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		Introduction

		

		Welcome to the third book in the Office Bimbo Series. This is scheduled to be the final book in the series, all featuring women becoming bimbos at the office. The previous books are The Intern and The Lawyer.
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		“H oly shit,” Natalya whispered under her breath as she broke through the final firewall. Her fingers flew across the keyboard as she worked to cover her tracks. It was one thing to attempt to break into a secured network like this one. It was another to actually get in.

		And Natalya had gotten in. From the looks of it, she had full administrative rights to the entire Thatcher Project computer infrastructure. She could do anything she wanted with impunity. No one could stop her.

		These were moments that always thrilled Natalya. She loved when her hacks were successful. The problem was she had no idea what she should do next. Natalya had documented everything she had done to get in. That was important. It was her job as a cyber security expert. Thatcher Project, a company Natalya had never heard of before, was her target. They were paying for a cyber security test. That was what Natalya had done. She had tested their system.

		Acting as an ethical hacker, Natalya loved her job. She was able to use her skills to do good. She was able to help companies devise stronger cyber security programs. In her mind, every hack she made was a contest. She could either win and be rewarded or she could fail and get nothing. And Natalya rarely lost. She was among a handful of elite hackers in the world. The only problem was Natalya, or BG17 as she was known online, felt few of the actual rewards when she won. Sure, her boss usually gave her a little bonus in her paycheck for each successful hack she made, but that was losing its luster.

		Had Natalya been working on her own, she would have left something behind in the hacked computer system. It would be something that was harmless, but when found, would prove that she had been there. However, since Thatcher Project was paying for the hack, that seemed unethical. Natalya had a strong sense of right and wrong and she knew that being paid for a job and then to go beyond that was wrong.

		However, as Natalya made a note of the different files she now had access to on the Thatcher Project servers, something strange caught her eye. Most of the files and folders were what she would expect to see in the computer system of a small multinational corporation. However, there seemed to be added security around a specific folder, as if someone had tried to lock it away.

		Natalya glanced up at the clock, wanting to know how much more time she had until her week was over. It was a Friday afternoon. She had the weekend off. Not that she had any plans for her time away from the office, but she appreciated the opportunity to get away from her cramped office. There were a number of new video games she could play. Her life very much revolved around computers. She used them for her work, obviously, but she was also an avid gamer outside of work and often spent her bonuses on new games or hardware.

		There was still an hour before she was scheduled to clock out. Natalya decided to press on and see if she could break the encryption on this single folder. It was not specifically in her requirements for this job, but her boss had told her to dig as deep as she could into the Thatcher Project computers. And that was exactly what she did.

		The extra encryption took all of 15 minutes for Natalya to break through. It was not difficult. After all, she was highly skilled.

		“What the hell?” Natalya asked as soon as she saw what files were hidden in the locked folder.

		At first she thought it was someone’s porn stash. It would not have been the first time she found the IT administrator was using the company servers to store porn. It was surprisingly common. However, as Natalya looked closer, this was not porn. It was something else entirely.

		“I’ve never heard of bimbo peppers before,” Natalya said as she began to read the accompanying documentation. And there was a lot of documentation. Natalya had never seen anything like what was being described. Even as she had no idea what Thatcher Project actually did, she was certain that their discovery or development was something they had tried to hide for good reason. It was not just a new variety. It was something that could change the way the world worked.

		As Natalya read, she lost all track of time. As much as she wanted to turn away and even turn off her computer, she could not pull her eyes away. Each new detail left her more and more mesmerized. The claims these Thatcher Project people were making were unreal. It should not have been possible. And yet, from what Natalya could tell, the results had been verified. The bimbo peppers were out in the world someplace, being used on people.

		A knock came at Natalya’s office door. She looked up in surprise. “Staying late, I see.” It was Boris, her friend and coworker. He worked in cybersecurity too, although his focus was on hardware. The pair had been friends since they both joined the JT Risk Assessment team within a month of each other. They rarely worked together one projects, but they had become good friends on their own.

		But their friendship was more than that. Natalya had long had a crush on Boris. And Boris likely had a crush on her, although she could not be sure. The problem was that while they were both friendly toward each other, neither of them had the confidence to do anything about it. They were stuck in a perpetual holding pattern, neither one of them willing to take the leap and ask the other out. Not that dating among coworkers was approved by management. Then again, it was not specifically disallowed either. In other words, Natalya knew she had no reason not to tell Boris how she felt, yet she simply could not bring herself to do it.

		“Wait, how late…” Natalya said as she looked up at the clock on the wall. It was an hour past the time she usually left the office. “I got caught up on this assignment, but I don’t think I can get it done. I should probably shut it down for the weekend.”

		“Good idea,” Boris said. He paused for a moment, as if he was contemplating something. However, the moment passed and he returned his focus on Natalya. “Have a good weekend. I’ll see you Monday.”

		Natalya wanted to call after Boris as she disappeared down the hall. She wanted to stop him and ask him if he wanted to do something with her, maybe grab dinner or go to a movie. She would even consider playing a video game with him. She knew he dappled in games, although he was not as interested in them as she was.

		However, Natalya said nothing. She did not even return his good-bye. She simply sat there, staring at the spot in the doorway he had once occupied.

		When Natalya returned her gaze to her computer screen, she found herself staring at a picture of one of the women the bimbo pepper had been used on in an early human trial. The woman was beyond gorgeous. Natalya had no idea how this woman could exist in real life. Yet, the pictures seemed to speak for themselves.

		“I need to go,” Natalya told herself as she continued looking at the files about the bimbo peppers.

		And then Natalya did something she had never done before on an official project. She created a simple backdoor into the Anderson Project computers. She gave herself direct access to the bimbo peppers folder. And then she logged out with every intention of accessing the folder on her own computer when she returned home. She could not wait until Monday before she learned more. She had become personally invested. Something had awoken inside Natalya and she was certain to see it through. For the first time since being hired, she broke the company’s rules. She could only hope there would be no consequences.
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		The drive home gave Natalya a chance to clear her head of the disgust she felt when she thought of those women possibly being turned into bimbos against their will. The case studies were not exactly clear on whether the women had consented to have their bodies and minds changed. Not that they seemed unhappy with the results. Their smiles in the after pictures were quite impressive.

		Natalya wished she could smile like that. She wished she could so easily display such happiness in her life. And more than anything, she wished Boris could be there by her side. If they were not such computer nerds, she knew they would already be together. And it was a perfect pairing. He was into hardware. She was into software.

		But now something was different. Natalya had access to something that could fix their issues. She had something that would make them more compatible. And she was certain Boris could get on board with that. Not that it would be easy, but Natalya had given herself the backdoor she needed to turn herself from plain and boring Natalya into someone with confidence and maybe some heightened beauty. She would even let him give her social media model good looks if it helped things along.

		As Natalya pulled up to her condo building, she was beginning to fantasize about being a sexy hacker, spending her days modeling on some beach somewhere in a bikini and then spending her nights hacking computer systems as Boris massaged her shoulders and nuzzled her neck. Of course, in her fantasy, Boris had made a few upgrades to himself as well. Big strong muscles came with that massage. But deep down, he would still be mostly the same Boris she had always known. The only difference would be his improved confidence. Then he would be perfect.

		It was nearly sunrise when Natalya climbed into bed that night. The new video games were forgotten as she dug deeper into the files she had discovered on the Thatcher Project servers. She had spent all night reading everything she could find out about the secret bimbo peppers. All the while, her mind continued to fixate on what they could do for her. She could be more than the woman she now was. She could be better. She could be sexier. And she could get the man of her dreams.

		However, even with copious amounts of caffeine, there was no way Natalya could remain awake as she made her plans. Her mind worked feverishly at her task, but she eventually needed to call it a night. Her plan might have been half cocked, but she was certain it would work. But she needed sleep before she performed the detailed work that would give her possession of some of these bimbo peppers.

		Natalya slept almost all day Saturday. She woke up in the late afternoon, feeling groggy and out of sorts. That happened anytime she pulled an all-nighter. The only difference between now and when she did the same thing in college was the amount of sleep she needed after such a late night. There was no way Natalya could stay up all night and then hope to still function during the day. Even a nap was not enough.

