“Yasmin, that’s gross,” Kirby said. “If you keep talking like that you can find your own way home.”

		“I’m sorry,” Yasmin said, pushing her plump lips into a pout.

		“Let’s get going then. Oh, and by the way, I think there’s something white at the corner of your mouth.”

		“Oh no,” Yasmin exclaimed. She found a mirror hanging on the wall and took a moment to examine herself. “Ooh, I missed some,” she added before scooping the dried bit of cum into her mouth. “Yummy.”

		Kirby turned away in disgust. While she could guess what the white substance was, she did not want to think about it. She was going to have a hard enough time putting up with Yasmin’s bimbofied and now slutty personality until they reached her apartment. Kirby was already wondering if they would be able to remain friends.

		The drive to Yasmin’s apartment went by amazingly quickly, aided by the fact it was too late for there to be any traffic. The only problem came right at the beginning when Yasmin was buckling her seatbelt. First she had a problem actually getting the belt buckled. When she finally succeeded, she made some comment about “Mr. Patterson’s hard thing.” Kirby did not catch all of it.

		After that, it took Yasmin several minutes to get her seatbelt adjusted. The shoulder belt cut across her chest in a completely different way than ever before. Yasmin kept fidgeting with the belt, trying to find a comfortable position for it. Eventually, annoyed with it all, Kirby pulled the belt over Yasmin’s head and put it behind her back. Yasmin looked at Kirby with amazement.

		Kirby pulled in front of Yasmin’s apartment building. She turned off the car and turned to her friend.

		“I’m really sorry about what happened,” Kirby said. “If I’d known the Bimbo Machine would actually turn you into a bimbo, I never would have made you go in. I never would have made it a part of the bet.”

		Yasmin giggled before she answered. “Don’t be sad. Being a bimbo is the best thing ever. It’s like being peppy and happy all the time, but also being super sexy and hot. Tonight was the best night of my life.”

		“But what about your job? I’m sorry to say this, but you’re really not that smart anymore.”

		“I’m not worried. It’ll all work out. And who wants to be a smart girl when you can look like I do? Anyways, I don’t think Mr. Patterson will fire me. If he did, he would miss out on fucking me.”

		“Wait, was that what I heard earlier? You were having sex?”

		Yasmin giggled again. “Of course, silly. What else would a big strong important man like Mr. Patterson and hot and sexy me do? And it was great. First I sucked him off and he came on my face. But then I was all horny and I got him to fuck me from behind. It felt so good, but Mr. Patterson made me wait to cum until he did. It was really hard, but I came so hard. Best orgasm ever.”

		Kirby did not know what to say in response. She eventually decided to call it a night rather than continue the conversation. “It’s late and I need to get home. Have a good weekend, I guess. I’ll see you on Monday?”

		“It’s a date,” Yasmin said, leaning over to give Kirby a kiss. Kirby turned her head at the last moment, but Yasmin did not seem to mind. She planted a wet kiss on Kirby’s cheek before she started extricating herself from the seatbelt and the car. “Bye-bye,” Yasmin sang as she shut the car door and began her long sashay up to her apartment.

		Kirby spent the rest of her weekend distraught over what had happened to Yasmin. She knew it was her own fault. Kirby had always had a power over her friend. She was the leader while Yasmin was the follower. Kirby had no idea that the Bimbo Machine was real. It did not make sense to her why it was in Mr. Patterson’s Game Room. Unless Mr. Patterson only thought of women as objects, toys to be played with, but Kirby did not want to think about that.

		By the time Monday morning rolled around, Kirby found herself at work, but Yasmin was nowhere to be seen. On the drive to the office, Kirby had almost convinced herself that the events of Saturday night’s party were a bad dream. There was no way Yasmin could have been turned into a bimbo. But with each passing second, it was becoming more and more unlikely for Kirby’s memories to be explained away as a bad dream.

		Yasmin was never late. She was the most punctual person in the company. Even Mr. Patterson could not even come close to measuring up. But each passing moment made it more and more clear that Yasmin truly was a bimbo now.

		Kirby tried to lose herself in her work, hoping that she would not be able to think about her friend if she kept herself busy. The only problem was Kirby and Yasmin were the closest thing to partners in their jobs. Within the first fifteen minutes of buckling down, Kirby was already finding herself unable to continue her job normally without Yasmin’s assistance. Still, she soldiered on, doing her best to ignore the events of the weekend.

