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No Stress, No Brains

For a certain collect group of people the end game in this crazy thing called life is to make it, to make it to the top. That can be in many things like entertainment, business or politics, it doesn’t really matter. All that matters is that you make it right to the top, into the elite.

Some picture that once they’ve made it, once they have power, fame, money, that all the hard work is done and it’s time to reap the rewards. Maybe for some that’s the case. For others the hard work is just beginning.

“Look we can’t allow this to happen. If we let things go like this we’re gonna be taking ourselves off the market.”

“Well what are we supposed to do? The deal is pretty much already signed. We just can’t match the offer, we don’t have the money in reserve.”

“We can’t compete financial now they’ve got that grant. If they make the merger we’re gonna lost the whole Eastern market.”

Having her advisors in such a state, the woman in charged sighed and tried to rack her brains. It’d taken a long time for her to climb all the way up the corporate ladder but now she was at the top things had only gotten more difficult.

Bethany was a hardworking brunette in her mid forties who had managed to break through the glass ceiling thanks to her incredible ability.

She had no family or children to speak of and very little in the way of a social life, she had spent her whole life working and that was why she had managed to earn herself the spot of CEO in the company.

“I guess we have no choice,” Bethany announced to the board members, “We’re gonna have to go and strike a deal with Parsons. They want this to happen about as much as us.”

“Will they want to deal with us after we undercut them in Chile?”

“Right now I don’t think either of us have a choice. They probably won’t help us for nothing but it’s better than the alternative.”

It had been tough climbing the mountain but staying at the summit was the most difficult task of all. She seemed to be making huge, big money, life changing, decisions every day. Her stress levels had soared through the roof.

Today was the same. Carrying a company on her shoulders, steering a ship through dangerous terrain with no destination in sight. She had made it to the top only to discover the golden chalice was laced with poison.


Finally the board meetings were adjourned. She’d made the big call and now all she had to do was execute it but of course this meant even more work; it never seemed to end.

In the few months that she’d occupied the head spot in the company, Bethany felt like she’d aged at least ten years. Getting the business back on track after the last president’s mistakes was really taking its toll on her.

Once she’d made it back to her office she would have liked to have just rested up and took a long break but that just wasn’t on the cards. Being back at her desk meant having to deal with the next issue in line.

“Miss. Miller, Mr. Tucker is here to see you,” her secretary buzzed in to tell her, signalling what that next duty was.

She sighed to herself. Oh great, that guy. She had to admire how good he was at his work but there was no way she could bring herself to like a sleazy guy like him.

“Yes, send him in,” she replied to her assistant, the doors quickly opening up.

There was nothing likeable about Glen Tucker. He was your everyday, ambitious, money grabbing, suit. Her particular field was filled with them, if he wasn’t talented it’d be impossible to pick him out from the rest of the crowd.

“Thank you for seeing me miss.”

“No need for pleasantries Mr. Tucker. What do you need?”

“Actually I don’t need a thing. In fact I’m here to help you.”

That was something very hard to believe. Career businessmen like him never did anything to help other people, they only ever assisted themselves.

“Oh? I don’t remember saying I was in need of any help.”

“You may not have said it miss but from someone who has worked alongside you for some time I can definitely tell. You need a break, desperately. You’re working yourself into the ground.”

While it was impossible for her to deny her exhaustion, her stress, her tense muscles, there was no way she could just take a vacation.

“While I’m happy to hear you’re concerned about me I can’t just take a break. Now I’m in this position I can’t just abandon the ship.”

“But if the captain is too exhausted, they won’t be able to navigate properly. Besides, I’m not advising you to take a big break, I know you can’t do that. That’s why I got you this.”

From out of his blazer pocket, Glen pulled what looked to be an ordinary pack of strawberry gum.

“Chewing gum, really?” Bethany snarkily remarked.

“I know it seems like nothing but this stuff is different. This stuff has been specially created with special ingredients to remove stress and fatigue.”

It was clear from the way that Bethany’s face remained unmoved that she wasn’t overly convinced, or convinced at all, about the wonders of some one quarter chewing gum.

“Is this all you wanted?” she asked, not impressed that her small window for minimal rest was disturbed by such drivel.

“Afraid so,” he replied, putting the packet down on her desk, “Look just trust me, it might not look like anything now but once you get a taste you’ll swear by it too.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. Now if you could excuse me.”

With his mission completed, Glen departed from the office, leaving Bethany with the unwanted gift. At least she’d figured out his intentions, to suck up to her for favor. However if he thought that was going to work he was very misguided.

Stress relieving gum? What a ridiculous concept!


Rather unsurprisingly, things didn’t simply get calmer and easier for Bethany.

“Look we need to make this deal with them,” she said to the board, “We don’t really have a choice.”

“But if we agree to their terms then we’re pretty much going to be handing them all of Florida.”

“And if we don’t do something we’ll be losing that and more,” she sighed, “For now we’ll just keep negotiating to try and salvage everything we can.”

With the meeting done Bethany slogged back to her office with her stress levels at the maximum. Rather than getting easier things just continued to grow harder.

It’d been a long week for Bethany, a long week of tough negotiating, frequent meetings and head wrecking research and the toll was accumulating on her body and mind. She felt like she’d aged another ten years in just seven days.

Back in her office she quickly slumped in her chair and groaned to herself. What a miserable time and the end wasn’t even in sight. She didn’t even have time for a break, she had more research to do to try and find loopholes and blackmail material. If there was no rest for the wicked then she had to pretty evil.

Bethany could hardly bring herself to look over more stacks of paperwork, she needed something to take the edge off. Anything.

While digging through her draws Bethany laid her eyes on something she’d thoughtlessly discarded within, the cheap looking chewing gum that Glen had given her, the gum which promised stress relief.

The gum certainly didn’t look special in any shape or form. It’s packaging was bright pink and bubbly, the sort of stuff young girls would probably be attracted to rather than business leaders. However with her body sore and her mind burning out she was willing to give it a try.

She ripped the packaging open and pulled out a strip which she swiftly placed into her mouth before starting to chew.

What was immediately noticeable was the incredibly strong strawberry flavor of the gum. It was certainly very potent but that didn’t equal stress relief. She was still sceptical as she got to looking over her research notes.

As her eyes looked over the dull text she continued to chew, allowing the flavor to spread all through her mouth and over her tongue. She could definitely appreciate the taste, for something so cheap looking they didn’t skimp on the quality.

One thing she didn’t notice was the fact that her mind was drifting away from the work. For the past week all she’d been able to think about was her job but somehow the gum managed to distract her mind away.

For the first time in over a week, Bethany was thinking about something that didn’t cause her stress.

She continued to idly scan her eyes over the lines of text as her mind remained distracted by the bubblegum. It was truly wonderful. Chewy, naturally. Tasty as well. Kinda fun to toy around with in a weird way.

Bethany didn’t get to have enough fun. When was the last time that she did anything really fun? Years, probably. It’d all been about work, where had all the fun gone?

What happened to lazy days in the house? What happened to going out to splash out on new clothes? What happened to treating herself to some pampering?

If only she could leave the office and head down to the salon. They’d make her feel like a princess rather than some labourer.

