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		Introduction

		

		Technology and science fiction has long played a role in the bimbo genre. This anthology edition celebrates that role with nine short stories involving technology and bimbos.

		Eight of the nine stories originally appeared on Patreon, but currently can be found no other place than in this collection. The ninth story, Clockwork Bimbo, is entirely new and has never been published in any other form. The title for the story was inspired by the image used on the cover.

		

	
		

		The Trade

		

		Ann had never been happy with her body. She had watched all her friends growing up and developing into attractive and feminine women. Ann simply grew up, her body looking more like a boy’s.

		As an adult it was not much better. Her hips did grow out in her early twenties, but that only helped a little. Sure, if people always looked at her lower half it would be obvious she was a woman. But even a nice ass, which she worked in the gym seemingly nonstop for, was not enough to make up for her biggest complaint, her lack of breasts.

		It was not that Ann had difficulty finding men. In fact, there were many who professed themselves to not care that she was flatter than they were, but in the end, those relationships always ended the same way. Ann would catch them looking at a well endowed woman with lust in their eyes.

		The solution should have been simple. Ann was a great candidate for breast implants. It was actually something she had been saving up for. But it seemed each time her breast augmentation fund got close to meeting the rising costs of surgery, an unexpected event would wipe out her savings.

		After having her car totaled by a drunk driver without insurance when it was legally parked in an off street parking spot, Ann simply gave up. Clearly the powers that be in the world did not want her to have the body that she wanted.

		But then Ann learned of a new program. From the moment she heard about it, she doubted it could be true. She could have the bust she had always desired and all she needed to do was trade in skills she was not using.

		The simple offer alone was enough to pique Ann’s interest. Could she really have her dreams come true? She was certain nothing would ever get in her way again if she had the breasts she thought her body not only deserved, but needed to succeed in the world.

		“Hello there,” came a chipper voice as Ann walked into the small clinic. The clinic seemed unnamed, but the advertisement she had seen said it was a Clinic B Enterprise, whatever that meant.

		Ann looked up to see a quintessential bimbo sitting behind the receptionist’s desk. Her long blonde hair, heavily made up face and generous display of cleavage made Ann jealous. Not that she showed such an emotion. Her jealousy was far outdone by her nervousness.

		“Hi,” Ann started, almost stuttering. “I saw this ad and it said walk-ins are welcome.” Ann pulled the ad she had seen out of her purse and placed it on the receptionist’s desk.

		”Ooh, you’re our first trade in person,” the bimbo said. Ann decided she sounded as dumb as she looked. Not that anyone cared how dumb someone was when they looked like the receptionist. “I’ll let the doctor know you are here. Just take a seat and I’ll be back in a jiffy.”

		Ann took a seat in one of the waiting room chairs. She was immediately impressed by how comfortable it was. Ann quickly found herself sinking down into it, deeper and deeper. It only took moments before Ann closed her eyes, becoming all but dead to the world.

		”Huh, what?” Ann asked as she jolted awake. “What happened?”

		She looked around to find herself in an unfamiliar room. The pink walls helped to lessen the panic she felt, but she still felt as if something was seriously wrong.

		The room was pink. In fact, almost everything in the room was pink. She sat there on a chair in the center of the room. To her right was a computer on a rolling cart, but both the cart and the computer case were pink as well. Only the blank screen was another color: the black one would expect a blank computer screen to be.

		Ann jumped at the sound of a knock. She quickly turned around to see a door opening. The door was the same pink color as the walls, making it almost impossible to spot. Thankfully the person who stepped in through the door was not dressed in pink. It was a man and he wore a white doctor’s coat, complete with a stethoscope hanging around his neck.

		”Hi, I’m Dr. Cline,” the man said. “I’m head of the Clinic here. I want to begin by apologizing for what happened to you. I’m sure you’re feeling a little lost right now. It seems you fell asleep in the reception area and our receptionist thought it best to move you to a more private place. I hope you haven’t been sitting here for long.”

		Ann felt inundated with information. Her groggy mind struggled to completely follow what the doctor Just told her. She vaguely recalled feeling as if she were falling asleep. Ann had not realized she had been that tired, but her waking up was proof that she had indeed been tired enough to fall asleep.

		Ann took a deep breath, collecting her thoughts before she answered. “I just woke up. I don’t know what came over me. I never fall asleep in the middle of the day like that.”

		”It happens to the best of us,” the doctor countered. “If you want, I can give you a few more minutes to collect yourself before we begin your consultation. You definitely don’t want to be discussing medical procedures and options without a clear head.”

		As Dr. Cline spoke, Ann felt her mental faculties return to her. Her nap might have actually done her some good. Once she shook her grogginess off, she actually started to feel better than she had in weeks.

		”I think I’m good,” Ann said. “I’m ready to discuss this trade in offer I saw in your ad.”

		”Good,” Dr. Cline said as he took a seat on a rolling stool in front of the computer. With everything being the same shade of pink, Ann had a hard time telling one thing from another. Everything seemed to blend in against the background of the walls.

		”So this setup is quite simple. We have developed a means of trading physical and mental skills and characteristics between people. What’s more, we can store them indefinitely outside the human body. What that means is not only can you get an augmentation you desire, you could also, for example, learn a new language nearly instantly, without the hassle of spending all that time, energy and money learning it the hard way.”

		Ann’s eyes opened wide with shock. She could not believe such a thing was possible. But having a respectable looking doctor tell her it was possible, simply astounded her. Her mind immediately began to race, thinking of all the possibilities.

		“Of course, you must remember, for everything you gain, you must trade something away. And there is the Clinic’s cut to think about as well. Unfortunately, it is not a one to one trade. But I assure you, our fees are almost unnoticeable. You certainly won’t get such a good deal anywhere else.”

		Dr. Cline spoke truthfully. At least he was technically truthful. He certainly did not lie. Yes, the Clinic took a cut on the deal, but the simple fact was, there was no other place that offered such a deal in the first place.

		”First, I want bigger breasts. What would I need to trade for that?”

		”Let’s see what you have to work with,” Dr. Cline said. “We have a special scanner here for just this purpose.”

		Dr. Cline used several keystrokes on the computer keyboard. The computer itself came to life, as did a piece of machinery Ann had completely missed. A mechanical whirring sounded overhead. She looked up to see a device lowering itself from the ceiling. As with everything else in the room, the ceiling and the device were both pink.

		”This won’t hurt a bit,” Dr. Cline said as Ann‘s chair moved into a reclining position with her following with it. “This scanner does not even need to touch you. It’s the latest to come out of Clinic B Enterprises.”

		Ann held her breath as the machine performed its scan of her. It shot out a strange green light, starting at her toes and slowly sweeping up her body. Ann closed her eyes when it reached her head, not wanting to ruin her eyes. She had heard bad things about green lasers, and while she knew nothing about this technology, she did not want to waste whatever she had to trade to improve her damaged eyes after looking straight into the scanner.

		”And that’s done,“ Dr. Cline said as the whirring noise returned. “It will take just a moment for the computer to analyze the results.”

		Ann opened her eyes to see the machine lifting back toward the ceiling. Shortly after, her chair once again returned to a sitting position.

		”And here we go,” the doctor said as the computer screen lit up with a large display of Ann’s scan results.

		Ann looked on hopefully. She had a sudden fear that she lacked anything worth trading. She had always been a smart person growing up, but she had admittedly been lazy, never wanting to do more than teachers required of her. That meant, at least in her mind, she did not have many unused skills to her name.

		”Hmm,” Dr. Cline said as he studied her results. “You said you wanted bigger breasts?”

		”Um, yeah,” Ann replied.

		“I’ll admit, those can be pricey. And you don’t exactly have a lot to work with here. Your IQ is great, which helps. And you have a well developed butt. Those are probably your most in demand features.”

		”Not my butt,” Ann said. “You have no idea how hard I worked in the gym for that. All I want is to even things out so I can actually have some cleavage.”

		”I get what you’re saying,” Dr. Cline said. ”Give me a moment and let me see if I can work out something for you. Luckily, the computer makes the tally system pretty simple.“

		Ann could only watch as Dr. Cline manipulated the various settings on the computer.

		“I suppose I should ask how big you were wanting to go?” Dr. Cline asked. ”Sometimes I can get ahead of myself with these sorts of things.”

		”I don’t know how this all works, but I was hoping to move up to a C-cup. That seems pretty good considering where I’m starting from. I had been saving up for implants, but I kept running into unexpected costs, so I never actually made it into a consultation before.”

		”That’s definitely doable. And with the scanner data, I can create a 3D model of what you would look like.”

		”Please,” Ann said. “That would be fantastic.“

		Dr. Cline turned the computer screen to better face Ann as he pulled up a window that had a 3D picture of her body.

		”So this is you now,” Dr. Cline explained. “And this is what you would look like with your requested augmentation.” He moved a few sliders around.

