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		Introduction

		

		Changes first appeared as a short story on my now defunct Patreon. It is about a woman whose life radically changes in the span of about a year as she faces sudden and inexplicable changes to her body and her life.

		At the time the original version of this story was published to Patreon, it totaled just over 3,000 words. In preparing the story for publishing, I have doubled its length, adding new and expanded scenes to better get into the head of Breana.

		I have also expanded the story to include actual sex, as the first version of this story alluded to sex acts, but did not actually go into any details.

		Further, this story should not be confused with a previously released, and no longer available, bundle of stories from 2017 that I called Changed. I considered giving this story a new title, but the original simply fit too well and was too simple not to leave as is.

		

	
		

		Changes

		

		“Y ou can do this,” Breanna told herself in her head before getting up from her seat at the conference table so that she could begin her presentation. She knew upper management was eyeing her for a promotion. It would be presentations like these that would further get the attention of the company higher-ups.

		However, the moment Breanna opened her mouth, she was nearly stunned back into silence. “Thank you, everyone,” she started after she was introduced, but the sound of her words made her pause again. Her voice came out higher pitched, making her sound young and, to be honest, a little dumb.

		Not that Breanna had a chance to stop and consider her predicament. She needed to continue and so she did. To say the presentation had gone poorly would be an understatement. Her once commanding presence had been completely dwarfed by her new way of speaking. And as much as she tried to sound like her old self, nothing she did resulted in a lower pitched voice.

		Breanna was not fired, but her boss certainly was not happy with her. She tried to apologize to him later in his office, but no matter what she said, she still sounded like a mockery of her old self.

		Embarrassed with herself, Breanna left the office early and made a bee-line to her doctor’s office. She needed answers about what had happened to her voice.

		“I’m sorry to say, I can’t find a single thing medically wrong with you,” the doctor said after running a battery of tests. “You clearly sound different than when I have seen you before, but I can’t give you a medical reason for the sudden change in your voice. People’s voices do change over time. Could it be that this has been a gradual process and you just now noticed it?”

		Breanna did not dignify her doctor’s question with a response. She merely glared at him, showing him her displeasure. And he did not press her for an answer, understanding that he had said too much. Either way, it was clear the doctor was flummoxed by the shift in her voice.

		Still, Breanna eventually adjusted to her new way of speaking. Yes, she sometimes sounded like a little girl, but she and the people around her grew used to it. And if there was a benefit to her new way of speaking, people naturally assumed she was younger. It seemed every time she ordered alcohol at a restaurant, she got carded. For someone in her early 30’s, that was a nice feeling.

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Breanna told her reflection as she looked in the mirror one morning, getting ready for work. Breanna had always had dark brown hair. But her reflection sported blonde hair. And it was not just any blonde, it was platinum blonde.

		It looked like she had dyed her hair, except even the roots were blonde. Breanna hated it immediately. She called in sick to work and went to see her doctor.

		“I’ve never seen anything like this before,” the doctor said, once again confused. It did not seem medically possible. And given Breanna’s previous visit, he ended up throwing his arms in the air and simply walking away. As far as he was concerned, he saw nothing he could do for her.

		Failing with the doctor, Breanna went to the salon. She had her hair dyed back to her previously natural color. Seeing herself in the mirror that night was a relief. She was back to herself.

		That night, Breanna relaxed with a glass of wine, a good book and a bubble bath. After all the stress she had experienced, she needed some personal time.

		However, waking up the next morning, Breanna found her time and money spent at the salon were a complete waste. The woman staring back at her in the mirror had the same platinum blonde hair she had woken with the day before. There was nothing she could do to change it.

		Walking into work that morning caused heads to turn. Breanna knew what everyone was thinking. They thought she had chosen to do this to her hair. They thought she wanted to be a blonde.

		The hardest part to come to terms with was the fact Breanna looked good with blonde hair. It was a massive deviation from her usual image, but she had to admit, she looked good. Better than ever, even.

		Of course, it did not take long before Breanna started to find that people treated her differently. For one, people talked to her more. And they smiled more around her as well.

		It was amazing how seeing people smile boosted Breanna’s mood. The change in her voice had been depressing. So too was the feeling of powerlessness over the color of her hair. But after a while, the smiles she got, from men and women, began to give her a boost.

		And the smiles were infectious. Breanna found herself smiling in return. She had never carried a scowl, but Breanna had always been known for her seriousness. Now with her voice and hair, she found herself maintaining a more lighthearted attitude.