Her mind was starting to feel pretty cosy but then the flavor of the gum began to fade away, the strong taste diluting after being toyed around with for some time. It was only at this point that Bethany realized just how stress free she’d just felt.

“That was great,” she muttered to herself. Glen wasn’t kidding, this stuff was the real deal. She wanted more.

With the taste in her mouth vanishing away, Bethany pulled out another strip of gum and chucked it between her lips, rejuvenating the flavor, taking her mind back to that happy place.

Now where was she? That was right, being a princess.

Despite being the woman in charge, despite being at the very top, she couldn’t be less princess like if she tried. Princesses got to live their whole lives being pampered and looked after without a care. She, on the other hand, had to lead by example and do the hard work herself. It was no wonder she was so stressed. A princess would never be stressed.

If she was a princess she wouldn’t need to be sitting there, in stuffy business clothing, looking over boring paperwork. She could be out shopping or at home doing some cooking; she could actually be enjoying herself.

For the first time in her entire life Bethany could see why women were happy to become housewives and didn’t strive to become people in power like her. She had to make all the tough decisions, she had to work herself towards burning out just to keep the machine going. On the contrary housewives could just do what they were told. A nice and simple life.

Reading over the paperwork had pretty much came to a complete stop. Bethany wasn’t interested in stuffy reports. What piqued her readers urge were fashion magazines, celebrity rags, cooking books; nice simple things instead of a complex load of rubbish.

Why had she always looked down on those who weren’t as ambitious and hardworking as her? If they were happier what did it matter if they lacked power or wealth?

Bethany began to consider if it was really so great being so smart?

Just as she getting lost in her own thoughts there was a beeping sound which snapped her back into reality. It was the sound of her secretary calling her.

“Miss. Miller, Mr. Saunders is here to see you. He says he has some information about Parsons.”

Despite the fact that this was her job, a job that she’d been striving for for a long, long, time, upon hearing this news she felt incredibly frustrated, more annoyed than she’d even been since taking the top post. That was her temporary escape gone, already she could feel the stress and pressure returning.

Taking the gum from her mouth and throwing it into the trash she buzzed back, “Alright, send him in.”

She had work to attend to but even as she got back to business she couldn’t forget the stress free bliss right in the back of her mind.


Another late night in the office, how wonderful. It was something Bethany was very accustomed to and was only getting more accustomed to.

Most of the work force of the world had a set amount of hours to perform in, then afterwards they could go home. However the work refused to stop for Bethany just because the clock got late. There was always a new issue to solve or more problems which needed tackling.

Bethany slumped back in her seat as she finished filling out the forms. The sky outside was already pitch black. It was going to be another night sleeping in her office at this rate.

The day’s stress had piled up on Bethany and she was feeling absolutely rotten. What she really needed to do was take a break.

While putting the paperwork away, Bethany stumbled upon the discarded packet of chewing gum which she had been happily munching on earlier. Just seeing it gave her some flashbacks to her mind being in a happier place. Wasting little time she pulled out a new strip and returned to bliss.

Instantly that warm, gooey, mindset which helped her to forget about her worries returned to her. The strawberry flavor danced with her tastebuds and her brain turned to a happy mush; it felt so good.

If she was a housewife she wouldn’t need to be working and stressing all night like this. She’d do the housework during the day and then at night she’d snuggle with her man, allowing him to take care of everything. Was that the true ideal life?

Sure she had power but why would she want it if it only brought her misery? Sure she had money but why did that matter with nothing to spend it on? Why was this better than being a common housewife?

In she placed a second piece piece of gum, intensifying the taste and the warmth.

Her secretary had it much easier than she ever did. She didn’t have to make decisions, she just pointed others to someone else who would make the decision for her. Even making coffee was just following instructions. It was much easier to follow than to lead.

Bethany began to chew on a third piece of gum as that thought resonated with her. If she could choose to lead the hard way or follow the easy way, surely that latter, stress free, way was better?

She thought about all the capable men in the company, on the board and beyond. Surely they were enough to make the tough decisions, to take care of the big business. Why did a silly little girl like her have to do it all?

A silly little girl, her? In her dreams. She was a strong, determined, woman, she couldn’t just be a silly little thing who allowed others to think for her. If she was like that then there would be no stress, no worries, no big decisions, no responsibilities. Just thinking about it made her giggle.

Between her lips she placed another piece of gum, making the flavor very concentrated, the strawberry taste just stacking on top of each other. It was hard to stop, it tasted amazing and her dizzy head felt blissful.

When she thought about it the problem was surely that she was such a woman. It was that she was smart, focused, hard working and more. If she was dumb, if she weak, if she obedient, things would be much easier.

Another giggle came from her lips. If that was the problem then why couldn’t she just pretend? If being smart made her unhappy then couldn’t she pretend to be dumb, just for a little bit anyway? Wouldn’t that be fun for a change?

Bethany began to chew on another strip as she allowed her mind to empty. No thoughts about her job, no thoughts about her worries, not even any thoughts about not thinking. She just allowed herself to become absent, to become dumb.

Once her mind stopped resisting it became much easier for her body to do its thing.

The bubblegum had been specially created, just as Glen had said, and it had certainly made her mind feel calm, rested, empty. However that wasn’t all it did, it wasn’t brewed just to help her mind. The gum was also there to assist her body. It was all well and good being absorbed in merry non-thoughts of being young and dumb without a care in the world but an extra ingredient was needed to help those desires along.

As she placed another piece of the chewing gum into her mind and made the flavor so overpowering it was hard to ignore, her body began to show the effects.

Despite the fact she was only in her forties her face looked more like a woman in her fifties due to the stress of such a tiring job. However the gum changed that slowly as the wrinkles which blemished her naturally beautiful face began to smoothen away into nothingness.

While she sat there in trance, blissfully unaware, the bubblegum slowly transformed her into the woman of her new dreams.

The girl she saw was young and that was already well underway, her youthful appearance being returned, twenty years taken from her skin.

Her fantasy girl was also blonde and that was also something the gum could tend to, her wiry brown locks starting to shift towards a whole, new, lighter color. It even began to repair her damaged hair’s condition, taking the harmful effects of stress out of the occasion to make her locks flowing, silky and shiny.

As time passed the supposed magic of the gum began to expand her bust. She was rather flat chested naturally but that didn’t strike her as suitable for her fantasy world. She needed to be stacked.

From an A cup she grew, tits swelling up through the cup sizes as her outfit began to get tight. The early letters in the alphabet were knocked out of the park quickly, and they weren’t the only part of her to grow.

Along with her bust, her ass began to get bigger. Her hips spread to give her a more curvaceous figure and her backside grew in mass.

In a short amount of her time her ass became thick and her breasts came big. The growth up top only came to a close once she had hit H cup territory. At that size she wouldn’t be able to hide them and every man would find his eyes wandering.

Thanks to the growth at both ends of her figure she was suddenly soft and sexy all over. A real hourglass beauty.

While her chest was a serious change it wasn’t the highest point of growth on her body. Her face underwent some changes as well.

The elements in the gum worked on her lips and plumped them up, making both top and bottom fatter and puffier, transforming her expression into a permanent, natural, duck faced pout.

