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First Job: The Office
 
    
 
   I am a man with a very special set of skills. Not to try and sugar coat it I am a man who turns women into bimbos. It’s why they call me the Bimbo Maker, naturally.
 
    
 
   My job, when I’m hired, is to turn the target into a bimbo. On rare occasions people come to me asking me to change them into a bimbo but the far more common situation is someone making a request for someone else, usually without their knowledge.
 
    
 
   There are many reasons someone would hire me. Revenge, jealousy, desire, domination, the reason doesn’t matter to me. I’m a professional, I simply do the job I’m hired to do no matter what the job may be.
 
    
 
   One that isn’t too uncommon is for me to be hired into workplaces, especially male dominated offices with female employees. It’s a prime location for men feeling threatened by women or by egotistic, unscrupulous, bosses who have had fantasies about slutty secretaries prepared to make it a reality; plus those kind of people often have some disposable income to burn.
 
    
 
   My latest job was one of the former, some guy who was feeling threatened by a rival in the office who just happened to be a woman. The two of them were fighting for a promotion which naturally meant things were turning nasty and this was his way to get the edge.
 
    
 
   Really I shouldn’t condone this sort of behavior but a man needs to earn a living somehow. Oh who am I trying to fool? The reason I became a bimbo maker, why I accept jobs to turn women into bimbos is because I love to do it.
 
    
 
   Everyone has loves and interests and mine just happens to be turning women into bimbos, sapping away their intellect, their resistance as I modify their bodies and turn them into fertile sex bombs. They say to find a job you love doing and I truly love my job.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   If you’ve seen one office you’ve seen them all. Bland. Dull. They don’t really get more exciting than a nice view of the city if you happen to get close to a window. Otherwise it’s just cubicles and computers.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t there to look at the scenery though, I was there on business, browsing the office to find the woman I was after. In a male dominated office it wasn’t hard to pick out the token female in the room.
 
    
 
   She was a fine looking woman without any making over. Nice pretty features, brown hair held up in a bun and a decent figure packed into a business dress. However in my eyes even a model couldn’t truly be called beautiful until she’d gone through my favorite process.
 
    
 
   I had many methods at my disposal for turning women into bimbos, I was a professional after all. As soon as I was told I’d be working in an office today I planned my methods accordingly.
 
    
 
   “Hey there, you’re Judy aren’t you?” I asked the woman as I interrupted her work.
 
    
 
   She peeked at me from through her glasses, raises an eyebrow at my presence as she had to turn herself away from her computer, “Yes, can I help you?”
 
    
 
   “My name’s Harold,” I lied, “I work up on the forty sixth floor.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes suddenly perked open, that disdain for me quickly evaporating as I played her like a fiddler. Floor forty six of this building was where they handed the payroll and most of the big decision making when it came to the employees, such as who was going to be getting promotions. For a woman on a hunt for promotion, with an eye on the vacant manager spot, suddenly my presence had just gotten a lot more significant.
 
    
 
   “Oh hello Harold,” she beamed, suddenly putting on her sucking up routine, “so nice to meet you! You wanted to see me sir?”
 
    
 
   “I just wanted to meet you, we’ve been discussing you up on the floor,” I told her, basically able to see her eyes beaming.
 
    
 
   “Only good things I hope.”
 
    
 
   “Now now I can’t divulge that sort of information, but I was hoping you could help me. See we got this new assignment coming in and we need somebody to type something up for us, but we need to make sure it’s somebody we can trust. Think you can help with that?”
 
    
 
   “I’d love to!” she almost screamed out in excitement, seeing the ticket to that manager seat in front of her eyes, or so she believed.
 
    
 
   “Great,” I told her as I fished into my briefcase and lifted out a handwritten piece of paper, “I need you to type this up for me. Here, some coffee to keep you going, sweeten the deal.”
 
    
 
   “Right away sir, I’ll show you that your trust isn’t misplaced,” she said as she spun around, taking a big sip of the coffee as she took the paper and began to read it through. The contents probably weren’t what she was expected as her sudden rush of energy began to taper off, “Is this… is this serious?”
 
    
 
   “Dead serious, we can’t choose our clients. It’s fine if you’re not up to the task, I’m sure somebody else will be willing to do it. Do you know where I could find an Alan?”
 
    
 
   Of course I wasn’t just name dropping any name, the first I could think of. That was the name of the person who had hired the ‘hit’ on her, her main rival for that promotion. If there was anybody who would be able to push her, sway her into action, it was him and proving herself superior.
 
    
 
   “No it’s fine!” she said in a fluster, “I’ll do it right away it’s fine, I was just curious was all!”
 
    
 
   These businesswomen, businesspeople, always doing whatever they can to quickly climb the business ladder even if it involved writing up some questionable content. Some people would question why they had to start writing some strange bimbo themed document but she was too desperate for that promotion to check.
 
    
 
   I watched on as she got to work, diligently typing up the hand written sprawl into a proper word processed document, drinking from that cup of coffee I’d spiked with an extra secret ingredient I used to like in my trade.
 
    
 
   For now I’ll simply call it Bimbo Milk for the sake of simplicity. Add it to a drink and it makes the bimbofication a task a lot more simpler. It basically hypnosis in chemical form, it opens the mind, warps the brain, makes one more susceptible to change.
 
    
 
   From a distance I spied on my prey as she got to work. The chemical drink had a very addictive quality to women which meant she was nursing down those cups of coffee like it was her new favorite drink, hitting back the sips as she got to work typing up that induction.
 
    
 
   I could just sit back and watch her change herself. It was slow going as first, not really anything going on, but soon I started to see her cheeks grow red and her breathing speed up, growing heavier.
 
    
 
   It was the first step in her change, arousal. Lust was an important piece of any bimbo, they had to be slutty, they had to be horny, they had to want sex.
 
    
 
   Very quickly she would find her loins started to grow warmer, a tingle deep within her core as the desire to touch herself bubbled to the surface, that small little voice whispering from the back of her head about good a cock would feel right now.
 
    
 
   The chance was almost unnoticeable from the outside, if I wasn’t an expert who had seen the process many times I would have missed it myself, as she started to squirm around in her seat, grinding her thighs together, the wetness surely building within.
 
    
 
   “Everything okay?” I asked as I went to check up on her, but mainly to tease her and enjoy her changes.
 
    
 
   “Yes everything’s fine,” she panted out, grasping and tugging on the collar of her shirt, “just feeling a bit warm, nothing special.”
 
    
 
   She said that but I could see her writhing around in her seat, I could tell she was having to control her hands to stop herself from touching under that skirt, rubbing against her needy wetness.
 
    
 
   I patted a hand onto her shoulder, making her jump, her entire body starting to feel more sensitive, another change the script was installing into her.
 
    
 
   “Make sure you stay hydrated then, wouldn’t want you fainting on us now.”
 
    
 
   As I removed herself she took another big gulp of that mind warping bimbo milk, every sip opening up for more changes. It allowed her DNA to be rewritten by the commands, it turned what was going into her head into changes over her body.
 
    
 
   As the writer of the paper I knew what came after the growing arousal, the growing sensitivity, the growing heat; next was when things began to get physical.
 
    
 
   I waited to see how long it would be until the first signs began to show, it didn’t take long in the end before the crown of her head began to shift in color, the brown hair which sat nestled on her skull soon being diluted with a growing blob of blondeness.
 