		However, Breanna saw some negatives with the extra attention. People seemed to look down on her, especially at work. There seemed to be an assumption that she was less capable than she used to be.

		“You do remember how I’ve managed the Peterson account for years, don’t you?” Breanna said, frustrated. A coworker had made a comment that had put down Breanna’s abilities. She knew it had not been intentional. It was just easier to assume that her blonde hair and meek voice meant she was not as capable.

		Even worse, the sexual comments she got were completely unwanted.

		“I need a drink,” Breanna said as she drove him after a trying day at the office. She spotted a bar she had been to a couple times before and decided to stop in for a cocktail and a moment of peace.

		Instead, Breanna felt inundated with the sexual advances of men. She had three guys come up to her at various points trying to hit on her. The first two had ben nice enough. They offered to buy her another drink or simple join her for a drink. Yes, there intentions were clear, but they were polite about it, even more so when she turned them down.

		The third man took a different path. He simply sidled up next to her at the bar and asked, “Hey babe, you down to fuck?”

		That had been the last straw. “Fuck off,” Breanna practically shouted. She did not wait for the man to leave or for the bartender to come to her rescue. She simply pulled a few bills out of her purse and threw them down onto the bar before storming out.

		It took several weeks for Breanna who adapt to the attention her hair got her. As much as people treating her like she was dumb bothered her, she eventually accepted it and even enjoyed having fewer expectations placed on her. Life just seemed a little easier when the bar was set a little lower and she could clear it more easily.

		The sexual comments were annoying, but she found most guys who approached her to be harmless. She even started flirting back occasionally. Breanna had never been the most romantic person, but she found a little harmless flirting to be fun. And it helped fill her time, considering she found work and life in general to be a little easier. She had more free time and needed to fill it with something.

		With Breanna enjoying her life more, she nearly forgot about her upcoming vacation. She took a week in May every year around her birthday to recharge and enjoy herself. As it so happened, this year’s trip was to a Mexican resort. Breanna planned to spend a full week lounging around, working on her tan, and reading.

		Solo travel was a normal activity for Breanna. She had few close friends and she enjoyed her time alone. She had been to Mexico before, but now that she had seen the sights, this time she wanted to simply enjoy the sun and warm weather as she put all her worries behind her for a week.

		As it turned out, however, Breanna’s vacation did not go as planned. She took an early morning flight and did not notice the next change until she reached her hotel room. Her once brown eyes had turned a bright blue.

		Had Breanna been at home, she was sure she would have found something to throw at the mirror. It seemed so minor, something easy to miss. But like her brown hair before, having brown eyes was part of what defined her.

		And had Breanna been at home, she would have returned to the doctor, even if her last experiences with him had been less than positive. Now in Mexico, she did not want the headaches of dealing with a foreign healthcare system.

		What was worse, Breanna felt dejected at seeing another change. She had hoped all that was behind her. Her voice and hair had changed. That was it. But then she discovered the change in eye color. At least her now blue eyes matched her hair.

		“Nothing I can do to fix this,” Breanna eventually told reflection. And she was correct. Even if she somehow underwent the eye color change surgery she had heard about, she was sure it would be pointless, what with what happened when she tried dying her hair. “And I’m not going to let this affect my vacation.”

		Breanna put on a pair of sunglasses before she headed out to the pool, a book in hand.

		If Breanna had assumed she would have time to adjust to having blue eyes, like she had time to adjust to the change in her voice and hair, she was mistaken. The next change came the very next day and she could see sense the change as she climbed out of bed.

		“Okay, maybe this isn’t so bad,” Breanna said after rushing into the bathroom to look at herself in the mirror. She seemed to have lost 20 pounds overnight. It now looked as if Breanna spent hours at the gym each week. Weight loss without any actual work.

		However, when Breanna first saw her body she began to worry. Her bikinis would easily adjust to her new size, but what about the rest of her clothes? She could not just wear her bikinis for the rest of the week.

		But as it turned out, Breanna need not have worried. She picked through her suitcase finding all of her clothes had changed to match her new body. The band on her bras had shrunk, as had the waist band of her shorts What was more, they were tighter than her usual style.

		Breanna began to pace around her room. How could something like this happen to her? She was not supposed to magically lose weight over night. Then again, her voice, hair, and eyes were not supposed to suddenly change as they had either.

		After an hour of fretting over the sudden change in herself, Breanna took a moment to collect her thoughts. “I look better than ever and all without the hard work,” she finally told herself. With new found confidence, Breanna found a bikini she wanted to wear and started out her day by the pool.

