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Gentlemen Prefer Bimbos

The night Belinda met James, she knew it was
love at first sight. A mutual friend had set them up on a blind
date, and everything was going perfectly. James was good-looking,
smart, and easy to talk to. Best of all, he was a successful
businessman, and had no qualms about treating Belinda to dinner at
a very fancy French restaurant. Belinda couldn’t help but feel a
little self-conscious - she was fairly pretty, but somewhat plain.
There was nothing special about her. Would a rich, powerful man go
for someone like her?

“So, what are you looking for right now?”
Belinda asked between sips of wine. “Something serious, or just
trying to meet new people?”

“I’m not sure,” James replied. “I got out of
a long relationship last year, so for now I’m just…looking for the
right woman, I guess.”

Belinda detected a hint of sadness in his
eyes. “That must have been difficult. What happened?”

James shook his head. “Oh, it doesn’t
matter. We were together for three years. In a way, you could say
I…made her. She was nobody before we met. I invested in her, and
then she had the nerve to walk away.”

The bitterness in his voice was a little
unsettling. Belinda changed the subject and after a couple glasses
of wine, she found herself falling even more in love with this
handsome, successful man. He invited her back to his place to watch
a movie and she readily agreed.

The moment Belinda entered his
beautifully-furnished apartment, she saw a picture on the wall -
there was James and a woman who must have been his ex-girlfriend.
Belinda was shocked by her…slutty appearance. The woman’s huge,
fake breasts were bursting out of her shirt, her make-up was
trashy, and she was wearing long, platinum blonde hair extensions.
Wasn’t James a classy guy? How could he have dated such a
bimbo?

“Is that…her?” Belinda asked cautiously.

“Who?”

“Your ex-girlfriend. Is that her in the
picture?”

James shrugged. “Yes, that’s her. Haven’t
had the energy to find new pictures for my walls. But yeah, that’s
Lisa.”

Belinda didn’t know what to say. “She looks
lovely.” Thinking of the woman’s large breasts, she buttoned her
cardigan, as if that would help hide her own flat chest.

They walked into the living room and James
turned on the huge flatscreen TV. Belinda glanced at a framed
photograph on the coffee table and saw James with another woman who
resembled Lisa - blonde, big boobs, skimpy clothes.

“Is that Lisa?”

James glanced at the picture. “Oh, no.
That’s Tara. We dated before I met Lisa.”

Belinda was feeling increasingly
self-conscious about her own modestly-sized breasts and modest,
unrevealing clothes. “I see you have a type, then. And that type
is…not me at all.”

James flashed her a look that frightened her
a bit. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You like women who…have…” Belinda needed to
think fast so as not to offend him. “Women who have…uh, long
hair.”

James laughed. “Very funny.” He knew what
she was getting at. Or maybe he didn’t. Belinda wasn’t sure; he
hadn’t said anything to indicate that he was a breast man or that
he only went for blondes. Maybe he found her just as attractive.
Unlikely, but it it was a possibility.

Instead of watching a movie, the two spent
the rest of the evening talking over coffee. They had so much in
common. It really was a perfect end to the night. The only thing
missing was a proper goodnight kiss - when Belinda left, James gave
her a big hug and a peck on the cheek.

Thinking about the sexy women in the photos,
she wondered if he only saw her as a platonic friend. It made her
sad, but she’d get over it. After all, it had only been a blind
date. There were plenty of other fish in the sea.

 


Surprisingly, James asked Belinda out again.
And again. After three dates, she was definitely smitten. He bought
her flowers and treated her to incredible meals. On the third date,
he even gave her a gold bracelet. Still, she wondered what he could
see in her, physically. Her mind flashed back to the blonde bimbos
in the photos. He asked her if she wanted to go back to his place,
and she agreed readily, fantasizing about making love to this man.
She was hoping he’d make a move.

Instead, when they got to his apartment, he
sat her down and said, “Belinda, there are some things we need to
discuss if we’re going to make this…serious.”

“What is it?” Her heart was beating quickly.
What was James thinking?

“As you may have noticed, I prefer a certain
kind of woman. Tara and Lisa, for example. And clearly, you look
nothing like them.”

Belinda nodded, trying to follow, but
already, she didn’t like where this was going.

“You and I have so much in common. We can
talk about anything. We like the same things. The problem is,
there’s only one kind of woman I find attractive.” 

“What kind of woman?” Belinda asked, frozen
in the moment and terrified of what he would say next.

“I don’t know how to put this…a
plastic-looking bimbo, I guess you could say…”

Belinda’s eyes widened. “But there must be
something you find attractive about me, if you keep asking me out
on dates!”

James chuckled. “Belinda, what I see in you
is your potential. And your insecurity. I can tell you’re naturally
passive and submissive, waiting for me to make the first move all
the time.”

Belinda glared. “Passive? Submissive?”

“No, no…” James reached out and stroked her
cheek. “I love those qualities. It means you have true potential.
It means that if you transform yourself into the kind of woman I
want you to be, I can promise you that I’ll take good care of you.
As long as you stay with me, that is.”

Belinda crossed her arms defensively. The
fact that he wanted to change her was frightening. She was not
going to be morphed into a trashy porn star. “No, James. I am who I
am. I don’t want to be a bimbo.”

“Are you sure?” He wrapped his arms around
her and kissed her. It was a romantic, cinematic kiss, and Belinda
was swept away in the moment, maybe because it caught her
off-guard. “Belinda, I think I might be falling for you. But now
that you know the truth, I’ll let you decide for yourself.”

Torn between her gut instinct - to run away
- and her desire to please James, Belinda sighed. “I’ll think about
it.”

Before she left, James gave her one last
parting gift - a box of chocolates. How dare he try to bribe her.
She did love chocolates, though…

 


Belinda thought about it for a week. Each
time she ate one of the chocolates, her opinion of James and the
transformation softened. Sure, it was strange that James wanted to
change her physical appearance. But if he took care of her, she’d
never have to work another day in her life. Halfway through the box
of chocolates, she found herself becoming more horny than normal.
By the time she ate the last chocolate, she simply hated her body.
She began searching for pictures of blonde bimbos online, imagining
herself with their curvy physiques and vacant expressions. What was
in those chocolates? Something was controlling her thought process
and making her become even more passive and submissive.

Under some sort of spell, Belinda called
James and said she was ready to do whatever he asked. He sounded
quite pleased on the phone. “You enjoyed the chocolates, then?” he
asked cheerfully.

“They were delicious,” she said. “Oh, James
- I don't know what’s come over me…I feel so strange. I just want
to be with you. I just want to be the kind of girl you like.”

Belinda didn’t have the energy to wonder if
she had made a huge mistake. If worst came to worst, she would
simply jump ship before things had gone too far. She believed she
could maintain some control over the situation. And besides, there
was nothing wrong with changing her look a little.

At first, the changes were small and
manageable. James gave her a voucher to go to a spa and get a tan
and a Brazilian wax. She resisted for a few days, until she figured
out that he wouldn’t see her again until she’d used the voucher.
“Well, I might as well treat myself to a spa day,” she said to
herself. “At least I’m not the one paying for it.”

Tanned and waxed, she visited James. “You’re
glowing,” he said, giving her a kiss. She had to agree…her tan made
her look more alive. “And you got the Brazilian wax, too?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Proof?” He stood in front of her, arms
crossed.

“What?”

 “Show me.”

James had never made any sexual advances of
any kind, so exposing herself to him felt strange and almost
clinical. Belinda lifted her skirt and pulled down her underwear,
revealing her freshly-waxed, hairless crotch. Quickly, she covered
herself up again. James nodded. “Good. Keep it up. You’ll need to
do that regularly.”

He became his regular self again - sweet,
funny James - when they sat down in front of the TV. Belinda rested
her head on his shoulder. He was still the object of her desire. If
only she could fulfill his needs.

At the end of the night, he handed her a
check and another box of chocolates. “You’re going to be blonde
now, okay? Make it happen.”