		When Yasmin finally arrived at the office, she was nearly two hours late. She minced in on sky high heels wearing a skirt and blouse combination that would have looked more at home on stage at a strip club. All eyes were on her as she made her way toward the office space she shared with Kirby.

		“Hi,” Yasmin chirped as she dropped her purse on her chair. “How you doing, sexy?”

		Kirby stared openly at Yasmin. The bimbo was technically wearing work appropriate clothes in terms of wearing a white blouse and a black skirt. But that was as close to meeting the dress code that she came. The blouse was cropped and tied off below Yasmin’s tremendous tits. There were no buttons, leaving a wide valley of cleavage and breast flesh on display, while the thinness of the material not only showed off her hard nipples, but for an observant eye, the blouse was just see-through enough to get an eye full.

		Yasmin’s skirt was short. Kirby was unaware skirts could be that short. It was pleated with a shiny black belt. From behind, Yasmin’s ass cheeks were poking out of the bottom. Of course, much more was left on display whenever Yasmin moved, the skirt swishing around and exposing her red thong. Kirby was just happy to see that her friend was wearing underwear.

		But there was more to Yasmin’s outfit than just a slutty top and skirt. She wore giant platform heels, black with silver sides, that made it look like she had just finished a shift at the local strip club. Above the neck, Yasmin wore a bright pink lip gloss and wore two large gold hoop earrings that nearly brushed her shoulder. But what really made this new Yasmin stand out was how she carried herself. She had no shame. If anything, she seemed to enjoy how everyone’s eyes were on her as she pushed out her chest to emphasize what she must have viewed as her best assets.

		“I”m fine, I guess,” Kirby answered. She really did not know what to say. She had run through several iterations of how she would interact with Yasmin when she arrived for work, but none of her preconceived scenarios had played out. Instead, she was left almost speechless.

		“That’s super,” Yasmin said, not noticing Kirby’s hesitation. “I need to go meet with Mr. Patterson. He has something really hard he wants to give me. Maybe he’ll even give me some work to do. See you later. Unless you want to join in?”

		“No. No, no, no, no. No.” Kirby was shocked. She was pretty sure Yasmin and Mr. Patterson had sex at the party, but doing it during business hours was completely different. “Aren’t you concerned what everyone will think of you if you keep having sex with Mr. Patterson. I mean, you’re dressed completely inappropriately for the office, which is bad enough. But if you keep this behavior up, you’re going to lose a lot of people’s respect.”

		“Kirby, you don’t get it,” Yasmin said. “I’m a bimbo-slut now. I’m a sexy, dumb, horny piece of ass. If Mr. Patterson wants me to be his personal dick-tation assistant, I’m going to make sure he has the most pleasured dick around. I wish you could see how happy all this makes me. I’m so glad I lost our bet. And I’m sorry you don’t want to join in on the fun. It would be so hot to share a cock with you. If you change your mind, you’ll know where to find us. Bye-bye.”

		Yasmin turned on her heels, her skirt flying up to reveal the majority of her bubbled ass. She then set off toward Mr. Patterson’s office, strutting. She was the queen bimbo around the office and she was about to get fucked. In her mind, there was nothing better.

		Kirby watched her friend as Yasmin entered Mr. Patterson’s office. His secretary watched in a combination of annoyance and fascination as the new bimbo walked right past her and slipped through the office door. Yasmin did not even knock. Kirby had a hard time believing her friend’s behavior was acceptable. Why was Mr. Patterson putting up with her? Surely, Yasmin would be fired by the end of the day.

		As the week wore on, Kirby’s prediction of Yasmin’s firing proved not to be true. Instead, as far as Kirby could tell, Yasmin had been promoted. Kirby was not completely sure what her friend’s new title was, but she was given her own office and she had a lot of visitors everyday. They were mostly male employees, but a few were clients and there were even several women involved.

		Kirby had no proof of what was happening, as it was all behind closed doors, but given Yasmin’s behavior ever since she came out of the Bimbo Machine, Kirby could guess what was happening. Everyone who left Yasmin’s office had a smile on their faces. Of course, given Yasmin’s new proclivity toward sex of all kinds with all kinds of people, Kirby was positive Yasmin had become a sexual plaything for the office.

		By Friday, Kirby found herself in quite a mood. She was depressed. Not only had Yasmin’s “promotion” left her holding down the fort, doing twice the work as usual, but she was missing her best friend as well.

		Yasmin, to her credit, had dropped by midweek to see Kirby at her desk. Kirby had once again been shocked to see her friend. Yasmin was wearing a yellow tube top that was barely more than a band to cover her nipples and a skin tight blue skirt that was not much bigger. Of all of Yasmin’s outfits Kirby had seen, this was the sluttiest.

