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		Introduction

		

		Witless Protection is the second 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.
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		Carol pulled her coat tightly around her to fend off the wind as she hurried down the sidewalk. She had just left a meeting at the central library downtown, a head librarian meeting for every library in the city.

		The meeting had felt like a waste of time. Carol already knew about the impending budget cuts that would likely cut both the staff and the operating hours of her library. However, she had been expecting the head librarians to brainstorm ideas on how to limit the cuts, either through alternative funding programs or through a better sharing of resources to cut down on costs. Neither happened. The others did not even care to hear about Carol’s ideas on the matter. The whole meeting could have saved her the parking fees for the downtown garage where she parked by taking place online or, even better, in an email.

		It would have been easy to tell that Carol was in a foul mood. She knew her job was safe, although she would have been willing to take a small pay cut if it meant helping to save a library program or service. But it seemed as if none of her fellow library heads were interested in actually doing anything about the predicament they all found themselves in. With dwindling tax revenue from the latest economic recession, the cuts to the budget were inevitable. Sadly, it was city residents who would be hurt most by these cuts, not anyone in that meeting room. That was part of the problem.

		Carol took a deep breath and tried to clear her mind. She knew it would do no good to dwell on what was clearly a bad situation and bad leadership. She had enough problems on her plate, such as trying to trim her library’s budget, to worry about how the rest of the system was being run. She needed to focus on only the things she could control.

		As Carol turned the corner toward the parking garage, she heard people shouting. She glanced up, trying to see if she saw anything she needed to avoid, but the street was surprisingly empty for the middle of the day. Then again, there were a lot of businesses that had been shuttered. The downtown core was not the same place it used to be. She could only hope it would bounce back, but that would take time.

		Without any idea where the shouting was coming from or what it was about, Carol continued on her way up the sidewalk. Her low heels clicked with each step. She generally wore trainers most of the time. They were quiet in the library. But for a downtown meeting with all the library heads gathered together, she felt the need to dress up a little bit. The one-inch heels might not have been much in the grand scheme, but it was a major step for Carol, who always preferred comfort over style. Her usual mousy brown hair, loose sweaters, baggy pants, and thick glasses made her look every inch the librarian she was.

		She entered the garage from the ground floor, deciding it would be best to take the elevator up to the top floor instead of using the outside staircase, given the wind. The elevator was on the far side of the garage, but that was fine with Carol. She was out of the wind, which was what she wanted most. She could not wait to return to her library, where it was warm and calm. It was her happy place, where she most enjoyed spending her time.

		“You really thought you could scam us, Johnny?” said a thick deep voice.

		Carol looked up to see four men, three on one side of the garage and one on the other. The man in the middle of the three was holding a large revolver. The gun was huge, but it still looked small in the man’s hand, because the man was a giant.

		She stopped in her tracks, afraid to move, afraid to draw any attention to herself. Carol was vaguely aware of mob activity in the city. She had even jokingly suggested that the city’s library system could ask the various organized crime groups if they wanted to become patrons of the libraries, providing money for goodwill or something like that. It had been a joke, but it now appeared she had just walked in on a mob encounter.

		“I didn’t mean nothing by it,” the single man, supposedly Johnny, said. “I swear it.”

		“Nobody scams the Syndicate,” the large man with the gun countered.

		And then the shots rang out. Carol fell backwards as she shut her eyes, not wanting to witness a man’s death. But it was already too late. She had seen Johnny spasm and then collapse from the force of the bullets hitting his body. The damage was done.

		Carol found herself on the ground. She did not even remember hitting the pavement. She was too numb after what she had just witnessed.

		And then it dawned on her. She had just been witness to a mob hit. Her life was just as much in danger as Johnny’s had been. She had heard the stories and read the newspaper articles about the Syndicate. When they killed someone, they made sure he was dead and gone. And there were never any witnesses. At least there were none who lived to tell about it. That was how members of the Syndicate always avoided prosecution. They could never be tied to the crimes they committed.

		Still gasping for air, Carol got up and raced for the exit.

		“Hey, stop,” one of the other men called out.

		“Shit,” said another. “I think she saw us.”

		“Well, don’t just stand there,” came the booming voice of the big man. “Go take care of her.”

		Carol ran for all she was worth. Her heels slipped off as she ran, but that only allowed her to run faster. She had to get away. She had to find someone who could help her.

		She saw it out of the corner of her eye as she rounded a corner. It was the familiar sight of a police cruiser. Surely the officer inside would be able to save her.
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		“O fficer,” Carol cried out as she banged on the passenger side window of the police car. “Please help me.”

		The startled officer quickly rolled down the window. Before he had a chance to say anything, Carol launched into her frantic explanation. “I just witnessed a mob hit and I’m running for my life. Please help me. I need protection.”

		Carol glanced behind her, wondering when her pursuers would round that same corner. It could not be long. They should not have been very far behind her.

		The officer glanced in the same direction, trying to determine if Carol was telling the truth or if she was a crazy woman. She did not look crazy, just scared. But as he looked back, he saw two men he recognized as Syndicate members rounding the corner, pistols in their hands.

		“Get in,” the officer said. He pushed open the passenger door and beckoned Carol to get inside. He saw this for what it was. Carol was running for her life. The first thing to do was to remove her from the situation. This was no time to get into a shootout with two hitmen of the Syndicate.

		Carol jumped into the passenger seat and slammed the car door behind her. As soon as she was inside, the officer released the parking brake and took off, the tires squealing.

		They were both breathing hard as they drove. The officer called in the report. He did not even have Carol’s name yet, but he knew action needed to be taken. But assessing the crime scene was something for someone else to do. His job was to get this witness to safety so that she could be debriefed.

		“Hey, what’s your name?” the officer finally asked Carol.

		“Carol,” she wheezed, not having ever ran that hard before. “Carol Baskin.”

		“I’m Officer O’Malley. I’m taking you to police headquarters. You’ll be safe there. Then, once you’re ready, we’ll want to interview you about what you saw.”

		Carol nodded her head. Despite her current safety, she kept looking back through the rear window, afraid she would see a car roaring up behind them, people leaning out the windows with guns drawn. She had quite the imagination when death was involved, it seemed.

		“Thanks,” Carol finally said.

		Arriving at police headquarters, Officer O’Malley drove his car into the underground garage. Carol flinched as they drove in. It was a reminder of what she had seen. However, she tried to steady herself, knowing this was a different parking garage and this was probably the safest parking garage in the city. It was filled with police cars.

		Before Carol could even comprehend what was happening to her, she was getting ushered upstairs by Officer O’Malley. She found herself in an office. There was a couch where she could lie down for a few minutes while she continued to recover from her ordeal. O’Malley brought her a glass of water and a cup of coffee, whichever she preferred. Carol had not said much, but he had gotten the gist of what had happened to her. The rest he could figure out on his own, especially as police radio chatter picked up, other officers checking out the scene.

		There were multiple bullet casings and lots of blood in the parking garage, but no body. Apparently there had been more than the two Syndicate men O’Malley had seen involved. The only question was who else could have been behind it. However, his own observations were enough to help investigators. After Carol was debriefed, he was sure to undergo the same line of questioning. Detectives would want to know what he had seen. Then he would be filing his report.

		It took time for Carol to calm down enough to be interviewed. She would have preferred the interview to take place with Office O’Malley. After he rescued her from the Syndicate men, she was one of the few men she trusted. However, since O’Malley was involved in the situation in his own way, it was not to be. Luckily, the questions were straightforward. Carol walked the detectives through what she remembered. It had all happened so fast. There were few details she remembered specifically beyond the sight of the big man with the gun and his booming voice. She also remembered him mentioning the Syndicate. However, she remembered nothing about the victim. She had completely erased Johnny from her memory. Only his name remained.

		After the main part of the interview, the detectives pulled out a photo album. Inside were pictures of various people they believed were connected with the Syndicate. It started at the top, with the boss, then it featured the underbosses. As soon as Carol saw the man labeled as “The Beast” she stopped.

		“That’s him,” she said. “That’s the shooter. He was the one with the gun.”

		“You’re sure?” one of the detectives asked. “You’re sure this is the man you saw perform the act.”

