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		"I s this our last meet-up as friends?" Claire asked after Harmony had made a toast. They had each raised their glasses of non-alcoholic champagne in a toast to their friendship.

		Claire, Harmony, and Nadia had been friends for as long as they could remember. Even as they became adults and went their separate ways, they remained friends. Their bond was their birthdays, each of them born within a week of each other. But that bond had only grown over time, making them life-long friends.

		At least that had been the initial hope. Real life got in the way of that. For next week, each one of them would turn twenty-one. And it was law for women on their twenty-first birthdays to report to a bimbo conversion center. Every woman was turned into a bimbo and paired up with a man. It was the way society had operated since before any of them were born. They had been born to bimbos and almost all adult women were bimbos, giving them few role models outside of the bimbo sphere.

		Claire was the oldest by two days. The prospect of becoming a bimbo was not one that she cherished. She had a brilliant mind and was hard at work trying to improve the world with her scientific research before it was too late. Claire only had the weekend left before she needed to report to the bimbo conversion center.

		Given the inevitability of becoming bimbos, many women did not even try. They did the bare minimum to get by until their twenty-first birthday. Because once they entered the bimbo conversion center, their past mattered very little. For some, the three years of adulthood were used to secure a benefactor. Those were the men the bimbos were paired up with.

		There were two types of pairings. For those who found their coupling before the conversion, they were allowed to stay together. This was called a love match, although it was often more of a business arrangement. Wealthy families secured benefactors for their daughters, much as they had done when women were married off to suitable men.

		The other type of pairing came by way of a lottery system. It was quite simple. Names were entered into the computer and matched up. Claire, being so focused on her research, had ignored her family's wishes to secure a love match, and instead left her fate up to the lottery system.

		"I hope this does not mean our friendship is over," Nadia said, voicing the same concern as Claire.

		"We have no way of knowing what will happen to us after the conversions," Harmony said. "Who knows? We might still get to be friends."

		Claire just shook her head. "You at least know you'll be with Felix. It's only now, with my deadline coming Monday, that I'm wishing I had paid a little more attention to men and less to my research."

		"Don't be like that," Harmony said, but knew Clair was probably right. She had taken a different path from her friends, working to secure her future as she spent her days working as a receptionist. "But you're probably right. But all good things come to an end eventually."

		"Maybe not," Nadia said. "Maybe everything will work out for us. I'm just so afraid I will end up with some jerk who only sees me as a piece of ass."

		"That's the bimbo way," Harmony lamented. "Become hot and dumb and obsessed with sexually pleasing a man. But I guess I never really considered what happens at the transition. Do we just get completely reprogrammed or is there still some small part of us remaining."

		The fact all three women were the oldest kids in their families made such information more difficult to obtain. Claire assumed she would still get to see her family. She grew up knowing her grandparents. But she had never considered peer groups. Were those maintained or did they fall by the wayside?

		Claire knew that whichever man won her in the lottery would become her primary focus. That was obvious and all the websites and informational videos made it clear. After Monday, Claire would give up her life in the lab for a life on the arm of a man she had yet to meet.

		"If we don't get to ever do this again," Claire said, raising her glass again, "I want you to know I love both of you. We've gone our separate ways over time, but your friendship means the world to me."

		"Cheers," Harmony and Nadia said in unison, raising their own glasses and clinking them together.

		"I just wish we could drink alcohol before we were bimbos," Harmony lamented.

		"It's to save money," Nadia joked. "Bimbos are known to be cheap dates. A little alcohol and they are ready to blow any man who can get his cock up."

		Claire cringed at the image Nadia spoke of. While her friends had sampled a few men, she had yet to. Her research took all of her focus and time. She only barely made space in her schedule to see her friends.

		However, it was true that while mandatory bimbofication had been introduced nationwide many years ago, the drinking laws had remained the same. And with women required to become bimbos, it kept the system much simpler. If a woman looked like a bimbo, then they could order alcohol. If not, then they were too young.

		Of course, there were some women who opted for earlier bimbofication. That had to be paid for by them, making it more complicated. Or they could be paired with a man who opted to pay for it. But once a woman was paired up and a bimbo, society treated her as if she was of age, regardless of the truth of that.

		Claire and her friends did not go in for early bimbofication. They all waited, enjoying their time as friends.

		And while there was a part of Claire that wanted to drink real booze before Monday, she also knew she still had a deadline to meet. After her outing with Harmony and Nadia, Claire was headed back to the lab, hoping to finish her research before her life changed forever. For that to happen, she needed to be sober.

		The trio of friends laughed the night away, eating and drinking and generally being merry. They ignored the impending changes in their lives, refusing to fully accept how their friendships were coming to an end.

		Claire arrived back at the lab feeling energized, ready to get her research back on track. The meeting with Harmony and Nadia had reminded her of how close her deadline was. She still had a lot of work to do, but she could do it. She believed in herself.

		It was Friday night. The lab was empty, except for Claire. There were no other researchers. All that was left were a couple of cleaners working their way around the building, making sure everything was tidy and in its proper place.

		For Claire, she was in her proper place. There was no secret among the researchers why there was a pillow and blankets on the couch in Claire's office. She slept at the lab more nights than she slept in her own bed. That was just how it was. It was how Claire showed her dedication.

		Unlike most women who were no longer encouraged to pursue advanced studies, Claire had bucked the trend. She graduated high school early and immediately entered college. She enrolled in an accelerated program that saw her paired with the best and the brightest. And even among all those students, Claire still shined. She had a once in a generation mind. All of her professors and now research partners said so. And they all lamented how there were no exceptions that could be made for her now that her bimbofication was upon her.

		As Claire settled into her work for the night, she knew she was up against the clock. Come Monday morning, she had her appointment already scheduled. After that appointment, Claire would no longer care about her scientific achievements, but until then, all she wanted was to complete her research, to have her name included on the journal article. She might even someday win a Nobel Prize. She could imagine herself wiggling and jiggling across the stage to accept the award, probably having no understanding of what she had achieved. For that future Claire, a complete bimbo, she would care more about showing off than she did about the research that won her the award.

