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      “This isn’t going to work,” Eric Edwards said as he looked at the Thatcher College senior sitting across the desk from him.

      “What do you mean?” Trina asked, tears welling up in her eyes. “We haven’t even interviewed yet.”

      The man behind the desk sat back for a moment and appraised the intern applicant before him. He knew she would not work out. He just needed to find the right words to explain why. He had a thriving private practice as a therapist and he figured he could use an intern, but Trina would not work for his needs.

      Edwards sighed. “Your qualifications are excellent. Any therapist in my position would be lucky to have you. But I can’t hire you as an intern, ethically speaking.”

      That was a new one to Trina. She had applied to several internships. All had agreed she was qualified, but she did not have the relationship credentials to get the job. In every instance, a son or daughter of someone connected to the therapist was hired instead.

      That was what brought Trina to Edwards. He was young, only 28 according to the information she could find. He had entered private practice as soon as he finished his Master’s degree. And from what she could tell, it was a lucrative business for him. He had tremendous difficulty scheduling the interview around his many clients.

      “I don’t understand,” Trina said. He was going to need to tell her more before she walked away with nothing, again.

      Edwards reached up and ran his fingers across the bridge of his nose as he tried to think of another way to put it.

      “To put it another way,” he finally said, “I can’t hire you as an intern, because I would much prefer to ask you out for coffee. I take professional ethics very seriously and I don’t want to put myself in a situation where, should a non-professional relationship develop between us, I would be the one holding power over you, potentially coercing you. Ethically, that is someplace I won’t go.”

      Trina frowned. Her sadness began to morph as she realized what Edwards was telling her. She was angry.

      “So you’re telling me you can’t hire me as an intern, because I’m a woman?” Trina said. It was a question, but also an accusation.

      “Ms. Stanford,” Edwards said, hoping he could diffuse the situation. “I wouldn’t have asked you to interview had that been the case. And I would never presume something would develop between us. But I knew the moment you walked into my office that I liked you. There’s something about you that intrigues me. I would very much like to get coffee with you, or whatever else floats your fancy as a potential first date.”

      Trina folded her arms across her chest and stared at Edwards. This was not at all how she had expected the interview to go. She had prepared for this for a week. Now it seemed like wasted effort, because her potential employer had a crush on her.

      “Listen,” Edwards continued. “I can see that I have put you off. For that, I apologize. It is completely my fault. And to make it up to you, I have a friend who is looking for an intern in his office. I know I can get you that position. No strings attached. I can call him up right now and get you the position. You would essentially be interviewing him.”

      Trina sat there for a moment, thinking. Her anger was softening. This man was not who she had thought him to be. But who was he? She had not expected any of this. First he turns her down. She gets angry for obvious reasons, but he offers something tangible in recompense. The question, however, was whether he meant it when he said, “No strings attached.”

      “But you don’t even know me,” Trina countered. “How can you do that without interviewing me first?”

      “You’re right,” Edwards said. “I can’t know if you’re a good fit for my friend’s practice. You might be a total and complete psycho.”

      Trina’s frown returned. She did not like being called a psycho.

      “But from everything I’ve seen, speaking with you this morning as well as going over your application materials, including calling your advisor at Thatcher, I know you’re not a psycho. I’m sure you researched me. I also researched you. And I’m sorry that hiring you would not work, but I take ethics very seriously. Most of my therapy uses hypnosis. That alone leaves me in a position where I walk a tightrope, ethically speaking. I make sure that carries through to every layer of my practice, including which interns I hire for the summer.”

      “I guess that makes sense,” Trina said as she tried to work though his logic. This was not at all how she expected her interview to go. However, he had promised her a guaranteed position working under another therapist. That needed to at least be explored.

      Still, she did not like the idea of Edwards holding the position over her to persuade her to go out with him. She still felt vulnerable.

      “Would you like me to call my friend?” Edwards asked. “I’m sure he will find the time to fit in a chance to meet with him today, if you have the time.”

      Trina bit her lower lip as she tried to decide what to do. It was an old habit. She did it whenever she was thinking seriously about something.

      “Yes, make the call,” Trina finally said.

      And that was it. Trina suddenly found herself with an internship. Edwards’ friend had agreed to meet with her immediately. He had already agreed to take her on, but it was still important to go and actually meet with the man to make sure she would be a good fit, or his practice would be a good fit for her career plans.

      “Here,” Edwards said as Trina got up to leave. He offered her his business card. “Call me anytime you want. Or don’t. I leave it in your hands.”

      “Thanks,” Trina said as she took the card and pocketed it. “It has been an interesting morning.”
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      Everything had worked out perfectly for Trina. Despite the odd way her interview with Edwards had gone, she found herself accepted for an internship, one she felt she could really get behind.

      Dr. Daniels had a thriving therapy practice. He specialized in post-traumatic stress disorder. His clients included veterans and victims of gun violence, among other groups. He was a caring therapist with multiple awards and achievements to his name.

      Not that anyone would know that unless they searched the internet or scoured his office. He had his awards tucked away in a locked filing cabinet. Awards did not matter to him. He was all about helping people.

      Trina had to admit that Edwards had been right about her meeting with Dr. Daniels. It had been more about her interviewing him, rather than him interviewing her. After all, she already had the position, should she want it. She just needed to make sure it was a good fit for her.

      And it certainly seemed to be. Trina could not wait to start work as soon as the spring semester had finished. She had a few more weeks to go before school was out and her degree was in her hands.

      After weeks of trying to find an internship for the summer, Trina now had time to turn her attention to the other part of the plan for her future. That plan involved grad schools. She spent another few weeks writing essays, among other things, preparing her applications. It was hard work and it left her mentally drained, barely able to keep up with her own class load.

      Trina needed a break. The weekend was coming up and she wanted to do something fun. She had no plans as of yet. Her college friends were in similar positions to her, although she seemed to be about a week ahead of them. While she was finished with her applications, her friends were still working on their essays.

      With no good plan about how to spend her weekend, Trina found herself holding Eric Edwards’ business card.

      “I don’t have to call him,” Trina told herself. He had been completely true to his word. He had gotten her an internship and then he had stepped away. He had not reached out to contact her. He had not pursued her in any way. He had made his play and he was willing to live with the consequences, good or bad.

      Edwards’ behavior at the interview had troubled Trina to start with, but she found her issues with the whole ordeal to fade over time. He was honest and upfront with her. That was important. He explained why he could not hire her, but he found someone who would. He all but asked her on a date, but he allowed her to have some agency.

      Trina did not know what to expect from Edwards when she had first arrived at his office. She had of course read through his website. She had looked at every page available, trying to use his own words against him when it came to the interview. It was her way of demonstrating that she had done her research.

      That research ended up counting for naught, but that research had also given her a measure of the man. Yes, he ultimately got to choose what part of himself to show, but there were no red flags.

      Trina let her mind wander to the weekend. She really had no idea what was going on. Even the big party house just off campus was shut down for the weekend. The combination of scrutiny by the local police and the house residents needing to catch up on school work, left for a quiet weekend. Nothing significant was happening for the first time all semester.

      “Okay, fine,” Trina finally said. “I’ll do it.”

      And just like that, Trina found herself dialing Edwards’ phone number. She could handle a coffee date. It would certainly give her something to talk about when her friends finished their graduate school applications.

      It was only 20 minutes later than Trina found herself sitting at her dining room table trying to decide what to do until Saturday. The coffee date was scheduled. She would meet Eric at a nearby coffee shop. It was a date.

      Before that moment, she had thought of Eric by his last name, as if he was a professor. He was six years older than her, more than she had usually considered, as far as age gaps were concerned. But then again, the dating pool in college was more limited to people closer to her own age. And for all she knew, that was why she had not had a date in three years. Her last real date, back when she was a freshman, was with a senior. That had been both exciting and frightening at the time. Now it did not seem like a big deal, although she had to admit even as a senior, the guy was not as mature as she had liked.

      Still, a date was a date. She smiled to herself after setting it, realizing how much she had neglected her romantic side in recent years. Trina had been focused on her academics and her friends. There simply was not much room for dating after her free time not spent studying to with her friends had been taken up by graduate school and internship applications. It was nice to have those be over.
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      Trina sat at the table sipping her hot cocoa as she waited for Eric to arrive. He seemed to be running a few minutes behind. Not that she minded, although she planned to leave if he was more than 15 minutes late. At the moment, he was only five minutes late. He had plenty of time before she would get annoyed.

      For Trina, it was nice to get out and off campus after a hectic few weeks. Despite living a few blocks off campus, she rarely got to explore town much. She spent long days in classes and at the library to study. Other than shopping for food, she rarely deviated from the straight line path between campus and her apartment.

      “Sorry I’m late,” Eric said as she sat down across from Trina in the booth she had selected. The coffee shop was not very busy on a Saturday afternoon, but there were enough customers to warrant staying open.

      Trina looked up from her cup and smiled. “That’s okay,” she said. “Although if you were much later, I would have left.”

      She had to admit Eric was attractive. She had noticed it when they first met, but she had been too caught up in the moment, what with interviewing for an internship, so she had not been able to focus on that fact before.

      “Completely understandable,” Eric said. “I got caught up speaking with a client and last track of the time. You might not realize it, but I ran here to make sure I didn’t miss you.”

      “I have to ask, why me?” Trina said, wanting to change the subject. As it stood, she was still curious why Eric seemed to think he would have a thing for her. What made her so attractive? She was no classic beauty, although she did take good care of herself. She had good skin and kept reasonably fit. But she had not been dressed to draw Eric’s eye at the interview. She never dressed that way, in fact.

      “From the moment I laid eyes on you when you showed up at my office, I knew I wanted you,” Eric answered. “The moment you walked through my door, I could see the potential in you. I had a sense of what you could become. You intrigue me like no one else has. I generally don’t believe in love at first sight, but I’m beginning to change my mind on the subject.”

      “You think you love me?” Trina asked. She was incredulous. Did he really think that kind of pseudo-romantic talk would get her going? She nearly had a mind to get up and leave then. Maybe Eric was a little crazy. It would certainly explain a few things.

      “I didn’t say that,” Eric answered. “I just want to get to know you better. There’s only so much one can get from the background research I performed on you when I got ready for your interview. But that doesn’t matter now. We’ve jumped straight past the small talk and into deep thoughts and feelings. That’s okay, but there’s a reason we do the small talk. It’s so we can learn about the little things that are defined by the big things.”

      Trina did not know what to say. Eric was clearly brilliant when it came to dissecting social interactions. He was a bit awkward otherwise, but that was fine by her. She actually found his awkwardness cute.

      “So let’s take a step back and talk about something more simple,” Eric offered. “How’s school?”

      “I’m just trying to stay engaged for these last few weeks,” Trina answered, thankful for something simple to talk about. Eric had been right. “Grad school apps are done. I just have to wait to hear back on those. Otherwise, I’m just waiting for the semester to be over.”

      “That takes me back,” Eric said. “You know, I went to Thatcher too.”

      “Yeah, I saw that when I was researching about you,” Trina admitted. “I even found looked at your class photo to see if I could spot you.”

      “Any luck?” Eric asked.

      Trina blushed. She did not know why. She was not embarrassed. At least, she was not actually embarrassed. It was more the awkwardness of realizing she had been caught.

      “Unfortunately, no.”

      “That’s because I missed the photo. I don’t remember why. Something came up. Not that it matters in the end.”

      The small talk continued as Trina slowly sipped her hot cocoa. It was only after she had finished it that she realized something about Eric.

      “Hey, you didn’t order anything,” Trina said.

      “Yeah, I was late and I have to admit, I don’t really like coffee.”

      Trina’s ear perked up at hearing that. “You don’t like coffee?”

      “Nope. I try it about once per year, just to see if my tastebuds have changed. So far, they haven’t.”

      “Neither do I,” Trina said. “That was hot cocoa. It’s the only thing here that I’ll drink. I don’t even really like tea.”

      Eric smiled. “Tea, like coffee, can be an acquired taste. I do use tea sometimes in my therapy sessions, but otherwise, I avoid it.”

      Trina hated to admit it, but she was starting to feel a strong connection with Eric. This had started as an exercise to reduce her boredom. But now, even though they got off on a strange foot, she was beginning to think it had been a good idea to call Eric. He was a nice guy and they certainly had a lot in common.

      “Listen,” Eric said, changing the subject. “I’d love to keep chatting, but I’ve got a new project for work I need to get back to. I’m working on a new therapy program for some of my clients. I hate to be the one to run off, but I do need to go.”

      “Oh,” Trina said, dejected. She had thought the date was going well. She knew she lacked certain recent experience, but she did not know it was that bad.

      “No,” Eric said, seeing her response. “I don’t mean it like that. I like you. I like you now more than when we first met even. I’d like to see you again. It’s just that I have to go right now. Do you think we could meet for dinner next week. I promise I won’t be late and I’ll pay for dinner.”

      Trina let out a sigh of relief. She was not as bad off as she had feared.

      “Only if you tell me about this project someday,” Trina said. It seemed like a good compromise. She might even get something out of it she could use in her internship or in grad school.

      “When my project is all done, I’ll tell you anything and everything about it,” Eric said. “I promise.”

      Eric pushed himself out of the booth and stood up. Trina followed. Eric reached out and held Trina by her shoulders, holding it at arms length. Then he brought her closer and wrapped her up in a hug.

      “It was nice to get to know you better, Trina,” Eric said softly. “I’ll call you Monday to set up a day and time for dinner.”

      Before Trina had a chance to respond, Eric lowered his head and kissed her.

      This was not Trina’s first kiss, but it was the first time she had kissed someone on a first date like this. She felt his passion for her flow through his lips into hers. She melted at his touch as it seemed he almost claimed her with his lips, making her his to do with what he pleased.

      For a split second an image formed in Trina’s mind. It was her, kneeling before Eric in a submissive pose. The image made her wet.

      “I’ll talk to you later,” Eric said as he broke contact and hurried toward the door.

      Trina stood there, watching him leave, even watching him through the window as he walked down the sidewalk outside.

      She sat back down once Eric was out of sight. He had mentioned love at first sight at the start of their conversation. She did not believe in it either, but she was starting to admit love at second sight might be real, because there was something about Eric Edwards that Trina could not fully comprehend. All she knew was she liked it. She liked him. And she liked the idea of there being more between them than two people chatting.

      Trina had never felt this way about someone before. All of her previous dates had been rather superficial. They had either been more akin to hookups or they were so bland they could barely be called dates. Trina could not wait until she saw Eric next.
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      Trina found herself in an almost giddy state until Eric called her Monday at lunchtime.

      “Hi, Trina. It’s Eric.”

      She had been waiting for these words for two days.

      “Hi,” she managed to say in response. In those two days, she had played this conversation in her head many times, practicing for the moment when he asked her out again. In all of them, she never had found herself so close to speechless.

      “I didn’t know your class schedule, so I figured it best to call at lunch. Hopefully I’m not interrupting anything.”

      “No, you’re not interrupting,” Trina said. “I’m just walking across campus to the dining hall right now.”

      “Let’s see. It’s Monday so they’re serving grilled cheese sandwiches, tater tots and broccoli, right?”

      “You remember,” Trina said happily.

      “It was always my favorite day for lunch in the dining halls. It’s a Thatcher tradition. But obviously, that’s not why I called. I wanted to see if you were free for dinner sometime this week.”

      “I have evening classes Tuesday,” Trina said. “But otherwise I’m free. No major assignments due this week.”

      “Fantastic,” Eric said. “How about Thursday night?”

      “Thursday would be great,” Trina said. “And I don’t have any classes on Friday, so all the better.”

      “Perfect. I’ll text you the details.”

      The two said their good-byes, leaving Trina to finish her short trek across campus for lunch and then waiting three more days before she could see Eric again.

      He had constantly been in her thoughts since Saturday at the coffee shop. Trina had never been so smitten with anyone before. She felt like she had a gigantic crush on him. The only different was she actually got to date him. She was not crushing on him from afar. This was real.

      By the time Thursday’s dinner rolled around, Trina was practically bouncing around her small apartment in excitement. She had started the year with a roommate, two people brought together not by friendship, but by common need of a place to stay. However, that roommate suffered some sort of mental breakdown in the opening month of school and ended up returning home.

      That left Trina lonely at times. She had barely gotten to know her roommate, but they had seemed nice. Half the reason she spent so much time at the library was the fact her apartment was now empty. It was just her and she felt the need to have more people around her when she studied.

      Trina almost asked Eric to pick her up from campus, just so she did not need to spend as much time at home. Despite this being the place she rested her head every night, it did not bring her the same comfort as what she found on campus.

      However, there was no way Trina was going to wait on the steps of the student union building dressed in her date night outfit. It would draw too many stares, especially because Trina never dressed like this regularly. She had one nice dress for these sorts of occasions. She had been lucky to wear it once per year.

      “Buy a little black dress for parties they told me,” Trina said as she paced around her small apartment in her black heels. “Well, at least I get to wear it now.”

      Eric had planned everything. He had made reservations at one of the fanciest restaurants in town, an Italian restaurant that had earned an impressive reputation on the national food scene. Not that Trina had ever imagined she would get to eat there. The cost was much too high for a college student. When she cooked for herself, her usual meal was pasta, frozen veggies and pasta sauce. It was easy to make and cheap to buy.

      Before choosing the restaurant, Trina had no idea what kind of money Eric made. His office was well decorated. It was not extravagant, but it was both stylish and functional. When she first met Eric for the internship interview, he had been wearing a suit, something appropriate for his roll as a therapist. She saw a sweater hanging on the back of his office door on her way out. The look was a classic.

      But now that he had chosen such an expensive restaurant, Trina was beginning to wonder if Eric was actually rich. There were a few students at Thatcher who clearly came from money. She had heard stories of their parents flying in to visit and taking their kid out to a fancy restaurant. When Trina’s family showed up, they usually ended up at a restaurant with big portions and low prices. It was just a matter of different economic cultures.

      Still, Trina was looking forward to the change of pace.

      Eric picked Trina up in a nice, but not overly nice car. It was not a luxury brand, but a well cared for car nonetheless. It made it hard to pin down just how much money Eric had at his disposal.

      Trina did not actually care about money. It was the last thing on her mind usually. However, given that Eric was older and different from the guys she had dated in the past, seeing how he used his money gave her greater insight into who he was. This was only their second date and she felt like she knew so little about him.

      Admittedly, once Trina was seated in the passenger seat of Eric’s car, she worried less about such things. It seemed so easy to just relax and go with the flow in his presence.

      Once at the restaurant, Trina’s relaxed feeling about the night continued. She might not have fit in normally, but she had dressed the part. She could at least make it appear that she was not in over her head.

      The food was delicious, although she was uncertain whether it was worth the cost. How much of the cost of the food was based on the reputation of the restaurant and how much on the actual cost of the ingredients and overhead the restaurant actually needed to pay out each month? Trina was glad she was not an economics major.

      “I want you to know I don’t usually ask out women who apply for internships like I did with you,” Eric said at one point during dinner.

      Trina frowned. “I didn’t think you did. You’ve been transparent about everything. I haven’t seen reason to fault you for anything.”

      “I’m sorry,” Eric said. “I’ve just been busy with work this week, trying to get this new therapy up and running. It’s more complicated than I ever could have imagined. There are lawyers involved and website designers. It’s really complicated. What started as something basic I was doing to help one person has turned into a major operation. I guess I’m still stuck in work mode, dealing with the ethics of it all.”

      Trina turned her frown into a smile. She could understand. She had experienced limited bandwidth before, where her mind would get stuck on a single track, making it hard to change gears.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Trina said. She reached across the table and placed her hand on his. “You need to relax. I like you. I’ve been thinking about you almost non-stop since Saturday. You were right about that love at first sight thing. Maybe it’s not love exactly, but I feel this connection with you that I’ve never felt before.”

      Eric let out a visible sigh. “Thanks. I needed to hear that. I’ve been trying to impress you, just the right amount, trying to thread the needle to make you like me without, you know, being overbearing. You might not know this, but it’s been a while since I was romantically involved with anyone. Work, has just been, well, hopefully you understand.”

      “I get it,” Trina said. “Although you have me curious about this new therapy project you have going. I’d love to hear about it when you’re ready to talk about it.”

      “You have no idea how much I want to tell you, but it’s not ready yet. I’m not ready yet.”

      “That’s fine,” Trina said. “No pressure.”

      The evening turned into night. After dessert, Eric and Trina walked hand-in-hand through the downtown streets. Most of the shops and stores were closed. It was late and the business day was over. But it was a beautiful and warm night for spring. The city lights contrasted nicely with the dark star-filled sky.

      “Do you want to know what I’ve been thinking about?” Trina asked as they rounded a corner near wear Eric had parked his car.

      “What?” Eric responded as he looked down into Trina’s eyes.

      “I’ve been thinking about Saturday when you kissed me.”

      “Was I too forward?” Eric asked. He rubbed his thumb into her palm as he continued to hold her hand.

      They stopped, turning to face each other.

      “It was unexpected,” Trina admitted. “I don’t usually kiss like that on the first date. But no, it wasn’t too forward. No, I’ve been thinking about it because I’ve been aching all night for you to kiss me again.”

      Eric lowered his head and touched his lips to hers. Trina responded automatically, her body quivering in his hands as he kissed her. It felt like electricity passed between them, their lips hot and powerful, saying so much more about how they felt about each other than mere words could express.

      Trina’s entire body responded to Eric’s touch. She felt as if she were melting into him, only kept alive by the energy he seemed to arouse in her. She craved the touch of his lips on hers, but she wanted, no needed, so much more.

      “I need more,” Trina moaned as she came up for air. “Please. Take me to bed.”

      Eric needed little more invitation. The car was only a few feet away. He guided her toward it as they continued to exchange kisses.

      They were both disappointed when they need to break apart so that Eric could drive. Despite that, Trina still found herself leaning across the center console to hold onto Eric’s arm. He kept his eyes on the road, but he would shoot her furtive glances, smiling at seeing her adoringly look up at him.

      Trina was a bit surprised to see Eric drive to her apartment. She had assumed they would go to his place for this next step in their relationship. Hers was just a tiny college apartment. There was nothing special. She did not even have a bed frame, just a mattress and boxspring nestled in the corner of her bedroom.

      However, as soon as Eric had parked the car, Trina found herself dragging Eric up to her apartment. She quickly realized the where mattered far less than the when, and Trina could feel her body growing desperate. She needed more than Eric’s kisses. She needed to feel him inside of her as soon as possible.

      Once inside, Eric was gentle as he laid her down onto her bed. He took his time, exploring her body with his hands and with his lips.

      Trina was not even aware her dress had come off at some point. She wore only her heels and her underwear, but even the latter would not last.

      “Please,” Trina begged as Eric teased her body, gently running his fingers across her skin, leaving a trail of electric sparks in their wake.

      “Please, what?” Eric asked innocently.

      “I want you,” Trina moaned. “I want you inside of me.”

      “Are you sure?” Eric whispered in her ear.

      “Yes,” Trina hissed. “Please.”

      Eric did not answer. Instead, Trina, her eyes closed, heard the rustle of clothing and then the sound of a condom wrapper. For a moment, she remembered the importance of using condoms. But the sound was a good one. Eric was responsible. He was ethical. And he was about to enter her like no one else had before her.

      Trina was no virgin, but she had limited experience. And she certainly had never begged a man to have sex with her before, not like she had just done with Eric. If it was not love that she felt for him, it was certainly desire and lust. Those were good starts, even if love took longer.

      Trina practically yelped as Erica entered her. She had been lost in her own erotic thoughts, almost forgetting that Eric was there to give her exactly what her body had been craving. She screamed out in pleasure as he pushed inside of her, splitting her open.

      “Yes,” Trina called out as Eric began to make his repeating thrusts.

      After that little of what came out of Trina’s mouth was intelligible. She moaned in pleasure as she let her mind switch off and her body take over.

      She was completely lost inside herself as her body acted on its own accord. She ran her hands up and down Eric’s arms as he supported himself above her, using his strength to drive himself deeper with each thrust. Despite the action of his arms and pelvis, Eric still found it in himself to reach his head down and kiss Trina, kiss her on the lips, kiss her on the nose, kiss her on the chin, even kiss the tops of her breasts, each kiss driving her more and more wild.

      The pair came together, Eric shooting off his seed as a great orgasm crashed through Trina. She screamed out as her vision turned white, her arms thrashing about as her body was flooded with electric bolts of pleasure. Trina was out of it, her mind practically shutting down under the overload of pleasure.

      It took Trina 10 minutes to recover. She had never cum like that before. She did not even know what had really happened. All she could remember was the overwhelming pleasure, her mind being unable to cope under its onslaught. It was amazing.

      She looked up to see Eric casually lounging next to her. He looked down on her with caring eyes.

      “That was unexpected,” he said.

      Trina’s cheeks burned bright red. “What was unexpected?”

      “The passion. I’ve never done that on a second date before.”

      “Oh my god,” Trina said. “Neither have I.” She looked down at the bed spread beneath her. “I hope you don’t look down on my for it.”

      Eric reached over and placed his hand under Trina’s chin. He lifted her head so that he could look her in the eyes.

      “Nothing we have done would make me look down on you. You’re your own woman. Don’t let society’s standards define you. You do what you want, obviously within—“

      “An ethical and moral framework,” they said together.

      “Yeah, I had Professor Montague too.”

      They both laughed. It was a light hearted moment. After showing each other their souls through the carnal act of lust, they could still laugh, enjoying each other’s company and not wanting the moment to end.

      Trina glanced at the clock. It was still relatively early. It was not yet midnight, the hour she figured dates should not go past if school or work the following day was involved.

      “I don’t have much available, but would you like a drink?” Trina offered. “We could sit out in the living room and talk for a bit. I think I have a bottle of wine. I can’t promise if it’s any good or not.”

      “I’d love that,” Eric said.

      Eric pulled on his pants, but Trina just wrapped a blanket around her naked body as she ducked into the kitchen and poured to glasses of wine.

      “To a wonderful night,” Trina said as a toast.