Her lashes became longer, along with her fingernails. They were just small changes that polished off the appearance the bubblegum was giving her; that of a bimbo.

With her mouth filled to the brim with the strawberry gum, her body transformed until the mature brunette was a bubbly, busty, young blonde.

As she changed the warm and cheery sensation spread from her mind to her newly modified figure. She didn’t know what she’d became yet but it felt oh so wonderful. It was starting up a new sensation between her thighs. It was making Betty feel horny.

Betty? Where did that name come from? It just popped into her mind all of a sudden. Her empty head was filled with that single thought. Her name was Betty.

That was the thought of many new thoughts. Those fantasies she’d had were starting to fill her up, they were starting to flood her mind. Her old thoughts and feelings were being covered over by a new reality for her.

Work? Not important. Money? She didn’t need to earn that. Power? Not for a girl like her.

She saw herself doing what she was told, leaving the money and power to the men. After all only a smart, strong, dedicated woman could compete in that world, not a silly, giggly, empty headed, little girl.

Betty was a silly, giggly, empty headed, little girl.

With a mouth filled with gum and a tongue stained in strawberry flavor, the stress free Betty finally succumbed to the break she really needed and fell to sleep at her desk.

It’d been far too long since she’d gotten to go to bed so early and have a good night’s sleep and it was all thanks to the gum.


“Rise and shine sleepy head.”

Betty groaned as she was stirred from her slumber, the darkness of night gone, replaced with the orange shine of a new morning.

The sandy eyed blonde felt really groggy, very dizzy even. She was completely spaced out, she wasn’t even sure where she was.

Slowly her vision began to correct itself from a shaky blur until the picture became a bit clearer. She was in her office and there was a man standing in front of her. She recognized him, it was Glen.

“Like hi Glen,” she purred, lifting her head from her desk with a yawn, “Like what are you doing here?”

“Oh nothing, I just came to check up on you sugar,” he said, leaning over to give her blonde locks a stroking.

For some reason that action made her feel especially giggly, she couldn’t stop herself from letting out all sorts of happy, girly, sounds.

It was really funny. She used to think Glen was kinda sleazy but now that she got a better look at him she could see he was kinda hot, and he seemed pretty smart too.

“Like thanks,” the bubbly boss giggled, “Like I feel good, just like a bit light headed and stuff.”

“Oh that’ll be because you’re doing this job that is too hard for you. You’ve been thinking so much you’ve probably used up all your thoughts. A cute girl like you only has so many decisions in that head of yours, you must have used them all up.”

Oh no! She’d gone ahead and used up all her decisions. Now how was she supposed to run the company?

“Well what am I supposed to do?” she whined, “If I don’t do good everyone will be mad at me.”

“Don’t worry Bethany--”

“What? My name’s Betty.”

“Sorry, Betty. No reason to worry, all you need to do is find somebody else to do your job for you. A silly girl like you isn’t cut out for thinking. You need to leave that to a smart man like me, someone who will do a good job.”

Betty looked at him blankly. It seemed he was getting at something… but her little brain found it hard to process it.

“Like, who?”

“Me you dummy. I’ll be the new boss and I’ll find something appropriate for you to do, how does that sound?”

She squealed in glee. A smart man making all the decisions for her? That was just what she wanted! She couldn’t stop herself from clapping in glee.

“Wow that sounds super amazing! Okay you can be the boss now. Just tell me what I gotta do.”

He grinned from ear to ear and pulled a contract out of his pocket, along with a pen.

“All I need you to do is sign here…”


The company was in complete shock when Bethany suddenly named Glen as the new CEO and departed. Nobody even got a chance to say anything to her, she simply up and vanished without any warning. However things quickly steadied themselves and began to pick up. The good work Bethany had started was continued by Glen and the company managed to reach smooth waters once more.

Thanks to that Bethany was forgotten about very quickly. Only two people remembered anything about her. The first was Glen himself and the second was his new secretary.

With no appointments for the rest of the day, a relaxing Glen buzzed for his assistant.

“Babe, I need you in here, now.”

The doors to his office swung open and his young, blonde, secretary came skipping into what used to be her office.

Betty’s dress sense was often questioned by the other staff but with the boss’s permission she always managed to get away with it.

She strutted around on huge candy pink platform heels and styled in her hair in long, childish, pigtails. Her legs were squeezed in fishnet stockings and her figure was wrapped up in an undersized, cutout, hot pink, skin tight, mini dress.

With her face thick in slutty makeup and golden hoops dangling from her ears, Betty came skipping in happily with a giggle.

“Like you wanted to see me sir?”

Glen nodded and pushed his chair back slightly, “Yeah I’ve got a long break ahead of me and I could use your help. Get under the desk and unzip my pants for me. You know what to do.”

She squealed in joy and wiggled her way over to her fiance, ready to tend to his needs again. Yes fiance, he wasn’t just her boss at work he was her boss in life as well. Even at home she couldn’t escape him. Betty served as his faithful, obedient, slutty housewife and secretary combo.

It was a life of no worries, no responsibilities and no stress. As it turned out it was just the life she’d always wanted. She’d never been happier.


D is for Dummy

College, a joyous time for students. A duration spent living by hours not socially acceptable anywhere else, drinking and partying until you can’t think straight, and avoiding the reality of needing to to be an adult for a little while longer.

Spending an extra few years in college before heading off into the working world is a great way to keep that childlike ignorance going for a little bit longer. University stretches out those stress free days for as long as possible.

Then exam time rears its ugly head.

Once the big tests show up, college reveals itself to be one cruel trick. Luring you into a false sense of carefree security so it can suddenly hit you with the sucker punch of overwhelming guilt and panic.

This was exactly what had happened to Candice.

Candice was what you could call the normal college student. She was a young woman who did all of her work but definitely enjoyed living the unique lifestyle that was only available for the small window she spent working towards her qualifications. She wasn’t a bad student, nor a good student; just a student.

She was a pretty brunette with matching brown eyes and a decent body. She had been a cheerleader in high school but that’d been left behind there. Candice didn’t want to waste her free time waving around pom poms, she wanted to waste it drinking and drink she did.

However a lifestyle spent doing a small bit of studying and a whole lot of partying didn’t exactly prepare her for when the amount of time she needed to allocate to her work was all of her time.

Now that her freedom was gone, consumed by the need to study, Candice felt completely overwhelmed.

The trim brunette groaned as she face planted into her desk. The day of reckoning was fast approaching and she had two big tests to research and a paper to write as well. Even though she had to do it, and she knew it, it was hard to keep her head on straight.

“I can’t help it, it’s too hard,” she whined to herself, having been at the books all afternoon, “How can they expect me to do so much? I’m only human!”

She’d had all the time in the world to study and finish her assignments but naturally they’d all been saved until the last minute to accompany her party lifestyle. Now it was starting to bite her in the butt.

Even though she still had enough time to do it all if she knuckled down and just did it she was freaking out about it so much she wasn’t doing anything else but getting herself worked up more and more. The more she worried that there was too much work to do the more work there seemed to be ahead of her.

Once again another day passed by with Candice making very little progress as her backlog continued to stack up.


“I can’t help it, it’s impossible,” Candice groaned to her friends on one of her rare days out, “Humankind weren’t meant to process so much information at once.”

