
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      THE BIMBO ON THE BALLOT

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

      
        BIMBO CABAL

        BOOK THREE

      

    

    
      
        SADIE THATCHER

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 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.

      All characters are 18 years of age or older.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Sadie Thatcher

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Hannah Dedrick adjusted her jacket for the fifth time. It was perfectly tailored to her frame, but she was nervous. The idea that she was ready to run for political office astounded her. It was not that she disliked the idea. She dreamed of one day growing beyond her staffer role and running for office herself.

      A lot had changed for Hannah in the last several months. Working for Mr. Mandel was generally good, but he was not necessarily the type of man she would have usually worked for. He had certain views about women that made her wonder why he had even hired her. One look at his wife and it was clear what his ideal woman was.

      Hannah had learned to deal with Rosie Mandel. There was no doubt that she was a bimbo who had no personal interest in politics. Her frequent visits to the office had nothing to do with policy or politics. It was simply to entertain her husband. Their lunches together had Rosie getting a meal of cum.

      But it was not just Rosie who had gone down the bimbo path. Hannah's friend, Sandra, had done the same. Her infatuation with her boss, a senator, led her to want a breast augmentation. Hannah felt a little strange, having been the one who connected Sandra to Rosie. After a long weekend, Sandra came back with not only huge boobs, but with the rest of her body significantly augmented as well.

      Since then, Sandra had gone back to make them even bigger. Hannah wondered how her friend could even stand up with how big Sandra's tits were. Senator Stackhouse was clearly in love with her now. He asked her to marry him and she had readily agreed. The marriage had not happened yet, but it was being planned. And from what Hannah could tell, Sandra was doing none of the planning. Her mind seemed awfully empty these days. If it was not sex with her fiancé, she rarely wanted to talk about it.

      And now all of that was moot, because Hannah was no longer working in Mr. Mandel's office. She had met with him one day and he suggested it was time for her to run for office herself. He offered the backing of the same organization who backed him.

      Hannah had been surprised. But a meeting with a Mr. White had persuaded her that she was the right candidate for the job. It was daunting to launch a primary challenge against an incumbent, but it was not as if Bob Ziemek was good at his job. He had various moneyed interests backing him, but Mr. White promised to make the campaign as easy as possible for her.

      "What's the catch?" Hannah asked. The deal he had offered was too good to be true.

      "You won't need to worry about that," Mr. White answered. "The election will be over when I make my request."

      Hannah knew she should have been more wary of him, pressing for more specifics, but the idea of finally making her dreams come true proved to be too strong. Hannah accepted Mr. White's offer, knowing this might be her only chance for political success.

      And while not working in Mr. Mandel's office felt strange to her, she was excited about what this future could bring her. Hannah had no doubt the campaign would be difficult. It would be tiring, traveling around, speaking to different groups, holding small rallies, and even standing beside other politicians, hoping to ride along on their coattails.

      "You can do this," Hannah told herself, trying to psych herself up for this new journey. Everyone around her seemed to think she was going to win. It was only a primary election, but the stakes had never seemed higher to her. She was nervous, but also excited.

      "Are you ready, Miss Dedrick?" her campaign manager asked her. He was assigned to her by Mr. White. Both he and Mr. White seemed to insist on calling her Miss Dedrick, instead of Ms. Dedrick. She did not notice at first, but the distinction had become more discernible the more it was used. It seemed very old fashioned.

      "Yes, I'm ready," Hannah said, straightening her suit jacket one last time.

      "And you've got the cue cards?" he asked.

      "In my pocket," Hannah answered, patting her jacket pocket. Her speech was to take place behind a podium, allowing her to have notes. Someday, she hoped to have a stump speech memorized, but that was not going to happen in the next few minutes.

      "Then you're ready," he said. "And I know you're going to be perfect. Now get on up there and be ready to walk out when you hear your name."

      Hannah walked up the backstairs of the small stage that had been set up for the event. There was already someone warming up the audience, although Hannah was not sure who he was. Everything seemed to fly at her at a million miles per hour. But her campaign manager seemed to have a grasp of it all. That was what ultimately mattered. Once she got elected, she felt much more assured that she could handle herself. It was the campaigning that was new to her, not the actual governing part.

      "Now, please welcome to the stage, Miss Hannah Dedrick."

      Hannah put on a smile before she walked out on stage. She waved to the gathered crowd, surprised by its size. For a primary, this seemed huge to her, but that was a good sign. The ads, the various marketing materials her campaign was already putting out, were already creating buzz. And as someone without a public name, she needed all the buzz she could get.