		It was not that Natalya was old. She had been out of college for about 10 years. But those 10 years made a lot of difference. She still had the majority of her life ahead of her.

		“Ugh,” Natalya complained as she slowly pushed herself up into a sitting position in her bed. She squinted as sunlight came bursting in through the open shades, adding far more light to her bedroom than she was used to seeing when waking up. She had a west facing window. The sun never shined inside like that in the morning.

		It took Natalya several moments to remember why she had been up so late and why, in turn, she was waking up in the afternoon. But then it hit her. She remembered everything from the night before. In an instant, Natalya had shrugged off her grogginess and shot out of bed, rushing straight to her computer.

		“It wasn’t a dream” were the first words out of her mouth as she stared at her computer screen.

		Then she stood there, leaning over her computer desk, thinking.

		“Fuck me, I can really do it.”

		Despite Natalya’s intentions the night before, sleeping on the decision she needed to make had made all the difference. Yes, she would need to replace her white hat with a black one, but there was no reason she could not be successful. If she did everything correctly, Thatcher Project would not even know what she had done. As fun as it might have been to leave some trace of her presence in the network for some IT guy to find, now she knew she needed to leave no trace. From here on out she was breaking the rules.

		However, before Natalya was ready to step over onto the dark side, she needed to eat food and take a shower. If she was going to do this, she needed a completely clear head. That meant she needed to feel clean and she needed to avoid hunger pangs.

		It was nearly an hour later when Natalya sat down at her computer. It was just as she had found it upon waking up, but now she was ready to get to work. She already had access to the network, thanks to the backdoor she added to she could access everything from home. Then it was a matter of making a few small changes to various invoices and shipping orders.

		Outside the network, Natalya arranged for a money transfer through various business entities that would make it virtually impossible for the funds to be tracked back to her. She might have been breaking the law, but she was not going to steal. She would pay for her ill-gotten goods. Natalya also needed to set up a mailbox to receive the order. It was again paid for through an array of money transactions that would be all but impossible to track. The only time she would be putting herself at risk was when she went to pick up the package when it finally arrived. And even then she could work to avoid detection.

		By the end of the night, Natalya’s work was done. She had arranged for everything. The money had been transferred and her shipment had been approved. Now it was just a matter of waiting for all the cogs she had set in motion to complete their processes.

		Before shutting down her computer, Natalya erased the backdoor she had created into the files. It was better that way. There would still be a digital fingerprint there if someone wanted to check, but she doubted anyone would find it. The documentation she had created about her hack had never included any of the extracurricular work she had performed. As far as the bosses at Thatcher Project would be concerned, Natalya had simply identified a point of weakness that they needed to fix. If they asked about what she saw, she would reply with the standard reply she always gave. It was not her job to look. Her job was to identify network insecurities before a bad actor did it first.

		Despite a full amount of sleep, Natalya collapsed into bed following the technical completion of her grand plan. Large scale problem solving, as she had just done, always exhausted her. And after a late night fueled by caffeine, she was not in the mood to do it again. If anything, she knew she needed to cut back.

		Natalya’s relationship with caffeine had always been a problematic one in her opinion. As a teenager, she had opted for the overly sweet sodas that came jam packed with caffeine. In college she had shifted to energy drinks that had a similar effect, but with even more dubious ingredient lists. Once she started at JT Risk Assessment, she made the switch to coffee. That was what the company provided and free caffeine was better than her paying for it herself. However, Natalya was well aware of her growing dependence on caffeine to get through each day. It seemed an almost yearly occurrence that she would announce that she was cutting back. Going cold turkey seemed like too big a hurdle to overcome.

		Natalya’s resolve would last for a few weeks usually. One time she made it two months. But her caffeine intake would start to rise again, often ending up exactly where it was when she decided to cut back. It was a constant struggle, but Natalya knew that too could be fixed with the almost magical qualities of the bimbo peppers.

		When Sunday arrived, Natalya knew she needed to distract herself. There was no clear picture of when her special package was supposed to arrive. She would get an email when it did. There would be no tracking. She did not want there to be any trail of the package going to her. It seemed unlikely that an IP address used to look up shipping information could be used against her, but she did not want to risk it. That led her to playing video games, just as she had planned originally. The only problem was she was too distracted by her excitement for her plan to make much headway in any of the games she tried. But it was better than nothing so she played on.
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		Natalya was jittery as the workweek began. However, instead of those jitters coming from caffeine, they came from excitement. She had no idea if her shipment would arrive in days or weeks. Everything had checked out when she had completed the order on the back end of the system, but she had closed out her access. Part of that was because she knew she could not prevent herself from going in and checking on it, but she also had a job to do. Natalya had performed her hack. Now she just needed to submit her report.

		“Hey, Boris,” Natalya said as she broke off work for lunch. She stopped by his shop-like office on her way to the break room.

		“Natalya,” Boris said with a smile. “You have a good weekend?”

		She had to think about her answer for a moment. She had so many conflicting emotions about it all. And she knew she would need to tell Boris about everything eventually. After all, Natalya wanted him to turn her into his fantasy woman. To do that, he would need to know everything. But for now, she decided it was not worth explaining. She did not even know if the shipment would arrive. And if it did, she did not even know if it would work. There were still a lot of variables she was working with.

		“Yeah, I think it was good,” Natalya finally answered. “I stayed up way too late Friday night though. I almost got to see the sun rise.”

		“You shouldn’t do that, Natalya,” Boris chided her. “It is bad for your health.”

		“Yes, I’m aware of that. I just lost track of time. You know how things are sometimes. How many times have you stayed up late working on some build or another?”

		“The difference between you and me is I set an alarm to tell me to go to bed.”

		“Yes, you’ve told me before,” Natalya said with a chuckle. “I should probably try it sometime.”

		At some point Natalya was going to have to talk to Boris about how she felt about him. But lunchtime on a Monday when she was eagerly anticipating a package arriving was not the right time. But soon. That was what she promised herself. Soon she would tell him everything and she would turn over her life to him in a way that few people could to someone they loved.

		It was Thursday morning when Natalya received the email notification that her package had arrived. It was perfect timing. She had just finished writing a report on another hack she had performed. This time it had been far easier than the hack one Thatcher Project. And there were no interesting files to look at. Not that she paid much attention to the contents she found inside this latest network. In fact, the network security was so bad and out of date, like it was for many companies, Natalya had been able to use a boilerplate report she had created last year, only making a few minor changes to adapt the report to this particular company. The network security would need a complete overhaul, with new hardware and new software. Then again, this company did not really do anything of a sensitive nature, but that would not stop a less than ethical hacker from breaking in, password protecting the files and then demanding money in exchange for the password.

		“Boss, I’m taking a long lunch,” Natalya said on her way out of the office. “I just submitted my latest report.”

		“Nice work,” he responded. Not that Natalya waited for his answer. She was already two doors down from his office when he answered. Not that he would have denied her the request. He was a good boss, giving his employees a certain amount of leeway in their work. And that was a culture among all of the JT Risk Assessment managers. As long as the job was done well and correctly, an hour here or there was unimportant. It was more important to keep the employees happy and working efficiently.

		As Natalya drove across town to pick up her package, she was giddy with excitement. She could not believe that it was actually happening. She could not believe that her plan was finally coming to fruition. And in her giddiness, Natalya ran two red lights, her mind not on the road but on the package that was at her destination. Luckily, the roads in this part of town were mostly empty. This was not an area known for its hustle and bustle. It was an industrial district that had seen better days. That was partly why Natalya had chosen it for her purposes. That, and it came cheap.

		The disguise Natalya had come up with had been sitting in her car all week. The hat and hooded sweatshirt would help disguise her from security cameras. The glasses, which she did not need, helped even further. It was minor, but she did not want to walk into the facility wearing a ski mask. That would make it too obvious. It was better to just minimize what the cameras could catch of her face, just in case her grand plan was foiled somehow.

