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		“A nn, can you come in here for a minute?” Doctor Walter Brian called out. He ignored the office intercom as he usually did, calling for his secretary through the open door of his office instead.

		“Just one minute,” Ann replied a moment later, using the intercom. No matter how many times she had reminded her boss to use the intercom, he never did. It was a habit he had never been able to break. In so many ways, he preferred old fashioned ways of doing things, which was odd, since most of his patients seemed to be people interested in the latest technology trend, an implant that was supposed to make life better and easier.

		Ann was not sure how she felt about the implant. The signs of it improving people’s lives were all over the news. Celebrities were talking about it publicly, debating whether they wanted to dive into the deep end while the same people watching those celebrities were already lining up to get it. The office had been busy with an almost non stop flow of people, mostly women, getting the implant. It was becoming the doctor’s specialty it seemed.

		But for all the good the implant supposedly did for people, there were some odd moments that had arisen as well. For example, take the last patient who had left his office. Crystal was a recent college graduate who, according to the small talk Ann had engaged her in during her first visit with Dr. Brian, was interested in business. But it was only days after receiving the implant that Crystal had entirely changed her life. She went from a smart and ambitious woman to, putting it frankly, a bimbo. It looked like Crystal no longer had any interest in business. All she wanted to do was look pretty. That was her sole goal.

		Of course, with the aid of the implant, she looked terrific. Her body had shifted and changed. In a matter of days, her hair had grown out and turned blonde, her breasts had become filled with implants that gave her a bolted on look, and her butt had grown almost as much to balance out her figure. It would have been one thing to achieve such changes through salon visits, surgery, and exercise, but not that fast. It all had to be because of the implant.

		Ann closed down the computer program she was using, not wanting anything to be lost or stolen. In addition to operating as Dr. Brian’s secretary, she also handled his books. As smart as the doctor was, he did not have a mind for keeping track of the business accounts. Luckily, for a larger salary, Ann was perfectly qualified. She figured this would be a good job until she actually decided what she wanted to do with her life. She was still young and had a lot to look forward to. The only problem was Ann felt listless in life, not wanting to choose the wrong career path. In the meantime, she had steady work that paid well and she came into contact with people, giving her hope that she could network her way toward something bigger and better.

		“Yes, Doctor?” Ann said, leaning against the door frame that led to the doctor’s office. Much of his practice could be done right there in his office. He kept it open when he was not with a patient. There was also an exam room, but he only used it when necessary. It was Ann’s job to keep the exam room clean and disinfected, so in a way, she was glad he could primarily work out of his office. It meant less work for her.

		“How many times have I told you that you should call me Walter?” the doctor said. He had frequently asked her to call him by his first name, but she had so far refused. It was a matter of professionalism in her eyes. It was one thing for him to call her by her first name, but it was quite another for her to call her boss by his first name.

		“Maybe I’ll start when you start using the intercom when you need me,” Ann countered. It was a hollow offer since she had no plans to change how she referred to him, but she also knew he would not change his ways. She had been his secretary for too long to know that he had a certain way of doing things and change would be difficult at best.

		“That doesn’t matter right now,” the doctor said, waving off his request and Ann’s counter proposal. He was seated behind his desk. He looked uncomfortable. Ann could only imagine what Crystal and him had done with the office door closed. The Crystal of old had been a respectable woman, but Ann had a feeling she was a little more sex-positive now, and far less discerning in who her partners were. “I wanted to talk to you about the implant. Please, come in and sit down.”

		Ann did as she was beckoned. The pair had spoken about the implant before. The doctor had even offered her a chance to get it, although she would need to pay for it out of pocket. The insurance plan he offered her through his practice did not include coverage of the implant. It was expensive, although that only seemed to make people want it all the more.

		“I know I made this offer before, but I wanted to come back to you with new terms,” the doctor continued once Ann had gotten herself settled. “The practice will pay for everything. After all, since that’s most of our business now, it would help you put you out front, you know, to advertise it and the like. You wouldn’t have to do anything you didn’t want to do. I would just ask that you speak honestly about it if anyone were to ask.”

		Ann nodded. Before this moment, the implant had just been academic in her mind. There was no chance for her to afford it, so she did not bother to really think that hard about it. But now her boss was offering to pay for it. There was no barrier left. She actually had to consider it.

		“I just don’t know how it would help me that much,” Ann said. That was the honest truth. It was her own lack of direction in life that was holding her back. If she had a goal, the implant would be fantastic in helping her reach that goal. But there was too much of Ann’s life that was still up in the air. She did not know what to do.

		“I know you feel like you’re still figuring things out,” the doctor said. “I think we could use the implant to help guide you a little. We could use it to make you more decisive. Who knows? With a little more decisiveness in your life, you might find what you want out of life.”

		As much as Ann wanted to turn him down, she knew the doctor had a point. She could use a little more decisiveness in her life. And if the implant could help her with that, it seemed reasonable to try it. She could always have it removed if she did not like it. Not that Ann had seen anyone come in to have the implant removed. If anything, all of Dr. Brian’s patients seemed happy with how the implant had affected their lives.

		“Can I think about it?” Ann asked. “It’s a big step for me.”

		“Yes, you can think about it, but I want an answer by lunchtime tomorrow. I think putting a deadline on this will help you.”

		Ann nodded. She knew it was true. Her time at school had taught her as much. When she had a deadline, she could move a mountain, at least in theory. But without a deadline, nothing got done. It was like that in her life too.

		“I’ll let you know tomorrow then,” Ann said.

		“Great. You can go home early today. I’m not expecting anyone else.”

		“Thank you,” Ann said. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

		Ann hurried out of the office and back to her desk. She shut down her computer and grabbed her purse. Then she was out the door and on her way home. Not that her night would be easy, knowing what decision laid before her.
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		“O kay, I’ll do it,” Ann announced the following morning as the doctor entered the office. Ann had arrived early, too nervous to properly eat breakfast. Usually she arrived at almost exactly the same time each morning, but today had been different.

		Ann was still not sure she was making the right choice, but she felt this was an offer too good to pass up. There was so much she could do with the implant. She could improve her life in unimaginable ways. The benefits far outweighed the risks in her mind. Of course, her worries were not completely nullified. Despite the enjoyment Crystal now seemed to have with her life, the fact she made such a severe change in her life, with the implant’s help, bothered the secretary. She did not want to end up as some sex pot. Sure, Ann would not mind to be better looking and maybe a little sexier, but she had no interest in jumping from cock to cock, always trying to get her next fix. That was just low.

		“That’s great to hear,” the doctor said. “I have time at the end of the day to do the procedure. Or at least I did when I checked my schedule yesterday. Anything new pop up on my calendar this morning?”

