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		Introduction

		

		Changes marked the return of consistent publishing in 2019. It was partially inspired by a bimbo I met on Tumblr who has admittedly served as inspiration for a number of different stories I have written. Changes remains my favorite book that I published in 2019.

		Now a year later, I have returned to the world of Changes. One of the criticisms of the original story was the method of change was unknown. It was written entirely from the perspective of Breanna and she never learned the why and the how of her transformation.

		In Changes 2 I have added to the world of the original, giving motive and method to another woman’s transformation from hard working office worker to bimbo slut.

		However, despite this being a direct sequel, I do not believe that the original book is required reading to understand and enjoy this sequel. If you read this book first and enjoy it, I am sure you will also enjoy the original. If you enjoyed the original, but felt there needed to be more, then this book is written for you.

		~Sadie

		

	
		

		Changes 2

		

		Taylor had heard the rumors about the woman named Breanna at the office. Breanna had been fired before Taylor was hired, but the rumors remained, even a year later.

		The exact story was never known. Every one of Taylor’s coworkers told the story differently. But what all those stories had in common was that Breanna changed in her final months with the company, including dying her hair and getting breast implants. She had gone from a normal woman in the office to some wanna-be Barbie doll.

		Taylor could not understand women who did those sorts of things to themselves. It was hard enough getting ahead in the world when some women opted to turn themselves into sex objects for men. Those women helped to hold back the progress of all women to finally have equality with men.

		What was also true about Breanna was the first thing she changed about herself was the way she spoke. Her voice changed, seemingly overnight, becoming soft and high pitched. Some of Taylor’s coworkers thought Breanna had surgery on her vocal cords. Others thought she consciously changed her voice until it became habit. Either way, that change was only the beginning for Taylor’s predecessor.

		After spending nearly a year with the company, Taylor was finally starting to see some success. She had learned the routines of the office and the needs of her coworkers. Over time, she managed to find her niche and began navigating a path forward, from probationary status to consideration for a management position. That was not bad for the former school teacher on her second career. She was only 32, but the stress of teaching had hampered her health. Despite the stresses of working in the private sector with fewer worker protections, Taylor was finally flourishing, showing potential to not only be a great worker, but a possible manager as well.

		It was a Monday morning when Taylor stood up at the podium. She was set to make a presentation to several teams about a new venture she had been working on for the company. If all went well, she would get to manage the new project, pulling interested members from the teams she was now briefing.

		“I want to…” Taylor said, stopping when her voice came out in almost a squeak.

		She paused and held up her finger, asking for a moment. Taylor retrieved a bottle of water from under the podium, taking a sip in the hopes that it would clear her throat.

		“I want to thank you all for being here today,” she said again. Her voice sounded no different. The water did nothing to clear her throat. Her voice had changed, almost in an instant. She went from having a rather androgynous voice to that of someone who was hyper-feminine. Her soft, but high-pitched voice almost had a lilting quality to it, making it sound like she might break out into a nursery rhyme at any moment.

		Taylor’s cheeks turned bright red as she spoke, realizing how infantile she sounded. Yet, for all the trouble she had with her voice, she could do nothing but push on. She gave her presentation, trying to avoid the snickers she heard from people in the audience. She knew what they were all thinking. They were thinking about Breanna and all the changes she had undergone. Taylor refused to acknowledge what had happened to her. She refused to accept that the change in her voice meant anything other than she needed to make a trip to the doctor to have her vocal cords examined.

		“You did a good job,” Taylor’s boss told her after the presentation. “It sounds like you must have been practicing a lot over the weekend. Your voice doesn’t have its usual depth. I’m sure if you take it easy for a couple days, you’ll be fine.”

		Taylor was thankful her boss was supportive of her. She was also glad nothing had gone wrong. Once she had gotten into the meat of her presentation, the snickers had died down, as had her embarrassment. Taylor had managed to push on and once she got into her practiced cadence, everything got better. Everything, that is, except her voice. Taylor was out of luck there.

