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      Elliot sat in the study of the mansion, waiting for Mr. White. The dark wood and elegant decorations in the room gave an air of wealth and power. It was what Elliot had always wanted for himself. And now he felt as if he was on the cusp of achieving it.

      Already a successful business owner, Elliot had money. He was also engaged to marry a wonderful woman. Rosalind was not a classic beauty, but she was good for him, helping his career prosper while also keeping him from acting on his darker impulses. Her intelligence was greater than his. She worked as a lawyer in public policy.

      However, Elliot had not shared his political plans with his fiancée. She knew of his long term ambitions, but when the chance to meet with Mr. White became a reality, he accelerated his plans, all without her knowledge.

      "Ah, Mr. Mandel," Mr. White said when he swept into the room. This was his house, his mansion. Mr. White already found success, but he had a specific view of how the world should be and it was his plan to use his connections to make it all possible. "I'm so glad you could make it. I've been wanting to meet you for some time."

      Elliot stood up to greet Mr. White. Nearly thirty years separated their ages, but it was hard to see that with how fit and athletic both men appeared. "I am glad to be here. It's an honor."

      "Yes, well, I believe we have similar interests and we can help each other," Mr. White said as he motioned toward the seat Elliot had just stood up from. "Sit and let us talk."

      "Thank you, sir," Elliot said.

      "So you're interested in running for office. I believe my organization could be a great boon to your prospects, if you allow us to help you."

      Elliot was a little shocked that Mr. White got straight to the point. They were not even sharing a drink.

      "From what I've heard, you're a kingmaker in politics. So if you choose to back me, I will be forever in your debt."

      "No," Mr. White said. His firmness sent chills down Elliot's spine. "If I back you, then you will be joining my organization. You will become one of us. But if that doesn't interest you, if you're not ready to experience the power and lifestyle that someone like you deserves, then we can cut our meeting short."

      Elliot felt as if Mr. White was closing the door on him, pushing him out before he had a chance to agree. Even if he did not want to join with this man, he now felt supreme pressure to do so.

      "I'm in," Elliot said. "I'll join. If that's what it will take to win, I'm in. I think we can see eye to eye on things. And I would be happy to represent your organization."

      The truth was, Elliot knew little of Mr. White's organization. He had heard of the man's influence, but the actual organization he headed was shadowy in nature.

      "Then we shake on it," Mr. White said. "You shake my hand again and I will make sure you are elected. But once you do, if you cross me, I will ruin you."

      Elliot swallowed hard. He knew that if Rosalind was there, she would tell him to walk away. He might not have his political dreams come true immediately, but he could still get there. But Rosalind was not there. She could not whisper in his ear, telling him how shady this all seemed and how what Mr. White was proposing was corruption of the highest order. But even as Elliot knew all of that, his own ambitions were too strong. He would rather get what he wanted now, without waiting and needing to put in the extra work.

      "Let's do this," Elliot said.

      The two men shook hands, cementing their intentions.

      "Welcome to the Cabal, Mr. Mandel," Mr White said. Then he raised his hand and snapped his fingers. "I believe this calls for a drink."

      A scantily clad woman walked into the room carrying a tray with two drinks on it. She served Elliot first, leaning over to give him a fantastic view of the deep line of cleavage her corset top created, pushing her substantial tits together and up. And when she turned to serve Mr. White, she thrust out her round ass, barely covered in a tight micro miniskirt.

      "Thank you," Elliot said afterward, only then realizing he had been staring. He was awestruck by this woman. She was a perfect example of extreme femininity. And she appeared to be truly happy to serve. He could only imagine how Rosalind would react, rolling her eyes and complaining at how the woman was debasing herself for male attention. Elliot would have listened and nodded his head, but all the while imagining the woman sitting on his lap, letting him play with her body. And it was a body that begged to be played with.

      Mr. White laughed as Elliot's gaze followed the woman as she left the room. "I can see we are of like mind, now more than ever."

      Elliot turned his attention back toward Mr. White. The man was like a mentor and seeing how easily this man of wealth and wisdom reacted to such a vision of a woman, expecting it, he found himself eager to find out exactly what the Cabal was and how it could help his political ambitions.

