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		Introduction

		

		Cause & Effect is the first book in the Bimbo Syndicate Series. The series features a theme of organized crime based loosely on the various mafia organizations in the U.S.

		There are expected to be three books in the Bimbo Syndicate Series.

		Cause & Effect primarily involves low-level mobsters, some of whom have a kind disposition. Subsequent books in the series will feature higher ranking characters within the Syndicate.
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		“I don’t have the money to pay you this week,” Elijah said plainly.

		Carmella had done her part, bringing in money from the numbers racket. She had just laid a pile of cash on Elijah’s desk and he said he couldn’t kick any back to her? It was not supposed to work like that. Carmella did her job and she expected to be paid. That was how employment worked, even if her job was not on the straight and narrow.

		Growing up, Carmella never had anything. Her parents were deadbeats and drug addicts. Everything she had achieved had been through her own hard work and determination. School acceptances, good grades, extracurriculars had all been on her. She had no help. Her teachers and then professors had written her off. And yet, despite their lack of interest in her, she had succeeded.

		Not thrived, however. No amount of education could fully erase the environment she had grown up in from her life. Despite graduating college with honors, she found few opportunities open to her. She could quote Shakespeare among many other playwrights and poets, but that did not make her employable.

		Carmella had tried to do things the right way. She got a waitressing job straight out of college. She figured that would be enough to pay her bills until she found something more promising. Except nothing more promising ever presented itself to her. Sure, she could have taken an unpaid internship, but she had living expenses to pay, not to mention school loans. She was barely keeping her head above water as it was, but there was no way she could drop her income for months on the slim hope that she would find that breakout job.

		The trouble came from the restaurant she was waitressing at. She did not know it at the time, but it was owned by a local mobster. She did not know his name. He was just called The Boss. Not that she had ever seen him. He never actually set foot in the restaurant. It was more of a front to launder the money his organization brought in. But she eventually figured out that the regulars she saw day in and day out were all connected in some form or another.

		“What about her?” one of those regulars had said one day, referencing Carmella as she approached the table with a fresh pot of coffee. That man turned out to be Elijah, but she had not known that at the time. He was a tall Black man with broad shoulders and big hands. From what she could tell, unlike other organized crime groups, this one was much more multicultural, with little concern about skin color or even gender. Although Carmella could rightfully guess that the leadership ranks of the organization were all men.

		The four other men at the table looked up at Carmella with appraising eyes. However, instead of looking at her like a piece of meat, as if she was some sexual object for them to play with, they seemed to be appraising her as a potential employee.

		“She could do,” another of the men said. “Assuming she has the math skills.”

		“I majored in math,” Carmella chimed in, not knowing exactly what they were discussing, but the fact she actually had more than her fair share of math skills made it more likely she might get made a more lucrative offer than what she was currently doing. Waitressing paid her bills, but it did little else for her. And if she hit a bad month in tips, she struggled to get by. She was living month to month and anything that paid better was certain to give her some breathing room.

		“Well, look at her,” a third man said. “We’ve got ourselves a college girl. Who’d a thunk it?”

		“What’s your name, darlin’?” Elijah asked.

		“Carmella, sir,” she answered, adding the sir to make sure she showed the proper respect. She knew nothing about the criminal underworld, but she figured it would not hurt to be respectful to her prospective employer.

		“Carmella,” one of the other men said. “Italian?”

		Carmella nodded her head. Her grandparents had come to the United States from Italy. She still sported the dark hair and Mediterranean features many of the Italian people were known for.

		“I don’t know that we have anyone who is actually Italian in our ranks,” Elijah said. “They usually get picked up by one of the New York families. But I’ve seen this girl hustle tables. I bet she could make a good runner. The math skills would certainly help.”

		“Runner?” Carmella asked. “I’m not familiar with the term outside of running.”

		Carmella had never been a runner in the modern sense. She spent so much time on her feet waiting tables that there was no way she had the energy at the end of the day to go for a run. Although she had some decent speed when she was forced to run. Had her life been different, she might have found herself running or even competing, but that would have required a very different background.

		“It’s, um…” Elijah said, choosing his words carefully. “Let’s leave it at that for now. When do you get off work today?”

		“Four, sir,” Carmella answered. She got off just before the evening shift started.

		“Perfect,” Elijah said. “Come on back to the office when you get off. We can talk then.”

		Carmella was dismissed from the table so that she could continue her work for the day. Although her mind never left the conversation. The rest of the afternoon she found herself constantly checking the clock, waiting for her shift to be over. Luckily, it was a busy day, which helped keep her mind more occupied. Otherwise she would have gone just a little crazy from impatience.

		There was little question that this potential job offer was going to mean she did something that might not be legal. But after years of trying to do the right thing and never getting ahead, the morality of working for the mob seemed less concerning to her. It did not help that her regular customers always seemed flush with cash. Seeing their success made her want to join in too. And if they had a reasonably safe position for her, she would happily jump at it.

		“It’s really simple,” Elijah said when Carmella came to visit him after her shift. She had never actually been in the back office. The restaurant manager usually worked at the end of the counter. It was important that he keep up a public appearance, not wanting anyone to grow suspicious of the restaurant’s true purpose. “We need another runner in our numbers game. You’ll work as a go-between for one of our bookies and the bank. That means you’ll move money and records back and forth between the two, as well as pass any requests up the chain or any orders down it. Does that make sense?”

		“The numbers game,” Carmella said, trying to focus on exactly what she was getting involved in. She had miraculously been shielded from these sorts of things in the past. “This is some kind of gambling, right?”

		“We used to use the stock market to generate a number everyday, but now we use Bitcoin,” Elijah explained. “We take the last three digits of the value of Bitcoin at the same time everyday and that’s the number for the day. People make bets with the bookies trying to guess those digits. Guess correctly and the payout is 600 to one. Guess wrong and you’re out a buck or more. It all depends on how much you aim to risk. Got it.”

		Carmella was familiar with the probability math that ruled gambling. That knowledge was one reason she had never even bought a lottery ticket. Admittedly, it was an even bigger surprise that such illicit gambling was still taking place, given how the states now ran their own games of chance. She could only guess that tradition still held strong.

		“Makes sense,” Carmella said. “What’s the pay and what’s the chance of advancement?” Those were the two most important questions in Carmella’s mind. The pay would determine if she could make it work. She wanted to assume she could make more than she did waitressing, but there was no way she was quitting her job before she had her next gig lined up. And the ability to advance was important to Carmella. She did not want to be stuck in a dead end job for the rest of her life. She had a college degree and she felt she deserved something better than waitressing.

		Elijah listed off the pay. It came in weekly installments. It was good money. Not great, but good. “I can either arrange for you to get paid through the restaurant, as if you were still a waitress, or I can just pay you under the table. If you choose the latter, there’s no taxes. Makes April simple. You won’t have any reportable income. As for advancement, if you work hard, I’m sure you’ll move up. You might even be able to fill in for the bookies sometime. Or even better, the folks at the bank might like you and want to put that big brain of yours to work. That’s not my area of expertise. I just keep the operation running smoothly. You get me?”

		“I’m in,” Carmella said. “As long as you keep paying me, I’ll keep working. And under the table is fine with me. It’s easier to pay the bills that way.”

		Elijah smiled. “Way to be a team player. I knew the moment I spotted you that you were the kind of woman who needed a real job. I’ll tell your boss he needs to find a new waitress for tomorrow. I want to see you at 10 tomorrow morning, right back here again. Dress stylishly. We don’t want our runners drawing the wrong kind of attention to themselves.”

		Carmella thanks Elijah and then headed home, smiling. She was finally moving up in the world. Sure, she was starting at the bottom of the organization, but if Elijah was right, she was a shoe-in to move up the ranks. That would mean more money and more power. Both were attractive to her.

		Not that everything went as planned.

		“Come on, Elijah,” Carmella complained. “I need the money. I’ve got rent due soon. You know how it is. A girl has needs.”

		Carmella had been working as a runner for long enough to have set a little money aside, had she been disciplined about it. The problem was, as her income rose, so too did her expenses. Clothes had become a major expense. It was hard to keep up with the latest fashions. She had found it best to look good when she was making her deliveries. Even when she caught sight of someone trailing her, she could usually find a police officer relatively nearby and flag him down, playing the damsel in distress role. That shook her tail and allowed her to carry on with her delivery. The police officer was always none the wiser that she was carrying loads of cash on the way to what amounted to the bank.