		Ann seemed surprised at how small the change was. She had expected a C-cup to be more attention grabbing. Of course, what she did not know was that Dr. Cline was lying to her. He had barely made any changes to the image, hoping to get more out of her.

		”I thought they would look bigger than that,” Ann said, concerned. “Can I see something bigger?”

		”Absolutely,” Dr. Cline said. “How about this?”

		The doctor pushed a few buttons and the image of Ann on the screen grew a larger pair of breasts. They were still smaller than what she had hoped for, however.

		“Still not big enough,” Ann said. “Can you make them larger one more time?”

		”Of course.”

		Once again Dr. Cline increased the bust of the Ann on the computer screen. He had finally set it to the size she originally requested.

		“That’s exactly what I’m looking for,” Ann said. “How big is that?”

		“With these sorts of things, bra sizes don’t exactly line up properly, especially since bras don’t have a single sizing method. But my educated guess would place you at about an F, give or take.”

		Ann’s eyes opened wide as her jaw dropped in shock. An F-cup. That sounded huge. But at the same time, the image on the screen was exactly what she was looking for. She didn’t even need to ask to see if they could be reshaped. Yes, they might look a little round, and thus fake, but not so much that people would automatically know they were fake.

		”Okay, what would it cost me for those?” Ann asked, knowing she needed to work out whether she could afford the trade the Clinic offered. Just because she had the ability to avoid paying in cash did not mean she could afford whatever she had to trade.

		“Your strongest skills, since you seem unwilling to give up your body characteristics, are your intelligence, will power and inhibitions. Now, obviously, you don’t want to walk out of here losing all of one of those. But do you think you could handle giving a little of each up?”

		Ann still had a hard time believing any of this was possible. She had the chance to have the breasts she always wanted, but she would have to give up a part of what made her Ann to do it.

		“How much are you talking about?” Ann asked. She wanted to chide herself for even thinking of going through with it at all, but her desire was too great. She finally had the opportunity to look how she always wanted to look.

		Dr. Cline pulled up a set of bar graphs. There was a bar for intelligence, will power and inhibitions. Each bar showed a slight drop, the amount of each Ann would lose. Of course, that was the drop she would have experienced for her originally requested size. The F-cups she was now looking at would cost significantly more.

		”I think that could work,” Ann said. What Dr. Cline showed her seemed reasonable. Did she think she used every bit of her intelligence? No. She was sure she had some to spare, especially since she never seemed able to get away from working dead end jobs. “What’s the next step?”

		“If you are willing, we can take care of the procedure today,” Dr. Cline explained. “You’ll need to sign a few papers, just basic contractual formalities. The actual procedure will take less than an hour.“

		”Oh, wow,” Ann said. She had not expected to have everything come together like it seemed to have had. She knew she should have waited, but she wanted it so bad. She was finally going to be the woman she always had wanted to be.

		”Or we can wait, if you’d prefer,” Dr. Cline said, although he sounded far less excited about that prospect. His salesmanship was strong, however.

		”No, let’s do it today.”

		”If you just wait right here, I’ll grab the papers you need to sign and then we can get started.”

		Dr. Cline stood up and quickly left the room. Ann felt abandoned for a moment, but she quickly calmed her nerves. She looked around. The computer screen was once again black. She wanted to look at the image that would soon represent the new her.

		Just as Ann was considering getting up and seeing if she could wake the computer back up, Dr. Cline returned holding a small stack of papers.

		“You‘re welcome to read all those, but I should point out that we will be closing soon. If we don’t get you started soon, we’ll have to push this off until tomorrow, or maybe even next week.“

		Ann took the papers and glanced through them briefly. She knew she should read them line by line, but she could not stand waiting any longer. She took the offered pen and signed her name where the papers were highlighted.

		”Here you go,” Ann said, handing the papers back to the doctor With a sigh.  It was finally going to happen. “Let’s do this.”

		”You’ll need to take off your top,” Dr. Cline instructed. “Then just sit back and relax.”

		Ann did as instructed. Once her top was off, she sat back and willed her muscles to relax. Her dreams were about to come true.

		”This might feel a little weird,” Dr. Cline said as he placed a weird looking helmet over her head. There were bundles of long wires and cables sticking out of the top and connected to the back of the chair. He also pulled two arms from behind the back of the chair and placed them over Ann’s nearly nonexistent breasts.

		“What’s it feel like?” Ann asked, hoping for reassurance.

		“You’ll find out in just a moment,” Dr. Cline said. He returned to the computer and pressed several buttons. Then the chair started to vibrate and Ann felt like the world had gone flat.

		Colors seemed to drain from her vision. Sounds seemed to be muted, as if they were coming from far away. Even her sense of touch seemed negatively affected.

		But then something else happened. Ann looked down and saw her breasts budding. They were growing, little by little.

		However, the happiness that she felt by seeing her breasts grow was soon joined by a wave of dizziness. Before she knew it, she felt as if all her thoughts were draining out of her head.

		And in a way, they were. Dr. Cline gave Ann the bigger breasts she did not really want and took far more from her than she had expected. Had she read the papers she had signed, it would have been perfectly clear what the trade really was. Instead, she rushed things.

		When the world finally returned to normal for Ann, she felt surprisingly free. Her intelligence had been markedly cut back. Dr. Cline had taken 40-45 points of her IQ. How much exactly was not exactly clear. But it was enough to take her from someone with well above average intelligence to someone who would struggle in daily situations.

		What was more, He had also sapped her of her will power and inhibitions, making her even easier to manipulate. Ann would forever be putty in other people’s hands.

		But Dr. Cline took things even further, especially since he knew Ann would never complain. He gave the woman a boost to her libido. But for that transfer, he whittled away at her reading and math comprehension skills. He figured she would not miss them with her new proclivities. With the sexual boost, she would find it easy enough to locate people to help her understand what she was now too stupid to do so on her own.

		When Ann walked out of the Clinic that day, she felt like a whole new woman. Her breasts were huge on her thin frame. They stood out round and proud on her chest, clearly fake, and more than twice the size she had originally requested.

		However, Ann was excited about her new features. In her now limited mind, bigger was better. And with her thoughts turning more and more to sex, her new tits, as she preferred to think of them, would be perfect implements for fucking.

		Of course, there were other hidden costs to Ann’s trade. She wore the same clothes out of the Clinic as she had worn going in, but they no longer suited her desired style. Her top barely fit around her now large breasts. She had not worn a bra going in, not needing one, and she did not wear one when leaving, enjoying how her tits bounced and bounded, unbidden as they were.

		But the whole outfit would need to go. Her pants did little to flatter her rounded posterior. She had great legs and a thin waist, but she had done little before to show that off. That was all about to change.

		Ann did not even bother to go home first. She went straight to the mall. And when she reached the credit limit on her credit cards, she found other means of payment that she found much more enjoyable.

		Ann may not have gotten exactly what she wanted originally, but she certainly is not complaining now. Not that she can when she has a cock in her mouth.

		

	
		

		Stolen Prototype

		

		Note: This story serves as a short sequel to (Virtual) Reality.
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		Mallory hated the fact she could not afford the latest gaming rig. After some mistakes in the not so distant past, she found herself nearly suffocating under a mountain of debt. Yet that did not make Mallory's interest in video games go away. If anything, she only wanted more what she could not have.

		What made it all worse in Mallory's eyes was the fact this latest and greatest rig did not come from one of the major players in video game hardware. It came from a startup that developed the first truly immersive virtual reality gaming machine. JE Gaming went from an unheard of nobody to the biggest gaming hardware manufacturer on the planet in a year. At least in terms of buzz.The only problem was the cost of the system. As still a small company, JE Gaming could not yet afford the economy of scale that the big companies could. But the JE system was light years ahead of the competition. Everyone wanted to play on their system, including Mallory.And who could blame them? The owners of JE Gaming, Jack and Emi Roberts, became internet sensations. Especially Emi. The men and many women drooled over the blonde starlet. Mallory recognized her beauty, but thought she was quite the bimbo. It was clear Jack was the brains of the operation.

		Mallory's desire to own the greatest gaming system ever created grew to the point that she began to look to less reputable dealers. Despite strong patents, the JE Gaming rig had already been torn apart by the competition and knockoffs were beginning to appear. The quality on these knockoffs were bad, but it was all Mallory could afford.

		When the box arrived on her doorstep, Mallory was ecstatic. She had already taken time off from work in preparation for playing with her latest toy. And for the first time in her life, Mallory was going to be on the cutting edge of the latest gaming technology.

		Unlike normal video game systems, even virtual reality systems, the JE Gaming system was fully immersive. There were no visors or gloves to interact with the virtual world. Instead, it was all in your head. Everyone who used the system said it was the best gaming experience they had ever had. It was the closest thing to the Star Trek holodeck that anyone was ever going to get.