		“Nothing out of the ordinary,” Ann answered.

		“Fantastic. Put yourself down for this afternoon. I really think you’re going to enjoy it.”

		“I hope so, Doctor Brian.”

		“Please, call me Walter.”

		Before Ann could say anything, the phone rang. The doctor waved for her to answer it as he continued his way into his office. After that, there was little chance for her to consider what was coming at the end of the day. Ann jumped from one task to another. When she was not answering the phone, she was greeting patients or attending to various accounting needs. She barely had time to eat lunch, only managing to nibble on a sandwich at her desk between keystrokes.

		When the time came for Ann’s own appointment with her boss, she suddenly found her stomach to be full of butterflies. A full day’s worth of worrying and thinking about what she was about to do hit her all at once.

		“It’s time, Ann,” Dr. Brian called out, once again ignoring the intercom. “I’m all ready for you.”

		Ann swallowed hard before she logged off the computer and pushed herself to her feet. Then she walked into the doctor’s office.

		“Ah, there you are,” the doctor said as Ann appeared in the doorway. “I was beginning to fear you had chickened out and had gone home for the day.”

		“No, Doctor,” Ann said, her face turning red. “Although I definitely thought about it.”

		“You have nothing to be afraid of,” Dr. Brian said with kind eyes and a knowing smile. Somehow his calling her chicken for having second thoughts further steeled her for what she was about to do. She did not like to be viewed as scared, primarily because she knew it was that fear of the unknown that kept her from making progress in her life. And it was her hope that the implant could help her push past that fear.

		“Where would you like me?” Ann asked.

		“Just have a seat and pull your hair away from your neck. It will feel similar to an injection.”

		Ann had purposefully worn her hair in a ponytail for just such a reason. She sat down in an offered chair and pulled her hair aside, exposing her neck. For the briefest of moments she felt as if she was handing herself over to a vampire. Sudden memories of bad vampire romance fiction from her youth flashed through her mind. She had been a sucker for that kind of stuff when she was first learning about sexuality and boys. There had been a recurring dream featuring her giving herself to a vampire, letting him suck her blood before he pleasured her in untoward ways. Thankfully, it had just been a phase, although there were still times when she wished romance were so easy.

		Dr. Brian quickly pulled on gloves. The implant insertion was all ready to go. He had everything he needed put out on an instrument tray.

		“You won’t regret this,” the doctor said as he came up behind Ann.

		She jumped slightly when the cooling sensation of the alcohol swab touched her neck.

		“Nothing to worry about,” the doctor practically cooed. “Just relax. This will all be over in a moment.”

		Next the doctor picked up the injector.

		“This is the part that will hurt, but it will just feel like a jab.”

		And true to his word, that was exactly how it felt. There was a sudden prick of pain in the back of her neck. She could feel the injector poking through her skin.

		“There we go,” the doctor said as the pain faded to a dull ache. “It’s in.”

		“That’s it?” Ann asked. It seemed far too easy.

		“We just need to initialize it and make sure it is properly interfacing. That will just take a moment. Luckily, I am well versed in performing this procedure.”

		Ann would have nodded her head, but she was afraid to move. The injector was returned to the tray. The doctor picked up a cube-shaped device that Ann had never seen before. She might have been his secretary, but she had nothing to do with the actual practice of medicine. It was her organizational and accounting skills that the doctor required of her.

		The doctor placed the cube against the back of her neck, directly over the implant. She could hear the device make various whirring noises. She could only assume it was supposed to do that.

		“There we go,” the doctor finally said, pulling the device off her neck. “Everything is in order.”

		“That’s it?” Ann asked.

		“That’s it.”

		“What am I supposed to do now?”

		“For the moment, you just need to wait. It might take a few hours to make all the neural connections it needs to. After that, the sky’s the limit.”

		“Thank you, Dr. Brian.”

		“Ann, please, call me Walter. But anyway, go on home. You have my number if you notice anything strange. Otherwise, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

		“Yes, Doctor. Thank you.”

		Ann stood up and walked out of the office. She stopped at her desk, grabbing her purse and jacket, before she left.
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		As soon as Ann was out the door, the doctor sat down at his computer and pulled up a special program he had installed. He had purposefully failed to mention this part to his secretary. The implant in question was not just to improve mental acuity. This was a more advanced version that allowed the user to make alterations to the programming that would affect not just the implanted person’s mind, but their body as well.

		“Now let’s see what we have here,” Dr. Brian said as he perused the program. It was simple to input Ann’s implant serial number and other data into the program, giving him access to her implant profile and programming. He even created a specific username and password, one that she would never guess on her own, unless of course she was the luckiest person in the world.

		There were two aspects of the implant control program. There were presets that had already been created for people who did not have in-depth computer programming skills. The other aspect of the program required such coding skills, but allowed for much finer control.

		“Thank you, Roger,” the doctor said as he clicked on the second option. Roger had been Dr. Brian’s college roommate, before he had even decided he wanted to be a doctor. Roger had, simply put, been a complete nerd, especially when it came to computers. For Dr. Brian’s sake, some of his roommate’s coding skills had rubbed off on him after the pair programmed their own computer game that became a small success on campus. The last the doctor had heard of Roger, he was off making millions in video game design.

		From the start, Dr. Brian was interested in turning Ann into a bimbo. He realized he might need to hire a new accountant, but that would be a small price to pay to have a bimbo in the office. He could just imagine Ann sitting at the reception desk, painting her nails as she practically posed, thrusting out her prodigious chest with long blonde hair pouring down her back. The fact Ann did not have such a chest, nor blonde hair, mattered little in his fantasy.

		But it was that fantasy that guided the baseline of what he wanted. He used the bimbo preset as a guide, making tweaks and changes as needed to make sure Ann would become his ideal bimbo, at least in the end. Unlike what happened with his first bimbofied patient, the changes in Ann would not be left up to chance. Those changes would not be left to be determined by whatever Ann happened to encounter in her day to day life. Dr. Brian had complete control of everything that happened to his secretary over the coming days. He was going to enjoy watching what happened to Ann. And he was definitely going to enjoy the fruits of his plan by the end.
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		It was hard for Ann not to rub the back of her neck. She could feel the bump where the implant sat just below the skin. And as much as she tried to put the whole thing out of her mind, she kept wondering if she had made the right choice or not. It all seemed so sudden and even implausible. How could a little chip placed underneath the skin have such a major impact on people? And if that was so, how could she have gotten one herself?

		But it was too late to ask those questions. She had gone ahead and gotten the implant. Now she just had to hope for the best. That was all there was to it.

		Oddly, other than the bump on the back of her neck, Ann felt no other effects. She did not even feel any pain from the injection. She had experienced medical jabs that hurt worse than what she had just experienced. She just needed to be patient and let the implant begin positively affecting her life. That was all there was to it.