    
 
   All of that lovely brown hair was being dyed blonde through the wonders of my bimbofication techniques, and it wasn’t the only physical changes she was going to undergo. She was about to get a complete makeover.
 
    
 
   The transformation almost swept down her, if you will, starting from the tip and aiming down to her toes.
 
    
 
   After her hair began to go through the process of change, began to change in color from a dark brown to a blonde, her lips began to morph. They began to grow thicker, like they’d been laced in plumper, growing softer and fuller before my observant eyes.
 
    
 
   Of course if she was going to become a true bimbo then her lips wasn’t the only part of her body which were going to get bigger, as the next change that was going to trigger would prove.
 
    
 
   Her chest size wasn’t bad, even if it wasn’t anything to write home about, but very soon she’d have breasts that would attract the attention of every man around her. Soon her tits began to inflate up, they began to grow in her restrictive clothing, straining break their way through the fabric.
 
    
 
   That change was very easy to spot, even from a distance, however the next ones were not. If I wasn’t such an expert I wouldn’t be able to notice the way that her sides, her waist began to sink back in, began to shrink as her hips did the opposite, expanding just like her bust had to give her a true hourglass figure.
 
    
 
   Her ass too was starting to bulge just like those tits, straining down against the chair as the softness began to squeeze into the arm rests at the side, making her squirm around in discomfort.
 
    
 
   Now you’d imagine if your tits suddenly started bulging out to block your view and your ass suddenly began to expand in such a way that you almost found yourself trapped in your chair you’d notice it, but that was the beauty of my talents, they never did. They remained blissfully unaware the entire time they were changing.
 
    
 
   I returned to see how my project was doing, her body already coming along splendidly, and still changing. Her body was still morphing to fit the ideal figure of an hourglass shaped bombshell with her hair turning the full stereotypical shade of bimbo blonde.
 
    
 
   “Hey how you getting on with this?” I asked the bimbo in production.
 
    
 
   “Like doing quite well I think,” she said, her voice starting to sound more high pitched than it had the last time we’d talked, another change confirmed, “I’ve done over half of it now.”
 
    
 
   “Keep up the good work,” I instructed, giving her another pat on the shoulder, her shudder and jump even more vivid that the first time. In fact her movements this time were so vigorous they forced the front of her top to finally lose its battle with the strain, the middle button popping clean off, spilling her cleavage out the front of her top.
 
    
 
   “Ah!” she gasped out as she was suddenly showing the man she was trying to impress a generous peek into her cleavage. I couldn’t help but stare in and admire.
 
    
 
   “Hmm, very nice,” I told her, nodding with a large smile.
 
    
 
   She should have been offended, from what I’d heard, but class was in session and she was learning her lesson. When I complimented the showing of her skin she giggled bashfully, shaking her chest from side to side.
 
    
 
   “Thank you very much,” she said softly, nibbling her plump bottom lip, only increasing her arousal.
 
    
 
   “Keep up the good work, sexy,” I told her with a wink as I returned to my seat, making her shudder in place.
 
    
 
   She was well on her way to becoming a bimbo. The body was taking shape as was the mind, bimbos were sexually charged, ditzy girls who loved to serve men and make them happy. Being given such a generous compliment from a man would make any bimbo flutter in joy.
 
    
 
   It hadn’t taken long for that promotion to take a backseat in her mind as the main priority for completing her task. Career advancement had falling down the pecking order of her lists of needs, now she was going to be working just to impress me.
 
    
 
   The sexier her body got the dumber her mind got as well and the more she found herself nursing down that drink, not even paying attention when I gave it a full refill to keep the body transforming formula running through her veins in a high quantity.
 
    
 
   Subtle was not a specialty in my final products. Not only was she going to be a bimbo she was going to look every bit a bimbo.
 
    
 
   Her progress began to slow as her body got hornier and her clothes were getting tighter. One button popping wasn’t enough to free those new giant titties and it wasn’t doing a thing to help out her growing booty. Plus all that added sensitivity crawling all over her skin meant bad clothing was not a good idea.
 
    
 
   Those fingers, with long nails that curved out rather than little stubs better for computer work, began to spend less time on the keyboard and more time on her body.
 
    
 
   Her blazer jacket was the first to go, it wasn’t really needed and was just getting in the way of the show. Next was the top buttons on her dress shirt, pretty much opening the front all the way down to the base, just two more buttons remaining, pushing out that ample, bulging, cleavage.
 
    
 
   Releasing her lower half was more of an issue being packed into a tight skirt which was now seriously hugging her curves. She had to squirm around and unzip the side just to give herself a little breathing space.
 
    
 
   She’d gotten to the point where she was still barely dressed but was still boiling up. She was trying to type bless her but she was squirming around in her seat more than ever.
 
    
 
   However Judy was in luck because soon she was getting the words she wanted written on the screen, transferred into her mind and imprinted on her conscious. Touch.
 
    
 
   As my written words encouraged her she gleefully followed the leader and allowed her fingers to slip down her front, venture between her thighs where she began to trace the tip of her index finger up and down along the front of her straining panties, grinding her touch along the growing wetness, that throbbing neediness.
 
    
 
   Small, joy filled, moans popped from her full lips as her quivering groans slipped free, one hand tapping away at the keyboard on close to autopilot while the other did its best to take care of that heat that was welling up between her thighs.
 
    
 
   The transformation had been making her more sensitive all over which meant that those bits which already had a spark of sensitivity about them must have now felt like they were on turbo drive. Her clit sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her veins every time she touched it.
 
    
 
   Watching as her face began to show feelings of bliss filled me with joy, a bimbo finding her natural place, taking her steps down the road to sexual discovering, having her drive pushed to levels not encountered in normal people.
 
    
 
    
 
   Once she began to openly touch herself it meant the transformation was nearing an end. Almost every lock of brown hair on her head was gone, replaced with a fine veil of platinum and the rest of her body had became a sexual caricature. That meant she was nearing the end of my written piece which meant soon he conditioning would turn from a general transformation into the client’s direct request.
 
    
 
   If she’d skipped straight to the end she may have been able to figure out what was going on, but none of this slick, busy types ever read the end when they feel time is on the line. This would be the first she would notice of the name ‘Alan’ appearing in the text, her main rival for that promotion.
 
    
 
   The text told her that she should drop her animosity towards Alan. There was no need for them to be enemies, there was no need for them to be rivals, they could be friends and more.
 
    
 
   She should forget all of his bad traits and simply concentrate on all the wonderful things about him. Of course I don’t know if Alan is wonderful or not but she’d certainly know after finishing her work and writing down all those reasons he was apparently wonderful.
 
    
 
   The main one was just about how damn handsome he was. It wasn’t the only reason listed, he was also smart, strong, funny, wealthy but the fact he was so handsome, so attractive, so sexy were definitely the ones that spoke to her the loudest. A sexy bimbo like her couldn’t resist a stud like him.
 
    
 
   Instead of viewing him as a rival couldn’t she picture him as something more? Couldn’t she picture him as a lover instead?
 
    
 
   She was a bimbo, she was a woman who followed traditional roles, who was subservient to men. She didn’t deserve the promotion, she was just a ditzy little blonde who couldn’t be trusted to cope with such a difficult job, unlike the smart, handsome, sexy Alan.
 
    
 
   It was be in her best interests to drop out of contention altogether, to hand the job to Alan without a fight. She’d much rather serve as his personal assistant than his boss. If she was lucky he’d give her lots and lots of sex as a thank you. She loved sex and she’d love it with him more than anything.
 