		“How goes it, girl?” Yasmin asked as she minced into Kirby’s work area on another pair of stripper heels.

		“I don’t really have time to chat,” Kirby said, looking up from the mound of work in front of her. She quickly lowered her gaze, feeling uncomfortable around Yasmin.

		“You’re so stressed out. You should come join me in my office. You’ll feel all better in no time.”

		“I’m stressed out, because I’m having to do both my job and your old job. Taking a break for whatever you do in your new office will only make it worse in the long run. Now I need to get back to work or I’ll be up all night getting it done.”

		Kirby did not mean to show anger toward Yasmin. As much as the new Yasmin annoyed her, Kirby was mostly angry with herself. It was her actions that led to Yasmin’s bimbofication. If she had not made that bet, Yasmin would still be sitting beside her, as the pair worked together as they had always done before.

		“Good luck,” Yasmin said. “I hope you get everything done. Maybe Mr. Patterson can find someone to help you. And if you ever want to take me up on my offer, all you have to do is knock.”

		Yasmin pouted for a moment before her natural smile quickly returned. She was unable to show sadness for long before she would get distracted by something that would make her smile. Considering just a glance at her cleavage brought a smile to the bimbo’s face, Yasmin was never sad for long. Kirby did not watch as Yasmin turned and left.

		By the time Friday rolled around, Kirby found herself at loose ends. She could not keep going as she had for the past week. Her HR colleagues were only just starting to look for a replacement for Yasmin’s old position. But to be honest, Kirby was not sure she wanted to both wait for a new partner to be hired, but then spend all the time teaching the new hire and adapting to their quirks. But most importantly, she missed spending time with Yasmin.

		Kirby’s life had changed dramatically in the last week. She had always been good at accepting change before, but this time it was different. Kirby had no idea what the exact reason was, but she figured it had something to do with being the cause of the whole thing. She still blamed herself for what happened to Yasmin, even if Yasmin professed her love for the new her and would not trade anything to go back to her old self. “I was so boring,” Yasmin had said.

		It was after work and Kirby found herself parked in front of Mr. Patterson’s house. She had been sitting there in her car for the better part of an hour, debating with herself whether she should go through with it or not. The drive out to Mr. Patterson’s house spoke a lot to her motivations. Clearly, her willingness to return to the scene of the crime seemed reason enough to go through with it.

		The idea had come to Kirby at the end of the long work day. She was exhausted, having burned her candle at both ends all week trying to keep up with the workload. The idea had flitted through her mind without realizing if for several moments. In fact, the stray thought might never have been noticed at all if she were not in such a tired state, her brain no longer able to filter out the ridiculous ideas.

		Only the more she thought about it, her idea was not all that ridiculous. Or at least it would not be if the whole thing was not so crazy sounding. Taking her time, Kirby was able to reason out her motivations. She felt guilty about her actions last weekend. She missed her friend, missed spending time with her, missed being able to talk to her about anything. But the biggest factor that had prompted Kirby to drive out to Mr. Patterson’s house was jealousy.

		Kirby had never felt jealous of Yasmin. Her friend was like the little sister she never had. Kirby had always enjoyed leading Yasmin around on their adventures, activities Yasmin never would have done on her own. Yasmin owed many of her experiences to the pushing, pulling and prodding of Kirby. But now Yasmin had emerged as a vivacious bimbo butterfly from her previous life as a cocooned caterpillar. And quite frankly, Kirby could not stand it. All eyes were on the busty beauty who would make a nun’s habit look slutty. Kirby might as well have been invisible now.

		And thus Kirby found herself in front of Mr. Patterson’s house, working up the courage to ring the bell. The Bimbo Machine sat only a few yards away, but even that distance felt too far for a device that she could not stop thinking about. At first Kirby’s interest in the machine was one of terror over what it had done to Yasmin. But over the course of the week, that terror had changed to fascination. The thought of a device that was able to change someone so thoroughly was completely overwhelming. She had no means to comprehend the totality of what it meant, to her, to Mr. Patterson, to Yasmin and to society as a whole.

		The evening was rapidly turning to night when Kirby finally worked up the courage to exit her car and walk up to Mr. Patterson’s doorstep. A part of her still could not believe she was doing this. Her actions would affect the rest of her life, but yet, Kirby was making rash decisions based off of a week’s worth of evidence. However, that knowledge did little to dissuade her from taking action.