		It did not take long for Mallory to unpack the new toy and set it up. She thought it was funny that the knockoff manufacturer had even bothered to put a JE Gaming sticker on the product. It certainly looked very little like the models Mallory had seen in videos and magazines, almost like the manufacturer had just stuck some random components together without worrying about a case.

		That did not stop Mallory from turning on the system. From her understanding, the system, even this knockoff, came preloaded with a virtual environment. That meant she could still experience the system without shelling out money she did not have for games, at least right away.

		The neural interface helmet slid easily on to Mallory's head. There was only the final step of initiating the connection. The helmet began to hum and then everything turned dark, at least in Mallory's eyes. A moment later, Mallory saw the world flicker into being once more.

		There was a moment that Mallory was worried. She found herself in a nondescript dining room, the walls painted yellow. But everything was pixelated, as if the resolution was not good enough.

		Mallory chided herself for being stupid enough to buy a knockoff gaming system. The cheap parts probably made the hardware unusable, except for the most basic of functions.

		But then much to Mallory's surprise, her view began to smooth out, the resolution improving. In mere seconds, everything around her looked entirely real.

		It felt real too. Mallory reached out and ran her hand along the dining room table. It felt real, just like touching it in the real world would have.

		However, it did not take long before Mallory became very aware of something else. Her avatar was a woman, which by itself was not necessarily surprising, but the size of her avatar's breasts certainly were. Mallory looked down into a valley of cleavage that did not belong to her. It was a strange sight to see her visual space so easily impacted by breasts she did not have in the real world.

		Mallory found herself rushing through the house, looking for a mirror. She needed to get a look at herself. However, her first hurried steps nearly made her fall down. It was only after several moments of confusion that she realized she was wearing impossibly high heels. They slowed her pace to a crawl, but she needed to see herself nonetheless, so she pressed on.

		When Mallory finally saw her avatar's image in a mirror, she struggled to comprehend that she was looking at a reflection of herself.

		"I look like Emi Roberts," Mallory said, her voice coming out in an almost identical high pitched tone as the real Emi Roberts.

		However, before Mallory had much time to come to terms with the avatar she had been given, the doorbell rang. She trudged downstairs to the front door, being careful not to trip over herself. The avatar seemed to know how to walk in high heels, but Mallory was less adept.

		"Hi there," came a chipper voice the moment Mallory opened the front door.  "I’m Tina, your new neighbor."

		Mallory took a moment to look her visitor up and down. The truth was, Tina looked to be cut from much the same mold as her own avatar. Blonde hair and big tits seemed to be the norm in the virtual reality.

		Mallory conversed with the NPC Tina. It quickly became apparent that Tina was a bimbo. She talked like one and she only seemed to have any interest in fashion and sex. But she certainly loved to go shopping. As soon as introductions had been made, Tina asked Mallory to join her on a shopping trip.

		Wanting to explore the game world for a while, Mallory took Tina up on the offer. Soon the two busty women were enjoying themselves shopping.

		For Mallory, she had never been a fan of shopping, at least since she got herself into credit card debt. But in this virtual world, she seemed to have unlimited funds. Normally that would have been a mistake in a game's design, but in the moment, Mallory did not mind at all.

		And as she hung out with Tina, she found herself letting go and enjoying herself more than any other game had allowed. It helped that the in-game version of Mallory had a sexy body. For the first time in Mallory's life, she understood why some women dressed like sluts. It felt good to be desired, even if it was only desire from NPC's. And in the virtual world, she was safe to do whatever she wanted.

		That first night spent in the virtual reality was the best night Mallory had ever had. She knew the moment she came out for the first time that not only would she be returning, but she was addicted. And she had no intention of buying any other games. The pre-loaded world was more than enough for her.

		With Mallory taking the week off to use the new system, she found herself spending almost all her time inside the game. She only came out to eat and get a little token exercise, just enough to get her blood flowing for a moment.

		After those short breaks, it was back to the virtual world where she could pretend to be another woman. The Mallory inside the game was not only attractive, she also loved sex. Even though it was only with NPC's, Mallory loved sex inside the game. It was mind-blowing in how good it was.

		But the real truth of the matter was, Mallory had let herself fall into a specific role in the game. With her new best friend Tina, Mallory found herself acting more and more like a bimbo. From her viewpoint, she had cast off her worries, her anxieties and all the extra brain cells. Sure, she was dim, but she was hot and had fun with everything she did.

		When Mallory finally returned to work, she found it hard to cope with having expectations to fulfill and real work to perform. Each day, Mallory counted down the hours before she could return to the virtual world. It had become her escape.

		What Mallory failed to notice as that first week turned into two and then three was how her body was changing. After that first week, she had almost stopped looking in the mirror, not liking the plain woman she saw. The real her could not compare to the virtual her.

		However, with each passing day, Mallory's body began to transform more and more. Her hair, previously brown, had begun to lighten at the roots. It was as if she had started growing blonde hair.

		Mallory's breasts also started to grow. When her bras stopped fitting, Mallory simply went without, knowing new ones were not in her budget, even though she desperately wanted to go shopping, just like she did in the game.

		By the time the fourth week finished, Mallory looked more like Emi Roberts than she did herself. Her breasts were big and round, standing tall on her chest. Her hair had started to grow rapidly to the point where Mallory took a pair of scissors and chopped off her brown hair. Her blonde hair hung down past her shoulders.

		What was more, Mallory's mannerisms had gone through a massive change. Her speech was peppered with "like" and "totally." Her voice itself had risen two whole octaves. Not to mention that Mallory's bimbo behaviors from inside the game had transferred to the real world. Everything about her screamed, "Don't ask me hard questions, because I'm just a dumb blonde, but if you help me I'll make it worth your while."

		At some point the cops arrived at Mallory's home. She struggled to understand what they were talking about. They accused her of stealing something or buying stolen property. She really was not sure. She definitely did not like being taken to the police station in handcuffs.

		But once the lawyers from JE Gaming got involved, the charges against Mallory disappeared. Her gaming system was taken away, but instead she got to make a new friend: the famous Emi Roberts herself.

		Mallory and Emi became great friends. They spent their days together shopping and partying like any bimbos would.

		Jack Roberts took care of everything for Mallory. He paid off her debts and introduced her to nice men who wanted to lavish her with attention. And fuck her. That last part was important. All she had to give up was her gaming system.

		Jack had explained it all at one point, but Mallory had struggled to pay attention. It was something about the gaming system she bought which had been a stolen prototype. In fact, it was the very first prototype that did not have safeguards against changing the user into their avatar.

		For Mallory, the game changed her life. She went from a nobody to a somebody. And in all honesty, she did not need the game anymore. Real life was just as fun and she got to be the best bimbo she could be.

		

	
		

		A Bimbo Set Up

		

		"W here is he?" Margaret asked herself as she stood outside the dilapidated old house. She was supposed to meet Chris, her boyfriend, so they could both tour the haunted house.

		Margaret felt like an idiot standing outside the house. She had taken the bus, opting to meet Chris after he got off work.  Worse, this was supposed to be a birthday present for him. He loved exploring supposedly haunted places.

		Margaret had tried texting her boyfriend. She even tried calling. She got no answer. Her call went straight to voicemail.

		After half an hour of waiting, Margaret sent one last text. "I'm going in." After spending money on a bus ticket, it seemed a waste not to at least check out the supposedly haunted house. As it turns out, that was to be Margaret's final text she ever sent.

		Margaret never shared her boyfriend's interest in haunted places, but she went with him anyway since he enjoyed it so much. However, the moment she stepped inside the old house, she immediately felt that something about this house was different.

		The house appeared far more modern on the inside than it had on the outside. Margaret wondered when the house had been remodeled. Whenever it was, it must have been abandoned shortly afterward.

		The wood floors still looked relatively new, even covered in a thick layer of dust. The walls were covered in cobwebs, but the white paint was still bright. In all, Margaret wondered what the big deal was.

		There was no furniture remaining in the house. All of that had been cleared out long ago it seemed.

		Still trying to understand what was important about this house, Margaret went upstairs. The empty bedrooms looked lonely, but not ghostly. She started to question the hauntedness of the house. It made no sense. There were not even any scary mirrors to look into.

		Margaret was about to give up and leave when she noticed a door that she had not opened yet. Behind it was a set of stairs leading to the basement. She turned on her flashlight and began her descent.

		The basement was much different from the first and second floors. Where the main part of the house was empty, the basement was full of tables with what looked like a chemistry experiment taking place. Except that it looked like the experiment had been abandoned halfway through. And recently, too.

		Beakers and test tubes were half full of various colored liquids. Margaret could not hope to identify them. Chemistry was never her strong suit. She dumped the subject after her junior year of high school.

