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		"F uck," Belle cursed as she opened the letter. But she knew what it was before she even opened the envelope. After all, the draft for the Free Use Bimbo Program was not some rumor, though people could pretend like it was. It was real. She was twenty-three years old and eligible for selection. And there were no deferments available.

		Belle had heard about women who tried to run, to escape the draft, but the government was too good at tracking them down. Running was no use. She could only accept her fate and hope she was given a good placement. Not that she really believed that could happen.

		There were tears rolling down her cheeks as she walked from her apartment to the processing center, a drab gray building downtown. But at least the rain would hide her crying. Her life, as she had known it, was over. Soon she would be nothing but a bimbo, eager to fuck any man who wanted her. She would be stripped of her rights and treated as property. Worst of all, she would be transformed from a successful law student into a mindless slut. She would not even remember who she used to be.

		"Welcome," said the receptionist. "Your name?"

		"Belle Aster," Belle replied. Her voice cracked as she spoke, betraying the mix of dread and despair coursing through her at the idea that this was real. That she would become a free use bimbo, one of many owned by the government and used to serve and please the nation's armed forces.

		"Excellent," said the woman cheerfully. She checked something off on a sheet of paper in front of her, then typed a few words on her computer. Then she stood. "Please follow me."

		The woman led Belle down a sterile hallway, her shoes echoing on the plain tile flooring. There were other people here, going about their own business, presumably having received the same fated letter. A girl, probably younger than Belle, wiped a tear from her eye as she stared blankly out of a window.

		The receptionist led Belle into an exam room filled with high-tech machines that looked like they had been pulled from a science fiction movie. "Wait here," she instructed. "Dr. Ross will be in shortly."

		"Thank you," Belle said politely. The receptionist shut the door, leaving her alone in the chilly hospital room.

		She tried to keep herself calm, but she could not help feeling anxious. Why had she been chosen? What type of training program would they assign her to? Would she ever go home?

		The draft process for the FUB Program gave little time for draftees to get their affairs in order. In Belle's case, her appointment at the local FUB Program headquarters was set for the day after she received her notice. Belle only had time to call a few friends and family members to share the news, leaving little time for anything else.

		Belle only had to wait a few minutes before there was a knock at the door. It was the doctor, dressed in scrubs, with an easy smile.

		"Hello Miss Aster," he greeted warmly, taking her hand. "My name is Dr. Ross."

		"Nice to meet you," she managed. Although Belle felt otherwise.

		He continued to shake her hand, seemingly oblivious to her feelings. "So it looks like you'll be joining the free use bimbo program. Do you have any questions before we get started?"

		"You know I do," she stated plainly. "Everyone has questions. How could they not?"

		Dr. Ross let go of her hand and laughed. "I guess that's true enough."

		Belle was grateful to get to ask her concerns, instead of just having information fed to her, as she expected. This was the most information anyone had received so far, aside from propaganda.

		"So what happens to me if I refuse induction?" Belle asked.

		"Then you are likely to end up in jail, with hard labor in the uranium mines," Dr. Ross answered casually.

		"What?" Belle gasped.

		"There is no civil service. There is only jail or free use."

		This revelation stunned Belle into silence. That seemed so extreme. Was this really a legal alternative to prison? She suddenly realized that if this was a choice, then she wanted to be a bimbo. At least then she could look forward to getting fucked by some strong, handsome man, rather than dying early of radiation sickness.

		"No worries though," Dr. Ross continued. "You won't have to worry about that. I've seen your file. You will make a lovely free use bimbo."

		Belle sat quietly, letting all of this sink in. She wasn't sure how to process this latest revelation, but it seemed that her mind was already made up for her. Even if it was not, she was not exactly in a position to argue. She knew that much.

		After a pause, Dr. Ross spoke again. "Now if you'll please remove your clothes, so we can continue with your transformation."

		Belle blushed slightly, realizing that she was supposed to strip naked in front of this stranger, a medical professional who would be studying her physical features in preparation for her transition. It felt odd to undress in front of a strange man, especially when there was no sexual tension involved. But at least he was a doctor. He saw naked women on a regular basis.

		Obediently, she pulled her top over her head, revealing her small, but perky tits to his gaze. When she slid her pants down her legs, she blushed again. They were tight jeans, clinging closely to her firm butt. Seeing them laying on the floor like that made her self-conscious.