		Standing at Mr. Patterson’s door, Kirby hesitated. The moment she rang the doorbell, she would seal her fate. There was so much riding on this moment. But no matter how much time she spent debating it in her head, Kirby knew the choice would still remain. This was the type of choice Yasmin was always helpful with. She could see the problem in a different light and provide clarity. Kirby would have loved her help, but she knew that was no longer possible.

		Kirby rang the doorbell. She waited.

		The damage was done, her course locked in. Everything was in Mr. Patterson’s hands now. Kirby could not turn back any longer. A part of her still could not believe she was doing this, but there she stood as testament.

		The door opened to reveal Mr. Patterson, dressed much like he was at the party. He had a smile on his face.

		“Kirby,” he said, his expressions showing surprise, but his voice making it sound like she was expected. “What brings you here tonight?”

		Kirby stood there dumbfounded for a moment. The shock of actually seeing Mr. Patterson made her forget what she was there for. But that only lasted a few seconds.

		Kirby recovered, cleared her throat and then responded. “I came here about the Bimbo Machine.”

		Mr. Patterson’s smile turned into a smirk. “No doubt you wish to see if it can reverse the process on your friend.”

		Kirby stopped and considered what Mr. Patterson said. She had never considered that option. Not that Yasmin would submit to returning to her former self. She was having far too much fun sucking and fucking employees and clients along with whatever antics she was up to outside of work. No, it was clear to Kirby that there was no going back for Yasmin. There was no going back for her either.

		“Actually, no,” Kirby answered, standing tall and shaking off her timidity. “I want to go into the Bimbo Machine myself.”

		“You can’t be serious,” Mr. Patterson said in feigned surprise. Or at least Kirby figured his reaction was fake. For a man who owned a Bimbo Machine, he seemed awfully surprised that someone would want to use it.

		“I am. While I regret that my actions caused Yasmin to go into the Bimbo Machine to begin with, I can’t deny that she seems much happier now. But the thing is, Mr. Patterson, I miss my friend. The two of us can’t be friends right now. Yasmin is too much of a slut and I’m too much of a prude in comparison. To have my friend back, I need to be a bimbo too.”

		Mr. Patterson took his time to respond. He looked Kirby up and down with a lustful gaze. Was he evaluating her body or was he imagining what she would look like as a bimbo? Both made her wary, but she was certain this was the right path. And as soon as Kirby emerged from the Bimbo Machine, she knew she would revel in the looks men gave her.

		“I think we can arrange that,” Mr. Patterson finally said, giving his approval to Kirby. “Come in and let’s get things started.”

		Mr. Patterson moved out of the doorway, making room for Kirby to enter. For the briefest of moments, Kirby considering running. She could still leave. It was unlikely Mr. Patterson would chase after her. But she knew the moment she stepped inside the house, her future would be determined.

		Kirby swallowed hard, steeling herself, and stepped inside. There would be no turning back.

		Mr. Patterson said nothing as he led Kirby back down to the Game Room. No words were necessary. They were both aware of what she was doing.

		Kirby still felt a nagging feeling, telling her that what she was doing was wrong. She was letting one bad decision cascade to the point where her life would be unrecognizable. She might even be unrecognizable soon. For the first time, Kirby realized her own mother might not even recognize her. It was a scary thought. Although, Kirby had a hard time caring. She and her mother no longer got along. It had been several years since Kirby had last seen her.

		“I wondered if I might see you back here,” Mr. Patterson said as he showed Kirby into the Game Room. Standing in the corner, just as it had before, was the Bimbo Machine in all its pink glory. She had so much more respect for it than she did the first time around. “The bimbo life has a way of seducing people. As a man in a powerful position, I certainly do not mind. Yasmin was not the first woman to find herself inside the Bimbo Machine and I can assure you that you will not be the last. I just appreciate the fact I don’t need to force women into the machine. That’s ethically messy and I much prefer willing participants.”

		Mr. Patterson’s confession, if it could be called that, was news to Kirby. She had never considered the history of his Bimbo Machine. Although it made sense that Yasmin was not the first. And it seemed completely reasonable that Kirby, herself, would not be the last. As the week wore on, Kirby had felt more and more attraction to Yasmin’s carefree lifestyle and worry free attitude. She was sure other women were drawn to the same thing. Despite the limitations, the bimbo lifestyle seemed like it was all about freedom.

		“Would you like me to explain things for you, or do you want to take a similar route to your friend?” Mr. Patterson asked.