		“These are orders from the top,” Elijah said. “All payments have been temporarily suspended until further notice. I’m not even getting paid this week.”

		Carmella stomped her foot in annoyance. Her mind was already working at how she could cover rent this month. She figured she would need to go through her closet and see if she could sell anything. Not that she expected to make much money from that, but it might be enough to get her through the week. It might mean skipping a meal here or there, but she could make it work. But if this went on much longer, she was going to be stuck. And it was not as if she could just automatically get her job back at the restaurant. Her old job had been filled and the restaurant did not have much turnover in its staff.

		As much as Carmella wanted to throw a fit, she knew it would do no good. She had come to know Elijah and several of his fellow mobsters. They could be kind and tender when they wanted to be, but at their heart, she knew they were cold and uncaring. And no matter what she did, she knew there was nothing she could do to get him to even advance her the money. At best, he would send her to one of the sharks for a loan. Again, she knew better than to throw her luck in with them. They would bleed her dry once the money started flowing again.

		Instead, Carmella just left Elijah’s office, defeated. But she did not just feel down. She felt betrayed. She had taken the runner job to make improvements in her life. To a degree, she had, but not enough in her mind. And the advancement opportunities were a joke. She had never had the opportunity to fill in for one of the bookies so she could take a cut of the bets. And none of the men she interacted with at the bank ever thought of her as anything but a pretty face, and even then, she was not that pretty. They all could throw their money at the really pretty girls, the girls who didn’t have to work for a living. Carmella was stuck and she knew she needed a plan.
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		It did not take long for Carmella to figure out what was going on with the pay. It was a play straight out of the Wire, a tv show she had watched early on in her days as a runner. She had also watched the Sopranos, just to get an idea of what the upper echelons of a crime organization might be like. Not that the crime organizations in those shows even closely resembled the Syndicate, the name her organization was sometimes known as.

		However, in this case the similarities were obvious. If the boss thinks one of his underlings is skimming money, then hold back the pay from everyone and look for who is not hurting at the end of the week. Keep going until they are found.

		To Carmella, this was tantamount to a breach of trust. She never would have imagined skimming or stealing from the hand that fed her. But she also counted on that hand always coming through for her and giving her what she was owed. With that trust broken, Carmella knew she needed to take care of herself. Her job was not as secure as she would have hoped. But unlike many of her counterparts and coworkers, she actually understood the mathematics behind her job and she was positive she could figure out a way to skim a little money. If the bosses were going to hold back her pay, she wanted to make sure she had a nest egg to fall back on.

		Although she was aware she could not make it obvious that she was still solvent while everyone else was struggling to get by. But Carmella had already shown herself to be a decent actress when it came to the cops. She figured she could play hungry for a few days in the future. But that all required that she be forced into this situation again. There was no guarantee of that, but Carmella was not about to take any more chances. All it would take was a plan.

		That plan, however, took far longer to develop and put into action than she would have imagined at the start. By the time Carmella figured out how she was going to skim money from her employer, the pay freeze had ended. She had managed to survive without selling her entire closet of clothes, but she still saw a lot of money disappear that she would not get back again. Even the bonus that Elijah paid her for the inconvenience was not enough to keep her from her work.

		Most of the day, Carmella spent her time traveling around the neighborhood, picking up packages full of cash and delivering them to the bank. She rarely needed to send orders back to the bookies and the bookies rarely needed to send requests to the bank unless they took a big hit with multiple winners on the day. Those days, she took money back to the bookies to help cover the payouts. A bookie could usually cover the payouts from his take and hold back the balance the next day.

		It was an efficient system and one that had been in operation for many years. And it was designed to limit risk as one moved up the food chain. The bookies, at the point of bet taking, had the largest risk. They were always flush with cash. The only reason they never got mugged and the money stolen was everyone knew who the bookie worked for. There would be consequences for stealing that way.

		Carmella and the other runners were next on the risk list, although their lower pay in some ways heightened the risk. Carrying thousands of dollars around was always dangerous and it was a lot harder to make it obvious that she was not to be messed with because of the people she worked for without tipping off the police or rival organizations that came with their own muscle. That was why Carmella often dressed up for work. She looked too respectable to be a runner.

		After that, the folks who ran the bank, which was really a group of people in an office, counting money and keeping it in a safe until they could move the money out to another location. With the office operating behind another front, just like the restaurant, there was little risk. And if the place ever did get hit, there was enough cash flowing through the Syndicate to open up another bank in another office building the next day. Sometimes they moved the bank just to help keep the heat off.

		For Carmella, she needed to figure out how she could grab a little extra money for herself, whether that was from the packages she was handling or doing a little business on the side. The important part was not to get caught. Not that she wanted to make huge sums of money for herself. She just wanted to take a couple bucks at the time, at most. The idea was to make it look like an accounting error, nothing more. That way it could easily be explained away.

		“I think I’ve got it,” Carmella said late one night as she looked through her notes. She had filled notebooks with various formulas she had created so as to limit her risk. If she could run the scam for a few weeks, that would be enough to at least cover her on her big expenses, like rent, the next time one of the bosses felt the need to squeeze his underlings.

		Now all Carmella had to do was put her plan into motion.
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		Carmella walked into a diner near her apartment. She lived right on the edge of where the Syndicate’s territory butted up against a rival organization. The two groups were rivals, but there had been a long peace between them. It was lunchtime and the place was a hive of activity. Wait staff were rushing around, taking orders and delivering food.

		Up at the lunch counter were a group of men who Carmella had seen before. They regularly played the numbers and she had overheard them hold long conversations about the luckiest numbers. Not that she had ever seen any of them win anything. They played daily and had nothing to show for it. However, they always had to travel several blocks to place their bets. Carmella hoped to jump in and start her own small sized game. These men were perfect targets.

		“How’re the numbers?” Carmella asked as she approached the men. They were familiar with her enough not to find her intrusion into their conversation strange.

		“Same as always,” one of the men said. “But it’s getting hard to walk over to play. My knees aren’t what they used to be.”

		“Just so you know,” Carmella started to say, seeing this as her opening. “I just got promoted to open up a new operation here. You won’t have to worry about those knees if you place your bets with me.”

		The men eyed Carmella up and down, trying to decide if she was trustworthy or not. Being a bookie required a certain amount of trust. The players needed to know the bookie was not about to just run off with their cash. That was bad for them and bad for the reputation of the organization running the game.

		“Look fellas,” Carmella said. “You’ve seen me around. I’ve been a runner for the Syndicate for a while now. There’s nothing to worry about. You can still play and you won’t have to walk down the street to place your bets everyday. You can come see me when I stop in for lunch.”

		“I don’t know,” one of the other men said. “I didn’t think the Syndicate would risk sending a bookie this close to the border. But screw it. My knees hurt too. I’m in.”

		“You won’t regret it, gentlemen,” Carmella said as she recorded the bets and collected the money.

		Technically, Carmella was taking on personal and financial risk. The personal risk was obvious. She was setting up an unapproved numbers racket without kicking anything up the chain. The financial risk came from her not having the money necessary for a payout if any of her bets paid out. However, she knew the odds were in her favor. With a small enough sample size, the odds of her few customers hitting the daily number was small. If she kept it up long term, yes, someone would eventually get a win. But Carmella did not expect to be in business for long. She just wanted to make enough money to carry her over in case there was another pay freeze.

		Of course, through all this, Carmella still had her regular job as a runner. She would come to the diner at lunch to take bets and then she would rush off to carry loads of cash to the bank. It was extra work, but without having to kick money up to the bank everyday, Carmella was bringing in a nice chunk of cash every week. After a month or two, she figured she could stop and go back to an easier life.

		If only it were that simple.
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		“L et’s take a walk,” the man said a moment after stepping into the back office of the restaurant. Elijah looked up from the ledger he had been studying to see a man who he could not say no to. He was known as the Beast, a large and intimidating man. He had started out as a low-level enforcer with the Syndicate and worked his way up the chain of command until he became a made man. He continued to climb after that, now reaching the rank of underboss.