Belinda didn’t like the thought of changing
her hair color, but she obeyed. After eating another chocolate, she
liked the idea a little more. She’d look good as a blonde!

James was pleased. Each time she saw him, he
encouraged her to change something else about her appearance - he
had her buy more revealing clothes and slutty-looking lingerie; he
sent her to get regular manicures and pedicures; he even had her
whiten her teeth. Once, she dared to protest his suggestion of the
night, and he said, “I aim for perfection. You want some more
chocolates?”

Belinda hadn’t eaten the chocolates in a few
days, and she was beginning to become cynical and anxious again.
“You want plastic,” Belinda said, tears in her eyes. “I’ll never be
what you want, James. Why are you trying to change me?”

“You’re on your way, Belinda,” James said
softly, embracing her. He rarely kissed her, and he still had no
interest in seeing her nude (although he had checked to make sure
she was wearing her new, sexy lingerie). “By the way, why aren’t
you eating the candy I give you? It’s very expensive. Please…let me
give you another box.”

The more chocolate Belinda ate, the more her
mind was massaged, and the more excited she became about
transforming. And the more Belinda’s appearance changed, the more
other men began to notice her, too. Coworkers began hitting on her,
and random guys on the street whistled. Belinda grew more
confident. Maybe looking like a bimbo had its benefits.

By the time James insisted that Belinda get
plastic surgery, all of her walls had come down. Those magical
chocolates were no longer necessary - something deeper had been
instilled in her. After weeks of mental and physical conditioning,
Belinda was on track to become the bimbo he desired. She trusted
him fully and wanted to be completely transformed into an object of
lust for him.

James went to the consultation with Belinda
to make sure the surgeon would do everything to his liking. The
doctor knew James well.

“You know each other?” Belinda asked,
curious.

“Yes,” Dr. Samuels said. “I worked on…what
was her name? Tara? And Lisa, too. Beautiful, beautiful women. Very
sexy results. I think you’ll be quite happy with your new body,
Belinda.”

Belinda beamed, even when learning what
would be done to her - not only would she be getting ridiculously
huge breast implants; she would also be getting other operations to
give her a slimmer waist, bigger ass, and tighter, prettier pussy.
It seemed like a lot, but as long as James was paying for it
all…

It took weeks for Belinda to heal from her
procedures, but when her new, huge breasts, sexier butt, and tight,
perfect vagina were healed, she figured James would be completely
satisfied. They hadn’t seen each other in weeks. “I can’t wait for
your big reveal,” he told her over the phone.

She really wanted to impress him tonight.
She got nice hair extensions installed so that her long blonde hair
cascaded down her back. She put on lots of make-up, lining her eyes
and making her lips irresistibly sensual. She wore a sexy little
dress so that James could see every curve of her body. As she
looked in the mirror, she couldn’t help but gawk at her own
breasts. They were enormous now, huge and round. She’d always
cringed when she saw a woman with big, bolt-on tits - now, she was
that woman. As for the vagina, she’d never thought there was
anything particular wrong with her pussy. But James had specific
tastes, and she wanted to please him.

Nervous and excited, she went to James’s
apartment. He opened the door and looked her up and down. She could
tell he was quite pleased with her transformation.

“Belinda…” he breathed. James stared at her
hungrily for a moment. Then he grabbed her and kissed her
passionately and aggressively, forcing his tongue into her mouth.
After months of coldness and distance, he was finally attracted to
her. His body grinding against hers was making her get wet.

“Show me your new tits and pussy,” he
whispered, kissing her again. “Show me how perfect they are
now.”

“Do you like the dress?” Belinda asked,
giving him a spin.

“Yes, yes, but…” James couldn’t wait any
longer. He ripped it off her body, revealing her sexy lingerie,
which barely covered her body. “Your tits are fantastic. Perfect.
Turn around, I need to see your ass.”

Belinda smiled and let him see her plump,
firm ass. James pulled her towards him, grinding his hard member
against her ass. “Oh, Belinda…you’re turning me on for the first
time. The day I met you, I knew I could get you to do this for
me.”

“I’ve been in love with you since our first
date, James,” Belinda said, turning around and embracing him. Her
heart fluttered, pitter-patter. This was real love. “I’d do
anything for you, and you know that!”

James looked her up and down, his eyes
hungry, his mouth slightly open. “I can’t believe you’re the same
girl I met that night. She had small tits and no ass. She wasn't
worth writing home about. But now, you’re exactly what I like…a
blonde cumslut with the body of a porn star and the mind of a
bimbo. Just a hole for me to fuck…”

In the past, those words would have
frightened her, but at this moment, Belinda felt fully validated.
She had never been a beautiful, sexy woman. Now she knew how those
other blonde sluts felt when guys wanted them, just for their
bodies - completely, utterly sexual. Her tight pussy was getting
wetter.

“So submissive…so stupid…” James kissed her
again, this time forcing his tongue deeper into her mouth. “So easy
to manipulate.” He deftly unhooked her bra, revealing her new, huge
tits. He grabbed one in each hand, squeezing them gently. “Mm…”

Then, he pulled off her thong and began
playing with her pussy, shoving a few fingers inside as he
stimulated her clit. Belinda was shocked by how sensitive she was
now. Somehow, the surgery had increased her arousal - she was
wetter than ever before.

James led her over to the bed and she ended
up on her hands and knees, perfect ass up in the air. He ate her
out, sticking a finger in her ass as his tongue worked her pussy.
Belinda moaned. He yanked on her long hair extensions, pulling one
out and laughing. “You dumb bimbo,” he breathed, eating her out
again and letting his mouth fill with the taste of her pussy. “Turn
around,” he commanded suddenly. “Sit up!”

She obeyed, sitting on the bed facing him,
her pussy aching and weak, craving more of him. But he wasn’t going
to satisfy her need for dick yet. “Suck my cock,” he ordered. She
obeyed once more, licking up from his balls, running her tongue
along the shaft, swirling it around on the tip. She wanted to give
him the best blowjob of his life. He was impatient. “Faster,
whore!” He grabbed her head and forced her mouth around his cock,
then pushed and released so she was sucking his dick hard and fast.
He continued this way, Belinda sputtering and choking on his huge
cock, for a few minutes. He had her perfect, sexy body under his
control; every hole was his to use and abuse as he wished.

Finally, he let Belinda catch her breath.
“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he said, kissing her again. She
lay on her back and he was on top of her, kissing and sucking on
her tits. He was completely obsessed with her newly-inflated chest.
As his hard dick slid into her tight little pussy, his mouth and
hands were busy with her tits. James reached over to his bedside
table and grabbed a bottle of lube - he poured some of it over her
pussy and some of it over her tits and belly. Now, he could fuck
her deeper, harder, faster, and at the same time, he rubbed the oil
on her big, sensitive tits, getting more and more turned on by her
bimbo body. Belinda had never felt so objectified in her life. She
loved it. The fact that he worshipped her breasts was so arousing
for her.

Belinda began to breathe faster, and James’s
hands began rubbing her tits faster. Her long blonde hair was
matted with sweat; her body was soaking wet. Her pussy was
dripping. She began to cum, moaning in agony and ecstasy, reaching
down to stimulate her own clit as his cock pounded her pussy over
and over.

Moments later, James came, too. He pulled
out and let a spray of cum shower her big, wet tits. He was still
holding them in his hands, and he slapped them a few times, hard,
before standing up and going to clean himself off.

Belinda was a wet mess on the bed. She felt
like a sex doll that had just been thoroughly used. “Oh, James…”
she murmured. “That was…so good…”

James looked longingly again at her
quivering body. “You little whore. I knew you had it in you. I knew
you were dumb enough to let me turn you into a cumslut.”

He picked up his iPhone and snapped a
picture of her. She tried to cover her face. “Please don’t show
anyone,” she whispered.

“I’ll do whatever I want,” he hissed,
leaning over her again and grabbing one of her tits. His breath was
hot on her face. “You belong to me now. Never forget that,
bimbo.”