      “And to hopefully many more,” Eric added.

      Trina had wanted to say that, but she did not want to be seen as presuming. Women were not supposed to chase. They were supposed to be chased. Or at least that was the convention. She was not necessarily convinced on that fact, but in this case, she did not want to seem to eager in case it turned Eric off. Not that there seemed to be much between them that turned either of them off.

      The pair talked the night away, breaking up the exposition with occasional fondling and kissing. It turned out Trina could be ticklish. Not even she knew that. Maybe it was just the way Eric toucher her. She would squirm at his touch, but want it all the more.

      However, when midnight neared, Eric excused himself. “It’s not that I don’t want to spend the night with you, my dear, but I have clients to see in the morning. I will need to go home to change clothes and it’s easier to make sure that happens if I leave tonight.”

      “When will I see you again?” Trina asked, almost pleading. So much for sounding overeager, she realized.

      “When would you like to see me again?” Eric asked.

      “As soon as possible,” Trina answered.

      Eric chuckled. “I’ll call you tomorrow. We’ll see how you feel then.”

      He disentangled himself from the blanket covering Trina and disappeared into her bedroom. Minutes later, he had returned, this time fully dressed.

      “Good-bye, my dear,” Eric said. “If I had more time, I would learn some French so I could say something more poetic.”

      Trina laughed at his joke. It was sweet of him. There was a romance about him that she had never experienced with anyone else. She felt like she was living in a book or a movie, but as far as she could tell, this was real life. She made a note to pinch herself later, just to be sure.

      Eric kissed Trina one last time.

      “Bye,” she said as he disappeared out the door.

      Once the door shut behind him, she fell back onto the couch, looking up at the ceiling with a broad smile on her face.

      “Best night ever.”
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      Trina found herself in a whirlwind in her final weeks of school. She worked hard to optimize her efficiency on campus, never letting a minute go to waste, as she attempted to maximize the time she could spend with Eric.

      She had not said it to him yet, but Trina knew it to be true. She loved him. That was plain as day. Even Trina’s friends had commented on it. They all wanted to meet this new man in her life.

      For Eric’s part, he remained as busy as ever with his private practice. This new therapy he had mentioned seemed to take more and more if his free time. Trina would have hated it if she had found the capacity to hate anything about him. It was a minor annoyance at best, forcing them to use the weekends wisely.

      For his part, he encouraged Trina to maintain her social life. He refused to join her at college parties. “That part of my life is over,” he would tell her. And Trina could see the logic in that. He had graduated six years earlier. He had moved on from frat parties and drunken house parties. He would look out of place if he showed up anyway.

      Not that Trina had much interest in parties anymore. She only went when her friends begged her. Her social time seemed to focus on meal times during the week. She would meet her friends for lunch and dinner in the dining hall. It was easier that way. The rest of her time she spent studying so she could keep her weekends free to be with Eric.

      It was four weeks to the day of that first coffee date where no coffee was consumed that Trina finally introduced Eric to her friends. They had been begging to meet this man who had changed her life so much, for the better they all assured her. Even Eric was suggesting it was time. She had already had the chance to meet a few of Eric’s friends, although they were mostly local therapists like himself. He did not seem to have any non-work related friends, which saddened her.

      Trina had fought against the idea of introducing Eric to her friends. It was not the chance for them to judge her that bothered her, but the fact she wanted to continue to keep Eric to herself. Every moment they were together was a moment she wanted to cherish. She was simply afraid that mixing him in with her friends might take away some of the magic.

      Over time, Eric had opened up more and more about his work. He remained secretive about his new therapy he was a creating, but he openly admitted that he was primarily a hypnotherapist.

      “Have you ever hypnotized me?” Trina asked one night, half joking.

      “It would be unethical of me to do so,” had been Eric’s answer. “So no, I haven’t hypnotized you. And I would be hard pressed to do it.”

      Trina was not sure what to make of that, but she believed him when he said he had not hypnotized her. She trusted him. He had never given reason not to.

      However, when it came time to meet with her friends, Trina decided to throw a little house party of her own. It was just her, Eric and her friends. The night was potluck style. Everyone bought a food dish to share and some kind of alcohol.

      As it turned out, Eric was a big hit with Trina’s friends. Margaret, one of her best friends going back to freshman year, even pulled her aside to tell her how lucky she was. Getting their seal of approval was a big deal, not matter how much Trina wanted to downplay its importance.

      But the real fun of the evening began when Trina goaded Eric into performing some hypnosis. Of the eight of them who were there, Eric agreed to hypnotize two willing participants. Trina was about to volunteer herself, eager to find out what it was like, but one look from Eric was enough to dissuade her.

      She had to admit, his refusal to use his hypnosis skills on her was nice. It was an added layer of trust. She could trust herself around him and knew that her feelings were not in some way manipulated by him.

      Margaret and their friend Jeff were the two volunteers. Eric put on a little bit of a show, acting the part of a stage hypnotist. He gave them each a simple induction, together, putting them both into a trance.

      Trina had read up on hypnosis a little. She had looked into it as a therapeutic method, but when she found out Eric was a hypnotherapist, she had delved deeper wanting to learn about his craft. She understood its powers and knew that it worked. And seeing her two friends sitting there hypnotized made her understand better about Eric’s skill. She knew they were not faking it.

      They had their fun. Eric told Margaret to temporarily forget the number seven. He had her count her fingers and she seemed completely perplexed why she kept reaching 11 when she knew she had 10 fingers.

      Jeff had the harder time. During the hypnosis session, Eric told Jeff that he could not longer turn or look left. It was funny to watch him complete a large turn to the right just so he could turn left.

      At the end of it, Eric talked them back out of trance, removing any lingering effects and letting them remember the entire session. Everyone had a good laugh about it afterward.

      The small party eventually broke up. Trina’s friends went home, leaving Eric and Trina alone together. This had become familiar territory.

      The one thing that struck Trina as strange about Eric was that she never got to see where Eric lived. They always came back to her apartment, not matter how small and typical of a college student it was.

      “Why don’t we ever go to your place?” Trina asked as they cleaned up after the party. She was mostly curious. It made sense to hold the party at her apartment, but they always met at her apartment. She did not even know where Eric lived. If he were not so impeccably dressed all the time, she almost could have guessed he might be homeless.

      “It’s complicated,” Eric answered. “It’s tied up in my new therapy.”

      “And it’s still not ready to tell me about it?” Trina asked.

      This had become the one downside of their relationship. Trina did not mind, but for a man who was as open about everything as he was, he kept her shut out of this new therapy he was developing. If everything else had not been perfect, she would have considered this grounds for ending the relationship. The problem was, everything else about them was perfect. Except for that one fact, they were a perfect couple.

      “If you had called me sooner about that first date, things might be different,” Eric said. He laughed to make sure Trina did not think he was blaming her. “But really, it’s just complicated right now. I’ve been in the process of moving. Once I get settled in the new place, you’ll be the first person who gets to see it. I promise.”

      Trina kissed him. She knew she could trust his promises. He had never given her reason to doubt him before. And she was going to believe she could this time.

      “Can you give me a date?” Trina asked with a smile, her way of showing that she was joking.

      “I’m all out of dates at the moment, but I can tell you everything should be done by your graduation.”

      There were times Trina would forget that she was set to graduate soon. Her workload had increased as she faced her final graduation requirements. Her department did not require a thesis, but she did need to complete both oral and written examinations. Her non-Eric free time was often spent reviewing everything she had learned in four years of college. It was a daunting task, but even with all that going on, the thought of graduating was still a bit scary and easy to push out of her mind.

      “I guess I can wait that long,” Trina said. “But I think you need to give me something else before that, you know, to help tide me over.”

      Trina swayed her hips as she walked toward her bedroom. As she reached her door, she paused and looked over her shoulder, giving Eric a come hither look. No man could resist that. Eric soon followed, with full knowledge that he would enjoy what came next as much as she did.
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      Trina was a ball of nerves the morning of her graduation ceremony. She was nervous about the ceremony, not wanting to make a mistake in front of all those people. She was nervous about her parents finally meeting Eric. And she was nervous about what she knew was going to come after, when Eric was finally going to show her his home.

      “Sweetie,” Trina’s mother called out as Trina made her last minute preparations in her apartment before walking over to campus for the graduation ceremony. “Do you want some coffee?”

      Trina’s parents had arrived late the night before. They had spent the night in the spare bedroom that had once belonged to Trina’s roommate. Even though the roommate left, their half of the rent had been paid for the year, making the whole situation simpler.

      “No, thank you,” Trina replied as she entered the small dining room. She wore her cap and gown over a yellow sundress Eric had bought for her for just this occasion.

      Trina’s mother was willfully ignorant of her daughter’s dislike of coffee. She was honestly surprised that Trina did not start each day with a hot cup of coffee, just like she did.

      Even if Trina did drink coffee, the caffeine would have only made her nervousness worse. She was on the verge of becoming a jumpy mess. She did not need any help pushing her over the edge in that regard.

      Trina was glad her parents were going to see her graduate, but their presence certainly complicated matters. She had never been particularly close with them and that degree of separation had only grown in Trina’s four years at Thatcher.

      The nice thing about the whole situation, however, was Trina knew they were just here for a short visit. They would be leaving sometime after the ceremony. And unlike many of Trina’s peers, she was not moving home after graduation. She did not need to worry about packing up her belongings or anything like that. She was staying in town for her internship, which was scheduled to start in another week.

      The doorbell rang.

      Trina jumped at the sound despite the fact she had been expecting it. Eric had agreed to meet her and her parents at her apartment before they walked the three blocks to campus for the ceremony.

      “That’ll be Eric,” Trina said as she rushed down the hallway toward the front door.

      She had already filled her parents in on most of the details. She felt she needed to before they met him. Yes, he was a few years older, but he had a successful business. Yes, they had been intimate, but they always used protection. No, he had never used his hypnotherapy skills on her, but he had demonstrated them at a party once. There had been a lot of questions for her to answer.

      Some of those questions had led to red faces and awkward silences. Trina’s father had seemed particularly nervous when the discussion of sex came up.

      “As long ass you’re being safe,” he eventually said, “that’s all I care about.”

      But now they were about to meet the man Trina had told them so much about in the span of just over 12 hours.

      “Eric Edwards,” Eric said, introducing himself to Trina’s father with a firm handshake.

      “Oliver Stanford,” her father replied.

      Trina watched in horror as her father attempted to crush Eric’s hand. She may not have been close with her parents, but they still tried to protect her.

      If the handshake hurt, Eric did not show it. He looked her father straight in the eyes and smiled.

      “Nice to meet you, Mr. Stanford.”

      Trina’s father released Eric from the death grip hand shake. He shook his hand out after to recover from the exertion.

      “And it’s nice to meet you too, Mrs. Stanford,” Eric said as she turned his attention to shake Trina’s mother’s hand. She held a coffee cup in her left hand.

      “Splendid,” she said. “Would you like a cup of coffee?”

      “No, thank you,” Eric said.

      “Don’t tell me you’re one of those coffee haters like my daughter?” she asked, half joking.

      “Not a hater,” Eric said. “Just not a fan of the taste. I don’t fault anyone who drinks it though. It’s just not for me.”

      Trina’s mother eyed him warily. Although she had to admit she could see what Trina saw in him. He was handsome and kind. Those two qualities made him a great catch.

      The quartet stood there in an awkward silence. The introductions had been made, but no one was jumping to continue the conversation.

      Trina dug into her robes for the one pocket the robe gave her. It was better than nothing, given the lack of pockets in her dress. And the event did not exactly make it easy to carry a purse around with her.

      Pulling out her phone, she turned on the screen. “Will you look at the time,” Trina said. “We need to get going. You all have your tickets? Tickets are required, but seating is first come, first serve. I want to make sure you can sit together.”

      That seemed to get everyone moving. Trina’s mother returned to the kitchen to deposit her mug. Her father returned to the spare bedroom to check that his tie was straight. Eric leaned over and kissed Trina.

      She wanted to melt into his arms. The presence of her parents was an afterthought. The upcoming graduation ceremony was a forgotten concept. She wanted the kiss to never end.

      “You have everything?” Eric asked when he broke the kiss.

      Trina was still straining her neck up, her lips chasing after Eric’s as she wanted to continue kissing.

      “You should probably check one more time,” he added.

      “Oh yeah, thanks,” Trina said at the reminder. She hurried back to her bedroom, wanting to give it one last going over before leaving her college career behind. It would be embarrassing to reach the stage to receive her degree and somehow have forgotten something. Not that there was anything to forget, but it felt comforting to be sure she had everything.

      “Okay, let’s go,” Trina called out once she had completed the check of her room.

      She returned to the small entryway where Eric still stood. Trina’s parents joined them a moment later so that they could make their way to the ceremony. This was it.

      Eric held Trina’s hand as the quartet walked to the ceremony. The street had been closed off to accommodate the crowd. Not that there would have been many cars on the road anyway. Thatcher College had a secluded campus. It was a small liberal arts college, making its foot print much smaller than the sprawling state universities around the country.

      As the quartet walked down the street, Trina could not help but notice how much better she felt with Eric beside her. She knew that if she had to choose to share this moment with him or her parents, she would choose Eric. He had become her rock in the last several weeks and this was a celebration for both of them as much as it was just for her.

      As soon as they reached the ceremony, Trina said her temporary good-byes to both Eric and her parents. She needed to meet up with her other graduates and lineup for the beginning of the ceremony. All the graduates would be walking in together before they took their seats.

      Despite Trina’s father giving a disapproving look, Eric gave Trina one last kiss before she was sent on her way.

      “Go on,” he said. “We’ll see you after it’s over.”

      Trina did just that, knowing Eric would be watching her and supporting her throughout the ceremony.

      To be honest, she found the whole thing a little boring. She was unable to sit by her friends, needing to sit in alphabetical order. Once the class was seated, she found herself alone, only knowing the people on either side of her by acquaintance. It would have been better if Eric could sit by her. Yes, she really was in love with him.

      As she sat there, listening to the commencement speaker, her mind wandered to her evening plans with Eric. After her parents left, he had planned to take her out to a nice dinner and then return to his home, her first time getting to see it. What was more, however, was Trina decided she was going to use that moment to tell him how she really felt about him. She was going to say the words, “I love you.”
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      The ceremony had been boring. It had been even harder waiting for all those people ahead of her to cross the stage and receive their degrees. With a last name of Stanford, she was in the back half of the alphabet. At least she did not have the last name Zydell so she would not be the last person on stage.

      But once it was over, Trina was able to meet back up with her parents and, more importantly, Eric.

      The whole string of post ceremony conversations left Trina teary-eyed. Saying good-bye to her friends was hard. She knew they would keep in touch, but they were scattering across the country, headed to every corner of the continent.

      However, as sad as that fact was, Trina found herself comforted knowing Eric would still be with her. She considered herself more than lucky that he had turned her down for the internship and had instead asked her out. He had seen their potential from the beginning. She did now too, although it had taken her longer to figure that out.

      The hardest part of Trina’s afternoon, but also the part she looked forward to most, was saying good-bye to her parents. They had a flight to catch. Their entire stay amounted to less than 24 hours, but even Trina knew it had been worth it. Yes, if she had to choose them or Eric, she would choose Eric, but they were still her parents and she was glad at the opportunity to share the moment with them.

      Seeing them get in their car afterward, headed to the airport, had been hard, since she did not know when she would see them next, but their departure also lifted a weight off her shoulders she had not even realized she was carrying.

      Trina stood there, watching them drive off in their rental car, and smiled. She had opened her graduation gown to reveal the sundress Eric had bought for her. Her mortarboard cap and her leather-bound diploma rested in her left arm. Her right hand held Eric at the waist while he pulled her tight to him by her shoulder. His presence was such a comfort to her. He always made the day brighter and better.

      “So Ms. College Graduate,” Eric said once her parents’ car was out of sight. “How about dinner? I just checked and we can move up our reservation half an hour. That will leave more time for after dinner activities.”

      “Yes,” Trina said excitedly. “Let’s go. Now.”

      Eric laughed. He knew exactly how she felt. The graduation ceremony was complete. Now it was time to turn her back on college and step off into the great unknown. In her case, that meant going to dinner with her boyfriend and then spending the night at his home. At least, that was what he assumed she was looking forward to. That was his plan, after all.

      Trina continued to wear her yellow sundress for dinner, but she removed the graduation gown. That would actually be returned to the college. She had no need of it. Trina had also brought her purse along with her, to make up for her dress’ lack of pockets, as well as a small bag with an extra set of clothes in it, among other personal items. Her days of making the walk of shame the morning after were over, just like her undergraduate career.

      Dinner was a fancy ordeal with multiple courses and a single set menu. Each course came with a wine pairing, making it all the more special, as well as leaving Trina a little tipsy by the end of dinner. Not that she minded in the least. She had just graduated and she deserved to celebrate.

      “Are you ready to see my home?” Eric asked as they finished their dessert wines.

      “Not yet,” Trina said, holding up an unsteady finger to pause the conversation. “There’s something I want to say first.”

      “Oh?” Eric said with a smirk. “Do tell?”

      Trina laughed. “Be serious. This is important.”

      “Okay, okay,” Eric said. “I’m serious.”

      Trina closed her eyes and took a deep breath to steady herself. This was the moment she had waited for. This was the moment when she would tell Eric the truth.

      “I wanted to say,” Trina started to say, but before she could continue, she broke out into a fit of laughter.

      “I thought you wanted to be serious,” Eric deadpanned before breaking into a smile.

      Trina was trapped in a cycle of laughter. It was getting hard to breathe.

      “Okay, okay,” she said, trying to calm herself. “This wasn’t how I meant it to go. I shouldn’t have had so much to drink.”

      “That is a matter of opinion, my dear,” Eric said, unable to remain serious.

      “Stop it,” Trina said. “I want to say something serious. Ignore my giggles.” She promptly started giggling.

      “Here, have some water,” Eric offered, holding out her water glass.

      Trina took it and took a sip. It helped.

      “I’m all right now,” Trina finally said. “I wanted to say, and I mean this. I’ve felt this way for weeks now, but I haven’t said anything before. I was waiting for the right moment and tonight seemed like the perfect time to say it. Eric, I love you.”

      Eric said nothing at first. His smile remained, but it was muted, an indication that he was serious about what Trina had said.

      “I was going to tell you the same when we got to my place,” Eric said. “I love you, Trina.”

      Then came the awkward pause. The table got in the way of them kissing. That was what they both wanted to do, but the logistics made it impossible.

      Then they both started laughing.

      “I think that’s enough seriousness for the moment,” Eric finally said. “Now let’s say you and I blow this joint and I take you to my penthouse suite.”

      “You have a penthouse suite?” Trina asked. “Why again have we been spending all that time in my little apartment?”

      “Um, it’s complicated, remember?” Eric said. “I can explain on the way.”
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      The drive from the restaurant to Eric’s home was a short one. They barely had a chance to say anything before they had pulled into the parking lot. Eric had his own space next to an elevator that went straight up to the top floor.

      “Before we go up,” Eric said, reaching across and holding Trina’s hand, “ I want to explain something.”

      “Go on,” Trina said when it became clear Eric wanted a response from her. Her head was much more clear from only minutes earlier when she had struggled to say those all so important words.

      “There are a group of women I treat for a specific fetish,” Eric began to explain. “I’ve been developing a therapy for these women to help them live their desires out in the open. As part of that, I have created something that is a bit like a side business. You see, I own the building, and many of the residents are actually my patients. This is a safe place for them to live as they transition into their new lives.”

      “I don’t understand,” Trina said. “What kind of fetish are you talking about?”

      “It’s a bimbo fetish,” Eric explained. “I work with women who want to be bimbos.”

      There was a part of Trina that felt betrayed by Eric, although she could not initially think of why. She felt like he was hiding something significant from her, something that she was unsure whether she could live with.

      “I think I should explain,” Eric continued. “Some women have a desire to be seen as dumb sex objects. They just want to be seen as pretty and sexy. They don’t want worries or anxieties clouding their lives. This new program I have developed helps women actually live out their fetishes.”

      The idea of women actually wanting to be seen as less than men, to be seen just for their appearance and not for their personality or intelligence was actually a foreign concept to Trina. She had always grown up with a mind toward success. First that was academic success. Then it was career success. Social and romantic relationships were generally secondary to that.

      “I just don’t understand why a woman would want that,” Trina said, although even as the words flowed out of her mouth, she knew they were a lie. She could see the attraction to such a life. Trina herself would have been happy to give up her worries and anxieties. That sounded nice. It would give her more confidence. She just was not so sure about the other part.

      “Like I said, it’s a fetish for some women. Not a lot of women, but enough where I have developed a special therapy program for them.”

      “So you live in a building with a bunch of women trying to be sexy bimbos?” Trina asked, realizing that fact might have been the reason he had withheld the truth from her.

      “There are tax and mortgage reasons involved,” Eric said. “I have to actually live in the building to take advantage of the mortgage rates and tax benefits that make the program possible.”

      Trina looked up at the building through the windshield. It was actually quite a tall building. It could have passed for a hotel. Then again, she figured it needed to be tall to have the top floor apartment count as a penthouse suite.

      “I really didn’t want to keep this from you,” Eric said. “I’ve always tried to be transparent with you. The ethics of this project have been daunting too. This kind of therapy is the darker side of what I do. I’m one of the few people who do this kind of work professionally. Since I started the program last month, I’ve had women from all over the country reach out to me to join. It’s really quite impressive.”

      Trina did not know what to say. There was so much information she needed to take in. But the real question was whether anything Eric had told her changed anything between them. And as much as she searched for that one thing that would turn her off of him, she could not find it. This was part of his work. She could accept that.

      “I think I can accept this,” Trina finally said. “But I reserve the right to change my mind as I learn more. I’m sure I’ll have more questions later. For right now, I kind of want to go up and see your place.”

      “As you wish,” Eric said as he jumped out of the car and raced around to help Trina out of the passenger seat.

      “Such a gentleman,” Trina said. “You know a girl could get used to this kind of treatment.”

      “Best watch out or you might end up as one of my patients,” Eric joked.

      Trina frowned for a moment. Was he serious? Did he really think she would find an attraction to this bimbo lifestyle he helped women find? Her frowned disappeared, however, when she realized he was joking.

      “You wouldn’t dare,” Trina said, her smile growing. “Of course, if I were your patient, we wouldn’t be able to do what we’re about to do.”

      “Too true,” Eric said as he held out his arm. “Ms. Stanford, the penthouse awaits.”

      Eric had a private elevator that took him straight up to the top floor, a perk of living in the penthouse and owning the building. However, that elevator lobby still connected to other parts of the building. While Eric pushed the elevator button, Trina took a moment to look around. Down the hall from the elevator was the mail room. Inside, Trina could just make out a blonde woman with obviously fake breasts.

      “Is that one of—“

      “Yes,” Eric said, interrupting Trina. “I try not to pry into their personal lives here at home. All of their therapy sessions take place at my office. I refuse to see patients elsewhere, for ethical reasons, of course.”

      “Of course.”

      “But some amount of contact is impossible to avoid. The important part is trying to maintain distance. When I am here, I am just a resident like they are, even if I am technically their landlord too. But I generally ignore that part when I am here. I don’t allow anything I see here affect their sessions with me.”

      “That’s noble of you, I guess,” Trina said.

      The elevator opened before Trina could say more. Eric guided her inside and pressed the button for the top floor.

      “The elevator is a bit slow,” Eric admitted as the doors closed. “But it’s better than taking the stairs.”

      Trina did not say anything. At least, she did not say anything at first. But as the elevator rose, an idea started to percolate in her mind. It was a question. It was an important question.

      “Do you find them attractive?” Trina blurted out. She had not meant to, but this was the idea that had formed in her mind. What if Eric was attracted to bimbos? Was that why he worked with women who had the fetish?

      Eric said nothing at first. He simply looked up and watched the rising number above the elevator door.

      “To be honest,” Eric said, “I do. I probably wouldn’t do what I do if I didn’t. But don’t go thinking I’d ever ask you to change. This is my own burden. I love you no matter what.”

      Eric remained silent about the other part of his answer. Part of what he saw in Trina that very first day he met her was bimbo potential. She had a natural beauty, but one he was certain could be enhanced to epic proportions if she embraced a bimbo life and took the steps to achieve perfection.

      However, he would never wish her to give up her hopes, dreams, and desires to fulfill what still amounted to an adolescent fantasy. And as hot as it would be for her to turn herself into his sex kitten, he did not want to go through the ethical quandary that was mixing his business with pleasure.

      Trina was not sure to make of what he said. Yes, he found bimbos attractive, but no, not more attractive than her. That was the gist of what he had said.

      But then she realized something else. She was acting jealous. Did Trina find other men attractive? Of course she did. She even found some more physically attractive than Eric, but that did not mean she was going to stray. In Eric, she had found the entire package. And her love was not so easily swayed. Why would she expect anything else from him? He said he loved her and he had shown it throughout all their interactions together. There was no reason to be worried.

      “I understand,” Trina said as she pulled herself close to his side. “And I’m okay with this. I trust you.”

      Eric looked relieved. “I’m glad to hear it. I know this was a lot to take in. I’m sorry that I hid it from you.”

      “Who knows,” Trina said. “I could still be hiding something from you.”

      Eric smiled. He doubted she was still hiding much. She had bared her life to him. He only wished he could always be so forthcoming, although his job prevented some of that. Patient confidentiality could not be broken.

      The elevator finally stopped moving and the doors opened into a large entryway that led into an even larger living room.

      “This is your place?” Trina asked, forgetting completely everything that had just happened. Other than the size, the apartment was a reflection of Eric’s office. It was well-furnished, but not ostentatiously so. Nothing was painted in gold, although Trina could see how such a color would work with the right furnishings.

      “It is now. I officially moved in about a month ago. I had to sell my condo before I could close on the building. It’s all been rather complicated.”

      “I’m impressed you were able to hide all of that from me,” Trina said. Her concerns over his secret were gone. She had forgiven him and that was that, as far as she was concerned.