		“Positive,” Carol replied.

		“Will you excuse us for a few minutes?” the other detective said. “We need to confer about something.”

		Carol nodded her head. It was not as if she had a choice. She was in their hands, not the other way around. Still, as hard as the interview had been from the standpoint of reliving her ordeal, she was glad to see progress on the case was being made. She could hear the detectives chatter outside the interview room, although she could not hear what they were saying. They certainly sounded excited though.

		“We have a proposal for you,” one of the detectives said when they returned to the interview room. “You have just pointed a finger at one of the Syndicate’s underbosses. This is big. Usually they don’t get their hands dirty with the actual, you know, dirty work. Catching this guy is huge. But for us to get him, that means you’ll need to testify.”

		“Sure, I can do that,” Carol said. She was happy to help put a murderer behind bars.

		“Yeah, but here’s the thing,” the other detective said. “The Syndicate hates rats. They hate witnesses. You’re the first witness to a Syndicate hit that has been willing or able to testify. All the others, well, let’s just say there’s no way they can testify anymore. Being a witness against the Syndicate is dangerous.”

		“But we have a solution to that,” the first detective said. “We have a witness protection program. We will take you out of the city and get you set up with a new identity and new life. It will all be temporary, of course. It will only last until the trial is over and both you and we feel the danger to you has passed. It’s an imposition, I know, but given the history of the Syndicate, I think it’s necessary.”

		“Will I be able to return to my current life when it’s all over?” Carol asked. “I don’t have much, but I’m a head librarian on the other side of town. It’s my passion. I’d like to return to it if I can.”

		“We can talk to the library about it,” the first detective answered. “The fact you work for a government institution is a point in your favor. We can lean on the library system to make sure you can return to your job. It would have been more difficult if you were employed in the private sector.”

		“Do you have any friends or family you need to talk to before we arrange for your inclusion in the program?” the second detective asked. “Admittedly, there’s only so much we can allow you to say, but we understand how difficult this can be. We can also arrange for some clothing and personal belongings to be collected at your home. However, since we don’t know if the Syndicate has identified you yet, we do not want you returning home at this time.”

		“No family,” Carol answered. “And no friends who I speak to regularly. Me contacting them will just require me to answer questions I probably shouldn’t, I guess.”

		Carol was a smart woman. Then again, that came with the territory of being a librarian. Still, she had a knack for remaining rational even under stress. And news that she was about to enter a witness protection program was the second most stressful thing she had encountered that day.

		“What about my car?” Carol added. “It was in the garage where the incident happened. I was going to retrieve it when all this happened.”

		“We can’t let you take your car with you, but we can have it taken to your home. We’ll even arrange to have the parking fees waived. How does that sound?”

		Carol took a deep breath, trying to sort through the jumble of information she had been presented with. There was so much she disliked about her situation, but she did not see that she had a choice. Her safety, regardless, was most important. And if it meant agreeing to testify against the Beast so that she could feel safe and secure, then that was what she was going to do.

		“Thank you,” Carol said. “I agree to your terms.”

		The two detectives turned to each other and smiled. They finally had their wedge into the Syndicate. This might be the first time they actually managed to make real progress against the organization and the bloodthirsty men who were behind it. For Carol, she was acting on a sense of duty and self preservation. The fact both those motivations lined up with the same plan of action, just made it easier.
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		Carol spent the night at police headquarters. It was less than ideal, sleeping on a couch, but they did not have any other place for her to go before all the details had been arranged. At least Officer O’Malley was around. He was the one man who Carol felt completely safe with. He checked on her regularly, making sure she was doing all right.

		From the updates she received, everything seemed to be moving along nicely. Her car had been towed from the garage, taken to her home and parked in the driveway. An officer had even gone inside and grabbed a few items for her, sentimental objects that Carol could not imagine living without. The amount of effort everyone seemed to be going to in helping her was touching.

		Of course, the idea that she could not go home was disturbing. She had no idea if her identity had been found out by the Syndicate. Carol was not a well known public figure. It seemed doubtful that any of the three men who were involved in the shooting would know who she was. Still, it was best to be safe than sorry. There was no telling where the Syndicate had inserted its sneaky fingers around the city. Not every person was a pillar of virtue.

		At least Carol felt safe with the police, especially with O’Malley around. It was clear how much they wanted to bring down the Syndicate. From the sounds of it, Carol had provided the biggest lead they had received in a long time. She could only hope her testimony would help bring them down. The thought of people she knew getting involved in murder and other violent crime as part of an underground network of sleaze and debauchery.

		Sleep that night was fitful at best. Spending the night in a strange place, an office, with strange and unfamiliar noises, as well as a constant sense that something was happening in the building at all times. After all, the night shift was on duty. There was constantly some sort of action happening. At least Carol knew it was unlikely the Syndicate would not try and raid the police headquarters. Even they were not that powerful.

		At the same time, Carol also realized she could not remain in the building forever. She would eventually be on her own again. She could just imagine having to constantly look over her shoulder as she went about her business, visiting the grocery store for food or working in whatever capacity the witness protection program offered. She would be out and about in public, just under an assumed identity. Still, she would look the same as she did now. Just because she was removed from immediate danger did not mean she was completely free of danger. She had read enough thrillers to know the world did not always work the way one expected.

		“Carol,” came Officer O’Malley’s voice, stirring Carol from her sleep.

		“Huh?” Carol groaned, opening her eyes to find herself in a dark office with a man silhouetted in the open doorway.

		“It’s O’Malley. Everything has been arranged. I’ve been authorized to drive you out to the safe house.”

		“Oh, um, right,” Carol said, the events of the day before returning to her. For the briefest of moments she had forgotten all about the murder and her night at the police station. Her new life was upon her, at least her temporary new life.

		“It’s about an hour’s drive out of town,” O’Malley explained. “I can give you all the details on the way.”

		“Yeah, sure,” Carol said. “Do you mind if I throw a little water on my face first? I could use a moment.”

		“Take your time. I’ll be waiting out here in the bullpen for you whenever you’re ready.”

		Carol took her time getting ready. Not that she had much to her name at the moment. The officer that had visited her house had also been kind enough to bring her a change of clothes. She could only presume more clothes would be provided for her at the safe house. She could not wear her only two outfits forever. Everything else had been placed in a file box. Between that and the contents of her purse, that was everything she currently had access to that represented her life. She was leaving everything else behind.

		Splashing water on her face in the adjoining bathroom, Carol took a long look at her reflection. She had dark bags under her eyes. Considering the events of the day before and her inadequate sleep overnight, they made sense. However, they were still unwelcome. Carol might not have been fashionable, but there were parts of her appearance she cared about. Seeing those dark spots on her face did not make her feel particularly good about herself. It meant the situation was getting to her. Then again, her situation would cause distress in most people.

		Ten minutes later and Carol walked out of the office, carrying her box of possessions. She felt a bit like she had just been fired and was about to be escorted out of the building. Not that she had any experience in that. Working in libraries made for a much less stressful workplace. In her years as head librarian, she had never needed to fire anyone, let alone have them escorted out of the building.

		O’Malley guided Carol back down into the basement garage where they got into an unmarked car. No police cruiser for this drive. They were keeping a lower profile.

		“Here, I grabbed a hat for you to wear on the drive,” O’Malley said, handing Carol a simple ball cap once they were seated in the car. “I figured it might help keep you from being recognized on our way out of town. You never know if the Syndicate has posted spotters outside the building.”

		“Thanks,” Carol said, accepting the hat and then putting it on. It was a relatively minor accessory, but it might just help throw someone off if she had been found out by the Syndicate.

		“I’m ready when you are,” O’Malley said, giving Carol one last chance to put a pause on the trip.

		“I’m good. Let’s go.”

		And off they went. The drive out of town was quiet. It was still early enough where the morning rush hour traffic was still in its infancy. They were going the opposite direction too, driving against the flow of traffic of the people who still did need to work in the downtown core. That made for quick travel, requiring only about 20 minutes to fully get out of the city proper and out onto the highway toward the coast.

		Once they were out of the city and the odds of having a tail were greatly diminished, O’Malley handed Carol a folder.