    
 
   The way her thick lips hung open, her blue eyes seemed glazed over and a long strand of dribble hung down from her bottom lip showed just how deeply she was taking in the message. After so much bimbo milk was flooded into her system the mantra, the hypnotic script she was typing out was basically gospel, her mind absorbing every word, those words becoming her everything.
 
    
 
   I knew she was nearly done, the timer was about to ping off, the machine was about to beep and signal my work was ready. I watched with a grin on my face for the sign that my job was complete.
 
    
 
   “Ah!”
 
    
 
   That squealing noise, the sound of a bimbo’s mind being brought to orgasm was the chime I was waiting for. Right at the end of the script I had commanded her to cum and use that trigger to lock all she had learned, all she had gained into her mind, never to forget. The contract was now done.
 
    
 
   With Judy sitting there, shuddering in place with the wetness of her pussy leaking down onto the chair below I went over to check up on her and see how she was doing.
 
    
 
   The pudgy, above average looking brunette had suddenly been transformed into a thick lipped, platinum blonde, busty bombshell. She’d gone from a woman you wouldn’t give a second look if you passed her on the street into a woman you wouldn’t be able to take your eyes off.
 
    
 
   I patted her on the shoulder from behind, making the poor thing jump with a quivering, whimpering, moan as I leant over to double check she’d finished the whole thing.
 
    
 
   “Did you manage to get to the end?” I asked her as she panted heavily, wheezing for air.
 
    
 
   “Yep like totally,” she gasped out to me, before her voice filled up with pride, “it was like super easy and stuff too!”
 
    
 
   “That’s great, good job Judy. Now about this promotion…”
 
    
 
   “Like what promotion?”
 
    
 
   “You know, the one that you and Alan were after.”
 
    
 
   “Oh that one!” she giggled, finally managing to remember, “Like what about it?”
 
    
 
   “We’ve been thinking of giving it to Alan, how does that sound to you.”
 
    
 
   “That’s great! He like totally deserves to have it. He’s like really smart and good at his job, so much better than me,” she proclaimed enthusiastically, despite the fact earlier in the day she was fighting tooth and nail for that manager’s position.
 
    
 
   “I’m glad we can agree,” I said, closing down her word document and swiping all the evidence of my presence, except of course my newest creation, “it was a pleasure working with you. Make sure you give Alan a hi from me.”
 
    
 
   “Will do, bye bye!” she said with a big wave, another job well done.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “You wanted to see me sir?” Judy giggled happily as she entered the office.
 
    
 
   Her uniform had undergone something of a complete makeover. No more tight, restrictive, unflattering, smart business clothing. She was a bimbo now she didn’t need to dress up in smart, conservative, clothing anymore.
 
    
 
   Now her uniform was a tight little white mini skirt which gave a glimpse of her pink thong hiding below. Her long sleeved, pink, mesh crop top covered her top half, giving a peek of her pierced nipples through the fabric.
 
    
 
   She balanced around on six inch pink heels and worse her long, platinum blonde hair in a big ponytail, her ears pierced with large, golden, hoops, face bathed in thick, slutty, makeup.
 
    
 
   Her new manager, Alan, smirked as he saw his adorably sexy bimbo treasure come strutting in. It was hard to believe that just a few weeks ago the two of them had been competing with each other for a promotion. Now she happily served as Alan’s personal bimbo assistant. That Bimbo Maker he’d hired had been worth every penny.
 
    
 
   “You sure can, I got hard thinking about how sex you are and I need you to take care of it for me.”
 
    
 
   “Like I’ll get right on it sir!” she told him cheerfully, strutting around his desk and dropping down to her knees, unbuckling his belt to free his erect shaft.
 
    
 
   “Remember if you do a good job I might even give you that promotion you’ve been after.”
 
    
 
   Her mind lit up in joy from those words, she’d been hoping for that promotion for so long. She was going to get the chance to move up from being just a regular, old, Bimbo Assistant into being a prestigious Super Bimbo Assistant!
 
    
 
   “Yes sir, I won’t let you down!” she told him cheerfully before wrapping her lips around his cock, starting to bob her head up and down as she gave him another blowjob with her thick, full, bimbo lips.
 
    
 
   Perhaps if she was lucky and kept working hard one day she’d be finally be promoted up to being his Personal Bimbo Secretary instead.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Second Job: The Gym
 
    
 
   There is no rest for the wicked and I am a very wicked person. Despite the high prices I charge for my services I still manage to find a whole lot of clients. It seems the world is filled with bimbofication enthusiasts like myself.
 
    
 
   More likely the rich are simply willing to throw money at anything they want. Money may not be able to buy you love but it can certainly buy you a bimbo.
 
    
 
   Not that it matters to me. If I took the time to think about the moral gray zone, or more likely black zone, about doing my job as The Bimbo Maker I’d have quit a long time ago. Ignorance is bliss is a motto to live one's life by.
 
    
 
   Looking at my newest target was very interesting because she was a bit more high profile than the women I usually dealt with. Most targets were total unknowns, nobody in society’s grand scheme, bimbos ripe for the changing. Not this time though.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t call her a celebrity, she was in no means a celebrity or even close. What she was was an athlete, a promising, young, athlete who was one of the country's big hopes heading into the next Olympic games. It seemed somebody didn’t want her winning gold and would prefer her wearing pink instead.
 
    
 
   Despite my national pride my job came first. The country would have to try and do without one of its promising athletes because it was time to put my talents to the test once again and turn this athlete into a bimbo instead.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The athlete I was targeting was called Olivia McGee. She was looking to take home some gold in the long distance running events, however the poor girl was going to be lucky to actually make it to the event with me now on her case.
 
    
 
   Olivia was waiting in the gym, her well toned body packed into a tight sports bra and a pair of body hugging workout shorts, her red hair pulled back into a ponytail. She was waiting for her personal trainer to arrive, helping her to get in the best shape possible to give her the physical edge over all the other athletes in Rio. However her trainer wasn’t the one who was going to arrive, it was me instead.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you’re Olivia aren’t you?” I asked her as I approached, dressed in my acting role for the day, a stand-in coach.
 
    
 
   She looked up at her phone and asked, “I am, and you are?”
 
    
 
   “The name’s Jack, I’m afraid Tom,” her personal trainer, so you can stay in the loop, “can’t come today, he’s come down with a case of the flu and we both know…”
 
    
 
   “Can’t risk him infecting me, I know, I know. So who are you, are you like?...”
 
    
 
   “A backup, to make sure you don’t miss a day of preparing for Rio. A sick instructor is no excuse for a day’s rest so Tom gave me a ring, called in a favour. That’s fine with you, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   Fortunately she gave me the answer I’d been hoping for so I didn’t need to resort to more drastic measures, “Yeah that sounds fine with me.”
 
    
 
   “Great, that’s great. So I don’t know exactly what Tom’s routine is with you so today we’ll be doing things my way. I am a big believer that it isn’t just the body that the athlete needs to train, it’s also the mind. Mental strength is just as important as physical strength when you get to the big time.”
 
    
 
   I could see her face wasn’t really too sure as she was listening in.
 
    
 
   “I know it sounds like crystals might suddenly be involved but that’s not the case. All it means is I’ll want you to listen to this while you work out,” I told her as I produced a music player, “it’s filled with some music that looks to open up the gateways of your mind, to better channel your energy, to keep you in a relaxed state.”
 