		"Okay, Miss Aster," Dr. Ross said after she finished removing her clothing. "Hop up on the table and we can begin."

		She nodded and climbed onto the exam bed, feeling nervous. The paper covering crinkled as she lay back, her breasts rising and falling with each breath. Dr. Ross moved closer and smiled kindly.

		"Nothing to worry about," he told her softly. "Everything will be fine. Just relax and trust me."

		Belle felt less frightened once he reassured her like that, although it still took some effort not to tense up when he placed a strap over her wrist.

		"Just to make sure you don't flinch," he explained apologetically.

		It worked well enough. Belle still thought about fighting back. This was her last chance to resist the procedure that would forever change her. But as Dr. Ross continued strapping her down to the table, her opportunity was lost. She was immobile. Trapped. Nowhere near any exit. Nothing left to do except wait.

		"So what comes next?" she asked, hoping he would respond.

		"Well," Dr. Ross replied cheerfully. "We begin with an injection of nanobots. They'll travel through your bloodstream, altering your physiology to fit the government's desired specifications. Once that's done, we'll proceed with mental re-programming, ensuring that you enter the free use mindset necessary to fulfill your patriotic duty."

		Belle shivered at his casual mention of a brainwashing session. "Why do we have to go through all this?" she inquired. "Isn't there another way?"

		"Unfortunately no," the doctor replied calmly. "The government found that this method allows us to achieve our goals faster than traditional methods of indoctrination and conditioning."

		"But why do the men need bimbos anyway?" Belle argued. She struggled in vain against the straps that held her firmly to the table, knowing how helpless she really was. "Aren't they satisfied with the current crop of free use sluts?"

		Dr. Ross smiled patiently. "That might have been the case in the past, but things have changed since then. It is important for the free use women to exemplify a certain aesthetic and attitude. It's not enough to just offer sex freely. We have conducted studies on what men most desire and it shouldn't be a surprise that the results point to busty bimbos, with an overall preference for blondes."

		"I'm still not sure I understand." Belle shook her head.

		The doctor patted her on the hand soothingly. "Don't worry your pretty little head over it. You won't be expected to comprehend why things need to happen. But rest assured, they do need to be done. And soon you won't even think to ask such questions. So relax and let it all happen."

		Dr. Ross produced a syringe filled with a clear liquid and injected it into her arm. Belle flinched away from the sharp sting of the needle piercing her flesh, but the straps kept her in place. She gasped at the cool sensation spreading throughout her body. But that cool sensation soon switched to a heat, then tingling, until everything went numb.

		A warm buzz overtook her thoughts as the nanobots began their work. They spread throughout her body, seeking out every single cell and altering their structure. Everything about her became more perfect: her complexion, her muscles, her skin tone, and every other part of her being.

		Outwardly, the first signal that the process was working was the rapid growth of blonde hair from her scalp. It was quick and sudden, growing inches in moments. By the time she finally regained the ability to speak, her head was covered in golden locks that would reach halfway down her back when she was freed from her restraints.

		"W...what's happening to me?" she managed to gasp out.

		"It's okay," Dr. Ross soothed. "If there's any pain, it should be fading soon. But try to enjoy this. Not every woman remains alert during this part of the process."

		Once Belle's new hair was complete, the nanobots went to work on her face. Her jawbone became more feminine and her lips plumped up, forming a perfect pout. Her nose shrank down to a cute button, while her cheekbones rose higher and more defined. Meanwhile, the bot swarm altered her eyes to give them a natural pop and made them appear brighter and bluer. The result made her look stunning, yet almost innocent.

		From there, the tiny robots went to work reshaping Belle's body, giving her a svelte and supple form perfected for pleasing any man that desired her. She laid there in awe, as her once slender form was rebuilt into one designed solely to serve the military's whims.

		In particular, Belle gained curves wherever men wanted them. Her hips and ass filled out, giving her a bubble butt that raised her lower back off of the table. At the same time, her breasts ballooned, adding size, shape, and firmness, making her tits sit proudly on her chest and defying gravity. When the transformation was complete, she had bimbo tits as big as her head.

		While Belle watched her reflection in the mirror above her head, the doctor administered a second injection containing a collection of anesthetics and mental stimulants to prepare her for the second part of her transformation.

