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		Nadia awoke on the morning of her twenty-first birthday with resolve in her heart. Today was the day she was legally required to report to the bimbo conversion center. She knew Claire and Harmony had already gone, but their conversions were not yet complete. It took time to turn a normal woman into a bimbo, and neither of her friends were normal.

		But unlike her friends, Nadia had no intention of submitting to the procedure that would take away her identity and freedom of thought. She would not become a bimbo.

		She had planned her escape for years, saving money from her job and preparing a go-bag with essential supplies. All Nadia wanted was a chance to be herself, living on her own in nature. Out there, she could live simply and devote herself to meditation, far away from the city and prying eyes.

		Nadia took one last look around her sparse apartment. She would miss parts of this life, but she would not miss the constant fear and oppression bearing down on young women like her. Shouldering her bag, she stepped outside and took a deep breath. The rising sun marked the first day of a new life on her own terms.

		With caution but no hesitation, Nadia set off on the lonely road north. She was finally free to live by her rules and values. The future stretched ahead of her, open and unwritten.

		North of the city was a public forest that stretched for miles. That was where she would go first. The few women who tried to run from the bimbo catchers, as they were called, always seemed to maintain the comforts of civilized life. They were caught in hotel rooms and the homes of friends.

		Nadia had no friends left. They were both on their way to being bimbos. Instead, she had to rely on herself. Nadia was vaguely aware of a few cabins in the forest. They were not the sort of place one could live, but they could provide shelter for her at first, before she moved further away from civilization.

		The winding forest trail felt endless as Nadia hiked through the morning hours. She kept glancing over her shoulder, half expecting to see police officers of the amorphous bimbo catchers emerging from the woods behind her. She did not even know what she was looking for, but the trail remained empty, with no signs of pursuit.

		As the sun rose higher in the sky, Nadia started to feel pangs of hunger. She had packed some non-perishable food items, but decided to stop and forage for some wild berries and edible plants. Her preparation for this moment had included a great deal of study, learning everything she could about living in nature as a hunter and gatherer. And considering she was unlikely to find any game to hunt, she was ready to gather.

		As she collected the forest's bounty, she remembered what it felt like to not be running, to just be part of a community going about a normal day's work. There was still a part of her that missed it, but she knew this was better. Nadia preferred to be on her own, away from a society that turned every woman into a bimbo on their twenty-first birthday. As far as she was concerned, it was a barbaric practice, but one that society had accepted for generations.

		Nadia knew she couldn't linger too long, not wanting to leave an obvious trail for someone to follow. She continued on her way, snacking on the berries as the trail twisted deeper into the lush forest. The miles rolled by uneventfully, bringing her closer to refuge.

		By mid-afternoon, she reached the turnoff indicated by her hand-drawn map. An overgrown side path wound its way uphill through the trees. She followed its crumbling contours, eventually arriving at a secluded cabin. Home, at least for the night.

		Nadia stepped inside and took a deep breath of the musty air. The cabin would need some airing out so that she could experience the crisp forest air inside as well as outside. But even that made her smile, because she was off the grid and on her own. And here, there were no bimbos allowed.
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		Mr. Valen had an easy job. All he had to do was round up the women who refused to show up to the bimbo conversion center on their twenty-first birthdays. And, for the most part, women did what they were supposed to do. They followed the law.

		For some women, becoming a bimbo was a part of their dream. They had been raised by bimbos, learned how wonderful such a life could be. They were eager to give up independent and critical thinking for a life spent as feminine sex personified.

		Then there were the women who simply accepted their fate. This had been Harmony. She knew there was nothing she could do to avoid her fate, so she accepted it. She even entered into a love match instead of relying on the lottery to assign her a benefactor, preferring the man she knew than the stranger.

		Claire was another kind of woman. She had accepted her fate, but she treated it as a deadline. She tried to pack a lifetime of achievement into the years leading up to her twenty-first birthday. She had been brilliant, having submitted a groundbreaking scientific paper, but now she was on her way to being just another bimbo.

		Not that Huxley was aware of either Harmony or Claire. He did not deal with the women who turned themselves over to their fate. Huxley Valen was a man for the chase, which only brought him into contact with the runners.

		Women who ran were few and far between, but it was Huxley's job to track down the women who tried to circumvent society. It was not every day that he had an assignment. That was what made his job easy most of the time. All he had to do was sit at his desk, often reading a book or managing his financial portfolio.

		However, when a woman did run, it was his job to track her down. He did not rest until she had captured the wayward woman, bringing her under the heel of the government's mandatory bimbo conversion program.

		"Mr. Valen, we have a possible runaway," the voice said over the intercom.

		Huxley sat up straight, ready to work. He reached out and pressed the intercom button.

		"Send the file in." It was an order. Huxley might have been young, barely older than the women he routinely captured, but he was skilled and was already a highly sought-after member of the bimbo catchers.

		It took only a few minutes before the requested file arrived. The bimbo conversion center had captured a video of a woman leaving the city limits. That alone was enough to draw Huxley's attention.

		The video showed a slender black-haired woman walking out of the city. She carried a large pack on her shoulders and had a determined look on her face.

		"We have confirmation that she's a runner?" Huxley asked. "Do we have a confirmed missed appointment?"

		"It's Nadia Sokol," his assistant replied. "She missed her appointment this morning. It's her birthday and she never showed. Instead, we have confirmed pictures of her leaving town on foot."

		"They always forget about the cameras," Huxley mused. "The stupid bitches."

		Huxley scanned the file quickly, memorizing the details. Nadia Sokol. That was the name. He also had her pictures from the cameras. It was her, all right. She did look determined and strong. The first thing to do was figure out where she was heading. Once he knew that, he could formulate a strategy to catch her.

		"Get me a car and a driver," Huxley ordered. "I want to be out there in an hour."

		The assistant had little choice but to obey. Huxley Valen was a highly effective tracker of women. He was also a respected member of the team, who could take charge when the need arose.

		The hour passed quickly for Huxley as he waited for the car to arrive. He made some mental notes about what he would need. A gun to protect himself was a given. He was more likely to encounter other people out in the forest. Then there would be the element of surprise. He would want to keep Nadia under surveillance for a while. Then he would need a plan for capturing her and bringing her back to civilization.

		The car arrived on time. Huxley climbed inside and settled into the plush leather seats. He closed his eyes, allowing himself to relax for the few moments it would take to get out of the city.

		He was aware of Nadia's direction of travel. It would take her north through a forest preserve, which meant he had a good idea of her possible location.

		Huxley opened his eyes and checked the GPS navigation system on the dashboard. The car's course would bring it to within a few miles of where he suspected Nadia's trail would take her.

		"We're approaching the point of intercept," the driver announced.

		"Let me out as close as you can get me," Huxley said. He would need to make his move before Nadia slipped out of his grasp.

		When Huxley stepped out of the car, he was still dressed in his suit and trench coat. Normal men would have at least changed his shoes, preferring a hiking shoe of some sort. Not Huxley. He always wore suits and nice shoes, placing him within the upper echelons of society.

		Huxley was not a man who needed to work. He had inherited enough money to keep him in a high standard of living. But Huxley both needed to keep himself busy and wanted to contribute to society. And if there was one thing he believed with all of his being, it was that society was better off with every woman turned into a bimbo. If he had it his way, women would report as soon as they became adults. Bimbos were simply better in every way. Where nature had failed, mankind had stepped in and made it right.

		Huxley nodded to the driver of the car before he stepped into the woods. He paid the conditions no mind, not caring about the bits of mud and dirt that would inevitably end up on his shoes. He was on the hunt, searching for Nadia Sokol, the runaway.

		There were only so many places where women could hide. Nadia was not the first woman to choose the woods to make an escape. There had been a woman who completely defied logic, setting up a primitive camp for herself and lasting over a week before Huxley eventually found her. It was impressive enough to be newsworthy, but such news was always suppressed. There was no use in giving young women who had not yet come to terms with their situation false hope.

		Nadia had a head start. She also knew where she was going. Huxley could sense that about his latest conquest. She had a plan, however shortsighted it might be. She probably believed she would have some time to settle in before he would find her.

		But Huxley was a man on a mission, and he had been trained to be the best at what he did. He was not one to fail, especially on an assignment. The stakes were too high and the glory too great. He would find Nadia Sokol. She would be brought to her knees. And when it was all said and done, she would submit.

		Huxley moved with purpose. He did not move with frenetic pace. He took his time, but each step he took was to reach his goal, to hunt down Nadia and bring her to heel. And Huxley would not be denied.