    
 
   Her face turned more towards the ‘what the hell is this guy talking about’ point, which wasn’t really too surprising; after all I was making it all up.
 
    
 
   “Hey the worst that can happen is it doesn’t work on you. However when the crowd is screaming, the finish line is in sight and yet those nerves are kept at bay, your mind stays clear, you won’t be complaining.”
 
    
 
   She looked at me funny before taking the player and headphones from my hand, “Fine, I’ll try it your way.”
 
    
 
   Part of what I told her was correct, the music player was filled with sounds which were meant to open her mind and keep her relaxed but it wasn’t assist her to running. Under the soothing chimes was a deeply effective mantra I’d produced with rapid effects, no money on offer for guessing what those effects were.
 
    
 
   She believed she was going to be learning to stay calm under pressure when in reality she would slowly be changed into a bimbo.
 
    
 
   “Well then, let’s get started,” I said to her as I guided her over towards the treadmills. It was now my favorite time, the time I stood back and watched the fun.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   “Make sure you keep yourself hydrated,” I made sure to remind Olivia before tutting and shaking my head, “Sorry I keep forgetting I’m working with a pro, I don’t need to remind you to do that.”
 
    
 
   She gave me a pleasant smile before she decided to follow my words anyway, opening up her sports drink and taking a big swig to keep herself hydrated as she ran.
 
    
 
   Those familiar with my methods would know that I liked to fill my targets up with a certain substance that I liked to call bimbo milk, a liquid formula that triggers bimbofication in those who consume it. While the drink and the mantra would both cause a transformation in time, together they formed an efficient combination.
 
    
 
   Her lips popped free of the bottles tip with a loud, gasping, sigh as she pressed the drink back into the holder and continued to job at a moderate level. Most people would already be dripping with sweat, completely exhausted, but a long distance runner like her had some amazing endurance.
 
    
 
   She’d been running for quite some time and still she barely looked tired, I would have dropped a long time ago. I had to admire her endurance but that was just a small part of me, my larger, more expecting side was simply waiting for the first signs of the bimbofication process to appear.
 
    
 
   “How’s the music,” I asked her, wanting to check that everything was okay with the sounds.
 
    
 
   “Just fine,” she panted out, her breathing heavier after all that running, “very nice, relaxing, just as you said.”
 
    
 
   “Good, just keep listening, I hope it pays off,” I told her, really waiting to see it pay off. The longer she ran the more she needed to drink to keep up her fluids, meaning the more of that bimbofication tonic was flowing through her veins, and of course the more time which passed the more that mantra had burned into her mind.
 
    
 
   It took a bit more time of patient waiting until I finally began to notice the effects of my work.
 
    
 
   As expected from an athlete Olivia had quite a small chest, the size further constricted by the sports bra she was wearing. However eventually I began to notice a jiggle from her front, something that would have been impossible at her expected size.
 
    
 
   The more she ran the more intense it got, the more obvious. There was a bounce with every step she took, a swaying wobble from side to side, a juicy jiggle. Her breasts were expanding.
 
    
 
   Unlike those small tits her ass had already began strongly. All of that running she had done had given her amazing leg muscles and built up a toned ass. It was pretty darn big but it was also hard and firm, but really giving much in the way of jiggling. However that too began to slowly grow even larger, her tight little shorts being dragged between her expanding buttocks.
 
    
 
   Watching jiggling curves in motion truly was a glorious sight. It was only getting better and better as her curves being to get more emphasized, the size growing on both ends as her waist began to slowly narrow inwards.
 
    
 
   She of course couldn’t see that anything was wrong. Taking a look at her face I could clearly see she was completely glazed over, the hypnotic mantra that was drilling itself into her brain over and over again had clearly burrowed in deep. She seemed in a trance, running on pure instinct as her body began to change.
 
    
 
   If she’d began as an A cup she’d easily managed to move up into C cup territory already. Her sports bra was straining trying to contain those growing melons as her shorts were digging into her cheeks as her ass was being pushed out behind in a thick, luscious, display. Would her outfit be able to hold it all in?
 
    
 
   Luckily we had a private area of the gym all to ourselves otherwise the eyes wouldn’t be able to ignore the way that her ass was suddenly bulging out, she’d turned into such a scrumptious piece of eye candy in such a short amount of time.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t just her tits and ass which were going through the transformation process. Her ponytail was growing longer, that striking red hair running down from its usual resting place, flapping along her upper back, starting to crawl down the length of her spine, aiming towards that wobbling ass.
 
    
 
   Speaking of her hair that pretty color was getting more vivid as the time passed. She’d had such a lovely shade of ginger but it was turning brighter, more artificial in appearance without masking away from the original color. If her hair had been ginger to start with now it was orange.
 
    
 
   Her lashes were growing in length and thickness, her lips were gaining volume and her nails were increasing in size as well, all classic bimbofication changes. Contrary to usual though her skin was starting to fade in color, playing up to her red haired stereotype rather than the classic bimbo one of having dark, tanned, skin.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help but grin from ear to ear as she went through those changed, her breasts easily into the D cup range or higher now with her ass struggling to stay fully contained in her shorts, the fabric almost vanishing into the valley of her thick backside.
 
    
 
   Of course all of the changes she was getting weren’t just going to be physical, bimbofication was about changing the mind as well as the body.
 
    
 
   It was hard to fully register her arousal through her breathing thanks to all the running, and the sweat and angle made it hard to see any wetness but the fact her nipples were so profound, bulging and tenting the front of her sports bra, was a very obvious sign that she was very excited sexually; if she hadn’t been in a trance she could have broken down and started touching herself right there.
 
    
 
   Slowly her body began to weaken from its strong running stride, the newly formed bimbo getting tired from all of that hard exercise. It was time to put her current workout to an end.
 
    
 
   I tapped her on the shoulder, suddenly snapping her attention back to reality as a hot, moaning, gasp poured from her lips. Increased sensitivity, another common bimbofication result.
 
    
 
   “Hey it’s time for a break,” I told her, offering her up another sports drink filled up with a high quantity of bimbo milk.
 
    
 
   “Oh… like… I guess!” she said back once she managed to get her bearings, her voice sounding more hoarse than when we’d spoke earlier, a sexual raspy quality being added to her tone.
 
    
 
   She took the drink from me and took a big swig after stopping the treadmill and slowly down to a complete halt. She went to pull the headphones from her ears but I stopped her in her tracks, grasping a hold of her wrist, her hand starting to tremble as small whimpers poured from her thick lips, body squirming slightly.
 
    
 
   “Please keep them in while you rest, and until the end of this session. The longer you listen the stronger the effects will be,” I informed her, Olivia nodding back, obeying my command.
 
    
 
   “Like kay,” she giggled, doing what she was told giving her a small, almost euphoric, rush.
 
    
 
   I placed down my sports bag in front of her, “I’ll be back in ten minutes. Before I get back change into this outfit, your current one looks a bit small for you.”
 
    
 
   She nodded her head, tugging awkwardly on her bra and shorts, “Yeah they’re like digging in a bit and stuff.”
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you,” I told her, having to contain my inner smirk. The bimbofication was going very well indeed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   When I came back from my break I found my instructions had been followed to the letter once again. She’d squeezed herself out of her old clothing and had gotten dressed into my new workout gear.
 
    
 
   Rather than that annoyingly restrictive sports bra she was now wearing a loose fitting, cropped, t-shirt with a large v-cut neckline to show off her cleavage, which her tits still managed to somehow look tight.
 