		“I can’t see anything wrong,” Taylor’s doctor told her Tuesday morning. She had managed to get an emergency appointment with her doctor on short notice. The examination had been thorough, but no problems were found. It was as if Taylor’s voice had always been like this, as if nothing was out of the ordinary.

		“That’s weird,” Taylor said. “I don’t know what’s happened. One moment I sounded like my usual self, the next moment I sounded like I do now. I guess it could be worse. Other than sounding girlish, it’s not bad. It’s just different.”

		“I’ve heard about this happening once before,” the doctor said. “It was maybe 18 months ago or so. I can ask around with my colleagues to see if they know of anything. In the meantime, I figure it’s best to take a blood sample. I know that has nothing to do with your voice, but it wouldn’t hurt to screen your blood for any anomalies.”

		“Sure, I can do that,” Taylor said. She was already rolling up her sleeve.

		Taylor never heard anything definitive from her doctor after that. Her blood tests came back inconclusive. There was something odd about her sample, but the lab technicians could not identify what it was. The good news was all the normal concerning areas were in the green. If anything, Taylor was as healthy as she had ever been.

		That left Taylor to have to adapt to her new voice. She lacked the authority she normally had in the office. It forced her to be more stern. However, it seemed to have no effect on her ability to earn a promotion. Despite the concern over her sudden change in voice, Taylor was placed in charge of the new project, which meant she would not only be managing a team of people, she also saw a salary increase.

		Taylor treaded carefully as she began her new position. The similarity between her situation and Breanna’s was too close to ignore. The whispers that arose after Taylor’s presentation did not go away. The people she managed said nothing, but she still heard the whisperings from coworkers elsewhere in the company. Knowing she had no interest in dying her hair or getting breast implants, Taylor was able to keep her cool and continue working without issue. Yes, she sounded different, but that was not a big deal. Many people’s voices changed over time. Hers just happened to do it all at once.

		It was a Saturday morning, two days before she had been asked to give a progress report to her boss about the project she managed, when Taylor’s life changed. The voice she had been able to adapt to, but when she woke up Saturday morning, she discovered her hair had turned blonde overnight. But not only was she no blonde, it was the lightest of blondes, a platinum color that only could have come from a bottle.

		A call to her doctor went unanswered. That was no surprise. It was a Saturday. Her doctor worked normal office hours. She would have to wait to see him until after Monday’s presentation.

		“I guess I could dye it back,” Taylor said as she stared into the mirror, mesmerized by her own reflection. The woman she saw staring back at her looked significantly different from the one she had always known. She spent nearly half an hour checking out every part of her body, looking for additional changes. There were none. It was just the radically lighter hair color that threw off everything about her appearance in her eyes.

		Taylor spent her Saturday afternoon learning about hair dye and how to apply it herself. She had never needed to before. Her hair had always been dark enough that dying it seemed useless. Sure, she could have added some color to it, but that had never interested her before. She had liked her dark hair. Now it was anything but.

		“God damn it,” Taylor cursed Sunday morning when she awoke to discover the nearly black dye she had used the day before had completely disappeared from her hair. She was blonde again, as if she had always been blonde.

		It was the strangest occurrence and Taylor simply could not understand what was happening to her. The fact that Breanna had gone from Brunette to blonde had never bothered her. Many women chose to go that route. However, it seemed that Taylor had no choice. Blonde hair was being forced on her. Did Breanna have the same problem? Taylor never would have believed that before, but her mind was quickly shifting perspective. Maybe Breanna did not choose to undergo everything that had happened to her.

		Luckily, Taylor had a plan for her progress report presentation. She had carved out enough time Monday morning to dye her hair again. She might not be able to keep her dark hair, but she could at least appear to have dark hair at the next meeting with her boss and other company executives. That way she would not draw too much attention to herself. She could introduce her blonde hair later, after the meeting when it would not matter as much.

		When Taylor walked out of the meeting room, she had a smile on her face. The plan had worked and those present were impressed with her progress in her first managerial position. They wanted to see her bring the project to completion, which was still a long way away, but as long as she kept the project moving forward her future with the company would be bright.

