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		“C ome on,” Beatrice grunted as she pushed the box through the front door of her apartment. She was only vaguely aware that she had won a contest, something online that she barely remembered entering. But she had won and that meant she had just received a brand new television.

		Beatrice had just returned home from work when she found the waiting package outside her door. She was already tired, finding her office job exhausting. There were so many proverbial fires she had to put out each day that she never came home with any energy left. And it had been awkward pushing the box into her apartment while still wearing her business outfit. The low heels and beyond knee-length skirt made such efforts difficult. The suit jacket only made it worse, keeping her body heat in.

		By the time the door closed, Beatrice looked even more haggard than usual after a day of work. Even if she wanted to go out, she was too tired.

		Leaving the television box by the door, Beatrice walked into her bedroom so that she could change out of her work clothes. She kicked off her heels, disliking how they made her feet hurt at the end of the day. However, there were certain fashion constructs that required her to wear them. That was not to say that Beatrice disliked heels entirely. She had experimented with wearing taller heels on the rare occasions she went out, but it was hard for her to manage the energy when there always seemed to be so much else she needed to do.

		Beatrice shrugged off the jacket and hung it up in her closet. Then she carefully unbuttoned her plain white blouse to reveal the plain white bra she wore underneath. There were times when she wondered why she even bothered with bras. But again, like with the heels, she understood the convention that required it. It was one more burden she put up with to fit in.

		The skirt followed, sliding it over her hips and then down her legs to reveal her plain white panties. Beatrice hung up the skirt, not knowing when she would wear it again or if it would need to go to the cleaners first. She then stepped into the bathroom so she could let her dark hair out of the bun she kept it in during the workday and instead put it in a ponytail.

		Beatrice lived a simple life, one that largely revolved around her job. What little energy she had left was just enough to keep her apartment clean. The few friends she had, which were closer to acquaintances, would have described Beatrice as a stick in the mud. She would have agreed with them.

		It was only after Beatrice had changed into a comfy pair of sweatpants and a baggy top that she turned her attention to how she was going to spend the rest of her evening. It was Friday night and many people were headed out. Beatrice had actually been invited to a happy hour function with a few coworkers, but she had shrugged it off, apologizing for being too tired. That was mostly true. She was too tired to go out and try to be social.

		First up was eating. Beatrice pulled a meal out of the freezer and tossed it into the microwave, not feeling up to cooking. That was a normal situation for her. She was not a natural cook and she rarely had the energy to do more than press a couple buttons on the microwave. But once her dinner was spinning away in the microwave, she turned her attention to her new television.

		The box looked intimidating. The television was big, likely making it awkward to move. It had been hard enough just getting it over the threshold of her apartment. But then she looked at her old television. It was an early flat panel model that had clearly seen better days. It was still functional, but it did not have any of the functionality of a modern smart television. It could not even connect to the internet if Beatrice wanted it to.

		Not wanting to wait, Beatrice managed to open the box before her meal finished cooking. She pulled out the setup instructions so she could read about her new television while she ate. It quickly became apparent to her that the new television was not just modern, but it was state of the art. The contest she won did not just send her a random model that had been sitting on a shelf somewhere. This had top of the line picture and sound quality. Beatrice wondered how loud she would be able to turn it up, not wanting to disturb her neighbors.

		However, even though Beatrice was tired and she wanted nothing more than to curl up on the couch and watch a documentary or read a book, she decided she needed to set the new television up and figure out how it worked. That took precedence over rest and relaxation. Once it was ready to go, she could put a movie on and fall asleep on the couch if she wanted to.

		The setup for the television was easy. The whole thing was plug and play. All she had to do was replace her old television on her entertainment center with the new one and plug it in. The old television went into the box so she could eventually get rid of it, assuming the new one worked for her. She still needed to test it out.

		As soon as the remote was in Beatrice’s hands, she shivered as a burst of pleasure traveled down her spine. That had been unexpected, but she did not connect it to anything. And it was soon forgotten as she turned on the television for the first time.