		"This part requires you wear the helmet and visor," he told her as he put the head gear in place. "Do not attempt to remove it once we start the simulation. Understood?"

		Belle nodded, curious about what would happen next. A few seconds later, the visor came alive with a flashing array of lights and colors. Her mind immediately fell into the trance, mesmerizing her into an altered state of consciousness. It was hard to focus as she stared into the hypnotic display. But her breathing slowed as she relaxed into a deep meditative state.

		And as the mental conditioning took effect, euphoria filled her body. It was as if every cell in her body was singing out in orgasmic bliss. All she could do was lie there and enjoy the experience, enjoying every moment as the conditioning sunk deeply into her being, changing her personality from the inside.

		Then, as quickly as it began, it was over. But Belle was unaware. Her body shook with orgasm as the conditioning process completed and she passed out entirely, unable to remain conscious any longer. She lay upon the table, motionless, unconscious, oblivious to the doctor removing the straps that bound her to the examination table.

		A knock came at the door before it opened.

		"Yes, nurse?" Dr. Ross asked.

		"Is this Sea B Aster?" the nurse asked.

		"Oh, so it's been decided? She's going into the Navy?"

		The nurse nodded.

		"Great. It's her lucky day."

		"But she's bypassing training," the nurse reported. "There is an urgent need for her on a submarine. They won't set sail until they have a FUB aboard."

		Dr. Ross shook his head sadly, wondering how effective this bimbo could be without any real training, but there was no room for argument. If the military said they needed her, then she would be placed with them.

		He removed Belle's visor, but she remained unconscious. She wouldn't wake up until she was aboard the ship.

		When Belle did awake, her eyes fluttered open as she found herself looking up at a gunmetal gray bulkhead. She felt a bit confused, unsure where she was or how she'd gotten here. She remembered seeing the lights flash, and the feeling of floating on clouds, but nothing after. And now she was in some sort of metal bunk, laying on a thin mattress. There were no windows, but judging by the subtle movement, she felt as if the world was gently swaying under her.

		Then she heard a metallic click, followed by the sound of someone fumbling with a latch. Seconds later, a pair of blue eyes peered down at her, a smile forming on the face of a young sailor.

		"Morning, Belle," he said. "Glad you could join us on board."

		"Where am I?" she mumbled.

		"Submarine," the man replied cheerfully. "You've just been assigned as a FUB to help alleviate our stress levels, as required by the Free Use Bimbo Act."

		Belle bit her plump lower lips, a growing feeling of excitement within her at the idea that she was already so desired. She had just woken up in a strange place and she was already on the verge of getting fucked. It was overwhelming, but still exciting. She couldn't help thinking about how happy she was that she got drafted.

		"Thank you so much!" Belle cooed as her lips turned up in a coy smile.

		"No need to thank me." The man extended a hand down to her. "Come on up."

		Belle gripped his hand in hers and allowed him to assist her to her feet. However, the moment she rose, her newly bimbofied brain reminded her just how big her tits were. Her oversized juggs sent her toppling forward, straight into the man's muscular arms.

		"Wow! That must have been quite a rush," the man commented, holding the blonde tight so as not to drop her.

		"Sorry," she blushed, the red color on her cheeks enhancing her appearance. She had yet to acclimate to her massive boobs and new curves. She was very different from when she had arrived at the draft office. Her new tits were as big as her head and threatened to spill out of the low-cut top she wore. Belle was the ideal free use bimbo. She had the blonde hair and bimbo body men craved, the best of both worlds for any alpha male who wanted to claim her.

		Belle looked down to find herself wearing a parody of a sailor's uniform, with a deep valley of cleavage on display, a bare midriff, and a skirt that barely covered her ass. She could not see them over the bulge of her tits, but she wore a pair of wedge-heeled boots that lifted her legs, but also made it possible to traverse the shit with relative ease.

		"Come on. Let's introduce you to everyone else."

		He led her up a ladder and into the upper deck. Belle's eyes grew wide as she took in her surroundings. The space around her was filled with men of different ages, races, shapes, and sizes. And every single one of them looked at her with hungry eyes, waiting impatiently to devour her like prey.