      Hannah walked up to the podium and continued to smile as she waved to the crowd. She reached into her pocket with her other hand and pulled out her cue cards. She could do this.

      "Ladies and gentleman," Hannah began. It was the first political speech of her life. And with the backing of Mr. White, she was certain it would not be her last.
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      The campaign had been difficult, but with all the resources Hannah had at her disposal, all because of Mr. White's backing, Bob Ziemek barely knew what had happened. On the night of the primary election, he looked like he had been hit by a truck. He was disheveled with a wrinkled suit, mussed hair, and bloodshot eyes. He looked like a man who needed a stiff drink.

      As the returns came in, Hannah got more and more excited. It had not just been a win, it was a rout. A double digit in was more than she could have hoped for. And when Bob Ziemek called, conceding, Hannah could barely hold in her excitement. It was all happening.

      "Congratulations," Mr. White said as he swept into Hannah's hotel suite.

      He did not knock. He somehow had a key. Hannah was sitting there with her advisors, all of them appointed by Mr. White or the campaign manager he had specially selected for her.

      "Thank you," Hannah said. "Will you have a drink with us?"

      "With the woman who brought down Bob Ziemek?" Mr. White said with a smile. "Of course."

      Another glass of champagne was poured.

      Hannah expected everyone to look to her to make the toast, to compliment the team for their hard work. She knew she never could have achieved the win without the people around her. Instead, however, every eye in the room was on Mr. White. If Hannah did not know he was the man in charge here before, she knew it now.

      "To Miss Dedrick," Mr. White said, raising his glass. "Our success would not have been possible without her."

      Hannah's cheeks flushed as she drained her glass. She had not expected any of this.

      "Now, if I could have the room cleared," Mr. White added once the toast was complete. "Miss Dedrick and I have something to discuss."

      The sound of glasses being set down filled the room. Then everyone got up from their seats, filing out of the room. A moment later, Hannah was alone with Mr. White.

      "Please, sit down," Mr. White said as he sat down in one of the gathered chairs.

      Hannah felt as if she was back at the townhouse when he first encouraged her to run for office. Even though she had just won the primary, he still commanded the room.

      Hannah sat down on a nearby couch. She picked at the crease in her slacks, dressed in her signature suit.

      "So what can I expect in the general election?" Hannah asked.

      "You will continue to make appearances, but there will be several important changes to you and your campaign," Mr. White said.

      "What? I don't understand. Are you pulling your support?"

      "You have my full support, Miss Dedrick. However, our plan for you was always just to get Mr. Ziemek out of the way while keeping our powder dry for our real candidate. You see, I have no interest in elevating you to office. You are merely a distraction. My real man is Charlie Pierce. He's who I plan to win."

      "I don't understand," Hannah said. "Pierce is with the other party."

      "My organization doesn't care about political parties. We care about power. And Pierce is our man. You were never going to be our woman in office. I'll admit, some of our members have not understood my plans, but they will soon enough, after you complete your makeover."

      Hannah was not sure what Mr. White meant by a makeover, but she had her suspicions. But there had to be a way out of this.

      "And if I refuse?" Hannah asked, coming up with whatever defiance she could manage.

      "I will ruin you," Mr. White said without a hint of emotion. "This was not something he took pride in, but it was a reality. "You will lose the election and end up penniless. No business will hire you. No politician will touch you. And I can assure you that no man will come near you, if you decide to skate by and turn yourself into a housewife. There is nothing you can do, but accept your fate. You belong to me now. Welcome to the Cabal."

      "But..." Hannah sputtered, not believing her ears. This had all been a massive fraud. It was a bait and switch. All those people who chose her over Bob Ziemek wanted to see her succeed in the general election. But Mr. White made it clear she was not going to succeed.

      "It's a simple decision to make," Mr. White said. "You can either enjoy your life, after you've had your makeover, or you can rot in the gutter, a shell of your former self. Do you really believe that's a choice?"

      Hannah sat there, looking down in her lap. She had been so elated to win only a few minutes ago. Now it felt as if her life was over. All of her happiness had drained out of her. But Mr. White was right. She did not really have a choice. And as much as she wanted to stand up for the people who voted for her, she had more than met her match. And Hannah was all too aware of the fickleness of the voters. They would move on from her in a heartbeat.