		The screen lit up with a pink graphic depicting a cartoon television. “Welcome to Bimbo dot TV,” a seductive woman’s voice said. The sound practically wrapped around Beatrice as she sat on her couch, caressing her and helping ease the tension she still felt from her workday. She had never heard of this brand of television before, but Beatrice was not someone who kept up with the latest technology trends. That was why she had such an old television to begin with. She had never cared that much before, even if she could use an upgrade.

		Once the opening graphic faded, she was prompted to enter a few details about herself. She assumed the television was creating a profile for her. Beatrice had no problem providing her age and gender. She had never been very careful about protecting her data. And once she had created her profile, the final step was to enter her WiFi password.

		Beatrice felt overwhelmed as she looked at the home screen. She did not know what to do. She could download apps to use or just flip to a regular channel. She was not sure which she should do. However, the television came with one app already installed. It was called Bimbo.TV, matching the brand of the television. Not knowing what else to do, she decided to see what kind of content the native app came with.

		The moment the app launched, Beatrice was inundated with light and sound. She sat up straight, her eyes looking like a deer that had gotten caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. Without blinking, she stared straight ahead as the pink screen began to rotate in a spiral.

		The trance that sucked Beatrice down was almost instantaneous. One moment she had been completely alert and looking forward to exploring new content on her new television and the next her mind was an almost complete blank. No thoughts managed to make it through the molasses that was her gray matter. It was almost like the Beatrice that had once been had been zapped away in a wave of light and sound.

		The words flowing out of the television filled Beatrice’s mind, giving her new and foreign thoughts that were indistinguishable from her own.

		“I feel good.”

		“I love to watch the spiral.”

		“No thoughts are the best thoughts.”

		“Listen and obey.”

		The mantras varied. Some repeated, others only needed to be said once. Some Beatrice even started to repeat when she heard them, her voice slow and flat, her body little more than a drone repeating instructions.

		However, while the voice and spiral inundated Beatrice’s mind, filling her with new ideas and new ways of thinking, the television had another purpose, one that it was specially designed to do. The room filled with an ethereal pink light, focusing on Beatrice, almost making her glow. This glow did not originate from the screen, but from something deeper inside the machine. For the Bimbo.TV television was more than just a screen to watch, but a device that could transform the viewer in mind and in body.

		As Beatrice’s body glowed, her clothing faded away, simply disappearing, leaving her completely nude. But with her in trance, she felt nothing. She had no awareness that her clothing had disappeared. She had no awareness of the warm air flowing over her skin.

		But it was that pink glow that was responsible for not only Beatrice’s clothes disappearing, but for the transformation of her body. It started simply. As she sat there, her body became long and lean, giving her new height. She would be tall without ever being too tall.

		However, that was only the foundation for Beatrice’s new body. From the inside out, she was remade. Her waist tightened, her insides rearranging themselves to better fit her new proportions. Next came the widening of her hips, giving her a base from which the rest of her hourglass figure would be built upon.

		And Beatrice was about to be graced with an hourglass figure that few could rival. That was because as her legs gained tone to match her waist, her breasts began to balloon up off her chest. The days of her being almost flat chested were over. They started small, simply shifting in proportion, losing their teardrop shape and becoming more round. But that sizing was short lived, because they soon began to inflate, just like two balloons hooked up to an air compressor.

		Her boobs were not the only part of her that inflated either. Her ass bubbled up underneath her, mostly hidden by the cushions of the couch she sat on. But once she stood, she would have a bubble butt that rivaled the size of her boobs, making sure that there was always some part of her body to draw in the eye.

		As Beatrice’s breasts grew into a pair of fake boobs and then into territory where it was more appropriate to call them tits, other parts of her new body took shape. Her eyes, having previously been a slate gray, moved on the color spectrum until they were a bright blue, almost glowing in the same way that her body glowed with the pink light that infused every inch of her apartment.

		But it was not just her eyes that changed on her face. Her nose slimmed and turned up ever so slightly at the end, giving her a cute button nose. Her cheeks filled out, her cheekbones becoming more prominent as she gained a heart-shaped complexion. Yet it was her lips that would forever draw attention. It started small, much like how her breasts started to expand. Her lips started to look a little puffier, as if she had naturally full lips.