		Elijah immediately closed the ledger and spun his chair around to lock it away in his office safe. Nothing needed to be said. Security was of the utmost importance.

		It was a sunny day as the two made their way out onto the street. Elijah had always felt intimidated by the Beast and that was hard to do. Elijah was a big man, but the Beast was even larger. Standing at over six and a half feet tall, the big fists and burly chest made him look like he should have been a football player or a heavyweight boxer. The Beast had boxed in his youth, but he found it much more enjoyable to pound people who crossed the Syndicate.

		However, despite his penchant for fisticuffs, the Beast had a quick mind and an eye for good strategy. It was his mind that helped him rise through the ranks of the Syndicate, although the fear he elicited in those around him certainly helped.

		“We’ve got a problem,” the Beast said, his voice low and deep. Even though the risk of being overheard was higher outside, there was less of a chance that a bug had been placed nearby. A long range microphone could be used, but that would mean the pair would be followed and tracked. A wary eye could make sure they were not followed.

		“What kind of problem?” Elijah asked. He could only hope the problem was not of his doing. If he were at fault, he could find himself in big trouble. The Syndicate did not take failure lightly. Not that the Beast was likely to do the dirty work himself. Despite his ease at intimidating others, he mostly kept his hands clean, an advantage his position of underboss afforded him.

		“Word is there’s a numbers game being run out of Monty’s Deli,” the Beast answered. “You know the place right? Up by the border.”

		“I didn’t authorize that,” Elijah said. “I know about our agreement. We aren’t allowed any numbers activity within five blocks of the border. The same goes for them.”

		“So either someone is trying to move in on us or someone is running their own game,” the Beast said. “I need you to find out what’s going on and to deal with it. You’ll have my full support. One call from you and I can get the team together to give the bastard cement shoes. Or we can use other methods if you prefer. But I want you to find out who the hell is doing this and risking the peace. Got it?”

		“I understand,” Elijah answered. His mind was already turning, trying to figure out what he could do to flush out the perp.

		“Good. I’m glad we had this little chat. You do good on this and I’ll put in a good word for you with the boss. I reward those who do good work.”

		“Thank you,” Elijah said. “I’ll get right on it.”

		The Beast waved his hand, sending Elijah back to the restaurant and at the same time turning in the opposite direction to leave. Their business for the moment had concluded, meaning they no longer needed to be seen together.

		As Elijah walked back to the restaurant, he considered his options. Showing up at the diner could be bad news if there really was someone trying to muscle in on the Syndicate’s territory. He did not want a shootout. It might come to that, but there was no way he was going to go in with guns drawn. That brought too much heat, both in terms of the police and public opinion. Overall, the Syndicate was well liked by the locals. They were willing to overlook some of the shadier business dealings as long as the peace was maintained. But shooting up a diner was not going to help anyone.

		Back at his office, Elijah started calling up his bookies that operated near the border. He wanted to know if they had noticed anything. Were there any regulars who suddenly stopped showing up as expected? Had they noticed anyone acting differently? After that he intended to start talking to the runners, seeing if they had noticed anything different.

		“Mack,” Elijah said, greeting the first bookie to pay him a visit. “Come on in.”

		Mack was an old timer in the business, predating Elijah’s involvement with the Syndicate. Usually Elijah preferred to bring in new blood when he started overseeing a project. However, he also recognized talent when he saw it. Mack had a mind for numbers and a wickedly sharp memory. He didn’t even need to keep a betting book. He could remember everything about each bet he took each day, the person, the amount, the number. It was amazing. And he left no paper trail, making it more difficult for the police to nail him on anything.

		Sure, Mack had been hauled in by the police a few times, but it never amounted to anything. He always clammed up and stayed silent, just like a good soldier. And since the police could never pin anything on him, they always had to let him go. They could not even keep the money they took off of him. At the end of the night, they always returned it, making it all the better. Mack simply never lost money.

		“What’s up?” the old man asked as he sat down across from the man who was ultimately his boss. Elijah had never been sure exactly how old Mack was. He looked like he could have been anywhere between 50 and 90 years old. It was hard to pin him down on almost anything. But age did not matter. He was reliable. In this business, being reliable was a godsend.

		“We’ve heard rumors of a new operation opening up in Monty’s Diner,” Elijah said. “That’s no go territory, so I was just wondering if you’d noticed anything. You operate not too far from there. You see anything out of the ordinary lately?”

		Mack sat back and scratched his chin, thinking.

		“You know how things are in this business,” Mack finally said. “There’re ups and downs. It comes in cycles. But now that you mention it, I had a couple regulars go missing on me recently. Happened a couple weeks ago. Now these are real old fellas, I’m talking about. They walk with canes and the like. I figured they couldn’t make the trip anymore, but they all stopped coming at once.”

		“Interesting,” Elijah said as he leaned over his desk and tapped his fingers together in front of his face. “Tell me more. Who knows these gentlemen?”

		“I mean, they’re regulars, so I guess everyone does to an extent,” Mack answered. “But if you’re asking if there’s anyone who matters who knows them, I can’t think of anyone.” Mack paused for a moment as his mind went to work sorting through his memories. “Wait a second. My runner, Carmella was friendly with them sometimes. And now that I think about it, she’s been a bit awkward lately. She does her job, but she always seems like she’s in a rush for something, like she’s always out of breath.”

		“Anything else?”

		Mack shook his head. “I hate to throw the girl under the bus. She’s smart and probably should have been brought in as a bookie to start with. Her talents were always wasted on being a runner. But if she’s up to something, I’m sure she has a good reason. A girl like her doesn’t do something stupid like that without thinking it through.”

		“I recruited her,” Elijah admitted. “She used to be a waitress here in the restaurant. But you’re right. If she’s involved, I have to believe she has either been coerced or she doesn’t think she has another option. Thanks, Mack. Here’s a little something for your trouble.”

		Elijah opened his desk drawer and pulled out a wad of bills, tossing them on the desk.

		“Much thanks,” Mack said as he picked the money off the desk and quickly stuffed it in a pocket. He turned and left without saying another word, but that was expected. These men were not friends. They were business associates and they were all business.

		Once he was alone, Elijah leaned back in his chair and looked up at the ceiling. If Mack’s information was good, which he assumed it was, it meant he would need to pay Carmella a little visit. But he needed proof first. All he had was circumstantial evidence. He needed to prove that she was running her own operation before he could take her down. Luckily, he knew just how to handle it.
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		Elijah did not need to visit Monty’s Diner. In fact, it was better if he was not there at all. All he needed to do was send a little muscle to surveil the place. If what Mack had told him was true, Carmella was running her own operation out of the diner, breaking the peace deal. Not that she knew about that. She had not been with the Syndicate long enough for that kind of news to reach her.

		Despite growing up rough, Carmella had never fully learned the ways of the street. She acted like she had. She knew what she had to do to keep people off her trail as a runner. There was an instinct for that kind of thing and Carmella had that instinct. However, there was much she did not know. She was capable, but she seemed to think she was better than she really was. In this line of work, you were only as good as what you could demonstrate. Carmella might be good enough to run her own operation, but she had been foolish to think she could operate under the protection of the Syndicate while keeping all the money for herself. There were rules to how this worked and she had broken them. Or so Elijah assumed. He was not about to jump to assumptions and see a good runner die by mistake.

		The man Elijah sent to Monty’s Diner was named Jake. He was generally an unassuming man. Despite his size and strength, people always seemed to overlook him. Jake was the kind of man with a forgettable face and a voice that people seemed to naturally ignore. That made him ideal for security and jobs like this one, where a certain level of stealth proved advantageous.

		Jake pushed his way into Monty’s Diner and grabbed a seat at the end of the counter. It was lunch time and he was hungry. He would fit right in eating a sandwich while he watched and waited for anything to happen. His instructions were simple: keep a lookout for Carmella. He had a photo of her in his pocket, but he hoped not to have to pull it out. He had committed it to memory, assuming the photograph was accurate. Some women changed their appearance often enough that he might need to double check it, looking for something deeper than her general appearance.