		"Attention on deck," the man commanding the boat announced loudly as he saw the newest member of the crew walking through the corridors with the seamen sent to fetch her. Every man in sight immediately straightened their posture and stood at attention. "I would like to take this opportunity to welcome Belle to our little family."

		The man paused, letting his words sink in.

		"At ease."

		Those closest to them returned to their tasks, but several still eyed her with interest and curiosity.

		The captain stepped forward and introduced himself. "Nice to meet you, Belle. My name is Captain Jones. I'll be responsible for supervising you while you're aboard my sub. Anything you need, you come see me first. I will be your primary point of contact."

		"Yes, sir," she responded cheerily, feeling proud to be serving on a sub. And even more excited to be free use. It was thrilling to think that every man here would be able to enjoy her whenever they wished, and however they wished. It brought goosebumps to her skin.

		"And it's the captain's prerogative to enjoy you first," the captain added with a grin.

		"Thank you, Sir," Belle purred, her voice taking on a husky tone. Her pussy tingled as she thought about what was to come. She knew she would be ravaged by these men. But it was a true honor to fuck the captain before any of the others. She felt special for receiving this privilege.

		"First though, let's go to my cabin and get better acquainted. I'll explain how things operate on this vessel."

		Captain Jones escorted Belle back down to his quarters, leading the way through narrow passages between tightly packed machines. "Every space on this vessel serves at least one purpose, if not more. You will need to service men in the bunks or wherever you can find space. Your primary purpose here is providing comfort and relief to the crew in whatever manner they see fit. As a rule, you are not allowed in the command center while on maneuvers or during battle exercises. Is that understood?"

		Belle nodded eagerly, looking up into the captain's blue eyes, her own filled with anticipation. He looked rugged and handsome and strong. Her pussy pulsed with excitement and she felt slick fluids dripping down her thighs. It took all of her effort to stay upright. The intensity of her arousal was unlike anything she had ever felt in her short time as a free use bimbo.

		Once inside his cabin, the captain directed Belle toward his bunk. "Take off those silly clothes."

		She didn't hesitate to obey, quickly shedding the mini-skirt and revealing top she had woken up wearing. Presumably that was her uniform. Belle folded both items and placed them carefully on the edge of the bunk before turning to face the captain, presenting herself almost entirely nude, only continuing to wear her boots.

		She couldn't help blushing at standing naked in front of such a powerful and virile man. He clearly enjoyed the sight of her perfect curves. Her large breasts jiggled lightly in time with her heartbeat, enticing him.

		Captain Jones licked his lips. "Nice. Very nice. And look, your nipples are already hard." He teased her, stepping forward and reaching out a hand to tweak her tender flesh.

		Belle gasped and let out a soft moan. "Ooh, yes," she breathed, closing her eyes and tilting her head back slightly. "I'm so wet and ready for you." She wanted the Captain to know she was eager for him. She wanted to show her willingness to please. To prove how worthy of his cock she was.

		The captain stroked her breast lovingly. He kneaded her flesh in his hand, making Belle shudder in ecstasy. A normal woman would not have felt such pleasure from his rough hands, but her breasts had become so hypersensitive that his ministrations made her insides quiver. Belle craved more of his touch. Her knees grew weak at the sensations rushing through her body, sending tingles into her core, making her hot all over.

		He leaned forward and planted a kiss on her lips, a gentle peck which slowly deepened with each passing second, growing passionate and fiery. Belle moaned softly, returning the passion, her mouth opening to accept his tongue inside. She wrapped long-nailed hands around his neck, pulling him close, wanting to feel his body pressed tight against hers. His arms wrapped around her torso, bringing her body flush with his, eliciting another low moan from deep within her throat. She trembled under his embrace, eager to surrender to his desires.

		Soon, Belle found herself lying back on his bunk, spread eagle with the captain climbing on top of her, kissing her deeper and harder. Her hands fumbled with the buttons on his uniform as she worked to disrobe him, preparing him for his entry. She wanted to feel his strength, his masculinity pressing down on her, pressing into her. She needed to submit to him in every possible way, completely.

		Once he was free of his uniform, he positioned himself between her legs. With practiced movements, he thrust inside, filling her aching pussy with his throbbing member, stretching her pussy walls to accommodate his girth.