		Except that Beatrice’s new form was not one that was subtle. Naturally full was not good enough so they continued to grow, pushing out from her face, gaining in both volume and in projection. It was not long until her lips formed a natural O-shape, and everyone who saw her would think her lips had a single purpose. Beatrice had lips designed for cocksucking.

		And just as her lips finished growing, so too did Beatrice’s tits. They were big and round, far bigger than was natural. Given their roundness, that had to be assumed. They were fake tits and everyone who saw them would know that. There was no hiding them, even if her tiny pink nipples were not always visible. Not even a thick sweater would be enough to hide her new size. Even wearing coveralls would still leave people looking at her chest, knowing their unnatural size, even if their shape was hidden from view.

		Beatrice’s hourglass figure was complete, but her final look was far from finished. Pink appeared on her nails, both toes and fingers. The work was perfect and clearly came at the hands of a professional. And that became even more clear once her fingernails reached a glamor length that would make many handheld tasks difficult, if not impossible. Her typing days were over, even if her mind was in a condition where typing could still be expected of her.

		With her hands complete, a deep tan began to spread over Beatrice’s skin. And as the darker coloring flowed over her like paint flowing over her, every blemish on her skin simply disappeared. By the time the coloring reached the top of her head, Beatrice had completely smooth skin without a mark or even a hair growing anywhere below her neck. And even above her neck, the hair was limited to carefully sculpted eyebrows and thick and full lashes to frame her wide eyes.

		However, there was still one physical part of Beatrice’s body that needed changing to fit with her new image. Her dark hair disappeared from her head, leaving her momentarily bald. But that was only so that new hair follicles could grow and develop, giving her a new and more vibrant shade of hair, not to mention increased volume and improved texture.

		When Beatrice’s new hair sprouted, it came out platinum blonde in color, looking entirely fake, but completely natural for her new body. It contrasted perfectly with her tanned skin. But it was not enough to just change the color and volume. Length was key. Beatrice’s hair grew and grew, framing her heart-shaped face until it ran down her back, all the way to her ass, and pooled on top of her tits in loose waves, a look that appeared natural, but actually required hours of preparation to get right.

		One look at the new Beatrice and it was immediately obvious that she was a bimbo. Porn star might have been the other description, but that was just par for the course with a body that had been so clearly designed to make cocks hard and then to be fucked by them.

		With Beatrice’s new body complete, the rest of her life needed an upgrade. The pink glow from the television invaded every inch of the apartment, transforming her furniture from the old and beat up pieces that had served her well since her college days into something more modern and chic. Pink continued to be a primary theme, matching her pink lips and her pink nails. Even Beatrice’s wardrobe was transformed, giving her an array of outfits to choose from that both fit her new body and that were designed to highlight her new features.

		Nothing about Beatrice’s apartment would connect to the old her. Her past had all but been erased, left to be just a few disjointed memories, and only when she needed them to remember who people were or how to get around town.

		But with all of that done, there was still one last physical change to make. Beatrice needed new clothing. Her old baggy top and sweatpants simply would not cut it for a woman of artificial beauty. She needed something that would both fit her, but also display her body to best effect. It started with heels. Where Beatrice had stuck to low heels of maybe an inch, occasionally experimenting with something in the two-inch variety, the new Beatrice was someone with an eye for fashion and impossibly tall heels.

		The pink sandals that appeared on her feet, making sure to keep her pink painted toenails visible, featured a heel of around six inches and a platform beneath the toe that would make it looked like Beatrice was always standing on a pedestal. And even though she had never worn heels that high before, her new body was perfectly designed for it, able to find a perfect balance while walking with cat-like grace.

		The final component of her outfit was a dress. The halter-style dress featured a plunging neckline that dipped nearly to her belly-button, leaving both her back bare and her tits barely covered by the sparkly pink material. And once the fabric all came together to form the skirt portion of the dress, it was barely long enough to keep her ass cover. Bending over would make it clear she was not wearing any panties. And in just the right light, her dress would shine like a disco ball, reflecting light around her, all of it tinted pink.

		And while all of this was going on, Beatrice’s mind was bombarded with both overt signals in the form of mantras that accompanied the spiraling visual effects on the screen. But it was the subliminal messages that were the real game changers. They helped instigate the rewiring of Beatrice’s brain, transitioning her mind away from complex ideas and narrowing her focus to that which her body was now best suited for. Sex now lived at the forefront of Beatrice’s mind. She dressed for sex, highlighting her body to best effect.