		No one would have suspected that Jake was there for any other reason than to eat his lunch. Given Carmella’s work schedule, he knew if she did not show up at lunch, it was not her that was causing all the ruckus. Not that Jake needed to do anything if he spotted her. His mission was simple reconnaissance. Any action he took could actually make the situation worse, both for him and the Syndicate. Of course, if he saw someone else taking bets in the diner, he was to report on that too. But first and foremost, he was keeping an eye out for Carmella.

		As Jake slowly munched on the sandwich he ordered, he noted how a group of old men came in, all of them bent over and hobbling, three using canes and the fourth a walker. They set up at the counter, just a few seats down from him. Jake had not been given photos of the gentleman, but he knew to expect them. So far everything was playing out just as he expected it to.

		The bell attached to the door rang again. Jake looked up to see a woman silhouetted with the sun behind her. He could tell it was a woman from the flared skirt and tapered waist. There was a feminine quality about her that made her stand out.

		The woman’s heels clicked on the linoleum floor of the diner as she stepped inside, making a bee-line for the counter and the four old gentleman.

		“Hello, boys,” she said with a smile. Jake watched her closely out of the corner of his eyes. It was Carmella. There was no doubt in his mind. “Sorry to say none of you were winners yesterday, but if you’d like to try again, I’d be happy to help you out.”

		Jake noticed how easy the bookie role came to her. It was a shame that it would not last. She had talent that was wasted as a runner. And as a woman, she had the four men eating out of the palm of her hand.

		Carmella made her rounds of the diner, slipping a few bills to the various diner staff. She knew who she needed to pay to keep her little operation running. And as Jake watched, he was impressed with the way her mind worked. She handled everyone’s bets without the need of a ledger or a calculator. Of course, no one was winning anything either, but that was no surprise. The odds of coming away a winner were poor. The only thing that kept people playing was the payout. Winning on a $1 bet paid out $600. Or at least that was how it worked with the Syndicate. Jake had no idea what the payout Carmella was offering, but he assumed it would be similar.

		Seeing Carmella work, Jake had half a mind to make a play himself. There was something about the way she smiled, the way she laughed, the way she interacted with her clientele that made him want to participate too. Of course, Jake knew better. For all he knew, she would not be making a return to Monty’s Diner ever again. At best, she would find herself in the hospital with serious injuries. At worst, she would find a new home at the bottom of the river wearing cement shoes. That was how the Syndicate operated. Punishments were always bad. How bad depended on the situation. However, setting up a secondary numbers racket was serious, especially when it violated the peace agreement. It was too bad. Even though he had only just seen her, Jake liked Carmella. Under other circumstances, he would have asked her out on a date.

		After Carmella made her rounds, collecting the needed cash from her clients, she skipped out the door. Jake could only guess that she was headed to her real job. Not that she would have a chance to start. Jake pulled out his cell phone and sent an all-important text. It was only a thumbs up emoji, but that was all that he needed to send. Elijah would know what it meant. Jake had just sealed Carmella’s future, whatever that might be.

		Jake took a deep breath as he returned his phone to his pocket. Then he took another bite of his sandwich. It was good food. All thoughts of Carmella and what might happen to her were removed from his mind. In his line of work, it was important not to form attachments to people, especially those people he had been set to surveil. By the time he was called in, his bosses just needed proof. He was that proof. For Carmella, that meant she had been found out and now she would face the consequences.
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		Carmella did not like the idea of getting called into Elijah’s office. From her experience, he seemed to maintain a hands off approach to the numbers operation he oversaw. He rarely contacted the people in his employ unless there was an issue. The last time she had actually talked to him had been when he suspended the pay.

		Although, Carmella felt more comfortable entering his office this time. If he did hold back her pay, she had money to fall back on. Although she knew she would have to act like she was desperate. That was how it worked. She needed to keep up appearances to keep the heat off her. Little did she realize she had already been caught.

		“You wanted to see me?” Carmella said, standing in the office doorway and knocking on the open door.

		“Carmella, please come in and have a seat,” Elijah said. He was all smiles. As much as he liked Carmella, he actually liked being rough and dramatic even more.

		Carmella did as she was beckoned, taking a seat in front of his desk. Elijah leaned back, choosing his words carefully. Ever since he had gotten word that she was behind the pop-up numbers game at Monty’s Diner, he had been trying to figure out how he wanted to play this. The trouble was he liked Carmella. Until now, she had done good work, even if there never had been the chance for her to advance as he had promised. In a way, he could not blame her for what she did. At the same time, her actions were incredibly stupid. She should have been smarter than that.

		“What can I do for you?” Carmella prompted. She had been called in from her regular shift, meaning she was not performing her job. Little did she realize that there was someone else taking her position as a runner.

		“You can start by telling me what you were doing at Monty’s Diner at lunch today,” Elijah said plainly. The least he could do was give her the chance to explain herself.

		“You know about that?” Carmella asked, already deflated. She hung her head and slouched her shoulders.

		“Did you really think you could run your own operation without anyone finding out?” Elijah said. “What were you doing there?”

		Tears already started to form in the corners of Carmella’s eyes. “It was only going to be temporary,” she said with a sniffle, trying to hold back the waterworks. “I really struggled when you held back everyone’s pay that one time. I don’t make enough to get over living week-to-week so I came up with a way to make a little cash as an emergency fund. I didn’t mean anything bad by it. And I was hoping to stop at the end of the week.”

		Elijah had not anticipated Carmella’s answer. Greed would have made sense. That was the usual reason for people stepping out on their own as she had done. He also figured she had gotten lucky that none of her clients had managed to hit the number. He could only assume she was running an identical scheme as the Syndicate. It was the going rate.

		There was also the matter of whether she was telling the truth. Elijah knew it was hard to stop an operation once the money started flowing in. She might have planned to stop, but that did not mean much. It was easy to tell oneself to just add another week. After that, it could be months later before the question arose again.

		“Do you know how much you fucked yourself?” Elijah asked, deciding it was time to bring out the profanity.

		Carmella looked up with fear in her eyes. Yet he could tell it was fear of the unknown. She really did not know how much trouble she was in. She was smart, but not street smart. She had talent, but it was wasted by her lack of awareness.

		“Two things,” Elijah continued. “One, you failed to give the Syndicate a cut. You operated in our territory without paying a cut. That’s a big no-no. That’s like stealing. As far as I’m concerned, this foul-up you’ve created makes you a thief. Two, the reason there has never been any numbers running out of Monty’s Diner is because we agreed to a moratorium on the numbers within five blocks of the border. Monty’s is too close to the border. If the other side ever got wind of what you had going, it could start a war the likes of which we haven’t seen in decades. You could have gotten good men killed for no reason.”

		“Oh my…” Carmella sobbed as the full weight of her mistake hit her. She had no idea that she came so close to causing so much chaos.

		“Yeah, you catch me meaning now. But here’s the problem. I have to punish you. You could give the Syndicate its cut of what you made, but we still need to have proof that proper punishment has been doled out if the other side comes knocking, inquiring about numbers being played at the diner. We’d have to give you up if they asked, assuming we hadn’t already taken care of you. It would be a bit like if you knocked off one of their made men. We’d have to give you up to them as recompense. I’m not saying this is as bad as that, but it’s really fucking close since your little operation is in violation of the peace agreement.”

		“Are you going to kill me?” Carmella asked. She never imagined she would die so young, but then again, she had never fully contemplated the risk she had put herself in, not just by running her own numbers operation, but by working for the Syndicate to begin with.

		“That’s one option I have to consider,” Elijah said truthfully. “All I have to do is make one phone call and you’ll be fitted for a pair of cement shoes. And let me tell you, those aren’t nearly as pretty as the ones you’re wearing now.”

		Carmella looked down at her pair of red slingback heels with a low heel. Spending so much time on her feet for her work, she preferred wearing flats, but she had found people treated her better when she wore heels. The low heels split the difference, making them more comfortable to walk in than a proper high heel. They were pretty. They seemed to fit the retro style she had going on that day. She wore a black and white polka dot dress and had her hair up in curls. She could have come out of the 1950s, except for the modern watch and cell phone sitting in her purse.

		“Are there other options?” Carmella asked. “Preferably something where I don’t die.”