		Kirby hesitated. The smart thing to do would be to have someone guide her through the process. While Mr. Patterson’s motivations were clearly biased, he did know a lot about the machine. However, Yasmin had no such help when she went inside. Deep down, Kirby knew she would need to do the same, just to assuage her guilt about the whole situation.

		“I’ll do it myself,” Kirby finally said.

		“Very well then,” Mr. Patterson said. “Step right in and have some fun. I’ll see the new you on the other side.”

		Kirby closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to calm her nerves. She knew this was a mistake. Her life would be forever changed. But her friendship with Yasmin was too important to throw away because of a stupid bet. But since Yasmin was stuck as a bimbo, Kirby would sacrifice herself and be bimbofied.

		With a modicum of calm, Kirby opened her eyes and pushed the door to the Bimbo Machine open. She had peeked inside already, back when it was Yasmin walking to her fate. Despite the darkness, she could make out the pick interior and the black screen with a small keypad. It all seemed so simple, but the machine clearly had powers beyond anything she had ever seen before. The new Yasmin was testament to that.

		Kirby stepped inside and let the door close behind her. Unlike Yasmin before her, Kirby did not try to escape. She did not even touch the door to see if it would open again. Kirby simply waited for the next step.

		After a moment’s wait, a light from above switched on, bouncing off the pink walls, making the small area even brighter. Kirby took a moment to find her bearings. The only items she could interact with were the screen and the keypad.

		After another moment, the screen lit up with the words, “Press 1 to start.”

		Kirby looked at the keypad to see it had ten digits, zero through nine, and left and right arrows. Considering what the machine was capable of, Kirby had expected something a little more advanced. At the very least, she would have expected a touch screen.

		Kirby pressed 1.

		“Welcome to the Bimbo Machine,” a sexy computerized voice said. “You will be asked to rate different aspects of bimbo bodies and personalities to help match you with your perfect bimbo. All you have to do is select the number corresponding to the picture you see on the screen. Choose whichever picture you like the best.”

		Expecting something like this, Kirby was not surprised. She actually thought it interesting that the machine would let her choose an aspect of her bimbofication. She had expected the process to be much less hands on.

		“First Category,” the voice continued. “Bring on the boobs.”

		Nine pictures of breasts appeared on the screen. Each picture had a number in the corner, one through nine. Kirby carefully looked at all nine sets. The only thing they all had in common was size. Large was an understatement. She had never seen so many pairs of naked breasts at one time before. She had wanted to go to a nude beach with Yasmin once, but Yasmin was too shy for that kind of thing.

		As Kirby considered each pair, she tried to imagine what they would look like on her body. Clearly, what she chose would be very similar to what she actually ended up with. The problem was, Kirby could not picture herself with bust that doubled or even tripled her current size. For whatever reason, she just could not see it.

		Kirby was beginning to panic as she stood there, trying to decide on a choice. But then she came to a realization. She might have an out. None of the pictures were assigned to 0. That key had been left open. Or had it? Kirby had long ago realized there were ways to getting past the automated telephone systems to reach a real person. Frequently that meant pressing 0. Since she could not decide on what look she liked, she decided she would try something different. Kirby reached out and pressed 0 before she could talk herself out of it.

		“You have activated Advanced Mode,” the voice said as the pictures disappeared. “In Advanced Mode, the user gives up their ability to affect the finished product. Enjoy the new you.”

		Kirby started to panic. Her attempt at being clever had come back to bite her in the ass. At worse, she had expected to be given a look at random and then move on to the next category. Instead, the whole process became automated, leaving her at the mercy of the machine.

		Sets of pictures flashed on the screen, but never for long enough for her to get more than a cursory look. She was not even able to see which of the pictures were being selected by the machine.

		“Please don’t leave me looking hideous,” Kirby pleaded. A picture of a horribly disfigured woman came to mind. She did not consider herself to be judgmental about appearances, but Kirby knew that other people were not so accepting or accommodating.

		At a certain point, the types of pictures began to change. Rather than focus on individual body parts, various scenes flashed up on the screen. Kirby was left clueless as to what was going on. She could only guess that there was a mental component as well. It made sense. A bimbo’s mind should be just as customizable as her body. Not every bimbo would be as sex driven as Yasmin. Although Kirby figured that sex was a pretty big part of a bimbo’s life. Still, Yasmin seemed much more interested in sex than was strictly necessary for a bimbo.