		However, it was not long after Ann arrived home that she found her energy beginning to serious wane. She felt like she had missed a cup of coffee during her day, but she was certain that was not the case. Not that Ann had any plans for her evening. She had cleared her already empty calendar to prepare for a night of recovery. Only there really was not anything she needed to recover from. The whole procedure had been entirely too easy.

		Ann made herself a small dinner and then sat on the couch, watching a random movie she came across on cable before she managed to drag herself to her bedroom where she promptly fell asleep, none the wiser to what her life now had in store for her.
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		Waking up the next morning, Ann stretched out her body while still in bed. She had experienced wonderful dreams and she felt fully rested after her early night. Actually, she could not remember any of her dreams, but she vaguely recalled them being wonderful. The sexual content in them was unusual for her, but since she did not remember them, all that remained was the pleasant feeling that only dreamed of orgasms can produce.

		It wasn’t until Ann had managed to climb out of bed and wrap her robe around her that she noticed that something about her body had changed. It was her waist. It was absolutely tiny compared to what it had been the night before. It was as if inches had just melted off her body, as well as plenty of weight as well, overnight. Not that Ann had been fat before, but she definitely had a bit of a paunch and the beginnings of a pair of love handles.

		Ann ran into the bathroom and opened her robe wide, getting a look at her new form in the mirror for the first time. Her eyes widened in shock as her jaw hung open, surprised by the hourglass shape her body now displayed. Her waist really was tiny, making it look like she wore a corset. She vaguely wondered how it was possible. Then it hit her. It was the implant.

		“What the hell?” she practically screamed. However, it was more the sudden change as opposed to the fact the change happened at all. Ann had always been self-conscious about her body, especially her rounded shape. But that shape was no more. In its place was the most extreme of hourglass figures she had ever seen in real life.

		Ann tested out her new waist by trying to wrap her hands around her middle. She could not completely enclose her waist, but her fingers were closer than she ever would have thought possible.

		“Well, at least it looks good,” Ann finally said, shrugging her shoulders. She tried to put her new shape out of her mind as she started getting ready for work. As much as she wanted to explore this new version of herself, she still had responsibilities.

		Of course, Ann’s new shapely body led to actual problems. Her clothes did not fit properly. Not that she really minded. Ann had never been particularly fashionable, but she seemed to have an even more difficult time deciding what to wear than usual. To start with, none of her pants fit. The high-waisted styles she generally preferred, since it covered some of the belly bulge that had become her norm, caused problems. Even wearing a belt, she felt as if the pants were not right for her. It made her wish she still had a few pairs from when low-rise pants were all the rage and were the only style of pants she could buy in her size. But that was years ago and fashion had moved on, even as Ann found herself wishing she could wear a sexy pair of hip-hugging pants to better highlight her thin waist.

		Her tops were a problem too, since almost all of them now looked like they hung off her body. What was the point of having a tiny waist if her tops billowed around her, preventing her from actually showcasing the one feature she was now proud of?

		And it was a feature she was proud of. Despite not actually having to work for it, Ann liked how taut her midriff was now. Even as she stood there in front of her closet, trying to find something reasonable to wear, something properly fitted, she kept running her hands across her belly, enjoying the sensitivity of her now blemish free flesh.

		“Fuck,” Ann said as she felt a tingle building deep in her belly. Despite her early fantasies about hot vampires showing her the ways of sexual pleasure, such pleasure was not that large a part of her life. She rarely, if ever, felt the need as she did now. It was an almost unfamiliar sensation.

		So too was Ann’s choice of words. Almost always prim and proper, fuck was reserved for the most extreme of circumstances. And even in Ann’s world, finding that her body had suddenly transformed itself overnight still did not count as extreme enough for such language. And yet, there it was nonetheless. And it was a fitting word for her condition, considering how horny she now found herself.

		However, there was no time for Ann to take care of her body’s needs. She was already cutting it close as it was to make it to work on time. She could not spend her time masturbating, even though that was exactly what she most wanted to do in the moment. Not that she had the tools to make it easy. She had her fingers. That was it. And fingers could be satisfying, but at a time like this, she knew she needed more. She needed more than fingers.

		When Ann finally walked out the door of her apartment, she was wearing clothes in a way she never would have considered before. Namely, she wore a blouse that she tied off around her waist, leaving part of her midriff bare. Although that no longer seemed to bother Ann, it did make her wonder what Dr. Brian would think of her dressed as she was. And with all her pants no longer fitting to her desire, she went with a skirt, which was a rare occurrence at the office. It was probably the shortest skirt she owned, which was not all that short, but it looked somewhat fashionable with the way she had it wrapped around her hips. It only just came down to her knees. To top it off, Ann wore her only pair of heels. She had bought them for a wedding once and wore them just that once. They weren’t particularly tall, but there was nothing she could do about that.

		If Dr. Brian had an issue with her outfit, he did not say anything. In fact, he did not mention anything at all when he rushed into the office. He walked right past Ann as she sat at her desk. She had only just arrived a few minutes before him. He seemed to be running late just as much as she was. Not that he would admit to why he was late. He had been fantasizing about seeing his secretary as she now was. Unfortunately, his self play had made him late and he knew he had a patient first thing. He would not have time to check out what had happened to Ann until later.

		Normally, if Ann had been forced to dress as she now was, she would have been constantly embarrassed with herself. Her face would shine an almost perpetual shade of crimson and she would have hidden herself behind her desk as often as possible. However, that was not what she did. Instead of remaining seated behind her desk, she seemed to find every reason possible to get up and move about the office, making herself seen. That meant making more trips than was strictly necessary to collect or return files from the filing cabinet. And whenever she needed to reach files in the bottom drawer, she always made a big show of it, bending at the hips, sticking out her butt in the process. When she returned to standing, she would turn her upper body, showing off.

		“Walter,” Ann finally said as she burst into his office. It was their designated lunch hour. No clients were expected for at least half an hour, and that was assuming Dr. Brian’s next patient was early for their appointment. “I can’t stand it anymore.”

		The doctor looked up at his secretary and gave her a confused look. It was one he had been practicing at every free moment he had, not wanting to tip Ann off that he knew what she was going through. For his part, he wanted for it all to be her. The truth was, he wanted to maintain a nonchalance about the whole thing, hiding his attraction toward his secretary and letting her be the one to proposition him. He figured if he made the first move, especially before she was ready, she might accuse him of harassment. But it would not be harassment if she moved first.

		“I’m sorry we didn’t get to talk yet,” he finally said. “Come in. Have a seat.”