		However, just because he was a man on a mission, that did not mean Huxley's job was easy. The forest was vast, with hills and valleys, with hidden groves and sheltered overhangs. And that was not to mention the small cabins that had been built before the city had encroached on the forest, butting right up against the boundary.

		"I will find you, Nadia," Huxley said to himself as he continued his search.
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		Nadia tried to relax, but her senses were on edge. She had settled into the cabin and eaten a small meal before settling down to meditate. That was all she wanted. She wanted a life of quiet meditation.

		However, Nadia was aware of the danger she was in. She had no idea if anyone had reported her missing yet. She had no idea if it was possible for people to track her. She had left her phone and every other identifying piece of information behind. There was a backup plan, one that involved a fake identification, placing her age at nineteen instead of twenty-one.

		Opening up the cabin had been necessary, but it also brought greater risk. She could hear every sound outside, from the birds chirping to the wind rustling the leaves on the trees. But it also gave her the ability to sense when and if someone was approaching. That was the problem now. As calming as the sounds of nature could be, now they were a source of torment as she was forced to listen for anyone who might be approaching. A snapped twig was all it took to set her flight response into overdrive.

		Nadia tried to stay focused on her meditation, but she could not relax. She was too aware of the situation she had found herself in. Her current refuge had been the first step, a place to gather herself together. But the hours were passing and her nerves were wearing thin.

		But as she sat there, trying to clear her mind, Nadia found herself contemplating the silliness of her situation. She was running away from being turned into a bimbo. That was understandable. She did not want to get turned into a dumb sex object. But her meditation efforts were all about trying to clear her mind. There was no sex involved, but the mental state she hoped to achieve was not that different. The only difference was how her meditation was supposed to help her master her thoughts instead of giving up those thoughts to a man, a different type of master.

		Nadia blew out a slow breath as she let her head fall back and looked up at the ceiling. Despite the warm weather, the air blowing through the cabin was cool and calming. If only that actually allowed her greater peace. Unfortunately, it felt as if her grand plan had a major flaw. She was doing this to meditate and contemplate her existence, but instead she was constantly worried about someone following her. Someone catching her.

		"I should check the perimeter," Nadia told herself quietly. If she could not meditate, she needed to do something to keep herself busy. And a check of the perimeter, a vaguely defined idea in her head, sounded like something smart for her to do.

		Nadia pushed herself up off the dusty floor where she had been sitting and carefully peeked outside the cabin door. It seemed quiet, but that meant little to her untrained eyes and ears. Her efforts had been in learning how to survive in nature alone, not keep herself safe from the police.

		Stepping outside, Nadia looked around. She saw nothing, but she also heard nothing. Not even birds. There was just a gentle rustling of the wind as it blew through the tree canopy, but even that felt quieter somehow.

		It was only then that Nadia realized one of the flaws in her plan. The cabin provided shelter, but it lacked the visibility she needed to watch her back, to check for approaching police or other people who might turn her in. And with her senses on edge, Nadia could only investigate, circling the cabin at a distance as she scouted for someone looking for her.

		Nadia walked into the nearby foliage, doing her best to remain quiet. If there was someone out there, she did not want to alert them to where she was. She stepped carefully, making sure each footfall was onto soft earth. A twig snapping or rustling a nearby bush could be the end of her so far short escape attempt.

		However, as Nadia slowly circled the cabin, keeping her distance so that she could not actually see it through the trees and bushes, she found nothing. Not that she knew what she was watching for. Even though she had come out to the cabin before while she was planning her escape attempt, she did not know the area that well. Had she spent too much time scouting her escape, that would have been just as suspicious as it was to run away to begin with. Only she would have been showing her hand before she had a need to act.

		"I guess I was just hearing things," Nadia whispered to herself after her complete circle of the cabin. She recognized a tree, telling her she had completed her check. Nadia had not seen a single person since starting the hike up into the woods.

		With the scouting mission complete, Nadia stalked back to the cabin, intent on resuming her attempts to meditate. But just as she stepped back out into the clearing in front of the cabin, she saw a flash of brown in the doorway.

		This was no trick of the eye. It was actual movement. Even though Nadia had not heard anything, she was no longer alone. The flash of brown immediately registered in her mind as the tail of a trench coat.

		"Shit," Nadia cursed. She had no idea who the person was, if they were a man or a woman, or what their intentions were, but it did not matter. Nadia needed to leave. Fast.

		Without even thinking about it, Nadia turned and ran, making a beeline toward the trail that would carry her out of the forest. It was possible the unwelcome visitor was just a random person out for a hike. That was probably the answer that made the most sense. But Nadia was not about to bet her life on it. The risk of getting caught was too great.
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		Huxley looked out the cabin window just in time to see someone burst into the bushes, their movements almost completely silent. He had only just arrived at the cabin, knowing it would provide Nadia with needed shelter as she made her escape.

		Shelter was one of the three things every person needed to survive. Food, water, and shelter. He knew Nadia left the city with a backpack. That would have provided her with food, at least early on. He had no idea what kind of survival skills she had, knowing which plants and berries were edible and which were poisonous.

		Water could easily be had. There were several streams that flowed through the forest, including one nearby to the cabin. And that was after she had consumed whatever water supply she had brought into the woods with her.

		But it was shelter that would be hard to come by, especially so soon after leaving. If Nadia had more time, she could have constructed her own shelter, at least something that would suffice for the warmer months of the year.

		And since Nadia needed shelter, he knew to check out the cabins that had long ago been constructed in various parts of the forest. As soon as he approached this cabin, he knew he had struck pay dirt. The door, along with the windows, was wide open. Someone was there.

		Huxley carefully stepped up toward the cabin, leaving the safety of the foliage so that he could investigate. His hand was on his hip, his gun nearby. In his years of service, Huxley had never actually drawn his weapon. He carried it for safety, just in case the woman he hunted became dangerous. But for whatever reason, they never did.

		There were times when Huxley thought about the various mental states of the women he captured. He had become adept at seeing their relief. Even though they ran, they were ultimately happier as bimbos, and they knew they would be, deep down. They had always known it, even if they made a misguided attempt to flee.

		Huxley sensed the emptiness of the cabin. He glanced inside, through the door, just to see what he was getting himself into. However, the cabin was empty of people. Everything inside was still.

		And yet, there were still the initial signs of human habitation. There was a backpack leaning against the wall. There was a bag containing food, non-perishable items that could keep for months if necessary.

		It was clear to Huxley that Nadia had been here. It was almost like he could smell the scent of her lingering in the one-room cabin. Everything pointed to her having been there. And recently, too. It was as if he had just missed her.

		"That bitch," Huxley cursed as he stepped up to the window, looking out at the pretty view. But it was more than just a view of a lush and green forest. He saw Nadia race into the woods, disappearing from view, almost fast enough for him to forget that he had even seen her. She was just a blip before she was gone.

		It took Huxley a moment to process what he had seen. When he did, he raced out of the cabin and tried to pursue. This was his job and he had never had a woman escape his grasp. He had found her, but finding and capturing were two different things.

		Huxley had a vague idea of where Nadia was going, but even though he was faster than her, he was also bigger than her. And as he pushed through the bushes as he tried to chase after her, he felt as if he was lumbering, unable to fully overcome the resistance thrown at him by the forest.

		He ran and he ran, but he still could not see her. Nadia Sokol was out of sight, running through the forest. He should have been able to keep up with her. At sea, Nadia would have had the weather gauge on her side. No matter how hard he sailed after her, he never would have caught up. It felt similarly on land as he raced after her on foot. Nadia would appear at the edge of his vision, not too far ahead, but then he would hit something or be forced to duck under a low tree branch, slowing him down and allowing Nadia to extend her lead again.

		"Nadia," Huxley called out as he slowed to a walk. His trench coat was in tatters. It had been ripped apart by the various bushes that had snagged it, many with thorns. "You can't run forever. I'll catch you eventually. You can't escape your fate."

		As much as Huxley wanted to continue the chase, he knew he was not going to catch her. At least for now. It was too dangerous, for him and her. It was a miracle that she had not twisted her ankle on the uneven terrain. Police were trained not to pursue suspects when the chase put lives in danger. The recklessness with which Nadia ran from him put them both at risk. Nadia could choose that for herself, but the danger to Huxley blindly racing through the forest was not one he would allow. The danger to him, to his future, was too great.

