
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]


[image: Image 2]

ACCIDENTAL MAYHEM

[image: Image 3]

A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

SADIE THATCHER

Copyright © 2022 by Sadie Thatcher All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

Created with Vellum

CONTENTS

1. Scarlett

2. Kylie

3. Scarlett

4. Kylie

5. Scarlett

6. Kylie

7. Scarlett

8. Kylie

9. Scarlett

About the Author

Also by Sadie Thatcher

1

[image: Image 4]

SCARLETT

“K ylie,” I practically screamed the moment I walked into our shared apartment. “What the hell did you do to yourself?” 

I had just returned after a long summer internship to start my senior year at Thatcher College. I was living off campus with my best friend, Kylie. We met as freshmen and had been best friends ever since. We moved off campus last year into this apartment. I had been away for my internship, but now I was back. But seeing Kylie now, I was left wondering what the hell had happened to her. 

“Oh Scarlett,” Kylie practically squealed as she jumped up from where she was sitting on the couch, more of her body bouncing and jiggling than it should have. 

She minced over to me and wrapped me in a big hug, ignoring both my question and the fact I was lugging a large suitcase through the door behind me. She pressed her oversized breasts into me, breasts she did not have when I left at the start of the summer. 

But it wasn’t just her breasts that had me flummoxed. Her lips were plump and juicy looking, the kind of lips that I had to assume were designed to be wrapped around a guy’s dick. Her hair was throwing me off too. It looked like she hadn’t cut it all summer, but more than that, it was pink. My brain felt scrambled just looking at her and I didn’t understand what happened to her. This wasn’t her. Or at least it wasn’t the friend that I had known for the past three years. 

“I’m serious,” I said as I managed to free myself from her embrace. It wasn’t that I didn’t like to see her or be hugged by her, but I was befuddled by her sudden change in appearance, especially after a long cross-country flight to get here. It had been a long day and I didn’t have the energy to deal with whatever Kylie had done to herself over the summer while I was gone. “What happened?” 

I wasn’t sure what to expect from her in terms of an answer, at least not at first, but I certainly didn’t expect her to start giggling. Kylie never giggled. She was always super serious. She practically lived in the campus library during school. 

She hadn’t even had a boyfriend since an ill-fated coupling freshman year. She

was all about staying focused on her schoolwork and graduating with honors. 

She put about as little care into her appearance as possible, since it meant nothing when it came to her academic achievements. 

“I bimbofied myself,” Kylie finally said. She held her hands behind her back, forcing her already prodigious chest to become even more prominent, while she slowly turned her torso back and forth. 

“You what?” I asked, certain I didn’t hear her right. Even her voice sounded different, like it was a bit higher pitched than usual. 

“I turned myself into a bimbo,” Kylie answered with a big smile on her face. “I got big fake titties and lip filler and I totally emptied out my brain. I’m just a dumb bimbo now with big tits and a love of cock now.” 

I didn’t know what to say to that. I’m sure my jaw dropped in confusion and surprise. However, it wasn’t just Kylie’s words that confirmed what she was saying. The way she stood there, the way she was dressed, with a low-cut top that barely reached below her now big, round, fake tits and a pair of shorts that looked more like underwear, the way she spoke, even the way her eyes looked, all screamed bimbo. Her eyes, once full of intelligence, a window into her hard working mind, now showed nothing. 

“I don’t understand,” I finally said, breaking the silence. “How? Why? When?” 

Kylie rolled her eyes as if somehow the answers to my questions were obvious. 

But then she started talking. “I’ve just always had this thing about wanting to be a bimbo. And then I got a little money in an inheritance right after you left for the summer. I didn’t know what to do at first, but then it came to me, like in a dream or something, and I decided to spend it on me and turn myself into a bimbo. And it’s so great. I love it.” 

I had to hand it to my friend. She did look happy. Not that I understood any of it. 

She wanted this? Okay, I guess I could accept that, although I still didn’t understand why. 

“So you got surgery while I was gone?” I asked. 

Kylie nodded her head. “I got my titties first. Then I got my lips plumped up. I need to go back for a third round of fillers. I started out going blonde, but then I

thought it would be fun to try pink. Ever since I started seeing a guy for hypnosis training, pink has been, like, my favorite color. I’m totally obsessed.” 

“Wait, you’re using hypnosis?” I asked, suddenly concerned that my friend was being manipulated. 

“It’s great,” Kylie beamed. “He helps me stop thinking and stuff. I used to think way too much. Now my head is nice and empty. It’s so relaxing not having to worry or, you know, think about anything. I can do what a girl like me is for. I just have to look sexy and let guys handle the hard stuff.” 

If I didn’t know better, I would have said my friend had been kidnapped and replaced by a pod person or something. The whole concept of all of this was ridiculous. Not that she had led me to believe it had been a normal summer. I had been so busy with my internship that we never really talked. And as I thought about it, she might have dropped a few hints in our rare texts. But I wasn’t prepared for this possibility and had never considered that she would turn herself into a bimbo willingly. 