		However, there was more to it than just turning her mind toward sex. Her mind needed to be programmed for everything that she had missed in her life before. It was a mental transformation that gave her a genius-level expertise in how to use her body, how to turn people on, how to get them off. And her in the process.

		But the final change happened right at the end. When the pink glow stopped, when the spiral slowed to a stop, when the voice helping to teach her the new mantras that would forevermore define her life ended, there was one part of her that needed to be done away with so that she could live her best bimbo life. Her name needed to go.

		When she came out of her trance, she sat there in complete bliss, not remembering what she had been doing and completely oblivious to the transformation she had undergone. When she looked down and was greeted with her impressive cleavage for the first time, she reached up and grabbed them with her long nailed fingers, enjoying their large size and the pleasurable sensations that ran through her, especially when her fingers pinched her nipples. She shuddered with pleasure as a jolt traveled down her spine, making her already wet pussy gush.

		“Bebe loves her big titties,” she said, using her new name for the first time. But it was not just her name that had changed. Her whole style of speech had shifted, along with her voice rising at least one octave, making sure she always sounded like the bimbo she now was.

		Before Bebe could get too involved in exploring her new body, even if she had no concept that it was new to her, the doorbell rang.

		“Bebe is coming,” she called out as she pushed herself up from the couch and tugged at the hem of her dress, making sure that it remained long enough to cover her ass. With her new fashion sense, that would always be a battle and not always one that she would win.

		Bebe swayed her hips as she moved across the room toward the door. While her furniture and decor fit with her new bimbo life, her apartment still had the same floor plan that it had before. It was a simple one-bedroom apartment with an interior hallway that connected the different units in the building.

		When Bebe reached the door, she looked through the peephole, having to bend slightly to do so. Beatrice would have had to push herself up onto her tiptoes, but Bebe bent slightly at the waist, letting her large tits dangle in front of her as she looked through the tiny hole.

		Bebe’s first thought when she saw the figure standing on the other side of the door was simply that it was a man. She bounced with excitement, her tits jiggling unrestrained beneath the fabric of her dress. But then she realized that the man was her neighbor, Isaac. He lived directly across the hall from her.

		Bebe threw open the door and posed herself in the doorway, one hand on her hip and the other on the doorframe.

		“Hey there, stud,” she said before she licked her lips. Every part of Bebe’s appearance expressed her lust. Her hooded eyes, her suggestive pose, even the way her eyes naturally dropped toward Isaac’s crotch, hopeful that she might find what he was packing there.

		“Beatrice?” Issac said, unsure of what he was seeing. The woman before him looked nothing like the neighbor he barely knew and only saw occasionally. But there were enough similarities for him to guess that this vision of bimbo beauty was his neighbor.

		Bebe giggled before she answered. “Call me Bebe.”

		“Yeah, okay, Bebe,” Isaac said, swallowing hard as sweat broke out on his brow. He was not used to talking to a woman like this. His eyes traveled up and down her body, trying not to stare at any one feature for too long. Not that it was easy. The way Bebe’s tits were on display made it hard for him to concentrate on anything else.

		“What can Bebe do for you?” she finally prompted. She eyed the growing tent in his pants and licked her lips at the mere idea of taking a taste.

		“Oh, right,” Isaac said, pulling his attention back to his reason for ringing her doorbell to begin with. “I saw there was a package outside your door earlier and then it was gone. I wanted to make sure you knew about it and got it.”

		“That’s, like, so sweet,” Bebe gushed. “But Bebe totes got it. She won a new TV and it’s super cool. Do you want to come in and see it? Bebe would love to show it to you.”

		Speaking largely in the third person was a completely new experience for the newly formed bimbo, but she could not think of any other way to speak. Referring to herself as Bebe simply made sense to her. The ability to refer to herself in any other way had been reduced to moments when it was impossible to speak in the third person. Not that Bebe actually noticed this. She barely noticed anything beyond the tent in Isaac’s pants. Isaac, however, did notice and responded with a growing lust for his now incredibly sexy next-door neighbor.