		“There are,” Elijah said, “although I don’t know that you’re going to like them any better. A good beating would probably do the trick. You’d spend a week or two in the hospital and then we’d put you back to work in some menial job, something that doesn’t pay enough and would keep you indebted to us for the rest of your life. That’s how we operate.”

		Carmella swallowed hard, not liking that choice either, but she had to figure it was better than death. Death was permanent. At least with the beating she would still get to live, even if she never got out of the gutter she had put herself in.

		“But I’ve got one other option, but I can’t do this with most people in your position. That makes you special, I guess.”

		“Why’s that?” Carmella asked, her interest piqued.

		“Have you ever seen some of the girls the bosses have?” Elijah asked.

		Carmella thought carefully. She had never paid attention to that sort of thing. She had never actually seen any of the Syndicate bosses before. She had only seen the people who frequented the restaurant where she used to waitress. Elijah seemed to be the highest person on the chain of command that she had seen.

		Carmella shook her head.

		“They are all hotties,” Elijah said. “And I don’t just mean they’re good looking because they take care of themselves. They were regular women once, but we have this ability to change them. We can turn women into complete bimbos, dumb and sexy with little but fashion and sex to burden their simplified minds.”

		Carmella’s eyes widened as Elijah explained. She was familiar with what bimbos were and had even interacted with a few over the years. They were vain and completely self absorbed from her perspective. They were also about as smart as a rock. Carmella could not imagine herself in any of their shoes. She had worked hard for what she had. There was no way she could give up her education like that.

		“Yes, for you, bimbofication would be a punishment,” Elijah said, sensing Carmella’s reservations. “You’ve got that brain of yours. You’ve got that college education. That’s how you define yourself. And that’s exactly why it would be a fitting punishment for your actions.”

		Carmella sat there and tried to think through her options. Elijah was right. None of them were attractive. Then again, no punishment was supposed to appeal to her. Nonetheless, she felt trapped. There was a small chance she could try and make a run for it, but she had no idea how long the arms of the Syndicate really were. Elijah was right. She had made a stupid mistake and she knew nothing about how organized crime really worked. She just understood her little part of it, which had been simplified to such a degree that she never had to think about the bigger picture.

		Sure, Carmella was capable of understanding the bigger picture, as she was beginning to now. But it was too late. The damage was done. There was no coming back from this. She would have to be punished, not only to teach her a lesson, but to keep the peace. The only question was which punishment she would prefer. Not that she had a choice. Elijah could decide for her and she would just have to live with his decision.

		“Am I supposed to choose?” Carmella asked, not sure of the next step. Her tears flowed freely now, streaking her face. She had accepted that a punishment was forthcoming. Not that she wanted to experience any of the available options. But choosing almost made it seem even worse. It was easier to accept that her fate was no longer in her hands and that justice, if it could be called that, would be done upon her.

		“Technically it’s up to me, but in situations like these, I always like to get a second opinion,” Elijah answered. “That’s one thing I like about you. You’re reasonable. Yes, you’re crying, but I’ve seen big tough men cry in your same position. I’ve even seen them shit themselves in fear. You know you’ve done wrong and you’re willing to accept the consequences. Not every person is willing to do that. And that leads me to my options. I don’t want to kill you. That punishment doesn’t fit the crime. And I don’t want to have you beaten within an inch of your life. It would be hard enough finding the right muscle to make that happen, what with you being a woman and all. That leaves one option left. And I am sure that will make everyone happy. Hell, I could even arrange it for you to be my girl, assuming the other side doesn’t require your services as recompense for breaking the peace agreement.”

		Carmella simply listened to Elijah as he continued speaking. His words flowed over her, but she heard every word. She saw her future mapped out in front of her. And as scary as it would be to have all of her education taken away from her, to have all that hard work mean nothing, at least she would be alive and well, she would even be cared for. And who knew. Maybe being a bimbo was better than she imagined it would be. It would certainly get her out of hustling for her survival. She could leave that to Elijah or whichever man ended up claiming her. It all seemed reasonable.
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		It took one phone call and a five minute wait before Carmella found herself being ushered out of the restaurant and into the back of a waiting car. She barely had time to sense that she had been squeezed between two hulking men, Syndicate muscle, before a black bag was pulled over her head. Wherever they were taking her, she would have no idea of its location.

		Carmella chose not to speak. No threats had been made against her, but she was certain her ride would end badly if she protested or asked questions. She ignored her own thirst, not wanting to bring the ire of her escorts down on her for the simple act of asking for a drink of water. Such was the perilous nature of her situation.

		It did not help that Carmella had no idea of what to expect. She had not even been previously aware that getting turned into a bimbo in such a manner was possible. Could they really make her into a bimbo, not just in body, but in mind as well? It all seemed like a story out of science fiction, requiring massive machines and some kind of brainwashing. And yet, here she was, being driven out to where she knew not, all with the intention of turning her into a bimbo.

		Carmella had known women who could be described as bimbos in her life. She had avoided them, realizing that their goals were so different from each other. She had wanted no distractions as she worked her way up, earning her degree. In hindsight, it appeared all that hard work would be for nought, although the achievement itself, given her background, remained impressive. She had no regrets in anything she had done. She had taken a risk and she got caught. That had always been a possibility.

		They drove in silence. Eventually Carmella could tell the car had left the city and was headed out into the country. The stop and go traffic of the city had given way to the long and fast stretches on highways. The speeds and the severity of the bends told her they were probably traveling on two-lane highways, as opposed to the wide interstate freeways. Not that knowing the type of road they were driving on helped Carmella determine where she was or where they were taking her. She was but a blind passenger on her way to a life altering event.

		When the car finally slowed and pulled off onto a gravel road, Carmella guessed they had been traveling for about an hour. Again, that told her little. But it also indicated that the trip was nearing its end. Soon the car would stop and she would be once more ushered around, likely still with the black bag over her head. Not that it would matter in the end. She doubted she would remember much of her life after this. She would become just another bimbo for the men of the Syndicate to fuck with abandon. If she was lucky, she would fall under the responsibility of someone like Elijah, although even he could lend her out whenever he wanted. Carmella would not so much be a whore as just a slut who would fuck any man or woman she was told to fuck. It was that simple.

		As soon as the car doors opened, Carmella could hear the roar of ocean waves. She knew she was somewhere on the coast. Not that it mattered. There was no one coming to rescue her from her fate. She had taken on the Syndicate and lost. In all honesty, she felt like she was getting off easy, at least from an outward perspective. She got to keep her life. Everything beyond that, however, would be different. Everything that made Carmella herself would be stripped away from her, piece by piece until she was bimbo, a hot little piece of ass who just wanted to look sexy and fuck. At least her goals would be simple that way.

		Still with the bag over her head, Carmella was led up a set of wooden stairs, onto a porch, and then inside a building. From the feel of it, she had been guided into a house of some sort, but it was impossible to tell more than that.

		Once inside, Carmella was led down a flight of stairs. More accurately, she was picked up and carried down, one man holding her legs and the other holding her upper body. She could have squirmed with the hopes of wiggling free, but she knew there was no hope of that. Any wrong move and she feared the sting of a bullet rather than that of a needle.

		“Welcome, gentlemen,” came a male voice once the trio reached the bottom of the stairs. “I hope she wasn’t too much trouble.”

		“The bitch hasn’t said a word since we picked her up,” one of the men who had carried her down the stairs said.

		“Didn’t even struggle,” the other man said.

		“Excellent,” the male voice said. “You may go. I doubt she will be causing me any trouble now.”

		The two men shrugged their shoulders and then returned upstairs. Carmella could hear the floorboards creak above them as the two large men moved about the house, likely finding a spot to rest, maybe even cracking open a few beers to celebrate a job well done. She had no idea as she continued to stand there, silent and unmoving.

		Suddenly she could feel the presence of someone else. She could only guess it was the man who had welcomed her captors a moment before. He grabbed hold of the black back and pulled gently, making sure not to catch any of her hair in his fingers.

		Carmella was sure she looked a little wild, with her hair frizzled from having a bag on her head for the past hour, as well as the way her eyes blinked rapidly to try and adjust to the sudden first of lighting. At the moment, the space she found herself in had reasonably dim lighting, but it was still more than she had been used to seeing for the past hour.