      "You win," Hannah finally said, almost mumbling into her chest.

      "I always do," Mr. White said. "And so will you. You're part of the Cabal now. We have big plans for you."

      Hannah had no idea what Mr. White wanted from her, what other plans he could have for her, but she did not see this as a choice anymore. Her options were failure or whatever Mr. White and the Cabal wanted from her.
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      Hannah found herself walking into the high rise building in a nearby city to her home district. This was where Mr. Mandel hailed from. Little did she realize Rosalind Watson had once entered this same building, not understanding just what her future would become. Instead of being a critical component of Mr. Mandel's political machine, she became his bimbo trophy wife.

      And now Hannah was unknowingly walking to a similar fate, although different from her predecessor, who was now the happily married Rosie Mandel. She rode the elevator up to one of the top floors, still believing this was just a makeover. Deep down, she knew this was something more, a major change. It was not just a mere makeover, despite what Mr. White had said. But what it really was remained a mystery.

      All Hannah had to tell her where to go was an address on a card. Mr. White had given it to her, along with a time to report. Although Hannah had to admit she was running a little behind schedule. It was only a matter of a few minutes, but it had taken her longer to find a place to park than she had figured.

      Little did Hannah know that she had been followed into the city. Mr. White had assigned someone from his organization to watch her, not wanting her to renege on her agreement. It would have been too easy for her to try to disappear. And little did she know that already her car was being moved, removed from the parking garage where she had parked it. She would no longer need it.

      "Here it is," Hannah said when she reached the appropriate door. There was just a number on it, with no other signs or signals about what lay beyond the door.

      She turned the knob and opened the door, stepping into what turned out to be a small room with a few chairs along the wall and another door on the far side. Hannah let the door close behind her, only to realize as soon as it clicked shut that there was no knob on this side of the door. Neither door had a knob.

      "That's against the fucking fire code," Hannah said, a rare moment of cursing for her. However, given what Mr. White was demanding of her, she was in a foul mood. It was understandable for her to be unhappy, feeling as if she had no control, especially after a life of what she thought of freedom before.

      "We'll be right with you," came a giggling feminine voice, seemingly out of nowhere.

      Hannah looked around, trying to pinpoint the source of the voice. It was soft and lyrical, with an accompanying giggle that reminded her of Mrs. Mandel and now Sandra. Hannah had never understood the appeal of being such a bimbo, but both women seemed to be happy. But Hannah imagined they had different perspectives, looking how they now did, like sex on heels. They were beyond hot, but that only made Hannah more suspicious of them. Eventually she spotted the camera and speaker above the door. She was being watched.

      A moment later, the door leading deeper into the building opened. A busty blonde woman appeared, looking just like how Hannah had imagined she might from the sound of her voice.

      "Welcome, Miss Dedrick," the woman said. "Please follow me and we'll begin your makeover."

      Hannah followed the woman down a long hallway, going all the way to the end. She could not ignore how the woman's ass swayed back and forth, almost hypnotically. And all the while, the woman prattled on.

      "My name is Kari and Emi is gonna, like, meet us in the makeover room. She's making you a drink to help you relax. I'm so happy we get to work on you. You were such a huge inspiration during the campaign and I just know you're totally gonna look amazing and stuff when we're done."

      Hannah pinched the bridge of her nose, fighting off a headache. It had been one thing to put up with such inane speech from her boss' wife. It had been harder to adjust to Sandra turning herself into a bimbo for Senator Stackhouse. But it seemed like now there were bimbos everywhere and she did not know how she was going to cope.

      Hannah had always considered herself to be attractive. She had dark blonde hair and a sizable chest, but both of those paled in comparison to the platinum blonde hair and huge tits of a woman like Kari.

      Emi was waiting for Hannah in the room at the end of the hallway. She held out a glass with a pink tinted liquid in it. And like Kari, she was equally as busty and blonde, a near perfect pair. In the middle of the room was a reclining medical chair. This was no salon. It was something far more complex. And the electronics along the side of the room made it clear that Hannah's makeover would require far more than just changing her hair and makeup.

      "Here, have a drink to help you relax," Emi said, holding out the drink.

      Hannah sighed, resigned to this being her life going forward. She knew there was no escape, not now. She had let her ambitions get ahead of her and Mr. White had used them against her. Now she needed to live with the consequences of her actions, forever having agreed to work with him, because now she seemed destined to work for him, in whatever capacity he chose for her. Her one parting thought was how she assumed she would enjoy her new life, whatever it was. All the women in Mr. White's orbit seemed to enjoy themselves. That was the only thing she had to look forward to.