James left the room and Belinda lay there
helplessly, her breasts rising and falling with her long, deep
breaths. Her pussy was sore, her body felt so weak and tired. “I
belong to him,” she said, almost joyfully. “I’m his bimbo now. His
cumslut. I’m all his…”

James preferred bimbos - and gentlemen who
prefer bimbos always get exactly what they want.

 


Becoming Barbie

“If your Barbie doll was a
real woman, she would be six feet tall with extremely petite feet,
and her boobs would be so big, she would fall forward every time
she stood up and tried to walk!”

I glanced up from my science book at the TV
and smirked. Time and time again, someone would make these
comparisons between plastic toys and real women, and I would feel a
little stir of excitement. I had always loved Barbie dolls when I
was a little girl, and as I got older, I secretly longed to look
just like a Barbie. Unfortunately, I never got the big breasts,
slim figure, and luxuriously long legs that my dolls possessed.
Instead, I was simply Cassie - a plain-looking, flat-chested girl.
My height was average, my feet were too big, and my hair was a
mousy brown color. I was the opposite of a Barbie; I was a “plain
Jane.”

By the time I was a teenager, I had already
given up on my dreams of being a “hot girl.” No guys wanted to date
me; no girls wanted to do “girly” things with me, like get our
nails done or hang out at the mall. Instead, I focused intensely on
my studies. If I couldn’t be hot, I would be intelligent. This goal
was more achievable for me. Now, I was a college junior majoring in
physics. My grades were excellent and, although I still didn’t get
dates, I was finally content with my life and at peace with my dull
appearance. Or so I thought.

I changed the channel, and an infomercial
caught my eye. “You can become a better you in just 30 days!” an
announcer’s voice said cheerily. The before and after pictures on
the screen made my heart skip a beat. Before: an average-looking
young woman with short, sandy hair in sweatpants and a T-shirt.
After: a stunningly gorgeous and sexy woman with long, wavy hair
wearing the same sweatpants and T-shirt but filling them out with
massive breasts and curvy hips. How could it be?

I turned up the volume and listened
intently. A woman’s voice said breathily, “Just one pill a day and
I went from this…” There was a shot of a sad-looking, flat-chested,
pale woman in jeans and a sweater. “…to this.” Then, a shot of a
curvaceous, tan woman, bursting out of her teeny-tiny bikini,
climbing out of a swimming pool. There was a close-up shot of her
extremely big breasts, beads of water glistening on her smooth
skin. Then there was a similar shot of her perfect ass and her
toned, flat stomach.

“Just one pill a day and
you too can become a Barbie!” the announcer said brightly. “Pick up
the phone and call NOW…or visit our website…”

I grabbed my laptop and entered the web
address, my fingers shaking as I waited for the page to load.
Strangely enough, there weren’t any pictures, just a simple order
form to fill out. I hoped it wasn’t a rip-off. What if they stole
my credit card information or my identity? I was normally such a
smart girl, but right now, I felt compelled to do something stupid
and crazy. I was 99% sure that when I received the pills in the
mail, they wouldn’t do anything. I knew all about the placebo
effect, and I’d always said I would never fall for scam
medications. But the thought of transforming into a real, live
Barbie was consuming me. I clicked “purchase” and looked down at my
average figure. Soon, I might look quite different.

 


A few days later, I was helping my
classmate, Matt, with his homework. “You need to take better notes
in class,” I told him for the thousandth time.

“Why, if you’re just going
to let me copy yours?” he said, grinning.

I rolled my eyes.

“Come on, Cassie…it’s just
a joke.”

His smile made me melt. Deep down, I knew
that Matt’s flirtation was meant to string me along so I’d let him
copy my notes every week. He was definitely out of my league, and
it hurt a little to see him sitting with other girls - prettier,
thinner girls - in class. Matt would never want someone like
me.

He had to go home, and after saying goodbye
to him, I went to check my mail. A small box was tucked into the
mailbox. I opened it quickly - the pills had arrived! I rushed back
to my dorm room and took out the bottle, my hands shaking. I read
the instructions carefully: “Take 1 pill once a day. Do not take
more than 1 pill per day. Side effects include dizziness, intense
sexual arousal, decreased concentration, and poor cognitive
skills.” 

Those sounded like strange side effects.
With a big exam coming up next week, I wondered if this was a good
idea right now. But before I could second-guess myself anymore, I
gulped down a pill with a cup of water and returned to my homework.
I found myself feeling especially tired in the evening, and I went
to bed early, falling asleep quickly and dreaming about my new life
as a living Barbie.

 


I woke up the next day smiling and
stretched, sitting up in bed and feeling ready for a new day. I
wondered how much I had transformed overnight. I got dressed
quickly and went into the bathroom. I rushed over to the mirror
and, to my dismay, saw that I looked exactly the same. Of
course…the pills must be a scam! How could I have been so stupid?
Angrily, I grabbed the bottle and downed five tablets at once. That
would prove once and for all that I had been ripped off and that
these pills wouldn’t do anything. 

As soon as I stepped out of the bathroom, my
stomach started hurting badly. Oh, no. Had I just poisoned myself?
I clutched my belly and sat down on the floor. The pain only lasted
for a couple minutes, and then, as it faded away, I felt hot, like
I had a fever. I went into the bathroom and looked in the mirror.
Was it just my imagination, or was my hair…different? It looked
lighter and maybe a little longer.

And was it just me, or did my bra feel very
tight all of a sudden? I looked down at my chest and saw that,
slowly but surely, my breasts were growing. My shirt was getting
tighter and tighter. I heard a snap as my bra gave way, and then
felt my tits straining against my shirt. It was getting painfully
tight when the fabric ripped open and my new breasts were suddenly
loose and free. They were big now, probably DDs, and still growing.
Meanwhile, I realized that I was getting taller. My pants were
getting tighter on my butt and I took them off, watching my ass
fill out my panties and my waist shrink right before my eyes.

I couldn’t believe what was happening.
Should I call a doctor? I was very worried. Moments later, I
realized that it was getting harder and harder to concentrate and
my furrowed brow smoothed out as I became extremely calm. I closed
my eyes, giggling, and waited for my transformation to
complete.

When I opened them, I was a new woman. Gone
was the plain, flat-chested girl of the past. I had become, well…a
blonde bimbo. I was a slutty-looking, physically perfect human
Barbie, complete with long golden hair, tan skin, and perfectly
white teeth. My new tits were the best part. I felt them with my
hands, rubbing my fingers along the skin, touching the dainty and
sensitive nipples. The side effects were no joke - I was, indeed,
getting sexually aroused.

It became clear that the bottle hadn’t lied.
And I needed to masturbate immediately. I stood up, doing my best
not to fall flat on my face because of the weight of my breasts,
and climbed back in bed. I pulled off my panties, revealing a
hairless, smooth vagina with perfect little pink lips and a
button-like clit. I began stroking myself and breathing heavily,
wondering how I had survived so long without a body like this. My
fingers worked my clit faster and faster, and I shoved a couple
fingers inside my tight pussy. I’d never felt so turned on. I was
gasping for air, and as I came, my sensual, curvy body shuddered. I
cried out in ecstasy. The tanned skin of my breasts, arms, and legs
was covered with goosebumps.

Of course, I knew I could orgasm again, so
this time, I rubbed one out while playing with my extremely
sensitive nipples. I had never gotten so wet before, and I came
again easily - once, twice, three times. Physically exhausted, I
decided to rest for a few minutes, breathing in and out deeply,
watching my massive chest heaving. Wow.

For a brief moment, I had the sneaking
feeling that I was forgetting something important. Something to do
with…school? A test, maybe? I had no idea. All I wanted to do was
get some sexy new outfits to wear with this fantastic new body. I
wanted to do all the girly things I’d never been able to do before
- get a manicure, go to the salon, find some sexy lingerie. My new
Barbie self wanted to be seen - and fucked - as soon as
possible.