Because the huge, end of college, exams were coming up, Candice and her friends didn’t get to meet up too much any more due to having so much work to get through. Even when they did meet up it just became this.

Two of her friends leaned in together and began to whisper as Candice was making a scene.

“Doesn’t she realize that we all have the same amount of work to do?”

“More like does she realize that we’re managing it. There is only one of us freaking out here.”

“Tell me about it. What’s the point of taking a break from studying just to hear this?”

They peeked over towards Candice to see if she had calmed herself down or if she was still preaching to the group.

“What’s the point of years of work anyway if the only things which matter are these exams?” she complained, “Why is this work more important than the rest?”

Together they sighed. Yeah there didn’t seem to be any end to it. While it was good for Candice to be able to get everything off her chest, for everybody else who wanted to take a well earned break from their own studying the last thing they wanted was someone complaining about how hard it all was. They wanted their emotions lifted, not dragged down.

Everybody was pretty much thinking the same thing but it was hard to say anything back to a crazed Candice, she was clearly getting deranged from the stress. That meant there was only one other option.

“Hey this has been fun,” one of the girls said as she jumped to her feet, “But I kinda promised my boyfriend I was gonna go to the movies with him so… gotta go!”

Once the first person had made her escape, the others used it as motivation to do the same themselves.

“Sorry I gotta run too. Gotta ring my parents.”

“If I don’t wash my hair soon it won’t be dry by tonight.”

“I think I feel my phone ringing. I gotta take this.”

Quickly the filled table dispersed until the only one left sitting was the woman who had driven them all off, Candice.

Again she groaned as she was abandoned by all of her friends and left to wallow in her own stress and worries, having nobody else to bounce her irritations off. Why her?

Just as she was pitying herself, somebody patted her on the shoulder from behind.

“Hey Candice, couldn’t help overhearing that you’re finding it hard to study.”

It was Dave, a guy who was in her class. He was quite the nerdy guy with thick black hair and glasses and it was very obvious that he had a huge crush on Candice, despite the fact that she clearly didn’t want to know.

“What of it?” she responded coldly, always wanting to make her stance clear to her number one fan.

“Well I just happen to have something that might be able to help. It’s this.”

From out of his shirt pocket he pulled a pack of chewing gum, wrapped up in some hot pink packaging. It looked like the kind of thing young girls would be fooled into buying.

“Chewing gum?” she said dismissively.

“This isn’t just any gum,” he explained, “This gum has been specially created with stress relieving properties. If you’re feeling too worried to work you just need to chew on one of these and all those worries will vanish.”

Needless to say she didn’t believe him whatsoever. Specially created chewing gum? It sounded like nonsense!

“Don’t try and make a fool out of me.”

“I’m not, I’m serious, this stuff really works. Here, just take it.”

“Yeah… no.”

“Come on. The worst that can happen is it doesn’t work. Even if you don’t believe me there is no harm in trying.”

He did have a point there, and it seemed that just accepting the gum was a quicker way out of the conversation than arguing. On that note she reluctantly agreed.

“Fine,” she sighed, offering her hand, “but this doesn’t mean I owe you one.”

“Noted,” he responded as he handed over the goods.

“Well if you’ll excuse me I have to get back to my work. I can’t waste all my time hanging around with people like you.”

Candice pocketed the bubblegum packet and headed off back towards her dorm so that she could return to studying. With her friends gone it was time for her to really tackle her big issue. This time she would make progress without fail.


She failed. There is no simpler way to put it, Candice failed.

On the journey back to her dorm she had been filled with hope and optimism. Even as she entered through the door she felt mentally prepared to tackle the research. Then she sat down to get started and business proceeded as usual.

Papers were flung everywhere, books were toppled down and Candice was left groaning, feeling sorry for herself.

“This is seriously impossible,” she whined, “How am I gonna do this? There’s too much!”

Candice was well aware she was getting herself into a state but there was nothing she could do about it. It wasn’t like there was anything which could help, unless...

Even though she had so cooly disregarded it already, Candice dug the chewing gum packet from her pocket, remembering the so called properties it contained; stress relief. She really needed that.

Having no other options she ripped the pink packaging open and revealed the strawberry strips inside. It certainly didn’t look specially modified, it just looked like normal gum.

She took a strip from the box and placed it into her mouth, starting to chew. It didn’t taste special either, it just tasted fruity.

Candice was just about ready to throw the useless gum away when her mind began to wander. It would be rude to throw the gum away, even if it didn’t work. It was a gift after all. Sure she didn’t particularly like Dave but he had just tried to help her, that was more than her friends had done.

Dave wasn’t really that bad either. Sure he wasn’t a stud, a football player, a jock but he was smart, not bad looking and he seemed kind enough. His affection for her was kinda cute as well. It willed her into a small giggle.

That noise wasn’t a very trademark one for Candice and she noticed. That wasn’t a noise she could make while up to her eyeballs in stress. It was almost like she wasn’t feeling stressed at all. It was like the gum could seriously be the real deal.

For the first time in days, possibly weeks, Candice’s mind was happily occupied about something else and not weighed down with worries about work. She forgot how good it was to feel happy! Dave had really came through for her. She was going to have to thank him later.

Now that her mind felt calmed she could finally start to get through the work. The boring, boring, work.

The gum may have removed the worry from her mind but even it couldn’t make the tedious seem interesting. Candice wasn’t clouded by stress she was just faced with the realisation that she still didn’t really want to do the work, she had to do the work. After all it was for her future.

Her future. If Candice didn’t like the work she was doing now would she like it more in the future? Would she really be happy having to do this again later? Was she doing dull work now just for the chance to do more dull work later?

Well it was good money. If Candice got a good job she could get good money. Candice didn’t really want to do the job, she wanted lots of money which meant she needed to do the job. After all there wasn’t an easy way to get rich without putting in the work, right?

As she slipped a fresh piece of gum into her mouth, her wandering mind settled on an answer. Yes, yes there was, for someone like her anyway.

Candice was a good looking young girl. Someone like her could easily be the kind of woman which men adored. Filthy rich men.

It was kinda funny, Candice had never really thought about it before but suddenly, with her mind calm, the possibility of being a trophy wife was revealed to her. Not having to worry about a job but still getting given lots of money, just for being a pretty thing. Didn’t that just sound wonderful? Why had that never appealed to her before?

By this point Candice had forgotten all about the responsibilities which were sprawled all over her desk. After all her mind hated the thought of responsibilities and was trying to avoid them. A trophy wife certainly didn’t have responsibilities.

Another giggle slipped from Candice’s lips as she began to nibble on a fresh piece of bubblegum, her mind slipping off into the world of fantasy.

Her old visions of the future saw her tackling the working world but her new visions were fresh. Instead she saw herself wearing a pretty outfit, dolled up to the eyelids in makeup and hairspray, clinging to a rich man’s arm as he took her out shopping, giving her plenty of money to spend. What a dreamy life.

She compared the two possible paths against each other in her daydream. On one hand she had hard work, loads of stress and big responsibilities. On the other she had no job, no worries and no thinking to do. One certainly seemed better than the other.