      "Thank you," Hannah said as she took the glass from Emi. She raised it to her lips and drank from it. The drink tasted vaguely of strawberries, which was nice. It could have been caustic or foul tasting. Instead, it went down easy, even with the obvious alcohol content in it.

      "Here, let us help you get undressed," Kari said.

      Both Kari and Emi descended upon her, removing her clothing. She moved her body to aid them. There was no fight left in her. And whatever was in the drink made her feel nice and relaxed. She felt agreeable even.

      It was strange to suddenly find herself stripped down until she was wearing nothing, but whatever was in the drink helped to keep her mind from running away from her. Hannah just shrugged it off, feeling underdeveloped compared to her two companions. They were so sexy and so much bigger than her, at least when it came to their proportions.

      "Let's get you seated so we can begin," Kari said, leading Hannah into the medical chair.

      "And finish up your drink," Emi added. "You want to be nice and relaxed for this next part."

      Hannah raised the glass to her lips one last time and drank down the remainder of the pink liquid. Emi then took the glass from her as Kari pushed a button to make the chair recline.

      "How do you feel?" Kari asked.

      "So good," Hannah said as she looked up at the bimbo. "You're both really nice. And you look so sexy. Both of you."

      Kari flashed a concerned expression at Emi, but the other bimbo just shrugged her shoulders. Hannah's reaction was not unusual, but they had no idea how she had become resigned to her fate. Her acceptance of all of this made the drink all the more potent.

      "We're going to put earbuds in your ears," Kari explained as she pushed Hannah's hair out of the way to insert the wireless earbuds. Hannah sat there, without moving, letting Kari do whatever she wanted with her. "And we're going to play some nice pink noise for you."

      As soon as the earbuds were in place, the noise began. Even if Hannah had not already been so relaxed, letting her mind go slack, the sound from the earbuds would have pushed her thoughts from her mind, filling her head with the special static.

      "It's so nice not to think," Emi cooed, her lips only an inch from Hannah's left ear.

      "It's so nice not to think for yourself," Kari echoed, adding to the mantra.

      And Hannah found herself sitting there and agreeing with their words. How could she not? Their voices were carried into her empty mind with the pink static, giving her new thoughts. And it became so much easier to let those new thoughts fill her up, to give her existence meaning.

      "Men are for thinking," Emi said.

      "Women are for serving," Kari echoed.

      "You want to do what you're told."

      "You want to do what you're told, because you're a good girl."

      "Good girls do what they're told."

      "Good girls do what they're told by men."

      The two bimbos went back and forth, working together to erase the woman who had been Hannah. She would still respond to that name, but her purpose was slowly shifting. It would take time and repetition, but she was becoming a new woman. And even as she nodded along to these new truths being spoken to her, a smile formed on her lips. She was happy to learn all of this about herself.

      Hannah's stay was a lengthy one. There was much that needed to be changed about her. They had to make sure everything about Hannah was perfect. She would not only get the mind of a Cabal woman, but she would get the body as well.

      Her breasts would be slowly inflated, gaining size and volume, slowly over many days. They were often the first feature people noticed about Cabal women. Big was not even a good description for them. Gigantic or humongous were better terms. They would become so big, almost impossibly so, making people who actually thought about such matters confused, wondering if they were breaking the laws of physics.

      And other parts of her body would be enhanced as well. Her waist would be made impossibly small, which would help contrast against her huge tits and her sizable bubble butt. Her lips would be made plump and juicy, prominent to instill a single thought as to their purpose in men, and many women. And to top it off, she would be given a crown of luscious blonde hair.

      Given all of the physical changes, with the mental ones, Hannah was being molded into the perfect Cabal woman. And Mr. White knew exactly how he wanted to use her, as soon as she lost the general election.
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      Very one knew Hannah Dedrick's political career was over. The rumors about what had happened remained just rumors. The suspicion was Hannah had celebrated her win in the primary with a big round of plastic surgery. It was the only explanation for her new appearance.

      Accusations had been made that she had used campaign funds for her surgeries. State investigators even came to check on her books. Hannah opened them gladly, knowing she had nothing to hide. And when she got down on her knees and sucked their cocks or licked their pussies, she did so only because she was a bimbo, not because she had anything to hide.