      "Cheers," Mr. White said.

      The pair clinked their glasses. Elliot took a tentative sip. It was scotch. Smooth and well aged. He had no doubt they were drinking a vintage that cost far more than what he would be able to purchase at his local liquor store.

      "Let's talk about what the Cabal will be doing for you in your upcoming campaign," Mr. White said. "I will be appointing your campaign manager. You can expect big money coming into your campaign. And there will be unofficial coordination with outside groups to make sure your opponents never gain any momentum. We will have top notch speechwriters available to you."

      "I like everything I'm hearing," Elliot said, even though such coordination was technically against the law. But it was really only against the law if his campaign got caught. And with the Cabal protecting him, somehow he knew he would get away with it.

      "This will still be hard work," Mr. White said. "But we will hold you up as a beacon of the American dream."

      "I'm not afraid of hard work. My company wasn't always prosperous. I worked my ass off to get it to where it is now.”

      "And then there's the matter of your fiancée."

      Elliot's shoulders dropped at the mention of Rosalind. He loved her, but he knew she would require some convincing to get her on board with all of this.

      "She will either need to undergo some changes or you will need to dump her," Mr white said plainly.

      "What kind of changes?" Elliot asked. He knew that anything drastic would immediately get turned down by Rosalind. She could be so stubborn. And while she wasn't beautiful in the way the woman who served them their drinks had been, she still had a body with some nice shape. She was two years younger than him, but her face had been damaged by acne when she was younger. The acne was gone, but the damage to her skin was done. And she hated trying to cover it all up with makeup.

      "The Cabal represents male superiority and female submissiveness. She will need to undergo multiple beauty treatments and be willing to put her own ambitions aside to support you. She will need to quit her job and support you as a homemaker."

      "Rosalind will never go for that," Elliot said. He secretly desired that, but he could not help the fact he had fallen in love with her instead of a more feminine woman. And Rosalind had helped him over the years. His business would not have been as successful without her advising him, taking advantage of her legal and government policy knowledge.

      "We have ways of creating compliance," Mr. White said. "You joining us, even if you weren't going to run now, would require changes. So this only speeds up that timetable. But if you can't persuade your future wife to back you as she will need to, I would suggest she can't be your future wife."

      Elliot did not know what to say. He already knew that a discussion with Rosalind would be necessary. And it would be possible that she might not back him. She knew of his ambitions, but she had always assumed his political career would start later.

      "How should I frame it to her, these changes?" Elliot asked.

      "Call it a makeover," Mr. white said with a smile. "She just won't know how much of a makeover it is until it's too late."

      "I'll talk to her," Elliot said. "If she agrees to the makeover, then we'll go that way. If not, I guess she'll be giving me back the ring on her finger."

      It was a blunt determination, but Elliot could already taste victory. He wanted this so much and not even Rosalind would stand in his way.

      "I am sure your fiancée will make the right decision," Mr. White said. "And do not worry about her trying to involve herself in your campaign. I have a feeling she will be too busy planning a wedding to stand in your way. The way I see it is you win the election and then the two of you get married before you take office. It will be a storybook beginning for the new congressman."

      Elliot had his doubts, but he finished his drink and let Mr. White handle the details of his campaign. He felt assured of winning now, but he still worried about what Rosalind would do, how she would react. As much as he knew Mr. White had the power to ruin him, he was more scared of his fiancée. He was not looking forward to the conversation that now laid ahead of him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Rosalind sat at the dining room table. There were piles of papers in front of her. They were all documents she had brought home from work. They needed organizing before she could do anything with them. They were all out of order. And as Elliot and Rosalind rarely ate in the dining room, choosing the kitchen table or the island for most of their meals, the large table proved to be the perfect workspace for such a project.

      The sound of the door opening carried into the dining room of their modern house. Rosalind could not see the door from where she sat, but she knew the only person with a key was Elliot, her fiancé. And while he was late coming home from work, he was the only person she would expect to come through the door at this hour.

      "Hi, honey," Rosalind called out without looking up from her work.

      "Hey, babe," Elliot called back as he hung up his coat in the entryway closet.