		"Oh god yes..." she groaned as his cock pierced her inner sanctum. "Please...take me." She bucked upward against him, matching his rhythm. "Fuck me! Please! Ohhhh!"

		Captain Jones obliged, pounding her tight little slit relentlessly, driving her to greater heights of bliss. But his attentions were not for her. They for his own enjoyment. As a free use bimbo, Belle's purpose was not to get herself off, but to get the men she served off. Her pleasure was just a byproduct of her overactive libido as it sought release.

		He kept pumping away, fucking her with wild abandon, grunting with effort. Eventually, she felt him tense up as he climaxed, shooting jets of cum deep inside her pussy. And as he came, so did she. A cascade of pleasure swept through her entire body, sending shock waves coursing through every fiber of her being. Her limbs twitched uncontrollably as wave after wave crashed over her, threatening to drown her beneath its tidal force. Her vision blurred, stars bursting in front of her eyes. Her whole world faded away until nothing mattered but the glorious sensations consuming her very soul.

		Belle had never experienced anything like it, even in all the times she had sex after becoming a free use bimbo. This one act alone confirmed for her that she had truly made the right decision by accepting the draft. Sex was the only thing that mattered in life, and she was reborn to be fucked hard and often.

		Afterward, they laid in silence for several moments, their bodies intertwined as the captain spooned behind Belle. Their hearts pounded in unison as they basked in the afterglow of their mutual release. Finally, Captain Jones spoke.

		"Well, that was lovely," he sighed contentedly. "Now that we've broken you in, we can really start enjoying our free use property."

		Belle smiled brightly and cooed softly as she nestled further into the captain's arms, savoring the feeling of belonging. She couldn't remember what her old life had been like, but she knew beyond a shadow of doubt that she loved her new one. And now, more than ever, she knew this is where she belonged.

		"Don't get too comfortable," Captain Jones said. "You have a whole crew to serve."

		With that statement, Belle realized what she needed to do. The crew! She would need to fuck each and every one of them to keep them from getting stressed out and too tense to perform their incredibly important jobs. She hopped to her feet and bounced happily on her toes, still wearing her boots.

		"I'm ready, Sir." Belle smiled enthusiastically, showing off her perfect teeth. She began to dress again, knowing safety was important and walking around the confined spaces of the submarine while naked was not the best of ideas, even for a bimbo like her.

		"Oh, just one more thing."

		"Sir?" she turned expectantly, a radiant smile still lighting her face.

		"Remember, you don't need to take the men on one at a time. They're used to sharing." He laughed darkly at the innuendo. "So let them pull spit roast you. Although I'd recommend against double penetration of your holes. One cock, one hole. That's a rule under my command."

		Belle felt her pussy tingle and grow slick at the thought of multiple men using her together. She wondered who she could talk into the idea. In fact, she had no problem at all trying to convince the sailors to try it.

		"Yes, sir," she answered, snapping to attention and saluting. The actions made her tits jiggle, but that was half the fun of having big tits. They were there because they made men's cocks hard. They were even big enough for a man to fuck if he wanted. They made for one more way she could serve.

		The captain gave her directions to the common area of the sub, a place where the crew gathered to eat and watch movies and play video games when not on duty or in their bunks sleeping. It was easy to locate, since she simply needed to follow the voices until she found herself amidst a crowd of men, each of whom turned to ogle her hungrily as soon as she appeared.

		There were two dozen men present, plus her. She scanned them quickly with an appreciative gaze of her own, imagining how best to distribute herself amongst them. But then Belle realized something. That was not her role. As a free use bimbo, she just let the men come to her. She did not need to plan or think ahead. Her only requirement was to make herself available. The men would hash it out.

		"Sea B Aster reporting for duty," Belle announced, using her official rank. She was a sea bimbo.

		The men erupted in hoots and cheers, shouting various comments that ranged from compliments to lewd remarks about the many ways they would love to use her body. Some stood and waved their cocks in her direction, beckoning her nearer. Others gestured toward nearby surfaces that could support her weight, inviting her to join them. Belle giggled with delight and started towards the men closest to her, hoping they would be the first to sample her newly bimbofied body.

		As she walked, one of the men reached out and grabbed a handful of her ass, causing her to squeal and giggle. The gesture filled her heart with joy and sent waves of excitement throughout her entire being, making her breasts swell with happiness. These were the good vibes she knew she would receive while doing her patriotic service.