		But the abandoned chemistry experiment was not the scariest thing in the basement. In the far corner was what looked like a massive machine, with many arms sticking out from the sides. And strangest of all, the machine appeared to be new. Unlike the house upstairs, it was dust and cobweb free.

		Margaret approached the machine carefully. She used her flashlight to illuminate all of its different arms. Then ends of each arm appeared different, with specific attachments on the ends.

		She knew she should not touch the machine. It was out of place compared to the rest of the contents of the basement. Still, Margaret felt compelled to reach out her hand and touch the cool metal.

		As soon as Margaret made contact with the machine, it lit up. One of the arms reached out and grabbed Margaret around the middle, pulling her forward.

		Margaret struggled, trying to get away, but nothing she did helped to loosen her from the arm holding her. If anything, her struggling only seemed to make her confinement worse.

		The arm holding Margaret was joined by another as she was placed on a platform that slid out from the main body of the machine. Soon, she found herself strapped down and unable to move her arms or legs.

		Next, an arm emerged that used a green beam of light to seemingly scan her. Margaret called out for help, but she only heard the hum of the machine . She doubted anyone could hear her screams.

		Once the scan was complete, another arm emerged with a pair of shears on the end. They made easy work of Margaret’s clothes, cut right from her body, even her bra, panties, shoes, and socks.

		Margaret started to shiver against the cold metal platform on which she was restrained. However, she soon forgot the cold as the machine began its work in earnest.

		First came two arms that had hand-like attachments. They massaged her body, which admittedly felt nice as it helped to warm her up. But it soon became evident that the machine was doing more than massage her. It was physically sculpting her body, erasing her flaws and making minor improvements.

		Not that Margaret viewed any change to the body as an improvement. The machine, and whoever made it, had no right to change her against her will. She would have continued screaming about it, but she quickly realized the futility of struggling further. Even calling out was a waste of energy. Margaret decided it best to save her energy for when she finally was free.

		After the massage, Margaret became overwhelmed by the next steps made by the machine. She was poked and prodded, often in her most intimate areas. Unfortunately, another restraint appeared and held down her head. She could no longer see what was happening to her body.

		That was until an arm with two needle-like attachments positioned itself above her chest. Margaret had never liked needles. She even avoided getting her flu shot unless that year’s prevalent strain was especially bad.

		The pain of the two needles penetrating her breasts was minor. Margaret could not understand what was happening until she felt a cool material flow into her breasts. Soon it was not just a physical sensation, but a visible change, as her breasts began to expand.

		Margaret looked down her nose as she suddenly saw her breasts push into view. She had never been a big girl in the chest department. Laying down as she was, she should not have been able to see her breasts. But as they got bigger, they got rounder, pushing up off her chest like large round pieces of fruit and eventually like melons.

		”You’ve got to be kidding me,” Margaret said as her breasts grew to a size that would forever dominate her figure. They would be impossible to hide. She would forevermore be known as the girl with the big tits.

		When the needles withdrew from Margaret‘s breasts, they looked nothing like they once had. They felt very different too. For one, there was the added weight. She struggled to breathe normally, as if someone was sitting on her chest.

		After blowing up her breasts, Margaret did not know what else the machine would do to her. However, several arms moved toward her face. She closed her eyes, afraid of what might happen.

		Margaret did not watch what happened. She could feel occasional pricks of her skin, but nothing much more. She did not want to know what the machine was doing to her face and scalp.

		The most significant change was to Margaret’s hair. She would now be calling herself a former brunette, as her hair was now most definitely blonde, a surprisingly natural looking shade that approached platinum blonde.

		The alterations to Margaret’s face were much more minor compared to her hair and breasts. Her nose was made slightly smaller, her eyes slightly bigger, her lips slightly plumper. Taken together, people might not recognize her, unless they looked closely. Not that Margaret could see any of this.

		Margaret did not open her eyes again until something long and cold was pushed up into her pussy. She could only see the arm extend out over her body, but she could certainly feel the result.

		Despite the coldness of the apparatus, Margaret could feel a heat build up inside of her. It was arousal. She was horrified to find herself becoming horny as the machine violated her body.

		But there was more than just the building heat in her nether regions. It felt as if her pussy had been given a new connection to her brain, a fast lane for pleasure.

		With the pleasure signals going straight to her brain, Margaret did not notice how her ass expanded, lifting her slightly off the platform, giving her a counterbalance to her now large tits.

		When Margaret’s body had finally been fully transformed, the machine still had more work to complete. Margaret’s body might have reached perfect proportions based on the machine’s programming, but her mind remained unaltered.

		A helmet of sorts emerged from the machine, fitting over Margaret’s head, covering her eyes and ears. Lights began to flash in front of her eyes and strange sounds played in her ears. Meanwhile, it felt as if a mild electric charge flowed through her head.

		Margaret tried to close her eyes. She tried to tune out the strange noises. Neither seemed to work. Between the electric charge, the lights and the sounds, Margaret was slowly erased and someone else was created in her place.

		When the woman who had once been Margaret sat up, she found herself in the presence of several men. However, in the moment, she only had eyes for the man in the middle.

		“Chris,” she said cheerfully, a big smile on her face as she batted her eyes at him. She felt no shame in sitting there naked in front of strangers. It was possible she had no sense of shame left in her.

		”Treasure,” Chris said, using the new name he had chosen for his new bimbo girlfriend. She had been a gift from the administrators of Ward B, a reward for important services to the advancement of bimbo science. Chris had developed liquid silicone used in his girlfriend’s breasts.

		Treasure would have been happy to walk out of the dirty old house in the nude, but Chris had been kind enough to bring her a new outfit. She loved getting presents. Chris gave her presents and in return, she gave him her mind, body and soul. She was his treasure.

		Treasure never knew anything about Margaret. She knew she was a bimbo. Any memories she did have were probably wrong. Instead, she lived in the moment, always doing what felt sexy and right in the moment.

		”The cleaners will be by within an hour,” one of the men who had joined Chris at the house explained. “Why don’t you take her shopping? That should take long enough so that when you return, the house should be ready for you to live in. Just one more gift for everything you have done for us.”

		”Great idea,” Chris said. “I appreciate all of this. I hope we can continue a productive working relationship going forward. Come on, Treasure. I’m going to take you shopping.”

		”Oh, goodie,” Treasure exclaimed. She practically bounced with excitement. Her movements made her tits jiggle and bounce in her salmon colored top.

		Technically, Margaret probably could have been tricked into entering Ward B or one of the connected clinics, but Chris did not want his smart girlfriend getting in the way of her own happiness. And his as well.  Instead, Chris had suggested this elaborate ruse about a haunted house. His being “late” was all a part of the plan.

		While Treasure would never understand it, she would never have existed without her bimbo set up.

		

	
		

		Lost and Found

		

		Alice floated aimlessly on the quiet seas. Her cruise had not gone at all as planned. The boat went down and it seemed she was the only survivor, the only one of the few people aboard who managed to find a flotation device. In her case, it was an inflatable mattress.

		After a day on the water, Alice had given up hope of a rescue. She had not seen land since the small cruise boat left port. She had assumed the Mediterranean Sea was busy enough so that she would run into someone eventually. But after a full day, her hopes had been dashed.

		Once hope seemed lost, Alice let herself fall asleep. She was exhausted. The boat going down had been a terrifying experience. Alice had kept herself awake and alert for as long as she could, keeping a lookout for a rescue, but now that she was sure no rescue would be forthcoming, she finally allowed sleep to take her.

		Of course, not long after the gentle waves helped usher her to sleep, Alice drifted within sight of land. As she slept, her air mattress drifted closer and closer to what turned out to be a small island. Soon, she was in a cove, surrounded by high cliffs on two sides. The other sides were the open ocean and a white sand beach.

		It was the sound of the surf crashing against the beach that finally woke Alice. When she opened her eyes, she could scarcely believe her luck. Of course, had she known then where she was, she might not have been so ecstatic.

		It was a small private island, recently acquired by an organization directly related to Ward B. It was home to the first Ward B expansion into Europe and it had just opened for business.

		Two men met Alice on the beach when she finally made it ashore. They showed concern to start, wanting to put her at ease and make sure she was all right. That only lasted, however, until she made it inside.

		The body modifications were completed first. A series of drugs for certain amounts of natural growth, as well as state of the art non-invasive surgery for what nature could not provide, were used to give Alice a new body.

		When Alice woke up in a recovery room, she could not believe what had happened to her. She saw her reflection in the mirror and thought it was someone else at first. But when the incredibly attractive woman in the mirror mimicked her every action, she had no choice but to eventually accept that what she saw was her.

		”What did you do to me?” Alice asked the next person she saw. In this case, she was once again greeted by two men. They had come to collect her now that she was awake.

		”We are saving you, as you wanted,” one of the men said as the pair held her by the arms and led her out of her room and through the facility.