		It was not long before Breanna had found a nice shady spot next to the pool. It was a quiet morning thus far and she had just gotten to a good part in her book. The riveting tale did not stop her from taking furtive glances at the few other people at the pool. She noticed how people’s eyes lingered on her exposed flesh. That was all it amounted to as she held their attention for just a moment longer than she was used to. That extra attention brought an even broader smile to her face.

		If Breanna thought she was going to have time to adjust to her new dimensions before another change appeared, she would have been disappointed. The next morning, Breanna woke up with a piercing in her belly button.

		“Ouch,” she yelped as she ran her hand across her exposed belly as she lazily stretched in bed. Her hand had caught her new to her piercing. Upon examination, Breanna determined it was fully healed, meaning this new version of herself had gotten it some time ago.

		That by itself was no big deal, or at least that was what Breanna figured. Lots of women had their navels pierced. Had her life been different in college, she might have had it done then. Regardless of that fact, it had been done and she would have to live with the consequences.

		But it turned out to be far more than that. In addition to having a dangling butterfly with little pink gems hanging from her belly button, Breanna’s tops had changed to almost always place her new jewelry on display.

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Breanna said as she looked at herself in the mirror. She stood there wearing a tight cropped t-shirt and a pair of low-rise denim shorts. She looked hot, but it was such a change from the conservative style she had always preferred.

		And as much as Breanna recognized that her new look could only be described as attractive, if not a little trashy, she had no interest in continuing to dress in such a fashion. She did not mind wearing bikinis at the pool, but she could not in good conscience consistently wear cropped tops in public.

		Breanna planned to make a shopping trip soon. She was sure she could find someplace that sold clothing that fit her previous style. In the meantime, however, she made a visit to the resort gift shop.

		Almost every eye was on her as she made her way through the resort. She ignored them as she made her way to the small store that featured a little bit of everything. Breanna was nearly ecstatic when she found a loose fitting pair of jeans and baggy top that still managed look good on her thinner figure.

		Breanna would have preferred to change clothes at the gift shop, but the clerk behind the counter made it clear that she could not wear the clothes out of the store. That meant going back to her room. However, when she arrived back at her room, her new purchases had changed, becoming a cropped string-tied halter top and a pair of yoga pants that were so tight Breanna would not be able to wear panties with them.

		“Damn it,” Breanna screamed as she threw the bag of clothes across the room in exasperation

		After her outburst, she suddenly felt rather silly about the whole thing. Yes, it was frustrating to have a new style thrust upon her, but it seemed there was nothing she could do about it, at least for now.

		“If I have to live with this new me, I might as well do it on the beach,” Breanna said deciding she could use some time in the sun. She put on a bikini and went down to the beach to catch a few rays.

		Each day of Breanna’s vacation brought a new change. Following her navel piercing, but maintaining the same theme, a small stud in her nose appeared. Breanna knew it looked unprofessional, but she had to admit it looked good.

		Next came a tongue piercing. Every time Breanna opened her mouth the pink barbell in her tongue could be seen. She was just thankful it did not make her lisp. Breanna would have taken it out, but she knew it was pointless.

		When Breanna finally arrived home, she looked very different from the woman who had left. Her hair was the same, but she looked more like an Instagram model in her early 20’s than a professional office worker in her early 30’s.

		After her week-long vacation, Breanna was worried about what her coworkers might think upon her return. Would they be happy for her, having miraculously lost weight or would they see her new piercings and look down on her? Her belly button would go unseen at the office, but it would be much harder to hide the nose and tongue piercings.

		However, on the morning she was set to return to work, the next change came. Before she even opened her eyes, she knew something was wrong. Her proportions were all off, even when accounting for her sudden loss of weight.

		Breanna sat up in bed and felt her chest jiggle. She opened her eyes and looked down to find a pair of breasts she had never seen before. They were big, they were round, and they stood out from her chest proudly. Breanna’s good posture made them seem even bigger.

		It did not take long to confirm that not only had her breasts magically grown over night, but her clothes had all shifted to to compensate. As much as she wanted to delay her return to work, after taking a week off she could not find an acceptable excuse to take another day off. She doubted her boss would buy her explanation that she woke up that morning and suddenly had tits.

		Breanna took forever trying to find an outfit to wear that morning. She tried to find something that would not come across too boldly. The problem was, no matter what she did, she simply could not hide her new assets.