		It took less than five minutes. Natalya provided the necessary information that released the package to her. It took a moment, however. The clerk behind the counter seemed less than capable. Then again, the whole experience fit with the price. Low price, poor service. Not that Natalya was complaining. She got what she came for.

		It was only when Natalya was sitting in her car again, breathing deeply, that she realized how nervous she had been. She had barely been able to breathe the whole time she was inside. But now she was safe in her car, the package sitting on the passenger seat. Natalya pulled off the glasses, hat, and sweatshirt, tossing them in the back. She almost considered just throwing them out the window of the car so that they could never be tied back to her, but that seemed wasteful. It was better to donate the hat and sweatshirt someplace, throw them in a drop box somewhere so that she did not need to worry about them being traced back to her, should it ever come to that.

		“Wow, I’m paranoid,” Natalya told herself as she drove home. There was no way she was going to take the unopened package back to the office. She had no doubts she would be taking some of the package’s contents to the office, but she did not want to walk in with the box in her hands. “Then again, I’m kind of doing something illegal here. I suppose I have the right to be paranoid.”

		It was also true that Natalya was perfectly placed to truly understand what was possible with computers and how easy it was to track someone, if such a thing was needed. Sure, the government had limits on what it was allowed to do, but if charges were made, a warrant could make all those limits disappear in a hurry. And that was assuming the people in charge cared about such limits to begin with.

		As soon as Natalya arrived home, she put the box on her kitchen table and pulled out a pair of scissors from the drawer. She was not exactly sure what to expect. However, all questions were answered when she opened the box to find a jar of green olives packed in bubble wrap. The jar lid and the label were both pink.

		“Bimbo Pimento Olives,” Natalya read out loud. The label was clear as day about what was inside.

		She had half a mind to open the jar and pop an olive into her mouth right there. Not that she wanted to dose herself like that. Worse, Natalya did not even like olives. She considered pulling out the pimento from all the olives and just eating it straight, but then it hit her. She knew exactly what she needed to do to test the olives. It would be easy and it would solve her issue about not liking the delivery method. Of course, her solution required her to buy more olives.

		As Natalya was ready to break for lunch on Friday, she pulled out the jar of olives she had purchased the night before, on her way home from the office, after she had returned from her long lunch break. She also pulled out the bimbo pimento olives. She would need both of them to make the plan work. She would also need Boris. He seemed like the simplest person to ask.

		Poking her head out of her office, Natalya looked down the hallway to see that Boris’ door was open. That meant he was there. Given the nature of his work, he always locked his office door when he was not there. He worked with hardware that cost millions of dollars on a regular basis. Even though the building had security, he did not want that hardware walking out the door. But he also liked to be part of the office environment and kept his door open when he was there. He liked it when people dropped in on him, even if he was painfully shy otherwise.

		With her target acquired, Natalya popped one of the dosed olives into her mouth and started to chew. The moment the olive touched her tongue, she knew this test would be proof of the effectiveness of the bimbo peppers. If she could get someone to tell her she liked olives and then she actually enjoyed eating them, that would be enough proof in her eyes. It made no sense that a special kind of pepper could have his effect, but all the data pointed toward it working. Now she just had to prove it to herself.

		“Hi, Boris,” Natalya said as she stood in the doorway to his office.

		“Hey Natalya,” Boris responded with a smile. “Headed to lunch?”

		“Well, yes, but I figured I’d be eating in my office today. But I have a question.”

		“Sure, whatever you need, I can try and answer.”

		“It’s more like a request,” Natalya said, her heart pounding in her chest. “And it’s going to sound really strange. I just need to test something.”

		“What’s the request?”

		“Can you tell me that I like the taste of olives and that I enjoy eating them?”

		Boris gave Natalya a funny look, the kind that made it obvious that he was trying to decide if Natalya was crazy or not. Yes, her request sounded really strange. However, as he stood there, looking at his favorite coworker, he realized it did not matter. Her request might have been strange, but it was harmless.

		“You like the taste of olives and you enjoy eating them,” Boris said, reciting Natalya’s words right back at her.

		Natalya looked quizzically at him for a moment. Then she looked down at the jar of olives in her hands. It was a store brand, nothing special. Natalya opened the jar and plucked out an olive, then tossed it into her mouth like she was eating a grape.

		“You’re right,” Natalya said. “I do like eating olives. Thanks for your help.”

		As Natalya returned to her office, her giddiness had returned. She liked olives now. The bimbo peppers that made up the pimento in the special olives had worked. Now she just needed to make sure she did not eat the bimbo pimento olives as a snack. It would be a big waste for the most expensive olives she would ever buy.

		Sitting back down at her desk, Natalya casually snacked on the store-bought olives as she thought about her next step. She needed to get Boris alone. She needed to get him to understand. She needed to get him to buy in. The first part was easy. The next two parts were going to be a challenge. But if she was lucky, she could string him along until he saw the potential in what Natalya was doing. It was then that she was certain he would take charge and turn her into the woman of his dreams.
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		Natalya could barely focus on her work that afternoon. As soon as she finished her lunch, she sent Boris a message on the company intranet, asking him to stop her by office before he left for the weekend. After he had provided the demonstration she needed to believe that the bimbo peppers really worked, she knew he would need a demonstration of his own before he believed.

		Boris had responded with a thumbs up emoji. That meant the time and place had been figured upon. Now Natalya needed to figure out what they should change about her.

		As Natalya paused to look at her reflection in her office window, she started to make a list about what she would change on her body. She knew there was no way she would last without getting a boost to her breasts. They had always been small, barely needing a bra. She mostly wore them because of the stigma about women who did not wear them. People expected women to wear bras, so Natalya wore a bra, whether she needed the coverage and support or not.

		However, a change to her breasts seemed like a poor first example. Sure, Boris’ eyes would probably bug out of his head if he saw them grow, but Natalya did not like the idea of her breasts being the first change. And yet there were so many things she could change on her body. There was her hair, her lips, her eyes, even her ears. And that was just on her head. Her skin was pale, almost ghostly white. She had never been someone who spent much time outdoors. Her life took place in front of a computer screen most of the time. She did not get much direct sunlight on her skin.

		Sitting there, Natalya realized that many of the physical changes, while nice, would not be practical for an office setting. After all, she could not change her clothes to better fit whatever modifications were made. She did not want her clothes to rip under the strain of a growing body. Not only would she need to find a way to get out of the office with ripped clothes, but there was the pain involved as well. Natalya could only imagine how a sudden growth of her hips would feel in her pants. The squeeze would be unbearable until the fabric finally gave way.

		No, whatever Boris chose needed to be either skin or head related. Hair seemed like the best choice. It was easy to do, it would make whatever Boris chose obvious, and it would not cause her any pain, or so she assumed. The idea of her body reacting to the bimbo peppers and changing just because her brain was convinced of it was odd, but not outside the realm of possibility. The brain was a powerful object that could do so much, yet be tricked so easily.

		“Knock, knock,” Boris said as he appeared in Natalya’s doorway. He physically knocked on her open door as well.

		“Hey, Boris, come in,” Natalya said as she closed out of the program she had open on her computer. “Close the door too.”

		“Okay, sure,” Boris said, noting the departure from their usual banter. They were friends, but nothing had ever passed between the two of them that required a closed door. Given Natalya’s earlier behavior he could only guess as to what this was all about.

		“Sorry, just a second,” Natalya said as she reached into her purse and pulled out the jar of olives with the pink lid. She opened the jar and popped one of the olives into her mouth and ate it quickly.

		“What’s with the olives?” Boris asked. “I’ve been wondering that all afternoon. Is it some weird woman’s thing I don’t know about?”

		Natalya laughed. Of course his mind would go to that. Boris really needed to get out more.

		“No, it’s nothing like that,” Natalya said, followed with a sigh. This conversation was already off the rails. She had thought she had covered all of her bases, going over the different paths their conversation could have taken in her head. She had always been a planner in that way. However, there was no way she could have imagined their conversation going this way.

		Boris sat there, waiting expectantly. He was definitely comfortable with Natalya, but he was still unable to bridge the gap between their friendship and the obvious tension between them that had existed almost from the beginning.