		“Um, yeah, sure,” Isaac said, not entirely sure what he was getting himself into, but unwilling to shut the door on his bimbo of a neighbor. She looked far too good to him to consider walking away from her.

		Bebe beckoned Isaac into her apartment, using a long-nailed finger to coax him to follow her. And he followers her like a moth drawn to a flame, his eyes fixating on her exposed cleavage. Bebe added a little shimmy to her shoulders to make her tits jiggle. She giggled at the fact she now had a man in her apartment. There were so many things she wanted to do with him, to let him do to her.

		When they reached the couch, Bebe turned and picked up the remote. She stared at it for a moment, trying to remember how to use it. So much of the world was so confusing to her now. Her brain had been repurposed for other things. But it meant she could look on with wonder at the world around her, maintaining a constant sense of surprise. Finally, however, she managed to find the button to turn on the television.

		“Welcome to Bimbo dot TV,” the sexy voice said. A moment later the main screen appeared and Bebe selected the Bimbo.TV app. It was still the only app available. She would need to download other apps if she wanted to use the full functionality of the television. However, given the power the Bimbo.TV app had over her, she saw little reason to add anything else.

		As soon as the spiral appeared, Bebe’s face went slack and her eyes opened wide, taking all of it in. There was no ethereal pink glow this time. It was just a spiral with subliminal messages that reinforced Bebe’s new way of thinking. She was just a brainless bimbo now, focused on looking and acting as sexy as possible. Nothing else mattered to her.

		Isaac, on the other hand, did not see the spiral. Through some technological marvel, the television could project different images to different people, even when they stood right next to each other. While Bebe saw the familiar smile and continued to receive her bimbo programming, Isaac saw something far more fun. He watched as three bimbos, similar in appearance and disposition to Bebe, frolicked on the beach, only wearing skimpy bikinis that covered little and provided even less support.

		“You like watching this?” Isaac asked, slightly stunned by his neighbor’s choice in television. However, he had no idea that she saw something different. All he knew was that he could sit back and watch a bevy of bimbos play and frolic like that anytime.

		“Oh yeah,” Bebe said, her voice coming out as a moan. Her already high arousal levels spiked as the subliminal messages she received amped up her already high libido. “Can Bebe sit on your lap while she watches?”

		It was a question, but Bebe had already started to push Isaac down onto the couch. As soon as he was seated, she turned away from the television and bent low, giving Isaac a great view of her tits as they were barely restrained by her shimmering dress. She reached out with long-nailed fingers and deftly opened Isaac’s pants, freeing his cock. His hard shaft bobbed into view, standing straight up from the impressive blood flow her body created.

		When Bebe sat down on Isaac’s lap, she did so carefully, guiding his cock toward her pussy, her dress easily riding up and staying out of the way. The moment her folds enveloped him, they both let out a loud moan, unable to keep themselves quiet. The television continued to play and both Isaac and Bebe found themselves watching as Bebe bucked and bounced on Isaac’s lap, fucking herself on his meaty cock.

		For Bebe, the spiral took up all of her vision. She simply stared at the screen, letting her mind go blank, her body acting on instinct as she fucked her neighbor. For Isaac, it was like watching soft-core porn while Bebe bounced on his cock. The only thing that made it better was when he reached up and started to play with her big tits. Bebe’s dress provided no real barrier to his hands. He easily pushed the flimsy fabric aside, letting his hands and fingers probe her new curves.

		In any other situation, Bebe’s eyes would have rolled up in the back of her head as the pleasure hit her. She had never felt this good, but she had never had a body designed for sex before. However, the spiral on the screen drew in her gaze and prevented her body from reacting too strongly to the pleasure that now coursed through her veins. Her mind had already been bimbofied, but there was no harm in continuing to reinforce those lessons, making sure that her mind never reverted back to its previous form.

		“Fuck, you’re a hot slut,” Isaac groaned as he felt himself nearing his point of no return. He had never imagined sex like this before, but he was certain that Bebe was going to be a frequent part of his life from now on.

		“Bebe is a bimbo slut,” she responded. It was unclear if she said those words from the television’s urging or if it was a natural reaction to Isaac’s comment.