		Walking into work her first day back, Breanna could sense every eye in the office on her. Given her appearance before she left, Breanna knew what everyone was thinking, that she had used her week off to get implants. From their perspective, it was the only thing that made sense. The other changes to her appearance paled in comparison to the sudden increase of the size of her breasts. If only they knew the truth.

		Within the first hour at work, Breanna was called into her boss’ office.

		“I’m disappointed in you,” her boss said. “The hair was one thing, but I fear this latest change may be too much. You know the importance we place on professionalism here and you are skating on thin ice.”

		“I’m sorry, sir,” Breanna said, bowing her head, both in shame and to hide the pink barbell piercing her tongue. She was afraid that might become the straw that would break the camel’s back. Or in other words, the last thing her boss saw before firing her. “I really wish I could explain, but I can’t.”

		“I don’t want to fire you, Breanna, but I’m under a lot of pressure and we can’t afford any productivity problems. Now get back to work, please.”

		Breanna returned to her desk and got to work. Or at least she tried to. Her coworkers kept dropping by to visit. Most of the morning her coworkers had legitimate questions, even if they were ones that did not necessarily need her immediate attention. She knew their real intentions, even if none of them mentioned her breasts. By afternoon, most pretense or reasoning for interrupting her was lost. They wanted to see the new her.

		Later that night, after staying late to try and finish the work she could not get done with all the interruptions, Breanna studied her appearance in the mirror. She looked good, she had to admit. She looked really good.

		There had been a time when Breanna had dreamed that she could have a dream body. She wanted to be lusted after. She wanted to be everyone’s dream girl. That dream had died, or so Breanna had assumed. At a certain point she had come to terms with the fact she would always be average. Now it seemed above average did not even describe her anymore.

		The deep tan Breanna had picked up in Mexico made her look all the better. Oddly, despite never tanning in the nude, she lacked tan lines. She was evenly tanned all over.

		Those dreams she had, wanting to be pretty and popular, had been delusions of grandeur. She knew that and had grown to accept it. She had been a simple woman. Now she felt like she looked like someone who put more effort into how she looked than she did with anything else she did.

		As the days turned into weeks, Breanna found a routine. She tried to settle back into her old life as best she could, but there remained differences from before.

		To begin with, Breanna found herself defaulting to the same outfits she had worn in Mexico when she was not working. Only now that she had large breasts, all of her tops were designed to highlight them, leaving long lines of cleavage visible.

		The fact the weather was nice made it easier to get away with, but Breanna had no idea what she would do when the weather changed in the fall. Looking through her wardrobe, all of her casual clothes were skimpy things that usually left her midriff bare and her big tits on display.

		The other big change was that Breanna started dating. With so many guys asking her out all the time, she finally grew tired of saying no all the time. The dates did not go anywhere. At least, not really. Breanna enjoyed the attention she got, but she did not see a future with any of the guys she went out with.

		She did not even do anything with them. Well, that was not entirely true. There was one guy that she ended up making out with in the car after their date. And a week later she hopped into bed with another guy. But they were isolated incidents.

		In both cases, she had been drinking a little and had felt an itch that only a guy could scratch. Waking up in her date’s bed the next morning had been a little embarrassing. Or more accurately, the trip home had been. It was definitely a walk of shame situation.

		If the three men who had hit on her at the bar all those weeks ago were an example of the men she found herself interacting with more frequently, the first two would at least get dates. The third man, was still out of luck, even if she was “down too fuck.”

		As much as Breanna missed her old life from before her body inexplicably began to change, she had to admit, she was enjoying herself. She had managed to stay clear of any further issues with her boss and she had started enjoying having guys hit on her all the time. She assumed the changes were complete and that this was the new her.

		However, Breanna was wrong. The changes were not done. They had simply paused.

		Breanna woke up on a Monday morning to discover her lips had been inflated. They were not huge, but it appeared obvious that she had work done.

		Her heart pounded as she walked by her boss that day at work. She was certain this would be the end of her. He frowned, but did not say anything. He did not like the new look of hers, but she had not gone past the point of no return. Breanna let out a sigh of relief.

		The new lips turned out to be a big hit with the guys. Especially as Breanna found herself making out with guys more often.

		Breanna’s first blow job came the weekend after her lips plumped up. She had not planned for it. It just happened. All of a sudden she was on her knees with a cock in her mouth.

		And what a moment it was. As Breanna sat there on her knees, greedily sucking on her date’s cock, she found a strange dichotomy in the power she had to bring her date to climax, but also the submissive act of giving him pleasure without a physical return.