      There had been a time when Rosalind disliked Elliot calling her babe. She had never been a babe, at least in the sexual sense. He had tried, more than once, to explain that it was just his preferred term of endearment for her, but his explanations fell on deaf ears. Instead, Rosalind just grew used to it, not liking it, but not disliking it either.

      The problem was Rosalind could not think of herself as beautiful. Her face was pockmarked from old acne scars. She wore thick glasses that allowed her to see beyond a foot in front of her. At best, using old fashioned language, Rosalind would be described as handsome, at best. Being called handsome, in this day and age, as a woman, was not really praise.

      And yet, Rosalind had found love. Elliot was not the man she originally expected to fall in love with. He could be brash and impulsive. He was good looking, almost too good looking in an All-American kind of way. It was not her preferred style, but it worked for him. It worked for them. And where Elliot struggled to keep his inner demons in check, to keep his ambitions from getting ahead of him, Rosalind was there to restrain him. It was no secret that Rosalind had been a huge boon for his business. It was only after she took an interest in him, making little suggestions here and there, when he even considered talking about his work, that his business began to flourish.

      "Wow, this is quite a spread," Elliot said when he walked into the dining room. He had already rolled up the sleeves on his shirt and removed his tie.

      Rosalind looked a little haggard, her frizzy hair escaping the bun she kept it in while at work. Her face, often a little red from the acne scars, looked even more so.

      "This is what happens when someone doesn't keep properly organized records," Rosalind said. "It means I have to bring this shit home and organize it, just so we don't get behind tomorrow."

      "Well, this is kind of awkward, babe, because there's something I want to talk to you about," Elliot said. "Do you think you can spare a few minutes so I can share my news?"

      Rosalind looked up at her fiancé, unsure what kind of mood he was really in. And while there was a sense of trepidation in his facial expression, he was also smiling. This was good news and there was no way she was going to make him hold good news in while she toiled for the next hour, trying to get these stupid files in order.

      "Of course," Rosalind said, returning Elliot's smile. "Let's talk. I want to hear about your news."

      Elliot cleared his throat as he sat down, choosing to sit at the head of the table. As the man of the house, it was where he belonged, even if Rosalind was not the type of woman to follow those rules. She was by no means a traditional woman. She was an ardent feminist and did all she could to advance the cause of women everywhere.

      Not that Rosalind was a raging and hateful woman. She did not hate men. She just wanted women to be treated to have an equal chance. She wanted to make sure women had an equal share of the pie, should they choose to have it. Rosalind did not mind some women choosing a traditional lifestyle, to doll themselves up and focus on their sexual appeal over their intelligence and skills, even if she found such women to be vapid and annoying, setting back other women's fight for rights.

      Rosalind put down the papers she had in her hands, remembering where she put them so they could be properly sorted after Elliot shared his news. She still had an hour's worth of work to do tonight, regardless of when she took it up again.

      "You know that my long term plan has been politics," Elliot said. Rosalind nodded her head, knowing where his ambitions were. "And I know you've cautioned me to wait, to bide my time. However, I had a meeting today with the leader of an influential group, on the national level, and he urged me to run now, with his backing."

      Rosalind's smile began to fade. She always knew this day would eventually come, but she had always cautioned Elliot to wait. It was not that he would make for a bad politician, because he had all the hallmarks of a great candidate, but that his ambitions could be bigger than his understanding of restraint and ethics. It was his big flaw and one reason their engagement had not yet turned into marriage. Elliot, even at thirty-four years old, still had some growing up to do, in her mind.

      "That's great that you have someone interested in backing you," Rosalind said. She wanted to keep this conversation positive, if she could, while still hoping to talk Elliot out of running. It was too soon. "What's the organization? Who is this man who thinks so highly of you? Maybe I know of him."

      Rosalind, being involved in governmental policy, had connections. It was another reason why Elliot had been interested in her from the start. And it was why her knowledge of the law had been so helpful to his company. But that knowledge went both ways. While Mr. White was not well known, he still had a reputation. And that was a reputation that did not align with Rosalind's beliefs.

      Elliot cleared his throat again, not sure if she should answer, but eventually deciding there was no way to put this off. "His name is Mr. White. He's a bit secretive about these sorts of things, but he has backed candidates in other parts of the country with great success."