      “It helped having movers do the heavy lifting, literally. Also, there were a few things I bought new. Basically, the entire bedroom is new. I can actually thank you for that part.”

      Trina looked up at Eric inquisitively, not knowing what he meant.

      “I’ve been using a hodgepodge of furniture from my college days and hand-me-downs from my family. My bed, particularly the mattress, was fine for a bachelor, but I needed something better if I was going to host the prettiest girl in town.”

      “You mean one of those bimbos downstairs?” Trina asked jokingly. She needed to add some levity somehow.

      “Har, har, har,” Eric fake laughed. “I see the way you look at me. You don’t know what kind of pressure I’m under to make sure I look completely put together and macho and all that. Upgrading my bed not only improved my sleep, but it also allows me to do this.”

      In one swift motion, Eric picked Trina up into his arms before carrying her through the apartment and into the bedroom. Trina’s head moved on a swivel as she tried to see as much of the apartment as that brief moment allowed before she found herself tossed onto the soft king-sized bed in the master bedroom.

      There was no thud. It was a soft landing. But Eric had been right. The expense of the new bed had been worth it. She was going to love spending late nights and late mornings in this bed. That is, assuming Eric was going to be in bed with her.

      “Sex now or after drinks?” Eric asked.

      Trina could see he was ready. The bulge in his pants was plain to see. She was ready too. She always seemed to be ready when he was around.

      However, as much fun as breaking in the new bed would be, she wanted the evening to be a bit slower. This, after all, was her graduation celebration.

      “Drinks first,” Trina exclaimed. “And I want the full tour, not just the tour of how to go from the elevator to the bedroom in nine-seconds flat.”

      “As you wish, my love,” Eric said. He held out a hand and helped Trina to her feet.

      She took a moment to fix her dress. Getting thrown onto a bed did not keep everything where it was supposed to go.

      “Obviously this is the master bedroom,” Eric said. “If you’ll follow me, I will show you the master bath.”

      Trina followed Eric to find herself looking into a large and luxurious bathroom. There was a double vanity, as well as a space designed for the woman of the house to do her makeup. But more importantly, there was a large walk-in shower and an even bigger whirlpool bathtub.

      “I think I can find ways to spend lots of time in there,” Trina said.

      “I’m sure you could,” Eric answered back. “But there’s more to this apartment than the bedroom and bathroom.”

      The master bedroom was situated at the end of a long hallway. There were two other bedrooms,  one of which had been turned into a home office, each with their own bathrooms off either side of the hallway, which led back to the main living space.

      The living room featured floor to ceiling windows that looked out over the city. Using a relatively open floor plan, the living room led into the dining room.

      “The table and chairs are another new addition,” Eric explained. “It will be nice to see it get some use now that I’m sharing this space with someone else.”

      “Wait,” Trina said, stopping the tour. “Did you just assume that I’m going to move in with you?”

      Eric paused for a moment, choosing his words carefully.

      “I didn’t think we had reached that point in our relationship yet,” Eric finally said. “I mean, we only said the L-word for the first time tonight. What I meant was I feel more comfortable hosting people now that I am including you in this part of my life.”

      “Oh,” Trina said. “I guess that makes sense.”

      She felt deflated, although not unhappy. Despite the presumptive nature of Eric’s earlier statement, she liked the idea of living here. He had a fantastic apartment. She would be lucky to get to live in such a place.

      However, Eric was right. They were not at the point of moving in together. That might come someday, sooner than later, depending on what she decided about grad school, but for now it made sense to hold off on such discussions.

      “But, I think it’s safe to assume that we don’t have to spend every night together at your apartment anymore,” Eric added.

      “If ever. I don’t know why we’d want to go there when I can come here and, just wow.”

      Trina never finished her thought. Instead, the pair had continued to walk through the apartment and they had just entered the kitchen from the dining room.

      “Fully updated kitchen,” Eric explained. “Granite countertops, stainless steel appliances, the works.”

      “Yes, I can see that,” Trina said. “Sure beats my little two-burner stove and oven combo.”

      “Yeah, well, if this little venture of mine pays off, I might be able to pay off the mortgage on the building before I’m 80.”

      Trina did not want to do the math on that. She only had a vague understanding of how mortgages worked. She just knew they lasted for a long time and were for huge sums of money. She could only hope Eric did not get burned on it.

      “There’s one other room I want to show you,” Eric said with a smile. “The living room has a wet bar, but so too does the den. The guy who sold me this place tried to convince me to make it my ‘man cave,’ but that’s not really my style. I like to share the things I like with the people I love.”

      Eric led Trina into the den. It was a cozy room, smaller than almost every other room in the house, but there was a fireplace and a warm and comfortable looking couch. Entering the room required stepping down, giving the room a slightly smaller appearance.

      “There’s a tv in the cabinet above the fireplace, but I figured this would be a nice place to snuggle up next to each other as we drank a bottle of wine,” Eric said. “The living room is nice, but the large windows can give it a cold feeling. This is more intimate.”

      Trina could not disagree with that. She stepped down into the room and pulled Eric by his lapels toward the couch.

      “I want you,” Trina whispered. “Kiss me.”

      Trina’s calves his the couch and she dropped onto it, nearly pulling Eric with her.

      “Come on,” she said as she patted the space next to her.

      “I think we need a drink first,” Eric said. “After all, we are celebrating tonight.”

      Trina giggled. “Oh yeah, I forgot.”

      “Maybe you’re more like a bimbo than you know,” Eric commented as he moved over toward the bar and removed a bottle of champagne from the under-counter refrigerator. “Bimbos are not known for their memories.”

      “Don’t get your hopes up,” Trina joked, but deep down, she started to wonder what being a bimbo would be like. They suffered from such a bad stereotype, but there was some strange part of it all that intrigued her.

      Trina had never considered trying to create a new image for herself. But as she sat there, it felt as if something had awaken inside of her. There was a new desire there. She wanted more for herself than to just be a therapist of her own someday. That had always been her assumed goal and was the primary reason behind her changing after internships and grad school admittance. But was that what she really wanted or was she just going through the motions, believing that was what she wanted?

      There were times when Trina felt like she was constantly comparing herself to her peers. Her friends had all lined up jobs and graduate school plans. Technically, so had she, but she did not feel like they were as important to her as they were to her friends. Her friends were passionate about their plans. Trina was less so.

      Eric returned with two glasses of champagne. After sitting down, he handed Trina one of the champagne flutes.

      “To Trina,” he said. “Congratulations on graduating.”

      They raised their glasses to each other, clinking them together. Then they drank.

      “It tickles,” Trina said as she finished her glass in a single go.

      “The bubbles will do that,” Eric said. “Would you like more?”

      Trina looked like she was about to sneeze, but she pushed her glass toward Eric as she shut her eyes and scrunched up her nose in anticipation.

      “You’re pretty cute when you’re about to sneeze,” Eric said as he got up to refill her glass.

      “Stop it,” Trina said, “or you’ll make me laugh and squirt champagne out my nose.”

      “You never know,” Eric said when he returned with a full champagne flute a moment later. “That could have been my plan all along.”

      Trina took the offered glass and took a sip.

      “I just have to drink it slowly,” she said, the urge to sneeze having passed.

      Trina was unable to say more, because at that moment, Eric pounced. He took hold of Trina’s glass and set it down on the coffee table. He then leaned forward and kissed Trina. It was a hard and passionate kiss, one that she melted into as she eagerly kissed him back.

      Time slowed down until it lost all meaning for her. Nothing mattered but her and Eric. With each passing moment, her arousal grew and grew. She wanted nothing more than to have Eric ravage her on the spot, to rip off her dress and to take her right there.

      Eric had always shown himself to be gentlemanly, but in that moment, her body craved more than a gentleman. It craved an alpha, a man to take charge and guide her, to put her in her place.

      Luckily for Trina’s body, Eric was more than up to the task.

      Trina sighed with contentment as Eric guided her onto her back, her head resting on a pillow near the arm of the couch. He had not bothered to remove her dress. It was thin and flimsy and would easily slide up around her waist.

      Her panties on the other hand, would not be worn again. Eric ripped them off, showing a feat of strength Trina did not know her boyfriend had. He was handsome, strong and smart, a perfect combination in her mind.

      However, the removal of Trina’s panties meant only one thing. Eric’s cock was about to come next.

      “Please,” Trina begged as Eric stared into her eyes, boring holes into her, revealing her soul.

      “Please, what?” Eric growled.

      “Please,” Trina began again. “Please fuck me.”

      In all their time together, Trina had never used such language, not even in bed. She had grown up to be proper. She rarely swore, but in the heat of the moment, she could not hold back. She wanted more than mere sex. Fucking was something more. It was something cruder and yet so much more rewarding.

      Trina had lost all sense of perspective. It felt like only a moment later that Eric was doing just that. Hiss cock was out. He was hard.

      But he did not just start fucking her. Eric waited. He teased her. He tempted her by bringing his cock close to her waiting entrance, but he still waited. He waited until he had seen his sign.

      Trina was oblivious to all of this. But when her body language changed to that of complete and utter desperation, Eric finally acted.

      He plowed into her in one full stroke. Trina screamed out in ecstasy as the pleasure mounted. He kept going, knowing each thrust would bring her more and more pleasure, that each thrust would driver her wilder and wilder. Her brain was already shutting down under the overwhelming force that was his cock.

      It seemed to take only minutes for Eric to make his announcement. “I’m about to cum.”

      “Do it,” Trina begged. “Cum in me. Cum in my pussy. Make me cum.”

      Eric needed little further encouragement. He drove into her with one last hard thrust, their bodies coming together in sexual symbiosis. As Eric came, shooting rope after rope of hot white cum deep into Trina’s pussy, she came too.

      Trina’s vision turned white as the first wave of orgasmic pleasure rushed through her. With each surge of cum from Eric’s cock, another wave shot through her body, each one stronger than the last.

      “Yes,” Trina called out as her body felt like it was filled to the brim with pure sexual endorphins.

      It was only later that Trina fully understood what had just happened. Her body had been building toward this moment for weeks. For the first time in her life she felt uninhibited by her anxieties and worries. School was done. Her future was largely set, but it was too far off to register with her. For the first time in her life, she held no expectations for herself. She was free from all of that. And it felt wonderful.

      Half an hour later, Trina was curled up on the couch, cuddled up next to Eric. She mindlessly sipped her champagne.

      “I could do that again and again,” Trina said happily.

      And that was exactly what they had done.
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      Trina found herself back at her apartment Monday morning. It had been a glorious weekend, one that she never wanted to forget.

      The graduation ceremony had been important, but did not even stand anywhere near the top of the list of the great events that had happened to her. Her only thoughts were about Eric and the wonderful time they had spent together following the ceremony.

      Trina now felt like a free woman, unencumbered by the pressures of school. She still had a week before her internship started, but not even that could faze her good mood. She was truly and completely happy for the first time in her life.

      However, despite the great feelings about the weekend, with Eric at work, Trina felt bored. He had become so much of his world in the last two months. She could not believe she had fallen for him so completely.

      This was not the first time Trina had been in love. However, every other time paled in comparison. Trina was not just in love with Eric. She was in lust with him too. But it was even more than that. She felt addicted to him. She could not imagine going more than a few days without seeing him before she would begin to go through withdrawals. That, or she would be on the phone begging to come over. She was not sure which.

      But despite her love for her boyfriend, Trina found herself thinking more and more about bimbos. During their weekend together, Eric had gone into more detail about what he did for his bimbo fetich clients. He explained how he worked with them to slow down their thought processes and how he turned their attention away from their internal monologue and instead train them to express how they felt inside with their bodies.

      Trina was intrigued. That interest did not wane as the weekend did. It only got stronger, aided by her exploring the building and meeting several of Eric’s clients. She did not tell them why she was there. They could assume whatever they wanted. But seeing and interacting with these bimbo women gave her something to think about.

      And now that it was Monday morning and Trina was on her own, she took the time to think about them.

      Physically, Trina found the bimbos she met a little intimidating. They were all taller than her, although that had more to do with the height of their heels. All the women she met wore heels. Their heels were certainly taller than anything Trina owned.

      Then there were their breasts. Trina had seen pictures of big-breasted women before. They were all over the internet, after all. However, this time, it was different. These women had breasts that severely changed how they moved and interacted with the world. Not only that, but they felt like a natural barrier between people. With one of the women, Trina felt like she had to stand farther away to accommodate the other woman’s bust size. That was not factually true, but it was factual by anecdote.

      However, what Trina noticed the most about the women she met was how happy they seemed. They appeared blissfully unaware of all that was happening out in the world, but they did not seem to mind any of that. And while they could have been bitchy toward Trina, what with her normal appearance and otherwise unremarkable features, they were nice. They were some of the nicest women Trina had ever met.

      With all that in mind, Trina found herself in front of the computer performing research. Her academic career might be over, or at least temporarily on hold, but she had not lost her research skills. Those skills had helped her get through four years of college and now she was turning those skills onto bimbos.

      As with any fetish research, Trina took her time wading into the topic. She was well aware of the potential for compromising code embedded in the websites holding the information. The viruses and the Trojan horses and the malicious cookies normally would have been enough to dissuade her from exploring too far.

      But Trina was determined to learn what all this was about. She started with just a cursory look, reading up on definitions. It seemed the easiest place to start. But as she dug deeper and deeper, she discovered an entire world she had previously been unaware existed.

      She read personal accounts from women who voluntarily underwent bimbofication. She even found fictional stories where both men and women turned into bimbos through various means, some real, but most fantastical to an extreme.

      Halfway through her research, Trina found it necessary to stop. She had not found the material to be disgusting or impractical. Instead, she had found it to be arousing. And it was that arousal that needed taking care of. She needed relief.

      Trina stripped out of her clothes, a t-shirt and a loose pair of jeans. That had been her comfort outfit for lounging around her apartment. Once she was free of her clothes, she laid back on her bed. One hand went to her breasts, the other to her pussy as she replayed one of the stories she had read in her mind.

      Imagining herself as the protagonist of the story, or victim depending on one’s perspective, Trina found herself playing out her role as she became a bimbo for all the world to see.

      Just as Trina finished her fantasy, her orgasm came crashing down, roaring through her like a freight train. She had not even been aware she was close. Her mind had been completely preoccupied by her fantasy.

      What was strange, however, was not Trina’s lack of awareness of her own climax, but her excitement at the idea of becoming like one of those women she had met over the weekend, the idea of becoming a bimbo. She was beginning to see the advantages of a bimbo lifestyle. And it was something she could relate to in her current situation as she waited for her life to resume after a week’s long break.

      After Trina came down from her orgasmic high, she found herself much less interested in putting her regular clothes back on. The t-shirt was baggy and her jeans were loose. They did nothing to highlight her body or make her proud of herself. Wile no one else would see her, she still would, and she knew such lame attempts at style would no longer be acceptable to herself.

      When Trina returned to her computer, she wore a much more alluring outfit. It remained comfortable, a pair of shorts that were a bit shorter than she usually felt comfortable wearing, and a halter top she had not worn in at least a year. In all, it was a perfect outfit for summer. And now that school was done with, it made perfect senes to indulge in a summer outfit, even if no one else was going to see it.

      Back at work to learning more about bimbos, Trina decided to take a different track. She had explored bimbos as a fetish. Now it was time to see what bimbofication offers were really out there. And to do that, she started with Eric’s therapy website.

      Trina had read through Eric’s business website before. When she had studied for her interview, she had read through every page and every link on his website. She wanted to know everything about him and his practice that she could so that she could show her interest in working for him. While that work had not paid off directly with an internship offer, it did lead to both an internship and falling in love. Both of which Trina now very much appreciated.

      The main page looked exactly as she remembered it. If Eric was pushing his new therapy with much marketing effort, she could not see it from his homepage.

      However, when Trina began to explore the dropdown menus, she found a new option: Fetish Therapy.

      Without even thinking, Trina clicked the link. Rather than send her somewhere else on Eric’s site, the link took her to another page altogether. It was here that she saw the extent of Eric’s new program.

      In addition to private therapy sessions with Eric to make her “bimbo dreams come true,” there was an online store featuring an array of products, all with the purpose of altering the mind and the body to be more bimbo-like. There was even a collection of hypnosis files created by Eric to help aid the listener into adopting a more bimbo outlook on life.

      Trina could not believe her eyes. This was nothing like she had originally imagined. He had created a one-stop shop for everything bimbo related. He even had a few clothing and lingerie items available with bimbo-related words written on them.

      “What have you gotten yourself into?” Trina asked. However, it was unclear if she was speaking about Eric or herself. Either could have been an accurate interpretation of the question she asked.

      Trina closed her laptop and stepped away from her desk. This was too much. This was more than she could have imagined. And that was all before the offer to move into a bimbo-friendly apartment building was offered. She honestly could believe it.

      “I’m going for a walk,” Trina finally said to herself. “I need to clear my head.”

      Trina put on her shoes and walked straight out the door. Her path carried her down toward the river where she could follow its meandering part through the city. It was a beautiful day and she felt good for wearing the halter top and shorts. The shorts still felt a little short on her, but she managed to ignore that feeling, reasoning they were not even that short.

      The sound of the river splashing on the bank, of bird chirping, and of kids playing in a nearby playground put Trina into a peaceful mood. It was good for thinking. As much as she wanted to push all the bimbo stuff out of her head, she instead found herself thinking about it more, imagining what life must be like for these women, living their lives based on the value of their bodies, not of their thoughts and opinions.

      Trina’s research had shown her how the fetish could get caught up in misogyny, how it could push back against all the progress women had made over the years from literally becoming a man’s property once married to being viewed as an equal in society, even if there were still certain logistical obstacles in their path. But the bimbo fetish was not one handed down by man to oppress those who wished to partake. It was the women’s own choices that led them to Eric and into a new life. That, Trina could understand and support.

      By the time Trina had returned home to her apartment, she had come to two conclusions. First, she was going to create an account on Eric’s bimbo website and purchase a few of the items. That was partly out of curiosity, but the prices were not outrageous. Knowing Dr. Daniels would be paying her for her internship, Trina felt confident about buying a few items. She was especially intrigued by the breast growth cream, but there were other items she wanted to test as well.

      She also decided that she wanted to do some role playing the next time she and Eric had sex. She wanted to try role playing as a bimbo, both for her and Eric’s benefit. Trina wanted to feel what it was like to be treated like a bimbo, to see what turning off her brain might entail.

      But she also wanted to see how Eric reacted to her as a bimbo. Would he get even more excited in bed? Would their sex life, which she already viewed as fantastic, get better? Would she see a side of Eric that he had thus far withheld from her as he had hidden his bimbo therapy project from the beginning? There was so much Trina still had to learn about him. The only question was whether he would allow her to play out his fantasy in the bedroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            9

          

        

      

    

    
      Eric was barely responsive during the week. What proved to be a week of freedom for Trina was a week from hell for Eric.

      He described it as a deluge of his patients needing emergency sessions. Even his bimbo patients seemed extra needy. Being both a passionate therapist and someone who could use the extra money to help pay down the massive mortgage on his recent real estate acquisition, Eric extended his office hours to make sure his patients got the help they needed.

      “I’m sorry, Trina,” Eric said over the phone. “Work is killing me right now. But I promise to make it up to you this weekend. We can do whatever you want. I hate to be separated from you like this, but it can’t be helped.”

      “It’s okay,” Trina tried to explain. “I understand. And I’m sure we’ll find a way to make this weekend extra special.”

      “I love you,” Eric said before hanging up. He had another patient to see.

      On Trina’s part, she did not entirely mind having the extra free time to herself. Yes, she would have loved to spend more time with Eric in her free week before her internship with Dr. Daniels began, but she had other ways to occupy her time.

      That started with making a few choice purchases from Eric’s bimbo website. She created a new email address and created an account that Eric would not recognize as hers. BimboDreaming69 seemed like a fun screen name to use. Coupled with the new email address, only Trina’s payment information would have her real name on it, and that she assumed would be hidden via payment processing privacy.

      The breast growth cream was top of her list. Trina had never been particularly big. It had not even occurred to her that she might want to be bigger, but once she saw what counted as bimbo breasts, she had found boob envy.

      There were other items she purchased as well. One was a special lipgloss that was supposed to make her lips bigger. There was also a pill that was supposed to act as an aphrodisiac. Trina doubted any of them could really work, but she had enough spare money to give them a try.

      Trina also began to use her free time to watch and listen to the various hypnosis files Eric had put on his website. She found them interesting from a conceptual standpoint. Trina remained full alert through all of them, not actually following their directions, to get a better idea of what they were supposed to do and how they worked.

      Finding it all fascinating, Trina found herself getting turned on at the idea of making such drastic changes to her mind and body. Her hand slid down under the waistband of her shorts and began to rub herself through her panties. It did not take long before her body responded, soaking through her panties and even leaving a wet spot on her shorts.

      Yet still Trina continued. She rubbed and rubbed as she watched hypnosis video after hypnosis video, never slipping into trance, but not exactly remaining fully alert either. She could remember it all, but some of the details were a little hazy.

      Without even thinking about it, Trina would push herself right up to the edge of cumming. She could feel herself perched on the precipice, ready to cum. She just needed to take that one last step to drop off into a pool of pure pleasure.

      Except she didn’t. Every time Trina reached the edge, she would slow down or even withdraw her fingers for several agonizingly long minutes until she had cooled down enough to resume her ministrations.

      By the end of that first afternoon, Trina was a horny mess. She very nearly ignored Eric’s request that they hold off on seeing each other until Friday. She felt as if she could not wait another four days. It was only Monday and she already needed him. She needed his cock. Her fingers served as a poor substitution, but after much internal debate, Trina finally forced herself over the edge.

      “Fuck yes,” Trina cried out as she came, her vision turning white as she collapsed back on the couch, letting her body fall sideways until she was laying on her side. She had reached a point where only her pussy mattered and her pussy did not care that her neighbors might be able to hear her passionate cries. It simply had wanted to cum and cum she did.

      “That was…” Trina started to say as she came down from her orgasm, but she could not find the words to continue. Instead, she continued to lay there, her mind barely operating beyond running her involuntary systems, like breathing and pumping blood.

      “That was nice,” Trina finally said, minutes after her first attempt. It was nice. It had been her best orgasm that had come from her hands alone. With her body already so well primed, she honestly wondered whether she needed to order that aphrodisiac from Eric’s website, although it was too late to second guess herself. The order had already been made.

      With little to do throughout the week, Trina fell into a simple routine. She would walk along the river in the mornings after allowing herself to sleep in as late as her body could manage. It would be near lunchtime when she returned from her walk, giving her all afternoon to then watch and listen to Eric’s online hypnosis files.

      While Trina had not allowed herself to fall into trance on that first day of listening, she had no qualms about it after that. She listened to each one in sequence, spending her whole afternoon at the computer, watching and listening.

      Tuesday’s trance was light, but rewarding. Trina felt refreshed at the end of the afternoon, almost like she had been taking a light nap. It was only that she remembered vaguely what she had listened to that told her she had been in trance and not sleeping.

      As the week wore on, each day saw Trina fall deeper and deeper into trance as she listened to Eric’s files. She would watch the spiral in one of the videos and feel her mind go blissfully blank. By the end of each afternoon, Trina would be smiling.

      When Friday arrived, Trina had to admit she felt no different from she had before all of this. She saw no change in her thought patterns or behaviors. But then again, she was not actively looking to make changes in those things. The videos and audio files were fun to experience, but they did not seem to provide in long lasting effects.

      Despite that, as Trina found herself getting ready to meet Eric for dinner Friday night, she did discover one change in her as she looked at her reflection in the mirror.

      She wore a little black dress and a pair of matching heels. That by itself was nothing strange. She had worn the outfit for Eric before. This time, however, as she looked at her reflection, she found herself mindlessly repeating a mantra.

      “I’m just a toy,” Trina said as she finished primping in front of the mirror, smushing her boobs around to create a more enticing view of cleavage.

      The words flowed from Trina’s lips without her realizing it. They repeated, echoing through her mind, emphasizing her place. She was just a toy for Eric to play with. That was the general gist of it.

      Whether Trina actually believed her mantra was a completely different story. Although she had made plans to role play as a bimbo in the bedroom, she was less certain about letting it leave those small confines. Little did she know that she had already made the first steps toward living a bimbo life.
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      “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes,” Eric said the moment Trina opened her apartment door to her boyfriend.

      They had not seen each other all week and they had barely spoken. They had sent a few texts to each other, but while Trina always responded promptly, Eric could be delayed hours in his responses.

      That could have bothered Trina. Knowing his situation, she could have worried that he was looking for love elsewhere. But she knew better. She trusted him and he had never given her reason to doubt him. It would have been unfair to both of them to expect their two different places in life to always mesh together. Maybe someday, assuming their relationship continued to progress, but in the meantime, there would be times when they could not see each other as much as they wished.

      “You like?” Trina tittered. She felt especially giddy, although she could not put her finger on a reason why. It could have had to do with her spending her afternoon alternating between using the hypnosis files from Eric’s website and masturbating without cumming. She was horny and did not know how much longer she could last before she pounced on him.

      “You know I do,” Eric said, smiling.

      There was something about that smile that left Trina in a puddle of arousal. The moment she saw it, she just wanted to melt into him and let him have his way with her. Whatever he wanted, she would do, even more so after bombarding her mind with instructions from his hypnosis files.

      “Are you all right?” Eric asked, suddenly concerned about Trina’s behavior. She looked different, the way she held herself. Not that different was bad. In fact, she looked better than ever, but that did not mean that she was entirely herself. Something might be wrong.

      “I’m fine,” Trina said as she leaned into Eric’s arm and molded her body to his. “I’ve just missed you is all. And I had an idea for after dinner.”

      “Oh?” Eric said in surprise. “Do tell.”

      “Shh,” Trina said, putting a finger to his lips to shush him. “You’ll have to wait until after dinner. I’m not telling until then.”

      “A surprise. I like it. I shall be impatiently patient until dinner has finished.”

      Trina smiled.

      “With a surprise to look forward to, might I suggest we hurry along to dinner?”