		Ann wiggled across Dr. Brian’s office, forced to move as she did by her heels and skirt. She was not used to walking in either, although no one would complain about the way she now walked, swaying her hips back and forth, placing one foot directly in front of the other, giving herself a feminine gait. The doctor did everything he could not to stare. Luckily, Ann was far too caught up in the moment to notice her boss watching her in such an unprofessional manner.

		“So, what can’t you stand?” Dr. Brian finally asked once Ann was situated in her seat. He could not help but notice the feminine way she sat, with her legs together and crossed at the ankles, as well as the way she had turned her upper body to better highlight her incredibly narrow waist.

		“Look at me,” Ann nearly screamed. “Look at my waist.”

		“You look quite fetching in that outfit,” Dr. Brian responded. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you wear that before.”

		“I didn’t wear it, because I never would have before. My waist shrank overnight. Nothing I own fits anymore. I’m gonna have to buy new clothes. I don’t have the money for that.”

		“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Dr. Brian said, holding up his hands to slow her down. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. I want you to think about this.”

		No thoughts for thots.

		The words rang through Ann’s mind as soon as she was about to start thinking. Her lips moved with the words, mumbling them. It was not loud enough for the doctor to hear them, but he knew the exact phrase that had just passed her lips. After all, he had been the one who programmed it.

		And those words had an immediate effect on Ann’s mind. Her thoughts ceased, her mind going blank. At the same time, her arousal spiked with a wave of pleasure flowing through her. Ann shuddered, unable to hold back a physical reaction from the pleasure coursing through her.

		Dr. Brian smiled as he watched his secretary experience the bliss that would soon define her life. There was still so much more to happen to her, but he knew she would soon connect thoughtlessness with pleasure. It would be hardwired into her brain, not unlike the drooling dogs in Pavlov’s experiments. She would not be able to stop herself, even if she wanted to, which in time would not be an issue, because her wants and desires would be far simpler than they were now.

		“Do you like what the implant has done for you so far?” Dr. Brian asked.

		“Wha…” Ann said, her mind needing a moment to return to power. However, her speech seemed delayed, leading her to simply nod. The truth was she did like what had happened. She had never felt so good about herself. And the additional pleasure certainly did not hurt matters. It was just a lot to get used to.

		“If I were in your shoes, I would keep going with this. And don’t worry about anything. If there are any additional costs that come from the implant, I will happily cover them. I don’t want you to feel put upon as you finally find direction in your life.”

		Again Ann nodded her head. That made sense, right? She was not entirely sure. Her mind was still not working at full power. But she trusted her boss. Dr. Brian had been good to her. And from the sounds of it, he would continue to be good to her. That was important. That was the basis for a strong working relationship. And clearly he did not mind if she dressed a little provocatively at the office. Then again, he was a man and she was sure he enjoyed seeing a little female flesh from time to time. But she could not let herself make this a regular occurrence. She had standards to maintain. Today had just been an anomaly, since she was unprepared. But tomorrow she would be sure to be better prepared.

		“So, overall, I’d say your first night with the implant went really well. I hope you are enjoying yourself.”

		“Yes, Walter, I am,” Ann managed to say. And that was the truth. Although she failed to notice how she had twice called her boss by his first name, something she swore she would never do. It was just one more change that had been programmed into her via the implant.
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		“W hy didn’t I complain like I wanted to?” Ann had asked herself after her meeting with her boss. However, it was a question she never had a chance to answer as she once again got caught up in her work. There was so much that kept her busy.

		Although Ann found herself shying away from her accounting work. “I’ll do that later,” she kept telling herself. It was not hard work, but it required far too much thought in comparison to what she was in the mood for. It was much more fun to enjoy the pleasure that seemed to flow through her body whenever someone gave her a lengthy look or when she ran a hand across her bare midriff. Things like that made her feel good and by the end of the day, she had decided she would continue to dress in a way that would let her show off and enjoy those moments.

		That night, after returning home, Ann found herself standing in front of her closet again. This time, rather than trying to decide what she could wear, she was more focused on what she was no longer interested in wearing. It was time for a purge, to get rid of anything that did not match her style, which was honestly most of what she owned, as well as had no hope in fitting her.

		There were three piles. The smallest included the items she would keep. It included a couple tops, blouses like the one she had worn to work, and a couple skirts, all of which would have been classified as short to the old Ann. The new and improved Ann found them too long, but they were at least reasonable. Then there was the pile of clothes that she decided she could alter in some way to make them fit her. That meant tops and bottoms that she could cut up and otherwise tailor to better match her new sense of style. The final and largest pile was made up of the clothes she could not or would not wear under any circumstances.

		“I never thought about how sucky my style was before,” Ann told herself as she looked at the three piles of clothes that now covered her bed.

		No thoughts for thots.

		Those words seared through her mind, clearing it and giving her an accompanying burst of pleasure.

		“Fuck, I’m horny,” Ann told herself as she stomped off to the bathroom. She would have simply laid out on her bed to finger herself to orgasm, but with all the clothes covering it, there was not room.

		She leaned back against the wall, facing the mirror, as she pushed her hand down the front of her skirt. Her panties proved to be a poor barrier against her probing fingers. She watched herself as she masturbated, driving her arousal ever higher. And what a sight she was. She looked like an oversexed secretary, unable to properly control her urges. And in a way, that was exactly what she was.

		“Fuck yes,” Ann called out as she finally came, her fingers pushing her over the edge. Her vision went white as a cascade of pleasure tore through her body. It was exactly what she needed.

		Returning to the bedroom, Ann picked up the big pile of clothes that would no longer be a part of her wardrobe and tossed it into the corner. She would need to deal with it later, but she was not up to figuring out what could be donated and what needed to be thrown away. Not that she wanted anyone to have to wear such atrocious clothing. She could not understand what she had been thinking.

		No thoughts for thots.

		Another blissfully mindless moment overcame Ann. When her mind returned to some semblance of functionality, she had half a mind to go back and masturbate again. The first one had felt so good. She could only imagine a second would feel as good, if not better. However, Ann was faced with a task. She needed to start making the second pile of clothes wearable. It was time to get creative.

		And creative she was. Ann spent the rest of her evening with a pair of scissors, cutting up her old clothes. T-shirts were cut off to leave her midriff bare. There were also plenty of items that got selectively placed cuts in them to give a hint of what lay beneath. Ann even took the time to completely rework the back of one top, mimicking something she had seen online once that made the top almost backless.

		Then there were the pants and skirts. Ann did nothing that would require sewing. She was not that skilled with her hands. But she did manage to add a couple slits to her skirts to increase their sexiness and she discovered she had several pairs of pants that she could cut off the waistband while maintaining their wearability. She even added a few carefully placed rips just for the fun of it.