		“Fine,” Natalya eventually said. “Look, to keep it simple, you know I like you, right? And I’m guessing you like me too. But we’re both too shy to usually talk about it or even bring it up. It’s easier being friends or something.”

		Boris looked as if he was a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming car. “Is it that obvious?”

		“I’ve known for a long time, basically since we first met,” Natalya answered. “I don’t blame you for not saying anything. I never said anything either. I was shy too.”

		“Why now?” Boris asked. “Why are you bringing this up now?”

		Natalya sighed again, frustrated with herself for waiting this long to tell Boris how she felt, but also realizing that she was still going to sound crazy.

		“For the moment, assume everything I’m about to say is true. I can prove it later, but let me just get it all out first. I have access to a specific fruit that when eaten causes a strange effect. It makes the person who eats it highly open to suggestion and when they are told a new truth about themselves, they believe it, in body and in mind.”

		Natalya saw Boris’ dumbfounded expression on his face and knew she had already lost him. She had given him too much information too fast.

		“Let me start over,” she continued. “See this jar of olives? The pimento filling has a special property that can cause people to change. I’m not a biologist or a neuroscientist, so I don’t know how it works, but the data is available. When consumed, the pimento filling causes the brain to react. It makes the person open to suggestion, suggestions that can change who they are. And due to the power of the brain, it can change physical things about the person too.”

		“Okay,” Boris said. “I think I get it. It’s like a software building hardware thing. I can accept that, kind of.”

		“I know it doesn’t seem real, but like I said, there’s documentation.”

		“Does this have something to do with the olives thing you asked about at lunch?”

		“Yes,” Natalya answered excitedly. “That was a test I was running. It was something to prove that it worked to myself. You see, I don’t, I mean, I didn’t like olives. I never did. I always picked them off of pizzas and never ordered the warm olives appetizer at restaurants. To me, they were just overly salty and kind of slimy. And that was confirmed when I ate one of these olives before our conversation at lunch.”

		“And now you like olives now?” Boris asked, still skeptical, but at least understanding what Natalya was trying to tell him.

		“Exactly,” Natalya said. “I not only find them tasty, but I generally enjoy eating them. Just like that, a switch was flipped and I’m an olive eater now.”

		“Huh,” Boris said. “That’s weird, but okay. But why did you want to like olives? It seems kind of random.”

		“It was a test. And from what I can tell, the test worked. So now I’m here offering myself to you. And not only that, I’m giving you permission to change me however you want. Or, I mean, you can change me in any way that doesn’t interfere with my work or my love of video games. Anything outside of that is fair game.”

		Boris shrugged. “I don’t know what I’d change about you. I kind of like you as you are.”

		As much as Natalya wanted Boris to understand, he clearly did not see the same potential in these olives as she did. He was not thinking big enough.

		“You’re a guy,” Natalya said. “You must like looking at pretty women. Hell, I’d even expect you to watch porn. Do you ever wish you could be with a woman who looked like that? Do you ever wish they would get down on their knees and suck your cock? Do you ever wish they would just bend over and present you with their ass, ready for sex? What I’m trying to tell you is this is your chance. This is your chance to not just remake me into the woman of your dream physically, but to turn me into her mentally as well.”

		Dawning realization appeared on Boris’ face. He was beginning to understand what Natalya was offering him.

		“But why me? With this stuff, you could have any guy in the world. Why do you want me?”

		“Boris, I like you. I always have. And I trust you. I know that you won’t do anything that I won’t like. And to be honest, I kind of want to be your fantasy woman.”

		Boris sat there for several moments, letting all of this new knowledge sink in. He really had been a fool never to act on his impulses with Natalya. Yes, he had liked her, but he had always been worried that she might return his affection. He had always worried that he would notably ruin their friendship, but make working at the same company intolerable. And as the pursuing party, it would have been his responsibility to leave. He would need to find a new job and he loved the job he had. It paid him well and he got to perform great work.

		“I don’t know what to say, but thank you,” Boris said. “I just wish I knew where to start.”

		“I’ve been thinking about that. For a demonstration here at work, I figured something simple, like maybe changing my hair, or something else on my head or face. You could even change my skin tone if you wanted. But I want to hold off on other body changes until later, when I’m more prepared for it with my clothing choices.”

		Boris nodded his head, seeming to understand her concerns. As much fun as he would have watching her blouse pop open as her breasts grew, he realized that would probably be painful and unpleasant. He certainly did not want to hurt her.

		“And while you’re thinking about what you’d like to change in me, I should tell you that the olive I ate a few minutes ago was one of the special olives,” Natalya continued. “Anything you say about me, as long as it’s in an authoritative manner, will come true. I figure we can try something here before we agree to meet this weekend to complete the alterations. Then you can have your way with me, in almost every manner of speaking.”

		“Do you have any suggestions?” Boris asked. “Clearly you’ve been thinking about this longer than I have. To be honest, I don’t even know where to begin.”

		Natalya smiled. “I was thinking you could do something to my hair. That seems pretty harmless.”

		“Okay, your hair,” Boris said, swallowing hard. He took his new duties very seriously. After all, this was Natalya’s life he was messing with. And that required him to believe her to begin with.

		“Let’s start with something simple,” Natalya said. “Imagine your perfect woman. What is her hair like?”

		“Blonde,” Boris said automatically. “I’ve always had a thing for blonde hair.”

		Natalya chuckled. “I’m not surprised. Did you know I tried dying my hair blonde once? It turned out to be a disaster. My hair doesn’t take to hair dye very well. But that’s the fun thing about these olives. You can change my hair to blonde and it would be completely natural. You can even specify the tone and texture. You can give me naturally curly hair or naturally straight hair. It’s your choice. You can even decide on the length. My personal reality will shift to make it real, even if no one else experienced it.”

		“Okay, let me think about this for a moment,” Boris said. “I want to get the wording right.”

		Boris sat there to think for several minutes. Natalya could only watch, hopeful that she had been right about him. They were friends, yes, but were they really compatible to become lovers too? Then again, with the power of the olives, anything was possible. And incompatibility could easily be overcome or simply erased.

		“I’ve always liked your hair style overall,” Boris finally said. “I would say that it could be a little longer. Maybe instead of falling to your shoulders it falls to the top of your breasts. And as for color, I like a really light color, as light as you can get while remaining a natural color.”

		Boris waited, expectantly.

		“You have to tell me that as a statement, as if I always had hair like that. If you need to turn it into a story, that’s fine too. Sometimes it helps to create some background.”

		“Oh, yeah, right. Oops. I’ve got it now.”

		Boris took a moment to again collect his thoughts, trying to bring everything together.

		“You’ve always had really light blonde hair,” Boris said, “but you dyed it dark since you were a teenager, wanting to appear less girly, but after working here for a couple years, you decided the constant dying of your hair wasn’t worth it anymore, so you chopped it all off and let it grown back as your real color, letting your hair grow out until it reaches the tops of your breasts.”

		“There we go,” Natalya said. “Much better. And you’re right, that’s exactly what happened. You’ve told me the story of the life of my hair.”

		As they sat there, Natalya’s hair faded in color until it was an incredibly light shade of blonde. It matched her pale skin to perfection. It even lengthened a few inches, adding a couple months’ worth of growth.

		Boris sat there, amazed. He had never seen a more perfect example of hair in his life. And it was all because of him. He could scarcely believe that such good fortune had befallen him. Natalya was literally giving herself over to him.

		“Wait, do you not remember having naturally brown hair before?” Boris suddenly asked in surprise.

		“I’ve always been a natural blonde,” Natalya said. “I know you made me that way, but my memories only tell me that I was a blonde. The only way I’ve ever had darker hair was when I dyed it.”

		“Wow, that’s amazing. But how did you remember about not liking olives and now liking them?”

		“It’s probably because there was no story involved and I was the one who told you what to say. It was my idea to begin with.”

		“Huh, I guess that makes sense,” Boris said. “So, do you want to go to your place so we can keep playing around with this?”

		“I think that’s a great idea,” Natalya answered with a big smile.

		

	
		

		5

		

		Aphone rang. Just as Boris was about to say something, he was interrupted by his cell phone ringing.