The old ways of her mind were starting to crumble as the flavor of the gum spread over her tastebuds and consumed them, the ingredients burrowing deeper, changing her from within.

Despite the fact she’d spent much of her college life enjoying herself, Candice did want to branch out on her own, it was why she’d gone to university to begin with and attended all her lessons for the full duration, so she wouldn’t need to leech off her parents and could instead spread her wings and make her own way through life. However with the gum playing with her emotions she began to think, what was the point?

Candice’s mind was rejecting the hard way and instead was seeking the easy way.

Her ideal woman was changing. She strived to be a person who wasn’t constrained by gender boundaries, by class divides, by what others told her she couldn’t do. She wanted to be a woman who didn’t know the meaning of the term glass ceiling, or that was what she’d been picturing before bubblegum’s influence began to leak into her mind. Her old ideal was a woman going forwards, her new was one going backwards.

She could see her happiness. No job, no worries, no decisions. Looking pretty, being dumb, looking after the house for her man and looking after him when he got home. The lifestyle of a bimbo housewife.

Almost in trance she placed another piece of the gum into her lips, making the flavor even more powerful, making its effects even more consuming.

With her entire mouth filled to the brim with the intoxicating strawberry taste her transformation moved onto the next stage, from purely mental to physical.

What kind of girl would be lucky enough to live a life of no thinking and no stress but lots of money, security and fun? Probably one with bigger tits than she had. That was what her mind thought and her body decided to accept that.

The gum’s influence began to work on her chest, her small A-cup bust. She’d always been on the petite side but the supposed magic of the gum was slowly changing that as her breasts began to grow, not that she actually noticed a thing.

Her boobs swelled in size as the seconds passed, her outfit starting to strain as she very quickly eclipsed the A-cup size of her bra and then surpassed B-cup as well. With every new measurement she hit, the more her undergarment grew close to giving way.

Once she hit DD-cup the pressure finally became too great for her clothing, her bra snapping open, relieving her growing mammaries.

That sudden jerk also snapped something else, it snapped Candice out of her tranced state and back into reality.

“Huh, what?” she groaned to herself as her dizzy mind began to return to normal slowly, the happy fuzz of a trophy bimbo lifestyle starting to weaken. Then she laid her eyes on her work.

Multiple exams to revise for, an assignment to finish. Lots and lots of dull work that was making her stress and eating up her time. She’d forgotten about it for a few happy moments and Candice wanted to escape from it all again, back to that happy place. That was why she began to chew on a fresh piece of gum and allowed the bimbo thoughts to take control again.

Almost instantly the warm glow of an empty head returned to Candice as she sunk down into her chair with a happy smile, allowing the gum free rein to continue.

With her chest already much bigger than its original state, the next change went after her small, round, backside. There was very little about bimbos which were wanted small and their behinds certainly weren’t one of them. The growth got to work and began to make her ass fat.

Candice’s hips expanded outwards to carry her new figure, her booty getting larger and thicker, soft enough to squeeze and so big that every step would make those buns jiggle and grind together.

She was fortunate enough to have been wearing some comfy sweatpants, otherwise her bottoms may have snapped as well.

Once the growth came to an end, Candice’s rear was basically overflowing out of the chair. Suddenly she’d been given two soft pillows to sit on, and another two to rest on the table.

While her ass and tits got bigger, her waist started to trim itself down, even smaller that it was initially. This change only added to her fantasy, a perfect, hourglass, figure.

Still unaware that her ideas were coming true, Candice saw the upper portion of her dream self. Instead of having brown hair and brown eyes she instead had blonde locks and sparkling, sapphire blue, irises. Of course the gum could change that too.

Her dark locks began to fade away, being engulfed in platinum blonde streaks which were slowly taking over, all while her eyes were switching from one color to another, no contacts needed.

She’d almost became her dream girl. There were only a few pieces of the puzzle missing and the bubblegum was ready to help.

Candice’s pursed lips began to grow thicker, swelling in size until they’d transformed into a puffy pout. In her mind she even imagined such big lips would cause a slight, adorable, speech impediment. That would be carrying over as well.

Her lashes grew in length, as did her nails, to make her body look an extra shade faker. Despite the fact that everything felt naturally it all looked too good to be real and of course nobody would suspect magic gum to be the answer.

Even though she wasn’t consciously aware of all the changes that had just happened, somehow she still felt much better about herself. A bubbly warmth was flowing over her, making her giggle in joy; she could see herself as that dream woman more and more.

Soon the heat became more than just a cosy glow which kept her feeling happy. It developed into a need, a lustful desire for satisfaction.

Despite being in a trance, her hands still began to wander, slipping between her thighs and up her expanded chest. Slowly she began to rub, small moans popping from her full lips.

The image of her dream woman was so strickling clear in her mind, she could picture her clearly, the giggly, beautiful, busty, hourglass, blonde, bimbo. That was what Candice’s dream future looked like, but how did it think?

She could be as pretty as a supermodel but it wouldn’t mean anything if her personality wasn’t right. How would such a perfect woman think and behave?

Her wandering fingers managed to surpass their lustful needs for long enough to insert another strip of gum between those lips, helping her to think, that thing she really didn’t want to do on her own.

The hypnotic taste guided her to the answer. A beautiful trophy wife like that would definitely be caring. It’s only right that a wife cares about her man more than anything.

A woman like that would certainly be dumb. Men like dumb women that they can care for, dummies who pose no threat to them and are completely helpless. She had to be a silly dummy.

Of course she would have to be girly too. Real men like girly girls the best. To please her man she would have to be so very girly.

Finally obedient, she would have to be obedient. Obeying was blissful, not thinking was heavenly, serving was just right.

Candice was very happy that the answers were just coming to her, she now knew what true happiness actually was. There was just one, small, problem. She didn’t have a man. She didn’t have a boyfriend. She didn’t even have a lover. What was she supposed to do?

Needing answers she went to snatch up another piece of gum. However there were no more strips left.

Finally she snapped out of her trance, the large glob of gum in her mouth losing all of its flavor.

“No no no,” she whined to herself, digging her fingers deep into the package, “There has to be more. I don’t want to stop, I want to be happy.”

Her mind still felt mushy, not really sure what had been happening. She just knew it felt much better than worrying about college exams; she wanted to go back.

While scooping for some hidden piece of gum, she instead found a loose bit of paper fluttering in the package. Taking it out she saw it was a note from a certain somebody.

“Hey Candy,” it read, “If you need more gum then you can call me on this number. Dave.”

Candy giggled happily at the message. Good old Dave, coming to save the day once again. What a dependable guy he was, so smart and thoughtful. While she was busy getting into a panic he was busy sorting things out. What a real man.

For some strange reason thinking about him was suddenly making her heart pound. The fact she was still a bit horny certainly didn’t hurt but it felt more than just that. However she couldn’t think properly, she needed help. She needed him.

In a fluster she called the number and was happy to hear him pick up.

“Like Dave!” she squeaked into the phone, “Like I need more of that gum, right now. Could you get me some please?”

“Alright I’ll be right over,” he told her, “See you in a minute sweetheart.”

Her legs turned to jelly a little bit as he hung up. She had to hurry and find something to wear before he arrived. She didn’t want to make a fool of herself in front of a man like him.