      Trina simply nodded her head. She was afraid if she opened her mouth she might divulge her plans too soon.
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        * * *

      

      Two hours later found Eric and Trina in Eric’s penthouse. There was soft music playing and Trina swayed from side to side, half dancing, half simply trying to stay upright after drinking too much with dinner.

      Not that either of them minded Trina’s inebriated state. Trina herself felt wonderful almost as if she was happily high. She felt incredibly present in her body, without significant higher level thinking hampering her mood. She acted before she thought, loving how simple life seemed to be in such a state.

      Eric approached after hanging up his dinner jacket in his closet. “Enjoying yourself, my dear?” Eric asked before he kissed Trina gently on the lips.

      “Mmm,” Trina agreed. “So good.”

      “I hate to be that person, but I do believe you had a surprise for me for after dinner,” Eric said as he sat down on the couch as Trina continued to gently sway to the music. “I wish to remind you that it is now after dinner.”

      Trina smiled. “I was thinking…”

      She lost her train of thought. It felt like her mind was swimming against the current of alcohol in her system. She had not meant to drink so much. It just happened. If only she could get a little more sober before the next step of her plan, which seemed to already be derailed after drinking too much.

      “Yes?” Eric said, prompting Trina after she lost her train of thought. “You were thinking?”

      “I was thinking of playing a game with you tonight,” Trina said. “A bimbo game.”

      Eric sat there, stunned, unable to find anything to say. He had been ready to make a quip about her thinking should she lose her train of thought again, but instead, he found his own mind in a state of fault.

      “You said you find bimbos attractive,” Trina said as she slowly swayed across the room toward the couch to sit next to Eric. “I was thinking I could pretend to be a bimbo this weekend for you, to see how you’d like that. What do you say?”

      “I…” Eric started to say. “I don’t know what to say. You, you don’t have to.”

      “I know, Eric,” Trina said, taking his face in her hands and kissing him as he had kissed her moments earlier. “I want to try it if you want to. I play the bimbo girlfriend and you get to play the manly boyfriend. You get to play with this body like it’s a toy and I get to take care of your needs.”

      Trina emphasized her body by running one of her hands down her flank. She might have been the curviest woman in the world, but she had a few curves. They were curves Eric had already delighted in. Now she was just teasing him, pushing at his mind to get him to agree. She wanted to play the bimbo as much as she was sure he wanted her to.

      “Yes,” Eric said. It came out clipped, almost forced. He wanted to say yes, of course he did. He had a bimbo fetish too, just like all those women he treated. The difference had always been that he wanted to be the bigger man. He needed to see his way clear to not act on his base impulses and instead live up to the oaths he had made. He needed to get his answer out before he had a chance to second guess himself, before his rational side came out and told him off for succumbing to his own fantasies.

      Trina watched as his eyes lit up. She could see the battle inside of him, but she could also see where his true desires lay. He loved her, yes, but he also had a desire for bimbos that could only be satisfied in one way.

      From her perspective, Trina had no desire to fully change herself for Eric. She planned to work at her internship and then likely go off to graduate school. How all of that would work with Eric clearly staying where he was, tied down by both an active therapy practice, but also by a mortgage and new venture that allowed him to live in one of the nicest apartments she had ever seen.

      But that did not mean that they could not play. Trina felt confident, with Eric’s help, that she could play his bimbo ideal in the bedroom. She could be his mindless and vapid plaything to better satisfy his sexual urges.

      At least, she could do that some of the time. Trina doubted she could make such a move permanently, even if it remained a bedroom game. She assumed she would need some more variety than simply playing the bimbo every time they had sex.

      “I’m going to need your help,” Trina admitted. “I have an idea of what you might like, but you’re going to need to guide me some.”

      “I can do that,” Eric answered. “I’ll do anything for you.”

      This time it was Eric’s turn to initiate the kissing. And this was no mere light and gentle kiss. It was hard, fill of passion, full of unbridled love that continued to grow within him as Trina found new and exciting ways to please him and love him in return.

      Trina melted into his arms. She kissed him back with a passion to rival his own. Their hot lips met, melting together. Trina let him guide her, losing her place in it all, unclear where her body ended and his began. But none of that mattered. Only the passion mattered. Only the pleasure mattered. Only the love between them mattered.

      All of a sudden something happened. Trina’s world began to spin around her. Her mind snapped back into focus.

      She looked around to find herself in Eric’s arms. She felt safe and content there. But they were moving. He had picked her up and was carrying her to the bedroom. Trina could only smile at that. The bedroom was exactly where she wanted to be.

      “Here’s how I want this to work,” Eric explained once he had deposited Trina gently on the bed. “Your goal is to smile and focus on being sexy and pretty. That’s mostly it. Think of yourself as a toy. Your purpose is to be pleasing and to be played with.”

      “Um, okay,” Trina said thoughtfully. “I think I can do that.”

      The mantra of “I’m just a toy” ran through her head, a reminder of the steps she had already taken, whether knowingly or not.

      “Don’t worry about anything,” Eric continued. “That’s on me. I get to do the thinking, for the both of us. I’m the one in charge. However, if you get overwhelmed or want me to stop, I want you to tell me. All you have to say is ‘red light’ and that’s it. We stop. It’s the same for me. If I say it, we’re done with the role play. Got it?”

      Trina took a moment to think through her instructions. She repeated “red light” to herself several times, willing herself to remember that, should it be needed. It was a safe word. She had never had a safe word before.

      For a moment Trina began to question herself and her task. Could she really do this? Could she really get off on pretending to be a bimbo? At least Eric would like it, presumably. She did not want to disappoint him, but she was suddenly fearful that she would. How could she make this work? Trina had avoided taking an acting class her junior year, afraid that she would make a fool of herself. Finding out she could not act in a class was bad enough, but doing so with the man she loved seemed even more scary.

      Trina took short and fast breaths. She was hyperventilating before it even started. She was already failing. Her pulse shot up, her heart pounding in her chest. She had never been this anxious before.

      “Take it easy,” Eric said as he held her by her shoulders. “Big, slow, deep breaths,” he ordered.

      Eric worked with Trina to control her breathing, demonstrating what he wanted her to do as she slowly slowed her breathing.

      “That’s it,” Eric said. “Maybe we should wait on this. I don’t want you to do something that scares you.”

      Fear filled Trina’s eyes. “No,” she shouted. She did not want to stop. She had her heart set on this role play. She just got into her own head for a moment. This was not her. She could handle it. She wanted to give him the best gift she could think of after his long week. Playing the bimbo in bed seemed like the perfect gift for him. It was just she was afraid to fail.

      “Let’s slow things down then,” Eric said. “That’s assuming you still want to try this.”

      “Yes,” Trina said. “I want to try.”

      “Very well. I want you to close your eyes and relax. Focus on your breathing. In and out, nice and slow.”

      Trina did as instructed. She closed her eyes and redoubled her focus on her breathing, slowing down. Her shoulder visibly relaxed, dropping as her muscles released from their tight state.

      “That’s better, isn’t it?” Eric asked.

      “Yes,” Trina said as her eyes started to flutter open.

      “Let’s keep your eyes closed for now,” Eric said. “Now I want you to imagine you’re in a place that makes you happy. Let me know when you’re there.”

      It took Trina a moment to decide where she wanted to be. But once she decided on a spot, she spoke, “Okay, I’m there.”

      “It’s okay if you don’t want to share, but I’m curious where you chose.”

      “I’m in the park by the river, walking on the path,” Trina answered. “I can hear the water against the shore and the birds in the trees.”

      “That’s good,” Eric said. “That’s a perfect place to be. Now I want you to stay in the park on the path, but I want you to imagine yourself with a different body. You’ve got long and carefully styled hair. Your breasts are large, dominating your figure. And on your feet are a pair of heels. Can you see that?”

      Trina did not answer with words. She nodded her head, keeping her mind focused on the image in her mind.

      “Good,” Eric said. “Now I’d like you to tell me about this version of yourself. What are you wearing? What are you feeling? What do you expect others to think of you?”

      Trina sat there for several moments, deciding how to respond. What was she thinking? It seemed easiest to start with her clothing.

      “I’m wearing a tight top with a v-neck to show off my cleavage. The top doesn’t quite reach the top of my pants, leaving a belt of skin around my middle bare. The top is green, but I’m wearing a cropped jacket over it, but it’s open to provide a good view of my breasts.”

      “That’s good,” Eric said. “What about your pants?”

      “They’re jeans, but really tight. I’m wearing them with a black belt. They make my ass look really good. My heels are black boots. They come up almost to my knees, covering the bottom part of my pants. I look sexy without even trying.”

      “I bet you do,” Eric said. “What are you thinking about when you look like that?”

      “I know everyone is looking at me,” Trina answered. “I know it and I like it. My body is a piece of art. People looking at me, lusting for me, gives me validation.”

      “Why is that?” Eric asked. “Why does other people’s lust give you validation?”

      “Because I’m not smart. I have thoughts, but I’ve learned that they’re usually wrong, so I try to let other people make decisions for me. My mind isn’t worth anything, so I have to compensate with my body. My body gives me value.”

      “And what kind of value do you have?” Eric asked. Trina could not see the smile on his face. He enjoyed this as much as he did the actual sex, or so he believed. He had never had sex with a bimbo, even if the woman was only role playing.

      “I’m just a toy,” Trina said. “I’m there to be played with. By being sexy, I am more likely to be played with.”

      Eric gave a double take when she started talking about being a toy. That was an interesting coincidence with one of the hypnosis tracks he had recorded for his bimbo therapy. Not that Eric was complaining, but he had no idea what all Trina had been doing with her week.

      “Now, tell me, what is your name when you look like this?” Eric asked.

      “I’m Trina,” she answered automatically.

      “Is Trina a toy?”

      “No, Trina is a person.”

      “If you’re a toy when you look like that,” Eric said. “Maybe we need to change your name. That way you can’t confuse Trina with the woman you see in your mind. And since you mentioned toy, how about we call you Trinket. Trinkets can be toys. How do you like that?”

      “I like that a lot. If I’m a toy than my name is Trinket.”

      “In a moment, I’m going to have you open your eyes. When you do, I want you to focus on being Trinket. Leave Trina alone for a little while. After some time as Trinket, you can switch places again. And do you remember what the safe word is?”

      “It’s red light,” Trina answered.

      “Very good. Now I want Trinket to open her eyes.”

      Trina opened her eyes to see Eric smiling at her. She smiled back.

      “How do you feel?” Eric asked.

      “Happy,” she said. “And horny.”

      “And what’s your name?”

      “I’m Trinket,” Trina answered. She knew she was not really Trinket, but it helped to have a different name to associate with her role as a bimbo, as a toy for Eric to play with. That all seemed much easier now.

      “Okay Trinket,” Eric said. “What would you like to do?”

      Trina sat there, almost frozen. Her mind was at an impasse. She had been asked a question, but he was asking her to make a decision. What could she choose? What was the right answer?

      Eric laughed. “That’s okay. I think I know what we can do.”

      Eric leaned over and kissed Trina. Her eyes lit up at the realization. She had her validation. He was kissing her. That must mean he liked her.

      But Eric did more than kiss her. His hands roamed over her body. If Trina had been a ball of lustful energy before, Eric’s hands stoked the ball into a giant flame.

      Trina found herself simply going with the flow. Eric seemed to know what he wanted. She just had to follow his lead. And if she got a little off track, he was there to guide her back to the path.

      It was glorious to see his complete attention placed on her, to know that he approved of her. She did not need to be smart. She did not need to know anything. All she needed to do was follow his lead and be the most pleasing bimbo she could think to be.

      Trina came and came that night she spent as Trinket, over and over again. She almost felt bad that Eric was not cumming too, but the look in his eyes told her everything she needed to know. Yes, he was having fun. He was having more fun than she could imagine as she allowed him to play with her body, to guide her and explore a part of himself he had never been able to explore before. This was new to both of them, but they both found they enjoyed themselves far more than they ever had before.

      When they both fell asleep late that night, cuddling in each other’s arms, they both had blissful smiles on their faces as they experienced sweeter dreams than they ever had before.
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      When Trina woke up Saturday morning, she was still smiling. Her body seemed to hum with a new positive energy. She felt good. She felt better than good. She felt amazing.

      Her smile faltered slightly when she looked and felt for Eric at her side, but the bed was empty of the man she loved. However, the moment of fret was short lived as she heard someone banging around in the kitchen.

      Trina slipped on a bra and a pair of panties. That seemed reasonable after their night together. The truth was, she had not brought many clothes to wear. She had not fully anticipated a sleepy Saturday morning. What she had been thinking when she packed her overnight bag, she did not know. Not that it mattered anymore.

      “Morning, sleepy head,” Eric greeted her. “Sleep well?”

      “Good morning,” Trina said. He got up on tip toes to give Eric a peck on the cheek. “I slept great. It would have been even better to wake up next to you though.”

      “What can I say?” Eric said with a comical shrug. “I was hungry. But I decided to make chocolate chip pancakes with strawberries and cream and hot cocoa.”

      “How can I say no to that?” Trina asked.

      “The cocoa is on the counter,” Eric said, pointing. “It’s not a mix. You can add extra chocolate shavings to taste.”

      Trina’s eyes practically bugged out of her head as the sight of the thick hot chocolate steaming in a mug already. The small pile of chocolate shavings made the whole thing even more decadent. She picked up a handful of the shavings and dropped them into the mug, watching them melt into the already thick drink.

      That first sip was like heaven. Trina had never drank anything quite like it. If only she could start her morning like this every day.

      “Yum,” Trina said as she held the mug in both hands, warming her hands and helping the chocolate drink stay warm.

      “I thought you’d like that,” Eric said, smiling. “After last night, I felt the need to reward you. No, that’s the wrong word. I felt the need to thank you for last night. You may not know it, but you helped me play out fantasies I have been dreaming about for years. I hope that is not the last time we get to see Trinket come out to play.”

      “Maybe,” Trina said. “But I’ll have to think about it.”

      Her mind ran through the events of the night before. It had all been so much fun. She had turned her mind off and let her body lead her. Coupled with Eric’s guidance, she never came close to wanting to use the safe word. It was almost too bad she could not live like that all the time, not that they could spend all their days in the bedroom. Eric had to work and Trina, well, outside of her internship, her future was still to be determined.

      Trina had been accepted to several graduate school programs. That had been the good news. But she was still not certain that was the path she wanted to take. And she did not like the idea of trying to have a long distance relationship with Eric. She needed to feel his touch. She needed to be in his presence. She knew looking at each other on a screen would not be the same, even if they did find new ways to be intimate from a distance.

      But the fall was still months away. She had time to decide. She still had time to focus on the present and not worry about the future. And in the present, she very much wanted to explore her relationship with Eric on a deeper level. The bimbo lifestyle was another attraction, even if she did not completely understand it yet.

      Trina spent the rest of the day at Eric’s penthouse apartment. She had donned little more than she had first thing that morning, choosing to wear sexy lingerie instead of anything more substantial. After all, she was not going anywhere. It was only her and Eric. No one else would see her.

      Eric definitely saw her. He could barely keep his eyes off of her. She found herself enjoying prancing around the apartment, attracting Eric’s gaze as he tried to concentrate on something else. She would watch him out of the corner of her eye, seeing how his head turned to follow her as she moved about, dancing to a song only she could hear in her head.

      It was a taste of something Trina had never felt before. She had never viewed herself as an exhibitionist, but she found herself getting turned on by Eric’s stares. It was so easy to let herself get wrapped up in her own arousal, letting her body call the shots. She liked being aroused. There was a pleasure there she had never considered before. There was something special about putting herself on display for her boyfriend.

      Normally they saved their love making for the evening, after dinner. However, with Trina putting herself on such display, neither she nor Eric could hold themselves back. Eric came up behind Trina as she slowly gyrated in the living room to a song she remembered hearing on the radio. Her eyes were closed and she had lost herself in the music playing in her head and the feeling of her hands running over her exposed skin.

      Eric took hold of Trina’s hips. He let her keep dancing, holding her gently with just enough force to tell her that he was there. Without even thinking, Trina thrust back her ass, rubbing it into Eric’s crotch.

      It was an invitation no man would have been able to pass up. In a matter of minutes Trina found herself thrust up against the windows, looking out over the city skyline, as Eric took her from behind. She moaned like a slut in heat as he pushed into her. It was glorious to feel his cock splitting her open as he exposed her to anyone outside who might be looking up into the window.

      Eric released an animalistic roar as he came inside of her. They had stopped bothering with condoms, preferring instead to rely on her birth control. His seed flooded Trina’s channel, setting off her own climax that saw her uncontrollably scream out as the pleasure overtook her. Her legs gave out beneath her, but Eric’s strength, coupled with the leverage he had in pushing her against the window, kept her upright.

      It was only later, after Trina had a chance to recover from their first bout of the day that she realized how much she wanted to dive deeper into this bimbo fetish. She had always assumed she was normal and kink-free, but there was so much more she could do to deepen her connection with Eric. In that moment, that was all that mattered.

      As much as it was nice to spend the day with Eric like she did, they could not spend every moment together. Eric professed to have some work he needed to focus on after their first fuck of the day. Trina was disappointed, but accepting. While he disappeared into his office, Trina took the time to make herself a salon appointment. And as luck would have it, there was an opening for her on Sunday. She could start her new internship as a blonde. Eric would be so surprised when he saw her next.

      However, that appointment was still a day away. She could continue to spend the day listening to her body, letting it lead her actions as she gave her mind a rest. As it turned out, it seemed the things her body most wanted were to show off, principally for Eric, and entice him to fuck her. She was genuinely curious to see how many times in a day he could cum. Eric was a fit man with good stamina, but could he keep up with his girlfriend when she was playing the role of a bimbo? That was the question she wanted answering.

      It turned out Eric was good for three sessions before dinner. That was when he had finally put an end to Trina’s day spent just wearing underwear. He appreciated it, but he was only human and he needed a rest.

      That, and he planned to take her out to dinner and a movie. She could continue to wear her lingerie, but it would need to be under regular clothes of some sort. This was not a night where fancy dresses were needed. She just needed to wear clothes of some sort.

      Trina took her time to get ready. She wanted to be perfect for Eric on their trip out of the apartment. Her options were limited. She had not packed her overnight bag with the plan of spending all weekend at Eric’s apartment. She had clothes to wear, but not necessarily ones she wanted to wear out after spending her day in a continuation of the previous night’s bimbo role play, even if it was unofficial. It had not been something she had planned with Eric at all. She just acted the part and he certainly seemed responsive to it, enjoying her actions as much as she did.

      Her outfit ended up needing to recycle her dress from the night before. Luckily, she had not worn it long enough for it to be qualifies as dirty. However, she paired it with a white blouse she had stuffed into her bag at some point. Trina did not even realize she had it until she found it. Eric had an iron so she could at least get the wrinkles out.

      Trina wore the blouse over the dress, tying it off around her midriff, just for the fun of it. She took her time fixing her hair and adding makeup to complete her look. The outfit was a mix of sexy, formal and office wear, which when combined as it was, gave her a casual, but sexy look she could wear for a casual dinner and then to the movie theater.

      When it came to the movie, however, it did not take long before Trina started to get bored. It was a strange sensation, because the movie was a romantic comedy she normally would have loved. Instead, since there were few people in the theater and no one nearby, Trina bent over into Eric’s lap and took out his cock. At first she was just planning to give him a hand job, but that lasted less than a minute before she took him into her mouth.

      Eric did nothing and said nothing, at least to start. He quietly sat there and watched the movie as Trina began her work. However, after a couple minutes of her lips wrapped around his cock, he reached over and began to fondle her ass through her dress.

      There was something about the way he seemed to manhandle her, to use his hand to possess her body, that only served to turn her on even more. However, his hand did not remain on her ass. He reached farther, his fingers pushing between her legs from behind until they were free of her dress and had reached her pussy.

      To Eric’s surprise, Trina was not wearing panties. The truth was, she had already soaked through what she had packed for the weekend. It was just easier and more comfortable to go without. And it certainly did not hurt the lines of her dress.

      However, Eric did not show any hint of his surprise. He simply went to work, fingering Trina’s wet and waiting pussy as she continued to blow him. He kept an eye out for anyone who might notice their actions, but in the dark, with only the big screen for light, no one seemed to pay them any attention.

      Eric came in Trina’s waiting mouth, shooting his hot white seed toward the back of her throat. She swallowed as he came, maintaining the suction on his cock. She was not going to spill a drop.

      Trina, meanwhile, was close to an orgasm of her own at Eric’s hands. Ever so close. However, As soon as Eric was done cumming, he pulled his hand away from Trina’s pussy and worked to help her put away his cock.

      “Please,” Trina whispered in his ear. “I need to cum.”

      She wanted him to continue fingering him. It had felt deliciously good as well as complete naughty, knowing they were in public as they were. She had no idea why she had started, but she had no regrets. She did wish Eric would finish her off though.

      “Shh,” was all Eric said.

      Trina sat up straight and squeezed her thighs together. She did not dare use her own hands to get herself off. The truth was, she knew she would be unable to maintain her silence. She would scream out as the pleasure overtook her and that would completely ruin their ability to do what they had just done while remaining incognito.

      “So close,” Trina thought as they finished watching the movie. She had been so close to cumming. Just another minute or so more and she would feel the pleasurable release of another orgasm. She had lost count of how many times she had cum already that day. It seemed likely to be a record. In the moment, she had no idea how she could survive going an entire workday without cumming. She felt as if she were addicted to the pleasure.

      In the end, Trina was forced to wait until they returned to Eric’s apartment for her to get the release she so badly needed. By then her immediate need had lessened slightly. Her body had backed away from the edge, but she still felt unbelievably horny. She bounced in her seat on the drive, completely unaware of her jittery behavior.

      Eric noticed it, however. He kept shooting her sideways glances as he drove, checking on her. He could not help but smile. But if he had any idea what was going through Trina’s mind right then, he certainly did not show it. He seemed almost blissfully unaware of the steps Trina had already taken to please him. The question was how much longer he could go before it became obvious?

      When they returned to Eric’s apartment, Trina did not need to wait long before she got what she needed. Eric took her straight to the bedroom where he stripped her of her clothes and shoes and tossed her on the bed.

      Trina was barely able to speak as Eric showed a dominance he had previously kept hidden from her, even compared to the night before where she was specifically playing her bimbo role. She cried out with pure happiness when Eric finally gave her what she needed: his cock. She came on his third stroke, but he did not slow down.

      Eric powered through, continuing to push her as he fucked her through her first orgasm. After cumming so many times himself already that day, his stamina was appreciably higher.

      As soon as Trina had finished her first orgasm, she was already building toward another. That came soon after, hitting her even harder. Trina’s arms flailed about her as her body convulsed under the onslaught of pleasure, but still Eric continued to fuck her.

      She was barely more than a rag doll when Eric reached his point of no return. Trina herself was on the precipice of a third orgasm. As his seed flooded her pussy, she came too, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head as she became overwhelmed by the pleasure. Her entire body pulsed with orgasmic energy, every muscle and nerve becoming a conduit for which that energy could flow through her, sending her ever higher in climactic ecstasy.

      Trina lost consciousness after Eric pulled out. Her mind was unable to cope with all of the signals her body was sending it. She had never understood the concept of too much pleasure before, but it had finally happened. She had become overloaded by it and it was only by the grace of her boyfriend that she was tucked snugly in bed to sleep off what had been a wonderfully arousing day playing the role of a bimbo.
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      The previous 36 hours had been a whirlwind for Trina. She stood in front of her mirror in her apartment, still not fully believing the woman she saw was her. There was only one difference, but it was a significant one. It was her hair.

      Trina had left Eric’s apartment late Sunday morning. She had woken up with a smile on her face. That smile only grew with one last bout of sex before she left. As much as she wanted to stay with Eric all day, they both needed some time apart.

      For Eric, Trina proved to be a terrific distraction. He did have work to do that she had prevented him from finishing on Saturday. There were still aspects of his new bimbo venture that required his time outside of his normal office hours. Not all of his clients were women with bimbo fetishes. He saw other clients too, which meant some of the logistical work around his new venture required additional time.

      For her part, Trina needed some time apart as well. She needed to focus on preparing for her first day as Dr. Daniels’ intern. She also had a hair appointment.

      Trina could scarcely believe how far she had taken things once she was at the salon. The stylist was the woman she usually saw. They had a limited relationship.

      “Maria,” Trina said to her stylist upon arrival, “I’m thinking about going blonde.”

      Maria sported unnaturally blonde hair herself, which made Trina feel better about the prospect. However, it was a significant change to her image. Trina had tried blonde highlights once, but she had not bothered to keep up with them. They had looked nice, but it seemed like a lot of money and work when she was just a student. Now, it felt different.

      “We can do that,” Maria answered. “Your hair can definitely handle the chemicals. I remember when we added the blonde highlights. Do you want to do that again or go all the way?”

      “All the way,” Trina answered. “And as light as you can go without causing damage.”

      Maria smiled. Little did Trina know that most of Maria’s clients were not average women. She seemed to have developed a large clientele of strippers and sex workers. Many of those women preferred blonde hair and she had become adept at lightening hair with little to no damage.

      “We can do that,” Maria said. “Now let’s have you take a seat and we’ll get started. Just lie back and let me do all the work.”

      It had been a long appointment. When Trina first saw her reflection in the salon mirror, she had a hard time believing it was her. That feeling had not dissipated since.

      Trina had woken up early Monday morning so she could spend the time to put on makeup and style her hair. She wanted to look perfect on her first day of work. Yes, it was only an internship, but this could be the first step in a successful career. It could also be the last job she ever held, depending on her possible futures with Eric. She could imagine herself being his stay-at-home wife, if he so desired.

      Either way, Trina wanted her first day at work to go as smoothly as possible. And that included not wanting to be late as she tried to make herself look perfect.

      Trina wore a similar outfit to the one she had worn when she interviewed with Eric all those weeks ago. The white blouse and the black slacks were perfectly professional. She did not want her nearly platinum blonde hair to distract anyone from her abilities. Trina had been a good student and she planned to make that translate into being a good employee.