		"I'll get you soon enough," Huxley said, his voice low and full of malice. They were not words meant for Nadia to hear. They were a promise Huxley made to himself. He would capture Nadia Sokol. There was no real escape. Nadia might have evaded him this time, but he would catch up to her again soon enough. It was inevitable.
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		"That was way too fucking close," Nadia said as she walked out of the trees and onto a city street. She had no idea how that man had found her, but he had ruined her original plan and left her without her supplies. Nadia's grand plan to live out her life in private meditation seemed at an end. She had a backup plan, but it was less ideal.

		Not that Nadia knew if the man she saw in the cabin was someone specifically looking for her. She bolted before she could ask questions. But she had heard him try to follow her, bumbling through the trees and bushes, chasing after her. If he was not interested in her, why did he follow? There was only one explanation. The man had been sent to bring her to the bimbo conversion center.

		Already, Nadia could imagine what happened and how the man had been put on her tail so soon after her escape. There had been cameras. Street cameras were nothing new. Nadia knew she should have planned for the police using those street cameras against her. She had just thought she would have more time, with the possibility of slipping out of town and hiding out before anyone got turned onto her trail. But nothing was going as planned.

		"Plan B, I guess," Nadia said with a sigh as she walked back through town. She had rightfully guessed about the cameras, but she had no choice anymore. To begin Plan B, she needed to stop at the bank and check her safety deposit box. There was something there that she had been storing for several months, never wanting to use it. But now she had no choice. It was her backup plan or turn herself into the authorities and submit to being turned into a bimbo. Nadia was not ready to do that yet.

		It was rare for women to use safety deposit boxes now. Only a few banks actually allowed women to lease them. They were part of a man's world. What woman needed a safety deposit box in the three years of adulthood before she became a bimbo? Bimbos certainly did not need them.

		Women's property ended up in one of three sets of hands when she became a bimbo. Some property was immediately sold and those funds were applied to pay for new wardrobes and other items a bimbo needed, but whose benefactor might not be able to afford. Some property went to the woman's benefactor. And still other property was confiscated by the government.

		A safety deposit box usually fell into one of the two latter categories. The bimbo's benefactor would get first dibs, but then it went to the government, completely confiscated.

		As for Nadia's safety deposit box, it would be some time before the bank seized it and transferred it to the government. Given her lack of a benefactor, because she had yet to submit herself to the bimbo conversion center, the contents of the box would go to the government. Considering how it was still her birthday, Nadia felt confident the bureaucratic processes of the bank had yet to activate. She still had time.

		"I'm here to access my safety deposit box," Nadia told the bank teller. "My last name is Sokol. First name is Nadia."

		Nadia knew this was a risk. She could possibly trigger some sort of alert by giving her name. But she had been too afraid to access the box before, believing her actions might draw additional scrutiny that would have put her original plan at risk. But that risk was no longer important. Nadia was now desperate.

		"Of course, Ms. Sokol," the bank teller said. "If you'll follow me toward the vault. You do have the key for your box, correct?"

		"Yes," Nadia said.

		She followed the bank teller, feeling increasingly nervous as they walked through the maze of the bank. It made her think about going to prison, her life no longer her own.

		As soon as Nadia signed her name and showed the teller her identification card, she walked through a metal detector and into the vault. The teller produced a large key and placed it in one of the two locks of Nadia's safety deposit box.

		Nadia reached into her pocket and pulled out her key. The two key system was an added safety measure to make sure customers could only access their assigned box.

		I'll give you a few minutes alone with your box," the teller said once the door protecting the box had been opened. And just like that, Nadia was alone, ready to begin her second plan of escape. She had everything she needed, including a fake identification card, one that made gave her the name of Lucy Brown and said she was nineteen years old, and a wad of cash that would allow her to at least get a hotel for the night before she went back out on the road, making a second escape attempt.

		As soon as Nadia finished, she put the box back into its slot and shut the door. Nadia did not wait for the teller to escort her out of the bank. Knowing about the cameras, she knew she needed to leave as soon as possible.

		But once Nadia reached the street, she let out a sigh, knowing her latest plan only bought her two years. It was not permanent. She would have to do all of this again, assuming her fake identity held up for that long. Nadia had spent a lot of money for her Lucy Brown identity, completely based on a real person. It meant there were actual government files that backed up the identity, but it was still a fake, leaving her vulnerable should someone press her too much. That was why, even with her spending a lot of money on it, becoming Lucy Brown had always been a backup plan.
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		Huxley was disappointed with himself. He had let Nadia escape. She had been right there, almost within his grasp, but she had squirmed away, using speed and agility that he should have been able to match, just not in such tight quarters with dense foliage pushing in from all sides, slowing him down.

		And Huxley had done more than just ruin his shoes in the chase. His trench coat was in tatters, ripped to shreds by the branches and thorns he ran into during the chase. At least most of the rest of his clothes had been spared. But Huxley was unwilling to return to the office until he was properly dressed again. He hailed a taxi and hurried home to change.

		After his initial failure Huxley doubled his effort to catch Nadia. When he returned to work, he did so wearing another pair of shoes, clean slacks, and another trench coat. Huxley was not hurting for new clothing to wear. And once looking like he always did, he called up every possible camera he had access to, searching for Nadia.

		Tracking Nadia to the bank was easy. He was actually surprised that she risked such a public appearance where there were so many cameras.

		However, if Huxley thought it would be easy to track her after she left the bank, he was wrong. She disappeared into a crowd and he never found her again, at least from immediately leaving the bank.

		For Huxley, it was a matter of pure frustration. Even though he had played his hand perfectly, Nadia had still squirmed out from his grasp. He had failed to initially capture her and suddenly it was like she no longer existed anymore.

		Before Nadia, Huxley had always been able to catch his marks within a day or two. Nadia evaded him for so much longer. He scoured the camera feeds every day, using computer facial recognition technology to help, but he only ever got occasional glimpses of Nadia. She frequently changed her hair and makeup, she wore hats and tops with high collars, anything to make recognition more difficult.

		And all the while, the Nadia Sokol name never registered anywhere. Anything connected to her old life went silent since she last entered the bank. That left Huxley chasing almost ghostly images when a camera happened to catch her face, but never at an easy to work with angle.

		Huxley's detective work went on for days, longer than any other case had ever taken him. His office started to look like it belonged to a conspiracy theorist, with pictures he had printed out from the camera feeds hanging on the wall, various colors of string connecting them together.

		The once great Huxley Valen had finally met his match. Or so other people in the office believed.

		During this time, two other women went missing, but Huxley barely paid them any attention. He did just enough to bring them in, escorting them to the bimbo conversion center, before he went back to work. They were easy cases, but he still hated to tear himself away from the one case that dominated his every waking thought. Huxley never lost, but he took this failure harder than even he had imagined he would.

		"You're not going to let this go, are you?" a colleague asked Huxley when they were out for dinner one night.

		Huxley looked up from his plate of food, a rice dish that he had ordered from memory. The restaurant had become his refuge. He had found it when he first took his job, a place where he could disappear for a few hours, to decompress. He needed it now more than ever. Nadia Sokol was really getting to him. Even at dinner with a colleague, he could not get her out of his head.

		"No, I'm not," Huxley replied. "You have to admit, she's good. She's smart and she's making me work for this."

		"Huxley, I think you're getting obsessed with this case," the other man said. "Why don't you just let it go. She's not going to be able to hide forever."

		"I can't do that," Huxley said. "Not after she did this to me. I have never failed before, and I refuse to now."

		"Then why don't you get help?"

		"What are you talking about? Like a shrink? No. I would never. I'm a Valen. We don't do that sort of thing."

		"Well, you need to do something, because you're looking terrible."

		Huxley's colleague referenced his pale complexion and the dark circles under his eyes. He had not slept properly in days. But that was part of his job. Sleep was for when he was done with a case. Not before.

		"I can't quit. Not until I'm sure I've captured her," Huxley said.

		"You won't," the other man said. "This is your problem. You'll chase her until she catches you. Or until you die from exhaustion. But if it's the latter, don't expect anyone to shed a tear for you."

		Little did Huxley's colleague know just how close he was to catching Nadia. He was sure there were a few false positives from the facial recognition technology. There was no way she could get across the city in just a couple of minutes. No one could do that.

		However, Huxley had started to plot the sighting of Nadia as she went out and about. She might have done a remarkable job to not return to her old life, but she still had to live. She needed food, she needed entertainment. And since she was living off of cash instead of credit cards that could be tracked, that limited her options. She could not sit inside all day streaming movies on the internet.