		Finally a man came into focus. He wore a white doctor’s coat and wore a stereotypical stethoscope around his neck. Assuming this man was indeed a doctor, that at least mollified her fears somewhat. This was not a fly-by-night operation using people who did not actually know what they were doing. Although he could just be wearing clothes reminiscent of a doctor for just that reason, pretending to be something he was not.

		“It’s Carmella, isn’t it?” the man said gently.

		Carmella nodded her head, afraid to speak. She appeared to be alone with this man, but her eyes were still adjusting to the dim light and she could not see into all the corners of the room.

		“I’m Dr. Stanley,” the man said. “I’m a plastic surgeon and will be performing all the necessary work to turn you into a goddess.”

		Carmella cleared her throat after not having said a word for over an hour. “You mean you’re going to turn me into a bimbo.”

		“Carmella, my dear, to me, a bimbo is simply the perfect female form. Every bimbo is a goddess in my eyes.”

		It was hard to know what to think of that. Carmella felt more comfortable with the man being a doctor, but she was less confident in him now that he had expressed such pro-bimbo ideals. Then again, who else would do the work that he was scheduled to do? Who else would become a mob doctor if it did not come with the perks of creating an idealized female form, in body and in mind.

		“What are you going to do to me?” Carmella asked, her curiosity tinged with fear.

		“We’re going to start with the physical enhancements,” Dr. Stanley explained. “You wouldn’t know this, but I am a very talented plastic surgeon. You will look every bit the bimbo when I am done with you. You can count on that. You won’t even recognize yourself.”

		“And after that?” Carmella asked. That was the real clincher. She supposed she could withstand all the plastic surgery needed to bring her physical form up to bimbo standards. And hey, she was getting all that for free. She would look better than ever when the doctor was done with her. The problem was in her mind. Would she still be the same person after all of this? Her understanding of the process meant the Carmella she had always known would be gone, replaced with a woman who could not care less about math or anything else academic in nature.

		“Ah, yes,” Dr. Stanley said. “You of course mean the mental manipulation, as I prefer to call it. We can get into the details of that later. For now, there is no time to waste. I have a schedule to keep and I intend to keep it. You and I both know who pays my bills and the Syndicate does not like delays. Now, please take off your clothes. I need to take some measurements.”

		Carmella did not delay, realizing that any intentional obstruction on her part would likely result in worse punishment, just as she had assumed during the drive out to the coast. Therefore, she did exactly what Dr. Stanley asked of her. She stripped out of her dress, still wearing the same outfit she had when she got caught. There had been no opportunity to change clothes. She could only assume new clothes would be provided for her. After all, she had a feeling her proportions would be a bit different when all this was over. So too would be her sense of style.

		“Don’t mind me and my pen,” Dr. Stanley said. “But I’ve got a lot of work to do on you. You haven’t given me as much to work with as I would have hoped. But have no fear. You have your ideal form soon enough.”

		Carmella stood there passively as Dr. Stanley used a black marker to draw all over her body. It seemed like there was not a single spot that he was leaving unaltered. And what he did not write on her body, he included on a clipboard, taking detailed notes as he worked.

		If Carmella had any idea of what he had planned for her, it did not come from anything Dr. Stanley did in those moments. He was active, muttering to himself, almost like a madman, with an intensity in his eyes that came from an artist creating an amazing piece of art. Carmella was Dr. Stanleys’ canvas and he was about to make sure she looked like the most beautiful woman possible.

		Carmella could only guess at the time. There were no clocks on the wall. There were no windows in the room. All she knew was she was in a basement of a house on the coast, a place where she assumed she would have the necessary surgeries performed. At least everything looked clean. This was no ordinary basement. It was finished with linoleum flooring and it had a hospital level sterile quality that she found slightly comforting. It was unlikely that she was going to die from an infection.

		“All done,” Dr. Stanley said as it stood back and gave Carmella’s body a once over. “I’d tell you everything I have planned for you, but that would ruin the surprise. Let’s get you on the table and we’ll get started right away.”

		Dr. Stanley pulled a remote out of his coat pocket and pressed several buttons. The lights in the room came up, revealing the cavernous quality of the doctor’s operating theater. The open floor plan of the room allowed for everything to be done. And there was already an operating table set up and waiting for Carmella.

		At the same time as the lights turned on, an elevator in the corner dinged open and out stepped a woman who Carmella could only assume was a nurse. She wore nurse’s scrubs, but her body had clearly been enhanced to the point it was difficult to know if she was an actual nurse or simply played at being one. It seemed unreal that a nurse would wear such high heels, or that her scrubs would reveal a deep valley of cleavage.

		“Let’s get you up on the table,” Dr. Stanley said. “This is Nurse Baker. She’ll be assisting me with your procedure as well as helping you in your recovery upstairs.”

		Nurse Baker said nothing as she gently took Carmella’s arm and guided her toward the operating table. Before Carmella was even fully aware of what was happening to her, she found herself lying down on the table, with the nurse holding a breathing mask connected to a tank.

		“Nighty-night,” Carmella mumbled as the mask was placed over her mouth and nose and the gas began to flow. She breathed deeply, letting it carry her off into dreamland. For when she awoke, she would begin a new journey, one that she did not fully comprehend. But if Dr. Stanley was true to his word, she would come out of all this looking like, as he called it, a goddess. Carmella knew there could be worse things in the world. She closed her eyes and sank into a deep sleep.
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		Carmella woke up in a bedroom with pink walls and a window that looked out toward the sea. She felt groggy and confused as the drugs she had been kept on during her surgeries and initial recovery still coursed through her veins. It would take time for her body to finish processing them.

		There was little Carmella could do to assess her situation. She managed to turn her head from side to side, but she could not yet raise her head enough to get a good look at her body on the bed. However, there were three things she noticed without needing to lift her head. One was by looking down her nose, she could no longer sense it, just at the edge of her vision. She vaguely remembered the doctor drawing on her face, presumably with the intention of making wholesale changes to her face, including her nose.

		Carmella discovered the second change with the same attempt to look down her nose. Where once she could sense her nose on her face, now she could definitely see her lips without any effort. They pushed out from her face with an impressive amount of projection, made even more impressive when she actually stuck her lips out with a kissing motion. Again, there was no real surprise at having enhanced lips, but Carmella would not be able to figure out more without the aid of a. mirror.

		The third change was much more prominent and had been fully expected, but possibly not to this degree. Carmella could see her tits beyond her lips. They were big. They were round. And they felt like two boulders had been placed on her chest, making it difficult to breathe.

		“Ugh,” Carmella groaned as she tried to come to terms with what she had thus far observed. Her foggy mind did not help matters. The whole world seemed off, made even worse that when she looked up, the ceiling seemed to spin above her.

		“Oh, look who’s awake,” came the soothing voice of Nurse Baker. She looked every bit the slutty nurse that Carmella had remembered, only now more so. Her scrubs had been replaced with what appeared to be a fetish nurse costume, a latex or rubber dress that barely contained her body, again putting her substantial cleavage on display, as well as barely covering her sizable rear.

		Carmella moaned as the nurse gently patted her on the head. It was a soothing action, but it did little to actually help with the pain or drugged sensations.

		“Don’t worry your pretty little blonde head about a thing,” Nurse Baker said. “It will only be a couple of days before you’re ready for the mental conditioning. You’ll not only look like a hot bimbo on the outside, but you’ll be one on the inside too. Isn’t that nice?”

		“Ugh,” Carmella said again, unable to further articulate her position. A part of her wanted to see the new her. She wanted to see everything the doctor had done to her. But another part of her just wanted to shut down and go back to sleep, putting all thoughts of this whole bimbo transformation process out of her head.

		“Wait, blonde?” Carmella suddenly said, her words coming out slurred from the drugs and her unfamiliar lips. She had never been blonde before. Her hair had always been a rich chestnut brown. It had actually been one of her favorite features about herself. More accurately, it had been the only feature she liked about herself. She could play up her femininity before, but she always felt disappointed in her appearance. But she had also taken solace that she was a brunette and did not have the further burdens that being blonde would give her. The stereotypes would have been too much for her given how hard she had to work for everything in her life.