      The only annoying part of Trina’s first day was the rain. It was the last week of May and unfortunately that could mean spring rain sometimes. It was not supposed to last all day, at least according to the local weatherman. Although she figured he was wrong half the time, so she put little stock in what he said.

      The rain would not have been an issue except for the fact Trina did not have a car of her own. She had her license. She could drive. After all, she was 22 years old and being able to drive was a teenager’s right of passage. However, she had never needed a car while in school. She lived within walking distance of campus and all of her classes.

      Technically so too was Trina’s new workplace. It was only half a mile to Dr. Daniels’ office. She had planned to walk, unless Eric had offered to give her a ride. He had actually offered to pick her up for her first day of work, but she wanted to keep her new hair color a secret from him. It was to be a surprise for later in the week, when they next met up.

      Trina bundled up in a raincoat for her walk to work. She had planned to wear a pair of heels, but the rain made her second guess herself. Instead, she wrote a pair of waterproof shoes she had picked up for an ecology class that required field trips out to a local wilderness area to examine stream ecology. She had learned her lesson after the first field trip when her shoes got completely ruined. Wearing those shoes, Trina would have dry feet at work, but she decided to bring her heels with her, so she had something more fashionable to change into.

      Trina had never been one to care about fashion. She gave little attention to which styles were in and which were out at any given time. However, after returning from the salon Sunday afternoon, it felt as if something inside of Trina had changed. It felt like a switch had been flipped and she had a sudden interest in what the latest fashions were.

      Maybe it had been the change in hair color. Maybe it had been the magazines she had looked at while waiting for Maria to be free. Or maybe it had something to do with the bimbo hypnosis tracks she had listened to the previous week. Either way, Trina found herself reading through several beauty and fashion blogs with rapt attention.

      Trina might not have everything she needed to be fashionable, but she could at least use what she had at her disposal. Luckily, it seemed from what she had read that light blonde hair was in for the summer. That was certainly a relief for the newly blonde Trina. She would not have dyed it back right away. After all, she wanted to see Eric’s reaction when next he saw her. But she definitely wanted to be seen as fashionable, for whatever reason that was.

      Despite the rain, Trina was 15 minutes early for the start of her shift at her internship. There were several unknowns about her first day, so she planned to be early. It would not have made a good impression to be late on her first day of work.

      Dr. Daniels was already there. He heard the door close behind Trina, causing him to come out of his office to see if it was her. He found her dripping in his waiting room as she shed the wet layers from her walk to the office.

      “Good morning,” Dr. Daniels said with a smile. He did not remember Trina having blonde hair before. He considered asking about it, but decided against it, not wanting to look foolish if he had simply misremembered. He did like it though. She looked good as a blonde, better than he remembered too.

      “Good morning, Dr. Daniels,” Trina said. “Sorry I’m dripping everywhere.”

      “It’s a wet one this morning. I gave you the tour the last time you were here, but the file room also acts as a lounge for you. That will be where you can hang up your coat.”

      “Thanks,” Trina said as she followed Dr. Daniels into the file room.

      “As we discussed, this will be where you spend most of your time. I know we originally agreed on three days per week, but it looks like my workload has shifted and we can probably use you five days per week. No worries if that doesn’t work for you. I will make sure you get paid for all your hours and I’m sure we can rotate you in to get some client facing time. Obviously you won’t be doing any therapy yourself, but there should be some opportunities for you to observe me.”

      “That would be wonderful,” Trina said. Her mind was already spinning, trying to decide what she could do with the extra money she had not planned on. She would certainly be doing some shopping, spending that hard earned cash on new clothes. Her desire to be more fashionable would be costly.

      “Great,” Dr. Daniels said. “I’ve listed out the clients who are on the schedule for today. I like to have those files on hand to review before I see each patient. You’ve already signed the patient privacy forms, so I don’t need to go over that with you. So let’s see how you do with getting me the files for today’s clients. There will be some additional work later, but that will have to wait for Mrs. Black, my secretary. Admittedly, she will oversee many of your duties here, since I will often be busy with patients.”

      “Understood, sir,” Train responded. “Just give me a moment to hang up my coat and I’ll get started on retrieving your files.”

      “Very prompt,” Dr. Daniels said. “I like that.”

      Dr. Daniels returned to his office, leaving Trina alone for the first time. She hung up her coat and then changed her shoes. The cuffs of her trouser legs were wet, but the material would dry soon enough.

      After changing her shoes, Trina took a moment to check her appearance in a compact she had in her bag. She took a moment and touched up her lipstick, wanting to maintain a perfect look throughout the day.

      Dr. Daniels’ filing system was simple and required no additional skills on Trina’s part. The files were arranged alphabetically. Within five minutes she had retrieved all of the files he needed for the day.

      Interestingly, one of the clients was a Kyle Edwards. However, when she found his file, it was right next to another file with the name Eric Edwards on it.

      “Did Eric see Dr. Daniels professionally?” Trina whispered to herself.

      She shook her head to clear her mind. Trina knew the ethics of spying on someone like that. These files were confidential and it would be a huge invasion of Eric’s privacy if she pried into his file.

      That, of course, was assuming this Eric Edwards was the same man she was dating. The name was common enough it could be someone else entirely. And depending on the recorded details in the file, there was no telling if there was identifiable information inside. If there was not, she could end up making dangerous assumptions about the man she loved.

      No, if Eric wanted to talk about seeing Dr. Daniels in a professional capacity, then that was his right. Trina needed to forget about his file entirely. Only Eric could reveal its contents, assuming he wanted to share it at all. That was just how it was going to be.

      It was only after Trina realized she had spent the past five minutes thinking about Eric and the folder with his name on it, that she hurried herself to finish pulling the needed files for Dr. Daniels. She was knocking on Dr. Daniels’ office door a moment later with the stack of files ready in her hands, ordered the same as what had been written on his list. She could only presume that was the order in which he was seeing his clients today.
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      “Ah, Ms. Stanford,” Dr. Daniels said as soon as Trina stepped into his office. “Thank you for the files. And I want you to meet Mrs. Black, my secretary.”

      “Nice to meet you officially,” Trina said. She had met Mrs. Black previously, when she came for her interview. Not that she had gotten to know Mrs. Black personally.

      Mrs. Black appeared to be in her 50’s. She was Asian, with graying short curly hair and a kind smile. From what Trina could remember from that short interaction weeks ago was how capable and efficient the woman seemed to be at her job.

      “The same, my dear,” Mrs. Black said.

      “Anyway,” Dr. Daniels interjected. “Thank you Mrs. Black for checking in this morning. And Ms. Stanford, thank you for getting me these files so promptly. I should let you two get acquainted. Our first client of the day is expected in about 15 minutes.”

      Both women left his office, leaving him to review the file for his first client of the day. Mrs. Black guided Trina back to the file room. That was to be her domain, although she would have little say in official office matters. She was there to learn and perform the small tasks so that Dr. Daniels and Mrs. Black could focus on client facing matters.

      “You changed your hair since you were here last,” Mrs. Black said.

      Trina paused for a moment, unsure what to say. It was true, however, Trina did not think she had the time to make such an impression on the secretary. She barely remembered the secretary herself.

      “Um, yeah, I got it done yesterday,” Trina finally answered. “My boyfriend has a thing for blondes so I decided to dye my hair. He hasn’t seen it yet. He doesn’t even know about it yet. It’s going to be a surprise.”

      “I did stuff like that for my husband before he died,” Mrs. Black said. “Anyway, your hair looks good. I just wanted to say that. And you can call me Mai, by the way. That’s assuming I can call you Trina.”

      Trina nodded her head, not know exactly what to say.

      “Well, Trina, I’m glad to have you here. Sometimes I wish Dr. Daniels would hire someone for the file room full time. When we don’t have an intern here, those responsibilities fall to me, and I already have too much work to do as it is. So thank you for being here.”

      “I’m excited to be here,” Trina said automatically. In truth, she was less so. Yes, she wanted to make a good impression and she wanted a good future recommendation, but she also knew she was a glorified file clerk. It was not exactly exciting stuff for a college graduate with her eyes possibly set on graduate school. This barely counted as real world experience in her mind.

      “I’m sure you are,” Mai said. “But I’m afraid you have a daunting task ahead of you in the next few weeks. We are digitizing the file system. It will be your job to scan the files into the computer.”

      Mai took the first file in the cabinet and showed Trina how to access the computer. She then demonstrated the scanning workflow for each file.

      “It’s probably for the best that you avoid paying attention to what is actually in the files,” Mai said. “That is unless the computer has trouble reading the text. Then you will need to input the missing information manually.”

      “I think I can do that,” Trina said. “It seems easy enough.”

      “It’s definitely easy,” Mai said. “It’s just slow going. For all I know, depending on error rate, this project could take you all summer. Could be worse, I suppose. At least you’re getting paid for it.”

      Trina could only agree with that. The tasks she had been given might be menial, but she was getting paid for her time. And the there was still a chance of observing Dr. Daniels in action later in the summer.

      “Are you good to go?” Mai asked. “I need to get out into the waiting room to handle things there.”

      “I’ve got this,” Trina said.

      “Good. I’ll check in on you when it’s time to take your lunch.”

      The morning hours passed slowly as Trina did her work. Mai had been right. Progress did not come quickly. Scanning documents should have been easy, which it technically was, but the scanner was slow and there were times when the computer could on interpret Dr. Daniels’ handwriting. Or at least she assumed it was his handwriting. All she knew was after the first few errors popped up, she was impressed by the computer’s ability to interpret such poor handwriting.

      There were times when notes had been typed up. Presumably Dr. Daniels had dictated those notes to Mai when he had some free time. Otherwise, she guessed, he was just jotting down notes as he held session with his patients.

      After a while, Trina decided she needed to listen to something while she worked. Normally she would have chosen music, but she instead put on one of Eric’s bimbo hypnosis tracks. She had no idea why she selected that over music. Music would have allowed her to at least dance in place while the scanner did its work. But the hypnosis tracks seemed to fit with the monotony of the tasks she had been given.

      Every hour or so, Trina found her distracted by either Dr. Daniels or Mai stepping in to return a file. Each file corresponded to the previous client. Those files were ready to be returned to their proper place.

      Trina had a hard time believing that this was going to be her life for the next couple months. She had until the fall to before she presumably headed off to graduate school. Where exactly, she still did not want to think about. In many ways, that decision would come down to the feasibility to maintaining her relationship with Eric through it all. Should they break up before summer’s end, it would simplify her decision, but it would leave her with an empty place in her heart. Trina loved him and she had a feeling their relationship could last a long time and go far, if given the opportunity. That was the problem.

      When Mai stopped in to tell Trina about taking a lunch break, she found Trina standing there mindlessly, unmoving. The computer was scanning the pages, but Trina looked frozen, as if her mind was completely elsewhere with no thought to her work.

      That sight was a disturbing one. Mai had seen the blank stares of hypnotized people before. Dr. Daniels occasionally used hypnosis in his practice, but those instances were rare. Still, Mai saw in Trina what she had seen in those patients before. Trina was in a trance.

      The computer beeped to indicate it had finished scanning the previous file without error. The sound woke Trina from her trance as she automatically put away the old file and began to prepare a new one.

      “You can take a break now,” Mai said, interrupting Trina’s work.

      Trina turned, looking startled.

      “Sorry about that,” Mai said. “You seemed pretty zoned out there.”

      Trina’s face turned red, burning with embarrassment. Had she just been caught using hypnosis files at work? She hoped not.

      “Sorry, I was just…”

      Trina trailed off, knowing she did not have an answer to give, at least an answer that sounded reasonable. She did not think listening to bimbo hypnosis tracks at work that her boyfriend made was a good excuse.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Mai said with a smile. “We all have our preferred way to work through the mundane tasks in our lives. But it’s time for lunch. You care to join me downstairs in the deli if you want.”

      Trina had not brought a lunch on her first day. She had not planned how she was going to spend her first lunch break. She was still new to this working thing. Trina had always been able to grab lunch at the dining hall or eat at home, whichever was easier on the given day. However, the new job left her unsure of what to do. She had no routine, nor did she know the good lunch spots near Dr. Daniels’ office.

      “Sure, that sounds, um, great.”

      Trina did not want to admit it, but her words seemed to be coming to her much slower than she was used to. That and her vocabulary seemed slightly limited. Simply answering Mai felt like she was reaching deep inside herself for the right words and in the end, she had not even used the words she had been looking for.

      It had to be the hypnosis tracks, Trina figured. They were actually doing something to her mind. What they were succeeding at doing was still a mystery, even though she managed to read through all of the accompanying documentation of each track.

      “Listening to hypnosis tracks while working?” Mai asked after they had made it downstairs and ordered sandwiches. Mai had paid for Trina’s food. It seemed fitting on her part to treat the new girl on her first day. But she also did it because she was curious about Trina and what she as doing to herself.

      Trina’s face turned red. “Um, is that okay?”

      “It’s fine,” Mai said, smiling. “Just be careful. As long as you keep up your workload, you’ll be fine.”

      “I will,” Trina said, hurrying her response.

      “You mentioned you dyed your hair for your boyfriend earlier,” Mai said, controlling the course of the conversation. “You know, I used to do things like that for my husband.”

      “You did?” Trina asked. She had never considered making such changes in herself before. Admittedly, part of her desire to try being blonde was for her own exploration, but it was Eric’s bimbo fetish that definitely got the ball rolling on that front. It was the same reason she had been listening to bimbo hypnosis tracks. It was the same reason she had purchased those various creams and supplements from Eric’s website. She wanted to see how they worked and to see if they could make her look and act more like a bimbo.

      “You wouldn’t know it now, of course,” Mai said. “But if you knew me before I met my husband and after he passed away, you would wonder why I have an Asian accent.”

      Trina had not paid much attention to Mai’s accent before that moment. She sounded distinctly Asian, but given her clear Asian ancestry, it made sense. Trina knew nothing about Mai’s background. She just assumed she grew up somewhere in Asia and still retained an accent from her youth.

      “It’s true, I was born in Vietnam during the way,” Mai continued. “But my parents came to America just after I was born as refugees. They already spoke decent English, but my English was flawless growing up. It had to be if I wanted to avoid being picked on in school. But after I met my husband to be and fell in love, I discovered he had an Asian fetish. He loved me for who I was, but I had the desire to make his fantasies come true.”

      “What did his fetich include?” Trina asked with rapt attention. She completely ignored her sandwich as Mai told her story. To think a few weeks earlier she had no idea of how broad and varied the fetich communities were in the world. She had undergone quite the crash course, although she had focused on the bimbo fetish for obvious reasons.

      “He liked the idea of me being a dumb and horny Asian housewife for him. I practiced speaking in an over-the-top Asian accent until it became second nature. ‘Me love you long time’ and similar were the sorts of things he liked me to say.”

      “You spoke like that all the time?” Trina asked, surprised at the dedication.

      “It started out as something I just did in the bedroom, but it didn’t take long to spill out into our everyday lives. I knew other parents looked down on me for my incredibly poor English skills. I sounded like I had just gotten off the boat, that I might have even been here illegally. But I didn’t care about what others thought. I only cared about what my husband thought and he loved it.”

      “How did you survive all that?” Trina asked. “I take it you have kids.”

      “Three sons,” Mai answered. “We had them early in our marriage. One is a doctor, another is an engineer and the third is a financial analyst. They only knew me and my broken English when their father was alive. I would probably still be speaking that way if he hadn’t had his heart attack.”

      “Why did you stop?” Trina asked.

      “It took time to break those habits. I had been speaking that way for over 20 years. But I needed a job to support myself. So I started rebuilding my English skills. Every once in a while I still sleep back into my old speaking habits, especially when I’m around my sons, but even though I never had an accent before, I have one now. And what’s funny is it isn’t even a Vietnamese accent. I sound Chinese, which I find hilarious about the whole thing.”

      “Why did you tell me this?” Trina wondered. “Are you trying to warn me?”

      Mai laughed. “Of course not. I don’t regret any of that stuff. I’m just saying, it’s okay if you want to make changes to please your boyfriend. But you need to make those changes on your terms, not his.”

      “I understand,” Trina said. “And no, he’s not pressuring me. He told me stuff about himself a couple weeks ago and after doing some research, I decided to give some of it a try. Hence the blonde hair and me listening to hypnosis tracks. There’s some other stuff too, but I had to send away for that.”

      “Then you’re fine,” Mai said. “You just need to be true to yourself and follow your own plans.”

      “Actually, that reminds me,” Trina said. “There’s a file I saw when I was collecting the patient files for Dr. Daniels this morning. It might be my boyfriend. I’m not planning to look, because that would be an invasion of his privacy, but I might need to have you scan that file, just so I’m not tempted.”

      Mai looked at Trina with a note of surprise. “That’s some serious ethics you’ve got there.”

      “He’s actually the reason I’m here,” Trina said. “It was his own ethical side that got me this internship.”

      Trina went on to explain some of the details, although not all, of how she came to be employed by Dr. Daniels and have Eric as her boyfriend. Mai listened with the same intensity Trina had listened to the older woman. However, if she knew anything about Eric’s therapy, she did not disclose it.

      “Thank you for letting me know,” Mai said. “Neither Dr. Daniels or I were aware of your romantic involvement with Eric.”

      “We weren’t when I interviewed for the position,” Trina explained. “But that was why he sent me to Dr. Daniels. He was interested in me in an unprofessional way and decided it best, ethically speaking, not to mix business with pleasure. I didn’t call him about his offer for a date until a couple weeks later, I think. I was bored one weekend and wanted some company. My friends were all busy with grad school applications, so I called Eric and we went on a date. The rest is history.”

      “No problem,” Mai said. “These things happen. I’ll be sure to take his file off your plate. I can add it to the system myself.”

      “Thanks,” Trina said. “And thank you for lunch. That was very kind of you. I think I’ll take it back to the office and eat it in the file room.”

      “Yes,” Mai said. “We had best get back to work. Dr. Daniels doesn’t pay us to spend all day here in the deli. He’ll start to wonder where we’ve gone off to in a bit, I don’t wonder.”

      And with that, the two women returned to Dr. Daniels’ office to finish out the day.
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      Eric was coming over. Trina had texted him after her first day was over, before she had even left the building to return home. He wanted to celebrate with her on the successful completion of said first day of work.

      Trina was looking forward to seeing him, although she knew he would be in for quite a shock when he saw her hair. She hoped he would like it.

      However, such matters were forgotten when Trina checked her mailbox on her way up to her apartment. There was a package for her.

      “The stuff I bought from Eric’s site,” Trina said to herself as she tried to place the return address on the label. “That must be what this is.”

      The label listed a business she had never heard of. That was no surprise. Trina had no doubt Eric was contracting with another company that actually supplied the products. She was, however, impressed with the reasonably fast turnaround. No, it was not one or two-day shipping, but it was not five to seven-day shipping either. The notice that the products had shipped only arrived in her email a couple days earlier.

      Trina carried the box upstairs to her apartment and put it and her back on the dining room table. She needed a place to spread out and the table was the perfect spot.

      Opening the box, Trina was actually surprised to see a personalized note, supposedly from Eric.

      “Bimbo TS, thank you for making your first purchase of bimbofying products,” Trina read out loud, noting it had used her screen name she had created on his website. “I hope you find these products do everything you wished them to do. Please make sure to follow application instructions to avoid any unwanted side effects. Included in your first order is a free sample of a tummy toner. This will potentially be a new product added to our store in the near future. Good luck with your bimbo journey.”

      The note was signed by Eric, although the whole thing had been electronically printed. She figured it was a form letter that had been filled in with a few details.

      After reading the letter, Trina took little time unpacking the box of goodies. Admittedly, the item she was most interested in was the breast growth cream.

      Trina had never done much growing in the breasts department. There were times she wondered if she even needed to wear a bra. It seemed so pointless, until she realized her nipples were poking through her top. There was a point to a bra after all, disguising her own points. She just did not need much support, except for when she was exercising. But a good sports bra was all she needed there.

      The breast growth cream was not the only thing she bought, however. There was a lip plumping cream, a skin smoothing facial cream, and a hair removal cream that promised not to burn the skin. She even bought a cream for her neck that was supposed to lead to tighten vocal cords.

      Trina did not believe all of these products would work, but she was interested in trying them. And she definitely wanted to support Eric’s new business venture. Yes, it would have been more economically efficient to just give him the money straight up, so he could take all of it as profit to help pay off other expenses, but she was genuinely interested to see if they worked.

      Placing everything back in the box, Trina carried her new purchases to the bathroom where she felt it best to give them a try. Eric was not expected for at least another hour—he was bringing dinner—so she had time to give everything a test.

      Trina stripped down out of her work clothes. She did not want to continue wearing them any longer than she needed to anyway.

      “First up the boob cream,” Trina said. She briefly read the instructions on the label. The cream was to be applied once per day and massaged into the breasts for at least two minutes for each breast.

      Not wanting to deviate from the instructions, Trina did just that. The first thing she noticed however, was how her nipples became erect as she massaged her breasts. There was no corresponding arousal so she figured it was a temporary response.

      She could feel the heat in her breasts as the cream soaked in through the skin. It was pleasant, although a little strange considering it was already plenty warm out. The morning rains had given way to afternoon sunshine and the air temperature had warmed up with the warm rays of the sun.

      From there, Trina moved on to try her other products. The hair removal cream she saved for another time. The instructions required her to shower after applying it, which would wash away the breast growth cream she had already applied.

      Trina saved the facial cream for later as well, as that was supposed to be applied during sleep at least three days per week. Trina figured that would be fine, given her likely schedule of spending some nights at home and other nights with Eric. They were not so far along in their relationship where she was looking to move in with him.

      The vocal cord tightener was an interesting one. Trina applied it to her neck around her throat. It felt cool against her skin, although it did not seem to have an immediate effect. Her voice sounded no different when she tested it several minutes later. Then again, none of these products promised immediate results. They would build up over time.

      The free tummy toner smelled nice. Trina was not sure exactly what it was supposed to do, but she tried it anyway, following the directions as she massaged it into her midsection.

      Trina had always had a bit of a paunch. No matter what she did, she could not get a model smooth midriff. She knew it was a matter of diet, exercise, and positioning to give women that perfect look. She generally did not care enough to jump through all the hoops necessary to make it happen. But she certainly would not mind finding the solution in a free tube of cream she could run in twice a day.

      When the doorbell rang, Trina had just finished getting dressed and fixing her makeup for the evening. She had applied the lip plumper at the last minute. It was basically a pink lip gloss, which was perfect.

      Trina was not trying to look like a bimbo when she greeted Eric. It was the furthest thing from her mind. All she cared about was how he liked her new hair color. The fact she had decided to wear a salmon halter top and a white A-line skirt with pink heels was just coincidence. It looked nice with her new hair. That was her argument, at least.

      “Wow,” Eric said as soon as Trina opened the door. She stretched out and kissed him welcome before he could say anything else.

      “When did you—“

      “Yesterday afternoon,” Trina interrupted. “I wanted to get it done before I started work today.”

      “You look great,” Eric said as he followed Trina inside her apartment. He carried a paper sack with takeout food inside and a bottle of wine in his other hand.

      “Thanks. I wanted it to be a surprise for you, so I didn’t tell you.”

      “I don’t know what to say. Hopefully you didn’t dye your hair on my account.”

      “I wanted to,” Trina said. “I was looking for something different, but knowing you probably prefer blonde, I decided to go for it. My stylist said my hair could handle the heavy bleaching, so we went almost platinum with it.”

      “As long as you are damaging your hair, I support whatever you want to do with it.”

      “Thanks, babe,” Trina said before giving Eric another kiss.

      “I hope you’re hungry,” Eric said as the entered the small kitchen. Trina had never understood why the kitchen was the only carpeted room in the apartment. It seemed like the last place anyone would want carpet, what with food spills and whatnot. The rest of the apartment was hard wood floor, except for the bathroom which had tile flooring.

      “Definitely,” Trina said. She felt almost giddy to be in Eric’s presence. Her workday had been pretty boring, except for lunch when she had her talk with Mai. Not that she was complaining. The work was not hard, just boring. At least she could listen to something in her ear phones the whole time. That helped.

      Eric handled the hard work of dishing out the food and pouring the wine. He had picked up Thai food from one of Trina’s favorite restaurants in town. The wine was a summer rosé wine that seemed to compliment the sunny evening.

      Dinner was fun. Trina found herself laughing at much of what Eric said, regardless of how funny his jokes actually were. And that was assuming she understood them at all. It just seemed so natural, for whatever reason.

      Trina was also aware of how Eric kept looking at her chest. Her hard nipples had not receded after using the breast growth cream and they were making themselves known. Her halter top prevented her from wearing a bra to help disguise her nipples poking out. Not that she minded when it was just the two of them. She did not have to worry about maintaining a professional appearance at her apartment. She could wear what she wanted.

      “There’s something I should probably tell you,” Eric said after they had finished dinner and were working their way through the rest of the wine. “I had almost forgotten about this, but since you’re probably working with Dr. Daniels’ files, you’ll come across my name, if you haven’t already.”

      “I saw there was a file with your name on it,” Trina admitted. She wanted to get out ahead of this. “I didn’t look inside. I’m going to be scanning the files into the computer to digitize them, but I’ve arranged not to do yours. The ethics of it…”

      “Yeah,” Eric said. “I can explain if you want.”

      “You don’t have to explain anything,” Trina said. “I trust you. If you want to tell me what’s in it, fine. If not, that’s fine too. Mai, the secretary, will handle your file for me.”

      Eric seemed torn. The happy feeling of the evening had been zapped from the room.

      “Is it about bimbos?” Trina finally asked. It seemed the most logical explanation.

      Eric did not respond at first. He simply looked at Trina. He finally nodded his head in affirmation.

      “That’s fine,” Trina said. “I understand. It’s nothing to worry about.”

      She wanted to be encouraging to him. She wanted him to feel comfortable talking to her, whenever he wanted.

      When Eric still said nothing, Trina continued, “Is it because you feel bad about seeing a therapist?”