Uncertain about what to wear, I put on my
stretchiest clothes - a pair of black gym shorts and a blue tank
top. On my new figure, they were quite revealing - my ass cheeks
peeked out of the shorts and the shirt, once fairly modest,
revealed huge amounts of cleavage now. I had no make-up on my face,
and that was upsetting to me - I wanted to look very sexy. Sighing,
I put on a pair of big sunglasses, tied my long, silky hair into a
messy bun, and put on a pair of sandals. They were too big for my
pretty little feet now.

As I walked across campus to the clothing
stores downtown, I noticed male students’ eyes on me. I wrapped my
arms around my chest to conceal it a bit, not because I was
embarrassed by my big tits, but because I didn’t want to fully
reveal myself until I looked my best. At this moment, I looked like
Barbie right after she woke up in the morning. Certainly not
ideal.

I quickly picked out some sexy little
outfits - tight miniskirts, skintight dresses, midriff-bearing
tops, lace thongs and bras massive enough for me to wear. I even
found some slutty-looking stilettos, and putting them on, I found
myself wobbling quite a bit. I had no choice but to learn how to
walk in them, though, and put on a brave face as I teetered down
the street towards the salon and spa. I had my nails done - long,
sexy, aggressive nails. I had my hair and make-up done, too. The
woman working at the spa looked me up and down, and I could sense
that she was envious of my body.

“What kind of look do you
want? Something classy and elegant, or - ”

“Make me look as sexy as
you can,” I said. “I have a date tonight.”

“You’re so beautiful
already,” she admitted. “I’d kill for a body like that! You look
like a Barbie doll, for real.”

I smiled. If only she knew that a body like
this was in reach for anyone who ordered those pills from the
infomercial…but I’d never tell.

I left the salon two hours later finally
looking like a real Barbie. My long blonde hair fell down my back
in perfect, loose waves, and my face was done up like a porn star’s
- arched brows, fake lashes and lined eyes, and full, pouty lips.
As I strutted down the street in my stilettos wearing a
curve-hugging, extremely tight red dress, I wondered who my first
victim would be. It had to be Matt. God…he’d die if he saw me
now.

I picked up my phone and called him.

“What’s up,
Cassie?”

“Do you want to come over
and study?” “I’m kind of busy today…sorry.”

I wasn’t going to be defeated. “I’ll make it
worth your while…”

He paused. “Don’t know what that means,
but…sure. Be there at 3.”

When he got to my dorm room, I opened the
door slowly. He gaped, and his eyes explored my body hungrily.
“Um…I’m looking for my friend, Cassie. Do I - do I know you?”

“Matt, it’s me,” I
cooed.

“Cassie?!”

I nodded, playing with a strand of hair.
“Yes. Don’t you recognize me? Come in.”

“What did you do to
yourself?” he asked. I led him over to the bed and sat down. He sat
down next to me, very close. He’d never been so close to me
before. 

“What do you think?” I
asked. “I wanted to look like a Barbie, so I…” Should I tell him
about the pills? “So I made my dream come true.”

“Cassie, you were always
such a smart girl, but now…” Matt gulped. “You’re so fucking
hot.”

“Mm. You’re pretty cute,
yourself…what do you think of my ass?”

“It’s…incredible.”

“And my tits?”

“They’re
perfect.”

“Thank you.” I smiled.
“But the best part is…I’m so horny all the time now. All I want to
do is fuck. My pussy is dying for some cock. Do you want to play
with me, Matt?”

Matt couldn’t resist me anymore. He began
kissing me, and feeling his lips on mine made me gasp with
pleasure. At the same time, his hands worked quickly to undress me,
unzipping my tight dress and letting my breasts pour out. He began
playing with them, squeezing them and rubbing them sensually. I
could see he was getting hard. He began to suck on my nipples, and
I let out little moans of pleasure. “I’m so sensitive…” I breathed.
He explored my breasts with his mouth some more.

“Take off your pants,” I
commanded.

He obeyed, undressing hastily, and I
shimmied out of my dress, revealing my black lace thong. There was
agony in his eyes, and I knew how badly he wanted to be inside
me.

I climbed off the bed and knelt down in
front of him, stroking his cock reverently. To think that I was
finally hot enough to be with him…I still couldn’t believe it. “You
whore,” he murmured. He took my head in his hands and moved his
cock towards my mouth. I began sucking it. I looked like a porn
star, and I wanted to give head like one, too. I deep throated him
and played with his balls as I sucked, my mouth working his dick
hard and fast. I ran my fingers up and down his hard cock. “I want
your dick inside me,” I sighed. “I need you to fuck me.”

“And I want to be inside
that perfect little plastic pussy…”

His words made me even more horny. I was his
toy, his plaything, and I would let him do whatever he wanted to
me. I took off my thong and then turned around, tossing my long
hair and giving him a nice long look at my ass, then spread my
cheeks apart to give him a view of my pussy. “Ride me,” he
murmured.

I turned around and straddled him, sitting
on his hard dick. My tight pussy slid up and down his shaft, and he
moaned. I rubbed my big tits in his face. “You like that?” I
asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Faster,
bitch…”

I did as he asked, moving up and down as
fast as I could, feeling him fill my hole. My firm tits bounced up
and down against his face, and occasionally, he opened his mouth to
suck on one of my nipples.

“Get on the bed,” he
ordered.

I climbed onto the bed so I was on all
fours, ready for him to take me and do whatever he wanted to me. He
roughly pulled my hair and slapped my ass. “God, you’re so hot,” he
said. “I just wanna fuck you all day!”

“Do it,” I urged. “Fuck
me!” After stroking his cock and admiring my body for a few
moments, he began fucking me from behind, reaching in front of me
to slap my huge tits, then putting a hand on my neck and applying a
little pressure. He was being so dominant, and it was getting me so
wet. I was getting closer and closer to cumming…

He pulled my hair again. “You fucking
whore…this is all you’re good for now. Fucking.”

I moaned. “Yes…harder…faster…please!”

He fucked me even deeper and faster, holding
me firmly by the hips. I orgasmed quickly, gasping for breath and
letting out a shuddering sigh, my whole body vibrating. This
excited Matt, and after a minute, I felt him fill me with his warm
cum. He pulled out and I began to drip all over the bed. My
beautiful, sexy body was covered in beads of sweat. I had been used
in a way I’d never been used before. I was a sex doll now. My sole
purpose in life had been fulfilled.

Matt stood up and began to get dressed. I
lounged on the bed, displaying my nude body to him in the hopes
that he’d come back and fuck me again.

“Where are you going?” I
asked.

“I need to go study,” he
said.

“Study?” I was puzzled.
“For what?” I couldn’t remember anything I had learned in the class
we shared. Was it physics? Math? My brain was getting fuzzy, and I
started to think about his dick again. Yes, his dick…that’s what
was important to me now…

Dazed, Matt shook his head. “What, did you
lose your memory? I’ll see you tomorrow, Cassie. Let’s do this
again.”

“Of course.”

After he left, I was a little sad. Sure, I
was happy that I was a human Barbie now, with an incredibly high
sex drive, too. But somehow, I thought that fucking Matt would make
me happier. Instead, I was just craving cock. I needed to find
someone else to fuck, and quickly. My holes were aching to be
filled again.

I went into the bathroom and picked up the
pill bottle, looking at myself in the mirror. If five pills at once
had done this to me, then it wouldn’t hurt to take another one. Or
two. Or three. Without thinking - after all, what good would
thinking do me now? - I took another four and closed my eyes,
feeling my breasts start to grow and my pussy start to get wet
again. I’d finally found my true purpose in life - to get
fucked.

 


Unleashing My Id: A Bimbofication Story

“Isabel, you’ve told me a
lot about your life. And I must say, it seems that your main
problem is that you’re not addressing your basic psychological
needs.”

 

“What do you mean, Dr.
Benson?” I adjusted myself on the too-comfortable couch where I was
seated. Every time I visited my psychologist’s office, I had to
resist the urge to lounge on the sofa. I sat up straight, prim and
proper and completely in control of the situation.