“And now that you’re back, I can help train you to be a bimbo too,” Kylie said. 

That got me to pause. Kylie wanted me to be a bimbo too. There was no way that was going to happen. I would continue to support her, but I wasn’t about to join her. I had a strong feeling we wouldn’t be friends for much longer. Clearly our interests had changed. But those things happened. Friends drifted apart. She had been my best friend for the past three years, but I never expected her to be my best friend forever. And it seemed like it was time to start the distancing process. 

“No, I think I’m good,” I said. “It’s great that you enjoy it, but I don’t think it’s for me. I’m just going to start unpacking and then maybe go check up on a few things at the library.” 

We had never gotten around to getting internet at the apartment. Sometimes we managed to steal a signal from somewhere random. But when I needed a consistent signal, I always went to the library. I didn’t want to use up all my cell data on random internet stuff. 

“Oh, before you go,” Kylie said, hopefully giving up on the whole training me to become a bimbo like her, “you got a package. I’m sorry, I opened it. I didn’t see

your name on it, because, you know…” 

“You’re a bimbo?” I asked, figuring that’s what she meant. “What is it?” 

“It’s a doll,” she answered. “See.” 

The moment Kylie held up the doll, I inwardly groaned. I knew exactly what it was. A friend of my family had started a company making dolls. I didn’t understand the details, but the dolls were supposed to be custom made to look like people. Clearly he had sent me one designed to look like me. 

“I don’t want it,” I said plainly. I had no interest in dolls. I had told him not to send me one. I thought he had agreed. Apparently his word was not good enough, because he had done it anyway. 

“Can I keep it?” Kylie asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure. Knock yourself out with it. I don’t care. I’ll talk to you later.” 

I dragged my big suitcase behind me into my room. My plan had been to unpack and then go to the library, but after my introduction to the new Kylie, I felt the need to get out of the apartment as soon as possible. I opened my suitcase to at least let it air out and then walked out of my room and then right out of the apartment, barely paying attention to whatever Kylie was doing. She seemed to have retreated to the kitchen where she sat looking at that stupid doll. This was definitely not my day. 
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KYLIE

Kylie was amazed at the likeness the doll in her hands had to her friend. The hair, the face, the body, were perfect replicas to the studious woman. Kylie only wished her friend was more open to the bimbo lifestyle. Despite it all happening so quickly for herself, the whole idea had been years in the making. And there was one thing Kylie had learned through all of her research and then the eventual transformation itself was that bimbos made more bimbos. She wanted nothing more than to have Scarlett join her in bimbodom. 

Of course, Scarlett was clearly against such an idea. Yes, Kylie would keep trying to work on her friend, but even a bimbo could tell when a relationship had just about reached its end. And that was what was happening between her and Scarlett. Their friendship, at least as it was, was now at an end. Kylie would finish out her time in college as a bimbo and Scarlett would try to graduate with honors or whatever it was she was aiming for. 

But if Scarlett did not want to be a bimbo, that was fine. Kylie could still pretend. And the doll made it that much easier. And as it turned out, the doll was designed to be modified. Kylie had only shown her friend the doll itself. Scarlett had shown no interest so Kylie never bothered to pull out any of the accessories. 

And there were a lot of accessories. It seemed like the Scarlett doll could be made up to look like almost anyone, even if the base was still Scarlett in appearance. 

Kylie started by setting out all the different outfits that came with the doll. There were so many different styles, but each one seemed to be a bit more revealing than the last. As Kylie kept sorting through the doll clothes, she found herself smiling at the thought of her friend not only being a bimbo, but a slut as well. 

Becoming a slut had not really been at the forefront of Kylie’s mind when she started her transformation, but it turned out she really liked sex. Then again, as her bimbo therapy took hold, she found herself less inhibited. Sex was fun, therefore she was far more likely to do take part, without much thought to her reputation or the consequences. Then again, her therapist might have had

something to do with that. She did not remember when she started sucking his cock, but she enjoyed her sessions much more ever since she started. 

Underneath the plethora of outfits for the Scarlett doll was a package of modeling clay. Kylie looked at it confused, trying to understand its purpose. It was only when she started looking more closely at the packaging that she started to put it all together. The clay was there to enhance the body of the Scarlett doll. 

And as soon as she realized that, her mind lit up with possibilities of how she could bimbofy her friend, or at least the doll representation of her friend. 

However, the modeling clay was not the last item in the doll box. There was one more addition. There was a special box of doll hair dye, giving the user the option of giving the doll several different hair colors. There were even instructions on how to change the length of the doll’s hair. 

Kylie smiled, already knowing what the first change to the doll she wanted to make. Scarlett had always kept her hair short. And the color was not very inspiring. If she was going to give the doll a new hair color, Kylie wanted it to be the most bimbo of hair colors. The doll was going to have platinum blonde hair. 

Kylie knew it would look phenomenal, at least on the doll. Although she was pretty certain Scarlett would look really good with platinum blonde hair for real. 

Not that the real Scarlett would ever go for it. 