		Despite Huxley lamenting his failure at dinner, he had narrowed down the area where Nadia lived to a few square blocks. She was living in one of several long term hotels. He was not sure which, but that made the most sense. Small rooms to rent for people who lived a more transient lifestyle. That was nothing like how Huxley lived. He had a penthouse condo in the city, but when he was not fixated on a case like this, he could spend the weekends at his family's estate in the country.

		But it was what he found when he returned to the office following dinner that would blow the case wide open.

		"I've got you now, bitch," Huxley shouted at the sight of her walking into one of the seedy hotels she was left to call home. "You're mine."

		Huxley jumped up and gathered his coat and his hat. He had everything he needed to finally make his arrest. Nadia Sokol had been found and he would not let her out of his grasp this time.
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		Nadia, or Lucy as everyone now knew her as, lived a quiet life. She rented a tiny bedroom in a hotel meant for people who lived a more transient lifestyle. She had a little refrigerator and a hot plate to store and cook meals. Beyond that, there was her bed, with little room for much else.

		The one thing Nadia was constantly aware of was how she might appear on cameras when she went out. And she had to go out, whether it was to buy food or to perform odd jobs here or there. Despite having started with a wad of cash, she quickly started burning through it. Even the cheapest of rooms cost more than she wanted to spend. Those jobs all had to pay cash under the table, limiting what she could do or how much she could make.

		But what Nadia always focused on when she went out was limiting the exposure of her face. She bought cheap and heavy makeup that sometimes made her look like a stripper. As if a non-bimbo had any chance of working such a job. Society had spoken and bimbos were the only women of value, at least when it came to their bodies.

		Nadia also had a collection of hats she wore, usually wide brimmed and pulled low on her forehead. She had to keep her head down to avoid cameras that could be anywhere.

		However, on this particular night, Nadia had been less careful. She had fixed a guy's computer, removing the virus he picked up from a sleazy bimbo porn website, but he then refused to pay her. She was furious as she made her way back to the hotel. And she took off her hat just before she got into the building, not knowing that there was a camera pointed at the door, catching her face perfectly.

		Nadia grumbled as she used the hot plate to heat the sad little meal she had for the night. Having her payday taken away made it all worse. Had the man paid, as he was supposed to, she would have splurged for a better meal, but this was all she could afford.

		But then there was a knock at the door. Nadia felt her stomach lurch as she wondered if the guy she fixed the computer for had followed her. Living on the edge of society like this was hard. It already left her feeling jaded, hating how different it all had become. Her life of quiet meditation now had her trying to hide in plain sight. She worried that a man, even though she was not a bimbo, might want to treat her as one anyway.

		"Lucy Brown," said a man's voice through the door. "It's management."

		Nadia silently cursed her bad luck. She had flown under the radar of the hotel management so far. She had followed the rules and not made much noise. She had been a model tenant thus far, but that could easily change. As a woman, she felt the pressure to conform and how easy it was for her to take the blame.

		However, when Nadia opened the door, she found a man standing there, wearing a trilby hat and brown trench coat. He was smiling.

		"You're not hotel management," Nadia said.

		"And you're not Lucy Brown," the man countered. "Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Huxley Valen. We have yet to officially meet, Ms. Sokol."

		Nadia's eyes widened in recognition. She knew this was not good. The government had been looking for her for weeks. She thought she had evaded the bimbo catchers, but Huxley Valen had found her. She had been caught.

		"You have me at a disadvantage," Nadia said as she looked over her shoulder, wishing it was possible to climb out through the window and down the fire escape. However, that would take too much time. If she tried, Huxley would be on her in an instant. She could not escape like she did that day in the forest.

		"That is by design," Huxley said. "My understanding is you are late to your appointment at the bimbo conversion center. Your twenty-first birthday has come and gone."

		Nadia felt her stomach lurch again. Her world felt like it was going topsy turvy. She could not think. She had to force herself to think and act.

		"And you're going to take me in?" Nadia asked.

		Huxley's smile grew wider. "Take you in? I'm here to help you."

		"Right, bimbo conversion," Nadia said. "Of course. Big help that is. There's a reason I didn't show up. I don't want to be a bimbo."

		"Bimbo is your future," Huxley replied. "There is no choice in the matter. According to the BIMBO Act, all women must report to a bimbo conversion center on their twenty-first birthday for conversion. You have outlived your usefulness as a pre-bimbo woman. It's time to submit and be processed. These past days and weeks have simply been folly on your part."

		Nadia grumbled, crossing her arms over her chest. "And if I disagree with the BIMBO Act? What then? Don't I have rights?"

		"You have the right to be a bimbo," Huxley said. "That's all this is. And before you get all haughty on me, I know where this is going. I've seen it before. I've heard it all before. But you should know that if there was one woman who I thought deserved a chance at a non-bimbo life, it's you."

		Nadia furrowed her brow, not understanding Huxley's meaning. "What do you mean by that?" After her failed meeting with the man with the virus riddled computer, Nadia did not exactly see Huxley, or any man, in a positive light. Everyone now made her suspicious.

		"You're the only one who managed to evade me," Huxley replied. "You're a smart woman. Not as smart as me, of course. But you had a plan. You knew the risks and you knew the dangers. I am actually quite impressed. Most of the women I've chased have never had the intelligence and the resilience you have."

		Nadia nodded. She knew she could never convince Huxley otherwise. She was stuck with him. And the more she thought about it, the more she realized that if he wanted to turn her in, then he could have already. The fact that he was here, smiling at her, was an indication of something else. Something else she hoped for, but did not dare believe.

		"But what do you mean by that?" Nadia asked.

		"You're a fighter," Huxley said. "You're strong. You don't want to submit. You have your mind. I see it in your eyes."

		"So you're offering me a way out?"

		"I'm offering you a chance to live a life with someone who understands you. You don't have to submit to a random man. Over this time I have been chasing you, I think I've come to learn something about you. You obviously don't know me, but I'm giving you a choice. You can become my bimbo and live out the rest of your life as my toy. My plaything. You can submit to me. Or you can enter the lottery and take your chances. You might end up with one of the sleazy men who live here. And I'm guessing that's not what you really want, right?"

		Nadia felt her cheeks turn bright red. She wanted to fight against what Huxley was saying, but it was all too true. The things he said were things she had spent many nights contemplating. But that was not why she felt embarrassed.

		"I don't have a choice, do I?"

		"Not when it comes to becoming a bimbo," Huxley said. "That's the law. And even though I respect what you've been able to do, I can't let you go. Every woman is required to become a bimbo. There's no exceptions. And to be honest, it's for the best. I know this life you've been living on the run has been hard on you. It hasn't been enjoyable. I've seen it."

		"Then, yes," Nadia replied. "That is what I want. I want to be your plaything."

		"There, you see? I knew you'd come around. Let's go. The bimbo conversion center awaits."

		Nadia shrugged her shoulders and followed Huxley out of the room. She glared at the desk clerk as they walked out of the hotel. Then she was ushered into the back of a black car, government issue, complete with driver. Huxley followed her into the back, with them sitting side by side as they were transported to the one place Nadia had tried to avoid. But as Huxley had said, becoming a bimbo was unavoidable. It was inevitable. What Nadia had done by running had only delayed her future life. Even if Lucy Brown had been able to go undetected, that would have only bought her two more years. And it would have been two hard years, living on the edge of society, getting routinely treated like the guy with the computer had treated her. She was left wondering if being a bimbo might actually be better.
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		There was no need for restraints as Huxley led Nadia into the bimbo conversion center. And unlike with other appointments, which took place during the day and a receptionist who had a future of being a bimbo herself stood watch, there was a slightly different reception waiting for Nadia when she arrived.

		"Ms. Sokol," said the man waiting for her. "It's so good to finally meet you." He then turned toward Huxley and nodded. "Mr. Valen. I appreciate the call. I understand the urgency."

		"Thank you for coming in so late, Dr. Tucker," Huxley said, returning the doctor's stately nod.

		"Always a pleasure," Dr. Tucker said.

		Huxley then turned to Nadia. "Do you have any last requests before we begin?"

		Nadia looked up at Huxley, the man who had spent weeks chasing her down. And yet, he was the one giving her one last chance, to choose her own destiny instead of submitting to the government and its demands.

		"Is it better to stay conscious, or to have everything wiped away?" Nadia asked the doctor. "It scares me not knowing, but I don't know if I can handle knowing. Do you know what I mean?"