      "Hmm," Rosalind said, trying to think of where she might have heard of him. "That name doesn't ring a bell. What is he asking of you, exactly? I can't imagine he's doing this all out of the kindness of his heart."

      "I believe our views align rather nicely," Elliot said. That was a bit of a lie, but he figured it would not matter. "And he likes the fact my business is in a place where I could run without it negatively affecting things."

      That had been another reason why Rosalind had wanted Elliot to wait to enter politics. But she had to admit, his business was thriving, even when he was not there to oversee the day to day operations as he once needed to. He was free to let his interests roam a little more, having hired good people to make all but the really big decisions.

      "I have a feeling I won't be able to talk you out of running now," Rosalind said, accepting the inevitable. She always knew this would happen. And while she might not think Elliot was mature enough, she could be there to help him, to advise him, when he needed that little extra push to keep his lesser self in check.

      "I made the deal already," Elliot said. "I know I should have talked to you first, but it was one of those handshake moments that I couldn't miss out on."

      "I get it," Rosalind said, hiding her disappointment. "And you know you'll have my full support. Whatever I can do, I'll do it. Your success is our success."

      Elliot remained quiet for a moment, wondering if this was the segue he needed to bring up the other topic, the one about Rosalind making a few changes, her getting a makeover as Mr. White called it. He still had no idea how all of that was supposed to work, but he could certainly appreciate the idea of having a doting wife on his arm, fully supportive of his political ambitions, without interfering in his work.

      "Actually, that was something Mr. White discussed with me," Elliot finally said. "I realize this might sound weird, but he was wondering if you might be willing to get a bit of a makeover, to change up your style a little, just for the campaign, projecting a united image."

      Rosalind's appearance had always been a sore spot for her. She was fully aware of how she looked, how she had the makings to be beautiful, but then had everything go wrong, between the acne scars on her face, the hair that turned frizzy any time there was humidity or she was under stress, or the fact she needed impossibly thick glasses that made her eyes look funny, just so she could see her hand a foot in front of her nose.

      But the idea of actually changing herself to fit an image that didn't actually exist was beyond Rosalind's level of willingness. She knew she did not fit with Elliot's level of attractiveness. This all felt like a step too far.

      "Why do we need to do that?" Rosalind asked. "It's not like we're married. The fact we are together won't show up in the voter's pamphlet and most people don't pay attention to who they're voting for beyond that."

      "Rosalind," Elliot said, reaching across the table and grabbing her hands. "This is important. I want you with me. And like I said, this would just be for the campaign. A few months and then you can go back to your normal look. I just think it would be a good idea for you to be with me on this. I need you."

      Rosalind took a deep breath. She had a hard time believing that she was even contemplating Elliot's suggestion. But it was just a makeover. They would probably dye her hair and teach her how to cover the scars on her face. Rosalind knew she could handle that. She might even like it.

      Biting her lower lip, Rosalind tried to think of a reason to say no. The fact was, she knew she could be an asset to Elliot during the campaign. She was smart and she knew which policies to talk about, which ones to avoid, and which ones he needed to advocate for, even if only in private, with an eye on making the world a better place. At least making their little corner of the world a better place.

      But no other ideas came to her. And if a beauty makeover and maybe a few new outfits was the price to pay to be by Elliot's side while on the campaign trail, that seemed like a small cost to her.

      "Sure," Rosalind eventually said. "I'll do it. I'll do this makeover. Just let me know what I need to do, where I need to go, and I'll be there." She squeezed Elliot's hands back, happy for him. She was happy for the both of them, although without knowing just how much their lives were about to change.
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      Rosalind had no idea what to expect as she rode the elevator up to one of the top floors in the tallest building in the city. Elliot gave her an address and a time to be there. That was it.

      Having just come from work, Rosalind was dressed in a white blouse and black slacks. She wore simple black flats on her feet, never having been a fan of high heels. They always made her feet and legs hurt.