		Eventually Kirby gave up on trying to pay attention to the pictures. The machine was too fast for her to keep up. Instead, she stood back, staring at nothing while she contemplated what her future might hold. Kirby had little doubt that a degrading bout of sex was in her immediate future. With Mr. Patterson waiting just outside of the machine for her, she doubted she would get out of the Game Room without begging to be fucked. Yasmin certainly did not make it past the door to the Game Room before she had herself on her knees servicing Mr. Patterson’s cock.

		Kirby was not unfamiliar with sex. It was something she had always enjoyed. She liked experimenting too. Whether that meant giving blow jobs or letting a man fuck her in the ass, she was always game to try something at least once. But her life did not revolve around sex like it now did for the new Yasmin. Kirby tried to imagine herself in the same position: always horny, always wanting sex, always wanting men to dominate her. A shiver went down her spine and into her pussy. The image in her mind was much hotter than she had ever thought it could be.

		“Analysis complete,” the voice announced. “Beginning Stage One: Body Modification.”

		This was it. Kirby was about to see her new body. It all seemed so strange that her body could be changed in such a short amount of time. If she had not seen Yasmin emerge from the same machine as a new woman, she never would have believed it possible. They were dealing with some next level science fiction that had somehow been made real.

		Kirby started to feel warm all over, a heat building up inside of her. She grew hotter and hotter, yet she did not break out into a sweat. The heat turned into a burn. Kirby grew scared. The pain was more than she had bargained for. She had never been someone who could handle much pain. Even scraping her knee would leave her balling from the stinging pain.

		The pain grew to the point where Kirby was about to start crying, wishing she had never gotten out of her car earlier in the evening, wishing she had driven straight home after work instead. But then something happened. It could have been her body growing accustomed to the burning sensation and becoming numb to it or it could have been the shock of looking down to see that her once modest bust had grown considerably.

		“Holy fuck,” Kirby cried out as she watched her chest expand before her eyes. Gone were the natural breasts she had always known. In their stead were two large globes bolted onto her ribcage. They looked entirely fake. Looking down, Kirby could no longer see her feet. In fact, it felt like everything below her breasts no longer existed. She could not see past them and could not tell for sure what the rest of her body looked like.

		Kirby was beginning to regret letting the computer choose her new look and persona. She never would have accepted breasts so large and round. Kirby brought a hand up to her chest. Her breasts were hard, filled to the brim with implants. They seemed like something she would have to leave the country to obtain.

		However, as distracting as her new breasts were, Kirby quickly discovered they were not the only thing that had changed on her body. Her hands were the first thing she noticed. Gone were her short nails with clear polish on them. Instead, they were long to the point that even the simplest tasks would be difficult and painted a bright pink. Both the color and length were so unlike her. Kirby tried to imagine what typing would be like, but that seemed impossible with the length of nails she now sported.

		Kirby put a hand to her head, being careful not to scratch herself. But in so doing, she felt her hair for the first time. A strand fell in front of her eyes. Gone was the strawberry blonde color she once had, replaced by a platinum blonde that could have only come out of a bottle. Kirby was reminded of the one time she had tried to lighten her hair. It had not gone well, damaging her hair beyond repair. Thankfully, her hair continued to grow and within a few months, her mistake was mostly forgotten.

		But this time, Kirby’s hair appeared to be in perfect health. And not only that, but it had grown long and thick. Kirby turned to try and see how far down her back her hair fell. Before she could note that her hair had grown out so much it reached her ass, she actually saw her new posterior for the first time. Bubble butt did not even begin to describe her backside. In a corner of her mind, Kirby was worrying that she might have a hard time finding clothes to fit her new body, what with how extreme it had become.

		Before Kirby was aware the machine had finished, the voice announced, “Phase One complete.” Then after a short pause, the voice continued, “To see the new you, press 1. To begin Phase Two, press the right arrow.”

		There was a part of Kirby that just wanted to get the whole thing over with. The sooner she was completely bimbofied, the better. But another part of her wanted to explore what this new her entailed before she was beset with the mental capabilities of a bimbo.

		Kirby pressed 1.

		A realistic computer generated image appeared on the screen. For a moment, Kirby did not know what she was looking at. It was an image of a woman, but it could not possibly be her. The breasts were too large, the butt too pronounced, the face too doll-like. Except, the woman on the screen was wearing the same top Kirby was. The blouse she had entered with had transformed as much as her body, changing into a pink tube top that could barely contain her massive round breasts. Despite the fabric’s attempt, the rounded tops of her breasts and a long line of cleavage were still very much on display.

		“Wow, that really is me,” Kirby finally said. The sound of her voice shocked her. It was higher pitched than her old voice. At the same time, her voice oozed sex and seduction, but with an indescribable component that made her sound like there was not a thought floating through her head. It was the voice of a vapid bimbo.