As Kylie set to work on altering the doll, she was vaguely aware that Scarlett had left the apartment they shared together. That just meant Kylie would have uninterrupted time to play with the doll before Scarlett caught her and inevitably got mad at her for bimbofying the doll. Somehow she knew Scarlett would not approve. 

Taking her time, Kylie read through the hair alteration directions. Reading was no longer a strong skill for Kylie. She much more preferred to look at pictures than read words, but she could manage when needed. All those years of education had not been eliminated from her mind. It had just been cordoned off, making it more difficult to access. It was a good failsafe, especially until Kylie could fully put her education years behind her, but she hoped someday to reach a point where she never needed to access all that pesky information again. 

Once satisfied she knew what she was doing, Kylie set to work. She started by removing the doll’s head. It was designed to come off for just this type of careful

work. Apparently the heads were interchangeable, but Kylie did not have an alternate head to use. She only had the one the doll came with. 

The hair lengthening procedure mostly involved pulling the strands of hair on the doll’s head. There was extra hair curled up within the head itself, allowing for the hair to be lengthened. And so Kylie pulled. There were too many strands to do it strand by strand, so Kylie divided the doll hair into groups. It only took a few minutes until the Scarlett doll sported hair that was long enough to fall down to the doll’s waist. That was as long as it would go. 

Already, Kylie decided that was a huge improvement. She had always thought Scarlett kept her hair too short, even before Kylie had become a bimbo. Now it just seemed more obvious. But at least the Scarlett doll would not have that problem anymore. 

The second step was dying the newly lengthened locks. The dying process was more similar to painting than what would happen in an actual salon. There were little jars of hair dye in the hair dye kit. All Kylie had to do was choose the color she wanted and then she could start. 

Of course, Kylie chose the platinum blonde option. There were several different blonde options available to her, but she wanted to give the doll the lightest shade possible, the kind of color that really could only come from a bottle. Yes, having dyed hair required a lot of work, but it was worth it. Kylie loved her pink hair, but she wanted something more traditional for her friend. 

Kylie took the doll’s head and dunes the hair into the small jar, making sure as many of the strands got covered. Then she smooshed the dye around on the hair with her fingers, making sure every strand got covered completely. She did not want any roots showing. She wanted the hair to look naturally unnatural. 

And when she was done, Kylie looked on with satisfaction. She set the doll’s head down so the hair could dry, but she was already planning the next changes she wanted to make. There were so many possibilities. Kylie might not be able to have Scarlett be her bimbo friend, but she could at least make her doll look as much like a bimbo as possible. 
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SCARLETT

Isat down at the computer terminal and let out a sigh. I really didn’t know what I was going to do about Kylie. I didn’t even know how to react. It was such a strange situation. I understood what she had done. The timeline made sense. But she hadn’t even shared any of this with me. Not that I was particularly forthcoming in my communication either. I went radio silent during my internship. But doing something as big as getting breast implants or going to therapy to have her mind dulled, or whatever it was, should have required notification. 

Not that Kylie looked bad. Actually, she looked sexy as hell. I never would have pegged her as the bimbo type, but she pulled it off well. I didn’t know what kind of future she now had for herself, but I was sure she could make a little money trying to be a social media influencer or something like that. She was definitely hot enough to get a good following online. It was only a matter of whether she could actually handle the business side of things anymore. 

I started by logging into my email. Yes, I could check it on my phone, but at this point there were enough emails waiting for my attention that I needed to use a web browser to sort through them all. The app on my phone wasn’t enough. 

I pushed my hair out of my face as I waited for the inbox to load. I quietly made a note to myself that I needed to make a haircut appointment for myself. 

Hopefully I could fit it in before the school year started next week. I was glad to be back a little early, but I knew I didn’t have much time before classes started up and then I would be buried under a mountain of school work. The reading load alone would be enough to scare off most students, but there were prices I was willing to pay to be a double major. I only had four years to fit everything in. 

Of course, most of my waiting emails were junk. The school email system was generally good about filtering out the spam, but after three years, my email had made it onto enough sites that the spam overwhelmed the filter. I found myself deleting far more than I ever had before. I needed to see the number of unread

emails go down to zero. I hated seeing those notifications. 

I pushed my hair out of my face again, starting to get annoyed by its length. I felt like I hadn’t gotten it cut in months, even though I managed to carve out a little time during my internship to get it cut last month. Usually once a month was fine. I didn’t want to be one of those women who was making weekly trips to the salon. That was just a waste of money in my mind. 

“Scarlett,” said a familiar voice. 

I turned away from the computer to see a fellow senior, Michelle, walking across the library toward me. Her voice had been a little loud for the library, but without school in session, there weren’t many people around. The woman behind the front desk frowned as she looked at Michelle, but she otherwise ignored her outburst. Michelle wasn’t bothering anyone, because there was no one around to bother. The library had always been a social spot on campus anyway, as much as some people disapproved of that. 

“Hi, Michelle,” I said, pushing my hair behind my ear as I turned to face her. 

“Wow, I love the hair,” she said immediately. “You’re really changing things up, but I like it. Those must be extensions, right?” 