		“I’m sorry, Natalya, but I have to take this. It’s the boss.”

		Boris stood up and placed his phone to his ear. He stood off in the corner of the office, as if that offered him any privacy.

		As Natalya sat there, she knew something was wrong. The look in Boris’ eyes told her all she needed to know. Something had come up. They were not going to be able to play.

		It was not uncommon for Boris to get called away on assignments. While Natalya was generally able to perform her work remotely, Boris often had to travel for work, assessing the risk that various companies had in their network and computer hardware. Sometimes he could perform some of the work remotely, when the company employing them had an out of the box system that was well known. But if they had a system created in-house, that often meant travel.

		“Yes, sir,” Boris said before he ended the call.

		“Bad news, I’m guessing,” Natalya said, disappointed, but not surprised.

		“I’ve got to go,” Boris answered. “They’ve already booked me on a red eye flight tonight. I’ll be gone all weekend. And I have to swing home to pack if I expect to make my plane.”

		“I get it,” Natalya said. “We can play with the olives next week. I have enough to last a little while.”

		“I’m sorry you had to waste one though,” Boris said. “But this way I can make a plan and I can make sure we both enjoy ourselves. I love you, Natalya.”

		Before Natalya could respond, Boris was out the door, leaving her alone. There was nothing she could do to bring him back. Duty called. And given that she wanted to maintain her work life, she could not blame him for maintaining his. At least they had time to make one change. And as much as Natalya no longer saw her transformed hair as a change, she was glad to see Boris was now fully invested, both in her and in them as a couple. But all that would have to wait.

		With Boris already gone, Natalya set about tidying up her office for the weekend. She generally preferred to leave it in a state where she felt good about returning on Monday morning. That might not have happened in the rush to leave work with Boris. Now, she had that time, even if it meant she stayed a little late to get it done. There were now only video games on her near horizon. It was not going to be the weekend she had planned.

		“Knock, knock,” came a different male voice from before.

		Natalya looked up to see her boss standing in the doorway.

		“Wow, that’s a change to your hair,” he commented. “When did you get that done?”

		“I just stopped dying it,” Natalya answered. “I’ve always been a natural blonde. But you know how it is. Some people see blonde hair and automatically assume she’s dumb. But now that I’m nice and settled here, I figured it was time to go back to my natural color.”

		“Well, it looks good,” her boss said. “I probably shouldn’t say that, but it’s true.”

		Natalya laughed. “It’s okay. And thank you. I appreciate the compliment. And hey, I’m saving money on hair dye now, since I stopped buying it.”

		“That is a perk. Hey, just so you know, James was asking about you. I’m not sure what it’s about, but he wants to see you. It might have to do with the Thatcher Project deal you were working on. But that’s just a guess. You can probably sneak out now and I can send you an email instead. You can save it for Monday.”

		Natalya sat there for a moment, considering her options. James was the founder of JT Risk Assessment and the CEO. He was the big man in charge and he made the big money to handle the big decisions. He was a good man, but he expected a lot from his employees. Getting a late Friday call to see him was rare, however. He was the type of guy who would usually wait until Monday to handle stuff like that, unless it was an emergency.

		“My plans for the evening just got canceled, so I might as well go see him,” Natalya answered. She did not tell him that it was his call to Boris that had canceled her plans. She had no intention of making her romance with Boris known to their boss. If he asked, she would not lie. However, there was no way she was going to volunteer the information to him. He might try and counsel her against it. After all, even without a specific office romance policy, almost everyone agreed that office romances could be dangerous. The chances of favoritism were problematic, as too was the chance that something went wrong in the relationship and everyone in the office had to live with the blow up.

		“Hopefully it’s something simple, but try not to let your weekend get ruined over it.”

		“Thanks, boss,” Natalya said. “I hope so too.”

		“See you Monday. I’m out of here.”

		“Bye,” Natalya said, this time actually having time to respond to a man leaving her office. It was just the wrong man.
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		“N atalya,” James said as she appeared in the doorway to his office. His secretary had gone home for the weekend and he had left his door open. He spotted Natalya before she even had a chance to knock.

		“Yes, sir,” Natalya said. “I was told you wanted to see me.”

		“That’s right,” James replied. “Come in, have a seat. There are some questions I have for you. Something in your report doesn’t quite add up.”

		Natalya swallowed hard as she did as she was beckoned. Sitting down, she felt so small compared to the tall and masculine CEO. James managed to both run his company successfully and keep in shape. There had been talk of him stepping away from some of the hands on details. He would still retain his CEO title, but much of the day-to-day work would fall to the Chief Operating Officer.

		Generally, Natalya had no contact with any of the C-suite executives. It was like they worked in two different bubbles. The only time she had met James before was when she was first hired. James insisted on sitting in on every hiring interview. He wanted to make sure the people who worked for him had the right ethics and would positively contribute to the company culture.

		James leaned forward, putting his elbows on his desk and resting his chin on his folded hands. He watched Natalya, studied her, as she sat there, trying not to freak out. What had started as possibly the best day of her life had suddenly taken a very strange turn. And considering what she had been planning to do, she figured this was all even stranger.

		“I wanted to talk to you about a discrepancy in your Thatcher Project report,” James finally said. “You always do a great job documenting your work. Your time codes always perfectly match. But this time there was about an hour difference in your records. I put great trust in you. Especially you, since I have to trust that you will not do anything you are not told to do when you access the various computer networks that you do. Our clients do not like to see their networks tampered with. I hope that this was just an oversight and that you were not doing anything you were not supposed to when accessing the Thatcher Project servers.”

		Natalya had thought she had covered her tracks, but she had been focused on the Thatcher Project people, not her own company. And especially not the CEO. This was the moment. Natalya knew this was the moment that would make or break everything she had planned. No matter what she did, her job was potentially in jeopardy. If she lied, she could lose it for a whole manner of infractions. If she told the truth, she would probably be summarily fired, just because she admitted the truth. Yes, she had done something she was not supposed to do. There was no way around it either. She was probably screwed.

		Worse, Natalya was not sure that she could keep the secret even if she tried. She had never been a good liar. She never had the confidence to pull it off. And facing someone like James, who could strike fear into her with a single look, she knew she was helpless.

		It was then that Natalya decided it was best to just tell the truth. She would not hide anything if asked. She certainly did not want to reveal anything about the olives that were in her purse. Nor did she want to mention that there might still be under the olive’s effects as she sat before him.

		“I falsified my report,” Natalya finally said. “I was in the Thatcher Project network for longer than I had made public.”

		“And what were you doing that made you feel you needed to lie?” James asked, his face hard and unfeeling. He did not look like someone who would show mercy if crossed.

		“I found some files that caught my eye and before I knew it, I had started reading them,” Natalya explained. “I didn’t mean to pry, but there was something about them that made me feel like they needed to be read.”

		“Is that all?” James asked. “Did you just read the files? You will tell me everything that you’ve done with those files.”

		That was the trigger. Natalya had been ready to just answer the questions that had been asked. However, with the bimbo pepper still in her system, even just barely, she felt compelled to do exactly what she had done.

		Before she even knew it, Natalya was spilling the beans, walking James through everything she had discovered, including her work to obtain some of the bimbo peppers. She even admitted to her romantic feelings for Boris and how she intended to use the peppers to become more to his liking. It was all there, out in the open, fully told for the first time. Not even Natalya had fully realized the extent she had gone to in completing this massive task. She had spent hours of work, spent more money than she should have ever considered, all to finally have the romantic relationship she wanted to have with the one man she saw herself as compatible with.

		“Hmm,” James said once Natalya seemed to have finished her story. “Well, that certainly explains the hair. And I guess that also proved the effectiveness of these olives.”

		“Yes, sir,” Natalya said. “I’m fired, aren’t I?”

		“Well, that would be the natural result of doing what you did. If Thatcher Project ever found out what you had done, it would not only end your career in cyber security, but it would also tarnish this company’s reputation. However, I am sure there will be a way we can overlook your moment of weakness. That is what it was. You had a moment of weakness. To be honest, I’m surprised it took this long for yours to appear. Temptation is hard enough to deal with, but when also dealing with matters of the heart, that is something else entirely. And I can’t blame you for slipping. I just have to wonder what it is about Boris that makes you think he is worthy of this gift you intended to bestow upon him.”