		“This is your temporary identity,” he explained. “Your name will be Cathy Rodgers. You’ll be the same age, although we altered your birthday slightly, just by a couple days. You have a driver’s license in there as well as other documents you’ll need, including a credit card. There is a limit on that and abnormal purchases will get flagged for review. That means no shopping at jewelry stores and the like. Grocery shopping and clothes shopping are fine, but don’t go overboard. The limit on the card is your monthly spending limit.”

		“That makes sense,” Carol responded as she started to leaf through the folder, looking at the various documents. It seemed they had lifted her picture from DMV records for her license. It was the same one on her real license. Carol was not sure if that was a good idea or not, but she hoped it would not matter.

		“We decided to make you a writer, so you can stay in the house most of the time. And since you’re a librarian, you may actually want some time to write. At the very least, you will be able to pull off the writer vibe if anyone asks. Not that I think anyone will. People keep to themselves out here for the most part.”

		Carol took in all this information and tried to internalize it. She could only hope that no acting would be involved as she started her new life, even if it was only temporary. Carol had never been good at acting. The one drama class she took in college ended up being her lowest grade. She simply could not act like anyone other than herself.

		By the time they reached the safe house, Carol had turned notably quiet. Her mind was racing, new fears coming to the forefront, as she tried to come to terms with her situation. It was not easy suddenly uprooting her life, moving away from everyone and everything she knew. Yes, she might not have been the most sociable person, but she still had friendly relationships with people. All those relationships were on hold. She could only hope she could return to them when all this was over. If it was ever over.

		Carol was not naive about her situation. She knew prosecutions could take a long time. She knew it took time to build cases. But she could only hope that her testimony would be the linchpin that brought the Syndicate down, because otherwise, she would never be safe. Her testifying against the Beast would only free her of her situation if there was no one there to enact revenge on her for daring to testify to begin with.

		Arriving at the safe house, Carol was surprised that it was only a block off the beach. It was a tall house and skinny house, reminding her of townhouses or other row houses, but it stood detached from other residences.

		“Who else is staying here?” Carol asked as O’Malley pulled into the driveway to park the car.

		“No one. You will have the whole place to yourself. And the bedroom on the top floor features a view of the ocean. You can sleep where you want, but that’s the coveted bedroom. That’s what I would choose.”

		It was hard to believe that Carol had lucked out in the housing department. She was not living in a little apartment. She was not living out of a hotel room. She was going to have a house at the beach, with an ocean view. That certainly beat her little one-bedroom bungalow that she could barely afford. This was definitely a step up, even if it was just temporary.

		O’Malley carried Carol’s box into the house. Stepping inside, it was apparent no one had been there for a while. There was a musty odor from the stale air. However, despite that, the house was in fine condition. The furniture matched the house, maintaining the beach vibe, but also giving it a modern style that made it clear the house had undergone some renovations.

		“I’m going to go look upstairs,” Carol said after taking a quick look around the main floor. There was a living room, dining room, and kitchen on the main floor. The floor space of the house came from its height, not its footprint.

		“Take your time,” O’Malley said. “I’ll be down here making sure the kitchen is squared away.”

		O’Malley’s main task was to make sure Carol would be able to feed herself for a couple days before she could get groceries. It was clear no one had been there for weeks, if not months, so he wanted to make sure there was food stocked that was still good enough to eat. It did not hurt to run the water a bit too, making sure the pipes were flushed out.

		As O’Malley busied himself in the kitchen, Carol climbed the staircase. The second floor included two bedrooms and what looked like an office. The office would work well for writing, if she decided to actually partake in her cover story. The truth was she had considered writing a book over the years, but never found the time to actually do it. Now she definitely had the time.

		But it was the third floor that took Carol’s breath away. The bedroom O’Malley had mentioned was big, with a full wall of glass looking out over the ocean. There were houses between the window and the beach, but that mattered little when the view went right over the top of them. And the bedroom even had a large attached bath, giving Carol a perfect place to relax with a jacuzzi tub and a large walk-in shower. This place was going to spoil her. That much was clear.

		“You’re right,” Carol said when she returned to the main floor. “That third floor bedroom is great.”

		“Do you want me to carry your stuff up there?” O’Malley offered.

		“You’ve already done more than enough for me,” Carol countered. “I can manage to carry one box up a couple flights of stairs. And besides, some of the things from my house I want to put in the office. If I’m going to be a writer, I need to act the part. That means having an office space I feel comfortable in.”

		“I’m glad you like the place,” O’Malley said with a relieved smile. “There are a couple other things we need to talk about before I leave you here.”

		“I’m guessing you don’t want me making phone calls,” Carol said. That much she could guess.

		“Right. Except there is a list of numbers you can call next to the phone. But they’re only for emergencies.”

		“What else?”

		“I’ve got something for you,” O’Malley said. “But I have to go get it from the car.”

		Carol followed O’Malley to the front door, but she remained in the house, looking out through the screen door as O’Malley walked to the back of the car and opened the trunk. He pulled out a slim box, similar in size to a package reamed paper.

		“I checked out a computer for you to use while you’re here,” O’Malley explained. “It’s brand new. Not very powerful, but I figured you could use something to write with. I mean, you could write by hand if you want, but a computer would probably be faster. There’s just one rule about it.”

		“Let me guess,” Carol said as O’Malley walked up the front stairs. “No internet.”

		“Correct. I don’t know if the Syndicate has identified who you are, but it’s best not to make it easy for them. Staying away from email and social media is a requirement. And it doesn’t hurt to give the whole World Wide Web lots of space as well. No sense in them somehow tracking you. I’ll admit, I don’t know a lot about computers. I leave that up to the IT guys. But they told me, no internet.”

		“I get it,” Carol said. “I appreciate having a computer, even if I can’t use the internet. But I do have a couple questions before you leave. Where is the nearest grocery store and does this fine little community have a library?”

		O’Malley chuckled. Of course those were the two things Carol was interested in. She really was a librarian at heart. All she cared about was making sure she had food to survive and an access to books. She was easy to keep happy. Luckily, both were nearby. Carol would not even need a car. That was the beauty of this particular safe house. It was close to everything a temporary resident would need.
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		Carol tried to adjust to her new surroundings. She tried to adjust to the slower life on the coast. She enjoyed taking long walks along the beach every morning. Then she would either curl up on the couch with a book she borrowed from the library, under the name Cathy Rodgers, or sitting at the computer in her office and trying to write. She was still adjusting to people occasionally calling her Cathy or Ms. Rodgers. She was getting better at it, knowing it might be coming, but there had been a few times when she had not answered to the name she was known by, causing some confusion.

		However, the longer Carol stayed, the more suspicious she became of the people around her. It started when she was visiting the grocery store one day and felt as if she was being watched. As much as she tried to tell herself she was just being irrational, the feeling did not go away. If anything, she felt as if there were always people watching her.

		Carol had taken to exiting the house by the backdoor, which had access to a nearby alley. Normally an alley would have bothered her, but there was a house across the street that looked menacing to her, with the curtains drawn, but with always a little gap right where a person would be standing to look out. There were two times she could have sworn she saw a pair of eyes.

		All this was called in, of course. The first time she was not sure if she should, but Carol eventually decided that the people in charge of her program should be made aware of her sense of being watched. Not that anyone seemed ready to jump to her aid. They thanked her for her concern and promised to follow up on it. However, she never heard from them again. It was only when she called with growing concern the next week that she found out they actually were investigating her claims. Still, they assured her everything was fine and not to worry. Carol tried to follow those instructions, but it was growing more and more difficult.

		It was a month in when Carol finally started to find herself at wits end.

		“I can’t keep this up,” she complained into the phone. “I feel like I’m going crazy. I need someone to talk to or I need to move to another safe house.”

		The person on the other end promised to do something, but then hung up, citing an emergency. Carol was left flabbergasted at how she had been treated. Little did she realize that she really was under surveillance.

		The Syndicate had jumped as soon as the Beast reported in about the snafu in the parking garage. There had been a witness and she had gotten away. It was unacceptable.