I looked at Michelle with confusion painted on my face. I had no idea what she was talking about. However, a moment later a lock of hair slipped in front of my face. It was far longer than it should have been. I had never let my hair get long enough to fall in front of my face like that. But it wasn’t just the hair length that bothered me. It was the color. I was about as blonde as was physically possible. 

And I had definitely never dyed my hair before. 

“Um, thanks,” I said, not sure of what to say. “I’m just trying something different.” 

“Well, it looks great. I hope you keep it. We need more smart blondes on this campus. Usually once a girl here goes blonde, they start acting dumb, too.” 

I nodded my head. That was true. Thatcher College had a high number of girls who could only be classified as dumb. It was no secret that those dumb girls were finding alternative means to pass their classes. I had even known a girl who complained about the preferential treatment one woman got. The complaint

never went anywhere, because that girl decided she wanted to start spreading her legs for her professors and earning easy grades that way. She was blonde now, too. 

In hindsight, I couldn’t blame Kylie for going bimbo. Thatcher College was very much a pro-bimbo college. There were so many bimbos going around campus. 

They rarely lasted four years, but they lasted longer than they would have at any other school. But it was easy to ignore. I was getting a first class education and the dark side of the college never directly affected me. It was easy to ignore. 

“Michelle, it’s great to see you, but you’ll need to excuse me,” I said, starting to panic about the fact I was now sporting long blonde hair. It was finally sinking in. I wasn’t supposed to look like this. 

I barely had time to close my browser and log out from my computer before I was running off to the bathroom. I needed to know what had happened. I needed to see my reflection. And more than that, I needed to figure out what had happened to me and I needed to figure out a way to reverse this. 

Michelle only watched me as I ran off to the bathroom. It wasn’t far, but she thankfully didn’t follow me. As soon as I was through the door, I ducked down to make sure I was alone. There were no other pairs of feet in the bathroom. I had a moment to myself. 

Stepping up to the sink and the mirror over it, my jaw dropped in shock when I saw my reflection. My face and body looked as I had always known it to look, but my hair was different in every way. It was long, first of all. And not just a little bit longer, like I hadn’t cut it in a few months. No, it now hung down to my waist in sheets of platinum blonde. It didn’t make sense, but as Michelle had said, it did look good. Even I had to admit that. 

“What the fuck,” I cried as I gripped the sink in front of me. I felt like I was having a mental breakdown. This couldn’t be happening. I didn’t understand how any of this was possible. I wanted my old, boring hair back. But how? 
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KYLIE

As much as bimbo was a state of mind, one of the most obvious aspects of being a bimbo was big boobs. There was a reason Kylie had a set of big, fake tits of her own. Without them, she could be a bimbo, but it would be a lot harder. And now that they were healed, Kylie absolutely loved her big, fake tits. They were impossible to hide, not that she wanted to hide them, and they always made her outfits pop. Sure, she had to buy new clothes, clothes to properly show them off, but that was just a fact of life. 

But the bimbofied Scarlett doll needed bimbo boobs, too. And since it was a doll, instead of a person, there was no personality that could convey that it was a bimbo. A real woman could act like a bimbo and everyone would understand who she really was. But a doll needed to look like a bimbo and that meant it needed big boobs. 

Taking out the modeling clay, Kylie started trying to shape new boobs for the Scarlett doll. Not that it was an easy task, especially for someone who had already undergone the bimbofication process. Between her long nails, flighty attention, and general difficulty in doing anything that did not directly relate to making her look sexy or actually sex in general, Kylie struggled with most tasks. 

And that included forming properly shaped boobs for the Scarlett doll. 

Kylie tried again and again to shape something properly, something that looked like proper teardrops. Not that Kylie’s own tits looked like that. They stuck out from her chest, almost looking like they had been bolted on with how round they appeared. That certainly made showing off cleavage easier. It also made it easier to go without a bra, which Kylie more and more found herself doing. It was only when she knew she was going to be active that she bothered with a bra. 

After several minutes of trying different shapes, Kylie finally realized what the problem was. There was no way she could make the doll’s boobs look real, even if they were really big on her slender frame. No, the only thing to do was to use the clay to form two balls the same size and then squish them onto the doll’s chest, covering the natural plastic with the clay. They would look round, but

round boobs were hot. Actually, all boobs were hot in Kylie’s bimbofied mind, but big, round ones were just a little extra bit hotter. 

Kylie smiled when she had properly affixed the new clay boobs to the doll’s chest. Scarlett looked so much hotter that way. She only wished the real Scarlett had big, round tits like that. Sure, they looked fake, but that wasn’t really a problem. And somehow, through her efforts, there were even little nubs perfectly placed to be nipples. Kylie had not meant to add them. It had just been luck. But they were well placed and symmetrical, which was key. 

Sitting back, Kylie admired the doll’s tits. She vaguely wondered how big they would be on the real Scarlett, if the doll was proportionate to her. Would Scarlett be bigger than Kylie? A bit of boob envy welled up inside of her, but she was not about to make the doll’s boobs smaller. They were big and they looked great. 