    
 
   Those itty bitty shorts had now been replaced with a stretchy pair of yoga shorts which hugged around her ass and managed to stretch out to accommodate her new growth, while keeping everything held smugly, showing off the shape of her ass, clinging to those curves.
 
    
 
   I’d even made her change from her footwear. Of course sneakers were very good for running but they didn’t exactly fit her bimbo image so instead she was balancing on some pink high heels.
 
    
 
   When I returned she seemed lost in her own little world again, her face blank as a dribble of drool came running down from the corner of her lips. I had to deliver a loud clap with my hands to bring her back to our world.
 
    
 
   “Hey good job, that outfit suits you much better,” I told her, making her blush and giggle like a bashful schoolgirl, “You ready for our next workout?”
 
    
 
   “Like yeah,” she cheered, slowly managing to lift her heavy body off the ground, her balance thrown off thanks to the added weight hanging from her front and ass, and of course those heels she had to support herself with, “Like do I really need to wear these heels though? Like aren’t they dangerous?”
 
    
 
   “They would be if we were doing anymore running but right now I’m going to have you building up those leg muscles with squats. Balancing on those awkward high heels is only going to make the training more intense, it’s going to push you up to another level!”
 
    
 
   She’d been much harder to convince before her mind had been warped by the mantra she was still letting invade her mind, buying my lie hook, line and sinker.
 
    
 
   “Oh wow, that’s really smart!”
 
    
 
   “That’s not all, I’ve also got this to make it even more intense.”
 
    
 
   Out of my bag I took an object which definitely wasn’t in the Olympic training manuals. It was a dildo with a suction cup attached to the bottom which I applied down onto the floor, on the training mat we would be using for the workout.
 
    
 
   She may have had her IQ knocked down a couple of pegs but she still recognized a sex toy when she saw one, her cheeks brightening up as her mouth gawked open, eyes staring.
 
    
 
   “Like isn’t that?...”
 
    
 
   “What, this? You act like you’ve never seen a squat measuring device before. What’s Tom been teaching you anyway?”
 
    
 
   “Oh right! I thought it was a dildo, sorry!” she confessed far too openly. I had to stifle a chuckle after that one.
 
    
 
   “It’s okay, that mistake happens a lot. No this is meant for measuring squats. Every squat should minimum touch the very tip of this device. An athlete like you should be hitting the bottom. You understand, don’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Understand,” she confirmed as she took her position over the top of the six inch ‘measuring device’, her arms pushed straight out in front of her.
 
    
 
   “No, no, no,” I interrupted before she could begin the exercise.
 
    
 
   “Like what’s wrong coach?”
 
    
 
   “That stance is all wrong, you’ll never achieve the best results with a pose like that. You need to place your hands on the back of your head and aim to spread your legs out at at least a sixty degree angle away from your body.”
 
    
 
   Of course she listened to me and moved from the normal squat stance into a much sluttier position, her thighs spread open as her legs bent, her hands behind her head pushing out her huge, growing, breasts.
 
    
 
   “Like this?” she asked me, dumbly and obediently with her hoarse voice.
 
    
 
   “See I knew you could do it, now begin Olivia, show me what an olympian can do.”
 
    
 
   Down she lowered herself with one, long, movement, squatting her body down as her legs bent, descending until her puffy, spats covered pussy kissed to the very tip of the firm sex toy.
 
    
 
   The moment her sensitive mound rubbed over the head she released a moan, her juicy tits wobbling as she jerked her upper body so sharply, her muscular legs trembling in place.
 
    
 
   “That’s a good start,” I informed her, “now you need to come back up and go again and this time see if you can go deeper.”
 
    
 
   She nodded, obeying my command, dragging herself back up slowly before doing the same again, lowering herself down with a slutty squat until her pussy grinded into the sex toy, her slit grinding itself through her tight spandex bottoms against the head of the toy.
 
    
 
   Every time her sensitive pussy rubbed the toy she reacted with a gasping, shuddering, moan and a squirm of her thick, curvy, bimbo body. From the way her nipples tented the shirt and the way her legs quivered below the knees it was clear she was incredibly turned on.
 
    
 
   “Again!” I commanded with a clap, forcing her back up to repeat the action again.
 
    
 
   Each and every time she lowered herself down and grinded along the tip she moaned. When the head pressed and poked her entrance teasingly she groaned. Every time she had to drag herself back up she shuddered.
 
    
 
   The wetness was managing to leak through her shorts and onto the toy, the head glistening with her slutty juices. She wanted more, it was clear.
 
    
 
   “Hey is that the best you can do? I thought I told you to reach the base, you’re not even getting past the tip yet.”
 
    
 
   “Yes sir,” she managed to pant out breathily as she lowered herself down again, her spandex covered pussy kissing back to the toy of the dildo. However this time when she met the resistance pushing up from below she refused to take no for an answer and kept on straining, kept on pushing down until there was a loud *rip* and the shorts gave way, they tore and allowed direct access into her slutty, dripping, bimbo insides.
 
    
 
   Her cheeks narrowed inwards as her lips pushed out into a thick, slutty, ring, releasing deep, throaty, sexual groans. Her eyes rolled upwards into her head as her sensitive insides throbbed in overwhelming pleasure; being filled must have felt so incredible with a face like that.
 
    
 
   Olivia’s tongue ended up rolling from her mouth as she got past the sudden shock of having her overly sensitive insides stuffed, the former athlete and current bimbo panting hotly as her body twitched, savoring the feeling the dildo was providing.
 
    
 
   “Don’t get distracted,” I scolded, “Come on keep going, move up, move down. Again!”
 
    
 
   She found it hard to answer me with words, all that seemed to want to come out of her mouth were groans, squeals and moans. Still she managed to nod her head as she slowly struggled to lift those wide thighs up, sliding up from the dildo with a wet, juicy, pop, before lowering back down to stretch herself out again.
 
    
 
   This exercise really seemed to appeal to her new bimbo side. After that I didn’t even have to give her any more prompting, she was happy to bounce her hips up and down, riding the length of the dildo.
 
    
 
   The room was filled with the sound of wetness squelching as her pussy rubbed along the shaft of the so called measuring device, her juices dripping as she wobbled up and down, all of those sharp movements making her ass shake and her tits jiggle sexually.
 
    
 
   Rather than releasing pants, trying to regulate her air, she was moaning in total arousal at stirring up her own pussy on the sex toy, her nipples stiff, grinding into the front of her top which was being made transparent by the humid sweat which was building up from her body.
 
    
 
   The more she worked the deeper she began to get. Within a minute or two she was managing to squat down and thumb her thick booty down against the ground, against the base of that sex toy. She wasn’t even dragging herself back up clear anymore, she simply rose to the very tip of the toy and dropped her weight down again, still balancing awkwardly on her high heels.
 
    
 
   “So good,” she managed to groan to herself, although her lust filled attempt was a lot more slurred, butchered if you will.
 
    
 
   It looked like her body had reached the end of her growth process. Her ass were huge, her tits were massive and she’d been gifted with the perfect hourglass figure to bind it all together. Her long orange hair swaying down along her lower back as her lips had been filled out into such a thick pair of pillows. My work was pretty much done.
 