      “It’s embarrassing,” Eric finally said. “I’m a therapist myself and here I am seeing someone else.”

      Trina got up from her place at the table and came over to Eric. She ran her hands over his shoulders, gently massaging them.

      “It’s fine,” she reiterated. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of. I love you and you seeing a therapist just means you were taking care of yourself. You help people everyday. It’s only fair that you get to be helped sometimes.”

      It took a few minutes for Eric to process their conversation, but once he did, Trina felt his old strength return. He was the Eric she had come to love. He had bared his weaknesses to her and she had still accepted him.

      “You’re too good for me,” Eric said before he turned in his chair and pulled Trina down onto his lap.

      “Whoa,” Trina called out as his sudden force. She leaned back into him and turned her head so that they could kiss. Under her ass, in his lap, she could feel his cock getting hard. She knew exactly where this interaction was going and she had no complaints. After her first day of work, she wanted nothing more than for Eric to ravish her.

      Eric picked her up like she weighed nothing and carried her to her bedroom. For a split second Trina worried she had left out her recent purchases, but she had carefully packed them away in their box and hid them in her closet. Eric was unlikely to go snooping there, but if he did, she would have her own embarrassing explaining to do.

      In short order, Trina found herself on her bed with Eric on top of her. She loved to feel his strength. She loved his physicality. She loved him and she could not wait to feel him inside of her.
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      Trina found herself sitting in Eric’s car on the way to his apartment. He had picked her up at work. They were to spend the weekend together.

      It had been two weeks since Trina started her internship. She found the work boring and mindless. She had no problem completing her work while she listened to Eric’s hypnosis audio files on repeat. During her work hours, she seemed to exist halfway in trance. She was aware enough to perform her work, occasionally snapping out of it to fix an error in the scanning process, but the rest of the time she slowly internalized the instruction from within the audio files.

      More and more Trina found herself repeating mantras she could not even remember listening to as she made her way around her apartment. They only seemed to surface when she was alone. Like with that first week when she found herself repeating, “I’m just a toy,” Trina had adopted other strange mantras.

      “I don’t know, because I’m just a girl.”

      “I’m a dumb slut.”

      “The bigger the tits, the bigger the ditz.”

      “Dumber is funner.”

      Trina had begun to wonder how much the hypnosis files were affecting her. She seemed far less interested in thought provoking activities. Eric had offered to take her to a museum and she had demurred, telling him, “Only if you want to go.” The truth was, a museum seemed boring to her now. She would go if Eric wanted to, but that was simply to please him, knowing she would get to spend the whole time with him.

      Trina had also found herself more engaged with the fashion world. She had gone shopping, spending her discretionary money from her first paycheck on new clothes. Bras had been first on her list, but so too were a collection of more form-fitting and sexy outfits for casual wear.

      As far as the bras were concerned, there was good reason for that. Trina’s breasts were growing bigger. It was hard to tell at first. They only looked a little puffy when she first went shopping. She opted to start with sports bras, simply because she did not know how big she would get. The sports bras would give her room to expand better than a properly sized bra would.

      After a week, they were a bit puffy. Two weeks in and they were definitely bigger. Trina could feel their weight on her chest. It was a new sensation, but not an all together unwelcome one. She suddenly understood why women were willing to show off their cleavage, even if they complained about how men could not stop staring. The stares felt nice, but so too did the way men seemed to make her life easier when she was showing a little cleavage. There was the store clerk that gave her his employee discount. He had not asked for anything in return. He simply appreciated looking at her tits.

      More and more Trina found herself calling her breasts boobs or tits. She had always been more clinical before, but her vocabulary about everything seemed to be shifting. She never said the word vagina anymore. It was always pussy, except for that one time when she called it her cunt. That had sent a shiver down her spine. It was a strange word to use, but it seemed fitting in the heat of the moment.

      If Eric noticed her changing vocabulary, he had yet to mention it. If anything, Trina’s changing language only served to turn him on all the more. And it turned out, despite never hinting at it specifically before, Eric was very much a boob man. As Trina’s pert pair began to grow, so too did Eric’s interest in them.

      Sex with Eric had become much more boob focussed than it had been before. He still fucked her, often harder than she ever could have imagined before, but if his hands had chance to roam, they always seemed to find their way to her breasts.

      Trina might have been mad about the change in his behavior, even if it was subconscious on his part, but the fact was, her boobs had grown much more sensitive than she had ever known was possible before. There were times when she wondered if she could cum from tit play alone.

      Of course, his interest in her boobs did not just apply to the bedroom, or wherever else they decided to do the deed. She found his hands on her breasts in more casual situations as well. There was never an awkward moment in public, but there were a few close calls. Trina had no idea if Eric even realized he was doing it or not.

      But again, Trina did not seem to mind in the slightest. She enjoyed the added attention from the man she loved. Their relationship had taken a strange turn from purely loving to one filled with lust. There was not a time they could spend together that did not include sex.

      Then again, Trina found herself almost begging for it sometimes. She found herself constantly aroused. Her walks to and from work often saw her practically wiggling as she tried to hold out and stop herself from touching herself. She was cumming multiple times per day on her own, seeking relief from her own horniness.

      Mai had started giving Trina a knowing smile when Trina retreated to the bathroom to relieve herself. Mai had watched all of this as an impartial observer, although someone who understood and supported Trina in whatever changes she made.

      Trina had considered stopping using the various creams and to no longer listen to the hypnosis files when she worked. However, on closer examination, she did not want to stop. She admittedly loved everything that had changed about her thus far and she wanted to push those changes to their eventual conclusion, whatever that may be.

      As Eric drove toward his apartment, Trina licked her lips as she glanced down and to the side to see the tent in her boyfriend’s pants. He was having a hard time containing his own excitement. For Trina, she could only imagine leaning over the center console and freeing Eric’s hardness. Her mouth watered at the opportunity to suck his cock.

      The lip plumper had done a number on Trina’s lips. They were plush and sensitive. Eric had yet to comment on those either, but he had not complained about her increased willingness to go down on him. That first movie theater blowjob was but a distant memory compared to what she now found herself able to do. And she liked it far more with her new lips.

      “What’s the plan for the weekend?” Trina asked. Her voice came out softer and slightly higher pitched than before. That was an effect from the vocal cord tightener. Again, if Eric noticed the change, he had not mentioned it.

      “It’s a surprise,” was all Eric would say. That was all he had told her all week after he invited her to spend the weekend with him. Their first night would be spent at his apartment. After that, she had no idea.

      Trina had taken the time to change clothes at the end of her work day. She had replaced her white blouse and black skirt, which had become staples of her work outfits, with a thin pink tank top that left a large amount of cleavage on display and did nothing to hide her always erect nipples and a pair of low-rise denim shorts that left almost all of her legs bare. The tank top did not quite reach her shorts, leaving a narrow band of flesh bare.

      After spending her life being mostly embarrassed by the small bit of belly she had, her tastes were changing after the successful use of the tummy tightener. Without changing anything else in her life, Trina felt comfortable showing off her midriff, knowing it was as taut as all those airbrushed models she saw in magazines.

      As Eric drove, Trina took a moment to check out her reflection in the mirror in the sun visor. She had found herself checking her makeup more and more often, sometimes as much as every half hour. It was a strange tic she had developed, but not an unwelcome one. What she had become impressed with was the quality of the skin on her face had improved. She used to breakout with acne on an almost monthly basis, coinciding with her time of the month. However, that time had come and gone without any acne after she started using the facial cream.

      She looked better than ever. That was what she had decided. Her makeup was flawless. She was getting better at applying it, not to mention more adventurous in the looks she could pull off. Tonight, it was subdued, simple, considering she did not have all of her growing collection of products. But there were nights when she had gone all out and made herself look like an entirely different person.

      The final product, the hair removal cream, had taken Trina longer to use than she originally thought. She had waited until Thursday night, more than a week after first receiving it. Her reasons were varied, but she did not want to make it too obvious that she had been making purchases from Eric’s site. For some reason, that embarrassed her. Given everything else she had done, all the changes she had made, removing her body hair using a hair removal cream embarrassed her.

      Trina had always taken the time to shave. She shaved her legs, she shaved under her arms, she even removed all of her pubic hair except for a small landing strip above her pussy. However, Trina had seen the pictures. She had seen the videos. She knew the bimbo look was connected to porn. She had watched and she had learned.

      When Trina finally used the hair removal cream Thursday night, she used it everywhere below here neck. When she was done, she had no body hair left. Even the peach fuzz on her forearms was gone.

      Afterward, Trina had found herself absentmindedly rubbing her arms, shocked at the smooth feeling. She would have rubbed elsewhere, but that was not always possible, especially when she was at work.

      It took time, but Trina eventually realized what she was experiencing. Her lack of body hair had somehow made her feel more present in her own skin. Her clothing felt different, the air felt different. Trina found herself startled by a gentle breeze on the way to work Friday morning. It felt like the air flowing over her skin was gently caressing it. To say the least, after checking in with Mai, Trina headed straight to the bathroom so she could quietly get herself off. There was no way she would have been able to start work without finding relief first.

      “We’re here,” Eric announced as he pulled into his reserved parking space.

      He leaned across and kissed Trina. She practically melted at his touch. Her lips sent bolts of electricity straight into her brain and down into her already wet pussy. She had brought extra underwear on this trip, not knowing where they might be going. Eric had hinted that he might take her someplace. But it was also with the knowledge that she might need to frequently change her panties with her new predisposition toward soaking through them when she got aroused. Considering she seemed to always be in a state of arousal now, she was changing them regularly already.
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      Trina had never cum so many times in one night. Eric had nearly driven her insane once they arrived at his apartment. That had partly been because he gave her a present.

      “There’s a present for you on the coffee table,” Eric said when they reached his apartment. “Go on and open it.”

      Trina dropped her overnight bag in the entryway and made a bee-line toward the living room. On the coffee table she found a small wrapped present.

      Eric followed her in, smiling as he watched her ass sway back and forth as she walked in her high heels. She had taken to wearing them more and more and Eric was certainly not complaining. He liked to see her in them. They forced her to stick out her ass and tits, as well as slow down a bit, changing her gait so that she was forced to sway her hips and making her tits bounce. He got a good view no matter which angle he watched her from.

      Trina looked up at him for final permission to open the gift. He nodded. She made short work of the wrapping paper. Eric almost wondered why he bothered, but he wanted the gift to be a surprise.

      “It’s a vibrator,” Trina said, half asking a question and half making it a statement.

      Eric smiled. “I thought we might have some fun with this tonight. I’ve already paired it to my phone. Go try it on and we’ll see how you like me having orgasm power over you.”

      Trina could have inserted it right there. Eric had seen everything she had before, although he had yet to see her completely hairless pubic mound. She wanted that to remain a surprise so she picked up the box and carried it to the bathroom.

      “Okay,” she called out when she returned. The small vibrator was completely hidden beneath her thong and shorts. No one would be able to guess she was wearing it.

      Eric stood there with his phone out. He tapped the screen.

      Trina’s eyes went wide as she squeezed her legs together. She had used vibrators before, but she had always been the one in control. This time, she had no control. Eric did.

      “Whoa,” Trina said as she adjusted to the vibration between her legs. “How strong is that?”

      “Strong enough,” came Eric’s reply. “I think I’m going to keep the abilities of this new toy a secret for now and just let you enjoy it at my whim.”

      Trina braced herself against the wall as another tap on the screen increased the intensity.

      “Fuck,” Trina cried out. It felt good. It felt really good. Her whole body felt like it was on fire all of a sudden, all because of this new toy Eric had bought for her.

      “Not yet, but we will soon enough. Trinket will get to cum when I let her.”

      There had not been a specific discussion about Trinket coming back out to play, but Trina had already announced her openness to returning to that role. She had all but played it unofficially already at various points, playing the part of a bimbo, even if she left some of her normal personality intact.

      Eric invoking the name, though, was new, but not unwelcome. Trina had been wanting to let go and had hoped to do so this weekend. She just did not realize Eric was already a step ahead of her. Not that she minded in the least. She liked it when he took the lead like this, making those decisions.

      It was a night full of interesting games. Trina came three times during dinner. There was a part of her that wondered if Eric was training her, helping her associate delicious food with sexual pleasure. Not that she voiced that. She was too busy moaning and squirming in her seat to devote much other energy to anything but her food.

      After dinner, Eric selected a movie for them to watch together. She curled up next to him on the couch in the den, the vibrator still buzzing softly. It was a horror flick, not exactly their usual date night activity. However, every time the movie started to get scary, Eric would turn up the vibration from his phone. Trina would close her eyes on reflex as she became inundated with pleasure.

      Despite making her cum multiple times during dinner, Eric did not continue that trend during the movie. He seemed to push her right up to the edge and then back off to the smallest of settings, letting Trina cool off before he revved her back up again. By the time the credits rolled, she was a horny mess, unable to think straight as her whole body seemed primed for sex.

      Trina was desperate. Words failed her as she clumsily pawed at Eric’s pants. He easily pushed her back, her desperation clouding her thoughts and possibly her fine motor skills as well.

      “Please,” Trina begged.

      “Not until you say it,” Eric said in a stern voice. His cock tented his pants, but he maintained his self control as Trina failed. She was too horny to think about anything other than sex. Her entire body sent one unanimous message to her brain. All it wanted was to get fucked.

      “Please,” Trina said again, pleading all the harder. She sounded like a whiny girl. A part of Eric wondered if she would throw a childish tantrum at not getting what she wanted.

      “You know the words. Trinket wants to play.”

      The trigger was not something she had learned through hypnosis. As far as she knew, Eric was oblivious to all that she had done to herself in the past several weeks. He did not know that she spent her workdays mindlessly listening to his voice, training her. He did not know about the creams and other items she used everyday to make her body more pleasing to him.

      The phrase had come from her first session as Trinket. It was something he asked her to say, referring to herself in the third person.

      Trina had not remembered the phrase before she had been prompted. So much of that first night as Trinket was a blur, lost in a haze of arousal and who knew what else. This time, however, Trina was learning, despite her overwhelming lust.

      “Trinket wants to play,” she responded, ending the statement with a hopeful smile.

      “That’s what I like to hear,” Eric said.

      He scooped Trina up into his arms and carried her to the bedroom where he ravished her, sending her to orgasm after orgasm. It took little time before she lost count, not that she was specifically counting to begin with. But if she had been asked, she would not have been able to answer. One orgasm simply flowed into the next.

      Eric paid special attention to Trina’s boobs. He licked them, he kissed them, he teased her nipples with his teeth, playfully biting her. That alone was worth at least one orgasm. But when he entered her for the first time that night, her brain exploded in a cascade of fireworks that send her cumming over and over again.

      When they were done, Trina was barely conscious, but she smiled with a dopey look on her face. She had been well and truly fucked and she was enjoying every moment of it.

      Trina continued to wear her vibrator Saturday morning as Eric drove them to the beach. Despite only living a couple hours away from the ocean, Trina rarely found herself at the coast. Then again, with school having taken up so much of her past four years, it was little wonder she had not found the time to get away for a weekend.

      Eric made two rules for their short trip away. Trina was to wear the vibrator whenever possible. She was also going to refer to herself in the third person as Trinket.

      Trina had no qualms about that. She was a willing participant in the whole affair. She liked the idea of keeping her aroused throughout the trip while also taking away a part of her humanity. Yes, replacing I with Trinket in the way she spoke took some getting used to. It also left her feeling embarrassed whenever she needed to talk to someone. She could not say, “I want food.” She had to say, “Trinket wants food.” It did not matter how hungry she got or who she was talking to.

      Trina licked her lips as they crested the small mountain pass that led to the coast. She was so horny and Eric’s cock was right there. Only a few layers of cloth separated her from his cock.

      “Eric,” Trina whined as she reached across the center console of Eric’s car and began to fondle his crotch.

      Eric looked over at his girlfriend. She was a writhing mess. He had been playing with the vibrator settings thought out their car ride together. She was on edge and desperate to cum. However, in the moment, the proximity of Eric’s cock gave her something else to think about.

      After switching the car into cruise control and taking his foot off the pedal, Eric nodded. Trina automatically knew what that meant. He was giving her permission.

      Road head had never been something Trina had thought about before. She understood the implicit danger in giving the driver of a vehicle a blowjob while they were traveling. However, there was hardly any traffic, allowing Eric to make the whole experience a little safer by taking his foot off the pedal. There would be no unintended accelerations or braking while Trina performed her work.

      She carefully reached into Eric’s lap and worked to release his cock. It was much harder with him sitting with a seat belt stretched across his waist than it would have been if he were standing. However, Trina was not about to stop. She needed to taste him. Her mouth was watering at he possibilities.

      The moment Trina’s lips touched the head of Eric’s cock, she knew she was making the right decision. She darted her tongue out and gently wetted the tip. This was what she wanted. This was what she needed.

      It took nearly 20 miles of driving before Eric came in Trina’s mouth. She swallowed down every drop of his seed, not spilling a drop. Despite her inexperience at giving blowjobs, she felt impressed with herself for using her intuition to give, if not a great, then at least a very good blowjob. Doing it in the moving car seemed all the more impressive.

      Eric patted Trina’s head after she swallowed his cum. She beamed up at him like a happy puppy, simply excited to be in his presence and allowed to fulfill herself in her more cardinal desires.
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        * * *

      

      The beach was sunny and warm. Trina had brought a jacket with her, but it was unneeded. The often cool sea air had already warmed wonderfully. The water might still be cold, but the sand on got beach was certainly warm, having already soaked up many of the sun’s powerful rays.

      Eric managed to get them checked into their hotel for the weekend. As it turned out, their room was already waiting for them.

      Trina used this chance to freshen her makeup and reconsider her outfit. It had been fine for the morning drive over, but she wondered if there was something more beach appropriate she could wear. The most she could think about was maybe switching out her halter top for a tank top, which would work better if she wore a bikini. The only problem with that plan was Trina had failed to bring a bikini to wear on the beach. She had not known this would be part of their destination.

      “Don’t get too comfortable,” Eric said as he hung up a few items from his suitcase. Trina found herself unpacking as well, with some of her own clothing needing hanging up.

      “What do you have planned?”

      Eric looked at Trina wearing her short skirt and halter top with wedge heels giving her whole body a much desired lift. “I’m going to take my little Trinket shopping.”

      Trina bounced onto her toes and clapped. “Yay,” she exclaimed. “Trinket loves shopping.”

      That was a relatively foreign statement for Trina to make. Prior to all of this, she had hated shopping. It was a chore. But now it seemed so much more different from before. Shopping had become fun. It had become a way to make her sexier and more fashionable. It had helped her look like the woman she more and more felt like on the inside.

      Eric laughed. “Of course you do.”

      Trina and Eric walked from their hotel to the commercial district of the seaside town they were staying in. With it being the weekend, people were starting to venture out from their hotels or, like Trina and Eric, arrive from town. Life was picking up, although it was still early enough where the crowds were not too big.

      Lunch time was approaching, but Trina decided she needed to buy a few clothing items before they found a place to eat. First and foremost, Trina needed a bikini to wear. That was relatively easy, although she took the time to find one that would both look good on her now and in the future.

      The hardest part turned out to be choosing what kind of bottoms to buy. There were multiple styles, but Trina eventually purchased a thong back string tied style. Thongs had become a much bigger part of her wardrobe in recent weeks. There was something about the lacy fabric that left her feeling good and sexy about herself. It gave her a confidence boost, which made little sense. However, to keep with her new trends, Trina opted to maintain the thong styling she had adopted in other parts of her wardrobe.

      Once the bikini shopping was complete, Trina felt more free to make other purchases. She chose tight t-shirts and other small tops to wear. Everything she bought seemed to be a size too small. That was kind of the point. She wanted to wear tight fitting clothing, something that bordered on the inappropriate. It would signal all that Trinket was good for. She wanted to be thought of as sexy and she wanted to be played with.

      When Trina and Eric sat down for lunch in a small cafe that overlooked the beach, Trina’s outfit had completely changed, except for her wedge heels. She was glad she brought those, because it made walking on the beach easier. Stilettos would simply sink into the sand. Wedge heels actually allowed her to walk.

      Beyond the heels, Trina wore her new bikini as a base layer. Over that she wore a cute pleated skirt she had found, something lightweight, but also short enough to show off her legs. Above that, she wore a slightly cropped tank top that would have shown a great deal of cleavage if she wore it alone. In this case, it showed less, because it left more of her bikini on display.

      Looking around her at the cafe, there were plenty of women dressed for a day at the beach, like she was. However, Trina could not help but smile at how she felt she looked better than all the other women around. She felt she looked more overtly sexy too, which was not necessarily a bad thing in her mind.

      After lunch, Eric helped Trina carry all of her new purchases back to the hotel room. In reality, him helping meant he carried almost everything while she carried the lightest and smallest bag of the lot.

      “How do you want your Trinket?” Trina asked once they were back in their room.

      After a couple hours of shopping, Trina was horny and needed some relief. With Eric present, there was only one satisfactory way to find relief. She needed him to fuck her.

      And that was exactly what he did.
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      Trina had a wonderful time at the beach. The weather was abnormally gorgeous for the time of year. Too often Trina had gone to the beach only to be stuck in her hotel room the whole time due to cold and rainy weather.

      Not this time, however. And it even stayed warm at night, enough where she did not need to cover up as they took a walk on the beach after dinner as the sun set over the ocean.

      Trina was well aware that she was playing a part with her weekend away. She was not really Trinket. However, the role felt so natural to her, she honestly wondered about adopting it full time. Doing so would clearly change her relationship with Eric and it would preclude her from going to graduate school in the fall.

      However, the more Trina thought about her future, the less she wanted to move away for another two years, or more, of school. She wanted to be done. She wanted to stop and enjoy life a little.

      And Trina had little doubt she enjoyed playing the role of Trinket. It was different, yes, but it was fun. She had no responsibilities placed on her as Trinket. She was just a toy. And a toy’s purpose was to be played with. Eric had already proved himself very good at playing with her.

      Trina could not walk very fast on the beach as she continued to wear her wedge heels. Heels of any type could be difficult to walk in over uneven surfaces. Sand, however, was likely the hardest. It would have been easier if the wet sand near the water was approachable, but the sun set near high tide, leaving only the soft dry sand available.

      “You could just kick off your shoes and carry them,” Eric said as she stumbled.

      “Trinket forgot,” Trina said as she followed his lead.

      It had become so common for her to spend her time in heels around Eric that she almost forgot how tall he was. She felt tiny compared to him once she stood beside him with her heels in her free hand. She even found herself holding his arm at a lower point.

      However, the cooling sand felt good on her feet. She wriggled her toes and simply enjoyed the moment. Trina did not see how this moment could get much better.

      Of course, that walk on the beach was just the beginning of their evening together. Eric had a full night of activities planned for them in their room.

      “You want Trinket to wear that?” Trina asked as Eric presented her with a ball gag. They had never introduced bondage or anything similar into their relationship before.

      Not that Trina disliked the idea. In her constantly aroused state, she actually liked the idea of trying something new. But she wondered if this was too much in the moment.

      “You’re a screamer,” Eric said plainly. “You can’t regulate your volume during sex. This afternoon it didn’t matter because the hotel was practically empty, but tonight, when our neighbors are here, we need to keep you quieter.”

      Trina had not considered that aspect of sex before. Was she really that loud? Eric had never told her that before, but as she thought back to their recent bouts, especially the night before when Eric had teased her with the vibrator, she did remember lots of noise when she came. She just had not connected the fact it was her making that noise.

      “Okay, Trinket will wear it,” Trina finally said. “And anything else you want Trinket to wear.”

      Trina smiled, unable to hide her growing excitement. She had never been such a slave to her body before. She remembered back a few months, before she met Eric, and how she maybe masturbated once a week on the high side. Now she was cumming multiple times per day and feeling like that was not enough.

      It was not Eric that was training her, although he had certainly contributed to that. It was her own work, her own activities that were turning her into a nymphomaniac. And as scary as that idea was, Trina had no desire to try to reverse what had already been done. She was happy. She was happier than she had ever been before.

      Trina was also horny. She knew that made her less rational, but she did not care. She wanted to cum and if this time Eric wanted to tie her up, she was game. If any of it became too much, she remembered the safe word they had agreed upon that first night she spent as Trinket. She had not found her limit then and she doubted she would find it now.

      “This is going to be fun,” Trinket thought to herself.

      It took little time before Trinket was naked and tied to the bed.

      The gag had been the first item Eric had used. He stood behind her and raised it to her mouth. Trina opened her mouth, giving him access. The ball was large, barely fitting in her mouth.

      “Good thing I didn’t buy the bigger one,” Eric commented.

      Trina would have said something if she could. Instead, all she could do was gently nod her head.

      It took several moments for Eric to close the buckle behind Trina’s head. He wanted to make sure her hair did not get caught.

      “There, can you breath okay?” Eric asked, taking the time to check in with her. With the gag in, she could not use their safe word.

      Trina took a moment to assess her situation. She could breathe through her nose. She was thankful she did not have allergies. Otherwise, she might not be able to breathe at all with the gag in her mouth.

      Nodding her head, Trina gave her consent to continue.

      “Since you can’t speak, your safe word will be snapping your fingers,” Eric said. “Either hand, it doesn’t matter. I’ll be listening for it. Let’s have you practice before we continue.”

      Trina snapped her fingers. Being right handed, her right hand snap was louder than her left hand, but that was to be expected.

      “Good,” Eric said. “I know I’ll be able to hear that.”

      From there, Eric guided Trina onto the bed. He laid her back so that her head near the head of the bed. He gently spread her arms out and above her head.

      He used soft nylon ties to strap her wrists to the head board. He took his time, making sure to get it right. They needed to be tight enough to hold her, but not too tight, or he would risk cutting off her circulation.

      After checking on how she felt, Eric moved on toward tying her ankles to the foot of the bed. He spread her legs apart, leaving her completely exposed. However, rather than feel like recoiling from the new experience, Trina found herself wetter than ever. Her pussy was leaking, dripping onto the bed beneath her.