That was what mattered. They were a proper pair of bimbo boobies. They were a pair that Kylie would have been proud to have on her chest. 

Of course, there was no way Kylie would only give the doll bigger boobs. There was a certain balance that was required. Kylie had worked hard in the gym ever since she had been cleared to resume working out following her boob job. Yes, she wanted to remain fit, but she also wanted to work on making her butt bigger. 

It was a long term project, one that would take months, if not longer to fully realize, but she had every intention of working until she had a perfect bubble butt. 

The Scarlett doll looked great with the top-heavy boob look, but Kylie decided the doll needed a little balance. Yes, the boobs would dominate the doll’s appearance, but having a little extra in the caboose would help balance out the doll’s look and give people something to look at from behind, beyond her long blonde hair. 

Without the proper sculpting skills of an artist, Kylie used a similar method with the doll’s butt as she did with its boobs. She made two balls and pushed them onto the doll’s butt. Kylie immediately started giggling, seeing how fake the two orbs on the doll’s butt looked. They stuck off completely unnaturally. Luckily, she was able to control her giggles enough so that she could try to smoosh the clay into a more aesthetically pleasing shape. 

By the time Kylie was done, she was impressed by how good the doll now

looked. Given the doll’s new proportions, there were limits on what such a body would probably be seen doing. It seemed unlikely that a person with those dimensions would be seen as college material. Stripper, porn actress, or trophy wife seemed like more apt jobs for such a woman. But Kylie knew first hand that being a bimbo was more than just having a sexy body. 

And with that in mind, Kylie set the doll aside and started planning the next part of the doll’s bimbofication. She was just getting started and soon the Scarlett doll would be fully bimbofied. It was going to be great. 
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SCARLETT

Icouldn’t stop looking at my reflection. I stood there in front of the sink, unable to fully comprehend what had just happened. I knew the reflection in the mirror was me, but it was hard to process given the fact I had never looked like that before. It was such a big change. 

However, as I was standing there, I felt a sudden pressure in my chest. I looked down to see that my top seemed to be pushed out a little more. It was a simple t-shirt, wanting to be comfortable while traveling. But my breasts definitely looked bigger. 

“Shit,” I cried out as I suddenly realized what was happening. I didn’t know how, but my boobs were getting bigger. 

I stood up straight and quickly pulled off my top. I tossed it over the divider for the toilets, needing someplace to hang it. I definitely wasn’t leaving my clothes to sit on the bathroom floor. It looked clean, but I had no idea when the last time a janitor actually cleaned it. It was still the summer, after all, and school hadn’t started up again. Campus remained mostly quiet, except for those students who arrived a little early, like me, or who stayed the whole summer, like Kylie. 

As soon as my top was off, it became clear that my bra was overtaxed. My boobs were outgrowing it, and fast. And if I waited much longer, I wouldn’t be able to unhook the clasp at all. I’d have to cut my way out of the bra with it under such pressure. 

“Oh, that’s nice,” I sighed when I finally managed to reach around and unhook the clasp. The release of pressure was just what I needed. 

Of course, that didn’t stop my boobs from growing bigger. They were already like two large oranges sticking off my chest and they were only getting bigger. I had never been a big girl. But that was quickly changing. And there was nothing I could do to stop it. 

What was worse, my boobs were looking more and more fake by the moment. 

This wasn’t just my boobs growing, but they looked like I had gotten surgery. I vaguely wondered if these new boobs looked at all like Kylie’s new set. 

“Kylie,” I said, suddenly remembering my interaction with her earlier. She wanted me to be a bimbo like her and now that wish seemed to be coming true. 

Knowing that someone could walk into the bathroom at any time, I grabbed my top and pulled it back on, sans bra. There was no way that thing would fit me now. At least with the fake boobs I didn’t exactly need a bra to keep them from sagging. And they didn’t even really bounce as a normal pair of breasts would when I moved. They were too hard for that. 

The t-shirt stretched over my new boobs, almost obscenely so. My nipples poked at the fabric, making it even more obvious that I wasn’t wearing a bra. The weirdest part was having to pull my hair out of my top. It was that long. I was really going to have to figure out something to do with it. 

“It’s probably that damn doll,” I cursed as I realized I needed to go back to the computer and check email before I went home to confront Kylie about this. 

Somehow I had a feeling the doll was involved. My best guess was I had been sent an email about the doll. But since I had been traveling and generally busy with my internship, I hadn’t been very good about checking my email. That was where I needed to start. 

However, before I could make my way out of the bathroom, I felt a new tightness, this time in my pants. 

“Fuck,” I said as I realized my boobs were the only part of me that was expanding. Of course my ass had to get involved. 

Luckily, it didn’t seem to be a problem that my pants were too tight. I generally wore loose and comfortable pants, even when they were denim jeans like my current pair. The problem was in my panties instead. Those were what was too tight. 

I grumbled as I reached down and untied my shoes. They were simple trainers, good for walking and traveling, but they needed to be removed before I could take off my pants. And reaching down to untie my shoes was a lot harder with the extra weight and volume of my boobs. How did people live like this? I did

not understand the draw for women to go out and get their boobs stuffed full of plastic, or whatever. Yes, I understood that men seemed to like big boobs, but was that the only reason? 