		Alice tried to keep track of where they were going. She was trying to plan an escape. However, with no obvious landmarks outside of a few doors and adjoining corridors, Alice quickly realized she was just as lost now as she was when she was stranded at sea.

		Eventually the men pushed her through an open door leading to a small room with a chair with a bundle of wires sticking out of that back. Alice found herself being pushed down into the chair and her limbs strapped down. Any chance of escape was now gone.

		But nothing happened. Alice sat there, waiting. She could hear the breathing of the two men who had escorted her from her room, but she could not see them from where she sat. She felt as if she were spending an eternity sitting there.

		Finally a third man joined them. After what felt like hours of boredom, she could not help but turn her lips up into a small smile. She might be a prisoner who had her body altered, but whatever was supposed to happen next finally seemed to be happening.

		Alice knew she was traumatized. She still had that level of awareness. But she had been so far into the deep end without the ability to swim that she was entirely dependent on her captors. She knew that too.

		”One last step before you are saved,” the man said. He wore a white lab coat and appeared to have Mediterranean features, but beyond that, she could not be sure. His English was accented however, but again, she could not recognize the accent.

		“What are you saving me from?” Alice whimpered.

		“Why, yourself, of course. You came to us as a lost soul. It is our job to help you find yourself again.”

		Alice would not remember much of what happened next. The man flipped a switch and the world seemed to begin vibrating. Her chair hummed and everything after that seemed to lose focus.

		When Alice awoke the next time, she felt like a new woman. The man had been right. She had been lost. How silly of her to think she was a smart capable woman when she was clearly a dumb bimbo. And they had given her a sexy body to make her an even better bimbo.

		Alice was offered the chance to return home to America. She decided she wanted to stay instead. The great weather played an important role. Alice found she liked the feeling of the warm sun on her skin. It was one reason she wore so little clothing.

		But most importantly, Alice decided she wanted to help other women who came to the island. She wanted to help them find themselves, just like the men helped her find herself.

		Of course, as the Ward B operation on the island grew, so too did the number of people, especially men, who took up residence on the island. Alice very much enjoyed spending time with them and finding ways to thank them for their work with her and all the other women who came to the island.

		

	
		

		Heads Up Display

		

		“A nswer the door,” the heads up display read.

		Kari did as the display instructed. She walked across her small room and opened the door.

		“Pose sexily and smile,” the display read.

		Again, Kari did exactly as instructed.

		On the other side of the threshold stood a man wearing a suit. He was the fourth man and sixth person to come to Kari’s door that day.

		Kari took the man by his tie and gently pulled him into her room, just as the display instructed. She led him to sit down on the bed and she whispered seductively in his ear, just as the display instructed.

		Being well practiced in her life, Kari made the man’s day. She was an exquisite talent and was highly sought after for her skills, not to mention her body.

		Of course, Kari had not always been the woman she was now. She had not always been a woman sculpted and focused for the pleasure of others. She had been a normal woman, completely average in every way.

		That was before the heads up display. It had been a revolutionary device born out of the work put into autonomous cars. Contact lenses that not only corrected vision, but also scanned the world within the wearer’s sight and made recommendations for the best course of action to take.

		When Kari got her first pair of HUD contacts, she went by Karen. She, like many people, jumped at the new technology. And it had been great. Karen had been a little clumsy, having a tendency to trip over things, not realizing where her feet were. That changed when she started wearing the contacts. They highlighted tripping hazards and helped her stay on her feet.

		As the technology improved, so too did the suggestions that were made. Soon it even helped in social interactions. The embedded microphone meant it could even suggest how to best respond to another person.

		However, Karen, like many people, fell victim to the technology. She used it all the time, following every suggestion. From her perspective, life had never been better.

		But as time went on, she became more and more dependent on the HUD contacts. It started with letting it direct her the path she took to work every morning. Then she started letting it select what she ordered for lunch. It would always choose the best, and usually the healthiest, option.

		As time wore on, she started letting it direct her in more and more tasks. Her daily schedule became dictated by the display. She even allowed it to change her style and how she interacted with others.

		That was when Kari began to emerge. She did not go by that name yet, let alone think of herself by that name. But it did not take long for Karen’s clothing styles to shift toward what would most easily be described as sexy and revealing.

		Karen also started to find a renewed enjoyment in sex. Karen enjoyed sex, but not to the degree she did when her actions were directed by the display. A whole new world opened up to her, filled with orgasmic pleasure.

		By the time Karen officially changed her name to Kari, she had already gone through a complete transformation. She had grown her hair out long and dyed it blonde. She had also gone under the knife for the first time, sculpting her body to more closely resemble the sexual creature she had become on the inside.

		Once the name change was complete, Kari became a complete bimbo, completely obsessed with her appearance, sex and pleasing others. Her personality changed further, all under the direction of the display.

		If Kari noticed this change, she certainly did not pay it any notice. The fact was, she was incapable of surviving without the display telling her what to do.

		With Kari’s love of sex, the display simply pushed her into a more extreme lifestyle. After her third set of surgeries, the display told her she had a perfect body. It was then that she completely quit her old boring job and became a companion for hire.

		If Kari were to be asked if she enjoyed being the bimbo sex-addict she had become, she would simply giggle and say it was the best thing that had ever happened to her. But then again, that was the answer the display fed her. She was no longer capable of independent thought.

		Karen had allowed herself to be turned into a mindless slave. And yet, as Kari, she was happier than she could have ever have imagined.

		

	
		

		The Implant

		

		The implant was supposed to be good for women. It was supposed to give them greater power over their bodies. The implant served as birth control and hormone regulator, all controllable from an app.

		Georgeanne liked the idea of control. She could better control her body with the implant. And considering the simplicity and small risk in getting the implant, along with her health insurance paying for it, Georgeanne was all in.

		At first the implant was great. Georgeanne felt a freedom she had never felt before. The monthly pain of her period lessened to the point she nearly forgot when it was that time of the month. And as far as the birth control aspect, Georgeanne’s worries about outcomes of sex no longer mattered.

		But as her body adapted to the implant, something strange began to happen. The first incidence occurred at home. Georgeanne liked puzzles and logic games. Her friend had recently given her a variation of the Rubik’s Cube.

		Georgeanne sat at home trying to work through the puzzle when she found herself growing distracted. It was minor at first, just a small tingle between her legs. But the longer she focused on the puzzle, the stronger the tingle became.

		It grew and grew until Georgeanne was squirming in her seat, not wanting to give into her body’s sudden urges. When she finally finished the puzzle, taking about half an hour longer than she should have needed, Georgeanne dropped the Rubik’s Cube and stuck her hands down her pants. She needed relief and she needed it fast.

		Unfortunately, that incident was not a one time event. As time went on, she found it happening more and more. Whenever she needed to focus and think about something, her pussy would begin to tingle. That was soon followed by a growing wetness between her thighs. Sometimes Georgeanne was able to finish what she was working on, but more and more it seemed like she needed to abandon it in an incomplete stage so that she could masturbate and cum. After cumming, there was no guarantee Georgeanne would be in the mood to pick up where she left off.

		Thankfully, Georgeanne was spared this trouble while she was working. She continued to be able to focus at the office, but she felt like a complete scatterbrain at home. More and more Georgeanne’s home life consisted of long masturbation sessions with trashy television programs playing in the background.

		However, even the brainy sanctuary of Georgeanne’s office did not last. When the tingle first began to invade her thoughts while she filled in a spreadsheet on her computer, she almost did not notice. She had become so accustomed to its presence, she did not realize where she was.

		But as the seconds, minutes, and hours ticked by, Georgeanne’s arousal only grew and grew. By lunchtime she was making a bee-line for the restrooms where she hoped she could silently masturbate, cum, and reset her mental state for the rest of the day.

		To Georgeanne’s surprise, however, she was not the only woman there taking care of specific needs. It did not take long to confirm that all the women in the restroom right then had the implant. They all found the harder they tried to concentrate, the worse the arousal became.

		Unfortunately, despite the relief gained with Georgeanne’s lunchtime break, her ability to concentrate remained inhibited as her pussy once again tried to fight for her attention once she returned to her desk.

		Around the country, new regulations were being passed for women, given the prevalence of the implant. Georgeanne could barely keep track of them all. As much as she had once enjoyed reading about politics, she simply could not find the mental energy to keep up with it.

		At work, her role had begun to shift. Rather than manage people, she had been moved into an assistant’s position. Her pay, as mandated by new government rules, could not be cut for her demotion. It was a stop gap measure put in place to keep the economy moving. Businesses would be compensated through special tax breaks to help lessen the burden from increased payroll.

		As far as Georgeanne was concerned, she actually liked her new job much better. She had no idea how much trying to think was hurting her brain. She had effectively been trained not to think and she was getting very good at it. Her boss usually had to explain directions to her slowly and multiple times before she got everything right, but he did not seem to mind.