      It had only been a half day at the office, just enough time to get her work squared away before she took two weeks off. The plan, according to her understanding of it, was for a series of big events to introduce Elliot to his future constituents, with Rosalind by his side. Then she could return to work, although likely in an abbreviated fashion as she would routinely be called away to stand by Elliot's side.

      And yet, despite Rosalind repeatedly asking Elliot who Mr. White was and who would be running the campaign, she had yet to get an answer. Elliot either changed the subject or managed to end the conversation, leaving her wanting for answers. But despite the constant run around, she still agreed to support him and to undergo the makeover.

      As the elevator doors opened and Rosalind stepped off, she was still aware of the fact she could walk away. She was vaguely aware of what the consequences were. Walking away would probably end her relationship with Elliot. He had made it clear how there was nothing that could get him to stop his political ambitions, now that his potential was fully realized. Turning her back on him would cause a rift that she doubted could be repaired. And because of her love for him, she would make this sacrifice for him. Not that a makeover was much of a sacrifice. It seemed so minor in the grand scheme of things.

      When Rosalind reached her destination, she found herself in front of a nondescript door with only a number on it. There were no signs. She was not even sure that this was really a salon, as she had suspected.

      Not knowing what to do, whether she should knock or not, Rosalind tried the knob first, checking to see if the door was unlocked. To her surprise, it was.

      Rosalind walked into a small room. There were a couple chairs against the wall, but it was an otherwise empty office space. There was a door on the opposite side of the room, but it was closed and it did not even have a knob on it.

      "Hello?" Rosalind called out.

      There was silence. Rosalind turned to look at the door behind her, wondering if there had been a mistake, but the door she came through was also without a knob. She was stuck here until someone came to find her.

      "Oh, you're early," came a high-pitched, feminine voice, accompanied by a giggle. "I'll be, like, right out."

      Rosalind looked around, looking for the speaker. There was a small device above the other door, complete with camera and speaker. That explained where the voice came from.

      Despite the voice saying they would be right out, Rosalind found herself alone for several minutes. She looked at her watch, noting she had only been a minute early. And with these delays, the start time of her appointment had now passed.

      Finally the door opened and the woman who the giggly voice presumably belonged to appeared. She was quite a sight, with big breasts put on display by her low-cut dress. That dress did little to cover the rest of her as it hugged her waist and hips tightly before ending just at the tops of her thighs. The woman was perched on a pair of high heels that seemed to add inches to the length of her legs.

      But it was not just her body that drew Rosalind's attention. Her face was made up to perfection, with bold makeup and pouty lips. Her platinum blonde hair fell down from the top of her head in loose waves, nearly reaching her ass. The woman looked like a complete bimbo, leaving Rosalind seriously questioning her decision to receive a makeover from someone like this.

      "You must be Rosalind," the woman said, her voice the same as what had sounded out from the speaker. "Sorry to, like, keep you waiting. I was fixing my makeup. I never expect girls like us to show up on time. We're always late, am I right?"

      "Um..." Rosalind said, not sure of how to respond.

      "Oh, I brought you a drink to help you relax during your makeover," the woman said, holding out a glass with a pink liquid in it. "I'm Kari, by the way. Now come, drink up. We're going to have so much fun together."

      Rosalind found the glass pushed into her hands. Then she almost mindlessly followed Kari through the door. As they walked down a long hallway, Rosalind brought the glass up to her lips and took a tentative sip. She had not known what to expect, but the drink was good, making her think of strawberry lemonade, but without the severe sweetness that would likely give her a headache from drinking it. Although a headache was still possible, given the heavy taste of alcohol in it.

      Kari led Rosalind into a room at the end of the hallway. There was a chair in the middle of the room, although it looked more like a dentist's chair than a salon chair. There were some strange machines in the corner, electronics that Rosalind could not even begin to comprehend, but there were no beauty supplies, which seemed like the obvious starting point.

      Rosalind found herself knocking back the rest of the drink she had been given, mostly out of nervousness.

      "Good," Kari said as she took the glass from Rosalind.

      The future Mrs. Mandel stood there, a growing numbness coming over her.

      "Let's get you out of these boring clothes so we can begin," Kari said as she reached up for the buttons on Rosalind's blouse.

