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		Alice took a deep breath as she stepped into the hotel conference center. She was a little annoyed to have spent the last two hours driving to reach the hotel. Alice would have preferred flying in the night before, but there had not been the budget for that, or so Jake said. He was the finance guy in their co-founder team.

		Of course, it had been Jake's idea that Alice attend the conference to begin with. He had signed her up without even telling her, but once the money was spent, she felt obligated to go. At least this way she could get some useful information on how other companies were running things from speakers like Sandi and David. Since Jake signed her up, she assumed they both knew what they were doing when it came to business, even if she had never heard of them before.

		Checking in was painless. She dropped her bags in her room and then walked down to the conference center level of the building.

		However, it turned out there were two leadership conferences taking place. There were blue and red banners on her left with a sign that read, "Executive Women Leading Companies". Seeing the women walking into that conference left Alice saddened, because the women she saw there looked like her kind of people.

		Unfortunately, that was not the conference Jake signed Alice up for. On the right, featuring pink banners and women who looked overly feminine, like they were just pretending to be executives, was the Women in Leadership conference. This was what she had been signed up for. So with another deep sigh, she stepped up to the table and signed in, not knowing what she had just gotten herself into.

		Despite the feeling that something was wrong with the situation, Alice sat up front, wanting to take in everything that she could.

		"Hello, everyone," said a smiling blonde wearing a pink skirt suit. She looked professional, if overly feminine for Alice's tastes. She disliked how women had to dress up so much more than men, that they needed to look pretty in addition to powerful. "My name is Sandi and I'll be your first speaker today. And if you didn't already know, today's topic is Leading as a Woman in a Company of Men."

		Alice found herself nodding along with Sandi's opening. Founding a tech startup almost seemed to require a male-dominated workforce, at least to start. At least that had been Alice's impression. But it had been Jake who handled a lot of the screening of applicants before they hired a specific HR manager.

		As Sandi spoke, Alice was appreciative of the provided water. She had needed to get up early to make the drive, but that meant she had consumed more than her normal share of coffee. That had left her dehydrated, so the water was welcome.

		"It's important to make sure that the men in your organization are positioned to succeed," Sandi reiterated at one point in her talk. "Otherwise, they could leave and take their knowledge elsewhere. You don't want to lose the experience and knowledge gained by male workers. Men are the backbone of the workforce and we're going to spend the next two days making sure that we are setting ourselves, our companies, and the men in our lives up for success."

		Sandi followed that last statement with a wink. Alice barely noticed it, but it left her feeling strange, like something was off about the entire conversation. However, she pushed those thoughts aside and focused instead on the presentation itself. On the surface, it did seem to be good advice. Alice continued listening as Sandi continued speaking about the importance of making the office a positive working environment for men. It all sounded reasonable enough.

		The morning wore on and Alice felt as if the caffeine from her coffee was finally starting to wear off. She did not fall asleep. That would have been terrible while she sat in the front row. It would be a clear case of disrespect and Alice could not bring herself to do that to such a notable woman in the field of leadership. The more Sandi spoke, the more Alice gained respect for the speaker. Therefore, she made sure not to nod off, even if she wanted to.

		However, the tiredness that Alice felt seemed to match the whole event, like she was supposed to feel tired, letting Sandi's words flow into her without a filter.

		She nodded along with every single thing Sandi said, no matter how ridiculous it might sound. By the time lunch rolled around, Alice thought she understood why the women in the audience were dressed up so nicely. It was important to keep the men happy at work.

		Lunch was catered by the hotel and paid for by the conference. Alice, however, sat by herself as she ate, trying to stifle yawns as she went. She was just so tired and she did not think she could drink anymore coffee. She did not even remember how many cups she had consumed on the drive to get there.

		However, the food was all drugged, much like the water. It left Alice just alert enough to listen to the words of the afternoon speaker, David. It also left her more susceptible to accepting his words as fact and not questioning anything he said.

		David's speech was similar to Sandi's, only with more emphasis on male empowerment and how women should strive toward inequality between the sexes, giving power over them to men. In particular, he stressed the need for women in positions of authority within a company to use their bodies even more than their minds to please the men around them.