      In public, when people asked her about the changes to her appearance, she either giggled, ignoring the question, or she gave some spiel, explaining how this was how she had always wanted to look and it was a relief to finally look how she felt on the inside. And while the old Hannah would have been aghast to have told such a bald faced lie, the new Hannah truly believed it. As far as she was concerned, she always wanted to be a bimbo.

      Under normal circumstances, the local and state party officials would have rallied around Hannah, supporting as she campaigned for office. The national party might have even gotten involved. But none of that happened. None of them would touch Hannah, ignoring her and her campaign entirely. Even her campaign office was down to a single employee, a personal assistant that did more to help Hannah adjust to her bimbo life than to help plan her campaign efforts.

      And while the campaign was in shambles, Hannah still went through the motions. She made campaign appearances, although they now mostly consisted of taking selfies with potential fans, usually men who would then follow her on social media. And those social media accounts did not even mention her running for office. Instead, they were a place for her to post a litany of pictures of her wearing revealing outfits, including bikinis and lingerie.

      There was one event that had been circled on Hannah's calendar from the moment she left the high rise building, her huge tits easily preceding her out the door. It was not the election. She already knew she would lose that. She no longer had the slightest interest in politics. It was the debate that mattered. That was where Hannah would prove to everyone just how unqualified she was, especially after the local election officials prevented her from using a glamor shot of her wearing a bikini for the voter's pamphlet. And they were not thrilled with printing her measurements either.

      Hannah had dressed up for the event by wearing a part of her old wardrobe. Over the top of the pink minidress with the plunging neckline, she wore a blue suit jacket. It had no hope of covering her chest, but it gave her the barest minimum of professionalism. The hoop earrings and pearl necklace also provided some class to what was otherwise an outfit that was really best suited for a nightclub, especially considering it barely covered her momentous ass.

      Backstage at the event, Hannah was all giggles as she openly flirted with everyone. When her opponent, Charlie Pierce arrived, she minced over to him and kissed him, wishing him luck. Afterward, they had both needed a little last minute touch ups to make sure they were presentable on stage and on television.

      When it was finally time to go out on stage, Hannah found herself before more cameras and people than she had prepared for. The bimbo on the ballot had taken on national attention, with all the major news networks in the country having at least one journalist on site, ready to cover the spectacle.

      But Hannah was only shocked for a moment. She quickly recovered, smiling and waving to all the gathered people. Then she shook Mr. Pierce's hand, stopping herself from kissing him again. Then she stepped behind her podium, her big tits perfectly framed above it so that everyone could get a look.

      The moderator introduced the debate and the candidates again. Hannah fluttered her eyelashes when her name was spoken. Then they got down to it.

      Mr. Pierce was asked a question first. Hannah twirled a lock of hair as he answered, bored. She did not even listen to what he said. To her, it was unimportant.

      "Ms. Dedrick," the moderator said, turning his attention to Hannah. "You spoke to this before, but I believe it important to address the complete change in your appearance and actions since your primary victory. Can you tell the people who voted for you how they did not waste their vote on you?"

      Hannah cleared her throat with a little giggle, a well practiced technique she had developed. "First of all," she finally said, her voice soft and melodic, "it's Miss Dedrick, sweetie. And to answer your question, the person I was before, when I won the primary and stuff, that was what I, like, thought other people wanted me to be. But inside, I was always a total bimbo. And the stress of the campaign made me, like, totally realize, that I needed to be true to myself, so I made myself look like the person I was on the inside and stuff."

      There were a few hoots and hollers in the room, including a "You go girl." And while that did not really answer the question, Hannah used up all her time, although she finished speaking by giving the moderator a seductive wink.

      After that, Hannah's answers became much less helpful. When asked about taxes, Hannah responded with another giggle. "Taxes and math and stuff is totally hard for a girl like me. That's a man's job. They're smart and I'm just pretty and sexy." She finished by giving a little twirl, although my punch of that was missed with her behind her podium.

      By the end of the night, Hannah had lost almost every category of people. Any chance she might have gotten a vote for being a woman went out the door when she disparaged women and girls as lacking intelligence and only being good as ornaments and sex objects. But that was fine by her. That was how she now viewed herself. She was a pretty and sexy bimbo and she was happy to leave the thinking to others, especially men.

      Afterward, when it was clear exactly who had won the debate, the two candidates once again embraced. This time there was no holding back. Hannah not only kissed Mr. Pierce, she also managed to reach down and give his coco a gentle squeeze through his pants.