      Rosalind looked down, trying to figure out what was going on. Something about Kari's actions seemed wrong, but her mind could not figure out what it was.

      "What was in that drink?" Rosalind asked.

      "My, you're, like, a feisty one," Kari said with a giggle as he long-nailed fingers continued to work the buttons free on Rosalind's blouse. "That was just to help open up your mind to the proper role of a woman like you. Now, can you help me get your clothes off? I need to see what I'm working with before we begin."

      Rosalind's hands came up and began to unbutton her pants. She was not sure if this was what she was supposed to be doing, but it did not seem to hurt her any.

      It took a couple minutes for all of Rosalind's clothes to come off. Kari discarded each item in the corner, knowing full well that Rosalind would never wear them again. Even if they still fit after the makeover, they would no longer be in the proper style.

      Kari walked around Rosalind as the nude woman stood there, her body getting judged. Her flaws were noted, although not as a negative, only to find what needed fixing beyond the more standard enhancements.

      "Okay, have a seat in the chair and we'll get started," Kari said.

      Rosalind sat down, leaning back, her body still on display. She looked straight ahead, unsure of what was happening, but willing to go along with such simple instructions.

      However, at that moment, the door to the room opened and another busty blonde entered the room, her tits jiggling out in front of her as she minced along in her high heels.

      Rosalind immediately covered her breasts and pussy with her hands, hiding her nakedness from this sudden intruder.

      "Hi, I'm Emi," the other woman said in an almost identical voice to Kari.

      "Oh, don't be like that," Kari said to Rosalind, lightly slapping the nude woman's arm. "We're all girls here. Nudity should be, like, accepted and stuff."

      "It's okay," Emi added. "You can relax."

      Rosalind found her shoulders relaxing as tension left her body. However, her hands did not move, keeping the barest sense of modesty remaining.

      Emi turned to Kari. "This girl is gonna be a tough one."

      "We have two weeks to complete her makeover," Kari said. "That should be plenty of time to get her ready for her big debut."

      "Come on, Rosalind," Emi said. "You don't have to hide. We're here to help you."

      "Yeah, we're gonna make you super pretty, like totally beautiful and sexy and stuff."

      Rosalind found herself unable to move. Even with Kari's sympathetic words and Emi's encouraging ones, she did not move a muscle.

      The two bimbos turned to each other. "Well, I guess we get to use the straps," Emi said.

      Kari nodded her head in response, an unspoken understanding, before she knelt down by Rosalind's side.

      "Here, girl," she said, her voice sweet like honey. "Let me have your hand."

      Kari took Rosalind's hand that covered her breasts and pulled it away. Rosalind let out a gasp, but she did not fight back. She simply sat there while Kari held her hand against the chair arm and Emi pulled a leather strap out from underneath, strapping Rosalind down to the chair.

      They repeated the process with Rosalind's other hand, removing it from blocking her pussy and securing it to the other chair arm. But they did not finish there. They brought out restraints to hold Rosalind's feet in place as well as one around her waist, completely securing her to the chair. She could move her head and her upper body, but not enough for it to create an issue.

      "There," Kari said as she wiped her hands together. And I bet you're gonna be a girl who likes getting tied up and restrained after this."

      "I love it when the cuffs come out," Emi said with a knowing smile.

      Rosalind could only sit there as Kari and Emi finished preparing her for her makeover. She did not struggle as they placed small earbuds in her ears, barely visible. They were not designed to block out sound, but as soon as they were turned on, wirelessly connected to the machines in the room, her ears were filled with noise.

      "Pink noise," Kari said as the static-like noise filled Rosalind's ears. It was similar to white noise, but used a different spectrum of sound, tweaked ever so slightly to create the desired effects. "Doesn't it just feel like rain in your head, washing away all those pesky thoughts?"

      "It's so easy to let your thoughts wash away," Emi cooed, joining her bimbo partner in the first real step in Rosalind's makeover. It was not enough for Rosalind to look different. It was Kari's and Emi's jobs to help Rosalind think differently as well.

      And as the pink noise echoed in her ears, Rosalind found herself following the words that each of them cooed, adding to the static, replacing her thoughts with theirs. Piece by piece, the old Rosalind was stripped away.