		Before Belle knew it, the rest of the crew descended upon her, wrapping themselves around her and feeling up her sexy form. She was stretched out on her back, laying across one of the tables, her head dangling off the edge. The man seated next to her fed his thick cock directly into her mouth, burying himself in the softness of her throat.

		Her pussy was stuffed as well, with another soldier crammed tightly inside. The sensation of being filled in both holes at once thrilled Belle so greatly that she could barely contain herself.

		She loved how these strong, powerful, virile men used her body without concern for her comfort or needs. This was her true purpose, the only way she would ever feel complete. She could spend hours pleasuring these sailors as they drained their frustrations into her willing pussy and mouth. Nothing meant more to her.

		"Is there room for me to get into her ass?" one of the men asked.

		Belle froze in place, her mind suddenly reeling at the implications. She had never considered taking multiple men at once, let alone three. Her pussy flooded at the thought and she clenched tight as she prepared herself mentally for this monumental experience.

		"Absolutely," replied another. "Get back there, Samson! You know how to treat her right."

		It wasn't long before Belle's asshole stretched to accommodate yet another of the sailors' thick cocks. Soon he began pumping vigorously into her depths, making her moan around the shaft buried in her mouth. She loved being shared like this. Having the men she had known for all of a few minutes before they were sliding their cocks inside of her was exhilarating. And to have all three of her holes filled at once was perfection itself. She never wanted it to end. She wanted the pleasure to last forever.

		Belle felt warm fluid jetting inside her pussy and ass. Cum surged into her, filling her insides, overwhelming her senses. But before she even had a chance to consider her situation, two more cocks replaced them, her body still spread wide open to accommodate whoever wanted her.

		"Fuck, I'm not waiting for a hole," one of the sailors said before he jumped up onto the table. Before Belle knew what was happening, he was straddling her, his cock between her giant tits. Without asking permission, he began stroking his cock while rubbing her tits, squeezing them together tightly around his member.

		Belle felt like a sex doll. Not one of the men here showed the slightest care about her thoughts and feelings. They only cared about finding release in her body. But that thought made her happy. She reveled in being treated like an object, a tool for men to use as they pleased. And Belle never would have imagined that she was getting fucked by four men at once on her very first day.

		"Fuck, this slut can suck a cock!" said a sailor who was bent over in front of her, using her mouth to get himself off.

		Another slapped her ass as he drilled deeply into her anus. "Damn, her holes are amazing! So tight!"

		A third pumped furiously between her tits, coating them with his precum. The way he grabbed onto her tits as he pumped away, almost using her nipples as handles, sent shock waves of pleasure coursing through her veins. Her pussy clenched involuntarily in response to his ministrations.

		Then the men began trading positions, taking turns fucking her as they saw fit. Some fucked her pussy for a while, then traded out for another one of her holes. It went on like that, seemingly forever. Belle came, against and again, her orgasms rolling through her one after another until she lost track. No longer did she worry about her ability to count. Instead, she allowed herself to become lost in the blissful euphoria of being thoroughly fucked for the sake of her betters.

		This was true freedom. Being able to serve these men without limits or restrictions. And she would serve them every bit as eagerly in the future, whenever they called for her assistance.

		By the time the sailors finished with Belle, she was coated in sweat and cum. It dripped out of every crevice, puddling on the floor below her. She shivered uncontrollably from the constant waves of ecstasy washing over her body. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her chest heaving with each labored gulp of air. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she lay limp, her limbs refusing to respond to her brain's commands. She could only lay there and shiver.

		Belle stared blankly upwards, wondering what was next. There were always more men who wanted her services. That much she understood. What else could she possibly need or want?

		"Looks like someone was a little overzealous on her first day."

		Belle opened her eyes and turned her head, needing a moment to focus on the man who spoke. It was the same man who collected her originally, who brought her to the command center and introduced her to the captain.

		"Hi," Belle said weakly, forcing herself to speak despite her fatigue. She gave him a smile to prove she was still lucid.

		"It's alright if you aren't up to it," the man told her, smiling kindly. "Actually, I just came to check in on you. It looks like you could use a quick shower and some coffee, and probably in that order."