Dr. Benson scanned his notes. “I’m talking
about your id, Isabel.”

“What about my id?” I
snapped.

“Your id is - ”

“Yes, I know what an id
is…I took psychology 101 in college, like everyone else. Id, ego,
superego. I get it.”

The doctor sighed. “Please, Isabel. I’m
trying to help you.” I nodded. “Sorry. I’m just…irritated
today.”

He smiled. “It seems to me that you spend so
much time worrying about work and wishing you could solve other
people’s problems, you don’t spend enough time taking care of your
own basic needs.”

I was confused. “I take care of my own basic
needs. I shower every day, and I eat three meals, and I sleep eight
hours a night if I can…”

“Not those basic needs, my
dear.” He put his notepad down. “I’m talking about your…sexual
needs.”

I was a little surprised, but intrigued,
nonetheless. “Oh?”

“When was the last time
you had sex, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“I don’t know…last
year.”

“And when was the last
time you masturbated?”

These questions felt personal, but I trusted
Dr. Benson. After visiting him weekly for the past four months, I
finally felt like he was getting to the root of my problems. “Um…I
don’t know. I hardly ever masturbate.”

“That doesn’t surprise
me,” he snorted.

I was taken aback by his rude reaction.
“What do you mean by that?” I asked, raising my voice.

“Isabel, you shouldn’t
take things so personally. I mean that you’re way too serious. Some
might call you uptight. Less kind people would use the word
‘bitch.’ You need to learn how to relax, for your own
sake.”

I grumbled, “I know how to relax. You know,
not everyone masturbates. And not everyone needs sex, either. I’m a
busy woman!”

Dr. Benson chuckled. “All right, Isabel.
We’ll continue this conversation next week.”

“Can you write me another
prescription for Xanax?” I asked. “I get so stressed before my work
presentations, and I have one tomorrow morning…”

He shook his head. “Xanax? I don’t think
it’s helping you. Here, I’ll do you one better.” He scrawled
something on his prescription pad. I could barely read his
handwriting. “This medication will really help you relax, if you
follow all the instructions on the bottle.”

I stood up to leave, prescription in
hand.

“And one more
thing.” “What?” I asked. I was quite agitated now. I was annoyed by
the fact that my shrink had suggested that I needed to get
laid.

“My next patient is in the
waiting room right now. You may have seen her before. She’s a
beautiful girl. Please take a look at her. Examine her posture, her
manner, her facial expressions. She has her priorities straight -
she doesn’t worry about things she can’t control, and, most
importantly, she’s not afraid of her own sexuality.”

I had nothing to say to that. The more I
thought about it, the more I realized that it was completely
unprofessional to have one patient observe another patient. Poor
girl…this was an invasion of her privacy. However, the instant I
entered the waiting room and saw her sitting nearby, I wasn’t
thinking “poor girl” - more like, “what a slut!” She was waiting
patiently for her appointment, reading some fashion magazine for
airheads. She had long, straight black hair and way too much
make-up on. I could tell she had lip injections. Her big boobs were
practically hanging out of her tight tank top. And who wears
stripper heels to their psychologist appointment? I was offended
that Dr. Benson wanted me to turn to some whore for life guidance.
She should be observing me, I thought to myself. At least I’m a
respectable woman!

I left the office feeling angry. Unleash my
id? Hell no! Not in a million years.

 


Since I was so stressed out, I filled the
prescription quickly and decided to take the medication as soon as
I got home. To my chagrin, when I opened the bottle there was only
one pill inside. “Take one. One is all you need,” the bottle said.
Was this some kind of sick joke? All I wanted to do was calm down.
I took the pill and settled down in bed. For a minute, I considered
touching myself. Maybe masturbation really would help me. I decided
against it, not wanting my doctor to win the argument.

I fell asleep and had strange, erotic dreams
throughout the night. In one dream, I was having sex with the hot
girl from the waiting room. We were kissing, and I was stroking her
long, dark hair. Our bodies were intertwined, and I caressed her
breasts, played with her clit, and felt myself getting closer and
closer to orgasm as she played with mine…

My alarm went off. “What the hell?” I’d
never had a sex dream like that, let alone about a woman. It had
been kind of nice, I had to admit.

Then I remembered that I had a big
presentation today. I didn’t want to be late. I rushed around my
room, picking out clothes to wear and gathering my notes. I looked
at the papers, and strangely enough, I found them a little hard to
understand. Interdepartmental issues? Pro rata? What did these
words mean? I figured I hadn’t slept enough.

Even more odd, when I put on my favorite
bra, it was too tight. This bra had fit me a week ago. What was
going on this morning? Come to think of it, my breasts did look a
little bigger. When I put on my black work pants, my butt filled
them out like it never had before. I examined it in the mirror. It
looked pretty good.

I finally found a bra that fit, put on a
blouse - which looked tighter around my chest today, too - and put
on some make-up. Was it just me, or was my hair a little longer,
too? Something very weird was going on. I wore more make-up than
normal. Even my face was a little prettier, somehow.

When I got to the office, my boss was
impatient with me. “Isabel, you were supposed to be here ten
minutes ago! Everyone’s already in the conference room!” “I’m
sorry, Mr. Williams…I…I don’t feel so well today…”

“That’s no excuse. Go
start your presentation!”

I rushed into the conference room where the
heads of different departments of the company were sitting. No one
was smiling. I walked to the front of the room and took out my
notes. “Good morning,” I said, trying to sound cheerful. “Today,
we’re going to be talking about some…inter…interdep…interdepmartal
issues? I - I’m not sure what this says, but…”

My head was getting fuzzy. I couldn’t
understand anything on the page. When I lifted my eyes to face my
audience, I saw that everyone was staring at my chest, wide-eyed.
Why were they looking at me like that? I glanced down and saw that
my breasts were growing rapidly. Then the buttons on my blouse
popped, one by one, and my breasts burst out, spilling from my
too-tight bra.

Mr. Williams gasped and rushed to my side.
“All right, Isabel…presentation’s over…”

He pulled me out of the room. I was prepared
for him to tell me I was fired. “Mr. Williams, I’m so sorry. I
don’t know what’s happening today. Maybe it’s this new medication
I’m on…”

My boss put his arm around me. I noticed he
was staring lecherously at my inflated chest. “That’s all right,
Isabel. You put on quite a show today. Go home, and come back
tomorrow. Wear something nice and tight, okay?”

A day earlier, I would have been incredibly
offended, but right now, all I could do was helplessly giggle.
“You’re so funny, Mr. Williams!” He hugged me, pressing his body
against my big breasts, and I laughed again. “Oh, stop it! You’re
too cute,” I said.

In spite of my disastrous morning, I felt
positively buoyant as I left the office. Of course, I couldn’t go
out shirtless, so I put on my jacket - it still fit, barely - and
walked to the nearest clothing store. By the time I got there, my
tits were even bigger. My ass had grown, too, and it strained
against my pants - they were about to rip, too. I could tell my
hair was getting longer, too, and blonder. How very strange!

Normally, I would have bought conservative
clothes, but with my rapidly developing body, I had a strange
desire to show off my new curves. I could tell the women at the
store were jealous of me. “Slut,” one of them muttered under her
breath to her coworker as I picked out the tightest, shortest
skirts and skimpiest tops I could find. I admired myself in the
mirror - my huge, perky breasts jutted out of my shirt, and my ass
peeked out from below my tight, short skirt. I jumped up and down,
watching my tits bounce. I looked like a total bimbo, and I loved
it.

Nevertheless, I needed to know when this
would end. I headed to Dr. Benson’s office to get some answers, and
my breasts didn’t stop growing. By the time I was there, my shirt
was dangerously close to bursting. At the office, I slipped into
the bathroom and changed into something more accommodating and then
returned to the waiting room. Dr. Benson was there, and he looked
surprised to see me.

“Can I help you?” he
asked.

“Dr. Benson, it’s
me…Isabel,” I said breathlessly. He looked me up and down slowly,
taking in my beautiful new body.