		Along the way, there were mantras David had the women in the audience repeat, sometimes multiple times to make sure they were fully ingrained into their minds.

		"Serve and Obey."

		"Always say yes."

		"Let the men decide."

		Even with the drugs in Alice's system, that last mantra was hard for her to accept. She had always thought herself more than capable, but now she realized that maybe she had been wrong. Maybe she needed to let the men make decisions for her. If she did not, they might find someone else who would.

		And if that happened, she worried that she would lose her position as a leader in her own company. She was a founder and she now understood that provided her little protection. She needed to do everything she could to make sure both the company succeeded and her role within it was protected.

		The session went on like that for the next several hours, giving the women in attendance important mantras that would break their desire to be strong leaders ever again. There were short breaks, but only for the conference organizers to bring out drugged water and crackers. The women needed to maintain their impressionable states for their lessons to sink in.

		And once David's talk was complete, there was little talk amongst the attendees. Almost all of them, including Alice, automatically went up to their rooms. They were all tired and a little strung out from the constant flow of drugs in their systems. For Alice, she ordered a small meal from room service and then climbed into bed to sleep. She wanted to be ready for her second day of such an important conference. She was learning so much.
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		When Alice walked into the conference room for day two, she did so with a firm belief that women were best designed to serve, not to lead. Her lessons from the day before, from both Sandi and David, had fully coalesced in her mind, forming a set of firm beliefs that men were superior and women's best chances of success were to ride on their coat tails, to support them in whatever they needed, especially when it came to the physical. Sex was one of the greatest weapons a woman had and it was important she use sex to support the men around her.

		Sandi and David met the group back in the conference room, but now it had been divided up by curtains, separating the room into private spaces where each of them would be spending their day.

		"Ladies, it's makeover day," Sandi said with a smile. Her outfit this morning was less professional. Gone was the skirt suit. In its place was a cropped pink sweater and an argyle skirt. The outfit gave her a slutty secretary look instead of a professional businesswoman look. David, on the other hand, looked exactly the same.

		"Please move to your assigned booth," David instructed. "There is a makeup specialist for each one of you."

		Alice did as she was told, looking for her name. They were arranged alphabetically by first name, meaning that Alice actually had the first booth available. She smiled at her luck. She would have hated to disturb David with such a silly issue of not being able to find her assigned booth.

		"Hello, Alice," said a smiling, pink-haired woman as soon as Alice stepped into her booth.

		Alice stared, a little dumbfounded by the beautiful woman standing before her. She found herself in a makeshift salon, complete with a salon chair in the middle and more than a few machines that Alice could never hope to understand the workings of. She was just a woman, after all. Such understanding was for men. Alice understood that much, at least.

		"I'm Mindi," the woman said. "I'm here to make you pretty. Just relax and let me take care of everything."

		Mindi beckoned for Alice to sit in the salon chair. As soon as Alice was seated, Mindi pulled out a strange helmet looking device and placed it on Alice's head.

		"What are you doing?" Alice asked, confused.

		"I know a lot of stylists here like to start with the body, but I think it's more fun if we start with your mind first. Then we can tackle the physical makeover."

		"But... but..." Alice protested.

		"Relax," Mindi interrupted. "This will help make you better. No more pesky thoughts. You'll be the perfect woman for the office in no time."

		With that, Mindi turned on the machine. A blue light enveloped Alice's head. She tried to resist, but she quickly realized that her resistance was pointless. Not that it mattered, because as soon as Alice's mind went blank under the power of the machine, she had no resistance left to use against it.

		It only took a few minutes, but once the machine turned off, Alice found herself blinking rapidly, her mind trying to grab onto thoughts that were no longer there.

		"How do you feel, Alice," Mindi asked.

		"Mmm," Alice purred, her brain reorganized so that she felt pleasure at her own blankness. "I feel good." Her words almost came out slurred as her brain attempted to work around the missing pieces. Luckily, the new Alice would never understand what she was now missing. She felt complete, at least mentally. Her body, however, still needed work.