    
 
   “Come on now, one big finish!” I encouraged, finish being a ver choice word for what I wanted her to do.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long until I got the desired scene, until I start to see her body twitching in place as the shockwaves came surging through her body, Olivia throwing her head back as she began to hiss out a high pitched squeal.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god I’m cumming!” she cried out as the orgasm rushed through her body, her juices exploding out, squirting in a mess spectacle all across the gym floor, across the training mats, leaving the room painted in a messy plastering, making the area reek of sex.
 
    
 
   “Good job,” I told her, applauding as she sat down on the ground, stuffed with the dildo, twitching and letting her orgasm trickle out into a large, messy, puddle, “I think you’re ready now.”
 
    
 
   She grinned from ear to ear, the lights being on but nobody being home, another contract complete. Now it was just time to deliver the product and I was set.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The country did wonderfully in the Olympics, as usual. Golds galore; right at the top of the medal table.
 
    
 
   However one event that failed to deliver gold was the female long distance running which was not helped when athlete Olivia McGee suddenly dropped out of the team just a few months before the event was scheduled to take place.
 
    
 
   Olivia could no longer take part in the running events, after all there was no way she was going to be able to run for so long with her giant tits swinging around and her fat ass rubbing together. Plus running shoes were so uncomfortable to her, she doubted they’d let her compete in high heels.
 
    
 
   Yet Olivia was not sad, she had a lot of fun watching it on the TV as she took care of the new things she was good at. Sure she could no longer run but she could take care of the house work, do the cooking and most importantly of all satisfy her partner’s sexual needs.
 
    
 
   Likewise the head of the country’s athletic team was also not sad about the events either. After all he’d managed to acquire himself an obedient, beautiful, bimbo wife.
 
    
 
   “That could have been you,” he told her as they watched the medal ceremony, indicating to the woman claiming the gold.
 
    
 
   “Wow, I could have been on TV? That’d been so cool! Like how do I get in there?”
 
    
 
   He rubbed his hand through her bright, orange, hair, “Don’t worry your pretty little brain about it. Just keep your mind on things you’re good at, who else is going to take care of my hard cock?”
 
    
 
   “Erm… like…?”
 
    
 
   “Just get to work Olivia.”
 
    
 
   “Yes daddy”, she giggled out as she wrapped her thick lips around his shaft. If there was an Olympics for bimbos she would certainly be aiming for the gold!
 
   


 
   
  
 

Third Job: The Twins
 
    
 
   Sometimes you think you’ve seen it all, and then something new comes and rears its head.
 
    
 
   I’d been all across the country and even to other nations to work my craft. I’d gone into all manner of jobs and worked with all manner of people, I’d even bimbofied the willing but this was a new one even for me.
 
    
 
   I received two bimbofication orders from clients willing to pay top dollar to have their target bimbofied. When I got the orders in I couldn’t believe what I was reading, it seemed like a joke until I made some calls to make sure it was genuine; I guess great minds think alike.
 
    
 
   In one hand I had a bimbofication order from a Beth Sanders asking me to transform her twin sister, Hope Sanders.
 
    
 
   In my other hand I had an order from Hope Sanders, asking me to transform her twin sister, Beth Sanders.
 
    
 
   A pair of twin sisters had both sent me an invoice to bimbofy the other. From their notes it appeared that there was an inheritance on the line with both trying to find an easy way of tricking the other one out of their share of the money. In my humble opinion suddenly turning your sister into a ditzy, clueless, bimbo is a great way to take advantage of her, unless she had the exact same idea.
 
    
 
   The two sisters decided not to share and to instead try to steal all the money for themselves, even willing to pay me to help. A chance to transform two sisters together, both for the satisfaction of the other.
 
    
 
   Morales aside it’s simply too good an opportunity for a weak willed man like me to pass up on. I have two orders to follow through on, it’d be a stain on my reputation if I didn’t give it my all.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   A part of me was surprised with how young the sisters were. For some reason when I pictured two women fighting over an inheritance I imagined silver hair and wrinkles. An all of me would have been surprised that they were only in their twenties if I hadn’t actually seen pictures of the two already.
 
    
 
   Beth and Hope weren’t just twins, they were identical twins. The two of them shared the same average looks, long brown hair and thin bodies; a nice base for me to work with.
 
    
 
   Despite the fact they both knew me I still came to them in disguise, playing a role like usual. They may have both knew me but I didn’t want to let them in on the fact they the other one knew me. It was kinda fun seeing each sister with the belief she knew something the other sibling didn’t when in fact I was the only one who knew everything.
 
    
 
   I sat across from the both of them in the paperwork filled office, tucked away in the corner of the building to give us a bit of privacy. The two of them had apparently came in to discuss the will and its contents one more time. In actual fact they were just attempting to lead the other into a trap.
 
    
 
   “Hello I’m Chris Bates. You must be Beth and Hope Sanders?” I began, dressing up smart, playing my part as an official, offering out my hand to the pair.
 
    
 
   “Yes I’m Beth,” said the woman on the left, dressed in a smart, black, dress.
 
    
 
   “And I’m Hope,” said the woman on the right, her outfit a contrasting white.
 
    
 
   “I’m afraid Mr. Gardner has been called away with a family emergency so I’ll be assisting the both of you today, as long as that’s fine with the both of you.”
 
    
 
   “That’s just fine with me,” they both said in unison, winking at me the same way. It was so adorable how they were both unknowingly leading themselves into the same trap they thought they were pushing their sister into.
 
    
 
   “Terrific,” I told the both of them as I pulled out from under the table a bottle of champagne and some glasses, “Would you two lovely ladies care for any? I’ve seen what you two will be earning, I think you have plenty of reason to celebrate.”
 
    
 
   “Yes please,” the two of them said together again. With this level of synch it was no wonder that they both plotted the same thing, both agreeing together thinking this was part of the scheme to trap the other.
 
    
 
   To keep up the appearances I poured each glass in turn and hand delivered them in the same way, “This one is for you, and this one is yours.” In actual fact both of them were the same, filled to the brim with bimbo milk, perfect for transforming the both of them.
 
    
 
   The office was being filled with a soft sound of music, a special track that would be used to help accompany the changes. It was as soft as background music and hardly noticeable, if I didn’t know it was there I may not have been able to notice it myself yet their subconscious would be well aware of it, and influenced by it.
 
    
 
   Beth and Hope were already very comfortable in the office and only got more so as they drunk down the champagne, the bubbles getting to their heads, making them feel more bubbly as I fetched out the paperwork.
 
    
 
   “So I understand there has been a bit of a dispute other who gets what from the will, hopefully we’ll be able to resolve this today. I hope that you two will cooperate with me so that we can resolve this dispute peacefully.”
 
    
 
   “Yes I can’t wait until my sister finally agrees with me,” Beth casually complained, sipping at the drink.
 
    
 
   “And I can’t wait until my sister finally appreciates I deserve it more,” Hope added in.
 
    
 
   “Ladies, please, this will get us nowhere, a bit of cooperation. Let’s just start with something simple. Which of you would like to take possession of your family’s bust.”
 
    
 
   “Me,” the two of them both said together, of course.
 
    
 
   I sighed as I tried to think which one I’d rather hit first, I had more plans than simply trying to decide which of them was going to be getting a statue. I turned to Hope.
 
    
 
   “Come on, this will get us nowhere. Couldn’t you just let your sister take the bust,” giving a small wink to her that only she would see, suddenly letting her know I had more in store for this entry than met the eye.
 
    
 
   Hope’s lips turned from a scowl into a grin as she suddenly relented, to the surprise of her twin sister, “I suppose I’ll let her have that one, if she really wants it.”
 