		Thankfully, little changed at work when Taylor showed up Tuesday with blonde hair. A few people inquired about the change, but she said she had her reasons. “I just felt like changing things up,” she told one person. “We had a good progress report yesterday, so I wanted to celebrate a little,” she told another person.

		The truth was that Taylor had done nothing. She had simply gone to bed Monday night with her dark hair and woken up the next morning with blonde hair.

		“I don’t know what to tell you,” Taylor’s doctor told her later that week. “I agree that your hair shouldn’t change color like this, but I can’t find a reason for it. It’s like your hair thinks it has always been blonde.”

		Another blood sample was taken, as were several hair samples. No conclusive results were found. As far as the doctor was concerned, Taylor was in even better health than she had been at her last visit. Yes, her voice and hair were different, but it certainly had not hurt her any.

		It took some time for Taylor to stop staring in the mirror every time she saw her reflection. It was still weeks later when she would find herself absentmindedly staring. But she eventually got used to seeing the flash of her hair in reflective surfaces.

		As strange as it might have been for Taylor to see herself with blonde hair, it was stranger to see how other people treated her. There were a few who people, both men and women, who naturally assumed she was a dumb blonde, speaking to her in simple or condescending ways. But overall, people actually treated her better. By the time Taylor stopped being surprised by her hair color, she found she was smiling more. People treated her well and she smiled in return.

		Despite the fears about what had happened to her body thus far, Taylor actually found she enjoyed the changes. Her life had improved significantly. She went about her day looking happier and healthier and those changes translated into more success at work and more fun in her off hours.

		Taylor had never been someone who particularly liked going out. She had no close friends and rarely left home outside of work except to run errands. Now, she found herself going out to eat or having a drink at a wine bar. Her social circle was expanding as she met new people. Her soft voice and brightly colored hair acted as free passes into social groups she never thought herself capable of joining before.

		And it was not long before some of those social encounters turned into dates. Not that Taylor took the dates seriously. She told all her would be suitors from the outset that she was focused on her career at the moment and was not seriously interested in pursuing a romantic relationship. That dissuaded few of the men she saw socially. They were only too happy to split a meal with an intelligent and attractive woman.

		“We’re shutting down for a week,” Taylor’s boss told her over the phone on a Sunday afternoon. “Someone got sick and we’re doing a full deep clean of the building. You and your team will all get paid for your time off, but no one can enter the building until the all clear is given.”

		After Taylor had notified her team about the impromptu week off, she could only wish she had been given more notice so she could have planned a real vacation. She would have liked nothing better than to travel to some warm locale and sit out by the pool or on the beach for a week. She was sure a tan would look good with her hair, increasing the contrast between her platinum blonde hair and her usually pale skin.

		Still, she knew it could have been worse. It could have been her or one of her team members who had gotten sick. Yes, their schedule would get put a week behind schedule, but her boss would surely understand. Their project was not the type that could be worked on from home. The security of the project was more important than speed.

		The weather forecast for the week had been clouds and rain, but when Taylor woke up Monday morning, she discovered the sun was out and there was not a cloud in the sky. It was perfect weather for spending an hour or so lounging in the sun, working on that tan. However, when Taylor took a moment to check out her reflection in the bathroom mirror in her bikini, she discovered something had changed.

		“My eyes,” she said. “What the hell?”

		Taylor had always had slate gray eyes. They were boring and generally unimportant to her appearance. They neither added nor subtracted from people appreciating her beauty, or lack thereof. Now, however, the eyes she saw in the mirror were green. They were a bright green.

		She considered going to the doctor again, but she was beginning to wonder what the point was. Both previous visits had been inconclusive. Would a third visit be any different?

		“I guess it can’t be helped,” Taylor said as she donned a pair of sunglasses and walked out into her backyard, ready to spend the next hour working on her tan.

		After long pauses after Taylor’s first two changes, she had assumed the same would be true following the third. She was wrong, however. It was Tuesday when Taylor woke up with a new change to her body.

		“Wow,” she said this time when she saw her reflection.

		Taylor had always been relatively athletic, but she had lacked curves. Her hips, her waist and her chest had all been about the same size. She was basically a big stick. But this latest change gave her a drastically different figure.