		"That sounds nice," she answered, although she was unsure exactly why the man wanted to check up on her. But she did not dwell on the question as he took her hand and guided her to her feet, then led her back toward the showers.

		Belle tried to clean herself up, but it was a struggle in her worn out condition. She managed to remove the worst of the dried fluids, but she would require a Hollywood shower to return herself to her original condition. And on a submarine, where fresh water was limited, that was unlikely to happen.

		"Here's a fresh uniform for you," the man said, handing her a clean set. The uniform she woke up in would need to be cleaned before she wore it again.

		"Thank you," Belle replied gratefully, taking the folded garments from him. It did not take her long to put them on. The tiny top barely secured below her tits, leaving her midriff bare. And the skirt was short, leaving her to just pull her boots back on before she was perfectly dressed.

		Normally, a bimbo like Belle would be allowed cosmetics to make herself look even better, but aboard a submarine, there were certain luxuries that needed to be curtailed, similar to lengthier showers. But after running a brush through her long, blonde hair, Belle was as ready to continue her job as she would ever be.

		"How about I take you on a tour?" the man offered.

		"Okay," she agreed. "That would be good."

		He led her out into the passageway outside of the showers.

		"This is your typical submarine. Everything is small. The crew is cramped. The space is cramped. The food could be worse. But it's home." The man continued to lead the way as he spoke. "But I should warn you, you will find yourself in every nook and cranny of this ship. And you will likely end up in places you never imagined you'd see."

		As they traveled deeper into the sub, the man continued his explanations of everything that Belle might encounter, from the crew's quarters, which were filled with snoring men to the engineering spaces, where men worked to keep the sub running smoothly and safely through the water. Everywhere they went, they encountered sailors who greeted her with a friendly wave, a nod of recognition, or a lecherous grin.

		"You've already been to the mess hall or galley as we call it. It serves dual purposes as the place where we eat, but also where we recreate."

		"Why aren't there any windows?" Belle asked. "When will I get to see the ocean?"

		The man chuckled softly. "You won't, unless we surface. Then you'll get to see the sky and feel fresh air on your face."

		"Really?" Belle asked with excitement.

		"Yes, but you have to understand. We spend weeks underwater at a stretch, sometimes longer."

		"Wow. But doesn't it, like, get boring down here like this?" she wondered.

		The man stopped walking and turned toward her. "That is why we need bimbos like you to help us relax."

		"Oh." Belle blushed at his frank explanation.

		He took her hand and led her onward through the corridors of metal that made up the bulk of the submarine interior.

		They finally reached the bridge, where the captain stood at the periscope, scanning the ocean depths. When he heard their approach, he spun about.

		"Belle! Glad to see you up and about."

		"Thank you, Sir," she responded politely, although she could not stifle a giggle from escaping her lips.

		"Belle was asking about seeing the ocean," the man explained.

		"Hmm, I probably shouldn't do this, but come up here and have a look through the periscope. It's the closest you're going to get for a while to seeing the ocean."

		The captain stepped aside to allow Belle access. She peered through the eyepiece, her eyes growing wide in astonishment at what she saw. There was nothing but blue water and gray clouds as far as the eye could see in every direction. The submarine was submerged, but near the surface while the communications room sent messages to the mainland.

		However, to look through the periscope, Belle had bent at the waist, her skirt sliding up, revealing her lack of panties to everyone standing behind her.

		"I'll just be a minute," the man who had helped her said as he placed his hands on either side of her hips.

		Belle felt his fingers dig into her flesh, gripping her tightly. His thumbs traced circles over her ass, caressing her tender skin as he massaged her.

		"Ooh!" she exclaimed as his hands wandered over her rear end, exploring every inch of her exposed flesh.

		Captain Jones chuckled quietly. "Don't stop on our account." He glanced sideways, meeting the eyes of the sailor who accompanied Belle onto the boat and nodded knowingly.

		Belle felt her body tremble at the sensation of his touch. And a moment later, she heard the sound of a zipper lowering. When he pushed forward and entered her, she gasped loudly, letting him know how much she enjoyed this new development. Her pussy quivered as he slid deeper inside her, filling her completely.

		"Oh god!" she cried as he began fucking her hard from behind. The force of his movements sent her bouncing off the periscope, but she managed to keep it aimed in the same general direction while he ravaged her.