    
 
   “You mean that?” Beth gasped in shock, “Well if you insist, I’ll take it.”
 
    
 
   As she agreed something notable began to happen, her chest suddenly bulged. Hope watched on in awe as Beth’s bust began to grow before her very eyes, the front of that classy black dress she was wearing starting to stretch out as the cut was being dragged down by the growing size of her breasts.
 
    
 
   A sizeable cleavage began to present itself as Beth’s bust ballooned outwards. To me and Hope it was very noticeable, it was a rapid change in bra size, her tits growing by the second. However Beth didn’t register anything was happening, as far as she was concerned everyone was just giving her the eye.
 
    
 
   “Hey what’s up with you?” she asked her sister who couldn’t take her eyes off that chest as each of her breasts ballooned in size up to what must have been a DD cup.
 
    
 
   “Oh nothing,” she lied as she twisted her head away sharply, grinning from ear to ear.
 
    
 
   “I’m glad we could agree on at least one thing,” I continued as I looked back at my list, “the next thing we have is about those off-shore assets.”
 
    
 
   “Well naturally I want those,” Beth was quick to proclaim, Hope keeping her mouth shut, expecting more changes from her sister.
 
    
 
   “Now come on, your sister just let you have the bust, can’t you let her take this?” giving my sneaky wink to Beth this time, letting her in on the fact she should follow my lead.
 
    
 
   “Okay fine,” she badly acted, “I guess she can have it.”
 
    
 
   “Woah, seriously?” Hope said in surprise, probably just presuming the bimbofication was working already, “Thanks Beth.”
 
    
 
   Straight away the chance began, it was slightly less noticeable than the first because of the positions but that didn’t mean it wasn’t a big change.
 
    
 
   From the back of Hope’s seat, under her body that ass of hers quickly began to grow in size and softness, her hips slowly stretching out to help accommodate the growing thickness of her expanding booty.
 
    
 
   It took Beth a few moments to spot the transformation, one that her sister naturally couldn’t tell was happening to her, Beth smirking to herself as she watched, watching her sister’s ass balloon up in size.
 
    
 
   Both sisters knew they were changing the other and that they didn’t notice it happening but couldn’t manage to comprehend the fact that the same thing could be happening to them as well. The woman with the bimbo tits was laughing at the one with the bimbo ass and vice versa. Only I could see the full picture.
 
    
 
   “This is going great so far,” I told the both of them, each having taken their first step towards full bimbofication, “Here, I’ll pour you both another drink to celebrate.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you, this is going easier than I thought,” they both said together once more, both glancing at the other with a cheap smile with a lot of hidden meaning. If only they knew the truth.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I filled the twins up with a combination of alcohol and bimbo milk, perfect for making their minds more cloudy and ditzy in more than one way.
 
    
 
   “Okay onto the next matter,” I continued after I’d managed to get them each through another two glasses, “I liked how we were managing to work things out then so I’ll introduce the next two items in turn and we’ll see how we can split them. We’ve got some shares, one in a tanning salon and another in a four star restaurant. I’m sure we can find a way to work these out.”
 
    
 
   “What do you propose?” the two of them asked as they leant in. They both knew that this was a way to trap the other but sadly not themselves.
 
    
 
   I weighted it over as I looked over the two of them, “I think that Beth, you should take the tanning shares and Hope, you should have the restaraunt ones. Does that sound good?”
 
    
 
   As I turned my head to each to check I gave them a wink, lulling them deeper into that false sense of security, the siblings turning to look at each other with smiles.
 
    
 
   “That’s fine with me Beth, how about you?”
 
    
 
   “Just fine with me Hope, happy we could both be on the same page.”
 
    
 
   As they agreed the transformations began to affect the two of them, Beth’s white skin starting to get darker, being turned from its usual pale color towards a crispy, caramel brown, getting the full effects of the tanning salon without having to move.
 
    
 
   Hope on the other hand had her changes coming to her lips as they began to increase in thickness, getting fuller and more sensual by the second, giving her a bimbo stereotype appearance in her face.
 
    
 
   Each watched in enjoyment as the other changed, unaware they were getting a similar piece of treatment. It was too good to stop now.
 
    
 
   “Now these two are very similar so we’ll see if we can share. A hair salon and a nail salon. Why doesn’t Hope have the nail salon and Beth you can take the hair?”
 
    
 
   “Agreed,” they said with smirks as they kept their eyes peeled onto the other, each getting their transformation in unison.
 
    
 
   Hope’s brown hair began to change in color very notable as it was being diluted from its brunette shade into a platinum blonde, a clearly fake shade which would naturally draw the eye and make her look cheaper.
 
    
 
   Speaking of things that didn’t look natural, Beth’s fingernails began to grow outwards, increasing in length like some sort of grotesque stereotype. All they needed now was a thick coating of pink paint and a coating of fake gems and glitter.
 
    
 
   Between the two of them they had all the ingredients to make a perfect bimbo but they were sharing it equally between the two of them, each one half way towards bimbo perfection. But slowly I was encouraging them to share.
 
    
 
   “This is going extremely well.” I beamed as the two sat nice and smug, unaware of their own forms.
 
    
 
   “I’ll say,” the two indeed said in unity once again, the bimbo milk and my bimbofication tactics slowly eating at their minds.
 
    
 
   “I think it’s time to see if we can really push this, if we can really test this unity we’re establishing. You two both trust me, right?”
 
    
 
   The two were seriously in synch I swear, how else would I be able to explain the fact that the two of them both winked at me at the same time before answering with, “Of course we trust you.”
 
    
 
   “Splendid because I think it’s time we put that cooperation to the next level. I managed to find a candy store, a nice, sweet, lil place. I’m sure that the two you wouldn’t mind sharing that, would you?”
 
    
 
   Of course the two didn’t want to share, they hated sharing, but they were prepared to pretend as long as they thought it was still a part of the masterplan we were working on together.
 
    
 
   “Sure, if my sister agrees,” Beth sneered.
 
    
 
   “Fine with me, I’m not petty, unlike you,” Hope responded.
 
    
 
   “Like what? I’m like so not petty and stuff, you’re the petty one” Beth replied, her voice notably starting to change in tone, losing its grand, regal, tone as she began to sound closer to some teenager.
 
    
 
   “OMG I’m like so not petty like the only reason like we gotta do all this stuff is cos like you are petty,” the same thing happening to Hope, the two of them having their voices, their words, their way with language shifted to suit bimbo needs.
 
    
 
   “Like no way this is so your fault for being a big stupid head!”
 
    
 
   “Enough, ladies, come on try and get along with each other,” I had to interrupt; I seriously didn't think they’d manage to get into a mudslinging match so easily, “Come on, listen to yourselves. Listen to each other.”
 
    
 
   “Like what?” the two said in unison, finally picking up on the change in their sibling, cracking up in squeaky giggles at the chance which was unfolding before their eyes and, in this case, into their ears.
 
    
 
   “Aww sis I guess it’s alright, I don’t mean anything.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah me either, I love you too sis,” the two of them both dripping passive aggressiveness masked as a sisterly bond.
 
    
 
   “See that’s what I want to see, unity. There isn’t any reason you both can’t split the shares in the clothing labels mentioned either.”
 
    
 
   “Like I guess so.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah like if you insist.”
 
    
 
   Obviously neither really wanted to do it but they believed in my cause and proceeded to watch in glee as the other suddenly began stripping down, not in turn realizing they were doing the exact same thing.
 