		"I'm so close," Claire said. She could sense that she was nearing a breakthrough. It was right there in front of her, staring her in the face. But even as she tried to put it out of her mind, the ticking clock was a distraction. Claire wanted to use every available brain cell to work on research, but her mind kept flitting off toward the realization that the deadline was approaching, second by second.

		It was common for many women who were approaching their twenty-first birthdays to spend time with friends and family. For some, this was a moment to celebrate. Mothers and grandmothers could finally experience their daughters as bimbos, just like they were.

		But for Claire, she felt nothing but pressure. Her heart pounded in her chest and she popped caffeine pills to stay awake. She knew they would degrade her performance, but she had a deadline to meet.

		It was late at night when Claire stumbled into her office and collapsed on the couch. She could only afford a couple hours of sleep, but that was all she needed to become energized again.

		And it went like that all weekend. Two, three, maybe four hours of sleep was all she could afford. But progress was being made. If this were any other weekend, Claire would have gone home. If she did not feel pressured to succeed in the scientific world before her interests were radically changed, she would have at least gone home to take one last look at her apartment. After Monday, it would no longer be hers.

		"Come on," Claire begged late Sunday night. The hours were counting down far faster than she would have liked.

		Suddenly, it all clicked. Everything she had been trying to put together suddenly made sense. She wanted to laugh, but instead she put her head down on her desk and sobbed.

		But even with her breakthrough, there was little time left to act. There was little time left to prepare her scientific report. She had a paper to write. She had only a few hours left and there was no way it would be fully proofed, but she was left to hope it would be enough. She had to hope that it would be enough to put her name into the history books. Or Claire would accept the science textbooks. She just wanted her name and her contributions to science recognized and remembered.
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		Claire was never late. At least she was never late until it came to her appointment at the bimbo conversion center. She was not trying to be late. It was just how it worked out, making one final editing pass on her paper before she hit submit. And by the time that happened, there was no way to arrive at the center on time.

		Fear gripped Claire as she drove across town. She had heard stories about women who tried to skip their appointments. It was not pretty. The authorities were often called, labeling the women a fugitive and using any means available to hunt them down. Claire did not want that to happen. She was, by a general rule, a law abiding woman. She did not even like to speed, always going the speed limit.

		Even now, when it felt as if she was on the brink of being labeled a fugitive from the law, Claire could not bring herself to go above the speed limit. Instead she gripped the steering wheel and hunched her shoulders forward, her brow furrowed as she willed the traffic in front of her to keep moving, not wanting to get stopped at a single stop light.

		When Claire finally arrived, she was over forty minutes late. She ran from where she parked her car to the front door, leaving her panting and a bead of sweat running down her back.

		"I'm so sorry," Claire said as she came up to the front desk. "There was traffic."

		The woman at the front desk looked down at her tablet, where a list of names were shown. "Claire Smith?"

		The receptionist looked like she was about Claire's age. She was not a bimbo, but she certainly had some bimbo qualities. Her face was heavily made up with thick layers of makeup. Her skin was tan, bordering on orange, making it clear she used fake tan. The woman's hair was bottle blonde with her darker roots showing. All of those things were normal for some bimbos, but the lack of enhanced cleavage was the clear sign that Claire was looking at a pre-bimbo. Plus, there were very few actual bimbos in the workforce. The mere fact she was working was a signal she had yet to go through the bimbo conversion process.

		"Yes," Claire said.

		"You're late," the woman said.

		"It wasn't on purpose. I was trying to finish up my last non-bimbo task and it ran over. Besides, I'm here now. I'm not trying to be difficult."

		Claire had no idea what the normal behavior of women arriving at the bimbo conversion center was. Did they arrive having accepted their fate? Were they nervous? Claire was nervous. There was a battle going on inside of her, part of her wanting to run, the other part wanting to follow the rules. It helped that she had submitted her big paper already, the culmination of her life's work. That gave her a sense of peace.

		The receptionist's expression softened. Her heavily lined lips even turned up with a hint of a smile.

		"It's okay," she said. "I understand. You're here now and that's what matters. Welcome to the beginning of the rest of your life."

		"That's an interesting way of putting it," Claire said thoughtfully. Now that her mind was not consumed by her research, she could take a slightly more philosophical stance.

		"I've seen a lot of women come through here. I've heard a lot of things. I know what you're going through. You're having doubts and conflicting emotions."

		"I am."

		"They'll pass. They will fade."

		"Do you believe that?"

		"I do."

		"It's just all so strange."

		"I know. But all of this will happen whether you want it to or not."

		"I know," Claire said.

		"And when it's all done, you'll have a smile on your face and find all of your doubts and concerns to be silly. You have arrived here as merely a woman. When you leave, you'll be a bimbo."

		With that said, the receptionist tapped away on her tablet. When she looked up again, she was all business. "Your appointment was with Dr. Murphy, but because you were late, he's no longer available. But Dr. Tucker has an opening. He's the head doctor for the whole center. So I guess it pays off to be late sometimes."

		Claire stood there for a moment, taking it all in. "I wasn't expecting that. You probably don't believe this, but this is the first time I've ever been late. Punctuality is kind of my thing."

		"Lucky you," the receptionist said. "Dr. Tucker will be out to collect you in a few minutes. Have a seat and relax. You're in the best of hands."

		"Okay, I'll do that," Claire said, not sure if she could relax but thinking maybe she should at least try.

		The receptionist turned her attention back to her computer screen and Claire was left to sit alone. She tried to keep herself calm. She tried to keep her breathing even. But she felt as if she was being pulled in a million directions at once.

		For someone like Claire, the idea of becoming a bimbo seemed wrong. She was brilliant. Everyone she had ever worked with thought so. Some had even suggested she should petition the government to be allowed to work on her research for a few more years. Claire had considered it, but the time required to pursue such a petition would have taken away from her research. Also, in all the years of mandatory bimbofication, the government had never actually approved such a petition. Then again, by the time such a petition made it through the government bureaucracy, the petitioner had already been bimbofied. The process simply took too long.