“Come into my office,” he
replied briskly.

Usually, I sat up straight on his couch,
unwilling to let myself relax and lie down. Now, I lounged
languidly on my back, feeling sensuous and sexy and completely
placid. I didn’t have a care in the world.

“I see you took your
medication,” Dr. Benson said approvingly.

“Now what?” I asked,
feeling confused and helpless and happy all at once. “Am I going to
keep changing forever?” “No, no,” he laughed. “It looks to me like
your physical transformation is almost complete. How do you
feel?” “Good,” I sighed. “But I don’t understand anything. I went
to work today and I had to read something and it was so hard for
me…I’m such a stupid girl. And then my boss sent me home. You know,
I never thought about it before, but Mr. Williams is kind of
cute…”

Dr. Benson took out his notepad, interested
in what I was saying. “Go on…”

“Yeah, he is. I never saw
him like that before, but he looked at my body like he wanted to
fuck me, and I just thought…I’m kind of horny.”

“Are you still horny?” Dr.
Benson asked.

“Yes.”

“Does thinking about your
boss make your horny?” “Kind of,” I admitted. “Maybe I should ask
him to fuck me. Is that crazy?” I giggled. “I just want to have sex
with someone now.”

Dr. Benson leaned back in his chair and
scrawled something on his notepad. “This is a safe space, Isabel.
If you’d like to masturbate, go ahead. I’ll just be observing you
and taking some notes.”

“Hmm.” I thought long and
hard about it, but then I forgot what I was thinking about. I
reached under my short skirt, realizing that I had forgotten to
wear panties. Dr. Benson could see my pussy the whole time I was
lying on his couch. That made me laugh. I felt so silly. I began to
touch myself down there, something I hadn’t done in a long, long
time. I rubbed my clit gently and slowly, relishing the tingling
sensations that were building inside me.

“What are you thinking
about?” Dr. Benson asked.

“This skirt isn’t
comfortable!” I whined. I pulled it off and continued masturbating
in front of my psychologist. I was now wearing nothing but a thin
tank top that barely covered my enormous breasts.

“Who are you thinking
about?” Dr. Benson clarified.

“No one,” I said. I really
was thinking about nothing. Then, slowly, an image formed in my
mind. “I’m thinking about Mr. Williams. He’s on top of me, and
we’re having sex. He’s pounding my pussy so hard…I’m getting so
turned on just thinking about it…” I began rubbing my clit faster.
“I’m thinking about his dick and how good it feels inside me. He’s
going so deep…he’s going to tear me in two…”

Dr. Benson nodded. “You change positions…”
he prompted me.

“Yes…I’m on top of him
now.” 

“Does he like your big
tits in his face?” 

“Yes. And I like his big
cock inside me.” I was masturbating furiously now, and my juices
had started wetting the couch beneath me.

“You’re getting very wet,”
Dr. Benson observed aloud. I noticed his hand wandering towards his
crotch. “Isabel, stay with me. You’re riding him now?”

“Yes…I’m riding him and
I’m bouncing my pussy up and down on his dick as fast as I can,
squeezing it nice and tight around him as he fills me up. I’m
soaking wet now.”

“I can see that you
are.”

Suddenly, there was a slight knock on the
door. Both of us gasped and turned as it opened. There she was -
the girl that Dr. Benson had asked me to observe. “I’m here for my
appointment!” she said, then she stared at us, her big, puffy lips
parting in shock. “Oh, I’m…so sorry…”

“Come back in an hour,”
Dr. Benson commanded.

She retreated, shutting the door.

For some reason, seeing her upset me. I
wasn’t sure why - I didn’t even know the girl. “Dr. Benson, do you
think she’s prettier than me?”

Dr. Benson came over to the couch and began
stroking my hair. “Now, now, Isabel. Don’t cry. Yesterday, my
answer would have been yes. But today, well…look at you. Your tits
are bigger than hers, your ass is better, your pussy is definitely
tighter…”

“Dr. Benson.” I looked up
at him, doe-eyed. “Did you fuck her?”

He cleared his throat. “Well, um…what
happens between a doctor and his patient is confidential…”

“Confi - what?” I didn’t
understand that big word. I peered up at him, perplexed.

“I did,” he admitted. “I
fucked her. Right on that couch. You see, Isabel…she was my best
patient. She used to be just like you, before you were transformed.
She was uptight and unhappy. Through our sessions, I made her see
that she had to unleash her id. She was resistant at first, but
gradually, I began breaking down her walls. I didn’t have to give
her a pill. She transformed herself into a bimbo willingly.
Meanwhile, another doctor was developing this revolutionary
medication to turn ordinary women into bimbos. I obtained a sample
as soon as I could. You, my dear, are the first patient I have
tested the drug on. And I have to say, the results are
incredible.”

I gulped. “I’m so horny…” I hadn’t
understand a word he said. All I could think about were my sexual
needs.

In an effort to attract the doctor, I took
off my shirt. My massive tits made him gape. I could tell he was
incredibly turned on. Dr. Benson unzipped his pants and began
stroking his cock. Once erect, he said, “Keep on touching
yourself.” I did as he asked, and he began moving his cock closer
and closer to me. First, he rubbed it on my nipples, which became
hard instantly. Then, he stood over me and placed his dick between
my breasts. “Squeeze your tits together,” he said. I stopped
touching myself to squeeze them around his cock, and he slid it up
and down. It felt good to be his plaything.

Then he put his cock over my mouth. “Suck,”
he ordered. He moved it in and out rapidly, fucking my face, and I
did my best to lift my head up and down to make it more pleasurable
for him. I wanted to please him so, so badly.

“Oh, Isabel,” he moaned.
He took his dick out of my mouth, slapping me lightly across the
face with it, and then undressed the rest of the way. He mounted
me, and as the weight of his body pressed against me, I felt him
begin rubbing his dick on my pussy. He kissed me, slowly and
tenderly at first, then, as his cock plunged inside me, he shoved
his tongue down my throat. The way he was using me was everything I
had always desired, but never realized before. My body was
everything a man wanted. I was a sex object, a dumb bimbo, a slut
now.

Dr. Benson’s breath grew heavy and he
stopped kissing me. He massaged my breasts, squeezing and caressing
them as he fucked me, his penis going even deeper inside my wet
hole. I felt so passive, so submissive. I was just a fuck toy. I
couldn’t stand it any longer. I began to cum, and I cried out in
pleasure. It was my first orgasm in over a year. It was the best
orgasm of my life.

When I came, I released a gush of pussy
juice. This made my pussy even more slippery, allowing him to fuck
me even harder and faster. He continued until I orgasmed again, and
again, and finally, I felt him cum inside me. He stopped fucking me
and lay there, staring into my eyes.

“You’re the perfect slut,”
he whispered, kissing me again. “My new favorite
patient.”

In the heat of the moment, I’d forgotten
everything about my day. In my mind, I had always been like this -
a horny bimbo with no desire to do anything except fuck, along with
the body to get all the guys I wanted. I forgot about my terrible
work presentation. I forgot about my worries and my anxiety.
Nothing mattered except for my sexual needs. I had finally
unleashed my id.

 


 


Bimbotown: The Transformation of a City

Greentown was just like any other small
American city. In fact, there was nothing particularly interesting
about this place at all until a new doctor set up shop downtown. At
first, the people in town didn’t take much notice of the bright
sign above his door, which said, “Women’s Clinic: Become a Better
You!” But after Dr. Lane found his first patient, everything
changed.

Jackie Everett was a typical young woman.
She worked as an office coordinator, and she’d lived in Greentown
her whole life. One day, she woke up feeling feverish and decided
she needed to see a doctor. Unfortunately, she didn’t have a
primary care doctor. Suddenly, she remembered that there was a new
clinic downtown, and headed over to Dr. Lane’s office.

The place was quiet. “Hello?” Jackie asked
timidly. She entered the clinic cautiously.

“Yes?” a woman’s voice
said.