    
 
   Both of them were still managing to squeeze their newly grown assets into the tightness of their classy dresses until they allowed them to drop down onto the floor and exposed their bodies in nothing but underwear.
 
    
 
   “The two of you are making such good progress. You’re both being very good girls right now, very good girls,” I made sure to hammer home, the two of them positively beaming from the praise.
 
    
 
   “Like thank you!” they beamed out together, still sharing that twin magic.
 
    
 
   “Here, have another glass on me, the both of you,” pouring out another drink each to make sure the pair were liquored up and still packed with the bimbo magic.
 
    
 
   The deeper they went into the transformation the easier it was to lead them where I wanted to take them and to chance them more and more, to mold their bodies like clay. It was time for me to really ramp things up.”
 
    
 
   “I think it’s time we move onto this toy factory your family owns. You two are so lucky to have so much property to split between the both of you but you know I think that it’s in the best interest of the both of you to take this one.”
 
    
 
   “Like I couldn’t agree more!” said Hope.
 
    
 
   “Like you’re so clever!” said Beth, twins in harmony.
 
    
 
   “In fact I even have some toys for the two of you to test out right here,” pulling out two suction bottom dildos from under my desk, placing them on the table for the two of them.
 
    
 
   “OMG!” Beth proclaimed loudly, “Look how well made these things are! Like that factory like really does some good stuff.”
 
    
 
   “And look how long and thick they are, like these must be super popular.”
 
    
 
   “That’s right, so popular ladies. Why don’t you try it out for yourselves.”
 
    
 
   I placed my money on them having enough in their system, to them being so far gone they were happy to bounce up and lower themselves back down along the toys and I was totally correct.
 
    
 
   Both of them peeled themselves out of their panties, it being much easier for one sister since Hope had an ass which was close to double the size, taking a whole lot of effort just to strip down.
 
    
 
   Before they returned to their seated positions they wetted the bottom of those suction cups with their own saliva, licking down on the end and leaving a small bit of glisten dribbling down over their lips before they secured the toys down nice and firmly, of course pointing upwards.
 
    
 
   Each of them clambered up onto their chairs, lifting their hips up high as they kissed the tips of those shafts with their pussy lips, each of them shivering in place before they slowly began to slide downwards, moans slipping out as they slid down the shafts, wet pussies engulfing up the inches.
 
    
 
   The twins moaned as they were filled to the brim with firm dildos, each of them settling back down into a sitting position with their insides stuffed, pussy juices trickling down onto the seats as their cheeks lit up red as their breathing got heavier and heavier, the two obviously feeling the effects of their bodies raised sensitivities and the lust it brought.
 
    
 
   “This toy is like so fucking damn good,” Hope said in a rather direct and vulgar way, groaning out in joy.
 
    
 
   “Like so fucking good! Like it’s stretching me so perfect!” Beth concurred, the two slutty bimbos to be squirming around in place.
 
    
 
   “You two have done great so far, you both look so happy…”
 
    
 
   “Because I am!” they both squealed out, bodies twitching in place.
 
    
 
   “Yes both so happy. Look at each other, look at the fun each of you is doing. Doesn’t being happy along with your sister just make you even happier? Don’t the two of you like being happy together?”
 
    
 
   The two took a long look at each other, unable to not feel a small hint of jealousy at how damn much the other seemed to be enjoying herself despite the fact they were both just doing the same thing.
 
    
 
   “Yes, we love being happy together!” the synched up pair moaned out as one.
 
    
 
   “Then it’s time for the two you to share it all. Don’t you two wanna share everything you’ve had so far.”
 
 
   If they were in the right state of mind mentally the easy answer was no, but they weren’t, they were past that now and they shot each other a look.
 
    
 
   “Like Hope, you wanna share? Like it’d make me so happy!”
 
    
 
   “OMG I was gonna ask the same thing! I’m sorry for being like such a bitch!”
 
    
 
   “Like OMG no, I’m the bitch I’m sorry!”
 
    
 
   “No like I’m cereal it was like all my fault I’m so soz!”
 
    
 
   What a heartwarming moment as the two sisters managed to put aside their differences thanks to the wonders of mind warping bimbofication. Now it was time for my favorite part of the whole process, of my whole plan.
 
    
 
   Both sisters had so many pieces of a perfect bimbo in their possession but the other half was with their sister, however once they agreed to share all those missing pieces had a place to call their home.
 
    
 
   Each transformation, those which had only affected one and not the other, was now being transferred to the other sister as well, each of them being transformed to make them identical one again.
 
    
 
   Beth’s ass began to balloon out in size as Hope’s tits began to swell, each of them growing in size to match up with the other one.
 
    
 
   Lips slowly began to get fuller, skin was getting darker, hair bleaching blonde and nails growing longer. Together they were changing in the opposite way to transform into two identical dolls, twin bimbos.
 
    
 
   As the pair began to reach the point of mirror imagery again their moaning began to increase. The extra changes had also ramped up their sensitivity which meant the dildos in their pussies felt that much more intense and the squirming around that rocked their seats could only make things worse.
 
    
 
   The moment that marked the end of the bimbofication process was a messy one as the two reached out to hold hands as they both bucked up in place, heads throwing back as they squealed out together a loud cry of, “Cumming!”
 
    
 
   I watched on my front row seat as the two of them hit a hot, wet, messy, squirting orgasm, each of their pussies throbbing and sending out a spray of messy juices which splashes all across their chairs and up onto the desk.
 
    
 
   The pair seemed to shiver and rock, tremble and roll, grind and twist for minutes as they rode the most intense orgasms of their life as they were christened as members of the bimbo race. My job was now complete, they both wanted a target bimbofied and they both got their wish, even if things didn’t go quite as they wanted.
 
    
 
   All in all another job well done.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   The two sisters were stinking rich, they’d inherited vasts amount of money and assets from their family. However in a very shocking move the greedy twins decided to give all of their cash away to charity, dispensing their wealth to all manner of good causes and handing their assets to those in greater need.
 
    
 
   Now that the two sisters had nothing left there was no longer any reason for them to fight and squabble between themselves, the two of them could concentrate on reforming their family bond; well they could have done if they weren’t turned into lusty bimbos who were more interested in sex than family.
 
    
 
   Still the twins did stay together and they actually met a very rich man who agreed to take care of them. After all what tycoon wouldn’t want to have the Sanders kids in his possession, especially now they were subservient bimbos?
 
    
 
   “Please master,” Beth begged, bending over as she swayed her wide hips from side to side, “like do me first, I’m like so damn horny.”
 
    
 
   “No master like me, do me first,” Hope cried out trying to hog the attention, twerking her fat buns up and down, “You did her first last time, it’s my turn now!”
 
    
 
   “Like he did that because I’m like hotter!”
 
    
 
   “Like nu-huh!”
 
    
 
   “So am!”
 
    
 
   “Are not!”
 
    
 
   Their master rolled his eyes. Even when all they had to fight about was who would get fucked first the two always managed to turn something into a feud. He gave both of them a hard slap on the ass to keep the problematic siblings in line.
 
    
 
   “You two stop arguing, you know I’ll take care of both of you. Now get down on those knees and show me you can work together for once.”
 
 
   The two giggled as they dropped down onto their knees, looking up with those sweets smiles as they told him, “Yes sir.”
 
    
 
   Some habits are just hard to break.
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