		Claire's thoughts were interrupted when the receptionist waved her over. "Dr. Tucker will see you now.”

		Claire stood on shaky legs as she made her way over to the receptionist and the man now standing beside her. He was most assuredly a doctor. And the gray hair at his temples gave him a distinguished air. Coupled with his quiet confidence, Claire could only assume this was Dr. Tucker.

		Then again, a lot of men appeared confident. With the vast majority of women being bimbos, they did not need to try particularly hard. Almost everything a man did could seem impressive by bimbo standards.

		“Good morning, Claire,” the man said. “I’m Dr. Tucker. It’s time to get you started on living the rest of your life.”

		“It’s nice to meet you,” Claire said, not knowing how to respond. She held out her hand, expecting to shake his, but the doctor responded unexpectedly. He took the tips of her fingers in his hand, turning her hand over and then leaned down to kiss the back of her hand.

		Claire had never had someone treat her like that. It was unexpected, but it also made her insides flutter. For the first time in her life, she felt desired.

		Not that there was anything romantic in the gesture. But for the first time in her life, Claire actually felt like she was more than just a brilliant mind. She had a feminine desirability, even if she could not hope to compare to the many bimbos out there.

		“Now, if you’ll follow me, we’ll get you started on your new life.”

		Claire followed Dr. Tucker down a hallway. He stopped at a door and opened it for her. "This is my office. Have a seat."

		Her legs still shaky, Claire was thankful for the opportunity to sit down. It was a basic office, reminding her that this was a government building. That both relieved her and scared her. However, even as the head of this bimbo conversion center, Dr. Tucker did not get to show off wealth or power, even if, in a way, he was one of the most powerful men in town.

		Claire watched as the doctor walked around his desk and sat down behind it. He leaned forward and tented his fingers.

		"There's a lot of misconception about what goes on here," he said. "I want you to know that your health and well being are always of top concern for us. But before we begin, I like to have a little chat, just to put you at ease and help make the transition easier."

		Claire swallowed hard, not knowing what to say. And Dr. Tucker could see the look of worry on her face. Claire really did not know what to make of everything. On the one hand, she felt like her life was ending. On the other, she knew every woman went through this process. She might have been brilliant, but she was still just like everyone else.

		"You won't be awake for any of the procedures," the doctor explained once it was clear to him Claire did not know what to say or what to ask. "It will feel like going to sleep and then waking up after a very long nap."

		"How long?" Claire managed to ask.

		"The process takes one to two weeks. It used to take months, but we've come a long way over the years. Technology has improved. So has our understanding of medicine."

		Claire shivered. She was not sure if it was caused by a sudden bit of cold air from the ventilation system or if it came from the doctor's words. Using science and medicine to turn women into bimbos more efficiently somehow seemed wrong to her, even if it was widely accepted.

		"I've gone over your file," Dr. Tucker continued. "There have been no extreme requests. You've been matched with a benefactor through the lottery. His name is Ben Frobisher. I don't have all the details, but he'll be imprinted on you during the conversion process. From my understanding, he works in IT. I assume that makes him pretty smart, but that's just me making assumptions."

		"So I'll become Claire Frobisher?"

		"That is the general idea, but I'm not in the marriage business. What you and Mr. Frobisher decide to do once your conversion is complete is up to you."

		"You mean it will be up to him," Claire countered. "If he's imprinted on me, I'll view him with special authority."

		The doctor cleared his throat. "It's just a figure of speech." They both knew how bimbos were viewed by others and by the law. They were second class citizens in so many ways, with fewer rights and privileges. However, they were also revered, their femininity cherished, their sexuality fully enjoyed. Bimbos might not have the same level of authority in society, but they also were better taken care of than any other class of people. Men had gone to jail for mistreating the bimbos they had been matched with.

		“Well, regardless, Mr. Frobisher has simple tastes,” the doctor continued. “There’s nothing that stands out. And with that said, we can begin right away.”

		Simple tastes were still extreme compared to what came to Claire naturally. She was of average height, but her weight had crept up over time with how focused she had been on her research. But with that weight came a lack of curves, her body just kind of flat and boring. That would surely change. A bimbo without big tits was barely a bimbo at all.

		“Can I make one request?” Claire asked, knowing her fate was sealed.

		Dr. Tucker surveyed his patient, trying to decide how to respond. Was Claire making a last ditch attempt to somehow save herself or did she have a secret bimbo fetish that she had not allowed into her life previously?

		“What do you have in mind?” he finally said.

		“Make sure I’m uninterested in my previous work,” Claire said. “I don’t want to look back with regret. Can you do that for me? Can you make me not just dumb, but uncaring about the woman I have been up until now?”

		The doctor nodded, hiding the look of shock on his face. He had seen a lot of women come through his doors, but not once had a patient ever been quite like Claire. Dr. Tucker knew who Claire was, what she had done, but he ignored that information as he interacted with her. In this situation, she was just like every other woman, even though he knew her bimbofication could be considered a loss for humanity, her intellect and determination greater than anyone else he had ever met. But rules were rules and today was Claire’s bimbofication day.

		“Yes, that can be arranged,” he finally said. It was actually considered standard for women who had taken part in more academic pursuits. The doctor was not a cruel man. When he had leeway, as he did with Claire’s conversion, he wanted to ensure the bimbo was happy with her life.

		“That’s all I ask for.”

		The doctor stood up from his chair. Claire followed suit. He held out his hand, which Claire took, giving it a firm shake. Then he nodded toward the door.

		"If you'll follow me, we'll get you started on your new life."