		Weight had been lost. There was no doubt about that. But it was such targeted weight loss that it was hard to believe. It almost looked as if Taylor was wearing a corset, the way her waist curved inward. It was as if every woman’s dream body had suddenly been given to her. She had an hourglass figure for the first time in her life.

		What was more, Taylor’s clothing had all shifted to accommodate her new figure. Her tops hugged her body more, tapering inward to remain tight around her midriff. Her pants too had shifted, growing smaller in the waist to account for the sudden weight loss.

		“I guess I can’t complain too much,” Taylor told herself before she went out for a walk in the morning sun. For a second day in a row, the sun was out when it was supposed to be overcast and raining. Taylor was certainly not going to complain.

		After her walk, she sat out on her porch, reading a book. She greeted her neighbors as they walked by, enjoying the unexpectedly sunny weather. In many cases, this was the first time Taylor had seen many of her neighbors. She only saw them briefly, holding short conversations with them at most, but they seemed friendly and she looked forward to seeing them again in the future.

		If Taylor had thought the changes might be done after she lost weight, she would have been very wrong. The next change was hard to spot, but became evident when Taylor began to get dressed Wednesday morning. All her tops, except those she wore for work, were cropped. They all left part of her midriff bare. Her pants and shorts too had shifted, sitting lower on her hips.

		For the longest time, Taylor could not understand what had happened. She had no idea why her clothing had changed. This was not her style at all. Her only remedy was to visit the mall to buy new clothes.

		It was while trying on a pair of pants that Taylor learned of the latest change to her body. The change to her clothing had just been in reaction to the latest body change.

		“Ouch,” Taylor carried in the dressing room as she pulled on a pair of high-waisted pants, as was her preference. The pain had originated from her lower back.

		Taylor turned to examine the site of the pain. She discovered she had to dermal piercings in the dimples above her butt. She had no idea how healed they were, but they made wearing her normal style of pants uncomfortable. She guessed it was similar with her tops, hence the bare midriff look she now sported.

		The pink dermal piercings were different, but she had to admit they looked good, especially contrasted against her darker skin. Her little bit of tanning was certainly paying dividends in terms of the color she showed on her exposed skin.

		As much as Taylor liked the look of her new piercings, she still made it a point to find clothes that did not disturb her piercings and fit her previous style. She managed to succeed, finding a pair of jeans she liked, as well as a t-shirt from a band she liked. It would take time, but she vowed to eventually fill her closet with clothes that matched her preferred style.

		However, when Taylor arrived home, she discovered her preferred style was a thing of the past. Somehow the clothes she had purchased had changed to match her new style. The jeans she bought were now a low rise pair that looked good on her, but left her feeling exposed. The t-shirt did not help matters, as it had shrunk down as if it had gone through the dryer, leaving her belly-button exposed, in addition to the piercings in her back.

		“Fuck,” Taylor had screamed as she looked in the mirror wearing her new clothes. She clenched her fists and nearly hit the mirror as she tried to release her anger. This was all too much. How was she supposed to live her life like this? Was there no end?

		There was no end to the changes that week. Thursday saw the addition of a tongue piercing. The pink barbell in her tongue stood out every time she opened her mouth to speak. It was embarrassing. Taylor had known a few people in college who had gotten their tongues pierced. All of them did so with an eye on improving their blowjobs. Taylor had never even given a blowjob before and she did not think she would like it.

		The piercings of the previous two days were followed by a third on Friday. This time it was Taylor’s nipples that were adorned with jewelry. A pink barbell stuck through each nipple, causing them to stand at attention all the time. Even wearing a bra, Taylor could sometimes see the outline of her new additions. It was embarrassing.

		“Nope, I’m done with this,” Taylor said Friday night. She had been given word that the office was on schedule to reopen Monday. She needed to get her life in order before things got out of hand. That meant removing the piercings, which she did before going to bed that night.

		When Taylor woke up Saturday morning, she closed her eyes and stretched her arms and legs out. She even stuck her tongue out for a moment, letting the muscle stretch. However, when she pulled her tongue back into her mouth, the stud clicked against her teeth.