Dave arrived fashionably late to the room and gave a firm knock on the door. In comparison Candy arrived just on time, like she’d been waiting for his arrival with bated breath.

“Hi there Dave,” she giggled happily, so pleased to see her good friend.

Candy had completed her makeover. There was no way she was going to see him wearing sweatpants. Instead she swapped them out for hotpants. Technically they were just a pair of shorts but due to the growth of her rear they’d basically transformed as well.

The eager student had dolled herself up by styling her hair into a tight ponytail and covering her face in a thick layer of bold makeup, including heavy blush, red lipstick and dark eyeliner.

Along with the hotpants she was wearing her best pair of red heels along with a simple, white, vest top. Her huge tits basically turned it into an infective sports bra, her stomach exposed as the fabric hugged her bust tightly.

“Hey there gorgeous,” he said back as he walked in, brushing a hand through her hair. It made her groan, audibly.

“Like did you bring the stuff?”

“Got a pack right here for you sugar,” he told her, throwing it over for her to catch.

Once it was in her hands she didn’t waste time. She ripped it open and quickly began to devour the gum, chewing a big, sticky, strawberry wad in her mouth.

As her teeth sunk in, the intoxicating flavor was released and it helped her to see the world through a rose tinted lens once more; especially Dave.

He looked so hot, so handsome and she knew he was so very smart and dependable. He was basically the perfect man, the kind of guy a woman could feel safe with. He looked like total husband material.

“Thank you Dave,” she giggled at him, unable to stop squirming around, watching him with adoration.

“No problem Candy. Anything for my favorite girl.”

As the words left his mouth he leaned in and captured Candy’s, locking their lips into a kiss, sending a spike of euphoria rushing through her mind.

She no longer cared about work, studying or college. She had no interest in hurting her brain thinking and worrying about such difficult things. All she wanted was him. She had completely fallen for him.

When he drew back she kept looking at him, her expression dumb as she drooled over her lips.

“So once my exams are done how about you come and move in with me? Someone needs to look after a silly little thing like you.”

Candy giggled in joy and shouted out, “I’d love to Dave!” before wrapping him up in a big hug.

The story of Candice was over, as were all her worries and responsibilities. From now on she was Candy, an obedient girlfriend to her super smart man and hopefully, one day, a sexy trophy wife as well.


Pink not Punk

It was yet another late night for Kat. Not really too surprising as she was now a creature who lived mainly by the night.

Kat was what some people may describe as a punk. Others would have different terms for it, Kat included; all that was clear was she didn’t follow along with the popular trends. She was a girl who followed an alternate style.

Rather than having long hair, wearing girly clothes and enjoying more feminine pastimes, Kat was a tomboy who had short hair which she usually dyed outrageous colors, wore black leather and studded apparel and spent her nights out drinking.

Her mother was frustrated at the way her own flesh and blood had turned out. Sadly because of her job she didn’t get to spend a lot of time at home and she’d felt that was why her own daughter had became a delinquent. She hated seeing the way a sweet girl had turned to a fiery, biker bitch.

On the other hand her boyfriend, Samuel, was a newcomer into the family. He only knew Kat as that bratty, little, punk girl.

Today was a scene that he was very used to seeing since entertaining a relationship with the owner of the household some months ago. She was occupied with her job and off on a business trip while an unruly Kat was returning in the early hours, the smell of alcohol and smoke stained into her breath, hair and clothing.

“Another late night?” he asked her, taking Kat off guard as she simply presumed there was no way he would be up so late.

“What’s it to you!?” she snapped back, “Gonna try and play the daddy card now?”

In no way was he a father figure to her. To describe him as a stepfather would be a huge disservice to those men who had helped to raise children not of their own blood. Samuel was simply her mother’s new boyfriend.

“You know your mom is worried about you Katherine. How about you knock off all this angsty crap and settle down and be a good girl for a change?”

His patronizing words infuriated the rebellious Kat. While she didn’t like her mom on the outside there was still a part of her which loved her hidden below her angry nature. However there was no part of her which liked Samuel.

He was a handsome man in his mid twenties with a toned body and thick, black, hair to match up with his slightly tanned complexion. Compared to her mature mother he was something of a catch in the looks department which naturally alerted her to what his true motivation probably was; money.

Kat’s family was very rich thanks to her mother’s big job and it was clear that the unemployed Samuel was just leeching on that wealth to live the good life. That was something Kat rightfully detested.

“I don’t want to hear that from a money grabbing asshole like you!” she snarled as she stormed away, thick biker boots making quite the racket. Just looking at him made her even angrier.

Samuel didn’t share her frustrations. He just watched her go with a small smirk. After all if his plan worked he wouldn’t have to be worrying about her attitude problems any longer.


After a long night’s sleep, Kat’s eyes finally began to creep open, catching the rays of light shining in from the curtains.

While it was morning to her it was actually early in the afternoon in reality. Seeing as she also didn’t have a job and was also somebody who made good use out of the family piggy bank, Kat was free to rise and sleep whenever she saw fit which was why her social life usually took place in unsociable hours while the day was spent in dreamland.

Feeling rested after only getting back in the dying hours, Kat dragged herself up from her bed and slowly got herself ready for another day of doing whatever she felt like.

Her versions of the morning was the only time that she wasn’t caught wearing the biker boots, cut denim and black leather she usually wore, as she instead shuffled around comfortably in some baggy shorts and a vest top. However even then the marks of her lifestyle remained.

The fact that her hair was short, blue and messy was a clear indication of the kind of girl she was even in normal clothing. Her piercings all over, in her tongue, lips, nose, eyebrows and belly button were also a sign, as well as the many in her ears. The tattoos she had gotten on her back and right arm simply ticked off another on the checklist.

Despite all her accessories she was still a pretty young girl with pale skin and a petite, toned, body. Alternative fashion didn’t make her look any less beautiful, it was mainly her attitude which was a problem.

When she ventured downstairs to grab some breakfast she’d probably have gotten into a quick fight with Samuel if he’d been present but luckily he was absent from her eyesight which allowed her the chance to grab a meal and then escape back to her room for some privacy.

Before she departed from the kitchen she opened up her favorite draw to grab a fresh packet of gum. She was always chewing on the stuff after all and made sure the house was kept well stocked. However on this day there was only one packet remaining and it didn’t look like her usual brand. She’d never willingly buy a packet of bright, pink, gum.

Even though it wasn’t her usual brand, gum was gum so she decided to bring it with her anyway, needing to restock later. After all what was the worst that could happen?


After polishing off her breakfast and taking care of some others bits and bobs, Kat was wasting away the rest of the day just hanging around in her room. She’d get changed and head out later, until then she was just gonna chill and listen to some music.

With her door locked to make sure the leech couldn’t disturb her, Kat turned on her favorite playlist and lounged on her bed, entering into relaxation mode.

As usual this was the time when she decided to keep her mouth occupied, so she ripped open the packet of gum she’d snatched from the kitchen and plucked out one of the strips. Even without sniffing it she could smell a whiff of strawberries flowing free. Quite a nice flavor, one she happily filled her mouth with.