      As soon as the event was done, Hannah was ushered out of the venue. There was no afterparty or debrief. And it would prove to be her last public appearance. She had done her duty for the Cabal, but now she had a new role to play.
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      It was election night, but Hannah was blissfully unaware. She was adapting perfectly to her new role. She was a house bimbo for the Cabal. Her purpose was to serve the male members of the Cabal. That could be as simple as fetching them food or drinks, or it could be using her body to please men, flirting and having sex with them.

      Hannah wore her house bimbo uniform with pride. The bustier top left the lower part of her midriff bare. It also did not cover her nipples. Instead, the small top served to further bush her huge tits up higher, presenting them to anyone who would look. And when serving the Cabal, there were many men who were happy to give Hannah attention.

      She also wore an impossibly short skirt that sat low on her hips and provided the merest amount of modesty. Her pussy was covered, but only barely. It was not uncommon for a man to reach beneath the hem of the skirt and finger her as she stood at attention, or when she was serving drinks. Despite the distraction, Hannah never spilled a drop.

      It was a busy night for Hannah. There was definitely a party going on, although Hannah was unaware why. She was just happy for there to be more men to serve.

      And serve she had. Hannah had lost count of the number of blowjobs she had been given. She did remember giving out a tittiefuck, but that was more because she had to clean up afterward. Despite how hot it was to walk around with a man's cum on her face and tits, it was Cabal rules to always be clean and ready for the next man.

      The one disappointment was how no one had fucked her yet. Hannah's pussy was aching for a big, hard cock to fill her. She wanted nothing more than to get completely pounded.

      As Hannah moved around the banquet hall of the mansion, she kept a lookout for Mr. White. He always seemed to like fucking her. He had taken her in every imaginable way in the weeks since she had accepted her new role. And she had loved every moment of it. But tonight, he was nowhere to be seen.

      She did come across Senator Stackhouse and the future Mrs. Stackhouse making out on a couch. Hannah looked on with envy, wishing a man would do that to her right now. Actually, she wished a man would take it a step further and pull her away from the party so he could fuck what was left of her brains out. Miss Bristol looked absolutely stunning in her slinky dress that showed off her gigantic tits so well. They were truly massive, making Hannah wonder if she should ask for hers to be made even bigger.

      It was late, well after midnight, when Mr. White walked into the room. He was flanked by a man who looked vaguely familiar, but she could not place him. He looked sexy though, just like every other man she met from the Cabal.

      Hannah unknowingly had an additional session with Kari and Emi after the disastrous debate. They helped to refocus her mind, pushing any thoughts about her past into the farthest corners of her mind. All her old memories were still there, but they were so heavily obscured by a happy pink fog, Hannah never actually considered trying to access them.

      And coupled with the mental tweaks, they gave Hannah a few more upgrades. Before, when she had still been running for office, in a barely official capacity, she had still looked her age. Now she looked a decade younger, a woman in her twenties. She had no idea her real age was approaching thirty-four.

      Even though all Cabal members were considered equal by the house bimbos, Hannah's eyes got an extra twinkle when she spotted Mr. White. Somehow she knew he was responsible for her current position and she loved him for it. Hannah could not imagine another life for herself. She was in absolute heaven.

      "Hannah, please come here," Mr. White said, loud enough to be heard over the gathered people, men, some of them with wives and/or girlfriends, and the other house bimbos.

      As Hannah was currently without a specific engagement, she minced over to Mr. White on her tall heels, her huge tits bouncing and jiggling on her chest.

      "Yes, sir?" she asked, cooing as she always did, sticking her chest out as much as possible. Her entire being was one of seduction and service.

      "This is Mr. Pierce," Mr. White said as he waved toward the man beside him. "He's a longtime member, but now he has entered the political ranks of our organization. I want you to show him a good time tonight."

      "Of course, sir," Hannah said. Then she turned toward Mr. Pierce, reaching out and snaking her hand around his arm. "Mr. Pierce, I'd love to be of service to you. Would you like to go someplace more private."

      The two men looked at each other and Mr. White nodded his head. That was all Mr. Pierce needed before he led Hannah off to one of the many private rooms in the mansion.

      The moment the two were alone and the door to the guest bedroom closed, Hannah gracefully dropped to her knees. She looked up at Mr. Pierce with reverence in her eyes.

      "Please, sir, may I suck your cock?"

      Mr. Pierce smiled as he took hold of his belt.

      "No, sir," Hannah said. "Let me."