		“What the hell?” Taylor shouted as she jumped up out of bed and raced into the bathroom to check her reflection.

		All her piercings were back in their proper place. Her tongue had its pink stud. Her nipples were adorned with pink barbells, and her pink dermal piercings were back in place above her butt. There was nothing she could do to avoid them. It felt like a magic curse had been placed on her. Taylor could only think about how Breanna must have felt before her. If there was any question of what had happened to her, this had to be it. There seemed to be some slight variations, but otherwise, their stories seemed too similar to ignore.

		Taylor spent the rest of the weekend trying to decide what to do. Clearly her doctor would be of no help. He would have figured out what was wrong with her early on. And given the fact her clothes and jewelry had changed along with her body, it seemed impossible for this to be a medical issue. Magic was the only answer. The only problem was Taylor did not believe in magic. Or at least she never had before.

		If Taylor had much time to consider her plight, that was all erased when she woke up Monday morning for her first day back in the office. As soon as she opened her eyes, she knew something was different about the way her body felt. There was a great weight on her chest, almost making it hard to breathe. She looked down to discover two large breasts where her average sized ones should have been.

		“Damn,” Taylor said when she looked at herself in the mirror. It was not just that her breasts were now big, but they were obviously fake. They stood out on her chest as if they had been bolted to her frame. They gave nothing up to gravity, remaining pert and perky on her chest. And when lying down, they stuck up off her body, unmoving.

		There was no way Taylor could hide her new assets. Nor could she stand to miss a day of work. She needed to get her project back on track. Taylor would just have to deal with the consequences as they came.

		There was no surprise that her clothes had all reshaped themselves to fit her new breasts. Her bras had shifted, giving her the extra room in the cups to account for the implants. What was more, all her bras appeared to be of the pushup variety, making her breasts appear even bigger than they really were.

		Taylor could sense how the people at work talked about her behind her back. She heard the name Breanna whispered everywhere she went. It was obvious at this point that she was experiencing the same thing that Breanna had.

		As soon as Taylor had finished getting her team restarted on the project, she visited the company records room. The woman working behind the counter could not help but stare at Taylor’s chest. Even in her work blouse, it was impossible to hide her assets. They looked large on her now thin frame, clearly enhanced. And to make matters worse, all of her bonuses seemed to lack buttons above a certain point, meaning she would always be forced to show some cleavage in the office, no matter how much she wanted to avoid that.

		“I’m looking for last known contact information for a former employee,” Taylor said. “Her name was Breanna.”

		The woman gave a knowing smile before answering. “I wondered when you might ask for that. I’ve pulled her file. It’s been sitting on my desk for a month.”

		Taylor felt like a fool for waiting this long. She took the offered file and returned to her desk.

		The information about Breanna was sparse. Having been fired, no one had kept tabs on her, partly because there was a fear some of the male employees might pursue her. It was for Breanna’s protection. However, there were still a few methods of contact available. Taylor could only hope they still worked.

		“Fuck,” Taylor said in a rare moment of voicing her frustration at work. She was usually good about holding her tongue, but after spending an hour trying to contact Breanna, she had come to terms with the fact she had struck out.

		The phone number was a bust. It belonged to a nice old lady who had been given a new phone by her son to keep in better contact. The address was now home to a Romanian couple who had just been granted their green cards. Breanna had not lived there for at least a year. Even the email address was a bust, returning a reply that said it no longer existed anymore.

		A covert social media search was not much help either. There were no obvious accounts with Breanna’s name. Her search turned up the account of someone named Brea, but she seemed to currently be spending the month on a yacht in the Mediterranean Sea. It seemed like an unlikely connection.

		“Your boss wants to see you,” the woman at the records counter said when Taylor returned Breanna’s file.

		“Thanks,” Taylor said, not sure why the message had been relayed through this woman and not submitted directly. Still, Taylor was not about to argue.

		The top floor of the building was a place Taylor wanted to work someday. She definitely saw that as an opportunity given her current work. It might take a few years, but she had high hopes of joining the ranks of upper management. The pay would be better and so too would the work. Taylor was a big picture thinker. This was where she belonged.