The small scent she had picked up didn’t quite do justice to the strength of the flavor. It basically exploded out when she chewed it between her teeth and ran across it with her tongue. It was actually quite delicious, really sweet.

Kat wasn’t really the kind of girl who went hand in hand with sweet things but this particular gum was really pleasing to her tastebuds and it helped her to settle her head down into rest and relaxation.

Idly she chewed on the delectable bubblegum as her favorite songs flowed out and filled up the room. Now this was the life.

Her head began to feel warm and cosy as the flavor stained all across her tongue, the bubbliness trapped within being released into Kat. It helped her mind to wander off into a state of daydreaming.

Everything was fuzzy as the music seemed to melt into the atmosphere as her body entered into a state of relaxation that she wasn’t used to. It was like her mind was slowly tumbling into a trance.

Lightly she chewed on the strawberry flavored treat, a trickle of saliva leaking from the corner of her lips as her eyes stared up blankly to the ceiling. At that moment she felt wonderful, she felt happy, she felt relaxed and she knew it. Why was she feeling that way then but she didn’t usually feel that way? How come she never felt like this normally?

Kat’s mind slowly settled onto an answer. It was her anger.

She was a person who allowed her emotions to come to the surface and the emotion she had decided to embrace was wrath; she felt enraged about the world. Society was a rotten thing and it filled her with fury. Just thinking about it was starting to make her blood boil. It was stressing out her mind and was making her feel bad.

On instinct she reached out and swiped up a fresh strip of gum which she added to the first, giving her tastebuds a sudden strawberry surge, a rush which spread to her head and helped to quell her racing emotions. It made her feel much better.

In this moment of clarity she began to wonder to herself, why did she strive to feel angry and rebellious all the time if it made her feel so rotten? What was so good about being constantly wrathful that she was prepared to feel bad?

Her brain didn’t seem to have any response.

Kat began to consider if things would be better if she removed all the negativity. Would she not feel happier if she acted like a happier person?

She began to think over scenarios that made her mad, situations with had flipped her switch. What if she’d simply embraced it with a smile? She thought back to the argument she’d had with Samuel the night before. Her body refused to tumble soundly to sleep after that she was so on edge. If she’d acted nice and acted reasonably she probably could have fluttered off like an angel.

Every scenario she saw was the same. If she allowed her happiness to flow then her mind could feel at ease.

Kat began to fidget around in place, her relaxation being disturbed. It didn’t seem to be anything to do with the tasty gum, nor her peaceful daydreams. Whatever could it be? Really there was only one thing and that was her music.

With a groan she lifted her head up and rose up from her trance, paying more attention to her rock music. The tune was heavy and rash, the lyrics were vulgar and angry. This was her favorite playlist but for some reason it just wasn’t sitting right with her at that time. She wanted something else.

Still desiring some tunes, she flicked through her music player for something else to listen to. None of her playlists looked appealing, they were all just the same stuff. She really wasn’t in the mood for it.

In the end she managed to discover something that pleased her scattered brain. It was a playlist she’d made when she was much younger which must have snuck under the radar from transfer to transfer. Unlike her current music preference this particular set was filled with catchy, girly, pop songs, the type she used to like before she became a teenager. It’d been such a long time since she’d listened to any of them so she hit play and hopped back onto her bed.

The cheery melody’s which played through the speaker really took her back, back to those days before puberty when she was a happy girl and not a grumpy teen. How had she allowed herself to get so rage filled?

Kat filled her mouth with another piece of gum and dipped deep into relaxation, allowing her mind to remember a happier time and consider where things had gone wrong.

It was when she entered those teenage years that Kat began to rebel against her mother. She began to fight against her for being a single mother, and for spending so much time working; Kat used the lack of supervision to turn into a spoilt brat.

That was at least six years ago too, six years of being a bitch.

Did she really hate her mother? No, of course not. Her mom worked hard and earned lots of money so that Kat could live comfortably. Lots of people would be lucky to be Kat’s position and there she was spitting it back in her mom’s face. She had to be more grateful.

In her mind she said thanks, thank you mommy for looking after your daughter. After all Kat did like being looked after. Maybe she’d just been attention seeking all along because she wanted to be cared for, to be pampered? Despite the fact she decorated herself in black leather and piercings, perhaps the way she really wanted to be treated was like a princess.

When she was much younger she was the only child and was naturally doted on. She missed those days, she missed them so much.

As a fresh strip entered her lips she imagined herself not in the harsh clothing she had filling her wardrobe but in a pretty, girly, dress, looking so cute. Just thinking about it brought a smile to her lips.

She didn’t have anything she wanted to do in life. She’d never had any dreams of aspirations. Maybe this was why? Maybe she secretly wanted to live her life as a pampered princess.

While she was a grouch there was no way a princess would be so angry. Princesses were always happy, always calm, always peaceful. Princesses didn’t allow their rage to boil over, the only emotions they showed were positive ones.

Being a princess would be so nice, so easy. All she’d have to do was be nice, be pretty and be well behaved and she could be happy. Kat wanted to be happy.

With the bubbly pop songs filling up the air around her, and a fresh surge of strawberry being allowed to melt into her tastebuds, Kat’s mind sunk deeper into her happy princess fantasy world. There was no way a princess would be caught covered in piercings with short, punky, hair. She began to imagine what Princess Kat would look like.

Instead of having boyish, blue, hair that always looked a mess, Kat’s fantasy image had long, flowing, silky blonde locks which shimmered in the sun. As her mind pictured her body reacted.

The bubbly bimbo making juices that the gum was filled with began to warp her body to satisfy the desires of her fuzzy mind.

As she set her sights on blonde hair that cascaded down her upper back and down over her shoulders, her own locks began to grow longer and the color began to change from that unnatural aqua dye to a honey golden shimmer, like straight out of a fairy tale.

Her body tingled in delight as her hair increased in length and quality to match the image in her mind, not that she noticed a thing. Instead her mind just felt all warm and mushy and moved onto the next focus point.

Kat’s lifestyle of lounging around all day and living by the night, as well as all the thick makeup she wore, had made her skin paler. That didn’t suit a princess at all. Princesses didn’t try and make their skin snow white, they instead wanted to make themselves peachy and blushed. As her mind raced her cheeks began to develop color.

The pale, almost grey, complexion that she’d developed was returned back to a warm tone that was only further emphasized by the cheery red glow of her cheeks. Yeah, that was more like it.

Of course her body gave a thought to her piercings, all those metallic pieces all over her face, but it wasn’t something she lingered on. After all the piercings were something she could easily take out, something she could remove. Really they weren’t an issue, unlike her tattoos.

While piercings were as simple as removing and allowing to heal, the ink which stained her skin was permanent. There was no way a good princess could have a tattoo sleeve filled with skulls, or the wings she had decorating her back. Why had she thought such things would look cool? In her happy place it all seemed repulsive.

Luckily for Kat her body began to calm as she imagined her tattoos melting away, vanishing into thin air. Little did she know the real life was matching up in perfect synch with her thoughts, the ink draining from her skin.

Kat’s bubbly brain kept idly wandering through fantasy. If she had a warm complexion, blonde locks and none of those nasty tattoos, she would look pretty princess like, certainly much better than she did already but there was still something missing, she just knew it.