		Dr. Tucker walked out first, leaving Claire to follow. She took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves. As she was led down the hallway, her fate became more and more concrete. There would be no turning back. After the doctor made his final adjustments, her life would be in his hands and then in those of Ben Frobisher.
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		Claire had felt slightly strange undressing in front of various men, both Dr. Tucker and his nursing staff. Despite the young woman at the receptionist desk, the rest of the staff at the conversion center were men. Their jobs were too advanced for bimbos. There were a few women, like Claire, who could have handled complex jobs, but there was always the deadline, just like Claire faced now. It was better, in the long term, to hire men. That was just how it was under the current laws.

		After Claire pulled off her simple jeans and sweatshirt, followed shortly by her bra and panties, she was placed in a bed with a thin sheet covering her body. Her exposed arms and upper chest broke out in goosebumps from the chilled air in the conversion center.

		The anesthetist entered the room and soothingly counted Claire down, putting her to sleep so her procedure could commence. She would not consciously wake again until it was all complete. And at that point, she would be a bimbo, in body, mind, and soul.

		The process of transforming a woman into a bimbo had changed over the years. With new technological and medical breakthroughs, doctors like Dr. Tucker were able to substantially decrease the required recovery time. The surgeries could still be invasive and complex, but even those had been streamlined over the years, made better and easier for the patients.

		As soon as Claire's eyes were closed and the anesthetist was satisfied with her state of unconsciousness, Dr. Tucker set to work.

		Ben Frobisher had simple taste when it came to bimbos. He loved the blonde hair. He loved the big, fake looking tits. He loved the narrow waist and bubble butt. He loved the plump lips that were perfect for giving blowjobs. He also loved the empty-eyed stare and vapid smile. But more than that, he loved a specific set of piercings, with the common denominator being that the jewelry was pink.

		Big hoop earrings were fun. A belly-button piercing was a requirement. Tongue stud, nipple piercings and even a vertical clit hood piercing were also highly prized. He even liked the idea of his bimbo wearing a belly chain, bangles, armlets, and anklets, all in pink. Everything else she wore could be whatever color she chose, but pink jewelry was a requirement.

		However, there was so much more that was needed to create a bimbo under the hood that what one could see from the outside. Turning Claire into a bimbo required more than just giving her breasts implants and replacing her brown hair with blonde. There were physical changes that went beyond the skin deep level of beauty that bimbos were known for. Efficiencies were made in the various bodily systems. Certain types of nerves were stimulated to grow stronger and more abundant. The body was transformed into not just one that looked like it was ready to fuck at any moment, but one that truly was.

		And all of that was before any work was done on the mind. Claire's brain was exceptional in so many ways. It had a brilliance that few could match, both men and women. But all of those brain cells would need to be repurposed. All of those connections that had been made over the years that made Claire such a good scientist needed to be broken, with new connections made that would give her the mind of a bimbo.

		In the beginning, once mandatory bimbofication was instituted, there had been more leeway given around women maintaining their intelligence. However, the success rate for smarter bimbos just was not there. Even with smoking hot bodies and libidos that would not quit, the smart bimbos simply did not work out. There was a disconnect that kept them from achieving maximum bimbo status.

		In response, the laws were updated, requiring a maximum IQ for all bimbos. It left converted women to fully embrace being bimbos. There was nothing else they could be.

		Once Dr. Tucker completed the physical work, he prepared Claire's new mental landscape. He could not simply upload the new her into her brain. There had been a lot of research into that and it was probably the next big breakthrough in the bimbo conversion process. Until that happened, however, the doctor was left to more conventional means.

		The anesthetist lowered the dose of the drugs keeping Claire unconscious. It was not enough to wake her, but it was enough to bring her into a trance. From there, he accessed her mind, reshaping her thoughts, breaking down her barriers. Slowly, but surely, her mind was reformed. Memories from before were made harder to access, especially from the previous three years of adulthood.

		And while Claire's thoughts were being turned toward her new purpose, a presence was added into her mind. There was an image there, inserted into her mind, of a man. It was an imprint. Her mind was trained to associate this man with love and adoration, with obedience and pleasure.

		All of this mental work was done while Claire's body recovered from the heavy physical modifications. And even though she was not fully asleep, she was in a state she would not remember either. It was a black box, with only the male staff at the bimbo conversion center knowing what exactly was happening to her.

		It was two weeks from the day she first arrived that Claire's eyes fluttered open. She looked up at the pink-tiled ceiling, laying in a comfortable bed, her body completely bare beneath a thin hospital sheet.

		Claire's mind did not immediately fire up. Her thoughts remained blank for several moments. She just laid there, staring at the ceiling, her thoughts completely silent.

		When her mind did boot into full, awakening for the first time in her new reality, a vapid smile formed on Claire's lips. Her eyes were wide, but remained empty, devoid of intelligence.

		And it was only when a tingle formed deep in her belly, connected straight to her pussy, that Claire even moved.

		"Mmm," Claire moaned lightly as she stretched ever so slightly. She raised her head and looked down at her body, her view blocked by the size of her tits as they stuck straight up off of her chest.

		Even though this was Claire's first time waking up in her new bimbo body, it all felt completely natural to her. She reached up beneath the covers and grabbed onto the two mounds lifting the sheet away from her chest.

		"Wow," Claire said in a soft and high-pitched voice. She did not notice the difference in how she spoke. She had a hard time thinking about anything. But that was only partly because of her transformed mind. The rest was from the pleasure of her hands on her tits, squeezing and fondling herself.

		It was easy to turn Claire on now. Her arousal was nearly always present. But even the slightest touch could send her into sexual overdrive. Her body had been rebuilt for sex and her mind made pliable by her overactive libido.

		It took time, but Claire eventually sat up. She let the thin bed sheet fall away from her body, revealing her bimbo body more fully. Her breasts were big and round, sticking off of her chest as if they had been bolted on.

		Looking down, Claire's vision was framed by long, thick lashes, permanent additions to her eyes. But her eyelashes were not what drew her attention. Instead, it was the pink barbells that now decorated her nipples, making them stand hard and erect, matching her amped up arousal.