      She reached up with long-nailed fingers and deftly worked his belt and pants. Soon his cock sprang free and Hannah licked her lips. He was big and hard, the two things she loved most about cocks.

      Without waiting, Hannah leaned forward and ran her tongue along his shaft. Mr. Pierce groaned as a burst of pleasure made his cock twitch. But that was all the encouragement she needed to wrap her plump lips around his cock.

      "Oh fuck, that's good," Mr Pierce groaned as Hannah bobbed her head up and down along his shaft. "You have no idea how long I've wanted this."

      Hannah had no idea what time frame her man of the hour was talking about. She could not consciously remember ever meeting Mr. Pierce before. But she was happy to give him what he needed. This was why she was here. She loved to serve the Cabal.

      Her mouth filled with Mr. Pierce's cock and she sucked it greedily. As her cheeks hollowed out, she began to slurp and moan loudly, the sounds muffled by his member. but it was not just enough to use her tongue, lips and the rest of her mouth. Hannah was a well-trained bimbo and slut. She opened her throat to him and accepted his full length.

      "That's right, take my dick, bitch!" Mr. Pierce shouted, pumping his hips upward. "Take it deep! Fuck yeah!"

      With her hands gripping his ass, Hannah pumped faster and harder on Mr. Pierce's cock. He ran his hands through her long, blonde hair, but he needed to do no guiding. Hannah was fully capable of taking him all on her own.

      Soon she felt Mr. Pierce tense and then release. His cum shot straight into Hannah's stomach, filling her up quickly. Once he finished emptying himself inside her, Hannah pulled away from the base of his cock and swallowed everything that had somehow missed going down her throat, the small hint of cum on her tongue more than enough to put a smile on her face.

      "Holy fuck," Mr. Pierce said as he stumbled backward, sitting back on the bed.

      Hannah looked up at him with the same reverence as before. She then crawled forward and finished helping Mr. Pierce out of his pants, completely removing the clothing from his lower half.

      When Mr. Pierce started to take off his suit jacket, Hannah placed her hand on his knee.

      "No, allow me, sir."

      Hannah rose to her feet, but only to crawl up onto the bed. She kneeled behind Mr. Pierce and slowly removed his jacket. Then she reached over his shoulders, pressing her huge tits into his back, dragging her perpetually hard nipples across his back. She unbuttoned his shirt, taking her time as he slowly recovered from her earlier ministrations.

      "Tell me about yourself, sir," Hannah said. It was not phrased like a question, but it was certainly not an order. She knew her place as a house bimbo. The men were always in charge.

      "I won election tonight," Mr. Pierce said.

      "That's wonderful, sir," Hannah cooed.

      "Please, call me Charlie."

      "That's wonderful, Charlie," she repeated. "Who did you beat?"

      Hannah was just making small talk, so she never expected the answer.

      "You, actually."

      Hannah stopped unbuttoning his shirt for only a moment as she considered this new information. But then she recovered and knew just what to say.

      "No wonder you won. Who would ever vote for a bimbo like me?"

      "About twenty percent," Mr. Pierce said with a chuckle. "I'm guessing that was the boob vote."

      "I do have really big boobs," Hannah admitted. "They're just perfect for a house bimbo like me. But I'm glad you won. I wouldn't even know what to do if I was in your shoes. I'm just a bimbo, happy to serve you and the Cabal."

      Mr. Pierce turned and pressed his lips against Hannah's. She immediately returned his affection, kissing him back with every ounce of passion her body could muster.

      "Would you like to undress me, Charlie?" Hannah asked when they finally broke the kiss.

      Mr. Pierce did not answer with words. Instead he reached up and took hold of the little zipper that ran down the center of Hannah's bustier. It was monogrammed with her name on it, so every man could know her name.

      And if ever there was another Hannah that joined her as a house bimbo, her name would change to Hannah One, with the other being Hannah Two. That was how the Cabal worked. The house bimbos, the maids, all of the women who were not married to a member had no last name. They needed no last name. If Mr. Pierce had called her Miss Dedrick, she would have had no recollection of who he was talking about.

      Once her tits were fully free, Mr. Pierce reached down and pulled on the zipper that ran down her hip. The skirt also had her name printed on it, across her ass, serving as both a laundry mark and an advertisement when she was facing away from an interested party.

      And just like that, Hannah was completely bare, except for her heels. Those could stay on, adding to the eroticism of her body.