		“He’s a good friend, sir,” Natalya answered. “And I guess I always viewed him as a comrade in arms. He’s the hardware guy, I’m the software gal. It seems like we fit together.”

		James smiled, his face turning soft for the first time since Natalya first sat down. He really was a good boss. He ran the company better than Natalya could have ever imagined. But that did not stop her from feeling like she was in trouble. That did not stop her from feeling like she was about to get fired.

		“All right, I accept your answer,” James said. “However, I am wondering if you’ve set your eyes too low. I mean, Boris is a nice guy. There’s no doubt about that. But that’s neither here nor there. What I’m concerned about is what we’re going to do next. I can’t say I like the idea of one of my employees messing with such matters. It’s not a philosophical debate for me, or even a moral one. It is purely ethical. You would be giving someone else control of who you are and I can’t employ someone like that. So here’s what I want you to do. I want you to bring these olives to me. I will reimburse you for them out of my own pocket. This is me protecting you. I will take personal responsibility for it. You can keep your blonde hair and your love of olives, but I don’t want to see anything else change about you.”

		“Yes, sir,” Natalya said as she looked down into her lap. She felt completely defeated. Her grand plan had been beaten. She could still have a life with Boris, but it would not be the fantasy life that she had hoped for or that Boris was probably now planning for them. But at least they could be together. “I can go get them now. They’re in my office.”

		“Wait,” James suddenly said. However, he fell into a pensive stance, staring down at his desk. He had an idea, but he wondered if it could work.

		“Sir?” Natalya finally said, wondering what was happening.

		James raised his head and smiled. “I would prefer to make the exchange outside the office. Let’s say tomorrow, at my house. Would that work for you?”

		“I mean, I guess,” Natalya said. She could only guess as to the reason James wanted to make the exchange elsewhere. And she saw no reason for them to wait.

		“You will need my address,” James said as he grabbed a business card off his desk and started to write on the back. “Let’s say two o’clock. That should give us both plenty of time to prepare.”

		“Prepare for what, sir?” Natalya asked.

		“It will give me time to arrange for the proper funds for you,” James said with a knowing smile.

		“Oh, okay,” Natalya said, not completely understanding James’ meaning. However, she could see no flaw in his plan. Sure, it was a bit weird, but at least she could say she got to visit the CEO’s house. Few people at the company had managed to do that so far.

		“So I will see you tomorrow then,” James said as he handed Natalya the card.

		She looked at the card in her hands. On the front it read James Thorndyke. That was his name, even if he only went by his first name around the office. On the back, in neat cursive script, was his address. He lived on the outskirts of town, in the hills. That figured. Many wealthy people lived up in those hills. The views were terrific.

		“Yes, I’ll see you then,” Natalya said. She pushed herself up out of her seat and bowed slightly, feeling awkward about the whole situation. Something was not as she had assumed it would be. There was something she was missing. The question was, what had she failed to see?
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		Pulling up to James’ house in the hills, Natalya was immediately struck with how palatial the whole place was. This was not merely a house on the street. There was a large front yard along with a gated driveway. She could not even see the house from the street, although that was mostly because of the trees and hedge that blocked her view.

		Natalya had never visited someone with a gated driveway before. And there was no clear path near the gate to allow her entrance if she parked on the street. Instead, she realized, she would need to drive up to the gate and use the call box.

		“Natalya,” came an excited voice through the speaker before she even had a chance to ring for anyone. “You are right on time.”

		The gate began to open, giving Natalya entrance. However, before she urged her car forward, she took one look at the passenger seat where her purse was sitting. She could see the pink lid of the olive jar poking out from the top of her purse. Something unexpected was going to happen. She was sure of that. But what, Natalya could not yet predict. James had a plan though. That much she knew. He always had a plan. It was a part of his reputation. But knowing he had a plan gave her no insights into what that plan may be and how it involved her.

		“Welcome,” called James as Natalya pulled her car up to the front of the house. He had modeled the house after a French chateau, at least the facade. Inside, featured all the accompaniments of a modern abode, although everything being considerably nicer than what Natalya could afford for her condo.

		“Um, thank you,” Natalya said.

		“Please, please, come inside,” James waved her up the front steps. “We have much to discuss.”

		As Natalya followed James inside, her mind whirred with activity. Clarity struck her. James’ actions were beginning to make sense.

		“We’ll meet in the library, I think. I like the view out the windows from there,” James said as he led Natalya through his house.

		It was a short walk. The library seemed to have been designed to not only hold books, but act as a meeting room for guests. James beckoned her to sit on one of the couches as he walked around the room, opening the curtains to better let in the light.

		“I know what you want,” Natalya said as he finished opening the curtains.

		“And what do I want?” James asked. “Other than for me to take those olives off your hands?”

		“You want to use them on me,” Natalya answered. “I couldn’t figure it out at first. I struggled with it all night, but it wasn’t until I stepped into your home that I began to understand. You don’t think Boris is worthy of the gift I was about to bestow upon him and you want to take his place.”

		“You have several points correct,” James said. “I will give you that. However, you are not yet in possession of all the facts. Yes, I decided to move the transfer to my home so that I might persuade you to use them here. And also yes, I do not think Boris deserves you. You and he have been close friends and coworkers since you started at the company. And yet, in all this time, he never made a single move. And from the sound of it, even after you made a move, he still struggled with it. I’m not saying that you two are not perfect for each other. I’m just saying that there is no way he should get any points for forcing you to literally turn yourself into his fantasy woman so that you can be together. Something about that just strikes me as wrong.”

		As Natalya sat there, looking back over the past days and years, she had to admit that James was correct. Boris had more than ample time to do something to further their relationship. He chose not to. It was Natalya’s own crush-like pining for him that led them to this point. Had she not, they would have still remained as friends and coworkers, even though they both felt the same way about each other. Boris simply was not able to act on his feelings. Why? She could not be certain. His shyness was certainly a factor. So too was his fear. He did not want to risk a friendship for a romantic relationship. Natalya could understand that. But if she was worth it, why would he not act?

		“And you want to take his place, right?” Natalya asked. That was the natural conclusion of her present situation.

		“On that matter, yes and no,” James answered.

		It would have been easy for James to lie to her. He could have and she never would have known otherwise. She actually saw James in a better light for admitting the truth, even if it was only partially correct.

		“You see,” James continued, “I do wonder what it would be like to be with a woman who has been tailor made for me. I can’t deny that. The idea of shaping a woman to be everything I could ever want is more than attractive. It was downright arousing. That is the yes part of my answer. The no is me trying to look out for your best interests. Is Boris the man you want to end up with? Yes, you like him. He is kind and probably a good friend. He is certainly a good employee. But if you are willing to change yourself to provide for him, what do you expect to gain in return? Sacrifice requires gain of some sort. And I don’t mean material gain. Look, I would happily sell all my possessions and travel the world for the rest of my life if I could manage to extricate myself from my business and find someone to travel with. But do you think you will get any more love out of Boris by turning yourself into his perfect woman? Will he change any to meet the massive changes you would be making in yourself?”

		Natalya sat there, stunned. She had not even considered that before. Yes, sacrifice for love was a noble gesture. It was the noblest of gestures. Yet, James was right. Boris would take his responsibilities toward her seriously, but he would not love her any more than he already did. It was not in him to do that. It was a one sided relationship. Natalya was willing to move mountains for him and he was not even willing to walk the 20 feet down the hall to her office to ask her out. What sacrifices could she expect from him?

		“Maybe you’re right,” Natalya said. “Maybe I let my heart get in the way of my head a little bit there. I guess I should thank you for stopping me.”

		James bowed his head as a way of thanking her for the thank you.

		“But what sacrifice are you willing to make for me if I become your fantasy woman?” Natalya asked. “I mean, we don’t know each other that well. And I don’t get a love vibe from you at all. I don’t want to just become some trophy wife. My deal with Boris was that I would get to keep my computer skills and my interest in games. He could do whatever he wanted after that.”