		But those barbells were not the only pink items she could now see. Looking down between her cleavage, she could see another pink barbell, this one pierced through her belly-button. There were others, too, but Claire had yet to discover them. There was a pink stud in her tongue, a permanent fixture that would aid in putting her new lips to full use. There was also a pink stud through her clit hood, with the rounded end of the curved barbell resting directly on her clit, always ensuring her body felt the need for sex.

		Even as Claire took in her new body, she was not fully appreciating it. She struggled to think about it. She struggled to think at all. And as much as she wanted to lay back and let her now long-nailed fingers dance between her legs, she ended up climbing out of bed, a small curious nature about her still remaining.

		There was a mirror across the room. Claire pushed her feet off the side of the recovery bed and then lowered herself to the ground. She landed on her toes, but her heels did not drop to the cold tile floor. She remained perched on her toes, her legs and feet permanently altered for walking in heels.

		When Claire was standing, her heels fully off the floor, she stepped forward, toward the mirror. But her first step was difficult. The muscle memory that had been retained from her previous existence was of far less use. She knew how to walk, but her muscles rebelled at her new proportions and her new center of gravity. Claire had never been so top heavy before and she had to deal with it while only standing on her toes.

		But eventually she made it. And when Claire stepped in front of the mirror, seeing her new self for the first time, she gasped. "Oh my God."

		The sound was soft, her voice high pitched and not her own, but it was not her fault. It was the perfect bimbo voice, the type of voice that screamed sex, but that was the extent of Claire's thought process. She was not thinking anything more than the pleasure of having her tits out on display, and how sexy they looked.

		Claire looked like the perfect bimbo. She looked like a model, someone photoshopped into place to provide a sexual base on which to photograph the sexiest of lingerie. Not that Claire was wearing any of that. She was fully nude, only decorated by a few pink pieces of jewelry.

		But there was such a disconnect between the image of the bimbo in the mirror and the vague memories of who she had been before, Claire found herself staring at the mirror, admiring her reflection’s perfect skin, hourglass figure, and long, wavy blonde hair. She was the total package, a complete bimbo. And it was almost impossible to convince Claire's brain that she was looking at herself.

		"Hi there," Claire said, her voice coming out smooth and sensual. It would take some time to get used to, but so would everything else. Little did she know how it often took additional weeks for the new bimbos to acclimate to their new forms. There was a learning process that came with such a significant change.

		Claire waved at her reflection and then giggled when her reflection waved back. The slowness of her mind made it difficult for her to connect the instantaneous reaction of her mirror image. And it only confused her when she saw her reflection's mouth moving but no sound coming out.

		"Are you okay?" Claire asked. "You're really hot."

		She continued to stand there, perched on her toes, posing her body by turning side to side, trying to keep her best side always on display. Not that Claire had a bad side. She looked amazing from every direction now.

		"I'm so silly," Claire finally announced, complete with another round of giggles. She had finally figured out she was looking in a mirror.

		But her mental failure did nothing to allow her to tear her eyes away from her reflection. Claire studied herself as she continued posing. Round hips, a bubble butt, a narrow waist, and gravity defying tits certainly made for an appealing image. Coupled with a vacant expression with her plump lips, she looked every bit the bimbo that she now was.

		The door opened to Claire's room, but she did not try to cover herself. She simply turned her gaze from the mirror. The sight of Dr. Tucker put a smile on her face. It was not a smile for him, however. It was a smile for any man. Every man, no matter what they looked like, was worthy of a smile from Claire now. A man had a cock and even though Claire had never experienced anything with a cock before, she was eager to try. Cocks were really important to her now.

		"I see you're awake and moving around," Dr. Tucker said as he swept into the room, closing the door behind them. "How are you feeling?"

		Claire immediately giggled. That was her default response following a question. Sometimes that was enough of an answer. Unfortunately, it was not this time.

		"Um," Claire said, trying to collect her thoughts. Everything seemed to happen inside her mind at a slow rate, leaving her behind. "I feel good. But I'm, like, super turned on and stuff. Is that normal?"

		Dr. Tucker smiled, which in turn put a smile on Claire's face. "It's perfectly normal for a sexy bimbo like yourself. It's just a lot to take in right now. Give it time and you'll get used to your new life."

		"That's good," Claire commented. But then her eyes lost focus and it was unclear what she was thinking, if she was thinking at all.

		"I take it you enjoy being a bimbo with your sexy body and outrageous libido?"

		Another giggle came with the question. "Of course," Claire then said. "I'm, like, super sexy now. Guys will want to fuck me, right? I'm, like, super horny, too."

		Dr. Tucker laughed at the impossibly honest bimbo before him. Claire was no longer capable of lying. She could barely explain anything, her few remaining thoughts swimming upstream against a gushing flow of her libido.

		"Well, since you're feeling good, it's time to get you dressed. One of my staff brought you an outfit to wear, but you were still sleeping, so you probably didn't see it."

		Claire looked down, seeing her nude body. She felt it was such a shame to cover up even an inch of her flawless skin. But at the same time, a new outfit excited her. The mental training while she had been in the deep trance during her recovery had drilled a love of fashion into her mind. Fashion was a great way to focus on looking as sexy as possible.

		"Oh goodie," Claire squealed as she pranced over to the chair in the corner where a skimpy outfit had been left for her.

		"I'll let you get dressed," Dr. Tucker said. "Just knock on the door when you're ready to come outside. There's someone I want you to meet."

		Claire only gave Dr. Tucker a nod, not fully hearing him. She was too focused on the prospect of an outfit to decorate her body with. Clothing had a simple purpose. It was supposed to make her look even sexier.

		And as soon as Claire started pulling on the gifted outfit, she had to agree that it did exactly what she needed it to. The blue halter top lifted her already impressive tits even higher on her chest. And the cropped nature of the top left her midriff bare, including her pink belly-button jewelry.

		The clit hood piercing was not something she could as easily show off, but the short blue skirt hugged her hips and ass while keeping her legs on full display.