I managed to slip my shoes off, but continued to stand on them so my feet didn’t have to touch the floor. Then I slipped my pants off, hanging them on the side of the toilet stall. Then off came the panties. And like when I took my bra off, I felt instant relief. It wasn’t like my panties were particularly small, but they were full cut and clearly could not handle my now expanded backside. 

I turned and looked in the mirror, catching part of my butt. 

“Damn,” I said, having to at least compliment what I saw. I usually didn’t pay much attention to social media models, but I had seen enough photos to know that there were a lot of those types of women who would have kills for an ass like the one I now sported. Not that I had any qualms with covering mine up. I needed to fix this and make sure nothing like this could ever happen again. 

I pulled my pants back on, going commando since there was no way my panties would fit over my expanded rear, even if that might look really good. Then I slipped my feet back into my shoes and managed to lean over to retie them without busting a seam in my pants. They were far tighter than they had been when I first walked into the bathroom. 

Not knowing what to do with my bra and panties, I dropped them in the wastebasket on my way out the door. There was no way I was going to walk around the library carrying them. Luckily, no one was around, but I didn’t want to take any chances. I needed to check my email and then get back home. 
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KYLIE

With the doll’s body pretty much finalized, Kylie turned her attention to picking out an outfit for the doll. She wanted to make sure it looked appropriately bimboish. It needed to be slutty without being over the top. Part of the bimbo aesthetic was a certain feminine naïvety and the doll outfit needed to match that. 

Of course, given the doll’s body, it was clear that sex was the focus. But there needed to be a femininity and playfulness to the outfit. 

And there were so many outfits to choose from. Kylie did not have such a large wardrobe yet. There were lots of fun tops, skirts, dresses, shorts, pants, and more shoes than Kylie could count. She really did not like doing math anymore. If she needed to use numbers higher than 10, because she had 10 fingers, she just stopped caring. That was after a lot of hard work with her therapist, hypnotizing her to stop thinking so much. 

However, as Kylie was going through all the different options, she found a little jewelry package. There were limits to what jewelry could be used on a doll, but there were a set of gold hoop earrings, as well as a set of little gems that were clearly designed to go in the doll’s navel. 

“Pretty,” Kylie said as she fit the hoops to the doll’s ears. It already had pierced ears, making the whole process easier. 

As for the belly-button gem, Kylie chose a pink one. And it fit perfectly within the doll’s belly-button, sticking there as if it was supposed to be there. It made Kylie want to get her own belly-button pierced. When she first started down this road, she had decided against it, feeling that such things were a bit old school. 

But after seeing the little bit of pink in the doll’s navel, she wanted something similar for herself. 

After the jewelry was affixed, Kylie turned her attention back to the clothes. 

Pink was clearly the major theme. It had to be after choosing a pink belly-button gem. There was a cropped pink top that was just perfect. It also featured a low enough neckline to really show off a solid amount of cleavage. The top would be

sexy without being too overtly slutty. That was Kylie’s goal. The word Bimbo was printed across the chest in a black font that looked a lot like a famous doll brand. 

Kylie chose a pair of high-heeled sandals to go with the outfit. They were pink, too, making sure that they matched the top. With shoes like that, the doll would always be posing. And if the Scarlett doll was real, she would not be able to go anywhere very fast, but she would look great while she did it. 

All that was left was figuring out an appropriate bottom. Kylie did not like the idea of putting the doll into pants. That was too much like the regular Scarlett who lived in pants almost all the time. She rarely wore anything that showed off a hint of her legs. Shorts would have worked, but the moment Kylie spotted the white crocheted skirt, she knew it was perfect. It was the type of skirt that one did not wear panties with, since they would show through. Not that the included clothes included underwear. That was not a problem. 

By the time Kylie had finished dressing the Scarlett doll, she sat back to admire her work. Yes, the doll remained headless for the moment, but the body was one of bimbo perfection. She loved her work, only wishing the real Scarlett looked so sexy. Even if Scarlett was uninterested, Kylie was certain her friend would make a great bimbo. She just wished Scarlett would realize how much better being a bimbo really was. 
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SCARLETT

Ipushed my long hair out of my face as I sat down at the computer terminal for the second time. I wished I had a hair tie to keep it out of my face, but I hadn’t brought one with me. I hadn’t needed one before this sudden growth spurt. I had always kept it too short to need one. 

“Come on,” I practically begged as I waited for the computer to load. The library computers were not known to be particularly fast. They were mostly there for basic use, but it was clear that this computer was nearing the end of its life. It would need to be replaced or upgraded soon. Then again, the slowness had never bothered me before. I hadn’t been in a hurry. Now I was, since I didn’t want anyone else to see me like this. 

As soon as I was able to open the browser to log into my email account, I started to notice a coolness around my middle. I looked down, only to be greeted by boob. And it wasn’t just the bigger boobs in my tight t-shirt. The top had changed and it was still changing. I could only watch as the neckline stretched lower and lower. Before I knew it, I had a giant valley of cleavage on display. 