		"That is quite a sight," Captain Jones commented, watching Belle's huge tits sway wildly as she got fucked. "I can tell you like this."

		"Uh...huh..." was all Belle could manage as she concentrated on holding onto the scope. It wasn't easy with the man behind her slamming into her over and over. But she refused to let go. This was important. It was her duty to remain in control of herself, even during a moment like this. And especially with the captain watching. He was the highest ranking man on board, after the captain. He deserved respect.

		"I think she needs a cock in her mouth," the captain said.

		The man fucking her reached up and gripped her hair, yanking hard enough to make her cry out. But before she could protest, the captain had moved in front of her and pulled out his cock, shoving it roughly between her lips. She tasted the saltiness of his skin as he pushed deep into her throat.

		Belle struggled to keep her balance as both of them fucked her relentlessly, driving her closer to climax with every thrust. She could feel the pressure building in her core, threatening to overwhelm her. She fought desperately to hold back, but it was no use. She was helpless to resist their combined onslaught, her body surrendering completely to their desires.

		Finally, she reached her limits and succumbed, letting go completely, allowing the waves of ecstasy to consume her completely. Her pussy spasmed wildly around the cock buried deep within it, while her mouth sucked hard on the shaft filling it. She moaned loudly, sending vibrations through the captain's dick as she came.

		"Fuck!" the captain shouted as he released his seed into her mouth, flooding her taste buds with his essence. She swallowed greedily as he filled her belly, drinking every drop.

		Meanwhile, the man fucking her from the other side came too, pumping jets of warm cum deep into her pussy. Belle's eyes rolled back into her head as she shuddered violently, wracked by orgasm. It took every bit of concentration she possessed not to collapse to the floor.

		"I'm sorry," she said, panting heavily as they withdrew. "I tried not to cum, but I just couldn't help myself."

		"No apologies necessary," Captain Jones reassured her, wiping the sweat from her brow with his sleeve. "A bimbo like you deserves to cum. It keeps you healthy and happy, and we can't be without you."

		"I guess I'm just nervous about serving my duties." She smiled shyly at the two handsome men before her.

		"There's nothing to be nervous about," Captain Jones said. "I specifically requested an untrained free use bimbo. I find it more fun to break you in like this than to get an already trained model. This way we can train you right and not spend half of our time correcting you."

		"Thank you, Sir." The idea that her captain had specifically requested an untrained free use bimbo made Belle's heart soar. He wanted to be the first to fuck her, but also the first to train her. Although she had no idea what the proper training entailed. And given that she was already on assignment, it seemed doubtful that she would ever know what she was supposed to learn to do. But she did not care. This job was fun! She got to have sex whenever a man wanted her. She was living the dream.

		Belle returned her attention to the periscope. "Oh my," she gasped.

		"What is it?" Captain Jones asked urgently.

		She pointed toward a shape in the distance. "I think there's a submarine out there."

		Captain Jones hurried over and looked through the lens. "Shit, it's an enemy sub. All hands to battle stations!" he shouted into a microphone mounted on a nearby console. Immediately the submarine began to vibrate as it powered itself up for combat maneuvers. "Sonar, Conn. Talk to me. What do we have out there?"

		The man who had given Belle the tour ushered her out of the command center and back toward her bunk. "Don't worry about a thing, doll," he said. "Captain will get us through this. He's the best. You just sit back on your bunk and play with your pussy. I'm sure someone will come by to use you once this is all over. There will be a lot of men needing stress relief after this."

		"Thank you," Belle said as she sat back on her bunk. She spread her legs and started to rub. As soon as she did, all the noise and commotion just faded away. She was soon lost in her own private world of ecstasy, enjoying the sensations that washed over her body with each touch to her swollen clit and aching pussy.

		Meanwhile the crew of the submarine worked diligently to evade the enemy vessel. And Belle had no doubt they would succeed. And when they did, she would be ready for them. She could barely contain her excitement to once again serve her country.

		Belle might not have expected this when she received her draft notice for the Free Use Bimbo Program, but now that she was living it, she couldn't imagine another life. Even with the danger she now found herself in, she was happy. This was what she was born to do. To serve. And to please men with her body and mind. It would be a long and arduous journey ahead, but she was up for the challenge. She was determined to fulfill her duties to the fullest possible extent.
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