		Of course, it helped that since Georgeanne, or Gigi as she now preferred to go by, was constantly on the verge of climbing the walls from her horniness, she wore her sexuality far more openly. Short skirts and plunging necklines had become the norm for the once conservatively dressed office manager.

		It also helped that Gigi was getting fucked multiple times per day now. She could barely go more than a couple waking hours before she needed to get a cock in her. It was hard enough waking up in the morning. She could barely get to herself to work so that her boss could fuck her first thing. If he did not, she was useless the whole day.

		There had been talk at one point in recalling the implants. After all, the side effects were so drastic and life altering. However, none of the women who had an implant, including Gigi, could even think about having it removed. They viewed their lives as so much simpler and better than before.

		And despite the obvious side effects, even the temporary government ban had proven to be useless. Demand continued to grow, even when the implants were moved to the black market. Some doctors were getting rich running back door clinics to install the implants in wanting women.

		The women knew they would more than likely become horny bimbos, but fewer and fewer people seemed to believe that was still a bad thing. If anything, once the social and economic transition began to settle down, everyone seemed happier. It was hard to find a person, man and woman alike, who did not walk around with a smile on their face.

		

	
		

		Keep Calm And…

		

		Note: This story serves as a short sequel to Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo
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		Courtney missed her best friend, Alice. Their relationship had been strained ever since Courtney had followed the instructions from the Keep Calm app on her phone and turned herself into a bimbo.

		To make it simple, Alice now hated Courtney. She could not understand why her smart and successful friend would give everything up to become her husband’s plaything. And that was essentially what Courtney now was.

		Alice had even confronted Courtney’s husband about it. He professed his innocence, explaining that it had all been Courtney’s idea. Alice did not have any proof, but she did not really believe him.

		However, as much as Alice wanted to remain friends, she could not stand to be in Courtney’s presence. Courtney’s life had changed so much. She had given up anything and everything one might call intellectual for sex and fashion. As far as Alice could tell, there really was not much going on inside of Courtney’s head.

		Courtney was torn. She loved the bimbo version of herself. Life was so much better as a sexy dumb blonde who was devoted to her husband. But he could not be with her all the time. He had to work to support them. That was why Courtney really wanted to be friends with Alice again. She wanted the company of another woman. Louise, her and her husband’s sometimes third partner, was great, but Courtney missed Alice.

		As far as Courtney was concerned, Alice was a beautiful woman. And she could be an incredibly sexy bimbo if she just put in a little work. Unfortunately, Alice seemed to have no interest in the bimbo lifestyle.

		As much of a bimbo as Courtney had become, she was still aware that the root of her transformation came from the Keep Calm app on her phone. She never checked it anymore. It always read the same thing, telling her to ”Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo.” Every day Courtney tried to be the best bimbo that she could be.

		There was no way Courtney would ever gain access to Alice’s phone to install the app herself. But when Courtney opened the app on her own phone, she discovered a button that would allow her to share the app with people in her contact list. Right away, Courtney selected Alice’s name. She could only hope Alice would actually download the app.

		As it turned out, the app operated in a much more sinister fashion. It simply downloaded itself onto Alice’s phone.

		It was several days later when Alice first noticed the app hidden on her home screen. She opened it, trying to remember when she had downloaded it. “Keep Calm and Carry On,” the app read, just like the World War Two era posters.

		Alice shrugged off the presence of the app and went about her day, much as the app told her to.

		For Courtney, she nearly forgot about sending the app to Alice. She had gotten far too caught up in her life as a bimbo. And as a bimbo, she had become quite forgetful anyway.

		However, while Courtney spent an afternoon at the mall, shopping, she spotted Alice. Or at least she thought it was Alice. It looked a lot like her, but her hair was blonde. For as long as Courtney had known Alice, she had been a brunette.

		”Alice, is that you?” Courtney finally got up the courage to ask.

		”Oh, hi,” Alice responded. She was still a little cold toward Courtney, but not as cold as they last time the two had spoken.

		”I like your hair,“ Courtney said happily.

		For a moment Alice appeared flummoxed. She had not been expecting such a compliment, especially from the apparent bimbo queen.

		”Um, thanks,” Alice said. “I just got it done last week. I thought it was time to try something different.”

		What Alice did not say was it had been the Keep Calm app that had suggested she dye her hair blonde. For whatever reason, she simply could not stop herself from doing what the app told her to. At least her husband did not mind. He was enjoying a sexier and more adventurous wife.

		Alice, remembering that she was still unhappy with Courtney’s decision to turn herself into a bimbo, quickly said her good-byes and left the store, deciding to continue her shopping in another area of the mall.

		Courtney could not help but smile as she watched her former friend walk away. Her now blonde hair hung down her back in long waves. The app was working.

		It was months before Courtney heard from Alice again. Courtney had begun to wonder if her friend had gone all the way like she had. Maybe Alice did just want to try life as a blonde.

		But then a picture arrived by text. It was from Alice, a selfie she had apparently just taken, wearing red lingerie. She looked every bit the bimbo that Courtney was, pairing the blonde hair with enlarged breasts, plumped up lips, a healthy tan, and an expression that said she was a dumb bimbo.

		”Wanna come over and play?” was the text that accompanied the picture. “I’m sorry for being a bitch before. Being a bimbo is the bestest.”

		The only thing that slowed Courtney accepting Alice’s invitation was her long nails. Of course, it was another hour before Courtney made it out the door. She had to fix her makeup and find her own matching red lingerie set to wear.

		When Courtney arrived on Alice’s doorstep, she only wore a robe over her lingerie. And heels of course. Courtney never went anywhere without the right pair of heels.

		The door opened and Courtney jumped into Alice’s arms. A sensual kiss followed as Courtney pushed her big tits into Alice’s equally large set.

		“I’m so glad we can be friends again,” Courtney said.

		”Me too,” Alice answered. “Being a good bimbo is the best.”

		And in that moment, Courtney knew her plan had worked. Her friendship with Alice might have been strained for a while, but now they would forever be best bimbo friends forever.

		

	
		

		Transfer Complete

		

		It was Friday night. Brian, Janet, and Paris were in a science lab. For Brian and Janet, that might not be considered unusual. They spent much of their free time together in the science building at Thatcher College.

		Paris joining them was what made the situation unusual. The blonde sorority girl would have normally been spending her evening at a party or sorority function. However, to earn enough extra credit to pass her intro science course, Paris had been tasked with aiding one of the student research projects on campus.

		The choices had been many, but Paris chose Brian and Janet’s project because of the short time commitment. One evening was all it was supposed to take. She would earn her passing grade and never have to worry about science ever again.

		Of course, Paris would have preferred another night to this Friday night. She had been getting close with a certain star athlete who had an outside shot of playing professionally. If he got drafted, she wanted to be there to make sure she could cash in.

		Paris was not at Thatcher for the education. Quite frankly, if it had not been for her parents’ help with providing her tutors and greasing the admission wheels, she never would have been accepted to Thatcher.

		Her time in school had primarily been focused on more social pursuits. She had joined the most popular sorority and spent more time planning her social calendar than she had on anything academic in her time at school.

		Paris had made waves when she returned to start the new school year. She had spent her summer vacation recovering from surgery. Her breasts had already been sizable, but she returned with large round tits that the guys all drooled over. She had even had work done on her face, giving her an almost doll-like appearance.

		She had done it again when she returned from winter break, sporting plumped up lips and a tongue piercing. When coupled with her already platinum blonde hair and revealing fashion sense, Paris had the eye of every man on campus.

		Paris had no real understanding of what the research project was when she showed up. Brian and Janet were already there. They were not the sort of people she would have hung out with unless she could avoid it. In this case, she could not avoid it.

		From Brian and Janet’s perspective, Paris’ involvement with the project had been somewhat calculated. Or at least partially so. Brian had been working on a mind transplant or swap device. He had already run successful trials on mice. And after successful human simulations, he had been given the approval to try the real thing.

		It was all more complicated than that though. Janet had a big crush on Brian. She would do almost anything for him. But Brian, despite his nerdy appearance, was hung up on women like Paris. He liked Janet’s mind, but she would never be pretty enough for him.

		And so the mind swap machine had a special purpose. The procedure was simple enough, even if the technical aspects were overly complex. The minds of Janet and Paris were to be swapped. Paris would reside in Janet’s body and Janet would reside in Paris’ overly sexualized body. And given Paris’ uncaring attitude about the project, she readily signed away her ability to protest without even reading the big bold print of the research protocol and contract.

		Paris put up a small fight when Brian handed her a helmet to wear. But when he threatened to not sign off on her extra credit, she dutifully put it on, keeping the long wires running out the back from tangling in her hair.