      “My, you are excited, aren’t you, Trinket,” Eric said as he ran a finger along her outer lips, collecting her moisture.

      Trina shuddered in pleasure at his touch. It felt so good. She wanted more. No, she needed more. She had become a needy little slut for him and all he seemed to do was tease her in return.

      “Do you want to smell yourself,” Eric said, holding his wet finger near her nose.

      Trina breathed in. Yes, that was a familiar scent. She had never paid much attention to what she smelled like when she masturbated, but she definitely recognized that smell. That was her arousal and smelling it now, as she was tied up and helpless, sent her over the top.

      Trina strained against her bonds. She wanted to cry out. She wanted to call toward the heavens, begging Eric to just do it, begging him to fuck her. That was all she wanted. He could leave her tied up all night for all she cared. She just needed to feel his cock inside of her. She needed to feel his seed filling her pussy. She needed him to fucking fuck her.

      It turned out it was a good thing Trina wore the gag that night. She came over and over again as Eric fucked her, first hard, then soft, and then hard again. The intensity did little to alter her climaxes. She simply needed to cum, again and again and again.

      Even with the gag in her mouth, she made plenty of noise, thrashing against the bed and her restraints, making shrieking noises in her throat, making the bed springs squeak. But nothing made her squirm and fight like Eric tracing her body with ice cubes while he recovered between sessions.

      The ice machine was just down the hall. After their first bout, Eric donned a robe and snuck off down the hall for a moment to fill the ice bucket. From there, he found a new way to tease Trina, using the ice to drive her wild.

      “You came,” Eric said in surprise after he had used a whole ice cube to tease her breasts. This would have been the perfect time for him to notice her increased size, but he said nothing.

      The increased sensitively from the growth cream was evidenced, however, by her first ever breast only orgasm. It was small compared to everything else she had felt recently. It paled in comparison to cumming when she felt Eric shoot his seed into her pussy. Still, it was a new experience and certainly not an unwelcome one.

      “We may have to play more with ice in the future,” Eric said. “But that will have to wait.”

      He was ready for another bout. So was Trina.

      She never did snap her fingers to stop the game. She rolled with the punches and found every twist and turn Eric had planned for her seemed to heighten the experience. And by the time Sunday morning arrived, Trina woke feeling truly satisfied for the first time in her life.

      Trina knew as soon as she woke Sunday morning that the previous night had been one of the ages. She honestly could not imagine a hotter or sexier scene. She had always thought of herself as plain and vanilla. That was not bad, but it was not interesting. But the more Trina explored with Eric, the more he opened her eyes to, the more she realized there was no turning back.

      Trinket could always go away. As much as the bimbo life interested her, Trina knew she could be forced into another life. Without Eric there to protect her and care for her, she would be thrust back into the real world, needing to hold down a steady job and dealing with the less pleasant parts of life.

      Still, even if that were to happen, she would be always searching for that other reality, the one where she could be pretty and sexy and not worry about the hardships in the world. It was only through smart and successful men like Eric that she could live the life she now desired.

      Waking up, Trina still felt the presence of Trinket on her mind. She stretched and sighed at first, enjoying the sensation of the sheets on her smooth skin. But it was only upon seeing Eric still sleeping beside her that she realized how she was going to start their day. Her mouth watered in anticipation as she slid under the covers to find Eric’s morning wood.

      Like with their early checkin Saturday morning, Eric had arranged for a late checkout. There was no rush to return to town. There was not even a rush to get up right away. They had all afternoon to play, should they want to.

      However, after a lazy morning that made Trina feel like they were on their honeymoon, even though marriage was still a long way off, she made her first announcement of the weekend.

      “Trinket wants to go sun bathing,” she said. Trina was already wearing her bikini and her wedge heels. She looked the part of a blonde beach babe, but she remained pale from spending her time inside. As a student, she had classes and studying to attend to and now that she had graduated, she had her internship to deal with, keeping her cooped up inside an office for eight hours a day.

      Eric simply smiled, enjoying how quickly Trina had adopted speaking about herself in the third person. He had not heard her use the words I or me since he made the rule.

      “How can I say no to my favorite toy?” Eric said, making Trina blush.

      He joined her on the beach. She laid out in the sun, periodically asking for his help in rubbing lotion into her skin. He sat under the shade of a large umbrella, reading a book between sly glances at his girlfriend.

      At some point, he knew, they were going to have to talk about their relationship. He could tell something had changed in Trina in the past several weeks. Eric was not entirely sure what had changed, but evidence was beginning to pile up.

      To begin with, she indulged his bimbo fantasies far too easily. The whole Trinket persona was fun to play with, but ever since that first time, it felt as if she had never really let it go.

      Then there was her body. It was only this weekend that Eric really began to notice how her body had subtly changed. Her breasts were bigger, no doubt. That had been evident last night as he made her cum from the ice cube. But it was more than that.

      Eric loved kissing Trina. But those kisses had felt even better recently. So too had her blowjobs. Those remained rare, but each one seemed to feel better than the last. And she was much more willing to go down on him. Again, not that Eric wanted to complain. It was just that he noticed the differences more.

      He also noticed she had shaved off the rest of her pubic hair. If Eric was honest, he preferred her smooth. But it was more than just her shaving off the strip of hair above her pussy. All her body hair seemed to be gone, even the peach fuzz on her arms. He had wanted to tease her by barely stimulating the small hairs on her body when he had her tied up. Instead, he had to leave her to fill the ice bucket to continue the game. He hated leaving her like that, but it was necessary to continue.

      There was no doubt about it. Trina was changing. In his view, it was all for the better, but it still left him wondering. Why was she doing this to herself? What was the final outcome supposed to be? Did she know? Did he? There were too many questions to answer and for the first time in his life, Eric was afraid to ask them. He felt like he was piercing the veil that had become his relationship with Trina and should he push too hard, the whole thing would come crumbling down like a house of cards.

      The questions would need to be asked, but not yet. Eric needed time to figure out the best way to broach the subject with Trina. They had been great communicators thus far, but bringing her into his bimbo fantasy had changed that communication and Eric was afraid of what talking about it might mean for both of them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            18

          

        

      

    

    
      The beach weekend turned out to be exactly what Trina needed. When she returned to her internship Monday morning, she felt like a new woman. She walked into the office with a bounce in her step that impressed even Mai.

      Trina had gotten straight to work on the scanning of the files. Her earbuds were in, playing Eric’s voice in her ears, lulling her into trance. She had never understood how she could both perform her duties and undergo hypnosis at the same time, but it worked for her.

      “Trina,” Mai called out as she came into the file room Monday morning.

      “Trinket,” Trina automatically said, almost like she was correcting her.

      “What?” Mai said, unsure she heard correctly.

      Trina realized what she had done and fought back a wave of embarrassment. She had not meant to say anything, but thinking of herself as Trinket was habit after a long weekend spent referring to herself as such.

      “Sorry, nothing,” Trina mumbled in apology. “What can I do for you?”

      “Dr. Daniels forgot to ask for a file this morning. Can you get it for him?”

      Mai handed Trina a note with a name on it.

      “Sure, no problem,” Trina said happily.

      Once Mai returned to the waiting room and her desk, Trina wanted to kick herself for slipping up and letting the weekend’s games with Eric bubble over into the work week. She needed to be more careful if she wanted to keep her two lives separate. There was the Trina who had a job, albeit an internship, and there was the Trina who saw herself as a bubbly bimbo that went by the name Trinket. At some point, she figured, one of those two lives would have to give, letting her live as one of them full time. More and more, Trina found herself wanting to live as Trinket.

      After that slip-up with Mai, Trina was extra careful to keep some separation between her work life and her home life. She actually created a plan for herself, a reminder of when she was supposed to think of herself as Trina, the hardworking intern.

      Trina had already adjusted her wardrobe to be more feminine. At work, she had started wearing skirts, nearly all the time. The slacks she wore on that first day sat unused in her closet. However, Trina still wanted to appear professional.

      As Trinket, Trina loved having bare legs. After using the hair removal cream the first time, Trina found her leg hair growing more slowly. The hair that did grow back was softer and thinner as well. She wondered if she might be able to stop shaving eventually entirely with continued use of the cream.

      But as much as Trina liked having bare legs, it did not take long to realize bare legs might not be the most professional. She worked in an office environment. It was important to appear professional even though she spent all her time in the file room.

      That was why Trina started wearing pantyhose for work. Even on the rare days she wore pants to work, she would wear nylons underneath. Her reasoning was simple. She was creating a physical reminder about who she was when she was at the office. It prevented her from thinking she was Trinket while at work.

      However, that physical reminder did had several unintended consequences. First she found herself rushing home after work to change out of her work clothes. There were times she even wished could more easily change clothes at the office for the walk home, just so she could spend a few fewer minutes as the stuffy office clerk.

      Second, Trina found that by setting the work boundary, she made it easier for Trinket to come out the rest of the time. When she met people at the gym or out on a walk, she found herself introducing herself as Trinket instead of Trina. It was a relatively minor occurrence in the grand scheme of the world, but she definitely noticed it. That was especially true if the person she introduced herself to did a double take, unsure they heard her correctly.

      It did not help matters that the continued use of the various creams Trina had purchased from Eric’s website had furthered the changes to her body. Her breasts were noticeably growing each and every week. She had to buy new sports bras to contain her tits, as she started to call them more often.

      The other items were continuing their effects as well. Her voice had continued to rise in pitch and grow softer. She still screamed plenty loud during sex, but other than that, her voice had taken on a breathy quality.

      “Trina,” Eric said one evening after they finished eating dinner at his apartment, “we need to talk.”

      In the past, Trina would have been fearful of those four words. “We need to talk” had been the beginning of every breakup she had ever been involved in, whether used by her or the guy she was dating. She had learned to be fearful of that phrase.

      However, in that moment, Trina saw herself as Trinket. The weeks of mental conditioning through the hypnosis tracks had begun to compound on her mind. She was more and more becoming the bimbo of Eric’s fantasies.

      “What about, baby?” Trina asked seductively.

      “About this,” Eric said holding out his hand and motioning toward Trina. “This bimbo act you’ve been putting on. We need to talk about it.”

      Eric wanted to be angry. He had formed an idea of what Trina had done, but the truth was, he found the whole thing to be hotter than he could have imagined. He had watched so many other women go through bimbo transformations before, but he had always seen it happen from a professional distance. Here he was seeing Trina do it to herself while she was his girlfriend. How could he be angry at that?

      Trina felt crestfallen. This was a moment she had been dreading. She knew Eric would figure it out eventually. She just did not know when or how he would react. It had not even been her intention to go through with it all. She just wanted to dip her feet in the water and support his business. She had no idea she would come to love it like she did. And there was no way she could stop now. She had awoken something inside of her and she needed to see it through.

      “I’m sorry, Eric,” Trina said, tears coming to her eyes. “I should have talked to you about it. I was curious when you first shared this with me and I did some exploring. I visited your website and set up a dummy account where I could buy the products you had on there.”

      Trina let loose a torrent of words. She told Eric everything. She explained how what started out as a curiosity became so much more. She loved what was happening to her. She loved not worrying about the big wide world. Her life had simplified and it had become clear to her that being a sexy plaything was so much more rewarding than trying to fight her way in the real world as a working woman.

      “I love you, Eric,” Trina finally said. “I’ll give it all up if you want me to, but I don’t want to. I like being Trinket. I like being a bimbo.”

      Eric had said nothing this whole time, but he had listened to every word Trina had said. Her makeup was streaked with tears. She looked awful, but at the same time, she had somehow never looked more attractive to him than she did right then.

      Thinking back to that first day he met her, Eric remembered thinking she had potential. That was what had made her seem so attractive to him. That was why he turned her down for the internship. And he was glad he had. He was glad she had eventually called him to take him up on the offer of a date. They had started small and they had grown into a loving couple.

      He had felt like he had bared his soul to her when he took her to his apartment for the first time, introducing her to his world and his fantasies. Little did he realize how much his fantasies had imprinted on her, shaped her desires to please him.

      “I don’t want you to stop,” Eric finally said. And that was the truth. He wanted to continue to watch Trina change her life, to watch as her breasts continued to grow, to watch her mentally struggle when she tried to perform tasks that would have been easy a month or two before.

      Trina fought against her sniffles from crying. “You don’t?” She was surprised at his answer. She had been trying to hide this part of her from him, afraid he would be mad.

      “I want to be mad at you for doing this,” Eric explained. “But not because you did it, but because you hid it from me. I love you. I would have supported you in whatever you had decided to do with the information I gave you those weeks ago. But I need you to let me in. I need you to communicate with me.”

      Trina nodded her understanding, but she remained silent, letting Eric’s words sink in.

      “Can we start a new page?” Eric asked. “Can we keep going with a promise to talk to each other?”

      Trina smiled. She could do that. Eric had shared his fantasies when she had none. Now she did too and they lined up so nicely with his. How could she have been so silly as to try to hide that which he so clearly loved about her?

      “I can do that,” Trina said.

      “Come here,” Eric said, waving her toward him.

      Trina approached Eric and let him pull her onto his lap. It was true that she could feel so tiny compared to him sometimes. This was one of those times. She felt like he could wrap her up in his arms and mold her into whatever shape he wanted to. That idea, while strange, oddly comforted her. She trusted him, completely now.

      “Let’s get you in the shower so you can get cleaned up,” Eric said. “Afterward, I’d like to go over what you’ve been doing before I start making some recommendations. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

      Trina nodded her head.

      “But I want you to remember, I am a bimbofication expert. I help other women make this same transition for a living. And given that the building occupancy is up to 80% with aspiring bimbos, I’d say I’m making good progress on that front.”

      Trina smiled. Their relationship had changed so much in the past several weeks, but she would not have changed any of it for the world. She was finally happy and she was glad to see that Eric was happy too. There was no more hiding. She could be Trinket with him now all the time.
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      Trina’s life had only seemed to get better once she came clean to Eric. She had been so silly to hide anything from him before. The more she bared herself to him, the closer they became. She could not imagine being with anyone else but him.

      It helped too that Eric began to help her in her transformation. He never put her into trance. He did not hypnotize her. For him, that blurred the lines between patient and girlfriend too much for him.

      However, Eric was happy to help Trina find ways to indulge her. He did not prevent her from listening to his pre-recorded sessions that he posted for free on his website. Anyone had access to those and listening to them did not make her a patient of his.

      Eric also began giving her mantras to repeat at various points. Many of these appeared in his hypnosis recordings that she already listened to, but from what he could tell, she had been listening to the recordings with little thought to what they could do to her. Instead, Eric began to guide her, giving her a schedule to use. He provided the structure so she could become the woman she wanted to be faster.

      “The bigger the tits, the bigger the ditz.”

      That had become both of their favorite mantras, although Eric had challenged Trina to find new and better ways to say, “I don’t know.”

      For Trina, she identified more and more with being a ditz as her tits continued to grow. Eric had started to measure her growth and it had become quite amazing. The jiggle, the bounce, the weight, had all come to her as a bit of a shock. She knew what she was getting into, but not having had big tits before, Trina was finding life was a little different for the well-endowed.

      Not that Trina complained. When her back started to hurt from the added weight, Eric devised a new workout routine that would build her strength in her back and shoulders so she could better carry her new additions. After a week, the pain was gone.

      For his part, Eric opened up more about some of the specifics with what he liked in a bimbo. Trina was more than happy to acquiesce to his fantasies. She started wearing big hoop earrings regularly. She also got her belly-button pierced. She had been thinking about that already, but hearing that Eric liked it was what sold it to her.

      All of this, however, was in preparation for Trina’s coming out party as Trinket. Eric handled all the details. He did not want Trina to worry about a thing. He kept her completely in the dark, simply calling it a surprise party.

      They both realized that such secrets technically went against their communication pact, but Eric wanted to keep it all a surprise and Trina was more than happy to go along with it. The truth was, she had far too much to do to make sure the party truly was a coming out party. Trina needed to focus on herself, getting her body and mind in the right place before she could permanently become the woman she wanted to be.

      The party was set for the end of the summer. Eric had arranged to rent a cabin on a private lake. Cabin, however, was an understatement. The cabin was really a large house that could sleep as many as twenty people inside with plenty of room for camping on the property. How Eric had mangled to reserve such a property on such short notice would never be fully explained. But he had pulled it off and that was all that mattered.

      After Trina came clean to Eric, her performance at work started to suffer. She found it harder and harder to keep Trinket at bay. Then again, she had continued to listen to the hypnosis recordings while she worked. As time went on, they seemed to have more effect on her, slowing her down.

      Not that Mai or Dr. Daniels particularly minded. Trina was a bright spot in the office, always smiling. Mai watched Trina slowly change, knowing what she was going through with the understanding that Trina would not be going off to graduate school in the fall. She realized that even before Trina herself did.

      With Mai in her corner, Trina found her responsibilities at the office not growing. She kept Dr. Daniels from assigning Trina new tasks. The idea of her sitting in and observing therapy sessions was quickly dismissed. Dr. Daniels would get his cheap labor for the summer, but it was clear Trina’s path lay elsewhere.

      Outside of the office, Trina spent more and more time at Eric’s apartment. At one point she went a full week without visiting her own apartment. There was very little left there anyway and her lease would expire at the end of the summer. She would need to move eventually and it had become increasingly clear that she would be moving in with Eric.

      As much as they communicated more, that was one thing neither of them needed to talk about. Eric had quietly arranged for movers before the topic was officially broached.

      “You’re moving in with me, right?” Eric asked one evening.

      Trina put her finger to her plump lips, thinking. Eric loved to watch her mannerisms now. Her whole being seemed to have changed. She moved with a cat like sexiness, she emphasized her growing assets, sometimes just randomly playing with her tits. When asked about it one day, her response had been simple. “Because boobs.” As if that explained anything.

      Playing up her lack of knowledge was always fun to watch. Had Eric not known better, he never would have guessed that Trina was a college graduate. High school seemed beyond her now. Not that she could still access that knowledge if she absolutely needed it. The information was still there, but she had successfully locked it away, making it increasingly hard for her to reach. So hard, in fact, that she simply gave up after a while. It was too much effort when there were so many other sights and sensations to occupy her mind.

      “Whatever you want me to do,” Trina finally said as she pulled her body in tight to his.

      With each passing day she became more and more sensual and flirty with her actions. She always seemed to time a stretch or a touch to better highlight her new curves or her sexual interest in Eric.

      However, that flirting extended beyond just her interactions with Eric. Her whole being had become more sexual and even the most casual of encounters could leave people wondering if she had been actively flirting with them. Trina had more than once unintentionally led a man on in simple conversation, making him believe she was interested in him. In reality, this was simply her new baseline behavior as she lost her inhibitions and let her new bimbo mentality take over.

      Trina floated through her days, never fully aware of what was happening around her. She had disassociated herself from the world, focusing instead on Eric and her transformation into the new her. She felt like a butterfly that could finally spread its wings after transforming in its cocoon.

      There was little doubt that Trina was beautiful. She had started out with potential, but never going beyond girl-next-door status. Now, with the guidance of Eric, she had turned the corner and embraced that which made her beautiful to begin with and changed what was holding her back.

      By the end of the summer, Eric began to ween Trina off the various creams and supplements she had been using. Her lips were plump pillows designed for a single purpose. No one had any doubts what she used them for. And she most certainly used them for that purpose, sucking off Eric whenever he wanted, wherever he wanted. She had no shame about getting down on her knees and filling her mouth and throat with cock.

      The paunch that had once prevented Trina from wearing midriff baring outfits was gone. With the addition of her belly-button piercing, she regularly flaunted her tight and toned midriff, enjoying the way people, especially men, looked her up and down approvingly.

      Trina’s voice had changed dramatically since the summer began. There were times when her voice had sounded a bit androgynous. Trina could not stand to listen to her recorded voice for just that reason. Now, however, only a few months later, the girlish voice that came so naturally to her meant no one would ever take her seriously again. The high pitch and breathiness way in which she spoke made it even easier to believe she had few, if any, thoughts rattling around in her head.

      Maintaining her bimbo image, Trina regularly visited her stylist, Maria. She had begun growing her hair out, continuing to color it blonde. However, Maria had done more than just give Trina a wonderful head of hair. She also taught Trina how to put on false eyelashes to better frame her eyes. She also gave Trina long fake nails.

      Those nails slowed Trina down even further at her internship, but by then, no one cared about the speed at which she worked. It had taken her time to adjust to her new nails. She had cot change how she handled her phone, as well as how she wrote, both typing and by hand.

      Not that Trina was doing much writing anymore. She was not reading much either. The hypnosis files had helped to divert her interests from more academic subjects to fashion and celebrity gossip. When faced with a wall of text, she would become overwhelmed and simply stop, looking for something else to hold her attention.

      However, the most noticeable change in Trina’s appearance was her breasts. To her they were now tits or boobs or whatever other name she happened to think of at the time. But they were certainly not breasts in her mind anymore. They had grown substantially since the start of the summer. General acquaintances would assume she had surgery, that her large tits were the result of implants.

      Once Eric stopped Trina from using the breast growth cream, he sent her to a lingerie store to get measured for new bras. She could not continue to always wear sports bras everywhere she went. That had been a smart move when she was still actively growing, making sure she had adequate support at any given time, but now that her size was set, she would need more fashionable bras.

      Not that Trina liked wearing bras much of the time. At home, either her own or Eric’s, she had taken to turning her old tops, the ones she otherwise did not want to wear anymore, and cutting them into crop tops that barely covered her tits. She loved wearing them with nothing underneath, showing off substantial amounts of under-boob. The semi-regular occasions when she stretched too far and revealed her hard nipples, she would end up giggling.

      Giggling had become a new development as well. The more Trina disengaged from the world around her, the more she found herself giggling. It became natural for her to simple start giggling at a stray thought. That, in turn, would usually cause her tits to start to jiggle on her chest, which would further distract her and send her into a mental playtime where all she wanted to do was play with her tits and touch herself until she orgasmed a few times.

      Eric loved to watch it happen. He could almost predict exactly when each action would begin. Anything source that tried to engage Trina’s mind, whether it was a personal conversation, a news report, or even a cat video online, could send her into a fit of giggles that would completely derail whatever was the topic at hand.

      Trina went through each day in a kind of pink fog, with that fog growing thicker and thicker everyday. There were times Eric worried about her. Trina seemed to lose her ability to say no, to stand up for herself. More and more she became reliant on the people around her. That was mostly him, but she seemed to be far too trusting of others, which worried him at times. He could not protect her all the time.

      Then there was the matter of her changing personality. Eric had fallen in love with Trina. He had fallen in love with the woman who wanted to help the world and possibly become a therapist herself someday. However, that Trina was gone, surpassed under many layers of mental and physical conditioning.

      There were times when Eric missed speaking to her about complex social issues that society faced. She had been an opinionated woman at one point in her life. Now, she seemed unable to hold an opinion. Eric had no doubt he could convince her that two mutually exclusive ideas were both true. She had no conceptual filter to decide what was true or false. She simply trusted the world around her was true, rationalizing inconsistencies as her own inability to understand.

      However, those concerns were largely thrown out the window when he could enjoy Trina in all her bimbo glory. She had become completely devoted to him. Anything he asked of her, she would do without a moment’s hesitation. All she wanted was to please him and to cum as much as she could. And Eric was certainly not going to deny such an erotic and beautiful woman whom he loved the chance at pleasure and happiness.
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      The drive out to the lake took several hours. Trina alternated between bouncing in her seat with excitement and stuffing her pussy with a dildo to make herself cum. She made several overtures to suck Eric’s cock, but he rebuffed her advances, wanting to focus on the road and their eventual destination.

      As curious as Trina was about this weekend, she had accepted that it was a surprise. She did not question Eric further, nor did she beg for hints. She trusted him and that was all that mattered. She was certain she would enjoy herself. She always seemed to do so, regardless of the situation. And it was hard to be sad when she could cum as much as she wanted.

      All the preparations had been made. Trina had officially moved into Eric’s apartment the week before. She had also left her internship a few weeks early. Eric had negotiated her departure. It had helped that she had finally reached the end of her file scanning assignment. A week’s worth of work had taken her a month, but no one seemed to mind.

      As soon as Trina had finished her internship, she seemed to flip a switch in her head. A day later it was as if her memories of her internship were completely lost to her, buried and locked away with the rest of her academic career.

      Eric had been fascinated by the steps Trina had taken to forget about her past. Her sense of time was all jumbled as a result. She had become a creature who lived in the now. The past and future were mental constructs she no longer allowed herself to consider.

      A part of Eric wondered if they had broken her brain to the point she was not turning short term memories into long term memories, but there were too many inconsistencies for that to be the explanation. He figured she had done this to herself, opting to disassociate herself from her memories, giving off the impression that she was both dumb and completely gullible.

      However, in the big picture, none of that mattered to Eric. He counted his blessing everyday that Trina had found her way into his life. This weekend, this party, this celebration, was to be a new start in their lives. He had big plans for the both of them, and he knew this was only the beginning.

      Eric and Trina were the first to arrive at the cabin, although they had timed it so they would not be too early. Eric wanted to give them enough time to get a good fuck in first and then have Trina change into a bikini.

      Eric’s plan was to have her showing off her new body all the time. He had been careful in packing for her, choosing outfits he wanted to see her in. And given her new dispositions, he made sure to give her plenty of variety to tax her simplified mind.

      When guests began to arrive, Trina felt temporarily satisfied. Her libido had risen to such a point, she was never satisfied for long. But he knew she was good for a couple hours at least. He was happy to see her already getting into the spirit by wearing a red bikini. The triangles of fabric did little to cover her tits. It was impossible not to see how big they had become. Luckily, despite their natural composition, they remained perky and little him of sag.

      Trina had opted to at least start the party wearing a tiny pair of cut-off denim shorts and a pair of wedge heels. She had become so much more fluid in her ability to walk in heels over the summer. There was not a moment he saw her without some sort of heel on. She even had shower heels. He doubted she could stand flat footed anymore. Or if she could, it would not be long before she could no longer do it without considerable pain.