		Of course, there were no panties. Bimbos did not wear panties, at least as a general rule. There were exceptions, but they did not apply in this instance.

		The final addition to Claire's outfit was a pair of high-heeled shoes. The moment she slipped them on, she let out a sigh of relief, her heels finally supporting her body again. High heels would always be needed if she wanted to have her heels actually support her.

		Once dressed, Claire spent several minutes running her fingers through her hair. Her hair and her nails would both need a professional's help. Makeup would be needed, too, but it had yet to be provided to her.

		Claire parted her lips, beginning to smile, when she spotted a flash of pink from behind her perfectly white teeth. She opened wider and stuck her tongue out, seeing the pink tongue stud for the first time. After she pulled her tongue back into her mouth, she giggled, an image of her lips wrapped around a cock, with her pierced tongue running up and down the shaft. It was enough to make her mouth water.

		However, without an actual cock available, Claire pushed the fantasy aside and stepped toward the door to her room, her heels clicking and clacking on the tile. She reached up and rapped her knuckles against the door.

		A moment later, the door opened. Dr. Tucker was there. His eyes lingered on her body. That was enough to increase the heat she felt in her belly, the desire for hot sex at the forefront of her mind. However, as much as she wanted Dr. Tucker to fuck her, or at least let her suck his cock, there was something holding her back. There was a person she was promised to, although she could not remember his name and had no idea what he looked like. All she knew was that she was promised to him.

		"Looking good," the doctor said. "Are you ready to meet your benefactor?"

		The mention of her benefactor snapped something inside of Claire's mind and she forgot about the doctor and his cock. Her smile returned in full force and she nodded eagerly.

		"I bet he's, like, super hot," Claire said. "I can't wait for him to fuck me."

		Dr. Tucker fought the urge to laugh at Claire's words. They were certainly not anything he ever expected to hear from her before the bimbo conversion. The old Claire was uninterested in men and sex, at least for the most part. Her passion was her scientific research and she knew she had a deadline to complete it. That was what mattered. Her life as a bimbo could come later.

		But that time was now. Claire had been turned into a bimbo. And now she was ready to fulfill her destiny.

		"Do you remember his name?" Dr. Tucker asked.

		Claire looked up at the doctor's face, trying to decide if it was a trick question. Even though he had shared Ben Frobisher's name with her, that was before her mind had been completely altered. It had been before she was a bimbo.

		Claire giggled. Then she shook her head. "I forget. I'm such a bimbo, aren't I?"

		Now it was the doctor's turn to laugh, although his chuckle was much more related to how easily Claire put herself and her intelligence down. Not that being a bimbo was a negative. Dr. Tucker would not be the head of the local bimbo conversion center if he viewed bimbos as a lower state of being. Instead, he saw it as a better state for his patients, becoming femininity personified. There was little need for brains when there was so much body to enjoy.

		"Yes, you are," Dr. Tucker said. Claire giggled again, her brain struggling to accept her new reality and still understand everything at the same time. It was a losing effort. "But there's nothing wrong with that. Now let's go meet your benefactor."

		"Yay," Claire cheered as Dr. Tucker led her down the hall.

		The doctor led Claire to his office. She expected to see an empty office when he opened the door. But there was a man sitting in front of the desk, facing away from the door.

		Claire felt as if the world was moving in slow motion. She watched as the man stood up and turned around. The moment she saw his face, everything just clicked into place. His name popped into the forefront of her mind. This was Ben. This was Ben Frobisher. This was her perfect man.

		"Hello, Claire," Ben said as Claire's eyes widened. They still showed no real intelligence, but they showed pure love and adoration. Everything slotted into place in her mind, the imprint completely successful.

		Claire bit her lip, not sure what to say. Already her mind was becoming used to the lack of important thoughts, but now she was inundated with loving feelings and she did not know how to respond.

		"I hope you find her satisfactory," Dr. Tucker said. "Claire is a special girl. You have no idea what you got here. This girl was brilliant, but now she's your bimbo. I want you to remember that."

		However, Ben was not completely listening. His eyes traveled up and down Claire's body, exploring her every visible curve. She was exactly what he had hoped for. And the pink jewelry was the perfect touch.

		"Oh, yes, she's perfect," Ben finally said, realizing the doctor had spoken to him. "And I can take her home with me?"

		"She's yours now," the doctor said. "Take her home, but make sure you fuck her. Bimbos need fucking, especially when they're fresh like this. Claire here is going to be horny as fuck. Having a bimbo requires work. And let me remind you that if you're found to have mistreated her in any way, she can be removed from you and a new benefactor found."

		"You won't have to worry about a thing," Ben said. "I'll be taking good care of her." He turned toward Claire who had stepped up to his side and pressed her tits into his arm. "Let's go, Claire. It's time to go home."

		Claire simply giggled, eager to begin her new life as Ben's bimbo.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Ben was a nerdy guy. He worked in IT and it showed. Although he kept himself in decent shape and he had used his free time to earn enough money to make sure Claire's adjustment to life as a bimbo was easy for her. He would take her shopping, purchasing a new wardrobe for her.

		Further funds would be forthcoming after the government auction that sold off all of Claire's old possessions. Her old apartment would be cleaned out, generating a little extra income for Ben and making the apartment available for a new renter.

		But none of that mattered as Ben drove Claire to her new home. They would live together, eventually getting married. He wanted to give Claire a chance to settle in before he threw the stress of a wedding on her. In most instances, stress washed right off of bimbos, but there was something primal about a wedding that could undo all of the mental changes into a bimbo that left the majority of benefactors waiting before official nuptials were performed.

		It was not a long drive, but it still required traveling across most of the city. Claire could not take her eyes off of Ben. While his eyes were on the road, hers were on him, studying every inch of him. She was left in wonder at how such a perfect man could exist. That was the nature of the imprinting process, but even if Claire understood why she felt like she did, she could not help but feel it in her core.

		However, Claire's libido soon became an issue. Her eyes traveled down Ben's body, landing on his crotch and the tent in his pants from his straining cock. Even focusing on the road could not make his cock soften while he was in the car with such a beautiful bimbo specimen.