		Either way, Bebe’s confession was enough to push Isaac over the edge. His cock surged with cum as Bebe’s own orgasm was triggered. She finally closed her eyes as a flood of erotic pleasure shot through her body. Her orgasm hit her like an explosion, rising up from her pussy and filling every inch of her body. She cried out as her body became flush with pleasure. Her hands came up to grab her tits, but she ended up grabbing Isaac’s hands instead, holding his hands on her tits as she continued to roll through her orgasm.

		Bebe and Isaac stayed that way for a long time. When Bebe had finally recovered enough from her orgasm to open her eyes again, they once again fixated on the spiral on the screen, letting herself soak in the subliminal messages that now governed her life. There were no longer any thoughts in her head that the television had not put there. There was no more Beatrice. There was only Bebe, the happy and sexy bimbo.

		Isaac was happy to simply sit there, his cock still enveloped by Bebe’s slick folds. She moved just enough to help reduce his refractory period, making it so he could fuck her all over again when he was ready.

		The pair watched the Bimbo.TV app for the next several hours, going late into the night, fucking as often as was possible. Bebe loved it. She had never felt so good before. Every orgasm seemed better than the last, more powerful, more all-encompassing. They seared away any remaining thoughts that might have still been left after the television app purged everything else from her mind.

		“I think that’s enough of jiggly bimbos for now,” Isaac said as he finally turned off the television. He had finally reached his end point for the night. His cock needed rest and maybe an icepack. He had never experienced such a marathon sex session before, but he was also excited to do this again.

		“But Bebe totes likes watching that.” She pouted, pursing her lips and making them look even bigger. Isaac’s cock made a half-hearted attempt to get hard again as he imagined those lips wrapped around his cock. But that would have to wait for another time.

		“I want to ask you something, Bebe,” Isaac said as he lifted the bimbo off his lap. She made no move to cover herself as she sat back down beside him, their bodies turned toward each other. Her dress was hiked up around her waist and the flimsy straps that had once covered her tits were both pushed to the side, hugging the outside of her tits and forcing them together in an even deeper line of cleavage.

		Bebe looked at Isaac, waiting. Her mind was blissfully blank. She would have smiled, but after such a long session with the Bimbo.TV subliminal messages playing through her mind, she could not even draw on the emotion to make that happen. She was happy, but she struggled to express it with such an empty head.

		Isaac swallowed hard as he tried to look Bebe in the eyes. His gaze kept trying to fall to her tits. And the way she pushed her chest out did not help his efforts, but he managed. “How about you become my girlfriend?”

		Bebe tilted her head, making her look even dumber, but also cuter as she tried to consider Isaac’s proposal. She placed a finger at the corner of her mouth as she tried to think. However, her mind remained blank. It was so hard to think. It was no fun. But Isaac seemed like a smart guy and he fucked her really good. Was that enough?

		“Does that mean you can fuck me more?” Bebe asked. She had a one track mind now. Her life was all about sex and being sexy.

		“Not right now, but tomorrow and every day after that.”

		“Okay, Bebe will be your girlfriend.”

		Isaac smiled, unable to believe his luck. He had no idea what had happened to Beatrice, but he definitely liked Bebe more. And her agreeing to be his girlfriend made it all the better.

		As Isaac sat there, emboldened by what had just happened, he decided to push his luck a little. “Bebe, go get me a drink.”

		“Okay.” She popped up off the couch and took a moment to fix her dress. “Bebe will be right back.” She then sashayed toward the kitchen, making sure Isaac appreciated her ass. She had no idea what kind of drink she would be able to get him, but she had a feeling she would figure it out.

		As Isaac sat there, putting his cock away so that neither he nor Bebe would be tempted to try for sex again, he counted himself the luckiest man in the world. However, if Bebe was in position to think about her situation, it would be her thinking how lucky she was. In her first night as a brainless and slutty bimbo, she had already met a man who could help take care of her. Life was hard, but with someone looking out for her, she no longer needed to worry about anything. And for that she was glad. The fewer thoughts she had to have, the better.

		However, while Bebe was up getting Isaac’s drink, the doorbell rang. Life for Bebe and Isaac was about to get a little more complicated.
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