      Trina was a bundle of happy and smiling energy as people began to arrive. She greeted everyone with a big hug and even a few kisses.

      “It’s so good to see you,” she would beam, smiling from ear to ear with her plump lips. After each hug she would have to spend a minute readjusting her tits in her bikini top. They seemed to want to make every attempt to free themselves and breathe the fresh air.

      The guest list included a large selection of Eric’s friends. Most of them were fellow therapists like him, or at least worked within the field in some fashion. Even if Trina had never met someone before, she greeted them like they were her best friends, a further indication that Trina had turned over a new page in her own mind and simply ignored past associations.

      Dr. Daniels was not on the guest list, but Mai was. She arrived and simply smiled when she saw Trina for the first time in her full bimbo persona. She understood exactly what Trina had done to herself and the reasons for it. Love was a powerful force and it could make people do strange things. The fact Trina had initiated her own transformation made it all the better.

      “Mai,” Trina squealed. She rushed over to greet her former coworker, taking mincing steps that made her tits bounce wildly.

      “Look at you,” Mai said after they hugged and Trina kissed her on the cheek. “You look amazing.”

      Mai had no reason to lie. She had seen some of the changes Trina had made to herself. The breast growth had been obvious, but there was only so much Mai could see when Trina had been dressed in her office outfits. Now, seeing her in a skimpy outfit with most of her body bare, she could better appreciate the steps Trina had taken. If Mai had been younger, she might have joined Trina in her bimbo games.

      “Look, baby,” Trina said as she pulled Mai up the hill toward the cabin. Eric stood out on the porch, overlooking the lake, greeting guests with a beer in his hand. “It’s Mai.”

      Eric laughed. “I thought you might like her here. I heard the two of you hit it off this summer.”

      “Thanks, baby,” Trina said before wrapping her arms around her boyfriend and kissing him hard on the lips.

      Eric kissed her back, but he pushed her away after a few moments. “Don’t forget we have guests.”

      Trina giggled. “Oh yeah, I forgot.” She turned to Mai. “I’m not very smart anymore and I forget stuff, like all the time.”

      This time it was Mai’s turn to laugh.

      “Why don’t we let Mai get herself settled?” Eric said. “You’ll have lots of time to explain everything. And there are still guests arriving.”

      Eric pointed back down the hill. Trina turned to see two of her college friends approaching, having just parked. Her friends had all left town for various jobs and internships, or simply returned to their hometowns. However, two had been close enough to get away fro a weekend and return to see their former classmate and friend.

      Trina had been keeping up with all of her college friends throughout the summer. However, as she sank deeper and deeper into her bimbo life, her interactions with them had shifted. Rather than deep conversations, she had only interacted with them on the most superficial levels, her complimenting their photos or gushing about how much she missed them.

      Margaret and Jeff walked up the hill and barely recognized Trina as she came bouncing down the hill to greet them. She wrapped them up into a big group hug as she ran into them, nearly knocking them over.

      “It’s so good to see you,” Trina said excitedly.

      Both Margaret and Jeff looked at Trina, taking a moment to recognize their friend. Trina had not been posting pictures of herself on social media, mostly by Eric’s asking. He had been planning this event all summer and did not want her to give too much away.

      “Wow,” Margaret said. “I didn’t recognize you for a moment there.”

      Trina giggled. “I changed, like, lots, didn’t I?”

      Jeff stood there speechless as his eyes roamed up and down Trina’s body. He had never looked at his friend in this way before. Then again, he had never seen her wear so little. He was having a hard time remembering, but figured her breasts had not been so big before.

      “I’ll say,” Margaret said, noticing not only the difference in Trina’s appearance, but in her behavior as well. “You’re happy though?”

      “The happiest,” Trina beamed. “Come on up to the cabin. It’s amazing.”

      Trina took her two college friends by the arms, standing between them, and pulling them up the hill.

      Eric took charge of the party, setting out drinks and some food for people to snack on. The dinner had been organized as potluck, with guests responsible for bringing something to share. But dinner was still a long ways off. There was much fun to be had yet.

      Once everyone had gotten settled, Eric invited a few people out on the boat that came with the cabin. Eric had experience driving boats before, so he was elected captain and navigator. Several of his friends, as well as Jeff and Trina joined in.

      “Woo,” Trina called out as she stood at the bow, and leaned over the railing, holding on with all her strength. Her blonde hair whipped about her head. Her bikini top flew off and landed in the back of the boat.

      “Whoopsie,” Trina said as she casually returned to the main seating area. If she had any reluctance to bare her tits to the men on the boat, she did not show it. She sat back and stuck her tits out proudly.

      “Here,” Jeff said, handing her the missing top.

      “Thanks, Jeffie,” she said, but made no moves to put it back on. While out on the lake, she felt free to be even more uninhibited than usual.

      “Um, did you get implants?” Jeff asked nervously, asking the question that all the men on the boat but Eric were asking. They had all met Trina before, but not since she began her bimbo transformation.

      “I used boob growing cream,” Trina announced. “It made my boobs really big and it made my nipples really pointy.”

      To emphasize her points, Trina ran slid her hands up her tits from the bottoms and then pinched her nipples. Her body shuddered slightly as the pleasure shot through her. She was getting horny again.

      No one said anything. They simply stared at Trina and her big tits. She was perfectly happy to be the center of attention, especially among so many guys.

      However, eventually Trina grew bored at the silence. She was horny and a bit thirsty. In her mind, that meant it was the perfect time to give Eric a blowjob. She got up and sidled up next to him, pressing her body, especially her tits, into Eric’s side.

      “Hey, baby,” she whispered in his ear. “You want me to give you a blowie?”

      Sweat broke out on Eric’s brow as Trina’s hand slid down and gave his cock a light squeeze through his shorts. He was hard. It was difficult not to be hard around Trina, especially when she behaved so blatantly sexual and completely disregarded societal norms around bare breasts.

      “When we get back to the cabin,” Eric finally said. He had no doubt the other men on the boat would allow him his indulgence, but as much fun as it was to show Trina off, there were parts of their relationship he did not want to share. Sex was one of those parts.

      Trina pouted for a moment, but her disappointment t was short lived. She went back to her seat and started teasing the other guys on the boat, especially Jeff.

      “Did you and Margaret ever hook up?” Trina asked. It was a sign that her memories were still there, somewhere. The only reason she seemed capable of finding this one was because it was sex related.

      Jeff had a hard time pulling his eyes from Trina’s chest. Not that she minded. She could never get mad at someone for staring at her tits. She liked having big tits because it gave something for guys to state at. It was not like they wanted to look at her brain.

      “N, no, why?” Jeff struggled to answer.

      “She likes you, silly,” Trina answered. “You should totally ask her out. You two would make a hot couple.”

      Jeff did not answer. Trina had started fantasizing about Margaret with blonde hair and big boob like her. She wondered if Margaret would want to be a bimbo too. That would be so much fun to have a bimbo best friend.

      When Eric started to drive the boat back to the dock, he instructed Trina to put her top back on. Her going topless out on the boat with a bunch of guys Eric trusted was one thing, but her doing so at the larger party did not seem like a smart thing to do.

      Of course, when Trina put her bikini top back on upside down, Eric could only laugh at how much of a bimbo she had become. Yes, as soon as the boat was tied up, he was taking Trina upstairs to their bedroom so she could suck him off. Or so he could fuck her. He was not sure which would be the better choice at the moment.
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      Trina could sense that Eric grew more and more nervous as the day wore on. Dinner was spectacular with many of the guests showing off their culinary skills.

      However, even with a delicious dinner and plenty of time away from the party for Trina to take care of Eric’s sexual needs, as well as her own, Eric became less and less at ease as the sun began to set.

      The view was amazing, the last rays of the sun reflecting off the water. Trina sat in awe of it, never remembering seeing a more beautiful sight.

      “Friends,” Eric finally called out, gathering everyone’s attention, even Trina’s. “Thank you all for coming this weekend. I have been planning this moment for weeks and I am admittedly a little nervous about this all, but the show much go on.”

      Trina nearly offered a blowjob right there if it would help, but she was too enraptured by the sunset and listening to Eric speak. She could listen to him speak for hours. She loved hearing his voice.

      “First off, I think it is obvious that Trina here has undergone some changes this summer.” Trina looked up at her hearing her name and smiled as the attention fell on her. “Without going into specifics, Trina made a decision after graduation that she wanted to try a different path in life. Her original plans to go off to grad school this fall have been scrapped. She wanted to focus on herself and, dare I say it, our relationship. For that I am beyond thankful.”

      A few people clapped in encouragement and congratulations.

      Eric took a deep breath, steeling himself for the next part of his speech. “To put it bluntly, I have a bimbo fetish. I’m not sure where it came from, but it is likely related to a specialty in my private practice. When I shared some of this with her at the start of the summer, she began to explore aspects of it on her own. I was not expecting any of this when I first asked her out, nor when I shared this aspect of myself to her, but it turned out Trina liked it too.”

      The old Trina would have been horrified at Eric sharing something so intimate, but the bimbo Trina had no secrets. She was happy to share anything about herself to anyone at any time.

      “Trina has spent the summer turning herself into a bimbo, both for me and for herself. This weekend is her coming out party. All of you have been chosen to share this moment with her as she officially and publicly embraces a new future for herself.”

      Trina felt completely overwhelmed as this news struck her. She was in complete shock at what Eric meant. She no longer had the words to express herself. She was surprised, yes, but also happy. She was incredibly happy to be able to publicly live her live without worry or scorn.

      “Trina, please come up here,” Eric said from his perch on the porch.

      Trina did not hesitate. She jumped out of her seat and practically jumped up the stairs. She had no idea what to expect, but she was happy to do whatever was asked of her, for Eric, for her, it did not matter.

      It was second nature for Trina to grab onto Eric’s arm and mold her body to his. She loved holding onto his strong arms and feeling the warmth of his body pass into hers. It made her want to melt, but she knew in this case, sex would not be immediately following.

      “These past few months I have gotten to know two version of Trina. There is the Trina that all of you knew before today, the studious college student. But there has been another side of her that I have gotten to know more recently. We have a name for her. We call her Trinket. She is the bimbo that Trina has been working to become.”

      Mai gave a knowing smile as she watched from down below. She remembered Trina calling herself Trinket at times at work. She did not know the full extent of what Trina was committing too then, but now she did and she was happy for the young woman. She knew Trina would be much happier as a bimbo with Eric beside her.

      “Judge Michaels, would you mind coming up here as well?”

      One of Eric’s friends rose from his seat. He had just been Ken to everyone at the party. He had kept his judgeship a secret.

      “I have here both a change of name form and a power of attorney,” Eric continued once the judge had joined them on the porch. “Will you make these forms official?”

      “Trina,” Judge Michaels said. “Do you wish to be known as Trinket Trina Stanford from here on?”

      “Uh huh,” Trina said, nodding her head.

      “I need you to say yes or no,” the judge pressed.

      “Yes, I want to be called Trinket.”

      “And do you understand what giving Eric your power of attorney means?”

      Trina stood there thinking for a moment. She had to dig deep into her mind, something she had been reluctant to do. It felt like swimming upstream in a river of molasses. She could get there, but it took a lot of effort.

      “Yes,” Trina finally said when she found the associated memory. “I do know it.”

      The judge smiled. He was jealous of his friend. If only his own wife could be like Trina.

      “These documents before you will officially change your name to Trinket and will give Eric your power of attorney so he can take care of all of your affairs. You can read them if you like.”

      Trina giggled before saying, “I don’t read or write anymore, because I’m a bimbo.”

      Everyone laughed at her comment. She sounded cute and clueless.

      “You’ll at least need to sign your name to both documents,” the judge said, holding out a pen.

      Trina took the offered pen and then turned her attention to the documents in front of her. There were already little stickies on them with the words “Sign Here” on them, showing her where to sign. She stuck out her tongue as she concentrated, trying to remember her own signature. It had been so long since she remembered signing her name, even though it would not be her name for much longer.

      With a grunt of effort that made it sound like Trina was pulling off some great feat of strength, she signed her name to both documents, her signature only slightly affected by her long nails, before handing the pen back to the judge.

      “Ladies and gentleman,” Judge Michaels said. “I give you Trinket Trina Stanford and her boyfriend Eric Edwards.”

      This time the gathered people clapped in earnest. There may have been some of them that questioned the events of the evening, but they could not deny that the woman who was now officially called Trinket was happy. She beamed with pride as she held onto Eric as they both looked out over the small crowd.

      “Before we all head over to the campfire,” Eric announced, “I have one other thing I’d like to do.”

      Eric dropped to one knee in front of Trinket and reached into his pocket as the final ray of sunshine began to slip below the horizon. He pulled out a small jewelry box.

      “Trinket, you have been the love of my life since our first date together. We have been on quite a journey together already and I want that journey to last forever. Will you marry me?”

      Trinket jumped up and down in excitement, tears almost coming to her eyes.

      “Yes,” she practically yelled. “Yes, Trinket will marry you.”

      Eric took the ring and slid it onto Trinket finger, claiming her as his fiancée and someday wife.
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      Eric assigned Jeff to lead everyone down to the campfire bowl. He was a former Boy Scout and knew how to start the fire. There were already supplies there to make s’mores.

      No one raised an eyebrow when Eric explained he needed some alone time with Trinket. They all knew what was about to happen. They were equally aware of what would happen if he did not.

      There was great pleasure that could come from having a bimbo like Trinket, but with that pleasure came great responsibility. And if Eric did not fuck her, she would be useless to everyone.

      “Go up to the room,” Eric said. “I’ll join you in a moment.”

      Trinket hurried up the stairs, already reaching back to untie her bikini top. As soon as it was free, she dropped it, discarding it where it fell, not caring about anything but the orgasms she was about to experience.

      As Trinket readied herself, Eric stayed behind and sent a text message. “I did it,” Eric wrote. “Thank you for giving me permission to marry your daughter.” As soon as he pressed send, Eric followed his fiancée up the stairs, picking up her discarded clothing as he went.

      When Eric found Trinket in the bedroom, she was only wearing her heels. She looked up, letting her hair fall away from her face. She was putting the ball gag in her mouth, readying herself so she would not make too much noise.

      Eric chuckled as he watched his beautiful toy ready herself for him and his cock. It was a joyous sight and one he was going to cherish forever.

      That sight, however, did not last long. As soon as Trinket had finished putting in the gag, Eric was upon her. He took her by the shoulder and turned her around. Then he guided her toward the bed, her following him as he backed up. When his legs reached the bed he stopped.

      At first, Trinket just stood there. She had no idea what he had in mind. Although she was already beginning to drool around the ball in her mouth.

      “Help me undress,” Eric said.

      Trinket needed little further encouragement. As Eric pulled his shirt over his head to reveal his rock hard abs and his strong arms, Trinket went to work removing his shorts, unbuckling his belt and then pulling his shorts and underwear to the ground.

      After stepping out of his shorts, Eric sat back on the bed. He leaned back before saying, “Ride me, Trinket. Ride me like a bimbo cowgirl. I want to play with those big tits of yours while we fuck.”

      Trinket’s eyes lit up at the order. She needed him to tell her what to do. She was just a dumb and silly bimbo without him. Even with him, she was a dumb and silly bimbo, but she was his dumb and silly bimbo. He owned her now. That was what the documents meant. She had become his toy, his plaything. She was just a ditz with big tits and that was all she wanted to be, his big-titted ditz.

      Trinket could not speak with the gag in her mouth, but even she knew actions spoke louder than words. As soon as Eric had made himself comfortable, she climbed up on top of him, placing her knees on either side of him.

      As soon as her tits were in range, his hands grabbed on to them. It felt like little fireworks went off behind her eyes. She moaned into her gag, his fingers driving up her arousal from her already high baseline.

      Trinket could barely manage to think as her tits were groped, prodded, and squeezed. She was on the edge of cumming already and she had yet to actually mount her man’s cock. She had yet to feel it inside of her, which she had learned to crave.

      “Come on,” Eric said, coaxing her forward. “You can do two things at once. You might be my bimbo toy, but you’re still human.”

      Trinket did not feel particularly human. Before, when she was still Trina, she knew she was a person. She might have played up being dumb and sexy, but she was still human. Now that she was officially Trinket, she felt different. Trinket was not a name for a person. It was a name for a toy, an object, a thing. She was something to be played with. That was what gave her meaning. Everything else she did, eating, sleeping, exercising, was all maintenance so that she could perform her real task which was providing pleasure to Eric. As good as her own pleasure felt, her true purpose was to give, not to receive.

      It took a moment, but Trinket eventually found Eric’s rock hard cock. She took it in both hands as she threw her head back at the delicious pleasure Eric’s hands on her tits provided her. Trinket took another moment to position herself before she sank down onto Eric’s shaft, driving him all the way inside of her in a single thrust.

      “That’s nice,” Eric commented at the sensation of Trinket’s wet folds enveloping him.

      However, Trinket was already cumming. That single thrust was enough to send her over the edge. Her vision turned white and she felt her body collapse, only held up by Eric’s hands as he continued to play with her tits.

      It took several minutes for Trinket to recover from her first orgasm. She had not moved on Eric’s cock, but he was still rock hard inside of her. It was a little strange to feel like she was waking up with a cock inside of her, but she was not about to complain.

      Without even thinking about it, Trinket began to gyrate her hips, rising and falling as she began to fuck herself on Eric’s cock.

      Despite the gag, Trinket still moaned with each breath, unable to hold back from the next spike of arousal and pleasure that hit her. She came twice more in quick succession. All the while, Trinket continued to rock up and down on Eric’s cock, never stopping, just as Eric continued to grab and squeeze her tits.

      Trinket came for a fourth time as Eric finally shot his load, sending rope after rope of his thick white cum inside her. This time, when Trinket collapsed against Eric, he let her fall to his chest, her large tits pressed against him.

      When Trinket began to recover, her head rested against Eric’s chest. His deflating cock was still inside her. Just his presence inside of her was enough to give her unimaginable pleasure, knowing she was fulfilling her purpose as his bimbo toy.

      It took some time before either Eric or Trinket were ready to disentangle their bodies so that they could join the others outside by the campfire. It took even longer for Trinket to make herself look presentable again.

      Drool from the ball gag covered her chin. Her tits were red from Eric’s manhandling of them. Her makeup needed reworking. She needed clothes to wear too. A bikini was an obvious choice, but she needed another layer to help protect her from the chilly night air.

      “How does Trinket look?” she asked, striking a sexy pose with her hands on her hips. “Sexy and dumb enough for a bimbo?”

      Trinket had changed up her outfit. She had left her red bikini on the floor and replaced it with a pink one. It did a poor job of covering her tits and like all her bikinis now, the bottoms were thong-backed. The extra layer Trinket had chosen was a flowery dress with such a deep and wide neckline, it had no hope of covering her tits. Instead, it wrapped around the outside of them, pushing them together in an even more inviting display of cleavage beneath her bikini top. The dress hugged her body tightly. A slit up the side to her hip put her left leg on full display. The smallest of movements would reveal her bikini panties she wore underneath.

      “You’re perfect,” Eric answered.

      Trinket beamed at the compliment. She had never aimed for perfection in the past, but as a toy, perfection was an achievable goal, especially when Eric made it so easy for her. She would never be the bimbo she had become without him.

      When the pair joined the others at the campfire, they had been separated from their friends for an hour. Trinket took a seat next to Eric. He wrapped an arm around her shoulder to help keep her warm.

      “Want to roast a marshmallow?” Margaret asked, holding out a roasting stick with a bright white marshmallow on the end.

      “Sure,” Trinket said, taking the stick. “What does Trinket do?”

      “Hold it near the fire,” Eric said. “Holding down near the coals until it starts to melt.”

      Trinket followed his instructions as Eric readied the chocolate and graham cracker.

      “Oh no,” Trinket exclaimed when her marshmallow caught fire. She stood up and started waving the stick around, trying to put it out.

      Everyone at the fire recoiled, not wanting to be hit by a flying and burning marshmallow.

      Luckily, the marshmallow came off on a downward stroke and it landed in the fire.

      Trinket pouted at losing her marshmallow.

      “Next time if it catches fire,” Eric said as he put a new marshmallow on the end of Trinket’s roasting stick, “just blow on it to put the fire out.”

      “Oh,” Trinket said, letting his words sink through what remained of her mind. “I can do that.”

      The second time went much better.

      “You can take it out of the fire now,” Eric said. He motioned to hold the roasting stick toward him, using the chocolate and graham cracker to pull the marshmallow free.

      Trinket’s first bite made it look like she had never had s’mores before. Her eyes lit up at the sweetness and all around deliciousness.

      “Yummy,” Trinket said once she had finished eating it.

      The guests all laughed at Trinket. Other than her first issue with fire, they were coming to enjoy her presence. She was a breath of fresh air, always happy, always positive, and always putting herself on display for the enjoyment of others, especially the men.

      Such philosophizing was no longer Trinket’s cup of tea. Such ideas simply went over her head, as most things now did. But she did not mind. If it was worth knowing, Eric would be there to handle it.

      As Trinket stared into the flames, her mind went completely blank. Her hands, moving of their own volition, slid between Eric’s legs and began to massage his cock through his pants. Such open displays of sexuality and lust had become her norm, a habit she could not break even if she wanted to.

      Luckily, no one seemed to mind. Trinket was fulfilling her new purpose in life and everyone in attendance was glad to see her happy.
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      That first night at Trinket had been amazing, but she quickly discovered that every day was equally amazing as a bimbo.

      Before Eric and Trinket left the cabin that weekend, but after all the other guests had left, Eric arranged a video call with Trinket’s parents. They barely recognized her with the blonde hair and plump lips. The camera was angled so that her big tits were only partially in the frame.

      “Big news,” Trinket practically squealed when she saw them. She held up her engagement ring on her hand, showing it to the camera. “Eric proposed.”

      Despite the shock at seeing their much changed daughter, they expressed only happiness over Trinket’s engagement. Eric helped move the conversation along, acting as moderator so that Trinket did not reveal too much. She was a bimbo now, through and through, so things like tact and personal privacy were no longer her forte. He was just thankful she did not ever need to refer to herself throughout the call. He would have had a hard time explaining why she kept calling herself Trinket.

      What had started out as a game in the bedroom had become a permanent part of Trinket’s speaking patterns. She no longer used the words I or me. She always referred to herself in the third person, further disassociating herself from being a person and making her more and more like the bimbo toy she had become.

      Once back home, Trinket took little time in making friends in the building. She went from having Eric as her only real friend left to having multiple bimbo friends she could go shopping with or simply hangout with.

      When it became apparent that Eric would not be able to keep of with his fiancée’s raging libido, he gave her permission to play with a few of her new friends. Trinket had never shown any bisexual traits before, but she embraced the new experiences, enjoying every moment she got to spend with her bimbo friends.

      Still, no matter what happened, Eric was the only man for Trinket. She practically worshiped the ground he walked on. Sometimes he would give her small orders, just to see how she would respond. She did everything he ever asked of her without question.

      Technically, through all of this, Trinket still had her safe word. She could slow things down or stop an activity entirely, should she feel the need. But that need never arrived. She was more than willing to do anything and everything Eric asked of her, knowing he would always keep her safe. After all, they loved each other.

      “Ooh,” Trinket said after returning to the apartment after going down to get the mail. She seldom needed to leave the apartment, so Eric gave her small tasks like that to do. It forced her to put on clothes, which were sometimes a struggle. Trinket had found a preference for simply lounging around the apartment in the buff, knowing her sexy body could be used by Eric at any moment.

      “What’s that?” Eric called out. He was working in his home office.

      Trinket skipped into the office, wearing an old sweatshirt she had taken a pair of scissors to several times. The neck had been cut so wide, it no longer covered her shoulders, instead relying on the size of her tits to hold it up. But it was also incredibly short, barely covering the bottom of her breasts. The slightest movement would be enough to show off the bottoms of her breasts.

      Her shorts were somewhere between actual shorts a pair of thong panties. They were skin tight, highlighting her ass. Eric had given her the last of building up the size of her ass with exercise. It was slow going, but after several months, she was finally developing an ass that helped balance out her big tits.

      “There’s a new bimbo moving in,” Trinket practically cheered. She knew all the other residents were bimbos or bimbos in training. She had not met the new resident yet, but she knew whoever it was that was moving in was going to be a bimbo.

      Eric glanced at his watch. “I guess it is that time after all,” Eric said as he pushed his chair away from the desk. “Do you want to meet her?”

      “Um, yeah,” Trinket said, throwing in some Valley Girl inflection.

      “I think you’ll like her,” Eric said. “Come on.”

      Eric led Trinket downstairs. Big burly movers were bringing in boxes and furniture from a moving truck outside.

      Standing there, observing the scene, was a woman who looked eerily familiar to Trinket.

      “Margaret,” Trinket called out the moment she recognized her old friend.

      The woman turned to reveal a chest even bigger than Trinket’s. But she smiled when she saw Trinket bounding toward her.

      “It’s Margie now,” the woman in a high pitched voice, followed by a giggle.

      The two friends hugged, mashing their large tits together.

      Eric approached more slowly. “Margie contacted my office after the weekend at the lake. Seeing you so happy had made her interested in the bimbo life. She’s been coming to see me professionally since. After her boob job, she decided to be a bimbo full time, so she’s moving in. Surprise.”

      “That’s so cool. Trinket is, like, so happy for you. Isn’t being a bimbo the best?”

      “So much fun,” Margie responded.

      “And you get to live in the same building as Trinket. Shopping and playing will be so much fun.”

      Eric took over the monitoring of the movers as Trinket led Margie upstairs to the penthouse. Now that Trinket was there to guide her, Eric had little doubt Margie would be a complete bimbo in short order. She had a positive effect on the whole building that way. As much fun as it was to have a bimbo like Trinket to himself, he knew by sharing her joy as a bimbo other women were finding their transitions so much easier. The world was a better place with Trinket in it.

      And as far as both Eric and Trinket were concerned. Becoming his bimbo girlfriend was the best decision she had ever made.
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