		Claire licked her lip as she reached across the center console. Ben went stiff as she ran her fingers over his bulge.

		"Would you, like, mind if I sucked your cock?" Claire asked.

		Ben swallowed hard, both excited about having Claire to himself, but also nervous, because he had never even thought about receiving road head before. He worried he might crash the car.

		But eventually Ben nodded his head, giving his permission. He needed this as much as Claire did.

		"I've wanted to do this ever since I first saw you," Claire admitted as she slowly freed Ben's cock. It sprang to attention, big and hard. "But I, like, never knew you would be so big and stuff."

		Ben grunted at Claire's words and his cock twitched in response. He watched with fascination as Claire bent over the console, taking his cock between her plump lips and her long hair falling into his lap.

		Claire wasted no time, deep throating his cock as soon as she was able, her mouth stretching around him as her lips landed at the base of his cock. She wanted to stare up at him, her eyes showing her love for him, but the angles were all wrong. But that would not stop her from continuing her work, pleasuring his cock with the warmth and wetness of her mouth.

		Using her tongue, Claire's tongue danced over Ben's cock, licking every inch of skin she could reach. She was on a mission, however, and her tongue only occasionally poked out past her lips. And every time she took him into her throat, both Ben and Claire expected her air to be cut off, but somehow she could still breathe, another internal change that made Claire even better of a bimbo.

		Ben let out a shuddering moan as the pleasure built within his core. He reached down, gripping her blonde hair, not holding her down, but rather enticing her to suck his cock harder and faster. And all the while he kept driving, somehow keeping the car at a steady speed and within the lane.

		Claire was happy to comply. Her own need was great, but the prospect of making Ben happy and putting him off was not something she wanted to experience. She bobbed up and down, eager to receive her reward for a job well done.

		However, even as Ben guided her head, he was not close to cumming. He had trained himself over the previous months, adding to his stamina. Ever since he found out he had been accepted into the lottery, he prepared himself, wanting to be ready for when he had a libidinous bimbo at his beck and call. For he saw it his duty to please his bimbo just as much as she pleased him.

		It went on like that for what could have been minutes or hours. Ben kept his eyes focused on the road ahead, one hand on the wheel, and the other hand on Claire's head, his fingers wrapping through her long, blonde hair. But nothing could last forever.

		"I'm going to cum," Ben grunted, giving Claire a chance to pull away if she wanted to, but she simply pushed him further into her throat, not wanting to miss a drop of his seed.

		And then, as her lips wrapped around the base of Ben's cock, his cum exploded forth, his first load given to his bimbo. Claire drank him down, every single drop, making sure she did not miss any, filling her belly with his seed.

		Once Ben finished his orgasm, Claire pulled herself off of Ben's cock, using the back of her hand to wipe their combined juices from her lips.

		"That was, like, amazing," Claire said, her voice sounding sweet and innocent, but also dazed. "I loved it. Did you?"

		"It was great," Ben agreed. He pulled his cock away from Claire and then stuffed himself back into his pants. Claire adjusted the skirt of her outfit to hide the wet spot between her legs, a small but visible patch of arousal created from sucking her benefactor off so hard.

		But their trip continued. Ben used that time to tell Claire about what their life would be like together, how he intended to marry her when the time was right. Claire bounced in her seat with excitement, her tits jiggling and almost making Ben take his eyes off the road. He could sense how they moved on her chest. However, after successfully navigating road head, he did not want to crash just because his bimbo made her boobs jiggle.

		Claire listened, although it was unclear how much she would retain. Her new memory was untested and it would certainly be less than what it had been before. The old Claire was smart and possessed a memory that rivaled everyone she knew, but that was in the past. Just looking at the new Claire, it was obvious how much she would struggle with even simple mental tasks. Her purpose for being was not her brain, but her body, and that was how she and Ben both wanted it to be.

		Once Ben parked the car, he rushed around to help Claire out of the passenger seat.

		"You're so sweet," she cooed in response. She also leaned into him, pressing her tits against his body. That seemed like the sort of thing he would like. And it felt even better with the barbells in her nipples. Even now, her nipples and jewelry tented the fabric of her halter top, making it clear what lay beneath.

		However, as soon as they were both inside of Ben's house, now their house, they both knew what needed to happen next. Ben's cock was still hard and Claire had yet to be fucked. A blowjob pleased him, but it did little to satisfy a bimbo's heightened libido.

		The door slammed shut and Ben grabbed Claire by the shoulders, pushing her up against the closed door. His lips met hers and they kissed each other with a passion neither of them had ever experienced before. Their tongues mingled, Ben tasting the remnants of each other on her lips.

		"You're perfect," Ben groaned into Claire's mouth, still kissing her eagerly.

		"You're amazing," Claire moaned back, her head feeling hazy, the pleasure between her legs too much for her to think straight.

		"I've waited so long for this," Ben said, pulling away from Claire, but only so he could throw her over his shoulder.

		"For this?" she squealed, her legs kicking at air.

		"Yes," Ben replied, striding forward as he carried Claire through the house. A tour could happen later. He had more important things to think about, like fucking her in their bed.

		Ben carried Claire into the bedroom and dropped her onto the bed. She squealed again when she hit the bed, but she bounced harmlessly, her tits once again jiggling. That elicited a giggle from her lips before she looked up to see Ben standing over her.

		He slowly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a muscular chest beneath. Ben might have looked nerdy fully clothed, but as soon as his shirt came off, he got hotter.

		Claire reached up behind her neck and slowly untied her halter top. She dropped the two sides and let the fabric fall away from her tits, revealing her hard nipples and the piercings.

		Ben's breath caught in his throat at the sight of Claire's tits. They were exactly as he had imagined they would be. She really was perfect, in every single way.

		"Are you going to, like, fuck me now?" Claire asked.

		Ben growled. "I'm going to do a lot more than that."