		However, Kirby could not keep her thoughts on her new voice for long. The image in front of her, the image of her body, drew in her attention, for there was a great deal more about her new body that she still needed to come to terms with, especially as she could not see past her gigantic chest.

		Kirby’s pink tube top was cropped, leaving an incredibly thin midriff on full display. A small diamond jewel glittered in her navel. Below that sat a short and incredibly tight blue skirt that once again could barely fulfill its purpose. Kirby’s hips had grown as much as her ass had, giving her an hour glass figure few women in the world could match. From there, her legs, a great feature on their own, but ones that were overshadowed by her other attributes, ended in a pair of heels that rivaled those of any Barbie doll.

		As Kirby took her whole appearance in for the first time, the idea of her being a sexualized Barbie doll did not seem that far away from the truth. Her breasts and ass were much larger, but her waist was impossibly small. Her face and hair too, were perfect for a sex doll. Kirby’s lips were so plump and thick, it took a great amount of effort to close them. Their natural resting state was in the shape of an O, the perfect shape to suck a cock with.

		But the thing Kirby could not seem to get past was her eyes. Her once brown eyes had been made blue. But that matched the whole platinum blonde bimbo look. What bothered her was how big her eyes appeared. Despite the size of her lips, her eyes dominated her face. Surrounded with long thick lashes, it was as if her eyes came straight out of an anime cartoon.

		“I’m a fucking anime doll,” Kirby said as the realization of what her body had become started to sink in. Her skin had even taken on a smooth and almost shiny appearance, making it ever more apparent that she was supposed to be some kind of plastic doll.

		Kirby did not want to see herself anymore. In her current state, she regretted ever stepping out of her car earlier. She regretted even driving out to Mr. Patterson’s house. She pressed the right arrow button, hoping the bimbofication process would advance. The longer she thought about the condition she now found herself in, the more she wished she had been selfish enough to shed her friendship with Yasmin.

		The voice returned, “Phase Two: Personality Modification to begin in 3… 2… 1.”

		Kirby did not know what to expect. Would she pass out? Would she feel anything? It took several moments before she began to notice what could only be described as the onset of a headache. But it was like no headache, Kirby had ever experienced. It felt good. As Kirby stood there, she could feel her worries drain away. Her thoughts did too, but those were harder to notice.

		Time slowed down as Kirby stood there. She stared blankly ahead, not fully aware of what was happening any longer. Her few stray thoughts that remained moved through her mind like molasses. Her memories had all but been locked away, only available to her in the most extreme of circumstances. The Bimbo Machines was not cruel. It would not take all of Kirby’s mental faculties away. It would just make them hard to use.

		Not that the new bimbo Kirby would know what to do with her former brain power. It would be like strapping a jet engine to a bicycle. It would go fast, but it would probably end in a fiery crash.

		At some point the door to the Bimbo Machine opened. Kirby turned at the sound to see Mr. Patterson standing before her. She stood there vapidly, not sure what was happening. Eventually she realized there was a man standing there. She batted her eyelashes at him and tried to smile, although her lips were not particularly well suited to showing any expressions, smiling included.

		“Well aren’t you a sight,” Mr. Patterson said. Kirby continued to stand there, eyes locked onto him, but without real comprehension. “I was hoping someone would someday activate the presets I programed into the device. You were just bullheaded enough to do it. Not that you can understand what I’m talking about, can you?”

		Kirby was dimly aware that Mr. Patterson was speaking to her, although about what, she could not be sure. Most of what people said was way above her head. She could barely remember Mr. Patterson’s name. He was her boss, or something along those lines. She did not understand how a bimbo doll like herself could have a job or a boss. Maybe he was her owner.

		“Come here, Kirby,” Mr. Patterson said, beckoning her forward, like he would a dog.

		Kirby stepped forward slowly. She was still getting used to her new body, even if she could no longer remember a life different from this one. Her proportions were all off, her muscle memory based on the thin body she had sported before now.

		“On your knees,” Mr. Patterson commanded.

		Kirby looked at him with a far off stare for a moment, but then his command registered. She giggled as she dropped gracefully to her knees. Before she had time to think about why she was on her knees, Mr. Patterson presented her with his cock. It was long and hard and bobbed in front of her face. Her eyes crossed trying to look at it. It did not help, but she still remained cross-eyed.