Jackie approached the receptionist and was
surprised to see a sultry, glamorous woman sitting behind the desk.
She had platinum blonde hair and was wearing an extremely low-cut
blouse, revealing her ample cleavage.

“May I help you?” the
woman asked, batting her eyelashes.

“Um…yes…I’m not feeling so
well, so I was wondering if Dr. Lane takes walk-ins.”

“Of course he does,” she
said. “Have a seat and he’ll be with you shortly.”

Jackie sat down. She realized that the
receptionist hadn’t asked her to show her insurance card, or fill
out any forms. She hadn’t even asked for Jackie’s name. What kind
of clinic was this?

A few minutes later, a friendly-looking -
and good-looking - man with dark hair and a gleaming smile came
into the room. “We have a walk-in!” he said brightly.

“Yes!” Jackie stood up
quickly. Dr. Lane looked quite charming. “I think I have the flu or
something…”

“Come into my office and
I’ll take a look at you.”

“Don’t you need to know my
medical history?” Jackie asked, perplexed.

Dr. Lane laughed. “At my clinic, we don’t
bother with excess paperwork. I establish a personal relationship
with all of my patients. Trust me, once you tell me your name…I’ll
never forget it. So, before we proceed - what’s your name?”

“Jackie Everett,” Jackie
replied. She was getting lost in his eyes - they were almost
hypnotizing her.

“Follow me…”

He led her into an examination room. “Have a
seat, Jackie.” Jackie sat down on a chair and looked around the
room blankly. It took her a minute to understand what she was
seeing. She gasped when she realized that the walls were decorated
with pictures of scantily-clad women with big breasts. Bizarre!

“I think I’m at the wrong
clinic,” she said, standing up.

“Excuse me?” Dr. Lane
looked genuinely confused.

“What are…what are those
pictures?” She recalled the slutty receptionist. “What is this
place - a plastic surgery clinic?”

“Of course not!” Dr. Lane
said. He seemed a little hurt by her accusation. “I pride myself on
running a clinic where I address women’s physical and psychological
needs.”

“Why is your receptionist
dressed that way?” Jackie asked angrily. “It’s very unprofessional!
And these pictures are disgusting and sexist.”

Dr. Lane gazed into Jackie’s eyes. She bit
her lip; although she wanted to dislike him, she still found him
incredibly attractive. The doctor said calmly, “I think somebody’s
a little jealous.”

“Huh?” Jackie couldn’t
believe his audacity. “Jealous? Of what? I don’t want to look like
a bimbo.”

“Of course you don’t,” Dr.
Lane said, rolling his eyes. “Miss Everett, let me put it another
way: you feel threatened by women like this - sexy women who have
attained the feminine physical ideal - and your gut instinct is to
avoid them. Run away from them. You think it’s because you’re some
kind of feminist, and you don’t like the way they objectify
themselves. But the truth is that you’re terrified of being
compared to them.”

Jackie gulped.

“You may call them bimbos
because they prefer ‘girly’ things over intellectual pursuits, but
you wish you could be so simple and easily pleased. Imagine if all
you had to worry about was what color to paint your nails, or what
sexy new shoes to buy.”

“No…” Jackie shook her
head. “No…it’s not true!”

“And worst of all,” Dr.
Lane hissed, “you’re jealous because compared to these women,
you’re frigid. You’ll never desire sex the way they do. You’ll
never be able to fully satisfy a man the way they can.”

Deep down, she knew it was true. She broke
down crying.

“Sit down,” he said
firmly.

She obeyed his command.

“Veronica!” he yelled. A
moment later, his receptionist came in, all soft curves, red lips,
and shiny hair.

“Yes?” she said
sweetly.

“I want you to give Jackie
the serum.”

Jackie was bewildered and afraid. What were
they going to do to her? Before she could ask any questions, Dr.
Lane had left the room.

“Just lie down and relax,”
Veronica instructed. Her voice was soothing. Jackie still felt
feverish, so maybe lying down was a good idea. She lay down on the
exam table.

“Please take off your
clothes,” Veronica continued.

Hesitantly, she removed them. Veronica
leaned over the table, and Jackie was mesmerized by her huge,
perfect boobs. She turned around to pick something up and the
curves of her hips and ass entranced Jackie. Just as Dr. Lane had
hypnotized her with his eyes and strong, masculine presence,
Veronica was drawing her in with her seductive body. For a brief
moment, Jackie wondered what it would like to be that sexy.

Then Veronica approached her with the
syringe. Jackie wanted to jump up and run out of the room. “This
will make you all better,” Veronica said coolly, leaning over
Jackie and, once again, displaying her massive tits. They were the
last thing Jackie remembered seeing before she was injected with
the serum. She fell asleep with a smile on her face.

 


Jackie woke up on the exam table, dazed. She
vaguely remembered coming here. Had she been sick? She felt all
right now. Suddenly, she realized that her whole body had been
transformed. No longer was Jackie an ordinary girl. Her breasts
were the size of basketballs. Her tiny waist and shapely ass
surprised her, too. Her crotch was completely hairless - she hadn’t
remembered shaving the day before - and her pussy looked different,
too…prettier, pinker. Was this a dream?

She rubbed her eyes, wondering if she was
going to wake up any minute now. But it clearly wasn’t a dream. Dr.
Lane entered the room. “Well, well, well,” he said. “Look at
you!”

Jackie sat up - with difficulty. “I can
barely move with these breasts…” she sighed. “What did you do to
me?!”

Dr. Lane smiled. “All I did was make your
deepest desires become a reality.” 

“What?” For some reason,
it was difficult to understand what he was saying. The longer she
looked at him, the more she focused on his beautiful eyes, his
charming smile, his strong and masculine body…

“Jackie, dear…I turned you
into a bimbo.”

Jackie was afraid and overjoyed at the same
time. She lay there, supine, and the doctor began to examine his
creation. He carefully rubbed her supple breasts, then gently
played with her nipples to test their sensitivity. They became hard
instantly, and the skin on her breasts was covered with goosebumps.
They were so sensitive now, Jackie couldn’t stand it. Dr. Lane put
on a pair of rubber gloves and carefully examined her vagina,
pulling apart her labia and touching her clit. She cooed with
pleasure, and he stopped abruptly, which disappointed her. She was
really horny now. Dr. Lane then held up a mirror so Jackie could
see her face. Her lips were plump now; they almost looked swollen.
Her hair was also long and silky. She gasped with delight.

“Yes, Jackie…that’s you.”
Dr. Lane stroked her hair. “You’re perfect now.”

She was speechless. She had always loathed
girls who looked like this, calling them cheap, or slutty, or easy.
But now she knew why they always seemed so happy - with a body like
this, every woman would envy her, and every man would want to fuck
her.

“What am I supposed to
wear?” Jackie asked, concerned. She knew her old clothes would
never fit her now.

“I have just the thing,”
Dr. Lane said, reaching into a drawer. “You can show off that sexy
body of yours in this little outfit.” Just a day ago, Jackie
wouldn’t have dared to wear the halter top and short shorts he
presented her with. But now, she wanted everyone to see her body,
her fantastic tits, her hot ass. She was officially eye
candy.

“What do I owe you?”
Jackie asked the doctor, suggestively eyeing his crotch. She
wondered what his cock was like, and how it would feel in her new
pussy.

“All I ask is that you
recommend my services to everyone you know,” he said, embracing
her. “You’re my first patient in Greentown - an example of the
wonderful work I do for women!”

Jackie left the office smiling, ready to
begin her new life as a slutty bimbo.

 


Greentown didn’t know what to make of the
new Jackie. Her sudden transformation appalled some residents. In
general, the men in town were desperate to get to know her. Jackie
had never been asked on so many dates! At first, she was content
with being a tease, wearing revealing clothes that showed off her
huge tits, giggling and batting her eyes at the men who commented
on her sexiness. Then, she realized that she wanted to fuck the men
just as much as they wanted to fuck her. She met a cute guy at a
bar one night and took him back to her apartment, where they fucked
all night. She’d never craved cock so badly - feeling this
stranger’s hard dick deep inside her pussy was so satisfying. It
was the only thing she wanted in her life now. From that point on,
she made sure to fuck a different guy every night. She needed to
experience as many dicks as possible.