		“That’s right,” the nurse said with a smile as she continued to stroke Carmella’s head. “Dr. Stanley performed a hair transplant. You are now, and forever will be, blonde. Isn’t that great?”

		Carmella had wondered if blonde hair was on her horizon. All of the women who went the bimbo route in life, that she knew at least, had either been natural blondes or they had dyed their hair blonde. In all of this, she had not considered her hair. Brunette bimbos were not unheard of, but they seemed to be less common. She had figured she might become one of those bottle blondes. Carmella never knew there was a surgical option. Not that it mattered anymore. If what the nurse told her was true, she now sported blonde hair. It was definitely a change, one she had not been prepared for.

		“I can give you a complete tour of your body once you’ve recovered a little more,” the nurse continued. “In the meantime, you need your rest.”

		Just as Carmella was about to respond, the nurse got up and injected something into the IV system connected to her arm. A moment later a cool sensation flowed into her arm and up toward her head. She closed her eyes just as the coolness reached her head. There was a smile on her enhanced lips.
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		When Carmella next woke up from her drug induced sleep, her world appeared much different to her. The pink walled recovery room had been replaced with a much colder and more sterile room, reminding her of the surgery ward in the basement of the house. This was not the basement, but it was filled with an array of machines that Carmella could not even begin to describe.

		“Good morning, Carmella,” Dr. Stanley said. He greeted her with a smiling face and loving eyes. “It’s time to see the new you. Only then can we begin the next phase of your transformation.”

		“Do we have to?” Carmella asked, her mouth feeling awkward, but her voice sounding much stronger than it had the last time she had woken up. “Can’t you just say you did it?”

		Dr. Stanley’s eyes glistened as if tears were welling up inside. There was love there. It really was love. It was not romantic love. He felt nothing like that toward Carmella. It was the love an artist has for his creation.

		“Even if I thought that wise, I could not go against my employers in such a manner,” he answered. “It would put both of us in jeopardy. But such a plan would make no sense. I have given you the body of a goddess, but we must also install a mind that befits the new you. It would do no good to design a beautiful and high-powered sports car, but only install a tiny engine. It would be a flaw and a goddess such as yourself should have no flaws.”

		Carmella had never been that interested in cars, but she could at least partially understand Dr. Stanley’s meaning. Not that she liked it, however, she had come to view this as her fate. It was the consequence of doing what she had done. She had taken a risk and she had lost. Not that she knew this was a possibility when she started the whole operation. Still, considering she was not going to actually die, that had to be a win, even if the person she had always been would be no more, replaced with a hyper-feminine version with only a few things on her mind. It could certainly be worse.

		“Here, let me help you up so you can see your reflection,” the doctor offered.

		Soon Carmella was out of bed and tip-toeing toward a mirror in the corner of the room. The tip-toes were a necessity. She could no longer stand flat-footed. In fact, Carmella could sense that everything about her body was different. It moved differently. Her hips naturally swayed from side to side with each step, exaggerating her stride. Then there was the weight. Her breasts pulled her forward, such was their size and weight. Her whole center of gravity had changed, although her impressive bust had been counterbalanced by a similar increase to the size of her ass.

		Carmella let out a gasp as soon as she saw her reflection. She could not believe the woman she saw was her. There was nothing about her current body that reminded her of her past self. The old Carmella had been replaced entirely, it seemed. Her once pale skin now sported a golden tan. Her nose, once relatively large for her face, had been sculpted down until it looked like a little button. Her lips, in contrast, had expanded considerably, but with a focus on projection, as opposed to increased surface area.

		Her waist had been syphoned down until it looked like she was wearing a corset even when she was completely nude. It was an impressive feat, although she had no idea that ribs had been removed to achieve such results. Carmella’s legs looked as if they had been hand sculpted, leading to her small feet, which now seemed to be perfectly content remaining in such a cumbersome position. Little did she realize that her muscles and tendons had been stretched to allow greater flexibility, except in the ankles, where her tendons had been shortened to make heel wearing more natural.

		But the three things that Carmella noticed the most were her hair, her tits, and her ass. Her hair, formerly short and brown, was now long and blonde. The color was as light as she could have imagined while remaining completely natural. She even sported natural waves in her hair, giving her an appearance of greater volume, which itself has been increased as well.

		Carmella’s ass had been rounded out with a combination of fat transfer and implants. The bubble butt she now possessed was one of Dr. Stanley’s finest achievements. The roundness of her ass gave way to a perfect crease at the bottom, leading to her legs. If the doctor had his way, he would keep Carmella for himself and regularly fuck her ass, being so enamored with it as he was.

		However, Carmella most noticed her new tits. They were round and large on her small frame, but that only made them more attention-getting. It would have been impossible for her to hide her new breasts. There was no way to minimize them at their size. She would always be the woman with the big tits. Showing off any cleavage would automatically mean displaying a large valley. There was no way men would not stare at her.

		“That’s new,” Carmella said. And it was only then that she realized her voice sounded different as well. It seemed softer and higher pitched, the results of vocal surgery. “Wow, um, so is that. My voice.”

		“The voice of an angel,” Dr. Stanley said. “I hope you approve of your new body. I would give you time to become adjusted to it, but I have found the mental processes require a second round of acclimation. It is more efficient to just jump into the next phase and let it all happen on the other side.”

		If Carmella had been determined to fight, this would have been her moment. It was just her and the doctor. For all she knew, they were the only people in the house. It would have been relatively easy to escape. Of course, then there was the problem of her lack of clothes and the fact she did not know where she actually was. It would be so easy to get lost. And then there was the clothes again. While it would probably be easy to get someone, especially a man, to help her in her current form, she doubted their thoughts would remain pure. It seemed far more likely that she would end up in someone else’s house, fighting off sexual advances.

		Carmella did not fight. She acquiesced, giving herself up to her fate. Dr. Stanley led her toward a chair built into the machinery she had noticed when she first woke up. At the time, she had failed to notice the chair and the straps needed to keep her in place.

		“These are for everyone’s safety,” Dr. Stanley said as he sat Carmella down and started to fasten her into the chair, taking special care to tie down her wrists and ankles before also strapping her in at the waist and around her forehead. “We don’t want you getting hurt or interrupting the training program.”

		“Training program?” Carmella asked, her voice quaking with fear. As she understood it, this was to be the end of her as she knew it. She had good reason to be afraid, however resigned she was to her punishment.

		“That’s what I like to call it,” the doctor answered. “It will retrain part of your behavior and thinking processes while overlaying new high order thinking skills that will better suit the new you. I hear you were a math major in college. I can assure you that your days of high level math are behind you. To be honest, depending on how this goes, you could either struggle to do basic math or require your fingers to count to 10. You could reach 20 if you remember to use your toes. Most bimbos don’t remember that though.”

		Carmella swallowed hard as she steeled herself for this next step. “I’m ready,” she said, unprompted.

		“That’s the spirit,” Dr. Stanley said, his smile even brighter. “Time to finally give that body of yours the mind that it deserves.”

		With that, Dr. Stanley flipped a switch on the machine and it hummed to life. The parameters for Carmella’s training had already been set. The machine just needed to be told to go.

		And go it did. Carmella found her senses bombarded by stimuli of all sorts. There were flashing lights, there were noises, both seemingly random sounds as well as voices. She could even swear she felt the sensation of touch as she found herself staring at the lights. They were such pretty lights. It seemed a shame not to stare into their depths as she subconsciously did as the voice instructed her.

		Dr. Stanley could only watch with fascination as another woman found her true calling with his help. If he had it his way, every woman would turn themselves into a bimbo. It was the preferred state of femininity in his mind. Then again, the doctor was biased. He always had a thing for bimbos. He had two at home to take care of his needs. Plus, Nurse Baker was on the bimbo spectrum herself and provided him with regular relief during his long shifts in his disguised clinic. Being a mob doctor had its perks.

		There were times when he was required to treat gunshot and knife wounds, but those incidents had become fewer and fewer over the years. The Syndicate had reached a point where the violent crime was at a minimum. That allowed him to do what he did best, providing plastic surgery services to the Syndicate. Most of the time that meant working with various women like Carmella, but it had also involved changing the appearance of men who needed to escape their pasts. Those were always fun too, but not nearly as rewarding as a full bimbofication such as this one.