		Dr. Tucker nodded, an empathetic look in his eyes. "I've seen this before, so yes. I do know what you mean. The reality of the situation is that both options are perfectly acceptable. I can guarantee that when you are done here, you will be happy. You will either look back on your past with a sense of newfound wisdom, understanding how much better your bimbo state is or you will not look back at all, your past a completely blank slate. So the question is which would you rather have? There is no wrong answer."

		"I don't know," Nadia said, her voice quaking. This was her big moment. She felt a kind of love for Huxley for giving her this choice, but that love was tinged with hatred, for this decision was a way of tormenting her, of punishing her, for making him chase her for all that time. "If you had to choose, what would you choose?"

		Nadia's question was directed at Huxley. After all, even if he gave her the appearance of choice, it could all be a ruse. She had agreed to become his bimbo. She had accepted him as her benefactor, bypassing the lottery system. But that also meant he had total control. It did not matter what Nadia wanted, what her desires were. This could be a false choice that he could simply override when the time was right.

		"I would want to remember my past," Huxley said. "That way, I would know that I am still me. I would not forget who I am. I would always have my memories."

		Nadia nodded. "Interesting. I wasn't sure I would have guessed that."

		Huxley leaned forward, lowering his voice, like he was a father offering guidance to a child. "You don't have to tell anyone what choice you made, not even your benefactor."

		"But you'll know, right?"

		"I'll always know," Huxley replied.

		Nadia felt the muscles in her face relax, giving in to Huxley's power. "Then I want to remember," she said. She did not want to forget why she gave herself over to Huxley. She did not want to forget her friends who all entered the bimbo conversion center before her. And because she had held out for so long, they were likely already out, already living their best bimbo lives, attached to their benefactors.

		"I will make sure you do," Huxley said with a knowing smile. Nadia still did not trust him, but she was stuck either way. She could either turn herself over to his kinks and desires or take a risk on a complete stranger. At least if Huxley had anything strange about him, he hid it well, behind expensive clothes and upstanding behavior.

		Dr. Tucker then cleared his throat, getting Nadia and Huxley's attention. "Are we ready to begin?"

		Huxley nodded. "We are."

		"What exactly does this entail?" Nadia asked.

		"For you and what I know Mr. Valen has on file for his desires, you are looking at two weeks that you won't remember. We will begin with surgery, altering your body to fit the bimbo aesthetic, as well as Mr. Valen's wishes for you. After that, you will be placed in a medically induced trance so that your mind can be properly honed to bimbo perfection."

		Nadia shuddered at the thought of Dr. Tucker messing with her mind, but she knew it was done to all of the bimbos. There were no smart bimbos in the world. Every woman who came to a bimbo conversion center had her intelligence drained. And according to all the bimbos out there, they had no regrets. Nadia could only hope she would be free from such regrets as well.

		After taking a deep breath to steel herself, Nadia nodded. "Okay, let's do it."

		"Very good," Dr. Tucker replied, offering a small, comforting smile. "Take her to surgery."

		The doctor then turned back toward the reception area, leaving Huxley and Nadia to be escorted down the hallway by security.

		Nadia felt like she was in shock as she was led toward an elevator. Her life had taken a turn, and not for the better. She was going to be turned into a bimbo. A bimbo who would obey her benefactor. Her own life was no longer in her hands. She was nothing more than a possession. And though she could protest and fight, she had been given an ultimatum, and she had chosen to submit, to become a bimbo for the man who captured her.

		After a certain point, Nadia and Huxley went their separate ways. Nadia followed the security guards toward pre-op, where she would undress and eventually be put under for her transformation. This was more than just a simple surgery. When she woke up, she would look and think like a different person. That was serious.

		As for Huxley, he and Dr. Tucker split off, stopping in the doctor's office so that they could discuss any last minute changes to what Huxley had on file. After all, before tonight, Huxley had not planned to become Nadia's benefactor. He had been inching toward putting his name in the lottery, not knowing what kind of woman he would be assigned. Or he could have used his family's wealth and prestige to attract an eligible woman from the upper classes, someone who would need little mental conditioning.

		However, after his years catching women trying to escape their inevitable fate, he had developed an attraction to women with fight in them. Not that fight was a characteristic he wished for in a bimbo, but knowing that the woman, now Nadia, had put up a fight, had shown the strength of her resolve by trying to run away from her predetermined future made it all so much better.
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		Nadia's eyes fluttered open, her vision framed with long, thick lashes as she looked up at the ceiling of her recovery room. It took over a minute of her blinking away, looking at the tiles on the ceiling, before her mind began to comprehend where she was and what had happened.

		The bimbo transformation was complete. Nadia laid there beneath a thin bed sheet, most of her changed body hidden beneath it. She raised her head just enough to see the twin mounts tenting the sheet, giving her a hint of the tasty cleavage she would now always sport.

		Smiling, Nadia ran her fingers over her perfectly smooth skin. There were not even any hints of scars or other marks, all of her blemishes having been erased. Long nails teased her skin as her fingers traveled south, completely hidden from view. Both sets eventually found their way between her legs, wanting nothing more than to dip into her honey pot.

		The long nails made such penetration difficult, but it did not really matter. She was so wet, her fluids stuck to the edges of her pussy lips, making her fingers slick with her arousal as she rubbed her clit.

		"Fuck, that's good," Nadia moaned, completely unaware of how different her voice now sounded. She had always sounded feminine, but the pitch of her voice had been raised at least an octave, making her sound even more like a bimbo than she already looked.

		Nadia wanted nothing more than to spend her time playing with her oversexed body, but there remained a curiosity within her bimbo mind that made her want to do more than touch her new assets. She needed to see them as well.

		There was a mirror across the room from Nadia's bed. She could not see her reflection from her bed, but she felt strong enough to explore her new surroundings, along with her new body.

		Nadia did not want to stop her masturbation, but she willed her fingers away from her pussy, bringing them up to her lips and licking them clean. It was the first time she had ever tasted herself, both pre and post-bimbo conversion. She had no idea what she would have thought of the taste before, but now that she was a bimbo, she loved it.

		Sitting up, Nadia let the sheet fall down off her torso. Her new breasts, sticking off her chest like a pair of overinflated balloons, stuck out, obscuring part of her lap. They were impressive in size, but they did not feel overly heavy on her thin frame. There was no doubt that they were fake. Everyone would know it. But that was part of the fun. Nature had been stingy, but Huxley and Dr. Tucker had been more than generous in their gift.

		"Fucking perfect," Nadia said, cupping her breasts in her hands, feeling them for the first time. And they were perfect. The nipples were a rosy pink and puffy, standing at attention. Her areolae were larger and puffy as well. And they were just as sensitive as Nadia imagined they would be, making her shiver as her hands caressed her body.

		But Nadia could not keep her attention on her tits. She wanted to see the rest of her, her new legs and her hips. The sheet had slid down even further, now pooling in her lap. She needed to get out of bed and step in front of the mirror to see it all.

		Nadia swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up, wobbling slightly. Her legs were longer and thinner, her balance off. But that was also because the moment her feet touched the cold tile floor, she was standing on tiptoes, her feet unable to stand flat. It was a common bimbo attribute, making high heels the default shoe choice for the majority of bimbos in the world.

		And once she stepped around her bed, her round ass swaying from side to side, her body oozing sexuality and a sensuousness she had never had before, she was finally able to see her full self. It was the moment she had been waiting for.

		"Whoa," Nadia said as she looked at herself. She did not even recognize her own body. She looked like a sexpot, one meant to please men. She looked like a doll, one built to be played with. But more than anything, she looked like a bimbo. Nadia looked like the ideal bimbo.

		Nadia ran her fingers through her long blonde hair, amazed at how soft it was. She vaguely remembered having black hair, but her past memories were so fuzzy compared to the immediacy of her current sensations. Her whole body was screaming at her, wanting to get fucked, it was hard to think straight, let alone remember the past. But it was still there, amorphous memories that occasionally flitted through her simplified mind.

		"Damn, girl," Nadia said as she gazed into her own eyes, now blue and enchanting. "You look fucking hot."

		All the while, Nadia ran her hand down her side, feeling how small her waist was. It was almost scary to be so thin and still look curvy and sensual. Nadia knew she was lucky, her proportions had been created exactly to Huxley's specifications. He would love her like this. But Nadia had a hard time imagining the same man from her memories.

		It was all too hard, but for a different reason. For now there was love and devotion toward him. She wanted nothing more than to kneel at his feet, opening her mouth with her now plump lips, and accepting his manhood inside of her, giving him all the pleasure she could manage. Where before Huxley was just a man, a powerful and wealthy man who had caught her, now he was her master in everything. She lived to obey him and to please him.