		After spending all her adult life thinking blow jobs were gross and degrading, Breanna found herself enjoying her first one. She could tell she was not very good at it, relying on her plump lips and the stud in her tongue to get by, but she saw blow jobs as a skill she could improve on.

		Not that Breanna would drop to her knees for just anyone, but after her first time, she felt much more willing to do so. She even bought a dildo to practice on, something men seemed to appreciate.

		As the end of the summer neared, Breanna found herself working hard on an upcoming presentation for the company’s executives. It was the kind of presentation that could make a career. If she did well, it could mean a major promotion.

		When the day of the presentation finally arrived, however, Breanna woke to find another change. Despite her change in appearance and style, she was still the smart and capable woman she had always been.

		Technically, that was still true, but no matter what she did, she could not make herself look like it. Breanna knew she was in trouble as soon as she saw her face in the mirror. She sported a vacant stare, a vapid gaze that she could not shake.

		Gone was any appearance of motivation, of determination, of capability. It seemed infinitely more likely that a giggle would escape her plump lips than a line from Shakespeare. In truth, she looked like a complete bimbo.

		Nonetheless, Breanna was internally determined to complete her presentation. Her career depended on it. Just because she looked dumb, did not mean that she actually was.

		Breanna was back home by noon. Her presentation had been a disaster. She stood up at the podium, about to begin, when the CEO started laughing at her. He never gave her the opportunity to speak. Not only was she fired, but so too was her boss for thinking Breanna capable of the work she had been assigned.

		Breanna stood in front of her mirror, wanting to cry. Her once promising career was gone. Even with all the changes she had experienced in the past few months, she had never truly considered what she would do if she was fired. She had worried about it, yes, but she had never planned for it. And that meant when it finally did happen, she had no idea what she would do with herself.

		So Breanna stood there, wanting to cry, but for some reason she could not. Tears would have been a normal response to losing her job. Yet, as she stood there, if anything, she felt turned on. Looking at her own body seemed to be doing that more and more. Not wanting to be alone, she called a friend.

		That friend turned out to be one of the guys she had been seeing. To be honest, he had become more of a fuck buddy than an actual dating partner. Breanna changed into a figure hugging dress that barely covered her breasts and put on a pair of high heeled shoes.

		Jason had been surprised at the early booty call, but he did not complain. He had come to enjoy his trysts with Breanna. She could be quite the firecracker in the sack.

		The moment he arrived, as soon as the front door was closed behind him, he had Breanna pressed up against the wall, his mouth on hers as he kissed her deeply. His tongue probed her mouth as he enjoyed her plump lips kiss him back.

		Breanna felt like she had gone to heaven. His hands traveled across her body, one heading south down her back until it found her shapely rear, the other sliding around the front and up to find one of her tits. Jason’s hands were rough, but she liked rough. She wanted rough.

		“Couch,” Breanna managed to say as they both came up for air. That was the only word she needed to say before Jason maneuvered her across the living room and pushed her down from behind. Breanna kept her legs straight as she bent at the waist, bracing herself against the couch with her hands.

		When Jason pushed Breanna’s dress up over her hips, she chuckled. “No panties, I see. Makes this easier.” He followed that with pushing his hard cock straight into Breanna’s pussy.

		She moaned as he slid all the way in, loving the way he stretched her and made her ache. He had done this before, but Breanna had never grown tired of feeling him push all the way inside her with that first stroke.

		From there, Breanna lost herself in the moment. She was vaguely aware of begging Jason. “Harder,” she cried out. “Fuck me harder.”

		Jason happily obliged as he seemingly became more and more rough with each stroke as he pistoned himself in and out of Breanna’s desperate pussy.

		“Oh yeah,” Breanna shrieked as her climax neared. She was so close. Her entire sense of being was centered on her pussy and the hard cock penetrating her. “More, I want more.”

		“I’m about to cum,” Jason warned.

		“Cum for me,” Breanna said. “Cum in me. I want to feel it inside of me. Cum in my pussy.” She was begging again.

		Jason was past his point of no return. With a loud grunt he buried himself inside Breanna, pressing his pelvis into her well-shaped rear. His cock gave one last twitch before spurt after spurt of hot white cum exploded from his cock.

		“Oh fuck yes,” Breanna screamed as her orgasm took her. Waves of sexual energy flowed through her as her whole body vibrated with pleasure. Her vision turned white as she let her body take over and lose itself in the moment.

		Three hours later, Breanna was sitting in bed, naked. Jason friend was there too. He was idly playing with one of her nipples as she explained what had happened and her fears over money.