		It started with various members of the Syndicate fanning out across the city to dig into who the witness might be. They kept someone watching the garage, waiting in case a car was towed out. That was likely a sign that the car belonged to the witness. If it was driven out, that would have been more complicated, but there were still chances to learn more. When Carol’s car was towed to her house, not only did the Syndicate learn what make and model of car she drove, but they also learned her license plate and eventually where she lived. That was more than enough to establish identity.

		Still, that was not enough to find out where Carol had been taken. Each police station in the city had been staked out, again with people waiting for a possible sighting of the brunette with the thick glasses. Little else was known about her.

		The fact Carol was taken out of police headquarters in an unmarked car almost worked. The ball cap she wore, almost prevented someone from spotting her. Once the Syndicate knew Carol’s name and address, they also found pictures of her online. Her glasses gave her a distinctive appearance that was hard to hide.

		Once the car Carol rode out to the beach in was identified, various Syndicate members hopped onto and off of the chase, tailing O’Malley and Carol all the way to the beach safe house. It was a marvelous job of reconnaissance.

		And yet, despite all of that work, the Syndicate bosses did not yet act. They kept Carol under surveillance, but they did not actually intrude upon her life. At least not in any way that could be tied back to them. Instead, the men tailing Carol were just visible enough to scare her, but not visible enough to draw attention to themselves. And Carol was definitely scared. The officers running the witness protection program were at a loss. They did not know how to proceed. Part of them considered moving her again, finding another place nearby that they could use. But there was no other safe house available to them. If they used another place, they would need to rent it or buy it. Either way, that was a lot of money.

		It turned out there was another solution: giving Carol not only another new identity, but a new face as well. The details were simple enough and they would require Carol to accept some significant alterations, but it actually came out cheaper than any other option. And the doctor the program contacted promised to not only provide a discount for the work offered, but reverse everything that could be reversed for free. It seemed like a win-win. But that required Carol to buy in.

		That was what brought O’Malley back out to the safe house. He pulled up into the driveway, again driving an unmarked car. As soon as he stepped out of the car, the front door of the house shot open with a bang as it hit the side of the house.

		“O’Malley,” Carol shouted as she rushed down the steps. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

		Starved of familiar contact, O’Malley had become a kind of white knight to Carol. His presence made her feel significantly better about her situation. Even though Carol was not a hugger, she practically jumped into O’Malley’s arms, giving him a big hug.

		“I hear you’ve been having a hard time,” O’Malley said, trying to maintain his professionalism. He was not used to having women throw themselves at him when he was on duty. Off duty, he had no problem picking up women. And as nice as it was having a woman throw herself at him like this, he had to admit that Carol was not his type. He preferred leggy blondes with big tits. Carol was none of those things.

		“It’s been so scary,” Carol said, burying her face into O’Malley’s chest. “I think there are people watching me.”

		“That’s why I’m here,” O’Malley said.

		“Are you going to stay with me?”

		Carol had honestly never considered O’Malley as a potential romantic partner, but after several weeks alone and in unfamiliar territory, she was beginning to come around to the idea, partially out of pure desperation for human contact beyond exchanging chit chat at the grocery store or library.

		“I can’t,” O’Malley answered. “I’m here to present you with an idea that might solve your problem with feeling like people are watching you and recognize you.”

		“What’s that?” Carol asked, looking up into her savior’s face.

		“We should talk inside.”

		O’Malley led Carol back into the house. She went to the kitchen and started heating water while O’Malley got settled in the living room. After the drive, she figured he could use some coffee. When offered, he accepted. He would have to accept the instant coffee that was in the cupboard. She mainly stuck to tea.

		Once Carol brought out a cup of coffee for O’Malley, she sat down across from him and he began to explain the situation.

		“I want to start by saying that everyone with the police, including the witness protection program, believes you. We’re not saying that you’re not being watched. It’s possible that you are. But it’s not really possible for us to move you again. There isn’t another safe house we can move you to. And the cost of finding another place for possibly a lengthy stay isn’t in the budget either.”

		“Oh,” Carol said as she looked down at her lap, saddened by this turn of events.

		“But there are other options,” O’Malley said. “There’s a doctor we’ve worked with in the past. He’s made an offer that could help your situation, but it’s the sort of thing you have to agree to. We can’t force this on you.”

		“What kind of doctor?” Carol asked, feeling both hope and trepidation at the same time.

		“He’s a plastic surgeon,” O’Malley explained. “He’s willing to perform some work on your face, giving you a new appearance. Coupled with some hair dye and maybe some contacts, no one will recognize you. And her promises to reverse everything that he can when all this is over.”

		“Wow,” Carol said, unable to articulate her thoughts any further. She could barely believe the offer being made to her. She had never imagined she would be offered plastic surgery as part of a witness protection program. There had been stories, of course, but it was the sort of thing she imagined just came in movies, not real life.

		“I know it’s a lot to take in,” O’Malley said, interrupting Carol’s train of thought. “Take your time on deciding.”

		It was a lot to take in. Carol found herself contemplating how much she really wanted to testify against the Beast and the rest of the Syndicate if it meant she would need plastic surgery just to keep herself safe. Then again, there was the chance the Syndicate would not take a chance with her, even after refusing to testify. She would always remain a risk to them. That left one option. She had to testify to get her life back. And to testify, she would need the surgery. There really did not seem to be another option.

		“Okay, I’ll do it,” Carol eventually said. She was surprised with her own conviction in the matter. It was almost as if she wanted the opportunity to make herself look better. Maybe at the end of it all, she might even keep her new face, assuming she liked it. But that could still be a long way off. If they were making this offer, it meant the timetable for the prosecution was not a good one. In the meantime, Carol needed to be safe. And she needed to feel safe. The latter part was almost more important.

		O’Malley seemed stunned by Carol’s reaction. He had expected her to turn down the offer. She seemed like the kind of woman who looked down on people, especially other women, who got cosmetic surgery for purely aesthetic reasons. The fact she agreed either meant she really was scared or she actually liked the idea of changing her face. Either way, O’Malley was not going to complain. Although he was left wondering what the new Carol would look like. And once she had a new face, she would receive a new identity. If the Syndicate had found her, her Cathy Rodgers cover was blown.

		“Let me call my superiors,” O’Malley said as he pulled out his phone. “We weren’t sure what you were going to say, but we scheduled a tentative appointment for this afternoon.”

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		“Welcome to my special little corner of the world,” Dr. Stanley said with kind eyes as he welcomed Carol into his private clinic. It stood in a small strip mall, although set apart as its own building. In fact, it was only a couple miles away, making the logistics incredibly simple. “It’s Cathy, right?”

		Dr. Stanley had been filled in about the nature of his latest patient, although he had only been given her assumed name. He did not know her real name. Or more accurately, he did not indicate that he knew her assumed name. In truth, Dr. Stanley knew far more about Carol than anyone realized. There were times when playing both sides of the game paid off. He appeared to be a fully upstanding citizen with good contacts in government and with the police. It was not a relationship he could use to gain information about investigations, but he had found himself in a position where he could make one of the Syndicate’s biggest problems go away. And it would significantly make up for the low fee he was receiving from the witness protection program.

		“Yes, that’s right,” Carol answered. She was becoming more adept at answering to her fake name. Although receiving another identity, including name, would mean she would need to start all over again. But she would deal with that when she needed to. In the meantime, she found herself having a consultation with a plastic surgeon about ways he could alter her face to appear to be a different woman.

		“I’m Dr. Stanley, as you probably already know,” he said, introducing himself properly. “And I understand you are in need of a different look, but something that can be reversed. Is that correct?”

		Carol nodded her head. She was afraid to say that she might like her new look and choose to keep it. That sounded too vain in her mind.

		“Good. I just wanted to make sure I had all the facts straight. Would you mind removing your glasses so I can get a better view of your face?”

		Carol did as she was asked, pulling her glasses off and folding them before dropping them in her purse. Her world went fuzzy. She was nearsighted, but so severely so that she struggled to read without correction unless she held the text extremely close to her eyes. It was not a fun way to read. It was better to use her glasses. She had considered contacts in the past, but she had never felt particularly comfortable touching her eyes. She was certain she would struggle to get them in and out, which was a prerequisite to actually using them to correct her vision.