		Luckily, as Dr. Stanley watched Carmella succumb to the training program, he noted how much he loved this part of the process. He very much enjoyed transforming women physically with his exquisite skill, but he even more enjoyed seeing the new mental outlook, and really new personalities, they all exhibited when all was said and done. He was certain that Carmella would be gracious and thankful for everything the doctor had done for her. She would love being a bimbo, knowing she would forevermore be happy in this new form and never have to worry about anything ever again. She would be perfect.
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		When it was time to return to the city, it was Karma, not Carmella who made her triumphant debut. Elijah had chosen the name. It seemed fitting. Carmella was no more and using her old name would only serve as a reminder of who she once was. It was better to go with a new name, something that held no strings to the past.

		The mental training program had been a complete success. When the program had finished, it was Karma looking up at Dr. Stanley and not Carmella. The moment she set eyes on him, she licked her plump lips, her whole body feeling the lust she had been programmed with.

		Karma and all of the bimbos the doctor had created all had several things in common. Their libidos had been kicked up into high gear, giving them a perpetually horny existence, but kept them completely loyal to the Syndicate or whomever the Syndicate placed in charge. Karma might dream of fucking the first man she saw, but she never would have gone through with it without permission. Then again, the first man she saw worked for the Syndicate, yet at the same time, the doctor seemed like an other, someone outside the circle she was to remain loyal to.

		Luckily, Dr. Stanley had no need to test his creation. In many ways, he preferred it that way. Any physical testing of his creation could ruin what he viewed as perfection. Not that the doctor did not have needs. He found his work to be incredibly arousing, but that was why he had Nurse Baker and two bimbos at home to tend to his needs. There was no need for him to physically test his latest creations, preferring to give them over to their owners as soon as possible.

		There was no need to cover Karma’s eyes on the ride back to the city. She was too far gone to pay attention to where they were or where they were going. However, they still positioned two big men beside her in the backseat, just in case. Karma used that as an excuse to rub up against them. By the end of the ride she was stroking both of their cocks through their pants, keeping them hard, but not overdoing it.

		After finishing her stint in the training machine, Karma was given the run of a large room full of clothes. She could pick out anything she wanted to wear. With many of the dimensions of the bimbos the doctor created being similar, it made it easier to stock the appropriate sizes.

		Karma had kept it simple, choosing a simple red lace bra and panty set. “It makes me feel sexy,” she said. Not that she needed any help in feeling sexy. Her body was built for sex. She practically exuded it from her pores.

		It would have been normal for Karma to then select an outfit. Some bimbos went for tight fitting dresses that barely came down below the swell of the ass. Others chose tops that showed off a maximum of cleavage. And still others went for a bare midriff look that highlighted their tiny waists. Karma ignored all of that, instead finding a long leather coat that fit her perfectly, falling to the tops of her thighs. Paired with a set of black spiked heels, it was perfect. It was sexy, it was slutty, it was pure bimbo.

		Sitting in the car, Karma had buttoned up her coat, but she left it open at the top, allowing her magnificent tits to breathe. They needed the fresh air. They needed to be seen and appreciated for all their grandeur. The coat also split open when she sat, leaving even more of her svelte legs on display. And a careful eye would find the bright red of her panties, aching to be seen.

		The drive went by achingly slow for Karma’s two companions, but she no longer felt the passage of time in the same way as she once did. There was merely the now. The past and the future were ethereal ideas that meant little to her. The now was all that mattered. Yes, Karma had some sense that she had a future ahead of her, but she also knew she had no control over that future. She was a submissive through and through and would do whatever was asked of her by the Syndicate. And she would do it happily. This was her purpose. Her training had made that clear.

		Nor did the past particularly matter. Her memories from before were completely hidden from her. She had no recollection of her past self. There was only Karma the bimbo. And since she had a current past stretching only about a day, there was not much there to build on. In time, she would develop a sense of the past, but only as a guide for the present, knowing what her owners liked of her. That was all that mattered: serving her purpose.

		However, upon her return to the restaurant, upon seeing Elijah for the first time as Karma, she knew he was the one. When she saw him, she saw power, she saw intelligence, she saw strength. Most importantly she saw the man who could fully dominate her.

		“She’s mine,” Elijah said as soon as he spotted her walk into the restaurant, still flanked by her two chaperones.

		Karma, giggling to herself at her luck, guided by Elijah into the back office. As soon as he closed the door behind her, she opened her coat and flashed him her body, wiggling her hips along the way.

		Elijah was on her in a moment, holding her close, brushing his lips against hers. No words were spoken, but none needed to be. Karma knew where she belonged. She knew who she belonged to. She knew that Elijah could command her as he pleased. And the truth was, she wanted this. Her body felt as if it was on fire and the only way to put it out was through Elijah’s cock.

		Elijah spent little time stripping his bimbo down. The coat slid off her shoulders easily. Her bra fell away a moment later. Her panties required some work, but she managed to step out of them without removing her heels. Her heels were a defining quality and remained on whenever possible.

		But then it was Karma’s turn. She started by unbuttoning Elijah’s collared shirt. Each button revealed more and more of his chiseled chest. Even Carmella had been unaware of exactly how muscled and hot her boss was. Karma, though, took it all in stride, knowing that there was so much more on offer than just big chest muscles and washboard abs.

		Lowering herself, Karma loosened Elijah’s pants, pulling them down. His underwear followed leaving her to gasp in surprise. She had expected a big cock, but even she had not been prepared for the monster Elijah had managed to conceal in his pants all this time. Even Carmella would have been impressed, and possibly a little tempted from a scientific standpoint. Karma, however, was purely thinking of the sex and how good Elijah’s cock would feel in her pussy, for the both of them.

		Elijah lifted his bimbo onto the desk and pushed her back gently. Then he raised her feet until he was pushing them back toward her head, nearly bending her in two. This was easy for Karma’s body to handle. She had been given a dancer’s flexibility, all in the quest to appease the cock in her life. And Elijah was so far appeased. But the true measure of a bimbo in his mind was the fucking and he was about to give Karma a very thorough trial.

		“Oh, fuck,” Karma moaned, unable to control her outburst as Elijah pushed his thick cock into her wet and waiting pussy. Karma knew she had been ready, but she did not realize just how ready she had been to take a massive cock like Elijah’s. Her body quivered in pleasurable response as Elijah pushed himself deeper into her channel.

		It took a moment for Elijah to push all the way in. He had experienced women who were simply not big enough for him, not deep enough. With Karma, this was not a problem. She had been designed to take the biggest of cocks and Elijah’s was definitely a big one. But knowing it was safe for more, he began to fuck her in earnest, thrusting his hard shaft in and out of her pussy, his cock acting like a piston as it slid in and out.

		“Damn, this is nice,” Elijah pleasurably groaned as he sped up his pace. It took him a moment to realize that he could choose the pace. Karma was his to fuck whenever and however he pleased. He had arranged it with the Syndicate. She would be his little bimbo, the ivory to his ebony.

		It did not take long for Elijah to blow his load. He came quickly, filling Karma with his hot white seed.

		Karma came too, following her programming to the letter. She was always rewarded when a man came, not just with his cum, but with an orgasm of her own. And as Elijah came, flooding her pussy, she came too, her body humming with orgasmic delight, every fiber of her being singing in ecstasy.

		It took some time for each of them to recover. When they did, Karma smiled up at her man.

		“Can I clean you up, Daddy?”

		Elijah was not sure if he liked being called Daddy, but he definitely liked the thought of Karma’s lips wrapped around his cock. Maybe it was a term he could get used to, especially if it was always followed by such acts of pleasure as this.

		For Karma, this was what her life was all about now. She existed to serve. She was sure she would have plenty of time to be Elijah’s eye candy, but in the meantime, she would use all of her skills to show just how great owning a bimbo can be. That was all she wanted: to be owned and serve. And that was exactly what she got. The course of Carmella’s life, and now Karma’s life, had been set. From here on out, there was only happiness and pleasure remaining. That was what it meant to be a bimbo for the Syndicate. If Carmella had known just how great she would feel, she might have chosen it for herself anyway. But that did not matter to Karma when she was about to receive another creamy load from the man who recruited her and ultimately made her his bimbo.
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