		He quickly stripped off his pants and underwear, letting his cock spring to attention, standing straight up and proud before Claire's hungry eyes.

		"That's so big," she said with a sigh as her pussy tingled with desire.

		Ben reached down and pushed his fingers beneath the waistband of her skirt. He then pulled hard, lifting her ass up off the bed. The skirt slid down her legs, leaving Claire wearing only her high heels. And those could stay on.

		"Fuck, that clit hood piercing looks hot," Ben growled.

		"Yeah it does," Claire agreed, her breathing growing ragged. "But, like, will you fuck me now? Please?"

		"Oh, I'm going to fuck you," Ben promised as he climbed onto the bed and hovered over his bimbo bride-to-be. "I'm going to fuck you hard."

		"Oh goodie," Claire sighed, her mind finally overwhelmed by her own desire to be fucked and filled by a cock. She wanted Ben's cock buried deep within her pussy, fucking her until she was nothing but a pile of goo.

		Ben grabbed one of Claire's legs and pulled her closer. Then he lowered his cock down, pressing it between her thighs, against her clit and her pussy, but not entering her.

		"You like that?" Ben asked, looking down at Claire, whose head was turned to the side, her eyes closed as she bit her lip, waiting for him to continue.

		"Yeah," she groaned, her hands balled into fists as her desire burned within her core, waiting for a release.

		Ben shifted his weight, pushing his cock into Claire's wet pussy, making her squeal with joy and anticipation. He thrust deeply, pushing himself to the hilt as his balls pressed against her ass.

		"Oh my God," Claire cried out, her voice echoing through the house.

		Ben pulled back, almost out of her, only to thrust back in. He began fucking Claire with quick and deep strokes, just the way she wanted to be fucked.

		"Oh, please, fuck me harder," Claire pleaded, her eyes fluttering open, but remaining unfocused.

		"With pleasure," Ben grunted as he pulled out of Claire's pussy and flipped her over so that she was on her stomach. Then he grabbed her hips and lifted her ass up in the air, presenting her pussy for his cock to ravage.

		Claire sighed with pleasure as Ben's cock drove into her pussy, plunging deep, his balls slapping against her clit with each thrust.

		Ben fucked Claire hard and fast, not even having to think about it, his body moving on its own, following Claire's natural rhythm as he pounded her pussy from behind. He grabbed her blonde hair, pulling on it, keeping her back arched and her ass up in the air, giving him easy access to her wet cunt.

		And just as his body moved of its own accord, Claire's body reacted in a similar fashion. It was a natural bimbo response, her body overflowing with pleasure and lust as her pussy dripped with juices, begging for release.

		"Yes," Claire moaned. "So fucking good. Make me cum. Fill me up. Treat me like a fucking bimbo."

		"Yes, yes, yes," Ben chanted as he kept fucking her, his hips slamming into her ass over and over again, the flesh clapping together as his balls bounced off her pussy lips.

		The pleasure within Claire was reaching a fevered pitch and Ben could feel it, too. They were both reaching the end of their endurance, getting closer and closer to the edge with each stroke, each thrust, each pounding of his cock into her pussy.

		"Fill me up," Claire cried out, her pussy quivering on Ben's cock. "I'm, like, super fucking close."

		Ben was right behind her, his hips bucking erratically as he continued fucking his bimbo. She pushed back with her hips, trying to take him deeper, to increase the intensity.

		"Here it comes, slut," Ben roared as his cock twitched inside of her. This was his point of no return. His orgasm was inevitable. And he was going to make damn sure it was a huge one, filling his bimbo full of his hot cum.

		Claire could not have agreed more. She pressed back into Ben's thrusting hips, his cock now deep inside of her as he exploded. His cum splattered her pussy walls and her insides tingled at the sensation, every nerve firing off as her own orgasm raced through her.

		Claire screamed out as she came, the pleasure building through her, filling her with erotic ecstasy. Wave after wave flowed through her, filling her body as her arms spasmed at her sides, her hips writhing within Ben's grasp.

		Their bodies remained locked together, Ben's cock buried deep within her pussy as his cum poured out of him, coating her insides, warming her from the inside out, the pleasure only building with each burst of seed he released. It just kept going and going, surprising both of them.

		But eventually all things must end. Their shared orgasm was over. Ben pulled out and collapsed onto the bed beside Claire. She cuddled up next to him, enjoying his warmth and strength. She breathed in deeply, enjoying the scent of Ben and sex.

		But just as they were about to drift off to sleep in each other's arms, Ben's phone rang.

		Grumbling, he slid off the bed and found his phone.

		"Hello," he said, sounding grumpy.

		"I am trying to reach Claire Smith," said the male voice on the other end of the line. "Do I have the right number?"

		Ben pulled the phone away from his ear. "Babe, I think it's for you."

		Claire looked just as confused as Ben, but she held out her hand and Ben handed her the phone.

		"Hello?" she said, not even sure if she was holding the electronic device correctly.

		"Claire Smith?" the male voice said on the other end of the call.

		"Um, like, yeah," Claire responded. She did not sound very sure of herself, but she was just so confused.

		"I'm calling about the paper you submitted a couple weeks ago," the man said. "It's amazing and I was wondering if you would consider presenting it at a conference next month."

		"Why would anyone want to hear a bimbo do that?" Claire asked. "I'm not, like, good with science and shit. It's boring and confusing. I don't like to think about that stuff."

		There was silence on the phone for a moment, making Claire wonder if the man had hung up. But then he finally responded. "You turned twenty-one. I get it now. I'm sorry to bother you. Enjoy your life as a bimbo." Then he hung up.

		"What was that about?" Ben asked as he took the phone back from Claire.

		She giggled and shook her head. "I don't even know. Now how about we, like, fuck again?"

		Ben smiled. "Yeah, I think we can do that."

		Claire had met her deadline. She had achieved her scientific dreams. And now she could live out her life in blissful bimbo ignorance with the man she loved and adored. Claire was happy. That was all that mattered.
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