		“Why were you using social media this morning?” Taylor’s boss asked as soon as she entered his office on the top floor.

		“I was—“

		“You know that isn’t allowed,” he said, cutting off her explanation. “I sure hope it wasn’t so you can post photos of yourself.”

		As nice as her boss had always been, he seemed unimpressed with her new appearance.

		“No, sir,” Taylor said, lowering her head as she spoke, partly so she could hide the pink stud in her tongue.

		“I don’t know what has gotten into you lately,” her boss continued. “Your work is still great, but you’re not putting forth a professional image. I’m sure you’ve heard of Breanna before. I know she’s a bit of a legend around here, but it wasn’t long after she had her breasts done that she got fired. I want you to keep that in mind.”

		“Yes, sir,” Taylor said, not bothering to argue with her boss.

		“Good. Just remember, you’re on thin ice. I thought you were upper management material, but I’m beginning to second guess myself on that. Don’t let me down again.”

		“I won’t, sir.”

		That night, Taylor needed to blow off some steam. She had woken up with fake tits, she had failed at contacting the last person to experience changes such as she now was, and she had been reprimanded by her boss. If anyone needed to get away from the office grind, it was her.

		The bar was nothing special. It was just a local bar, only a couple blocks from Taylor’s house. She chose it because she could walk to it, even wearing the high heels that went with her outfit. That outfit was a dark red skirt that sat low on her hips and did not go much beyond the curve of her ass and a cropped halter top that left plenty of cleavage visible and barely disguised the fact she had barbells in her nipples.

		It only took one drink before Taylor had made a male friend. Unlike her, he worked with his hands for a living. His hands were calloused, but strong. So too were his arms and chest. He might not have been the best conversationalist, but at the moment, she did not much care about that.

		By the time Taylor had finished her third drink, she was inviting the man back to her house. In the span of a couple hours, she had become drunk and horny. And this man had a solution for one of those things.

		As soon as they were inside the house, Taylor was on him. She pushed him up against the door and kissed him hard. He responded quickly, taking charge as he guided her toward the couch, their lips remaining locked together.

		“Come on,” Taylor eventually said after they collapsed together onto the couch. “I want you to fuck me.”

		She had never used such explicit language with a man before. She had never picked a guy up and brought him home with her either. It would be a night of many firsts. However, the moment the man’s cock entered her pussy, it was as if a whole new world had been opened up to her.

		“Harder,” Taylor begged as the man pistoned in and out of her. His cock was big and it stretched her in a way she had never experienced before.

		The man responded as requested, increasing his speed and force. Taylor had always preferred slow and sensual sex. This was hard, fast and rough, but that only seemed to excite her more.

		It did not take long for the man to reach his breaking point. He had never been with such an attractive woman before. In his eyes, she was completely out of his league, but he had taken a chance and it had paid off.

		“I’m about to cum,” the man grunted as he passed his point of no return.

		“Me too,” Taylor said. “Come in me. I want to feel your cum in my pussy.”

		A moment later, the man did just that. He roared as his cock surged with his seed, flooding Taylor’s insides with his hot white cum.

		Taylor came too, her body nearly convulsing as a cascade of orgasmic pleasure raced through her body, flowing out from her pussy. Her vision went white as she came, her arms nearly flailing about uncontrollably, her mouth letting out incomprehensible utterances. It was the single finest orgasm Taylor had ever had and by the end of it, she had forgotten the man’s name.

		The man did not stay for long. Nor did Taylor particularly want him to. She felt amazing, yet she felt ashamed at the same time. Worse, by the time the man was set to leave, she realized it was too late to get his name. It was a pity, but unavoidable at that point.

		“So you’ve just had a one-night stand,” Taylor told her reflection as she prepared for bed that night. She was already nude, having been disrobed by her male visitor. She had not bothered to get dressed again after that. Despite the shame of what she had just done, she also felt that it should be expected of someone who looked like she now did.