		After Jason recovered after their first coupling, Breanna found herself still to horny to think. Additional orgasms were needed before she was ready to face her new reality. Luckily, Jason had always had good stamina and his cock was quick to recover.

		“You just need a sugar daddy or two,” Jason explained. “I know a few guys who might be interested.”

		Breanna agreed to meet with the men Jason mentioned. Then as thanks, she crawled between his legs and showed him how much she had been practicing. It took a little time to get him back to full mast, but Jason had yet to disappoint her.

		The taste of Jason’s cock still lingered on her tongue as Breanna began crafting a message to a potential benefactor. She had never considered having a sugar daddy before. It seemed so strange that men would pay her and care for her in exchange for her company.

		Before she knew it, Breanna was juggling three men who paid for her to spend time with them. And to her great surprise, between their gifts, she was making twice what she had with her old job.

		Of course, ignoring the changes her body had gone through to get to this point, Breanna found her life changing in other ways. Her benefactors made certain requests on her that she spent a lot of time fulfilling. Nothing sexual was ever demanded. That she gave freely as she had her own needs to fulfill. It seemed that a whole sexual world had opened up to her and she found the whole thing rather intoxicating. Sex was not just a desire, it was a need.

		However, the requests she faced were demanded both time and effort on her part. Each man liked to see her dress in a particular way. One liked to see her in classy dresses, at least at first glance. Even in her classiest dress, she still dripped with sex appeal.

		The second liked to see her in swimwear. She would visit him wearing tiny bikinis. To maintain some semblance of modesty, she would usually arrive wearing the thinnest of robes, or at least a sarong, that did little to hide what she sported underneath.

		The third man liked to see her split the difference of the tastes of the other men. Cropped tops to show off her taut tummy and the belly button piercing she wore as well as short and tight skirts and shorts to highlight her long svelte legs and tight ass.

		All three liked to see her in heels. The taller the heel, the better. Breanna had come to terms with the fact she would forever more totter around, always perched too high on her heels to get anywhere quickly. She wiggled and swayed as she walked that only added to her sex appeal.

		Then there was the makeup. The Breanna from before all this began had understood the basics of makeup, although she had never been much of a fan. She had worn just enough to look professional for work. Now, however, she found herself spending hours on getting her look just right. After all, each of her three wardrobe choices for her sugar daddies required specific looks to match the requested style.

		Then there was her behavior. Breanna already looked the part of a blonde bimbo. Now she had to play the part and act like she did not have a spare thought in her head. That proved difficult at first. Breanna had spent all her life using her brain. It was habit. Her mind automatically engaged with intellectual material she came across.

		Slowly, but surely, Breanna managed to slow her thinking down. She quickly found it was not enough to just act the part. Watching the nightly news or reading the paper only added fuel for her mind. She would be out with one of her men when something she had read about that morning came up in conversation. She could not stop herself from chiming in.

		Eventually Breanna learned that if her current lifestyle was going to continue, she would need to break herself of her intelligence habit. She started to starve her mind of the intellectual pursuits she had once enjoyed. She canceled her newspaper subscription and stopped watching the nightly news.

		Over time, it worked. And her sugar daddies were appreciative of her dim and uninformed intellect. Along the way, she developed her giggle, which further made her appear like a complete airhead. And as reward, her income increased.

		Then there was her name. Before this had all begun, she had demanded that people call her Breanna. Now she was Brea. She had tried just being Bre, but she found the men who now paid for her life favored using the extra letter. And if she was honest with herself, Brea sounded more feminine than just Bre.

		As time went on, Brea found herself falling into the bimbo role more and more naturally. She could still be thoughtful and act like the intelligent woman that she really was, but she found herself acting like a bimbo as a default.

		She could still work out the tip on a bar tab. She could understand the text of ballot measures she voted on. She could form cohesive opinions about the most pressing issues society faced. Brea had taught herself to shy away from such endeavors, but she could still perform them when necessary.

		Then one day, Brea woke up and there was no more smart and intelligent Breanna waiting in the wings to take over if necessary. The final change had arrived.

		Not that anyone noticed. As far as anyone who was now a part of Brea’s orbit knew, she was the bimbo she acted like. However, Brea did not notice either. She went about her day like any other day. She got distracted by puppies and cocks and her own reflection. She had no idea what she was missing.

		Brea looked over at the man she had shared a bed with the night before and she smiled. There was not a thing she would change. Brea was a happy bimbo and she knew just how to get her morning started, by climbing under the covers and giving the man her very best wake-up blow job.
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