		"That's good," Mindi said as she removed the helmet from Alice's head. "I want you to always feel good. But let's get you naked so we can give your whole body the makeover you deserve."

		Alice said nothing, but she readily agreed to do whatever Mindi said. Little did she realize that Mindi had gone through a similar transformation, although the settings on the helmet had not been as severe. But Alice's severe dumbing down had been at Jake's request. Alice would get to stay on as a founder, but her role at their company was about to change.

		Not caring about her old, boring clothing, Alice just tossed what she had been wearing into the corner. She knew she would not need any of it anyway. Now she was free to focus on becoming the perfect woman for her company. And that meant taking advantage of all her assets.

		Pulling out a set of paddles that looked a bit like ping pong paddles, but with thick cables running from their handles to another machine, Mindi started to explain what she was going to do to Alice.

		"It's time to give your body a better shape," Mindi explained. "You're young, but I can tell you haven't been taking care of your body as much as you should." Alice started to whimper at the bad news before Mindi could recover. "But don't worry. We can fix you all up and it won't be a problem anymore. So my first question is how tiny do you want your waist to be?"

		Alice giggled, feeling like she was a doll playing dress up. "As small as possible!"

		"Well, then that's easy! This will shrink your stomach and pull it in tight around your hips."

		Mindi set the machine to work, drawing in Alice's waist to such proportions that people would assume she either wore a corset or had ribs removed. All she had to do was manipulate the paddles around Alice's body to get the desired effect.

		The exact workings of the machine remained a mystery to Mindi. She had been trained how to use it, but she could not even begin to comprehend how the machine worked or how it was able to shift Alice's organs around to make way for such a small waist.

		"There," Mindi said, satisfied once she had pushed Alice's body to its limits. "And let's get your legs and arms looking nice before we move onto the fun stuff."

		This time, without asking, Mindi proceeded to shape Alice's arms and legs, removing unwanted fat and sculpting them so that they looked as good as possible. Even though both women were now bimbos, Mindi remained an artist when it came to the human form. It was why worked the job that she did, giving makeovers to women like Alice, letting them live their best bimbo lives.

		"You're gonna love your tits when we're done, but let's do your ass first. How big do you want to go?"

		"Bigger!" Alice replied immediately. "Make my butt bigger!"

		Again, Mindi laughed, amused at Alice's eagerness for her transformation.

		"Don't worry," she assured her client. "We're definitely going bigger from that flat thing you called a butt before. I'm gonna give you an ass that all the men are gonna want to fuck."

		"Oh goodie," Alice squealed. "Do it. Do it!"

		Mindi set to work, giving Alice a big ass. She started by just giving her a bubble butt. That was the starting point that all of her bimbos received.

		"You want bigger than this, right?"

		"Yes, bigger. Bigger is better."

		"A bimbo after my own heart," Mindi commented as she continued sculpting Alice's ass. Nothing she did took Alice out of proportion, but she would always have something to look at from behind. Mindi even made sure that the creases between her ass and her legs were well defined, not wanting Alice to ever have to place her fingers there in pictures like so many women did while posing to highlight their asses.

		Once Alice's ass was complete, something worthy of a bimbo of high quality, all that was left were her tits and her head.

		"Tits next," Mindi said as she stuck out her own substantial pair. "How big and what shape?"

		Alice nodded eagerly. "Give me huge ones. Make them rounder too. I want big, fake bimbo titties."

		"I should have known what you'd ask for," Mindi said with a chuckle. "Just keep standing there and I'll do the rest." With that, she set to work again.

		Mindi started to work Alice's tit flesh with the paddles, first growing it in size. They looked natural at first, hanging off of Alice's chest. But that was just to help get the volume right. The real magic would come when Mindi used the paddles to fix their shape, giving Alice the big, fake bimbo titties she wanted.

		"Ooh, I love them," Alice squealed as she looked down to see her tits taking form. They were round, sitting high on her chest. Anyone who saw them would believe them to be fake. Not even Mindi understood if they were real or not anymore. She could see nothing beneath Alice's skin. All she knew was they would have the firmness of fake tits, which was what Alice had asked for. She wanted her tits to be fake.