		“That’s good to know,” James said. “It’s good to know where someone’s limits are and what their goals are. But personally, I think your problem has been you haven’t been thinking big enough yet. If hacking and video games are your big interests, you will continue to live a mediocre existence if your only goals are to work cyber security for me and to play your video games on the weekends. You have so much more potential than that, especially with the power of the olives at your disposal.”

		“And what are your goals?” Natalya asked. “What are your limits?”

		“Now you’re thinking,” James said with a smile. “What I want is actually quite simple. I want to travel. I want to travel the world, finding new sources of beauty in this world, whether that is on the beaches of some tropical island with pale blue waters and white sand beaches or high on a mountain top with snow and glaciers on all four points of the compass. And as for what my limits are, let’s just say that there is much more that I could use a cyber security expert like yourself for than playing white hat hacker.”

		Natalya had always loved her job, but there were times when she felt like she was being held back. She was not pushing her skills. She was not growing as a person in her job. True, not every system she tried to hack led to success. There were systems she could not access, at least remotely. And she was not advocating for breaking the law, at least so far as it disadvantaged people who could not afford it or did not deserve it. But there was so much she could do outside the realm of JT Risk Assessment.

		“It seems like you want to make me an offer,” Natalya said. “Let’s hear it.”

		“Right to the point,” James responded as he circled the room one last time before sitting down across from his guest. “I like that. Here’s my offer. I give you the chance to grow as a hacker. You can take on harder jobs and get greater rewards for your effort. That’s your gain. Your sacrifice is essentially what you offered Boris, except you make that offer to me. You let me shape you and turn you into the woman of my fantasies and I will provide for you and even give you cover so that you can perform your work without suspicion.”

		“How?” Natalya asked, intrigued by James’ offer.

		“It would take some work on both our parts, but I imagine the life as a part time model would give you enough cover to gain access to the local hacks you might find interesting. And if you were modeling internationally, it would certainly help me with my travel bug.”

		“Okay,” Natalya started to say, “let’s say we do this. You’re gonna make me love you, right? How am I going to avoid getting dumped on my ass when you finally get tired of me, because creating your fantasy woman will lead you to get bored.”

		“You’ve got enough olives for me too,” James said. “I’ll add that to the pot. You can change me too. Although you’ll want to be careful with that one. My face and appearance will open doors for you. Changing me too much will close those doors. But you could certainly make me love you just as much as you will love me. It’s scary how those things work, but from everything I’ve seen and from what you’ve told me, they do. Although, I’m not surprised the efficacy has not been tested as well on men. Men run the experiments and therefore blindly turn women into bimbos or what have you.”

		“Can you give me some time to think about this?” Natalya asked. “Your offer is a bit unexpected.”

		“Absolutely. I’ll leave you here to think. Do you need anything to eat or drink while you think about my offer? Hell, you can go home and sleep on it if you want. However, no matter what you choose to do, the olives stay here. I don’t want to see those out on the open market for anyone to use. And you better believe that I will want you to make another trip into the Thatcher Project computers. All of that data needs to be destroyed.”

		“Yes, sir,” Natalya said.

		James stepped up to Natalya, but then dropped low, squatting down so that their eyes were on the same level. “You don’t need to call me sir. Call me James. No matter what happens between us, you can call me James.”

		“Thanks, si--I mean, James.”

		Natalya could almost feel tears come to her eyes as James smiled and rose back to his feet.

		“Just give me a holler when you’re ready. I’ll be close by.”

		In the end it only took Natalya 20 minutes to make her decision. Considering how far she had been willing to go for a schoolgirl-like crush, it was easy to make the leap to a relationship that had no love to start with, but surely would once it was all complete. And if she was honest with herself, once male’s fantasy woman was probably not all that different from another male’s fantasy. The difference would be her life would be appreciatively better by sitting alongside James as opposed to Boris.

		“How do you want to do this?” Natalya asked as she held out the jar of olives. “I was just eating them straight before.”

		“How about a drink to celebrate our future union?” James asked. “Martinis seem appropriate.”

		“Sure. That seemed to be a common way they dosed the girls in the reports. It only seems to make sense.”

		“Great, I’ll make the martinis and we can start talking about what we want for each other.”

		The pair drank and ate well into the night. They took turns making changes to each other, although with more of James off limits due to his position in the world, he often made several changes in Natalya between changes she made in him. However, they started with the most important changes for their new lives. They made themselves love each other. This was not the schoolgirl crush kind of love that Natalya had for Boris. This was strong unrepentant love, love that would last a thousand ages if it could. And once they had found each other to be the loves of their lives, everything else fell into place.

		But despite their newfound love for each other, they still had a plan to follow.
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		Natalya sat on the beach by the water’s edge. She had traveled to the Maldives for a photoshoot, but now she had the chance to do what she most enjoyed doing. She wore a small blue bikini that matched the color of the water. It did nothing to hide her big tits. She remembered being small before, but that was before James bought her the implants. She even went back for a second time to get them bigger. She loved her big tits.

		There were a lot of guys who liked her big tits. Modeling had proven to be a lucrative career choice. Then again, she did not need the money. James, her now husband, provided more than enough for her. But given her looks, some of which was natural, some of which was surgically enhanced, modeling made sense. And it gave her and James more than enough reason to travel around the world to interesting locales.

		She barely remembered the day they spent changing each other. That was partly by design and partly due to the bimbo peppers they had both consumed. The path her life took after that, however, was one she did not regret. She had non regrets about anything she had done.

		It started with ending her crush on Boris. She had also officially been fired from her old job, although she still performed work for the company on a contract basis. It was easier that way. Luckily for Boris, Natalya’s disappearance had led him to build up his confidence and actually ask a woman out on his own. They were very happy together.

		Not that Natalya never visited the office. When James was there, she would often pay him a lunchtime visit, making a big show as she stalked the familiar hallways until she reached his office. Often her lunch was James’ seed as she happily sucked his cock. After all, he had given her so much. She had much to thank him for.

		James had given her the big tits. He had also given her the itty bitty waist and the nice round ass. She loved wearing skimpy outfits, assuming she wore anything at all. Natalya had been made to love her body, to love showing it off, to love having men and women stare at her, both in awe and in disgust.

		Her face looked radically different now. No one would recognize her now, not even her old boss or Boris. Her nose had been reshaped to give her the classic button nose. Her cheekbones had been raised and her jaw resculpted. Her eyes had been changed from brown to blue. They matched her bikini. The biggest change, however, was Natalya’s lips. They were now plump pillows with only one real purpose. And it was a purpose she used them for often.

		Gone was Natalya’s previously pale skin, replaced with a deep tan that contrasted nicely with her light blonde hair. Other than letting her hair grow further, nothing had been changed about its color. However, her darker skin now also included several choice piercings. There was the belly-button piercing that James had insisted on, although she often needed to take it out for photoshoots. The extra holes in her ears were a welcome addition, adding more variety to her appearance. The tongue piercing and the clit hood piercing, however, were just for James. They both enjoyed those ones and they almost never got in the way of a photoshoot.

		There had been a few other physical alterations that James had made to his future wife. He had made her a little taller, giving her the ability to be the statuesque blonde, although to pull off that look, she usually needed to wear extremely high heels. Luckily, her legs were now well adapted for just such footwear, letting her walk easily in those high heels and flat footed with no issue. Natalya considered herself very lucky in that regard.

		As for James’ physical alterations, Natalya had a bit of fun with him. She gave him more muscles, easily explained away by him working out more. She had also reversed the signs that his hair was thinning. He would keep a full head of hair well into old age. And then there was his cock. James had been well endowed before, but now his cock was tailor-made for all of Natalya’s holes. Every way he fucked her, she would be sure to enjoy it, especially with the boost she made to his stamina.

		Natalya’s sexual stamina had become quite impressive as well, but that was needed when James turned up her libido to 11. She could control herself when she was around other people, but when Natalya was alone with James, there was very little she could do to keep her hands off of him.