		By the time Ann was done, it was getting late. She knew she needed to get to bed. Somehow she knew the implant did most of its work at night. She needed to let it do its thing so that she could become a better woman. That was what her goal was, after all. And given her now depleted wardrobe, she was certain she would be going shopping soon. She needed to be rested for that as well.
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		“Holy shit,” Ann screamed the moment she woke up the next morning. She could sense it the moment she came out of night’s sleep. Her chest felt heavy, like there was a boulder resting on it. Two boulders, actually.

		Ann opened her eyes and looked down to see two large mounds sticking off her chest. No, wait, that was her chest. Somehow, overnight, she had grown a big pair of tits. Her average breasts were a thing of the past, having transformed overnight into a man’s wet dream.

		Ann dashed into the bathroom to get a better look at herself. Her night shirt was tight against her chest, squeezing her now large tits. However, it was not just her tits that had grown overnight. So too had her hair. It had grown long and changed color, becoming a bright platinum blonde.

		As Ann stood there, looking at her reflection, she had a hard time believing the woman she saw in the mirror was in fact her. It was not her waist or her new tits that made it difficult. It was her hair. Her plain brown hair was a thing of the past. In its place was such a bright color that it completely changed her complexion. Rather than pale contrasting with dark hair, not it almost looked like she was tanned with how light her hair had become.

		“Am I more tan too?” Ann asked herself as she looked closer at her face. It was hard to tell. It was definitely possible. She would never have believed it, but after seeing what else had happened to her, she could not deny the possibility that her skin tone had become darker.

		“Okay,” Ann said as she gripped the counter. “Get a hold of yourself. You can think this through.”

		No thoughts for thots.

		There were those words again. Ann’s mind went blank as a wave of pleasure washed over her, centering just above her pussy.

		Without even thinking, Ann pulled off her nightshirt to get a better look at her tits. They were big, obviously, but they were very round, almost making it look like she had gotten implants. Ann reached up and cupped the undersides of her tits, almost presenting them to her reflection. Seeing that, especially the way her eyes were glazed over with lust, served to turn her on even more than she already was. It was a constant positive feedback loop. The more she looked, the more lust filled her gaze became and the more lust filled her gaze, the more she wanted to look, all the while she got more and more turned on by the sight of her own body in the mirror.

		“Fuck it,” Ann finally said as she let her fingers dive into her panties. Soon she was riding the train to climax, pushing her fingers inside her needy pussy. She really needed something more substantial inside her, but there were no alternatives she could think of. When she was this riddled with lust, what remained of her creative thinking was stunted.

		Nothing else mattered as Ann pushed herself closer and closer toward orgasm. She lost all track of time. The idea of getting ready for work did not occur to her, at least not while she pleasured herself. All her thoughts—what few there were—were fully focused on getting every ounce of pleasure she could muster out of her body. In the moment, she had become a slave to her body’s needs.

		“Yes,” Ann moaned as she finally climaxed. Her body shook as she was overcome with a cascade of pleasure, flowing out from her pussy. When it reached her brain, she closed her eyes and just let it all happen, letting the pleasure clear her mind. It was freeing, although the act of letting her mind go blank only served to restore the fire inside of her. She was still recovering from her first orgasm and her body was already craving another. But there was not time for that. As much as Ann would have loved to stay home all day and play with herself, she had to get to work.

		Not that it was particularly easy to get ready for work. Even after the massive purse she had performed of her closet the night before, she had not accounted for suddenly having big tits. And there was no way her bras would have any hope of fitting her now. Not that she needed to wear a bra with how perky her tits now were. They projected off her chest with almost no hint of sag. It was a marvel of modern medicine.

		In fact, Ann ended up choosing an outfit similar to the one she wore the day before. Only this time, the blouse she chose had no hope of being able to close over her chest. Rather than try, she just left those buttons undone and then tied off the ends of the blouse below her tits. The combination left a deep valley of cleavage on display, making it clear she was not wearing a bra, but it also meant even more of her midriff was left bare. It was entirely inappropriate for an office or medical environment, but Ann simply did not have much of a choice. Nor could she bring herself to try for something else when her top was so incredibly sexy.

		For her skirt, Ann wore a similar one to the day before. It was about an inch longer, but she had altered it by cutting a slit up the back, much higher than was ever intended. That gave her legs additional freedom, but it also risked exposing her panties from behind when she bent over. Actually, that was kind of the idea. To be honest, it was somewhat of a surprise that Ann was wearing panties at all.

		The other problem Ann ran into was when it came time to apply her makeup. The color palette available to her was designed for her previous complexion. It did not exactly fit her tanned skin and bright blonde hair look. But Ann managed to make do, promising herself that she needed to go shopping. Luckily, it was Friday, giving her time to handle all of those sorts of things. By the time she returned to work on Monday, Ann planned to have everything, both her wardrobe and her makeup collection, squared away.

		When Ann walked into work, she was late. Dr. Brian had managed to get by without her, but the moment he had a free moment, he gave her a stern talking to.

		“I don’t pay you to show up late for work,” he admonished her. “If you need more time in the morning to get ready, you need to set your alarm earlier.”

		“I’m sorry,” Ann said, her head hung low in shame. She did not know what she had been thinking.

		No thoughts for thots.

		And just like that, her mind was blank. There was nothing she could do to fix it. And given the circumstances, Ann had never had the chance to mention the latest changes to her body. Dr. Brian did not even act like he noticed the changes in her, which left her slightly sad. At least his gaze lingered on her exposed chest. She pulled her shoulders back and thrust out her chest, making sure that he got an eyeful. She stood before him, proudly displaying her body. It did not help that his gaze made her horny. Many things made her horny, but none more so than her boss appreciating her for her body.

		Deep down, Ann knew she should not be showing off for her boss. She should not be getting turned on by him looking at her, appraising her sexy figure. And there was no doubt that Ann had a sexy figure. Her body looked amazing with the small waist and the big tits. The long blonde hair, which fell to the small of her back, was like a golden halo atop her head. She was almost angelic, if not for the raw sexuality she exuded. But just because she knew she should not be doing what she was doing did not mean she was willing to stop. It simply felt too good.

		Not that Dr. Brian voiced any complaints about Ann’s wardrobe choices. He was just happy to see it all starting to come together. After all, he had chosen everything about his secretary. He had chosen how big and round her tits would be. He had chosen how long her hair would be, as well as the exact shade of blonde. And there was still more to come. He honestly wondered how she was not yelling at him to remove the implant. It was clear to anyone with a properly operating brain that the implant was the cause of all of this. However, Ann could not bring herself to question him or the implant. The truth was, as much as she was disturbed by the changes to her body, she enjoyed them even more. For the first time in her life, Ann felt sexy.