		Without a word, Mr. Patterson slid his rock hard cock past Kirby’s plump lips. Her mouth and throat took him in easily. He grabbed either side of her head and began to fuck her face.

		Kirby had never been treated in such a manner. She had given blow jobs before, although she could not remember any of them now, but they had always been instigated by her as a gift or to celebrate a special occasion. However, Kirby could not imagine anything better right then. She loved being used. She was being used like a sex doll, like an object. While she was incapable of understanding it, she loved it. Her pussy grew wet in both anticipation and jealousy.

		Kirby’s pleasure quickly began to build, her body reacting to having a cock in her mouth much as she would to having one in her pussy. The feel of it passing her lips and pushing into her throat was actually better than any sex she had before. But in the moment, Kirby did not care. All that mattered was Mr. Patterson’s cock. It contained something she desperately needed.

		It did not take long before Mr. Patterson picked up his pace. He was so close and Kirby’s mouth felt so good on his cock. It had been tailor made for just this purpose.

		“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Mr. Patterson groaned. “You are the best fucking bimbo doll ever.”

		Kirby could barely hear him. She was preoccupied with his cock in her mouth. But when his words finally made it through the gray matter that was her brain, Kirby beamed with pride. She was serving her purpose.

		Mr. Patterson let out an animalistic groan as he came, unloading into Kirby’s throat. The sensation of his hot cum in her throat set off her own orgasm. Her body went limp as every fiber of her being pulsed with pleasure. This was what Kirby lived for. Her body was meant for other’s pleasure, but in providing that pleasure, she was rewarded with her own climax.

		Kirby had never cum from a blow job before, not that she could remember otherwise. All she knew was that she had served her purpose so she had been rewarded. And she knew that she would forever give herself of any man or woman who sought to use her. She was an object, a living sex object. Her body was only meant to please and provide pleasure. It was all she cared about.

		Looking up, Mr. Patterson’s cock still in her mouth, Kirby could see his serene smile. It was the kind of smile a man could only have after he had emptied his balls in the most pleasing of ways. Kirby was in heaven. She could easily imagine herself remaining in Mr. Patterson’s house for the rest of her life, acting as his personal fuck doll. That idea made her shudder in pleasure.

		In the end, Kirby never did go back to her apartment. She remained at Mr. Patterson’s house through the weekend. He took care of the details of closing out her accounts and selling all of her possessions. Kirby had no use for them anymore. He agreed to become her owner, for which she was grateful. A doll like her needed to be owned. And it was not like she could handle living on her own. Her brain was simply not up to the task anymore.

		But come Monday, Mr. Patterson brought Kirby with him to the office. She was just happy, because it meant she could spend more time with him, pleasing him with her sexy body. In the time between her first face fucking, Mr. Patterson had taken the liberty of all of her holes. Each one felt just as good as the one before. What was important was that he found her pleasing, that he was able to cum. How did not particularly matter, as long as it happened.

		Kirby looked around with wide-eyed astonishment as Mr. Patterson escorted her toward his office. Everything about the world looked so amazing. She had no recollection of working there previously. Everything she saw felt like it was for the first time.

		“Mr. Patterson,” came a high pitched feminine voice. “Who’s your sexy friend?” It was Yasmin.

		Kirby giggled when she saw her friend. She could remember Yasmin. She was the reason Kirby had become a doll. That much she knew. While everything else was shrouded in mystery, she could remember her best friend.

		“Don’t you recognize your friend?” Mr. Patterson said. “This is Kirby. She came and visited me last Friday. She’s now my personal bimbo doll.”

		Kirby beamed with pride. She loved when Mr. Patterson demonstrated his ownership of her. It showed how much she pleased him.

		“Wow, that’s super cool,” Yasmin gushed. “We can be bimbo best friends now.”

		Kirby did not know what to say so she giggled instead. She did that a lot. But then again, she rarely knew what to say.

		“Hey, I have an idea,” Mr. Patterson said. “Yasmin, why don’t you take Kirby-doll to your office. She can help you in your company morale endeavors. And of course, if things get slow, you two are welcome to have a little fun yourselves. Kirby will do anything you want her to.”

		“Ooh, that sounds like so much fun,” Yasmin squealed, bouncing in her high heels, making her own large tits almost burst from the confines of her low-cut top. “Come on Kirby-doll. I’m gonna have so much fun playing with you.”

		Yasmin took Kirby by the hand and dragged her down the hall. Kirby looked back at Mr. Patterson for approval. His smile told her all she needed to know. She could not wait for Yasmin to play with her. Their friendship might be different, but they were both happier than ever before.
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