		Dr. Stanley used gloved hands to seemingly poke and prod her face, paying special attention to her nose and the areas around her eyes. Although he also took a good long look at her jaw, she figured there was less he could do with that. Changing her jawline could involve shaving some of the bone and that was definitely not reversible. But changing her nose and the look of her eyes would be far easier and probably reversible. Or so she assumed. Carol knew very little about what was and was not possible with plastic surgery.

		From Dr. Stanley’s perspective, he figured he had carte blanche to make the changes he wanted to see in Carol’s face. The police would just be happy that she appeared to be a different person and since all of this was done under the disguise of it being temporary, Carol was unlikely to argue as well. It was the perfect situation to test himself and push his boundaries. Dr. Stanley considered himself an artist, like a sculptor. Carol had a decent frame to work with. Now he just needed to get to work and use his chisel to turn Carol from the nerdy librarian she appeared to be into a beautiful swan. The possibilities were almost endless.

		After finishing his initial examination, Dr. Stanley met with both Office O’Malley and Carol one last time to go over the details of the procedure.

		“I have time to do the operation tonight,” Dr. Stanley offered. “It will mean staying overnight in the recovery room, but it’s a warm bed and I have a nursing staff to take care of you. And I can arrange transport back home in the morning. How does that sound?”

		“No complaints from me,” O’Malley said. “If it means I can go home and sleep in my own bed tonight, I’m all for it.” The truth was he had a date lined up and he did not want to cancel it. The woman in question was exactly his type, blonde, big tits, long legs, and a bit dumb. She was perfect, at least for a short fling. The problem with his dating life was the relationships never lasted for long. They were all sex with little extra connection. But O’Malley did not mind that. He preferred sticking with the sex and keeping himself untethered.

		“Although I should warn you that surgery is no laughing matter and it can take several days to even begin to feel like yourself again. That could mean you won’t be in the mood to talk with anyone for a while.”

		“I can do that,” Carol said, agreeing to start the procedure immediately. She felt overwhelmed by it all, but she saw no other choice. And the sooner she started to feel safe again, the better. That was paramount.

		“Do you need anything before I drive back to the city?” O’Malley asked Carol.

		“No, I think I’m good here,” Carol said. “I’m in the safe hands of Dr. Stanley.”

		“Then I’ll see you around.”

		“See you.”
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		As soon as O’Malley was gone, Dr. Stanley handed Carol off to his nurse. Carol was shocked at the size of Nurse Baker’s chest. She had clearly gone under the knife for a breast augmentation. They were big and prominent. There was no way to hide their size completely, although Carol was thankful the nurse was fully covered in her scrubs.

		With Carol occupied with Nurse Baker as they got ready for the surgery, Dr. Stanley made a call to his bosses. “I’ve got her and I’ve shook off the cop. They don’t expect to hear from her for a few days. We should probably send someone over to the house and make it look like she made a run for it or something. I don’t know. I’m the surgeon, not the criminal mastermind.”

		The conversation was short. Dr. Stanley provided the good news and then received orders on what exactly he would be doing to Carol Baskin. The list was a long one. When he was done with her, she would look nothing like her former self. In fact, she would not even think like her former self either. But that was a second procedure would come later, after Carol had done the bulk of her healing.

		By the time Dr. Stanley returned, Carol had changed into a hospital smock. This time, his kind eyes had been replaced with a cold determination. There was darkness in his soul. Normally, he could conceal it, but now that he was about to go to work, he let it out. There was no need to hide his real intentions anymore.

		Dr. Stanley had considered trying to pull off a second examination while Carol was still awake. He preferred to perform whole body examinations while the patient was standing. However, he was certain Carol would reject his attempts to change more than her face. He would have to do his work while she was unconscious. Luckily, she was expecting that part. She would never know the full length of effort he used to turn her into a work of art.

		“Time to go to sleep,” Dr. Stanley said as Nurse Baker jabbed a needle into Carol’s arm. Moments later, Carol found herself unable to keep her eyes open any longer. Her eyes fluttered closed. Soon she was out cold. Dr. Stanley could go to work.

		The list of procedures Dr. Stanley had planned for Carol was long. However, there was a degree of truth in what he had told her during her initial examination. He had a whole host of changes planned for her face. Her nose would be reshaped. Her eyes would be made to appear bigger. Her skin would be repositioned to give her a more youthful appearance. Those were the sorts of things he would have done to start. But now he could get into the more extreme details. He planned to rework her jaw, giving it a more pleasing shape. He planned to raise her cheekbones to again make her appearance more youthful and more pleasing.

		And then there were the lips. Had his offer to perform this surgery been completely on the level, he probably would have offered lip filler to go along with the basic changes. The filler would not last for long, making it temporary and also giving someplace else for the eyes to fall, making it less likely she would be recognized. Now she was definitely going to receive filler and far more than she would have probably accepted.

		Additionally, Dr. Stanley planned to permanently alter Carol’s hair color, as well as her eye color. Cosmetic surgery had come a long way in that regard in recent years, making both possible. It truly was a miracle in many ways. And in Carol’s case, it would further change her appearance, making it easier to pass her off as a completely different person.

		As for Carol’s body, Dr. Stanley had a whole host of ideas. Her breasts would be augmented. There was no way he would let Carol leave his makeshift clinic before her bust was significantly larger. In the doctor’s mind, bigger was better in almost every case, at least up until a point.

		Carol’s waist would be altered, narrowed, possibly even with rib removal. Dr. Stanley would wait on that until he had sanctioned out as much of the fat as he dared from her midsection first. Her ass would get a healthy portion of that fat, possibly with the addition of implants too. Again, he would have to wait until he was actually performing some of the operations to make that decision.

		Skin was always fun to manipulate. For Carol, she would be gaining a tan, but Dr. Stanley also had a technique to make her skin look more youthful and taut on her body. It was a shame that some of his techniques probably would not hit the mainstream for years, just because of who his employers were. The attention he would gain from all of this would bring too much scrutiny. Then again, Dr. Stanley was paid well for his work. He did not need the infamy of becoming the king of anti-aging.

		Dr. Stanley was confident, when all was said and done, Carol would not only look nothing like she did now, but she would also be one of the most beautiful women around. Then again, he had performed operations for the Syndicate for long enough that there were many women in the general vicinity who could be compared to the future Carol. But Dr. Stanley always felt a more personal connection to his most recent creation. That is, until another woman came along. And now that Carol was on his table, he was excited to make her shine.
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		Carol groaned as she woke up. Her whole body ached and it felt like there was someone sitting on her chest. This was not what she had expected when she agreed to the facial work. But then she remembered the needle, the drugs they had given her to put her to sleep during the operation. Carol figured she was experiencing an anesthetic hangover. It was the logical explanation.

		However, all that changed when she looked down from her slightly raised position in the bed to see two large mounds sticking off her chest.

		“What the hell,” she tried to yell, but the words did not come out as expected. Her mouth felt strange, her lips seemed unable to move in the way she was used to them moving.

		“Oh look, you’re awake,” came the familiar voice of Nurse Baker.

		“What happened?” Carol slurred as she looked up at the nurse entering the room.

		Nurse Baker looked little like she did the last time Carol had seen her. Her basic scrubs had been replaced with what appeared to be a fetish nurse costume, a dress that left a huge amount of her chest on display, including an impossibly deep valley of cleavage, and was short enough risk flashing her panties if she bent over, assuming she wore panties at all. Given the thick makeup on her face, Carol was guessing the nurse was actually a slut and only dressed respectably for new patients to avoid scaring them off. Had Nurse Baker been dressed like this, including the towering heels she wore on her feet, Carol would have run away as fast as she could.

		“The doctor made you pretty,” Nurse Baker cooed. “Now you just rest that pretty little head of yours and you’ll be feeling better in no time. Once you’ve recovered some more, that’s when the real fun will begin. We can get rid of all those nasty thoughts in your head and fill it up with sunshine and rainbows. You’ll love it, I’m sure.”

		Carol tried to will herself up out of bed with the intent to escape, but her body would not listen to her mind. And before she could redouble her efforts, Nurse Baker added a syringe of something into the IV she discovered had been placed in her arm. Before she knew it, the world was turning black once more.
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		“And now she’s waking up.”