		Once everything got straightened out with her tardiness, Ann returned to her desk to continue her work for the day. She found her job much more difficult than she once had. Her mind simply did not want to operate at the same speed that it had before the implant began to control her life. This should have bothered her. After all, Ann had agreed to the implant believing it would improve her mental faculties. In reality, after Dr. Brian had coded the implant to fulfill certain instructions, her brain had improved certain connections, but it had also started to break down other connections, ones a bimbo would not need.

		Ann was already feeling the effects. Her interest in the critical thinking her job sometimes required had simply evaporated. She had no interest in the accounting aspects of her job and even some of the more difficult filing required additional effort than she previously remembered.

		“A, B, C, D, E, F, G…” Ann sang to herself, using the song she had learned as a kid to help remind her the alphabetical order of the patient files she needed to put away. The whole time, she was bent over at the waist and completely exposed. Unfortunately, in that moment, there was no one else in the reception area to look at her. Dr. Brian had a patient in his office, but there was no one waiting yet.

		It was not just that Ann needed to sing the A, B, C’s to figure out the order of the alphabet. Whenever she needed to do something with numbers, she found herself counting on her fingers. That obviously limited her, since she only had 10 fingers at her disposal. It had not occurred to her that she could also use her toes. Not that she could see her toes with her closed-toe heels or the difficulty she had in general at seeing anything below her tits. She already found that she needed to lean over to see her feet. And sitting, she could barely see her knees past the projection of her tits.

		But none of that compared to the simple fact that Ann started making regular, almost hourly trips to the restroom where she could push herself to orgasm. She always waited until just after a patient entered Dr. Brian’s office. That would maximize the amount of time she had to get herself off before she needed to be back at her desk to greet Dr. Brian’s next patient.

		By the end of the workday, Ann had cum more times than she could count. She spent her lunch hour with her fingers buried in her slit, riding orgasm after orgasm, getting in as many as she could before it was time to return to her desk. She had never been multi-orgasmic like that before, but all that mattered was how good it felt. Although she would have preferred to spend that time with a proper cock. Even a dildo would have been better. But as much as such an effort should have left her sated, by the time her workday restarted, she was back to her morning ritual of running off to fit in an orgasm as soon as Dr. Brian’s next patient went into his office.

		As soon as Ann finished her work, she could have run home to fulfill her needs further. She was still horny, especially after she made a point of saying goodbye to her boss. However, she also knew she needed to do some shopping. And a dildo was definitely needed as well. She had so much to do and so little time.
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		It was late Friday night and Ann could not remember how many drinks she had consumed. She was out at a club, the Lucky Seven, finding herself the center of attention as she danced away. After spending a couple hours shopping for new clothes, burning a hole through her credit cards, she felt the need to go out and put some of her new clothes to use.

		It was a simple enough outfit. The stretchy dress clung to her curves, especially her tits, but it also did a great job of highlighting her small waist. Actually, if there was one fault of the dress, it was that it did a poor job of completely stretching over her tits. The fabric kept slipping, revealing one or even both of her nipples. Ann had to constantly keep her dress in check.

		However, that was half the fun of it. And Ann knew she looked hot. Guys were practically drooling over her. Between her sexy dress, her sexy body, and her gold painted plastic jewelry, she looked awesome. Or at least that was how she saw it.

		And all those guys drooling over her kept offering to buy her drinks. She was not going to turn down free drinks, no matter who the guy was. At the very least, she would dance with her latest benefactor. If he was decently hot, she might even make out with him on the dance floor for a bit. But all the while, she had not found the man that really spoke to her, that she wanted to go home with.

		The whole concept was simple. Ann was on the prowl for a hookup. She wanted to go home with a man and let him fuck her brains out. Or what was left of her brains. Deep down, Ann was becoming more and more aware that she was no longer the smart and capable woman she had once been. And as strange as that might have been, she was finding such an existence to not only be acceptable, but preferable, especially when she had such a hot body that craved sex.

		“Hey, darling.” It was a deep baritone voice. Ann looked up to see a big black man standing over her. That alone was impressive due to Ann’s sky-high heels. She was as tall as many of the men that night at the Lucky Seven, but with this man, she was still dwarfed. “You down to fuck?”

		Ann gave the man one look up and down. The vest top he wore did little to hide his muscled chest. And his biceps were as big as her thighs. What was more, his pants were tight enough to fully demonstrate his size. Ann could not wait to get that cock inside of her. She figured it was even bigger than the dildo she had purchased earlier in the evening.

		“You buy me a drink and you can do whatever you want to me,” Ann answered. It was still a quid pro quo situation, but she figured she was an easy lay for the cost of a single drink, at least when the man offering was as hot as him.

		“I’m LaVonte,” the man said. “Let’s get a drink.”

		Half an hour later Ann was on her back, her big tits thrust up into the air as LaVonte plowed her pussy with his massive cock. She had never known such a large cock was anatomically possible, but all it took was seeing to believe. And she was now doing more than just seeing. He reached places inside of her that she did not even know existed. And now that she did, she could not imagine going more than a few days without getting filled such as now.

		But it was more than just getting filled. That by itself was fun and enjoyable. The pleasure from that was great. However, the real pleasure came in the fulfillment of the moment. Ann felt like she was fulfilling her true purpose. She was not meant to be a smart and capable woman. She was meant to be a dumb and horny bimbo. She was just a thot and thots did not need thoughts. They just needed to be sexy and dumb and incredibly easy.

		“Fuck, you’re tight,” LaVonte commented as he thrust into Ann’s wet pussy. Her pussy muscles squeezed around his cock, providing him with as much pleasure as she could, which in turn, provided her with more pleasure than she could have ever imagined. Ann had spent the bulk of her day cumming and cumming. Her work merely provided her with the recovery time she needed between orgasms.

		However, now Ann had reached the big leagues. She was with a man she just met as he fucked her raw, slamming his dick into her again and again. Each time she let out a moan and a cry. The pleasure was immense. It was more than she ever could have imagined. Not that Ann had been a virgin to start the night, but for sex had never been this pleasurable. It had never felt so all encompassing. It had never driven her reason to exist. This was her purpose now and it felt so good to give in and embrace it.

		“Harder, baby,” Ann called out. “Harder.”

		LaVonte was impressed by his latest conquest’s stamina. He had known many women who could not even take his cock, let alone his exuberance. But Ann was different. Her body had been made for this and she took him on with the zeal of a true and proper slut. And best of all, LaVonte did not even know her name. She was just some slut, a slam piece for a hookup. If they exchanged numbers, he would just label her contact as “Hot Slut” or “Great Fuck”. Her name would not be needed.

		“I’m gonna cum,” LaVonte roared as he passed his point of no return.

		“Do it,” Ann cried. “Cum in my pussy.”