She didn’t even really need to think, in a moment of clarity the answer just came to her. If she wanted to be the best princess she would need to be even prettier.

Her face was already a beautiful thing that men would adore, especially in the right makeup and without all those piercings. The only part letting her down was that petite body. Men didn’t like skinny little things, they liked sexy hourglass bombshells.

A small voice right in the back of her mind wondered why she was suddenly so focused on what men thought but that bit of momentary resistance was quickly quelled by a new, fresh, piece of bubblegum.

It was so obvious. Princesses needed to care what men thought because it was their duty to serve their kings. Their men pampered them and in return they offered their obedience. If a princess wasn’t sexy then her king wouldn’t be pleased. She had to be as hot as possible for her sake, and for her man’s sake.

With that in mind she shaped her perfect princess body in her head, one that was transferred into reality with her as the target.

Naturally if she wanted to look as pleasing on the eye as possible she would have to have huge tits. Men simply adored busty women so to be as hot as she could be she’d have to be stacked enough that no man could miss it.

Her vest top quickly became a sports bra of sorts as her chest began to race up through the cup sizes, inflating like two plush balloons, growing to match her fantasy which meant surpassing what was common and moving onto the rare sizes only seen in adult movies. By the time her mind was satisfied her breasts had managed to hit a G cup, a fitting letter for giant tits.

While a bust that big was sure to draw the eye she knew she’d look silly having such a hefty chest and narrow hips. Her next focus was on delivering balance, on expanding her bottom half.

She purred in happiness as her mind felt pleased, her head satisfied by the way her ass was growing, her cheeks increasing in size, softness and weight, turning a tiny round rump into a big, juicy, bubble butt which would wobble with every step she took.

Naturally her petite hips wouldn’t be able to handle carrying around such a jiggly booty so they spread outwards to accommodate, helping to give her a full, hourglass, figure that was sure to get men excited.

So a blonde, pretty, busty, warm, hourglass shaped, bombshell. That seemed like the perfect princess to Kat and that she had become.

Consciously she was still unaware that her appearance matched her ideals but that didn’t stop her from feeling happy and warm all over. For some reason she really wanted to go and find Samuel to show him how she looked.

Samuel? Why Samuel? Kat didn’t even like Samuel. Why did she suddenly have such a strong pinning for him?

Luckily for the fragile little girl, her worries were easily eradicated by her body instinctively taking another piece of gum. The overpowering strawberry flavor helped keep her head empty, and empty meant happy.

It only made sense to show Samuel because he was the man of the house. If she was a princess then that made him the king. A princess had to look pretty for her king.

As her blue eyes opened back up, the entire world cloaked in a rose tint that kept her dumb and docile, her mission became clear. First she had to remove all of her piercings and then she had to make herself pretty and find Samuel. Her body and mind commanded so.


Samuel was relaxing in the lounge, watching a TV marathon, when he heard the sound of heels clicking over the wooden floor. If he was unlucky he was about to get yelled at. If he was lucky then all his problems were solved.

“Like heya Samuel,” the giggly voice of the only woman in the house called over to him.

He twisted his head and looked over towards the young lady, a growl purring out from his pursed lips.

“Why hello there Katherine.”

She had gone through quite the transformation. Usually he saw a short haired punk wearing chunky biker boots and a thick leather jacket but today she looked dramatically different.

In addition to the changes made by the bubblegum, all the piercings had been removed from her body apart from one a piece in the lobes of her ears. That alone was a striking change but on top of that there was her outfit.

Kat was balanced on the top of a pair of red heels and was wearing a yellow dress with a frilly trim, all taken from her mom’s closet. For some reason all of her own clothing just looked ghastly and instead her mind had led her to the only other source of female clothing in the house.

While the dress covered her stomach it still showed off her long arms and legs and the clear curve of her large rear, not to mention the crown jewel; her incredibly cleavage.

Wearing utterly feminine clothing for the first time in years, Kat twirled around and showed off her outfit.

“So how do I look?”

The grin just wouldn’t leave Samuel’s face. He could always tell that she was a cute thing but even he was surprised at how good she looked after a costume change.

“Damn babe you look fine. I never knew you were so hot.”

His direct words made Kat giggle and shake from side to side sharply, her tinted cheeks glowing an even brighter shade of red. She thought she didn’t like Samuel but now that he was here complimenting her, she felt her heart pulsing and her insides fluttering.

Now that her mind was clearer and not clouded by rage she could really appreciate how hot he really was. He was big, strong, handsome and manly; what more could a woman ask for? He was definitely a man who was fit to be king.

Following her instincts, Kat strutted closer until she was seated on the couch next to him. Once there she pressed in tight to snuggle up into one of his strong arms.

“Thank you Samuel,” she sighed softly, “I’m sorry for how poorly I’ve been behaving in the past but I promise from now on it’ll be different. From now on I’m a changed woman!”

He leaned to the side and tilted her head upwards, locking their lips together into a firm kiss which sent shudders of bliss coursing through Kat’s body. Such a show of affection kept her heart racing. Her mother didn’t even cross her mind as she swapped spit with her boyfriend.

When he drew back, leaving Kat panting heavily, he looked deep into her eyes and smirked.

“From now on Katherine, I want you to call me Daddy.”

Again she giggled like a bashful schoolgirl. That was right, Daddy. He may not have been her father but that didn’t change the fact that he was her king, he was her Daddy.


“No don’t worry about it,” Samuel said into the phone, “Stay there as long as you need to. I’ll make sure to look after Katherine. See you later love.”

Once again Katherine’s mother was having to stay for longer than expected on a business trip. In the past that may have been something of concern to her but no longer, not after seeing the sudden transformation of her daughter.

She was flabbergasted when she returned from a routine business trip to find that leather wearing punk had gone and been replaced with a girly angel. After so many years her daughter had returned to her.

Now knowing that her daughter was no longer staying out all night with dangerous characters, she was free to stay on her trips as long as she had to.

Samuel also didn’t mind. After all it meant that at home it was just the two of them.

“Like was that mommy?” Katherine asked as she peeked her head in from the kitchen.

Katherine hadn’t just gone through a wardrobe change and a style change, she’d also committed to her knew attitude change. Not only was she cheerful, respectful and obedient, she’d also taken up new hobbies like cooking and sewing. Along with cleaning she was learning all the skills she needed to be a good housewife, to be able to stay at home while a provider looked after her.

“Yeah, seems like she has to stay out there for another week or so. Guess that means it’s just going to be the two of us.”

She giggled happily as she came skipping out of the kitchen in an apron and heels, and nothing else, and jumped straight into the chest of her king, securing him with a big hug.

“Another week alone with Daddy? Like I can’t wait!”

He cupped her oversized ass and grinned as her giant tits compressed into his front. Buying that gum was the best purchase he’d ever made. Suddenly the awful bitch who’d disrupted the household was gone and left behind was a happy, docile, obedient bimbo.

Of course Katherine didn’t quite know the truth which meant she never could give her Daddy a big thank you for changing her life for the better and giving her true happiness. However that wasn’t something which worried him. After all she paid him back in one form or another every day, and every night, and that wouldn’t be stopping anytime soon.
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