		"Let's get you seated now so I can get to work on your face and hair."

		Alice did as she was instructed. She was now a constant rule follower, assuming she could be bothered to remember the rules. At least that was true for most of the time. Sometimes it was fun to break rules. It could be sexy and the new Alice was all about being sexy now.

		With Alice sitting back in the salon chair, she closed her eyes and let Mindi perform her work. Alice looked great now, but there was always room for improvement. Mindi used the paddles to give the new bimbo cocksucking lips. She also fixed her nose, removing a bump that had formed when Alice broke her nose playing flag football in college.

		There were other changes too, like raising Alice's cheekbones and changing her complexion a little. She actually went back over and gave Alice a bit of a tan, making sure it was even everywhere, just to make her match.

		"What color would you like your hair to be?" Mindi asked.

		"Blonde," Alice answered promptly.

		"Okay, fine. Blondes tend to have really big boobs and nice asses, so I think that's the direction we should go. Plus, you know what they say?"

		"What?"

		"That blondes have more fun. At least that's true of the ones who are stupid."

		Alice smiled stupidly at Mindi, either not getting the dig or not caring. It was always hard to tell with bimbos, whether they got the joke or if they fully embraced being dumb and sexy.

		Mindi used a special dry shampoo in Alice's hair that both colored it a nice platinum blonde, but also lengthened it while adding volume. By the time she was done, Alice sported wavy locks of platinum blonde hair that fell all the way to that beautiful ass she now sported.

		And Mindi followed the work with Alice's hair by doing her makeup, making it look extra bold and feminine. Between her new body, her new look, and her new disposition, no one would ever think Alice was anything other than a bimbo.

		"Usually I just leave it here, but I'm thinking we could add a few extra fun things to your look before I let you go on your way," Mindi said. "Have you ever considered piercings before?"

		Alice shook her head no, unsure of what Mindi was talking about.

		"Piercing? You mean like earrings or something?"

		"That's one kind. But I was thinking of something sexier. There's tongue piercings, belly-button piercings, even clit hood piercings."

		"Oh, I don't know," Alice said before she broke into a fit of giggles. "What do you think?"

		She looked up at Mindi, hoping to find some reassurance from the woman who had given her so much already. After all, she trusted Mindi implicitly. If she thought the piercing idea was hot, then it probably was.

		"The tongue and clit are probably too big of steps right now," Mindi mused. "But you should definitely get your belly-button pierced." Mindi paused and looked away for a moment, thinking. "Ooh, I know. How about some dermals?"

		"Dermals?"

		"You'll love them. Please say yes to dermals."

		"Yes," Alice answered. She did not know what they were, but if Mindi said she would love them, then she probably would. Mindi was an expert at these sorts of things. In Alice's newly bimbofied mind, Mindi was the smartest woman she could imagine at the moment.

		"Stand up and I'll do them," Mindi said.

		"Ouch," Alice said as Mindi performed the piercings. However, unlike normal piercings that took ages to heal, with the aid of the machines in the booth, the healing was near instantaneous, giving time for the new jewelry to be inserted, but then healing as if it never happened. And before she knew it, she had a belly-button ring.

		There were two more small cries of pain when Mindi added the dermals, placing them in the dimples of the small of her back, directly above her ass.

		"Here, take a look," Mindi said as she motioned Alice over to the mirror in the corner.

		Alice gasped when she saw herself reflected in the glass. Her hair was now long and almost impossibly long. Her makeup was perfect, enhancing her features in both subtle and unsubtle ways.

		Her breasts were huge, far larger than any woman could possibly need. She brought her hands up and touched her tits. Her pussy gushed as her fingers played with her sensitive nipples. She was not just a bimbo now. She was a horny bimbo. Her libido had been affected by all the changes, ramping it up to eleven.

		"I love it," Alice finally squealed.