		And that was exactly what LaVonte did. He came as a torrent of cum shot forth from his cock, painting the walls of Ann’s pussy. She came with him, her legs wrapping around him, holding him inside her as her world exploded in orgasm. Wave after wave of orgasmic energy cascaded through her body, leaving her a hot shell of a woman. In the moment, she could barely remember her name. Her mind was completely overwhelmed, but she loved it completely. This was how life was going to be from now on.
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		When Ann walked into the office Monday morning, she looked like an entirely different woman than the one who had agreed to get the implant the week before. Her hair was long and blonde, her lips were plump pillows on her face. Her nose had slimmed and turned up ever so slightly at the tip. Her eyes appeared bigger and more expressive. Then there were her tits. They were big and round and clearly fake. Coupled with her tiny waist that made it appear she had ribs removed, and her now sizable rear, most people would be hard pressed to recognize her.

		And to top it all off, Ann no longer felt the same way about herself either. She was a hot and sexy woman who wanted people to appreciate her appearance, to stare at her, to compliment her, to fuck her. Getting a man in bed was the ultimate expression of who she was and what was important to her. Everything else was just fluff. Ann did not need to be smart or to be seen as intelligent. Her body and her beauty were far more important when it came to her desire for sex.

		However, as her weekend progressed, including a few additional body changes, such as her face and ass, Ann discovered a desire to change more than just her appearance and behaviors. She needed a better label, a better name. Ann, as a name, was boring. It told no one what kind of a woman she was. There was a reason she had gone the whole weekend, hooking up with multiple men, like she had with LaVonte, without giving her name. It was a drag on her newfound way of living. Therefore, she decided to change it.

		Not that Ann was in any position to come up with a creative name for herself. The implant had helped persuade her, through mantras and arousal, not to think. She saw herself as a dumb slut now, as a bimbo, as a thot with nothing going on upstairs. And since she could not think of another name, all she could come up with was adding an i to her name. Rather than be boring Ann, she wanted to be fun and sexy Anni. She did not even think to add an e to it. One additional letter was enough.

		Therefore, it was Anni who walked into the office Monday morning. She smiled as she set her purse down and carefully positioned herself in her seat. It was important to look her best, after all. Although it was hard not to look good dressed as she was. The candy apple red off-the-shoulder sweater looked fantastic, especially the way it hugged her tits. She didn’t bother with a bra, allowing her nipples to tent the fabric. Her cleavage was on display, as was her midriff, as the sweater barely went past the bottom of her tits. If she wanted, she could pull the straps that hugged her upper arms up onto her shoulders and the hem of the sweater would rise high enough to show off the undersides of her tits. That was fun, but even she knew that was inappropriate for the office.

		Paired with her red sweater was a baby blue skirt that barely covered her now expanded ass. The pleated skirt constantly threatened to expose her, making it known that her lacy thong matched her sweater. All of her svelte legs, all the way down to her ankles were on full display without any stockings or pantyhose covering her smooth tan skin. Her feet were encased in sky-high heels with a thick platform sole. They were white with multiple slices exposing her feet. There was no way Anni could move very fast in her new heels, but that was kind of the idea. The slower she was forced to walk, the more time people, especially men, had to look at her.

		And with Anni’s blonde locks cascading down her back and with her heavily made up face, she wanted to be seen. It was all she wanted, after getting well and truly fucked on a regular basis that is. No matter where she went, she drew every eye toward her. Men looked at her with lust and wanting. Women looked at her with disgust and a little envy. But Anni only cared about the looks that led to sex. That was what validated her existence. It was the only way she knew she had value.

		When Dr. Brian walked into the office, he stopped and whistled, seeing Anni sitting there, posing, making sure her body was best displayed for her boss. She could not believe how lucky she was to work for him. She knew that she was too dumb to work most jobs now, but she knew the doctor would keep her employed, even if he needed to reassign a few of her duties.

		“Good morning, Walter,” Anni said. She could not think of calling him anything else, except for maybe “boss.” The formality of their relationship had been removed along with her thoughts and intelligence. Anni was not someone who believed in formality anymore. She would have made an awful diplomat, even if she still had the intelligence she once possessed.

		“Good morning, Ann,” the doctor replied, trying not to openly stare at his sexy secretary. Even he was amazed at the massive transformation she had undergone. He had spent the whole weekend fantasizing about this moment, but now that it had arrived, he found himself completely unprepared for the overt sexuality of his secretary and how incredibly sexy she was.

		“Call me, Anni,” she said automatically. She had been correcting people all weekend and she knew she would be doing so for far longer.

		“Anni,” Dr. Brian said. “I like it. It sounds like a perfect name for thot like you.”

		Anni beamed up at the doctor, happy to receive such compliments. She loved being called terms like thot, bimbo, and slut. It reinforced the happiness she now felt. She had found her true purpose, all thanks to the little chip under the skin on the back of her neck. That little device had done wonders for her. It had improved every aspect of her life, giving her a direction to follow. It had given her everything that her life had been missing before, and helped to eliminate all the bits and pieces of her life that were unnecessary. She did not need intelligence or critical thinking. That was for ugly girls. Anni understood what was really important in life. A sexy body was really all that mattered. Intelligence simply got in the way of her being the best she could be.

		Dr. Brian shuffled into his office, trying to hide the massive hard-on he had gotten the moment he had seen Anni. She dutifully followed behind him, eager to begin the day at his feet. Not that the doctor expected such behavior from his secretary. He would not have even known she was following him if it were not for tip-tapping of her footsteps behind him. There was no way Anni could move without people knowing she was there. She would never find work as a cat burglar or ninja given her penchant for high heels and gaudy jewelry.

		Dr. Brian set his briefcase down on his desk and he sat down in his office chair. He leaned back, expecting to see his secretary stand across the desk from him. Or maybe even sit across from him. Instead, however, Anni followed him around his desk and kneeled beside him. Discovering her, Dr. Brian turned to face her, giving her access to his pants.

		Without saying a word, Anni did what she knew best. She deftly opened his pants and freed his cock with her long-nailed fingers. A moment later she had parted her plump lips and began to suck on his throbbing cock.

		“Of fuck, that’s nice,” Dr. Brian groaned as he leaned back and let Anni do her work. It was amazing how far she had come in the past week, especially when it came to her oral skills. Not that the doctor knew that. He could only guess at her past sex life and the list of what she would and would not do. Now, however, that list was far more one-sided than it had been before. If a man’s cock was involved, Anni was generally interested in at least trying it, if not completely enthusiastic.

		Anni continued to beam as the doctor responded to her ministrations. It gave her so much pleasure to know how much pleasure she was providing to her boss. She did not know how she could ever thank him for all he had done for her. She assumed when her credit card bills came due that he would help her with them. It took money to look as good as she did. Clothes and makeup cost a lot of money, especially when sex appeal was their primary purpose.