		Nadia moved around, her body burning with arousal. She could not resist bringing one hand to her pussy, sliding two fingers through her folds with ease. She felt empty inside, like something was missing. Never before had Nadia felt such a need for cock. She needed to be filled. But it was a single man she needed. She needed Huxley's manhood inside of her, splitting her open and fucking her with reckless abandon. It was what she wanted, what she desired, what she needed. She needed to be treated like the bimbo she was and fucked hard and fast by her husband.

		It was only in that moment that Nadia realized what word had just been rattling around inside of her head. It was the word husband. Huxley Valen was her husband. She knew it down to her very core, the fact engraved on her soul. It was what made the bonding to him so powerful.

		Normally, newly minted bimbos did not get immediately married. Waking up, and even for weeks afterward, it took time to adapt to a new body and new ways of thinking. It was for the general benefit of the bimbos to avoid cementing relationships in that way, although it was mostly related to the stress of an actual wedding. It was too easy for the new bimbos to try to do too much, to try to take on too much responsibility. In some cases, the stress had caused reversions, where the bimbo reverts back to a previous mental state, one where their minds were able to work at closer to full speed. It was dangerous for all involved.

		However, Huxley's desire to make Nadia his wife did not require a wedding ceremony. That could happen later, when she was ready. But that did not stop their marriage from being official from the start. The forms had been signed, although not by Nadia herself. Dr. Tucker stood in for her on such matters, since she was in his care at the time. So now as Nadia thought about Huxley, she could only think of him as her husband.

		And it went so much deeper than that. In her mind, with what little brain power was left to her, she could only think of him as Husband. It was his name and title all rolled up into one. No other name would do for the man who she ached for with all of her being.

		"I want you, Husband," Nadia whispered to herself, lost in a daydream. Then she giggled, unable to prevent the most bimbo of sounds from escaping from between her lips.

		It took several minutes for the fantasy to run its course through Nadia's mind. It was a complete blowjob with Huxley cumming all over her face and tits. The fantasy was almost enough to drive her already raised libido over the edge into orgasm. Almost.

		Nadia shook her head to clear her thoughts, her eyes refocusing on her reflection in the mirror. There was so much to admire about her body now. She could not imagine a single improvement that could still be made. Everything about her was just perfect. Nadia looked like the bimbo of Huxley's dreams, every bit of her in an idealized form.

		But it was not just how good Nadia looked. It was also about how good she felt. Her body had been augmented all over, receiving more than implants and filler. Her erogenous zones had been made more expansive and stronger. Her skin was smooth, but also sensitive, the simplest touch enough to light up every last nerve.

		Just existing made Nadia wet with lust. She had only been awake and cognizant for a few minutes and she was already dripping down the inside of her thighs. If the intention had been to produce an ideal sex object and living plaything for Huxley, they succeeded tenfold. He would never want another woman ever again. He would be satiated for the rest of his life with such a perfect and delectable woman.

		"I need Husband," Nadia whined. Before her transformation, Nadia could remember questioning her new body, wondering how it would make her feel. The only feelings she could remember from her time before were pity and loathing. But they felt foreign to her now. The woman she had been before had been short sighted, not understanding the true bliss of what it meant to be a bimbo, of what it was like to just exist with such simple demands placed on her. It was truly wonderful, her mind clear and happy.

		All of that meditation had been merely a bandage or a crutch used to reach the appearance of enlightenment. Now she had the real thing. Nadia smiled at her reflection at the realization of how wrong she had been, but how it had led her to this point, to being married to the most perfect man she could possibly imagine.

		Nadia eyed the door to her recovery room. She had no idea how long she had been there, having been asleep previously. She had no idea how long she had been unconscious for. Not that she worried about such things. Worry had been eliminated from her mind. But seeing and then thinking about the door led Nadia to thinking about finding her husband. She needed him, but to find him, she needed clothing.

		Under normal circumstances, Nadia would have been unconcerned about her lack of clothing. If someone walked in through the door, she would not even move to cover herself. She had a body worthy of praise and admiration. But there was a significant difference between someone walking in on her and her walking out into a public area without clothes on. The former was perfectly acceptable. The latter was not.

		However, as Nadia surveyed the room more thoroughly, she spotted clothes and a makeup bag sitting on a chair in the corner.

		"Perfect," Nadia said as she swayed over to the chair on her tiptoes, excited to investigate what had been left for her to use.

		By the time the clothes had been opened, there was no denying the fact that the clothes had not been bought. Instead they had been tailored for Nadia's bimbo transformation, specifically to hug her new curves as tightly and perfectly as possible. Every bit of fabric clung to Nadia's body like a second skin, but not uncomfortably so.

		Her first order of business was to slip her feet into the provided high heels. She sighed as she finally felt capable of standing normally, her calves happy to release the tension from holding her upright while standing and walking barefoot.

		The old Nadia did not understand how all the bimbos wore high heels all the time. With women's fashions mostly led by what men were buying for their bimbos, Nadia had already experienced some very high heels. But while they had hurt her feet before, now they brought relief, her legs and feet specifically designed and altered to not only make high heels comfortable, but preferable to anything else.

		The skirt came next, sliding up Nadia's smooth and tanned legs until it stretched around her ass and hips. There were no panties to be found, but Nadia was not worried about that. Panties had their purposes, but even as her juices dripped down the insides of her thighs, she could not be bothered about it. This new state of being had become her new normal.

		Finally, there was the top. The tight top hugged Nadia's tits, keeping them pressed to her chest while still leaving more than enough cleavage on display to please even the most depraved of men. The top was cropped, leaving the bulk of her midriff bare, her narrow waist and just the semblance of abdominal muscles showed just how fit the new Nadia was.

		"So fucking sexy," Nadia said as she gave her clothed appearance an appraisal in the mirror. "But I need something more."

		That more was makeup. Nadia reached into the makeup bag and began to work on her face and hair, wanting to be stunningly perfect when she finally got to see Huxley. She wanted her husband to be enthusiastic with her appearance when they were reunited. She needed it. He would demand no less, and Nadia was now unable to imagine letting down her husband in any manner. He was her Husband. He deserved the best.

		And when Nadia's lips, which were coated a glossy red, curled into a smile, she knew she was ready to see her husband again. She did not even try to deny him the use of her body. She wanted him. She wanted him to make a wife and servant out of her, showing her the pleasure a bimbo is capable of.

		"I'm ready to fuck," Nadia said under her breath before walking to the door, not caring if anyone overheard her sexual plea. There was only one man who could lay claim to her.

		Nadia opened the door to her room, pausing for a moment to check how her tits looked in her top. The distraction of squeezing her own breasts together was enough to provide an additional layer of arousal before her lust was flooded through every inch of her body like a shot of the world's hottest aphrodisiac.

		The halls of the bimbo conversion center were mostly empty. It was an eerie feeling, particularly with the knowledge that all the floors were basically the same, at least as far as the number of women currently residing there. It would have been easy for a bimbo like Nadia to get lost, but she felt drawn toward the waiting room, knowing that was where she would find Huxley. He was all that mattered.

		"Nadia," Huxley said as soon as she stepped into the waiting room. He spotted her the instant she walked in, seeing her as his fantasy made flesh. He jumped up and crossed the room before Nadia could even fully take him in, his arms wrapped around her as he held her in a tight embrace. This was a dream come true for him.

		"Hiya, Husband," Nadia said as she rested her chin on his shoulder. Huxley was a good deal taller than Nadia, even with her wearing the high heels. Nadia's legs had been lengthened, making her taller, but not so much to leave her taller than him when wearing heels. She was designed specifically to emphasize the power differential of their relationship, both her submissiveness and Huxley's dominance. It was a perfect arrangement.

		"Nadia, I have waited forever to be able to say that I have a bimbo for a wife."

		"And I'm all yours," Nadia said, her voice filled with lust for the man who had caught her and brought her to heel.

		He leaned down and kissed his wife, not wanting to leave a single moment without his touch on her body, fully possessing her body, her mind, and her soul. She was his, fully and entirely. She had not existed before today. Her previous life had been meaningless. But no more. Today marked the beginning of her new life, serving as her husband's bimbo. It was a life of infinite purpose and fulfillment.

		"I hope you'll be happy," Huxley continued after they separated, his eyes feasting on the sight of his newly minted bimbo wife. She was exactly as she should be, with breasts that had been made unnaturally perky with lips that were made overly pouty, with makeup that she had made overly exaggerated. Everything added to her appeal.

		"That's all I can want," Nadia replied. "It's all I can be."