		This time it was Dr. Stanley speaking. Carol was sure of that. Her eyes fluttered open slowly. It took a few moments for the room to come into focus. She found Dr. Stanley and Nurse Baker staring down at her. Dr. Stanley looked like his normal self, wearing a white coat over normal clothing. Nurse Baker, however, looked like she was once again working in a fetish porn shoot.

		“What’s going on?” Carol asked, her words coming more easily to her, but they sounded different in her head than she thought they should have. It seemed softer, but higher pitched.

		“You’re almost all healed up,” Dr. Stanley said. “Although I must admit I did a bit more than just make a few facial changes.”

		“My breasts,” Carol said, remembering her brief interlude of wakefulness before Nurse Baker sent her back into the world of sleep.

		“Your tits,” Nurse Baker corrected her. “At that size, they’re tits.”

		Carol was not so sure about that, but she was also uninterested in arguing with a woman who looked like she was spilling out of her dress. All she wanted was answers.

		“You’re rightfully confused,” Dr. Stanley explained. “You see, I don’t work for the police. I work for the Syndicate. And they have special plans for you. But before we made those plans a reality, we had to upgrade that body of yours. No one would be interested in such a boring body when you could be a literal work of art. Yes, you’ve got big tits now. They looked fantastic on you. I’m sure you will come to love them as much as I loved giving them to you, Carol.”

		“You know my name?” Carol asked, suddenly realizing how much trouble she really was in.

		“Of course I know your name. The Syndicate has known your name since the day of the incident. I only played along with your cover story long enough to get you on my table. And once I did, I put my magic to work on you. You have no idea how beautiful you are now.”

		Carol’s mind raced as she tried to understand everything that had happened to her. She had been tricked and it appeared the witness protection program had been tricked as well.

		“What about the police?” Carol asked. “Don’t they know I’ve gone missing?”

		“They do know,” Dr. Stanley said. “They even raced the clinic where we first met. But we aren’t in my clinic anymore. I had you moved to a safer location. As far as the police are concerned, you bolted after the operation. I made a mockup of the proposed facial changes I would have made if I was on the level. They treated it as a real photograph and have been looking for that woman ever since. But you don’t look like that woman or the old Carol anymore. You look entirely different. No one will ever find out the truth. You have been erased from existence. It is only through the power of the Syndicate that you can have a life again.”

		“What’s stopping me from going to the police after all of this? You can’t keep me locked away forever.”

		“You’re right,” Dr. Stanley said, shrugging. “But the fun part is we won’t have to. When we’re done here, you’ll be a whole new woman, not just in body, but in mind as well.”

		“How?” Carol asked, confused and scared. She had no idea how deep she had gotten, but now it appeared more and more that this was it for her. The question was whether she preferred to live as the Syndicate wanted her to or death. Those seemed like her only two options at the moment. Not that she felt capable of committing suicide at the moment. There was still a glimmer of hope remaining.

		“I like to call it a training program,” Dr. Stanley explained. “I tailor it to every patient I use it on. Even Nurse Baker is a product of it. Not that she minds. She doesn’t remember anything before I turned her into my personal slutty nurse.”

		Nurse Baker practically purred at being called the doctor’s personal slutty nurse. She had no qualms about what he turned her into.

		As Carol laid there with both the doctor and nurse looking her over, her mind raced to try and think of an escape plan. Not that she had many options. She had no idea where she was. She saw the door to her room just on the other side of her captors. But the question was whether she could get past them. Then there was the fact she did not know where she was. To evade the police, they had moved her. They could have transported her back to the city for all she knew.

		Finally, Carol realized she was in no condition to make a run for it. Other than the blankets that covered her body in the bed, she was naked. That much she was certain of. And then there was the fact her body had been changed so drastically that she was not even sure if she could run. Her legs felt strange, as did the rest of her body. Everything about her, especially her chest, felt foreign to her. Escape seemed impossible.

		“Why didn’t the Syndicate just have me killed?” Carol asked, remembering that the Syndicate was behind all of this. “Why did they spend so much money to give me this body?”

		“We aren’t monsters,” Dr. Stanley answered. “We don’t just kill people without good reason, especially when it comes to women. Why kill a woman when we can turn her into an asset?”

		Carol was not sure of that logic, but she was not complaining about it. She was still alive, although she was not sure of the ethics of such a thorough transformation into a slut could still be considered living when it was against the wishes of the woman.

		“Would you like to see your new body?” Nurse Baker asked.

		Laying there, Carol had not considered taking a moment to assess the changes to her body. She knew her breasts were bigger. They were big enough to be called tits according to the nurse. However, beyond that, she was clueless as to all the steps they had taken with her.

		“I will agree to allow that as long as Carol doesn’t cause any trouble,” the doctor said. “You won’t do that, will you Carol?”

		Carol considered her options. She could lie. They had done the same to her. And if they helped her up, she might have a better chance to escape, assuming escape was actually possible.

		“I won’t cause any trouble,” Carol answered.

		“Nurse, help our patient up so she can see the new her,” Dr. Stanley said. “I’m going to prepare the training program. I think I’m going to add a few new algorithms this time. If they don’t work, we can always rerun an older version of the program.”

		Carol was not sure what to make of that news, but she was grateful for the help in sitting up. The added weight on her chest was even more apparent now that she was sitting up. Although there was no pain or discomfort. Whatever the doctor had done to her in these past few days or longer, she had been well taken care of and had healed nicely. Swinging her legs over the side of the bed, Carol came to the realization that she could only see part of her lap now. Her tits blocked much of her lower body. She doubted she would be able to see her feet over the projection of her tits.

		“Step carefully,” the nurse encouraged her as her feet reached the floor for the first time. It took Carol a moment to realize that her heels were not touching the floor. She was standing on her toes.

		“What happened to my feet?” Carol asked, confused.

		“Dr. Stanley cut your tendons to make them shorter. You’re a heels girl now. Trust me, it’s worth it.”

		Carol was not so sure about that, but it appeared she did not have a choice. At least her legs and feet seemed strong enough to stand and balance on her toes. Although a pair of heels to wear would be nice, letting her feet relax a little.

		With the guidance of Nurse Baker, Carol walked over to a nearby mirror. The reflection she saw completely surprised her. Carol looked nothing like she remembered. Her face looked like that of a stranger. Her hair, once boring and brown, was now lustrous and very blonde. Looking closely at her roots, they appeared to be the same color. Either they had just dyed her hair, or her hair now grew blonde.

		“My eyes,” Carol gasped as her brown eyes had been replaced with a stunning blue-green color. “And why can I see so well without my glasses?”

		“The doctor fixed your eyesight and gave you a new eye color,” the nurse explained. “He also performed a hair transplant and performed vocal surgery. You will never sound like you used to again.”

		Carol’s eyes were stuck on her face, examining the way her eyes appeared bigger, the way her nose had been profiled to look almost doll-like, the way her lips projected off her face, giving the hint that they were designed for more carnal activities. Carol shuddered at the thought. She had never given a blowjob in her life and had no plans to ever do so, no matter what her lips now looked like.

		Carol’s face had been sculpted overall, highlighting her femininity. She had always looked like a woman, but there was no way she could ever look like anything other than a woman. And she looked younger to top it off, although that seemed to follow from the way her skin seemed more taut on her body. Instead of appearing to be the 38-year-old woman she remembered being, she looked at least 10 years younger, maybe even 15 years younger.

		Moving down her body, Carol noted the big breasts. They were obviously implants. At their size, there was no alternative. And they were round enough to make it clear that she had undergone surgery. Interestingly, however, she could not find any scars. Whatever Dr. Stanley did, he did so with great precision and used healing techniques she never could have imagined before.

		Below her big tits, Carol noted how small her waist appeared. This helped push the youthfulness of her appearance as her matronly middle was gone, completely erased as if it had never existed. But that waist flared out into wide hips. Turning to the side, Carol was greeted with a large ass. It had been expanded to an almost equal degree as her tits had been. It was round and the skin was tight. It was actually quite remarkable how it perfectly followed the line between jiggly and firm. Her tits were much the same way. Not too hard. Not too soft.

		Carol’s hips and ass gave way to svelte legs that were made to appear even longer with how she was forced to stand. It made her look taller.