      "You want to be a good girl," Kari said.

      "You want to be a good girl for your man," Emi echoed.

      "You want to be a good girl for your man, always aiming to please," Kari countered.

      It went back and forth like that, overwhelming Rosalind's thoughts, breaking her down until she felt like an empty shell. But even once her mind was broken, they kept going, making sure that every lesson sank in, leaving Rosalind a blank slate.

      By the time they were done, Rosalind sat there, her face completely blank, devoid of emotion. A small line of drool had escaped her mouth, dripping down her chin, almost ready to drop down onto her chest. But Rosalind would not have been able to wipe it away, even if her hands had been free.

      The next two weeks were spent rebuilding Rosalind into a new woman. Other machines were used to transform her body, first giving her a more youthful appearance, taking roughly ten years off her age, which made her about twenty-two years old. Every blemish on her skin was removed. Her eyes were repaired, leaving her no longer in need of glasses.

      If Rosalind had been aware of what was happening, she would have been amazed at the level of technology. It seemed as if the machines that worked on Rosalind's body were not even available to most billionaires. And bit by bit, the woman who Rosalind had been before was replaced by a younger, fitter, and more pleasing version.

      As her breasts were slowly pumped up, her mind was set upon once again. Kari and Emi were still there, now explaining who and what she was, giving this new woman a whole backstory filled with flimsy memories that would help to define her new persona.

      But it was not just Kari and Emi doing their work. There were other people, on the outside, working to make this new backstory real. A birth certificate was created. School records were forged. A whole new person was being created.

      And it did not end there. For where one person began, another person needed to end. The Rosalind of old resigned from her job via email. Plane tickets were purchased and seemingly used, taking her to some far flung location, without proper record keeping, to somewhere she could simply disappear without a trace.

      There was no way Rosalind could disappear entirely. Her old persona existed. People remembered her. But all of this work allowed for a clean break, a way to eliminate her old self before the new her could be introduced to the world.

      Where once Rosalind had been pragmatic and intelligent, now she was much more of an idealist and while she still had some degree of wit, it had been warped by her devotional love toward Elliot to allow him full control. Her ideals had been reduced to simply becoming the best wife she could for her future husband. She wanted to support him to the fullest, using her skills at home and her sexy body.

      And it was definitely a sexy body. Every part of her had been enhanced in some way or another. Her hair had been turned blonde. Her lips made full and juicy. Her breasts were better described as tits, big and round and sensitive to a man's touch. Her ass had been rounded out and her body body had been prepared for sex, rebuilt for it, making even the least capable men capable of driving her to orgasm. But it was not her orgasms that she wanted. It was Elliot's orgasms. She wanted to please him. He had become her entire world and it was her duty to make sure he was always satisfied. And eventually, once their marriage was official, she wanted nothing more than to have his babies, to give birth or his heirs.

      It was an extensive two weeks. Everything about her changed, even down to her name. For where there had once been Rosalind, now there was Rosie. And the simplest way to describe Rosie was as a bimbo. She was joyful and happy and ever so sexy. She would make the perfect partner for Elliot as he turned his interests from the business world to the political world.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Rosie looked in the mirror, trying to decide if there was anything else she needed to do before she left for the hotel. Her two weeks had been spent well, although she remembered very little of it. But she loved the results. Just looking at her reflection was enough to make her wet. And the way her gown was cut, with a slit up to her hip on the side, made it difficult to wear panties.

      But for a woman like Rosie, panties were the sort of apparel item that usually just got in the way. Plus they risked leaving lines in her gown. The way it fit tight to her body, leaving no secrets to her shape, made it almost impossible to wear anything beneath it. And considering what Rosie hoped for after she made her first public appearance, the thong or G-string she would have likely worn would have just gotten tossed aside in the end.

      Kari and Emi had helped Rosie get ready, but Rosie was now more than competent in her beauty regimen. She could apply her makeup with ease, making sure she always looked her best, with long lashes, and painted lips. And that was with long nails that made some activities more difficult. One look at Rosie and it was clear she was not made to sit behind an office desk, typing on a keyboard. She was basically a model with huge tits.