		"And I even have an outfit for you to return home in," Mindi said. "Although I'm guessing you'll have to do some shopping too. Nothing you owned previously will fit you, even if you wanted to wear it."

		Alice giggled. "I'm sure it will, like, be fine and stuff." And it would be. With a body like hers, there was little she could not do, assuming she was willing to put that sexy body to work. And Alice was definitely willing. She was always willing. That was what the Women Leadership Conference had taught her.
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		After the conference, Alice drove straight to work. It was dark when she arrived, but she knew that Jake would still be working. He always worked late.

		Not that the drive was easy. Alice was not so far gone that she could not find her way. It was hard, because of her libido. It was so easy to keep one hand on the wheel and the other hand between her legs. Her small dress slid up throughout the drive, riding up and exposing herself as she went.

		“Both hands on the wheel,” Alice kept telling herself, turning it into a mantra, like the ones she heard from David.

		The dress had been a gift from Mindi. It offered more coverage than Alice had expected. She had assumed she would return to work dressed in a tiny skirt and a tied off blouse, leaving her midriff bare. That was not the case with the low-cut cinch minidress. It hugged her body from tits to ass.

		However, the big difference was the transparency of the dress. The flower pattern hid Alice’s nipples, but there was little possibility to hide everything else. Her belly-button and dermal piercings did not sparkle through the dress, but they were still visible. Her pubic hair would have been visible, too, but Alice no longer had any. Mindi had removed all of her hair below the neck as part of the makeover. No shaving or waxing would be necessary.

		Returning to the office, Alice pulled down the hem of her dress, making it cover her ass again. It felt as if it might snap up again at any moment, but that was half of the fun. The knowledge that her modesty could be compromised at any moment made her wet and want to giggle. But giggling was a natural response for her now. She was a bimbo.

		Jake’s office door was open and the light was on, just as Alice expected. She stepped into the doorway and posed her succulent body against the doorframe, waiting for the most important man at the company to notice her.

		Jake remained focused on his screen, likely reviewing a financial spreadsheet. Alice could no longer imagine spending all of her time with her head buried in a screen like that. She knew that used to be a big part of her job, but it was not anymore. Her skills had dramatically shifted during the conference.

		However, Alice eventually broke her silence with a giggle. Jake looked up to see the bimbo beauty before him. She looked every bit as delicious as he had hoped she would upon her return from the conference.

		"Well hello there, Alice," Jake said. His voice was deep and masculine, but with a hint of sweetness in it. Just enough to set Alice's heart racing.

		He stood up and walked around his desk, taking Alice's hand in his own.

		"It feels good to be back, doesn't it?"

		"Uh huh," Alice answered, looking up at him. She found herself staring into his blue eyes, feeling the heat rise in her cheeks. They were hypnotizing.

		"Come sit next to me," Jake told her.

		Alice obeyed, letting him guide her to the couch in his office. He placed his hands gently on either side of her face, holding her gaze.

		"Did you enjoy the conference?" Jake asked.

		"Yeah," Alice answered, surprised that he cared. "It was amazing."

		"So many women," he continued, running his finger along the line of her jawline. “So many bimbos.”

		Alice giggled. It was true. All those formerly uppity women had learned their proper roles in the executive chain. It was better to serve and obey. And that was exactly what Alice wanted to do now.

		“I think we need to discuss your new role at the company,” Jake said.

		“I want you to be CEO,” Alice said in a moment of surprising lucidity. She wondered where it came from. Why was she suddenly speaking clearly?

		"CEO?" Jake repeated. "Why the sudden change of heart?"

		"Because I've changed my mind. Because I'm a bimbo now."

		“Yes, you are a bimbo now,” Jake said as his hands drifted down to Alice’s big tits. He squeezed them as if they were his to play with.

		“Mmm,” Alice moaned, her hands coming up to touch his. She did not push him away though. She held his hands and pushed them harder into her tits.

		“Is this how you want me to treat you, Alice? Is this what you really need?”

		“Yes! Yes! Do whatever you want!"

		"Good girl," Jake said as he leaned forward. His lips met hers and Alice kissed him deeply, pushing her tongue past his teeth and into his mouth. Their tongues danced together as they explored each others' mouths.