		The fake tits and piercings were part of it. So too was the even tan, although she had never sunbathed in the nude. And it was only then that she realized she had no pubic hair. When that had happened, she did not know. It fit her new look.

		That night, as Taylor climbed into bed, she reflected on everything that had happened to her. As much as she felt shame, she also felt pride. She was a good looking woman. She no longer looked 32. She looked like she was in her mid-twenties. That was not a bad thing, although it would certainly change how she was viewed at work. But in the moment, still feeling the high of her orgasm, Taylor found it hard to care. She felt good. She looked good. What else really mattered?

		After that first time, Taylor became a regular at the bar, developing a bit of a reputation as an easy lay. She did not go every night, but she made an appearance several times per week, especially on the weekends. Taylor did not go for the drinks, although she inevitably had at least one to get the night rolling. After all, guys liked to buy her drinks. However, the real goal of those nights spent at the bar was to hook up with men.

		Taylor had become addicted to sex. She wanted it and often. After that first earth shattering orgasm, she needed more. And she had more, with many different men. It turned out the men were less important than the act. It did not matter who she was with or even how good a lover they might be. All that mattered was that she came with a cock in her pussy.

		She managed to hold herself together at work, although she had taken to wearing more risqué lingerie beneath her work outfits. Little did her coworkers know that she was wore a thong with the word “Removable” printed on it. Not that Taylor had any plans to seduce any of her coworkers. That part of her life was completely separate from her personal affairs, of which there had been a few. The sex was what mattered, not the ring on the man’s finger.

		That was, until one morning Taylor woke up with her lips plumped up. By this point, Taylor did not even worry about work. She was operating on autopilot when she was at the office, just passing the time until she could clock out and spend a night out.

		Taylor had already been introduced to the art of giving blowjobs. There had been a few guys who needed a helping hand in getting hard before they gave her what she needed. With her tongue stud, she found herself more than capable of getting any cock hard.

		Seeing herself with lips that could only have one purpose, Taylor licked her lips, knowing how much her sex life would improve. And it was already pretty grand already. But she was an addict and always wanted more.

		“You’re fired,” her boss said when she met with him at lunch time.

		The rumor mill had been fast acting when it came to spreading the word of Taylor’s latest change. Having seen what happened to Breanna, the leash had been shortened for Taylor.

		Then again, her work had fallen off. Her project was behind schedule. Taylor simply was not putting in the effort she needed to ensure success. It was time for a change and Taylor was expendable.

		She almost offered to suck her boss’ cock to let her keep her job, but Taylor thought better of it. It was best not to mix business with pleasure. And she knew one she started with him, she would not be able to stop.

		Instead, Taylor left her boss’ office and went straight to her desk. She cleared it out, fitting everything she needed in a file box. Then she walked out. There was not even a need for security. Although there should have been. Taylor did not even notice she had done it, but she left the building with a flash drive with all the details of her project on it.

		Once home, Taylor simply dropped her box from work in the hallway closet before she went to her room to change into something more comfortable. Over the past weeks she had come to find her club wear, the outfits she wore to the bar and elsewhere when she was looking for action, to be more comfortable than her work outfits. She kept the thong on, but replaced the business slacks with a miniskirt. She removed both her blouse and bra, replacing them with a top with a pink string used to lace the two sides of the top together. With her big tits, there was no hope of closing it all the way. Actually, that was kind of the point.

		That night, Taylor made several changes to her life. Her work life was over. She knew that. No positive review would be forthcoming from her former boss. But she was not interested in that kind of work anymore. She had already been thinking about adding escorting to her life, seeing that it would satisfy two of her needs at once. Now it was all she had left.

		The other change came from the knowledge that she needed to turnover a new leaf. If she was going to really give herself over to a world of sin, she needed a new name to go with it. That night Tayla was born. And she celebrated by sucking a cock with her new lips.

		It was not long before Tayla had been picked up by an agency. She had the body for a high class service and she still had the mind to converse about complex topics, should she need to. That made her popular with wealthy businessmen who wanted an attractive lady on their arms at parties who could say a few words occasionally. The fact that she was then so willing to give them her body afterward sealed the deal.