		Janet followed suit, ready and eager for the actual experiment to take place. Brian helped Paris to lie down on one of the tables. Janet needed no prompting to follow suit. She knew the procedure. She could only hope everything worked.

		Once both Janet and Paris were settled, Brian double checked all the connections. Both helmets were connected to the swap machine, which in turn was controlled by a computer.

		“Ready?” Brian asked once he was certain everything looked right.

		“Yes,” Paris said, sounding bored.

		“Do it,” Janet said with excitement as she squeezed her eyes shut. She hoped the next time she opened them, she would be looking out of Paris’ eyes.

		Brian hit start. The machine began to hum. Janet and Paris felt as if their brains were vibrating in their skulls. Then they both passed out.

		When Janet opened her eyes, she saw Brian looking down at her. “How do you feel?” he asked.

		It took Janet a moment to sort her thoughts together. Something did not feel quite right. Yet at the same time, she felt better than she ever had before. “I feel yummy,” Janet finally said, proud of herself for answering Brian’s question.

		“What the fuck did you do to me?” came Janet’s voice.

		That confused Janet for a moment. She turned her head to see her body sitting up and pulling the helmet off her head. She giggled, not understanding the situation, but being happy nonetheless.

		“It worked,” Brian said excitedly. “How do you feel, Paris?”

		“I feel like… I feel like… Holy shit!”

		“What’s the matter?” Brian asked, suddenly worried.

		“I think I’m smart. Quick, ask me something smart.”

		“Um, what’s the square root of 225?” Brian asked.

		Janet laid there and giggled some more. She had no idea what Brian and Paris were talking about.

		“That’s easy. 15. Wow, I’m pretty sure I never knew how to do square roots before. What did you do to me?”

		“You and Janet swapped bodies,” Brian explained. “But I wonder if the transfer was complete. Janet, I think you’re even dumber than Paris was.”

		“Is that bad?” Janet asked before making a kissy face with her lips.

		“It certainly wasn’t intended,” Brian said. “I had expected a straight swap. You would be the same people, but in different bodies. That’s it.”

		“I know I should be furious with you,” Paris said, “but I find the whole thing fascinating. I mean, I completely realize that document I signed probably explained everything. I wasn’t interested in it, so I didn’t read it. But this whole project is amazing.”

		“Um, what’s, like, going on?” Janet asked. “I’m confused.”

		That made both Brian and Paris laugh.

		“What little intelligence I had must have come with me into this body,” Paris reasoned. “But Janet’s intelligence remained behind, so I got that too.”

		“This clearly didn’t work,” Brian started to say as he looked at the computer readout. “But the computer says everything that could be transferred got swapped. I don’t get it.”

		“Wow, um, Brian, do you want to know what else didn’t get swapped?” Paris said as she looked at Brian with seemingly new eyes.

		“What?” Brian said idly as she looked through the computer logs.

		“I’m guessing Janet had a crush on you. It seems she didn’t take that with her. Because I am crushing on you really hard right now. Damn, just looking at you makes me weak in the knees.”

		Brian looked up, shocked. “That wasn’t supposed to happen. This was a way so we could be together. I have this thing for hot blondes like you were. I wasn’t attracted to Janet, but I liked her otherwise. This was our solution, to put her in your body so we could be together.”

		Paris laughed. “For being two smart people, you made this way too complicated. I mean, look, I’m not thrilled with the state of this body, but I think there’s some potential here.”

		“Do you like my boobies?” Janet asked dumbly. She wanted to take part in the conversation, but did not know how. She had become a bimbo through the process.

		“They’re lovely,” Paris said before returning her attention to Brian. “You get what I’m saying, don’t you?”

		“I’m an idiot,” Brian admitted, seeing Paris’ truth. “Let me see if I can reverse this.”

		“Don’t be an idiot again,” Paris said. “Look, this is going to take some getting used to, but I’m enjoying being smart for once. And yes, I won’t immediately look like I used to, but to be honest, I’ve never felt this way about a person before. If you like me, I’d be willing to put in the work to make myself attractive for you.”

		“You would?” Brian asked.

		“I think so. It’s weird, because I barely know you, but at the same time, I feel like I’ve known you for years. I wonder if the stuff Janet left behind was naturally a part of her. She was naturally smart and somehow naturally hung up on you. For me, what little intelligence I had I had to work for, spending hours with tutors every week just so I could graduate high school.”

		“That’s brilliant,” Brian said, his face bright with excitement. “But what about Janet? We can’t leave her like this, can we?”

		“Janet, are you happy?” Paris asked.

		“Of course, silly,” Janet said. “I’ve got big boobies and everything. And I’m, like, totally horny.”

		“See?” Paris said.

		“Um, I guess we could try it,” Brian said. “But we have to pretend like you are both your original selves.”

		“I can do that,” Paris said. “But you better believe I’m changing my name at some point.”

		“Deal,” Brian said.

		“Yippee,” Janet exclaimed.

		It took a little work to convince Janet that her name was Paris, but after enough repetition she believed it to be true. She returned to the sorority and thoroughly enjoyed the rest of the school year. Of course, this Paris was not nearly smart enough to pass her classes, even with the extra credit offered. She flunked out of school. Luckily, she did end up hooking up with that athlete the old Paris had been chasing. He did get drafted and the new Paris transitioned into becoming a trophy wife.

		Janet went out and got her hair dyed blonde the very next day. With her new found intelligence, she was able to easily pass her classes, spend some enjoyable time with Brian and make money on the side.

		By the time she returned to Thatcher College for her final year of school, she looked nothing like the old Janet. She had worked hard in the gym and focused on her diet to improve her body. But the big surprise was when she returned with breast implants that she had been able to purchase for herself. Brian chose the size of course. They were madly in love with each other and were already planning ways to make money from the mind swap device. It would never be used again to actually swap people’s minds, but there was plenty of technology in it that could serve other purposes.

		Two other changes came with Janet’s return to campus. With the old Paris gone, Janet officially changed her name to Paris. There was nothing to stop her and she enjoyed having her name back again.

		The other change was in the form of a big diamond ring. Brian had fallen head over heels in love with Paris so he proposed. Paris said yes.

		It was as close to a happily ever after as could come from the situation.

		

	
		

		Clockwork Bimbo

		

		“Y ou’re sure you want to do this?” Robert asked his wife, Sienna.

		She bit her lower lip and nodded her head, affirming her desire to go through with the procedure.

		Sienna had loved her husband. Robert was the man of his dreams. However, he had certain desires she could not fulfill. She had known about his desire when they married. At the time, he had set those desires aside. After all, he loved Sienna.

		However, as time wore on, their lives began to diverge. They still loved each other very much, but there was something missing in their relationship. The spark that had brought them together had faded.

		For most, fixing the problems in the marriage would have been easy, especially with the guidance of a marriage counselor. But in Robert and Sienna’s case, it all came down to Sienna’s ability to be the woman she wanted to be for her husband.

		Robert’s tastes were not that unusual. He simply wanted Sienna to enjoy their sex life more and for her to engage, to dress up occasionally, and to stop simply lying there, stiff as a board, while they made love. She wanted that too, but no matter what she tried, she could not seem to do it.

		There was no past trauma in Sienna’s life. She had a normal life, but she felt broken when it came to sex and sexiness. She wanted to give Robert so much more. And now she had that opportunity.

		“I’ll see you on the other side,” Robert said as he squeezed Sienna’s hand one last time before he was ushered out of the pre-op room.

		Sienna was wheeled into the operating room a moment later. The surgery was experimental, but there had been good successes thus far. The idea was simple, with a computer chip being connected to the brain that would encourage certain pre-programmed behaviors.

		In the case of Sienna’s chip programming, it was even simpler. She was not asking for new routines to be specifically created. Her chip would simply push her toward sexier options, whenever she was faced with a choice, so that she could better fulfill her role as a loving wife for her husband.

		Brain surgery was no light matter, but this was something Sienna wanted with all her heart. She knew the pain she put Robert in and she wanted to end that pain. She was more than willing to endure her own physical pain for a short time so that she and Robert could live happily together.

		The surgery took hours, but the doctors, nurses, and surgeons were all skilled and the surgery went off without a hitch. There was even a good chance the scar would fade completely in time. In a few months, no one would know that Sienna had been under the knife at all. Not that she planned to tell anyone outside of Robert about the procedure she had gone through for the sake of their marriage.

		Following the procedure, Sienna slept peacefully in the recovery room. Robert sat by her side, looking at her with pure love in his eyes. He hated that Sienna felt the need to make such a huge sacrifice for him, but he loved that she cared so much about him to go through with it.

		Unfortunately, the implant was not designed to start working immediately. Time was needed for the body and the chip that had been inserted into her brain to begin working together as opposed to against each other. Early indications were that Sienna’s body had accepted the implanted chip, but only time would tell if her body ultimately rejected the implant. It was still a careful time.