		“How tall am I?” Carol asked.

		“The same height you always were,” Nurse Baker answered. “But with how your feet remain like that, you will always appear taller. You’ll probably need at least four-inch heels just to feel any weight on your heels from now on, but taller heels will feel more comfortable. I prefer six-inch heels, myself. And if you add some platform to the shoe, you get to be even taller.”

		Carol almost wanted to laugh considering her highest pair of heels before all of this was one inch. That was it. Now she was going to be wearing heels four to six times taller. It was unbelievable. Yet there she stood, a miracle of modern medicine, or so it seemed.

		“I can’t believe this is me,” Carol said.

		“That’s because your mind hasn’t caught up to all the changes yet,” the nurse explained. “But the training program will fix all that. It will make you feel good about yourself. It will make everything you see feel completely natural.”

		Standing there, Carol’s mind was rebelling. Against what, was not exactly clear. She did not see herself when she looked in the mirror. Nothing about the woman she saw in the mirror reminded her of herself. She was a complete stranger now. But there was another part of her mind, a part that had long been submerged, a part of her that had secretly wished that she could be attractive, that she could be popular.

		Carol found herself torn. On the one hand, she hated what Dr. Stanley had done to her. On the other hand, she loved it, because for the first time in her life, the image she saw in the mirror featured no flaws. Her body was perfect, every inch of her. The only question was which side would win out. Not that it mattered. She saw no way to leave without undergoing Dr. Stanley’s training program first. Her only hope would be that it did not work on her and she would remain herself. That was the last shred of hope she had at escape. But that meant looking her future in the eye and hoping her own resolve would be enough to protect her.
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		Before Carol had a chance to do anything, she found herself being guided over to where Dr. Stanley had been busying himself in the corner. There was a chair with an interesting series of computer screens and speakers designed for someone sitting in the chair.

		“What are you doing?” Carol asked as she was pushed down into the chair.

		“It’s time for your training,” Dr. Stanley said as he strapped one of Carol’s wrists to the arm of the chair. Nurse Baker strapped down Carol’s other wrist. Then they moved to her ankles, stepping them to the chair as well.

		When all was said and done, Carol’s hands, feet, waist, and forehead had all been secured. She could move, but not very much.

		“Why are you strapping me in?” Carol asked as she made a futile struggle against her bonds. She had missed her window of opportunity if she was going to fight. Now it was too late.

		“It’s for your own protection,” Dr. Stanley answered. “Besides, I think you’ll like getting tied up after all this is over. That’s what one of my new algorithms was for. Hopefully I didn’t take it too far. I would hate to leave you unable to cum without being restrained. Then again, that would be pretty hot. I might have to consider that for one of my girls at home. I have two, you know? Not that it matters. Now, it’s time to say goodbye to Carol and hello to your future self. I’ve already chosen a name for you, but I think it’s more fun when you learn it through the program. I think it probably takes better that way. I don’t want our personal relationship from coloring your future.”

		As Dr. Stanley walked over to the computer banks beside the chair apparatus, Carol sighed. This was it. This was the end of Carol and the beginning of her becoming a slut for the Syndicate or whatever else the doctor had planned for her. She might as well resign herself to her fate. As much as such a future bothered her, she had to admit, if the doctor’s machine worked as expected, she would enjoy her new life. And that was most important. Once caught, Carol had no future. This way she did. And even life as a slut had to be better than an early end wearing cement shoes or however else the Syndicate disposed of bodies. She did not want to think of that.

		Dr. Stanley flipped on the switch to the chair. Lights flashed on the screens in front of Carol’s eyes. Strange sounds came out of the speakers by her ears. There were voices, but she could not understand what they were saying. And then there was a strange buzzing or throbbing at the base of her skull. The trio of sensations sent her mind into a tailspin. It only took a few moments before Carol, or what was left of her, eagerly sucked up the programming, wanting to know the truth about herself. Carol was fading. She was being replaced by Bunni.
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		Bunni bounced nervously up onto her toes. The movement caused her tits to jiggle. Making them jiggle calmed her. Usually she was too caught up in the moment to even be nervous, but this was a big moment. She was about to meet the Beast. She did not know his real name. Everyone just called him the Beast. She figured that meant he had a big cock.

		Thinking about cock had become a major part of Bunni’s life since she finished Dr. Stanley’s training program. She knew she was not very smart. But she also knew now one cared about how smart she was with her hot body. Bunni was a bimbo and she could not think of anything she would rather be. Being a bimbo meant she could focus on what she loved most: looking pretty and sex. That was about the extent of Bunni’s world now. Anything else was just ignored.

		It was unclear to Bunni why she was waiting to meet with the Beast. She had just been brought in a car to a club. But rather than enjoy the club with all the sexy people dancing to fun music, Bunni found herself in the back, waiting outside an office.

		The door opened and Bunni settled herself on her high heels. The two-inch platform on her shoes made her look even taller.

		“Send her in,” boomed a voice from within. It was deep and masculine and it registered somewhere deep down inside Bunni, although she could not understand why.

		A woman appeared at the office door. She was pretty sexy herself, but she did not hold a candle to Bunni.

		“Come in, Bunni,” the woman said.

		Bunni did as she was told. She always did as she was told. She knew deep down she was not smart. Outside of fashion and sex, she was pretty useless as a person. It was easier to just do what she was told. More and more Bunni thought of herself as an object, as a doll. It was easier that way. She even sometimes spoke in third person when she was feeling especially doll-like.

		Bunni’s heels clacked on the floor as she stepped into the Beast’s office. It was a large room, featuring a small living room area as well as a large desk, behind which sat the man of the moment. Bunni had never seen anyone so big. Even sitting down, he was taller than she was with her heels on. And his shoulders were so broad she did not think she could get her arms around him. Then again, with the size of her tits, it was an impossibility to begin with, but she did not think about that.

		“You wanted to see me, Sir?” Bunni asked, her voice soft and angelic. It added to her bimboness.

		“Dr. Stanley tells me he really did a number on you and I wanted to see for myself,” the Beast said. His voice, even when he was calm and almost caring in his demeanor, he still had the power to scare people. However, Bunni did not know to be scared of him. She was more impressed by his size and wondering just how big his cock was. She had been practicing her blowjobs and deepthroating, but she feared even he would be too big for her.

		Bunni stood there and pushed out her chest. If the Beast wanted to see her, she knew what her best assets were. If given the chance, she would also show off her ass.

		“His surgical work is top-notch,” the Beast said. “But why don’t you tell me about yourself, Bunni?”

		“Um, what?” Bunni said, unsure how to answer. “I don’t, like, understand the question.”

		“What do you like?” the Beast rephrased.

		“Um, well, I like fashion and looking sexy,” Bunni answered with a giggle. She twirled a lock of hair with her finger, a habit she had ever since she finished the training program. Whenever her mind felt overtaxed, she twirled her hair and often giggled. It did not take much to overtax her mind.

		“I bet a girl like you likes sex a lot too,” the Beast said.

		Bunni bit her lower lip and nodded her head. She liked sex a lot. It was the best thing in the world as far as she was concerned.

		“Then why don’t you come around the desk here and see if you can fit my cock in your mouth?” the Beast offered. “I bet you’d like that. And if you can, I’ll give you a treat.”

		Bunni’s legs were moving before she even realized what was being asked of her. She sashayed around the desk, swaying her substantial hips to put on a show. Not that she thought about it. This was naturally ingrained in her now. This was how she walked. Every movement she made was designed to entice, tease, and make herself appear to be every bit the sexual object that she had been turned into.

		Coming around the desk, Bunni discovered the Beast’s cock was already out. He was hard and waiting for her. She gasped at the sight of it. It was bigger than any cock she had ever seen before. It was bigger than she imagined a cock could be. And for all those reasons, she also saw it as the beautiful object that it was. Her pussy gushed at the sight of it, even knowing it might be too big to fit inside of her.

		However, Bunni had a job to do before she could even hope to see if the Beast’s cock would fit in her pussy. She gracefully dropped to her knees, as if she had been doing this all her life even though it had only been about a week since she had completed her training. Her mouth watered at the sight of a cock, so there was no concern of whether she would be ready. Her body was primed for moments like these, always ready.