“Fuck,” I muttered to myself, tearing my eyes away from my cleavage. 

However, I could tell what was going on. I could feel it. 

My t-shirt was turning into a pink cropped top with a low-cut neckline. I would have to look at it more closely later, but I was pretty certain most of my midriff was now bare. I didn’t know what was happening, but I was nearly certain of two things. One, Kylie was somehow involved. Two, so too was that stupid doll that had been sent to me. 

I focused on the screen, but I could tell that it wasn’t just my top that had transformed itself. The cool air-conditioned air of the library was now also touching my legs. And this wasn’t just me wearing shorts. I could feel that air right up against my pussy. I was wearing a skirt. And from what I could tell, it was very short. 

“Here we go,” I said as I spotted the email I was looking for. I clicked on it and it took the email a moment to load, making me want to grind my teeth. 

“Hi, Scarlett,” I read, speaking in a whisper to myself. “I’m sending you a special doll I designed. I used your photos as a guide. I hope you don’t mind. I needed to test the computer program we’re using and it felt weird to keep your doll here. The doll is completely customizable, so if you don’t want it to look like you, you can just change how it looks. Pretty cool, right? I hope you like it. 

The guy I bought the software from seemed a bit weird, but it looks great, I think, a spitting image.” 

I stopped reading after that. It didn’t confirm anything, but I had a feeling that software that was used in designing the doll had something to do with my condition. And with the doll in Kylie’s hands, I needed to get back to our apartment so I could do something about it. I needed to stop her so I could go back to the way I was. 

I logged out of the computer and pushed myself to my feet. I needed to get home. However, the moment I took my first step, I nearly fell flat on my face. 

“Damn it,” I cursed as I looked down to see my feet enclosed in pink high-heeled sandals. I was sure they looked great, but I was not someone who wore heels often. I generally hated them. 

I probably should have just taken them off and gone home barefoot, but I was already hurrying toward the library exit by the time I had even fully considered that. My need to get home was too strong. 

It was only when I saw my faint reflection in the door to leave that I fully understood what had happened to me. My top had indeed changed as I had expected, although I had missed the text on it. I couldn’t even see it from my vantage point looking down. It was only head on that I could see it read Bimbo. 

That was the last thing I needed to be advertising, but it wasn’t like I could take the top off. I needed to get home first. 

But it wasn’t just the top that screamed bimbo. My skirt was so tiny, it barely covered my ass. And it was pretty obvious I wasn’t wearing panties underneath it, because it was crocheted. There were large gaps, especially across my hips. 

Thankfully it was solid where it mattered, because otherwise I would be showing off my bare pussy to anyone who wanted to look. But I definitely couldn’t sit

down and expect to maintain my modesty. 

“I’m going to kill you, Kylie,” I said as I hurried across campus. 

The apartment wasn’t that far away, but it was normally a five minute walk. 

With these shoes, even with me mincing as best as I could, it was probably longer than that. It didn’t help that my mincing caused a lot more up and down movement than normal and that meant my tits were bouncing. They were big and inertia was still a thing. They might not give anything to gravity, but they couldn’t beat inertia, too. There was a lot of bouncing, but in a way that made it clear they were mostly plastic. 

As soon as I left campus, I felt a little better. This was a quiet street. Even during summer, I was more likely to run into someone on campus than I was once I stepped foot off-campus. However, as I continued to make my way toward the apartment, I sensed other changes taking place. I didn’t understand how, but my lips started to feel bigger, like they were being plumped up. 

Then I felt an additional weight of makeup on my face. I never wore makeup, even when it was expected of me. I hated the stuff. I hated trying to look better for people, especially for male attention. It was a stupid thing for women to paint their faces to try and look better. Men didn’t have to do that. Why did women? 

When I finally reached the apartment building, I let out a sigh of relief. I was almost there. And seeing my reflection in the glass door of the building confirmed the fact my lips looked enhanced and my face was covered in makeup. Kylie was going to get it as soon as I could get to her. I opened the door with my key and charged inside. 
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KYLIE

After dressing the doll, Kylie decided it was time to turn her attention back to the doll head. She used a little bit of modeling clay to give the Scarlett doll slightly bigger lips. Of course, given Kylie’s difficulties using the clay, the lips came out a bit thicker than she had planned, but they weren’t grossly oversized. They were just clearly fake, much like the doll’s tits. 

Kylie’s final step before putting everything back together was to add a little makeup to the doll’s face. She used her own makeup supplies, although she had to be careful, since the doll’s face was so much smaller than her own. Still, before she was done, she had successfully painted the doll’s lips pink and added some eyeshadow and even a little blush to give some color to the doll’s cheeks. 

“Almost there,” Kylie said to herself as she sat back to examine her handiwork. 

She loved the results, but there was one last thing she needed to do. She needed to put the head back on the doll. 