		"Then let us go home and enjoy this new life together," Huxley said as he held out his arm to her.

		Nadia took hold of Huxley, pressing herself into his body as he guided her out of the bimbo conversion center. There was a car waiting for them outside. The driver held the door open and Huxley helped his bimbo wife into the backseat. He joined her a moment later.

		It was a simple town car, not a limousine. There was no barrier between the driver and the passengers, no real privacy. But that did not matter to Nadia. She leaned into Huxley and looked up into his eyes with adoration.

		"Can I suck your cock, please, Husband?"

		Huxley grinned and nodded. "Of course. You have been denied for too long already."

		Nadia practically melted at Huxley's words. She had no control over her sexual desires. There was no fighting it. This was the moment she had waited for. And not simply for the hour since her awakening. Nadia's bimbo instincts had been what caused her to be so aroused when she saw him. She had needed to service him. It was all she desired.

		"Thank you, Husband," Nadia replied, just barely pushing his trousers and underpants down far enough to set his hard cock free.

		It did not matter that Nadia was a highly intelligent and resourceful woman who had evaded the government's bimbofication program for years. All that mattered was that she was finally getting what she needed, to suck dick, her mouth stretching wide as Huxley's tip breached her lips. She sucked him into her mouth, one inch at a time.

		Everything about this felt so natural. It was like Nadia had spent days, or even months, studying the techniques needed to blow Huxley. All of that knowledge had been uploaded into her brain while she was in her medically induced trance, her mind receiving her new instructions while her body recovered from the surgical changes. And now that she had him in her mouth, bobbing her head up and down to swallow more of him as she relaxed her jaw, it was like her heart soared with happiness. Nothing could stop her now. She was his and she could feel herself submitting to him completely. The process had already begun with the onset of her arousal, and the feeling of Huxley's thick, veiny, and throbbing cock in her mouth only drove home the finality of the transition. She was Nadia Valen now, a bimbo through and through.

		"Fuck, this is the best blowjob I've ever had," Huxley groaned with pleasure. "So deep and amazing. Your tongue really does wonders, babe. I can't wait to get you home and fuck you properly. I've got it all planned out."

		Nadia could not manage to think too much about what Huxley said as she focused on the blowjob at hand. His pleasure was too important. But the fact Huxley had a plan gave Nadia so much happiness. She had lucked into him being her benefactor, her stubbornness had brought them together and now she was going to live out his fantasies as his perfect bimbo wife. There was nothing else for her to hope for, because she had it all from the start of her bimbo existence.

		"I'm cumming," Huxley roared as his cock surged between Nadia's lips. A split second later, his cum spilled out, flooding her mouth, but the load was large enough to instantly overwhelm her and begin to dribble down her chin.

		Nadia sat up, releasing Huxley's cock and gasped for air. "Too much," she said with cum bubbling out of her mouth.

		"Silly girl," Huxley said. "Pace yourself. Sip it. Savor it."

		Nadia took several deep breaths and did as she was instructed, treating Huxley's cum like the most delicious of wines. She made a show of it, a smile forming on her cum-covered lips as she enjoyed the salty flavor from Huxley's impressive output.

		Before Nadia could even begin to clean herself up, the car pulled over to the curb.

		"This is your destination," the driver said before he jumped out of the car and raced around to help his two passengers out.

		Huxley stepped out of the car first. He then offered his hand to Nadia, helping her to climb out of the car. Her body still struggled with some movements, her muscle memory still built around her old, boring body. Now that she had a bimbo's physique, she would need to relearn what amounted to normal movements. However, as a bimbo, those movements would forevermore be sexy and sensual, highlighting her body and making the cocks around her hard.

		Although there was only one cock that actually mattered to Nadia now. It was Huxley's. She served only one man. She served only one cock. And while others could look, only one could touch.

		Nadia licked her lips as she held onto Huxley's arm. He led her into the building, the elevator then taking them up to his penthouse condo. It was here where he lived, in a luxurious apartment overlooking the city, most of the time. His family estate was always calling to him, a different kind of luxury. But before he introduced Nadia to that life, he wanted to fully enjoy her and her impressive curves.

		"This is my home," Huxley explained as they walked into his condo. The sun was close to falling below the horizon, casting everything inside in a golden glow that poured in through the floor to ceiling windows.

		Nadia drank in the sight of it, following his gaze until he stopped and turned toward her. The sun bathed his face in warmth, highlighting the best in the man. And when Huxley began to reach down and grab Nadia by the hips, pulling her close so he could capture a quick kiss, there was no hesitation. But he also pulled away, leaving her wanting more, her body aching for him.

		"I will give you the complete tour later, but first I want to show you to your closet," Huxley said, his promise clearly enticing Nadia. "I have acquired an entire wardrobe for you and am using a spare bedroom for it. I imagine it will be a special place for you. But I know that as much as you'll want to explore it and maybe even put on a sexy fashion show for me, tonight, I want you changing into a bikini. When you're ready, meet me out on the patio."

		A gleeful giggle sounded and Nadia eagerly followed her instructions. The room filled with clothes was like a bimbo's wonderland. She knew she could spend hours there, trying on new clothes and sitting at the vanity, practicing her makeup routine. But she had directions to follow. She found the dresser filled with lingerie and swimwear. The bikinis were on the bottom drawer.

		Nadia was not sure if the top and bottom she selected technically matched, but she did not care. Pink and blue went well together. The pink top did little to actually cover her tits. There were two straps that seemed to reach up and cover her nipples before they met at a collar-like bit of fabric that held it all together. And the itty bitty blue thong barely covered her, making it clear that she was hairless down there.

		Nadia was back to walking on tiptoes as she sashayed out onto the patio. There were advantages to having a penthouse apartment. Roof access expanded the livable space and provided opportunities to be outdoors and away from the prying eyes of people who lived in adjacent buildings on lower floors.

		The hot tub was already bubbling, waiting for them.

		"Get in," Huxley called out from inside. "I'm just getting us some wine."

		An order. Nadia always followed orders from Huxley. She did exactly as he commanded, stepping into the hot tub and then sinking down, a contented sigh escaping her lips. Whatever tension Nadia still felt in her body melted away under the influence of the relaxing heat.

		Nadia glanced behind her as Huxley returned with two glasses and the bottle.

		"The water is so warm and perfect," Nadia commented.

		"Good. I did have a specific idea of how to use our first night together. So much of this has been a first. You, for one."

		"Me?" Nadia questioned, a pitiful expression on her face. The pout only grew more obvious as her desire intensified.

		"You're the first bimbo of my own. I've sampled bimbos before. What man hasn't? But you are the first that has made me want to settle down and live a proper life. After spending so many hours chasing after you, and now knowing full well that you belong to me, I want to celebrate."

		Huxley set the glasses and bottle down on the edge of the hot tub before he climbed in. His bare chest was enough to make Nadia melt if she was not already in such hot water. Once situated, Nadia slid over beside him, pressing her big tits into his side. He moved around her as he poured two glasses of wine.

		"I want to make a toast," Huxley said as he handed one of the glasses to his wife. "To the chase, and to the fun that comes after. Cheers."

		"Cheers," Nadia echoed as she clinked her glass against his. She then took a long sip, enjoying the taste as it mixed with the lingering flavors of Huxley's cum in her mouth.

		Huxley held her tight to him as the pair looked out over the city. The sun finally dropped below the horizon, leaving them in darkness, the city lights illuminating all that they could see. It was the perfect backdrop to a wonderful day.

		But the day was not over yet. And after they had both gotten to relax, sipping their wine and enjoying their closeness, it was time to properly consummate their marriage.

		"Finish your wine, because I want to ravish you," Huxley said when he could hold out no longer. The blowjob in the car had helped him keep the lust he felt for Nadia in check, but now that they were alone, relaxing in his rooftop hot tub, there was nothing to hold him back anymore.

		"Oooh, yes, please," Nadia said, her chest and face flushing a ruddy shade of red as she thought of the pleasure that could soon be hers. Huxley wanted her. Nadia wanted him. It was all so wonderful.

		Nadia had barely set her empty glass down before Huxley descended on her, pulling her into his lap as he let his hands roam freely over her curves. And within moments, her bikini bottoms had been yanked away, lost to the shifting currents in the hot tub. If they needed them again, he would find them, but until then, he was not going to worry about them. He just wanted full access to her body.