		It turned out the Beast’s cock was so big, she could only fit the head into her mouth. But that did not stop her from using her hands and making sure she pleased his cock with every tool at her disposal. Admittedly, this was no surprise. The Beast usually received blowjobs from two or three women at once. It was the only way the physics worked for him at his size.

		However, Bunni did not know this fact. Instead, she was slightly disappointed in herself, being unable to get his cock into her throat. It simply was not big enough for him. But that did not stop her from trying. She gave it her all, doing everything she could to please him. And she was rewarded for her efforts. He came quickly, filling her mouth with his seed. Soon she had rivulets of cum running down from the corners of her mouth onto her chin, eventually dripping onto her tits as she tried to swallow as much as she could.

		“That was good work,” the Beast said, complimenting the latest bimbo for the Syndicate.

		Bunni beamed with pride, knowing she had done her duty. And her reward was all that delicious cum. She had never known how good it tasted, but now she was hooked. A day without swallowing at least one load was a sad day in her bimbofied world. She spent several minutes cleaning herself up, wiping up the spilled cum with her fingers and then licking her fingers clean, savoring the taste.

		“I’m thinking we should send you to the new club,” the Beast reasoned as he watched Bunni happily eat his cum. “You’d make a good bottle girl. All you got to do is look pretty and make guys want to buy more booze. Should be easy enough for a bimbo like you.”

		Bunni did not understand what the Beast meant, but she was sure it would be for the best. After all, if all they wanted her to do was look pretty, that was a job she could do.
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		Bunni found herself giggling at a customer’s joke. She did not understand it, but she had long ago realized that it was better to just giggle along with people laughing. Sometimes she was the topic of the joke, but she figured that was okay too.

		Tonight she was spending time with a group of off-duty cops who had come into the club to celebrate. Apparently one of them had been under investigation for several months for possibly being in league with a criminal organization. He had been cleared of any wrongdoing and had been fully reinstated. Bunni did not understand most of that, but she was happy for him. And lucky for her, she realized by giving the recently cleared officer a good time, all his buddies kept buying more booze. After all, as a bottle girl, her job was to keep people buying alcohol, so it was a win-win.

		“Hey, what’s your name?” Bunni cooed in the man’s ear as she straddled his lap and pushed her big tits into his chest. Tonight, like most nights she was working, Bunni wore a swimsuit. Sometimes she wore a bikini, but tonight she wore a white one-piece suit with a large opening across her chest that almost reached her belly-button. It would only take a handsy guy to bare her tits to the whole club. Then again, Bunni would have been just fine with that. Not only was she a bimbo and a slut, but she was an exhibitionist too.

		“James,” the man said. “James O’Malley.”

		The name no longer registered in Bunni’s mind. Then again, she was far too horny to think about anything beyond her current situation. She could feel the man’s cock press against her ass. Every once in a while she got to knock off work early and go home with a guy. She hoped that it would happen tonight. This O’Malley was pretty hot and she could guess he had a nice sized cock.

		“I’m Bunni,” she countered. “With an i.” She giggled, knowing most people found her name to be humorous. She knew some women gave different names while working at clubs, but that was too complicated to remember for her. And her name was already so cute and sexy. And the way she said it, it was easy to imagine the little heart to dot the i.

		From O’Malley’s perspective, he had no idea that the woman he now held on his lap had been the same woman he had been investigated over. That woman had nothing on Bunni. She was just his type, a leggy blonde with big tits. And she was such a bimbo that he was certain he could get her to do just about anything he wanted.

		The night went on. There was much drinking. Even Bunni got a little drunk. She usually did not drink while working, knowing it made her even less able to function as a normal person, but she sometimes made exceptions. And there was something about O’Malley that made her confident that she could have a drink or two, or there, and he would take care of her.

		The ride back to O’Malley’s apartment was a fun one. Bunni spent the drive with her head in O’Malley’s lap, her plump lips wrapped around his cock. She was not activity sucking him off. Instead, she was just operating as a cock sleeve, keeping his cock nice and hard for when he finally got around to fucking her. That was always the fun part.

		And Bunni did not have long to wait. As soon as they reached O’Malley’s apartment, she practically pushed him inside. Once the door was closed, he turned around and pushed Bunni up against the door. His lips were hot against hers as he kissed her. Bunni melted into his body, returning the kiss with all of the passion she could muster. She was hot and ready for him, but always enjoyed a good make out session.

		“Where do you wanna, like, fuck me?” Bunni asked, using her teasing sing-song voice.

		“Doggy style on the bed,” O’Malley grunted as he picked Bunni up off the ground and carried her into the bedroom.

		He tossed her lightly onto the bed, causing her to bounce. In turn, her tits popped out of the swimsuit she still wore. She had not bothered to change clothes, choosing sex with O’Malley over changing into a more normal outfit. Then again, a normal outfit for Bunni was about as revealing as her current outfit, just with more casual clothing. The heels would stay, however. Bunni always wore heels. She could move in them as if they were the most normal thing in the world.

		As O’Malley rushed to strip off his shirt and pants, Bunni did the same with her swimsuit. As much as it would have been hot for O’Malley to rip the suit off of her, it would leave her with nothing to wear home and that was a problem. As sex-crazed as Bunni was, even she knew there were limits. However, she was an expert at getting out of clothes and she was naked, wearing only her heels, in short order.

		“Fuck, you’re hot,” O’Malley said as Bunni flipped over on to her hands and knees and wiggled her ass in his direction.

		He climbed onto the bed and gave her ass a hard smack. It sounded like a whip cracking. Bunni moaned, loving the added bit of pain. That had been another one of Dr. Stanley’s algorithms. There were few activities that Bunni would say no to. There were even fewer that did not turn her on in some way.

		O’Malley wasted little time in positioning himself behind his guest for the evening. He grabbed her by the hips and then let his cock push inside of her.

		“Yeah, baby,” Bunni cried as he filled her pussy with his big hard cock. “Fuck your slut.”

		Bunni knew that she was not O’Malley’s slut. She belonged to the Syndicate, as far as she could understand it. Really, she just knew she had a series of bosses who could order her around however they wanted. But she also knew it did not hurt to urge her sexual partners to treat her like the object she envisioned herself to be.

		“You like this?” O’Malley called back. “You like me fucking you hard like a bitch in heat?”

		“That’s it,” Bunni cried out between pleasurable moans. “I love it when you fuck me with that big cock. Fuck your little club slut.”

		And that was exactly what O’Malley did. He picked Bunni hard, thrusting into her over and over again. Each thrust drove her closer and closer to cumming, but there was one thing missing. There was one thing Bunni always needed before she could cum. It was a fail safe built into her by Dr. Stanley through his programming. Bunni could only cum when a man came.

		And that was what O’Malley did. He came. His cock twitched, signaling that he had passed his point of no return. AN orgasm was inevitable. But Bunni had learned the art of sex and she knew what it meant too. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, milking him for everything he could give her, urging his orgasm to come, because only then could she orgasm as well.

		“Fuck,” the pair cried out together in orgasmic ecstasy. O’Malley’s cock fired off with a huge load of hot white cum, filling Bunni’s pussy, coating her insides. Bunni came too, her body spasming around his cock, her vision turning white and her mind going completely blank as she was overcome with pleasure.

		Bunni’s arms collapsed, leaving her face planted in the bed covers and her ass presented up in the air. O’Malley pulled out and slipped down next to her, tired with sexual exhaustion. They both laid there, eventually slipping into spooning position as they cuddled in bed. O’Malley just considered himself to have scored with another hottie. For Bunni, she knew she would be back at work tomorrow, using her body to sell booze. It was about as good as a bimbo slut like her could ask for.

		However, before all that happened, there was still plenty of time for them to enjoy each other a few more times. Bunni just considered herself lucky. She had a great body and she loved sex. The fact she was a bimbo simply made it all the better. There were no stray thoughts to get in her way. She was completely devoted to her role in life. She was a sexual toy for men, and she supposed any women who wanted her. And while the future was unknown to her, Bunni had to admit, she had a perfect life as it was. Little did she realize both how much it had changed and how much it had stayed the same.
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