Kylie picked up the doll’s head and its body. They looked easy to put back together. It would not be a problem. However, just before she put them back together, she blew into the head, through the opening in the neck. The head was already hollow, as was most of the body. It was completely innocent. Then she put the head back on the doll. Everything was perfect. 
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SCARLETT

Ireached the front door to our apartment when something weird happened. My hand was already on the doorknob when I felt a warm breeze. Except this wasn’t a breeze that touched my skin—and I had a lot of skin exposed in my tiny outfit. 

I felt it inside of me, especially inside my head. 

And then nothing. I just stood there, my mind blank. I didn’t even know how long I was there for. All thoughts of talking to Kylie had been blown out of my head. There was nothing left there. 

“Scarlett?” asked a male voice. “Is that you?” 

I turned my head toward the sound of the voice. It was Arthur. He lived across from us. He had a bag in his hands, like he had just returned from his summer vacation. 

“Hi, Arthur,” I said. I sounded slow and ditzy. 

“Wow, you changed a lot over the summer.” 

“In a good way, I hope,” I said with a smirk. I pushed out my chest and turned back and forth, playing up being a bimbo. And it was obvious that I was a bimbo. I looked like one, I talked like one, and if there was any question remaining, my top even said it. 

“You won’t hear me complaining,” Arther said as he stepped closer. “I like it. 

Very sexy.” 

“You think I’m sexy?” I asked, fishing for a compliment. I could almost live on those. Being such a ditz, I needed to hear how hot I was, especially from men. 

“With tits like those, and the hair, I love it.” He gave a chef’s kiss, making me giggle. 

“Why don’t you come in with me and I can show you all the changes, up close

and personal?” 

I knew I already had him. Arthur was a nice guy, a great neighbor, but he was also a man. And there was no way he would turn down an offer from a bimbo like me. I was already opening the door when he agreed to join me inside. 

“Kylie,” I called out as soon as I was through the door. “I brought a man to play with.” 

Arthur followed me into the apartment, closing the door behind him. He dropped his bag by the door. He could get it later. 

A moment later, Kylie bounced into the entryway. She still held the doll in her hands. But the moment she saw the new and improved me, she looked down at the doll in her hands and smiled. The doll was a spitting image of me. We were a perfect match and it was really cool how it had all turned out. 

“Scarlett, you’re a bimbo now,” Kylie said, still not entirely believing her eyes. 

“I know, right?” I said as I heft my tits and made it easier to read the word across my top. But me touching myself like that left me wanting to do so much more. I started kneading my tits, enjoying how big and round they were. I loved my big tits. They made me feel so good. They made me feel like an even better bimbo. 

“Whoa, you both changed,” Arthur said, surprised. 

“Is that a problem?” I asked, my hands still playing with my tits. 

“Nope, not a problem.” 

“Then come on,” I said as I let go of my tits and grabbed Arthur’s arm. I started pulling him toward the bedroom. 

“Can I come, too?” Kylie asked. She was excited about having a man in the apartment. 

“Of course, silly,” I answered as I pushed my big suitcase onto the floor. 

“Bimbos share.” 

Kylie nodded her head in agreement. She dropped the doll on my desk and came

over to join Arthur and me on the bed. Soon there were the three of us, making out together, Kylie and me trading turns as we kissed Arthur. He had always been nice to us, even before we were bimbos. And now that we were dumb and sexy, he was even nicer. And it turned out he had a big cock, which made it even better. 

Arthur was amazing in bed. He fucked both of us over and over again. It was dark outside by the time he finally stumbled out of the apartment. He had so much stamina. He could just keep going and going. And Kylie and I just kept cumming and cumming. My favorite was when Arthur was fucking me from behind. Kylie sat in front of me, her legs spread so that I could lick her pussy at the same time. We all came together at the same time, which was awesome and amazing. 

“I’m sorry I turned you into a bimbo,” Kylie said after Arthur left. We were still sprawled out in my bed. Kylie was leaning up against the headboard with my head resting on her tits. Despite their size and composition, they were soft and acted like a perfect pillow. She explained what happened, how she used the doll to make me sexy. She just didn’t know it was going to make me a bimbo for real. 

“I think I was mad at first,” I said, trying to recall the events from earlier in the day. Everything was a little hazy. “Something happened when I was outside in the hallway and, like, my mind went blank and stuff.” I really wasn’t good at explaining stuff anymore. “After that, I was happy. I didn’t know being an air-headed bimbo could feel this good. I’m happy that this happened.” 

Kylie giggled when she realized I was so happy. And the way her giggling shook her boobs, I started giggling, too. And once we got going, it was really hard to stop. It was just so much fun to giggle. 

I knew I should have been mad that this had happened. I also knew it wasn’t Kylie’s fault. She didn’t know that the doll would turn me into a bimbo. And the truth was, I felt really good. I wasn’t so good at thinking anymore, but Kylie had given me a sexy body and I had a feeling we were going to have a lot of fun. 

When we couldn’t find men to play with, we could always have fun together. It was the best of both worlds. And even better, getting turned into a bimbo meant I didn’t lose my friend. Kylie and I were bimbo best friends forever. 
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