		Their kiss lasted several minutes before Jake pulled back.

		"Now tell me what you want," he commanded.

		Alice didn't hesitate. "I want to be your bimbo slave. Your fuck toy. I want to do anything you ask."

		"Anything?" Jake pressed.

		"Absolutely," Alice responded quickly.

		“And if I decide to share you with everyone at the company?”

		"Of course," Alice agreed. "That’s my purpose now. I’m the company fucktoy."

		“Excellent," Jake said as he reached behind Alice's head, wrapping his hands in her long hair, and pulling her close to his chest. "Then let us begin."

		Alice wrapped her arms around his neck as Jake led her toward the desk. She held tightly to his body, pressing her big tits into him as he guided her across the room.

		“I always wanted to fuck you on my desk,” Jake said.

		“Oh yeah?” Alice asked, unable to resist teasing him.

		“Yes, oh yes,” Jake replied as he turned Alice around and pushed her down into his desk. She bent at the waist, bimbos were supposed to. Her flimsy dress snapped up over her ass, revealing her glistening pussy lips to the man she now served with all of her being.

		Jake positioned himself between her legs, his cock already out and ready. He grabbed her hips firmly and spread them apart, sliding his cock inside her hot pussy.

		"Fuck me, baby," Alice begged as she pushed her inflated ass back at him. Her big tits pressed into the hardtop of the desk, sending chills down her spine. She needed more. So much more.

		She could feel her orgasm building as Jake pounded her tight pussy. She had never felt such pleasure in her life. Never. Not only did she crave more sex, but she craved obedience and submission. This was all she wanted now. She really was a bimbo fucktoy, belonging to the company she had once founded.

		"You're so beautiful," Jake whispered to her, kissing her neck as he fucked her.

		Alice could only moan in response. Her higher brain functions had been cut off by the overwhelming pleasure that flowed through her, spreading out from her pussy and filling her with a clear definition of her new purpose. She belonged here. Nothing else mattered. Only serving Jake. Pleasing him. Doing whatever he wanted.

		"Do you know why you're so special?" Jake asked.

		Alice shook her head. There was nothing she could say. Her pussy was filled with his cock. It was all she could think about. How could she concentrate on words when it felt like he was driving his dick directly into her soul?

		"I don't understand," Alice panted.

		"You're my bimbo fucktoy," Jake explained.

		“Yes,” Alice cried out as her orgasm finally hit her.

		Jake was cumming, too. He thrust hard into her as his balls released their load into her hungry pussy.

		Their collective energy sent them both into orgasmic rapture, two souls connected by a single carnal act. The pleasure cascaded through both of them, shared, as they nearly collapsed onto the desk together.

		“Thank you, baby, thank you,” Alice whimpered as she came down from her orgasmic high. She felt such relief at being used, at serving and obeying the new CEO.

		Jake smiled and pulled his softening cock from her dripping hole. He wiped some of the juices from her pussy with his fingers, then licked them clean.

		“Don't worry, Alice," Jake assured her. "This will become routine. And if you’re not serving me, there will be other men in the office to take care of.”

		Alice shuddered as she realized she liked the idea. If she was going to be a bimbo fucktoy, she should get plenty of practice.

		Jake sank down into his chair. “Now how about you clean my cock before I take you home with me?” It was phrased like a question, but Alice knew what it really was. It was an order.

		Not bothering to fix her dress, Alice got up and then gracefully knelt between Jake’s legs. His cock was still out and she eagerly dove down onto him, wrapping her plump, cocksucking lips around his cock, using her tongue to clean him of their collective juices.

		And as Alice performed her work, loving every moment of it, she realized how much better her life was now that she was a bimbo. Instead of the hard work and stress that came with being a CEO, she was a bimbo fucktoy, with no responsibilities other than acting, dressing, and fucking like a completely dumb slut. It was the perfect job and one that Alice would enjoy for as long as she was able. She was now living her best bimbo life, eschewing a life of leadership for one spent serving on her knees.
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