		Then one night, everything changed. She met him. Right away, Tayla knew something about this man was different. He had received her for the evening, but the moment she laid eyes on him, she knew her whole life before that moment had only been a precursor to what was to come next.

		“You look ravishing,” the man said.

		“Yes, Master,” Tayla had replied automatically. She did not know why she called him Master, but she was not about to question it either. She simply held him in awe.

		The man smiled. “Yes, I supposed I am your master. I practiced with Breanna, but she fell through my fingers before I could act. You, however, will be mine.”

		“Yes, Master,” Tayla said again.

		“Take me to your home,” the man said. “You have something that belongs to me.”

		Tayla did as her master requested. She led him to her house. So much of it had changed in recent weeks. The wood floors had been scratched in multiple places by her metal tipped stiletto heels. Her closet was practically overflowing with clothes, many of which were tight and shiny, designed to show off her body.

		But Tayla’s master was not interested in any of that. He was interested in the bus in her hall closet. He was interested in the flash drive.

		“Perfect,” the man said as he held up the flash drive. “It all worked.”

		Tayla said nothing as she stood there, unsure of what she should do. She did not understand what had happened, but it had become clear that this man was responsible for all of her changes. And through that magic, he had taken ownership of her. That much was obvious. She did not know his name, but she did not need to. All she needed to know was that this man was her master.

		“I think you need a reward,” the man said to Tayla. “You were a good girl getting this for me. I will give you a choice. Know that this may be the last choice you ever make. There are two changes remaining before you are complete. I will let you stay as you are now or I will give you the last two changes all at once and make you complete. Which would you like?”

		However, Tayla had other things on her mind. There remained the question of how this all came about. Why her? How did he change her?

		“But how did you do this to me, Master?” she finally asked. “I don’t understand.”

		“I’ll answer your question in a moment,” the man replied. “But first I need you to decide. Do you want to stay as you are or do you want to experience the final two changes?”

		Tayla felt overwhelmed by the choice. She had no idea what might happen to her next. She had come to like all the changes that had been made to her. She knew she never would have gotten breast implants on her own. She knew she never would have plumped her lips. She knew she never would have gotten the piercings. But she had come to love all of them.

		“I want the last two changes,” Tayla said, figuring if she liked everything else that had happened to her, she would like those final changes too.

		The man smiled. “Very well.”

		Tayla’s master waved his hand and two things happened in short succession. First, Tayla’s eyes lost their vibrancy. There was a dullness to them, not in how bright they actually appeared, but in the intelligence that sat behind them. She simply looked like she lacked intelligence. Not that anyone would care, given the the rest of Tayla’s body. It might even be an asset, looking more like a bimbo.

		However, then the second change occurred. While the first change made Tayla look like a vapid bimbo, the second change made it a certainty. Tayla could feel the fog descend on her mind. It felt good, filling her with happy, useless thoughts.

		“How do you feel?” the man asked Tayla when it was over.

		“I, um, uh…” she started to say, trying to find the words that now eluded her. “I feel super good, Master.”

		The man smiled as she smiled too.

		“Now, as I recall, you had a question for me,” the man said. “You can ask it now, if you’d like.”

		“I had a question?” Tayla asked, confused. In her newly bimbofied state, she could not remember any question. “I don’t remember. I don’t think so good anymore.”

		The man laughed and Tayla giggled. Maybe not being able to think very well was good. Her master certainly did not seem to mind.

		“Come along, little bimbo,” the man said. “You have a new life ahead of you. I’ll send someone by to collect the things you’ll need while living with me. You won’t have to worry about anything anymore.”

		Tayla smiled and nodded. It felt good not to worry. She did not want to do that at all.

		“And since I am sure you’re thinking about it,” he continued. “I’ll let you suck my cock in the limo on the way.”

		Tayla could not stop her glee. She did not understand what had happened, but she was happy with her new life. She had a master who would care for her and he would let her do all the fun things she wanted, like sucking and fucking. All she could see in her future were sunshine and rainbows. All the changes she had experienced on her way to becoming a bimbo were worth it. She was forever happy with everything that had happened to her.
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