      "Are you ready to fuck me now, Charlie?" Hannah cooed, but she already knew the answer.

      Still, Mr. Pierce looked down between his legs to double check. He smirked before answering. "Yes, I am."

      Hannah laid back on the bed, her big tits pushing up off her chest, showing no hint of the pull of gravity upon them. Mr. Pierce turned, looking down at her with hunger in his eyes, his cock already hard and bobbing slightly in time with the pumping of his heart.

      Mr. Pierce turned and climbed up onto the bed, pushing her legs apart with his knees, further exposing herself to him.

      "Please, fuck me," Hannah moaned as she ran her hands over her body, squeezing her big tits together with her arms. She bit her lower lip, a sign of just how aroused she was.

      Hannah was always aroused, always ready, but there was something about Mr. Pierce that got her going even more. There was the familiarity she felt with him that she could not explain. He said her name had been on the ballot, but she had no conscious memory of that. For her, nothing existed before she became a house bimbo for the Cabal. It was the only life she knew, but it was all she wanted. All of her needs were cared for and she got to serve the wonderful men of the Cabal with her sexy and enhanced body. That was all that mattered to her now.

      "Oh, I will fuck you," Mr. Pierce said. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to think."

      Hannah said nothing about how little actual thinking she did. Her brain was empty most of the time, devoid of thoughts. Her specialty was mindless obedience. That was what she loved about herself, after her beautiful body.

      "Yes, please, Charlie."

      Mr. Pierce moved forward, positioning himself at Hannah's entrance. When he pushed his cock inside her, Hannah let out a loud cry. The tightness of her pussy squeezed his cock and sent shivers of pleasure throughout her entire body.

      "Fuck yes," he groaned. He got almost as much pleasure from that first thrust as Hannah had. And while Hannah had been fucked more times in the last few weeks than the totality of her experience before then, her pussy was perfectly formed, always ready to take whatever cock presented itself to her, her muscles always making sure the man was satisfied.

      Mr. Pierce set up a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of Hannah's soaking wet pussy. Each push drove deeper into Hannah until his balls slapped against her. She writhed beneath him, loving every moment of his cock inside of her. But for a bimbo like Hannah, even this was not enough. She lived to serve, but she knew Mr. Pierce could do so much more, pushing himself to the limits of enjoyment, maximizing his sexual pleasure.

      "Harder," Hannah begged. "Fuck me harder."

      Mr. Pierce complied. With each thrust he gave her, he picked up speed and intensity. Soon he was slamming into her as fast as possible, pounding away at Hannah's tight hole. And he loved how she could take it, amazed at what the Cabal could do to a woman. Hannah was a perfect example of politics and technology coming together, making Hannah the perfect receptacle for cock.

      "You're going to make me fucking cum soon," Mr. Pierce groaned. Even with one orgasm already behind him, Hannah was too good to keep him from cumming again soon. The added resistance following his last orgasm paled in comparison to this lovely bimbo devotee to cock and pleasing men.

      "Yes," Hannah moaned, loving every moment of this. She was serving her purpose and the pleasure she received from her sexy body was her greatest reward. "Cum in my pussy. Make me cum with you."

      Hannah felt Mr. Pierce's cock twitch inside of her, a clear sign of what was about to happen next. He had passed his point of no return. Even pulling out could not prevent what happened next.

      "Yes, yes, yes," Hannah chanted as she felt his cock surge with cum. He shot rope after rope of his seed deep inside of her, coating her insides. As he emptied himself inside her, he kept pumping, shooting load after load, emptying himself completely.

      But as Mr. Pierce came, Hannah was cumming, too. Her arms thrashed around her, her big tits bouncing as orgasmic pleasure flooded her body in a cascade, wave after wave flowing through her. Hannah's vision turned white as her body came, filled with her former opponent's seed.

      And as Hannah came, the pink fog that was now always with her retreated for the briefest of moments, giving her a clarity that a bimbo like her could never hope to have. She looked up and saw Mr. Pierce above her, still buried inside of her. She knew who he was and what she represented.

      And then the fog came thundering back, pushing away those thoughts and memories. And Hannah smiled, because she knew it was all unimportant. She was happy now. She might have looked down on bimbos before, but now that she was one, she could not imagine a better life. And what better organization was there to serve than the Cabal? She knew there would be more women turned into bimbos and that made her happy, because as she looked up into Mr. Pierce's eyes, Hannah knew that being a bimbo truly was better.
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