The women in Jackie’s life, however, were
not so happy with her. She could sense that they were jealous of
her. And rightly so. By tossing her long hair and bending over to
reveal her impossibly huge breasts, which were always popping out
of her teeny tiny shirts, Jackie could steal any woman’s boyfriend
or husband. She was a real threat now.

Her best friend, Sally, was particularly
unhappy with Jackie’s transformation. “I miss the way you used to
be,” she said sadly. “We used to have real conversations. Don’t you
remember? You weren’t always out prowling for dick back then.”

Jackie laughed. “Oh, Sally…silly Sally. I
don’t need to have conversations anymore. My body says enough,
doesn’t it? I think you’re jealous of me.”

“Jealous?” Sally
sputtered. “Why would I be jealous of you?”

“Because you’re
flat-chested and short and no guy wants to fuck you,” Jackie
hissed. “Men want women like me. Maybe you’ll understand one day.
I’m so glad that Dr. Lane helped me become a real
woman.”

Sally was fuming, but some small part of her
mind was curious about Dr. Lane’s services. She tried to fight the
urge, but a week later, she decided to head over to the clinic,
ready to find out the secret behind her friend’s rapid physical
transformation.

Sally wasn’t the only one there when she
arrived - the waiting room was full of young women from Greentown,
All of them had seen the new Jackie and wanted to know her
secret.

Dr. Lane addressed the group. “Hello,
ladies. Today is a day to make a big change. Don’t you want to
transform your bodies, minds, and spirits? Don’t you want to
understand what it means to be a real woman in this day and
age?”

The doctor was so handsome and charismatic,
they ate up his rhetoric. Their mistrust of Jackie faded and within
half an hour, they were all sitting in different examination rooms,
disrobing, and waiting to be injected with the serum.

The women all woke up with nearly identical
bodies - the gigantic tits, the flat stomachs and wasp waists, the
round asses, the long, smooth legs, and the tight, pretty pussies
that were bestowed upon them by the magical serum. They had all
lost a few IQ points during the transformation, too. They were
total bimbos now.

From this point on, Greentown would never be
the same. Once these new bimbos were unleashed on the town, tan and
curvy and bubbly and impossibly sexy, the domino effect was in full
force. Men who had never realized they desired this kind of slutty,
overtly-feminine woman suddenly became entranced by the physically
perfect Barbies in their midst. Women saw that they could never
compete with the bimbos, and quickly went to the clinic to initiate
their own transformations. The cycle continued. Soon, Greentown was
overrun with sexy, brainless bimbos.

The dynamics of the town changed. So many
women had been transformed, they couldn’t work anymore. Their high
sex drives and inability to think rationally made them unsuitable
for most jobs. As a result, men assumed a position of dominance.
The bimbos needed sex almost constantly, and were completely
useless otherwise.

In spite of past conflicts, Jackie and Sally
became friends again. They were both extremely slutty now, and
spent most of their time together shopping, getting their hair and
nails done, and fucking cute guys they met in town. Very often,
they liked to share men, taking turns fucking the same guy. Neither
one had any reason to be jealous of the other one now - they had
identical tits, asses, and pussies.

Dr. Lane was quite pleased with his work.
Soon, he would be able to leave Greentown and set up shop
elsewhere, ready to share his magical serum with even more
women.

In fact, he was almost ready to shut down
his clinic when Greentown’s first bimbo burst in, out of breath.
“Dr. Lane! Is it true that you’re shutting down the clinic and
leaving?!”

Dr. Lane didn’t recognize her at first.
After all, she looked like the rest of them. Her massive chest
heaved as she tried to catch her breath.

“And which one are you?”
he asked, squinting. “I can’t tell any of you whores
apart.”

“It’s me…Jackie…” she
said. “Don’t you remember me?”

“Ah, Jackie. Yes, of
course I remember you.” Dr. Lane wanted to laugh. He vaguely
recalled that she had been his first patient here, but he’d had so
many patients since her transformation. They were all
interchangeable sets of tits and plastic pussies to him.

“We’ll all be very sad
when you leave,” Jackie continued.

“Is that so?” he asked,
curiously. “Bimbos shouldn’t be sad. Did you have sex yet today,
Jackie?”

“Yes,” she admitted. “But
it wasn’t enough. It’s never enough. All I do is think about your
cock, Dr. Lane. If I could just…feel it inside me, I think I could
die happy.”

He laughed. She didn’t - she had no sense of
humor anymore; she was being completely earnest about her desires.
Dr. Lane looked into her eyes and saw no trace of the personality
she’d once possessed; it had been replaced with vapidity,
emptiness, and a constant yearning for immediate sexual pleasure.
Her body controlled her mind now.

Jackie kneeled before the doctor and removed
his pants and boxers. She began sucking his dick furiously,
practically devouring it. The cool and detached doctor gradually
got hard, getting off on the fact that she craved his cock so much.
She sucked him off until he was fully erect, then expertly used her
tongue to stimulate his balls. She admired his huge, hard dick. Dr.
Lane shoved his cock back in her mouth. “Take it, bitch…” She
sucked it again, getting as much of it in her mouth as she could
until she was practically gagging on it.

“I’ll fuck you now,” he
said calmly. He was still cold and calculating, in spite of the
fact that he was clearly aroused.

In contrast, Jackie was wild and sex-crazed
and couldn’t control herself. The doctor sat down on the exam table
and Jackie was on top of him in an instant. She pulled off her top,
revealing her enormous tits, and waited for him to admire them or
touch them. But Dr. Lane had seen so many tits like hers, they were
nothing special. In fact, he was starting to lose his erection.

Jackie was upset. Since her transformation,
she’d been able to please every man she met. Why wasn’t Dr. Lane
satisfied with her body? She climbed off of him, feeling
defeated.

“What can I do to make you
want me?” she breathed, desperation in her voice.

Without a word, Dr. Lane got dressed and
left the room. He returned a moment later with a syringe. “This
might help. Lie down.”

Jackie obeyed. She felt the clear fluid
enter her veins and rush through her body. She lost consciousness
and awoke, transformed yet again. Now, her breasts were twice as
large, her ass was twice as round, and her pussy was even tighter
and more perfect. She was, once again, the sexiest bimbo in
Greentown.

“I’ve never given a double
dose of the serum to any patient before,” Dr. Lane mused. “I wonder
why I never thought of it before…”

Jackie could barely move, her tits were so
heavy. She wanted to speak, but her puffy lips felt heavy and
swollen. Her pussy ached even more now. Dr. Lane stood over her,
gazing at her body lustfully, and removed his pants. Moments later,
he was on top of her, thrusting hard and fast, his big cock
pounding her pussy. His face was buried in her massive breasts the
whole time. Jackie came almost instantly, opening her mouth wide
and moaning, her body shuddering with pleasure. She came again and
again as the doctor plowed her pussy with his dick. It was the best
sex of her life.

 


After this, of course, every woman in
Greentown wanted a second dose of the serum, and Dr. Lane was more
than happy to give it to them. Naturally, though, as they became
even sexier, more voluptuous, and hornier bimbos, he grew
accustomed to them and lost interest yet again, and a third dose of
serum was needed. The domino effect continued.

 In the past,
Dr. Lane had been content creating bimbos and sending them off into
the world. Now, he realized that it was also important for him to
be able to enjoy his creations. He expected more and more of them,
encouraging them to learn new sexual techniques and demanding that
they pleasure him each time they visited his office. He decided
that he would stay in Greentown for a while - thanks to his
efforts, the whole city had been transformed into a bimbo
paradise.

 


Thanks for reading! If you liked these
stories, you'll

love my sexy bimbofication series “The
Office Bimbo:”


The Office Bimbo Series on
Smashwords
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