		However, Natalya had not just been turned into a nymphomaniac. James had been true to his word that she would keep her computer skills and interest in video games, but in almost all other areas, he made her completely oblivious. In almost all contexts, she would appear to be just another fashion and sex obsessed bimbo. That was the role she played and she played it beautifully. Yes, she would frequently let her nerdy side come out and play, something she picked up from the video games she would play when at home. Her online streaming had gained quite a following, although many of the viewers were probably more interested in her skimpy attire and big tits than they were in her gameplay.

		Not that Natalya minded that people so easily underestimated her. By letting people think she was just another bimbo, she was given certain allowances that a normal person would be unable to avoid. Finding herself on the wrong side of a security barrier was now easily explained by her getting lost. No one would suspect she had been there on purpose, often leaving behind some piece of equipment or another that would allow her to hack the local network.

		That was what Natalya was working on as she sat on the beach. She had her laptop in her lap as she typed away. Once she had a tap on the network, there was little that she could not do. Once inside, it was almost child’s play. However, the excitement came from the risk of getting caught. Today, however, she had made a clean getaway. Then again, the guards who had been posted around the facility she had just hacked were far more interested in what she had under her bikini, with matching sheer sarong, than what she was actually doing. There were benefits to being a hot piece of ass.

		But as Natalya worked to delete the files stored on the network, making sure that no copies had recently been made, she felt a little sad. James had set her the task of erasing all knowledge of the bimbo peppers from the face of the earth. He had already arranged for the burning of the crops. The physical evidence was gone, but now so too would be the digital evidence.

		“Done,” Natalya said as she hit delete and began to back out of the hacked network. Still, despite the knowledge that her big project was finally finished, she knew James had plenty more work lined up for her. She felt a bit like a secret agent, although she did not have the backing of a government. She and James were on their own, playing a game of Robin Hood.

		As soon as Natalya had finished her work, she closed her laptop and set it aside, making sure to keep it away from the sand. The tap she had placed would be left where it was. The risk of retrieving it was too great. And to help, she had worn gloves to prevent fingerprints. Not that her fingerprints were on file with the Maldives authorities. Then again, the people she had just hacked might have other information they wanted to keep hidden, preventing them from going to the authorities. Either way, it was best to be careful and not return for the equipment.

		“Did I hear that right?” James asked as he approached carrying two drinks. “Did you finish your big project?”

		Natalya giggled. “Uh huh,” she said, slipping into bimbo mode now that her computer work was complete.

		“Then first a toast,” James said as he handed his wife a drink. “To the many talents of a beautiful woman.”

		They clinked their glasses together and drank deeply.

		“And as soon as we’re done here, how about I take you back to our villa to fuck your silly little brains out?”

		“Oh, goodie,” Natalya cooed, already squirming. Her arousal had spiked through the roof. She was happy and horny and she could barely wait before James took her back to their villa and he did exactly what he had offered. The switch had been flipped and smart hacker Natalya had been replaced by bimbo Natalya and she could not be happier about that prospect.

		It was only minutes later when Natalya found herself being gently pushed down onto the bed. She turned her head to the side and looked out the open side of the room, looking out onto the blue water. It was beautiful.

		“You won’t be needing these anymore,” James said as she began to untie her bikini.

		She just giggled and let him perform his work. She ran her hands up James’ strong arms. He had been forced to buy new suits after she had given him his upgrades. Then again, she had needed to buy a whole new wardrobe to fit her new assets, as well as her new sense of style.

		“What are you thinking about right now?” James asked as he flung the two pieces of Natalya’s bikini across the room, leaving her completely naked and completely under his control.

		Natalya giggled again. “I’m thinking about how you’re gonna, like, fuck me and stuff. I’m, like, super wet and ready for you.”

		“You’re always wet and ready for me,” James said before he lowered his head and kissed his wife on the slips. She strained her neck upward, meeting his lips and pushing her tongue into his mouth. The heat, the passion, that passed between them would have made them appear as newlyweds on their honeymoon. However, they were already well established in their marriage now and still felt the same passions now as they did when they first decided to join together.

		“Please,” Natalya begged as James came up for air. “Please, fuck me.”

		“All in good time, little bimbo,” James said as he bopped his wife on the nose. Despite her great talents with computers, he had taken to calling her his little bimbo and it always made her squirm. This time was no exception as she wiggled underneath him, bucking her hips at the off chance that James’ cock might be perfectly positioned to enter her.

		“Please,” Natalya begged again. “I’ve been such a good girl. I took all those sexy pictures and then I played with the computer stuff until all the bad stuff went away. I, like, need it.”

		James laughed at the bimbo Natalya talking about computers. There were times he worried that there were two different people inside of her, but both versions of her denied it. She just had the ability to switch between the two different personas with practiced ease.

		As Natalya continued to squirm beneath him, James finally decided he had teased her enough. He pulled back enough to finish removing his shorts, freeing his big hard cock. He considered it a minor miracle that his cock was not always hard when his wife was nearby. And she was nearby so often. They spent as much time together as they could manage, whether that meant she visited him at the office or he joined her on her modeling/hacking trips.

		“Yes,” Natalya moaned as James pushed his cock into her waiting pussy.

		He drove in with one long thrust, pushing into her with all his length. As soon as his pelvis pushed up against her clit with its clit hood piercing, her eyes lit up with a fire he only saw when she was at the cusp of climax. His little bimbo wife had been horny indeed if it only took one thrust for him to drive her to the edge.

		Sometimes James would just stop there and let Natalya calm down. He would control his tempo with the express desire to keep her at the edge of orgasm for as long as possible, always keeping her just shy of it. He very much enjoyed teasing her, although she would never admit to liking it as well, even though he knew that she did. However, today was not a day for such teasing. Today was a day for celebrating. All records of the bimbo peppers had been erased from the face of the earth. Only memories remained.

		James had no doubt that someone would figure out a way to make the peppers again. It was impossible to close Pandora’s box once it had been opened. But James and Natalya had delayed the time when such peppers were sold on the open market and allowed to drastically change society. A few extra bimbos in the world would not upset the balance of power in the world, but lots of bimbos certainly would. And rewriting everyone’s lives seemed far too dangerous, even if James and Natalya were guilty of it themselves.

		However, James was not thinking about bimbo peppers and the work they had each performed over the previous months. He was too busy thrusting his big cock in and out of Natalya’s pussy, driving her wild with lust, pushing her beyond the limits of what a normal woman could handle.

		“Harder,” Natalya begged. “Fuck me harder.”

		Luckily James was in the mood to do just that. As he increased his pace and effort, Natalya’s moans and wails of pleasure grew louder and more desperate. She was so close to cumming. Then again, so too was James. His usual stamina seemed to be failing him as his wife’s slick folds milked his cock for all it was worth. He could not hold out for much longer.

		“I’m cumming,” James nearly roared as he thrust into his wife and buried himself to the hilt.

		“Me too,” Natalya called back as her body responded to the flood of cum surging into her. Her arms flailed out from her sides as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, her vision turning white. Her orgasm felt like an explosion inside her body, sending a shockwave of pleasure cascading through her, starting from her pussy and radiating in every direction, flowing down her limbs and filling her brain with every pleasure chemical she was capable of producing.

		When Natalya’s vision returned to normal, her chest was still heaving from the exertion. Even when she laid back in the missionary position, her heart still raced every time they fucked. And it was definitely fucking what they did together. Sex and intercourse were simply too mundane compared to the great pleasures they provided each other.

		“I love you,” Natalya said as James pulled out of her and slipped behind her, Natalya turning onto her side to look out at the ocean.

		“I love you too,” James answered.

		They laid there for an hour, enjoying the warm air flowing into their villa on the sea, as well as being in each other’s arms. Nothing was better than this moment. Natalya could not have been happier with her choice to give herself to James. He not only provided her with what she wanted, becoming the fantasy woman for a man she loved, but he gave her something Boris never would have. He gave her his body and mind to make perfect for her. And it was something she was never going to forget or regret. Natalya was happy, no matter if it was in the arms of her husband fresh off mind-blowing sex or if it was while sifting through files and folders in a network she had just hacked. Natalya was finally happy and she had everything she could ever dream of.
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