		“Hold on a moment,” Dr. Brian said as he pushed Anni’s head back off his cock.

		She looked up at him with confusion, which both looked cute on her face and made her look even more like a wanton slut.

		“I was hoping I’d get to fuck you,” he clarified.

		“Oh goodie,” Anni squealed as she jumped to her feet and positioned herself against the nearby window, pushing her ass out. She was ready for him. All he needed to do was pull her panties aside and he could slide his big cock right into her wet and ready pussy.

		Dr. Brian came up behind Anni and ran his hands across her ass, pushing her flimsy skirt up and out of the way. It provided no resistance as he groped her ass, squeezing the perfect mix of muscle and fat that gave her the quintessential bubble butt.

		“Ooh, yeah,” she cooed. “That feels so good. I can’t wait to get fucked from behind by my boss. It’s my biggest dream to get fucked by you. It’s what I was made for. And I have to thank you for everything you’ve done for me. I love being a stupid slutty thot for you.”

		There was no way Dr. Brian could stop himself now. Anni was egging him on, practically begging him to fuck her. She wanted it as much as he did, even more maybe. There was no way he could continue his day without fucking her first. That had been the plan from the start. He had planned all of this, but seeing it come to fruition was better than he had ever dreamed of.

		The doctor pulled Anni’s thong to the side, exposing her dripping pussy. With his other hand, he pushed her in the back, mashing her big tits up against the window. He would have to fuck her when she was naked at some point. He could imagine having her nude body pressed up against the window glass as he fucked her from behind. But she would need to keep wearing heels for that. The heels were important. They raised her ass, helping line up her pussy with his cock. It made what came next so much easier.

		“Fuck,” Anni moaned as he entered her from behind. He was not as big as LaVonte had been, but as far as Anni was concerned, he had the biggest cock in the world. But just because LaVonte was big did not mean his cock was as satisfying to have inside her as Dr. Brian’s cock was. He was her boss and he had helped her find her proper role in life. Without him and the implant, she never would have learned that she would be happiest as a bimbo thot. She never knew it was her thoughts that got in her way. Now she had a sexy body and an empty mind, allowing her to serve her true purpose.

		Dr. Brian set up a steady rhythm as he plunged his cock in and out of Anni’s channel. In and out, her pussy conformed to his cock like a velvety glove, caressing his cock. Already this was the best fuck either of them had ever had with both of them feeling nothing but pleasure. It was a coupling that was meant to happen. Little did Anni realize but her mind and body, everything about her down to her very soul, had been reshaped at the instruction of the implant which Dr. Brian had programmed. She was literally made perfect for him.

		However, Dr. Brian had no idea how perfect she would turn out. He had no idea that she would do absolutely anything he said. Their relationship remained one of boss and employee, but Anni was under no delusions that her boss was also her master. He could command anything of her. She would willingly give up all of her extracurricular activities, stop fucking all those other guys, dumping any man she became attached to. But at the same time, she knew he would never ask her to do that. She might be Dr. Brian’s personal slut, but she knew he knew she had needs. And those needs could only be fulfilled by her sleeping around and always looking to be connected to multiple men. It was who she was and would forevermore be.

		It was impossible for Dr. Brian to last forever. He had never fucked a woman as hot as Anni. He had never fucked a woman who was such a wanton slut. In any other situation he would have sent his secretary home to change if she had shown up dressed as Anni had, assuming he did not outright fire her. But this was what he wanted Anni to be. He had made her this way and it was now only fair that he gave her what she needed.

		From Anni’s perspective, this was just one way she could thank her boss for showing her the path toward true happiness. And it was no surprise that the woman who now knew her body was her redeeming value in the world would use her body to thank her boss. And she did so happily and enthusiastically.

		However, there was nothing better than the reward at the end. Dr. Brian came hard. It was impossible for him not to. And as he filled Anni’s pussy with his cum, she came too. Her body rocked and shuddered as an orgasmic wave of pleasure rolled over her, filling her with satisfaction of a job well done and fulfilling her life’s purpose. Her vision turned white as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. Had she kept them open, she would have been able to look down on the street below to see people looking up at her. They had to know what was happening, yet they looked on nonetheless, enjoying her exposed body, enjoying her wanton act, enjoying the sexiness of her position and outfit.

		“That was fantastic,” Dr. Brian said after he pulled out.

		Anni smiled, happy to have provided for her boss. Although now that her pussy was empty, she missed his cock. If only it were possible to keep his cock inside of her all the time. That would truly make her the happiest bimbo of them all.

		“I’m so glad to hear it,” Anni cooed. “You were great too, Walter.”

		Anni took a moment to get her outfit sorted. Her thong needed adjusting, as did her skirt and top. Her tits had been about to pop out of her top, which would not have been bad, but she knew it would not be appropriate to greet Dr. Brian’s patients with bare tits. Once Anni’s outfit was sorted, she sashayed toward the door.

		“Just let me know when you need another relief session,” she said over her shoulder. Then, just before she opened the office door to return to her desk, she flipped up the back of her skirt and shook her ass back and forth. “Maybe you’ll want to fuck my ass next. No one’s done that before. I’ve been saving it for you.”

		Then the door was opened and Anni was gone. Dr. Brian almost felt ashamed at what he had created. He had never imagined what the implant could do. It had all been theoretical at the start, a pipe dream. Now, however, seeing his slutty secretary shaking her ass for him, offering him said ass, he began to wonder if he had bit off more than he could chew. But then his cock made a resurgence. Yes, he would fuck his secretary’s ass at the next opportunity. She wanted it. He wanted it. It was a win-win all around.

		As Dr. Brian continued fantasizing about fucking Anni in the ass, Anni had returned to her desk and was already greeting the first patient of the day. She was a shy woman, not dissimilar to the woman she had once been. But it was easy for Anni to talk up the benefits of the implant. After all, if her life could be so saved by the device on the back of her neck, just imagine what it could do for everyone else.

		Anni had become a convert. She believed in Dr. Brian and the implant whole heartedly. In her mind, every person should get it, especially women so they could turn into hot and horny bimbos like herself. It was for a better world.

		“The doctor will be right with you,” Anni told the patient. “He is composing himself after our morning meeting.” The patient did not need to know what constituted the morning meeting, but she figured the woman could guess. After all, Anni was not a hard woman to read. She was all sex and sexiness. That did not leave much to the imagination. But Anni as the bimbo she now was, only had an imagination for sex and sexiness, so it all worked out the same to her. All that mattered was Anni was happy with her new life. She was happy to give up her intelligence for a hot body and lots of pleasurable orgasms. It was what she was built for, after all.
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