		Nadia felt her body burn, her mind blanking as she felt Huxley shift her around. His own shorts moved out of the way, pushed down quickly while she sat on his lap, a feat of physics Nadia would never figure out with her bimbo brain. But the instant her wet and dripping pussy was exposed to the night air, pushed out of the water momentarily by his movements, the warmth of Huxley's exposed cock, was impossible to miss.

		Nadia grabbed hold of Huxley's muscular chest, bracing herself as she slowly lowered herself, her eyes locked on her husband's. The instant his cock made contact, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, overwhelmed by the pleasure erupting out of her like a geyser. It was everything she had hoped for. Everything she had ever needed.

		As Huxley's thick cock slowly split Nadia open, claiming her pussy as the property of only one man. She screamed out as the pleasure took hold, nearly pushing her over the edge, nearly making her cum. Just entering her was enough to make her body writhe in his embrace. Even so, that only spurred Huxley onward, faster and faster until he found his pleasure, too.

		Nadia bounced up and down on Huxley's cock, his hands on her hips, guiding her as she moved. Her tits jiggled, still contained in her tight bikini top, but that only made it all the better, making her true purpose as a sex object clear. This was what Nadia lived for. It was what she was designed for. It was all she ever wanted since she woke up at the bimbo conversion center.

		"Fuck, your pussy is so tight," Huxley grunted as he kept his wife going, her tits bouncing in his face. He leaned forward, pressing one with his lips, the soft fabric of her bikini top rubbing him, adding an extra texture for pleasure as he kissed over her nipple, keeping him aroused so he could continue to pound her, harder and faster, making her whole body tremble with his efforts.

		They were a hot mess as they moved in the water, adding the sloshing to the sounds of their grunting and their bodies slapping together. Nothing was held back. Nadia's hair, still soft and wavy, as well as with the length that Huxley had required, plastered itself against the side of her head as the water repeatedly splashed over her.

		"Fuck me, Husband, cum inside me, I beg of you. Please."

		Nadia could not contain the elation flowing through her veins, even as she hold back against the never ending fucking, trying to keep herself from cumming for as long as possible. Huxley owned her in a way no one ever had before. But that made what happened now a simple inevitability. With her submission given willingly, she had truly given Huxley a gift worthy of gratitude and praise. He would make sure to deliver the gift that had been granted him.

		"Let me savor this." It came out as a growl that practically radiated from Huxley's vocal chords. His wife had officially and legally belonged to him, but the domination and the control he felt were more than what could be expressed through such a legal contract. He was her master. And he deserved her willing and complete submission.

		And this bimbo did not stand a chance against the barrage he put her under. Her kept fucking her, eventually turning her over, leaning her over the side of the hot tub, her tits hanging beneath her as he rose out of the water and pounded her from behind.

		"Husband," Nadia cried out as she clawed against the pool's concrete edge, her long fingernails strong, but still not enough to scratch the rough surface. Her pussy quivered as it struggled to contain the size of Huxley's amazing cock, that special treat designed and molded to his exact preferences when he first met with Dr. Tucker and signed up to be her benefactor.

		Nadia was desperate to cum. She screamed out as the pressure to cum kept building and building. She had already crossed so far beyond anything she could possibly understand, a line she previously thought had existed, but now was a barrier that had completely broken, a levee with her arousal spilling over it. Yet it seemed like her body was simply stuck, locked in a loop of continuous arousal, constantly on the brink of orgasm, but never actually cresting beyond the edge.

		"My bimbo," Huxley roared as he slammed into her one final time, cumming inside her. That was all it took to push her over the edge too, her orgasm echoing his, the pleasure washing over them both like a warm blanket, filling their thoughts until there was nothing left except a singular concept — perfection.

		The orgasm that crashed through Nadia's body was stronger than anything she ever could have imagined. It tested the limits of her already augmented body, going past what medical science could normally explain. It was like a cascading tsunami rushing through her all at once, bouncing back and forth through her body in waves.

		Nothing made sense. There were no thoughts in Nadia's mind. She was empty. There was only pleasure. Her chest heaved on the edge of the tub. Huxley had to hold her there, keeping her from slipping beneath the surface of the water once he pulled his cock free from her pussy. The orgasm had turned Nadia into a shell of a woman, a perfect sex object, a doll. And that was as it was supposed to be.

		Nadia slowly came back to her senses. Huxley had sat her up and held her tight to him as they continued to sit together in the hot tub. He had poured her another glass of wine, but set it aside until she was ready for it.

		"That was..." Nadia said, but she trailed off, unable to find the words. Her mind was even more broken than it had been before, her first orgasm shorting out part of her mind, requiring more time to reboot, if such a thing was even possible.

		"It was amazing," Huxley said, completing her sentence for her. It was a role he was happy to play. For while his new bimbo wife only looked and acted the same from how she had minutes earlier, they were quite different. Nadia was even more devoted to Huxley now, any lingering doubt or hesitation gone.

		The two sat together, happily in the hot tub as the night air chilled the water around them. The view out over the city was absolutely incredible and they would remain for hours more as they simply enjoyed each other's company. This was just the beginning of their new lives together.
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		True to Huxley's word, Nadia did not lose her past. She remembered it, even if it mostly remained an amorphous thing her bimbo mind was incapable of comprehending most of the time. The facts of her prior life were still there, just detached and floaty, disconnected from her current experience. It was a useful survival instinct, but for the rest of her life, Nadia would have only a passing interest in her past life, relegated instead to her fond memories with her friends, Claire and Harmony.

		With her transformation, their social links had faded away, the three being drawn to lead such different lives. However, there were moments when they could meet, often at the mall, out for coffee, or even in restaurants, just grabbing a bite to eat. Even if their lives were completely different from before, the bonds of friendship still held.

		Today the three friends were meeting for lunch, returning to the place of their last meal before their respective bimbofications. It was nostalgic for a few reasons, one of which was the return to a restaurant where they used to dine frequently. They could sit comfortably and be waited on while catching up on each other's lives.

		"I was so silly for thinking I could run away," Nadia said, sharing the story of how she and Huxley met. "Husband chased me for weeks, but then he caught me and made me his." She sighed at the memory of it all, especially that first night they spent together as man and bimbo. It was a special bonding that surpassed the government imprinting that had been required for her to completely accept him as her benefactor. No matter how she resisted it in the beginning, Nadia had fully and irrevocably fallen head-over-heels in love with Huxley, to the point she could no longer imagine living life any other way. She was here to talk about her old friends and their lives, but there was no controlling Nadia's enthusiasm when it came to talk of her benefactor and beloved husband.

		"Are you happy?" Claire asked.

		"Of course," Nadia answered automatically. If Claire were not her friend, she would have scoffed at such a question. "Every woman is happier as a bimbo."

		Claire and Harmony both nodded their agreement. Even if such a fact had not been weaved into their minds at the bimbo conversion center, they had experienced the bliss of being bimbos for long enough to fully believe it.

		Harmony started grinding her ass into her chair as they waited for their food. Bimbos like them, out on the town, had simpler menus to order from. The decision making process involved in such a simple choice of what to eat could be too much for many bimbos. The restaurant had a planned meal for bimbos that would be served after they sat down. Harmony giggled, too, unable to hold back as she shook her body, making her tits jiggle in her tight top.

		"What's the matter?" Claire asked Harmony.

		Harmony bit her lip before she answered. "Felix makes me wear a butt plug. I love it, but it also vibrates and I..."

		Harmony trailed off, her thoughts getting lost in the stream of arousal flowing through her.

		"That's nice," Claire said. "I'm just so glad we could get together, kind of like we used to."

		"We all look good," Nadia added.

		"Yeah," Claire agreed. "But sometimes I wonder about what if, you know?"

		Nadia giggled. "Says the girl who used to be a super smarty pants. Do you even want to think about all that science stuff?"

		Claire giggled. "Of course not." It was an automatic response, but it was true. Apparently she had written a paper that was up for some awards. Her benefactor was considering whether she should go or not. Claire would abide by his decision. "I don't know what I was thinking."

		"We're bimbos now," Harmony said with a giggle.

		The other two joined in with her. As it turned out, all three of them were happy with their lives, more so than they ever could have before. And it was nice to share their love of being bimbos, something they had all expressed concerns about before, no matter how much they had accepted or tried to run from their fate.

		The three friends had been brought together by the close proximity of their birthdays, but that only made their bond now all the better. They all shared similar bimbo dates, even if Nadia had managed to delay hers for a while. And now they could enjoy their bimbo lives, simple and sexy. It was all any of them wanted to be. Their new lives might have come from a government mandate, but they all believed it was worth it. They were truly happy now.
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