		At first nothing changed. Sienna went about her life as normal. Her hair grew back and the scar faded, and yet nothing seemed to have changed.

		“You need to give it time,” the doctor told Sienna on her final post-operative checkup. “Trust me. Before you know it, you’ll wonder how you ever lived without it.”

		And so Sienna continued to wait.

		“Hi, Sienna,” the salon stylist said, greeting her long-time customer. “Are you wanting the usual or would you like to try something new?”

		It was an innocuous question, one the stylist asked Sienna every month. Sienna always gave the same answer. She wanted the usual.

		“Actually, something new sounds nice,” Sienna answered after a short pause. “What do you recommend?”

		As Sienna said the words, she did not even notice what she was saying. It felt completely natural. The delay in her answer went completely unnoticed.

		The stylist ran through several options she thought might look good on Sienna. She even brought up changing Sienna’s hair color.

		Sienna had always been a brunette. The rich brown color had been a defining feature that she cherished. However, when faced with the choice of trying something new, of changing not only her hair style, but her hair color as well, the implant in her head activated and guided her toward the sexier option.

		In the moment, Sienna had no notion that she was doing anything out of the ordinary. She had never placed much thought into her time spent at the salon each month.

		“Wow, look at you,” Robert said when Sienna returned home from the salon. The woman he saw looked entirely different from the mousy woman he had married.

		The most obvious change in Sienna’s appearance was her hair. It was blonde. It was very blonde, bordering on platinum. What was more, rather than her usually curly, or at least wavy, hair, her hair had been straightened. And to top it all off, Sienna had her nails done too, painted pink.

		“What?” Sienna asked, confused. Despite everything that had changed, she did not notice it.

		“Your hair, your nails,” Robert said. “Your implant must have started working.”

		Sienna rushed to a mirror to confirm what her husband had shared. She looked at herself and immediately knew that it was true. She never would have made the choice to dye her hair blonde. But with the implant’s guidance, she chose to change, to take the sexier path. And as different as she now looked, Sienna liked it.

		“You’re right,” Sienna answered back. “I hadn’t even been thinking about it.”

		“That’s how it’s supposed to work,” Robert said as he came up behind Sienna and hugged her. He buried his nose in her hair and sniffed. “And you even smell good. What do you say you and I make a trip to the bedroom?”

		In every other situation before this moment, Sienna would have said no. Impromptu sex was just not for her. But now with the implanted chip in control, Sienna agreed without even thinking about it.

		A moment later, Robert had guided Sienna into the bedroom. As opposed to past sexual couplings, Sienna was more active. She practically ripped off her clothes before she laid down on her back, her now blonde hair pooling around her head and shoulders.

		Robert was on top of her a moment later, his cock hard. Sienna looked at him and then down at his cock. Was she really going to do this? She knew the answer was yes.

		When Robert’s cock entered her, she moaned as her body filled with erotic pleasure. Her brain was flooded with endorphins, reinforcing the previously unknown pleasure.

		Sienna became lost in the moment. However, the implant maintained control, making sure that when Robert came inside his wife, she would cum too, just like clockwork.

		“Wow,” Robert said afterward. His chest still heaved as he laid beside his wife, the two of them staring into each other’s eyes. “I don’t think you’ve ever been that wet before.”

		Sienna could only think that this was what had been missing from their lives. This had only been a short coupling, something to fill part of a Saturday afternoon, but it had already been the best sex of her life. She had no doubt there was no returning to her old self, even if she wanted to. And she certainly did not want to return to what her life was before.

		It did not take Robert long to figure out how he could push Sienna to go further and further for him. All he had to do was ask a question of her and she would inevitably choose the sexier choice.

		First it came to Sienna’s wardrobe. She had a good body and Robert wanted her to show it off more. He especially had a thing for seeing her in cropped tops that left parts of her midriff bare. To get her to that point, he would ask a series of questions. First was whether she wanted to go shopping for new outfits.

		The old Sienna would have declined the offer, but the new Sienna, the one who had a chip in her brain pushing her to be sexier for her husband, eagerly accepted. Then it was a matter of giving her the choice between a cropped top and something that looked misshapen and bulky. Sienna would inevitably choose the cropped top, just as Robert wanted.

		However, what Robert actually found the most attractive about his wife’s new attributes was the slight delay she had before she would answer those questions. There was always a moment where Sienna’s face went blank as she considered her options. He was sure that the delay had something to do with the implant kicking in, but seeing her eyes lose focus as it happened never ceased to make him hard.

		Once Robert figured out how to manipulate his wife, he found it even easier to push her toward pleasing him in more and different ways. Soon she was dressing like she was going to spend the night out on the town just to buy groceries during the day. He had her wearing high heels almost nonstop.

		Then there was the makeup. Sienna had almost always ignored the calls to wear makeup. One of the few times she ever did was during their wedding. Now she seemed unable to go out without a full and heavy use of a multitude of makeup products.

		And if there was any doubt Sienna did not enjoy herself, she practically purred every time Robert touched her, even in non-sexual ways.

		However, all of that did not fully make Sienna the woman he most desired. She had gone through all of this to be a better wife and so she could save their marriage. The marriage was saved. Robert had no intention of leaving her after all of this. But there was still more to do. There were still fantasies of Robert’s she needed to fulfill.

		After a point, Robert had started simply narrating some of his wishes, simply talking. But he often phrased his narration as a question, beginning with, “Wouldn’t it be sexy if…”

		No matter what Sienna wanted before that question, she always adopted Robert’s requests.

		“Wouldn’t it be sexy if you acted like you were dumb?” Sienna began to act like she were dumb, giggling when conversations became complicated or drifted away from the few remaining topics she felt comfortable with, which turned out to be most of them.

		“Wouldn’t it be sexy if you greeted me everyday after work with a blowjob?” Sienna had never given Robert a blowjob before that question, but she began to everyday after that. She was not particularly good at it to start, but with the help of the implant, she learned quickly. And her daily blowjob count soon doubled when she started blowing Robert every morning in bed as well.

		“Wouldn’t it be sexy if you had big fake tits?” Sienna had never considered getting implants. It was not even on her radar, but it certainly was after that. And of course, her answer was a resounding yes. Now that Robert had mentioned it, it was what Sienna wanted. She wanted big fake tits. It was only right and her mind quickly went from not just looking sexy with big fake tits, but using them for sex. Robert had played her just like clockwork.

		When visiting with the plastic surgeon, Sienna explored many of his past work, trying to decide what she wanted out of the operation Robert was so happily paying for.

		“What kind of size are you thinking of?” the surgeon asked.

		“Bigger is better,” Sienna had responded after a moment. It did not exactly answer the question, but it certain pushed the surgeon into looking at the more attention getting styles. And once Sienna’s choices had been limited to those larger styles, it did not take long before they had come to terms on just what Sienna’s new tits would look like.

		The breast augmentation was Sienna’s second ever operation, but it was significantly simpler than the brain surgery to implant the chip that had completely altered her life. Not that Sienna was unhappy about anything that had happened to her. She night not have chosen some of the things she had done for herself, but that did not matter.

		Sienna would not have made herself out to be the bimbo she now appeared to be, but she enjoyed how attuned her body had become to sex and pleasure. She had become obsessed. And seeing the look in Robert’s eyes when he saw her dressing and acting sexy was more than enough to keep doing it. She loved him and unlike before, she now felt all of his passion directed at her.

		But then again, all of that was from the artificial stimulation from the chip in her brain. Sienna knew that, but she was past caring about that. So much of her mind had been replaced with the clockwork-like thoughts, reactions, and feelings created by the chip that there was not much of the original Sienna left.

		That second surgery went off without a hitch. The recovery process was long, but that did not stop Sienna from continuing her bimbo role. If anything, having two large breast implants strapped to her chest only seemed to reinforce who she now was.

		Once Sienna was up and about, she loved showing off her big tits. No one would guess that they were real. They were simply too big for her frame to be real. Sienna happily wore low-cut tops and just about anything else that highlighted or showcased her tits.

		That proved to be the final straw for the old Sienna, whatever was left of her. Seeing the bimbofied version of herself stamped out the remaining bits of her, leaving only the sexy bimbo in her wake.

		From every standpoint, Sienna was just another sexy bimbo who lived for her husband’s attention and pleasure. However, even Robert could see that the woman his wife had once been was no more. The chip in her head no longer needed to push or prod Sienna to choose the sexier path. She did that naturally, her mind completely converted with the clockwork array of new synapses and pathways.

		There was just Sienna the bimbo left and as she happily slid her husband’s cock between her big tits, excited for the moment he would erupt and cum all of her tits and face, both Robert and Sienna knew they had made the right choice. She was happier as a bimbo and so too was Robert.

		“Come on your dumb bimbo wife,” Sienna said without a hint of irony. That was who she was and she was happy for it.
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