      And those tits were put on full display in the asymmetric gown she wore. They were big and round and from her vantage point, it looked like more of them were bare than were covered, at least in terms of exposed skin. Her right side had a thin strap holding up a triangle of fabric. There was more coverage on the left side, with a wider piece of fabric covering her and then tapering to an almost toga-like strap that went over her shoulder.

      The whole dress was complicated, but she could not imagine wearing anything else as she made her big debut on Elliot's arm. Just the thought of him was enough to make her sigh and go weak in the knees. Her heart sang out to him, even from across the city.

      Rosie had completed her appearance with a diamond necklace and gold hoop earrings. And then there was her engagement ring, a big rock that she loved to show off, a sign of not only how lucky she was, but of her fiancé's power and wealth. And she hoped to help boost him to a position of even more power.

      Rosie did not think about how it had been two weeks since she had last seen Elliot as she rode in the back of a town car to the hotel. She had said goodbye to both Kari and Emi, thanking them for their help. Then again, she might have thought differently if she was still Rosalind. As Rosie, she loved everything they had done for her, helping to make her the sexy young bimbo the world would see. It had been Rosalind who had last seen Elliot. Rosie had technically never met the man she was engaged to be married to, but that was just a technicality. She knew she loved him with her body, her mind, and her soul.

      The moment Rosie stepped out of the town car at the hotel, she nearly swooned. There was Elliot, greeting her at the side door of the hotel, away from the lights and cameras that would greet them both in due time.

      "Hello, my darling," Elliot said as he took Rosie's hand and helped her out of the car.

      Rosie was left speechless, unable to properly respond. All her training had been leading toward what came after this, leaving her unprepared for the moment she actually met Elliot.

      "You look ravishing tonight," Elliot said once she was standing on her own. He held out his arm and she looped her hand through it automatically. The idea of walking anywhere without proper accompaniment by her fiancé did not even occur to her. She was an object, a decoration, a future housewife. That was what she wanted. That was all she wanted. Any concept of holding a job of her own and of partaking in the decisions of Elliot's political campaign were completely foreign to her now, unwanted and unwarranted, given her new disposition.

      "Thank you," Rosie said, her voice soft and sweet. "I'm so glad to be here with you tonight. I just know you're going to do great and win this election."

      Elliot chuckled. "We have a good chance."

      Rosie smiled as he said “we”. They were a team. He and Rosalind had been a team, too, but now it was different. Rather than an equal partnership, it was now an unequal one. Elliot led from the front and Rosie supported from behind. She gave of herself completely to him, doing whatever he needed, because his success was her success. And Rosie could not imagine a better way. She might not have had the words to describe it, but it was the way of the Cabal, of which Elliot was now a member, working toward a specific world view, where men led and women did what they could to support the men.

      Elliot led Rosie inside the hotel. He guided her toward the banquet hall where the announcement was set to be made. He walked her backstage, keeping her out of the limelight until the big moment.

      Rosie was perfectly calm, without a hint of nervousness. She had been schooled for this, prepared to give her answers, to be delightful in front of the cameras, and to throw the attention back onto Elliot. She was ready for any answer they could throw at her.

      In comparison, Elliot was nervous, but it was the kind of nervousness that made him more ready. He was ready to act, his adrenaline already activated, making sure that his body and mind were prepared for anything.

      And then the announcement came over the loudspeaker. "Please welcome Mr. Mandel and Miss Watson."

      The pair walked out onto the small stage. The room was packed, guaranteed by Mr. White and his associates. Rosie smiled and waved with her free hand, unable to actually see anyone in the audience due to the bright stage lights.

      Rosie did not have to say anything yet. Elliot deposited his fiancée off to the side, where she could still be seen by everyone, before he took up the microphone and launched into his speech. She just had to stand there and look pretty, something she was eminently qualified for.

      But then the speech came to an end. The crowd cheered when Elliot officially announced his candidacy. Cameras flashed. It was all incredibly exciting. Rosie almost wondered if Elliot had already won, such was the response from the gathered people.

      And with the speech complete, it was time to speak with the media. Elliot once again led Rosie, away from the stage, toward a designated press zone.

      "You did wonderful up there," Rosie cooed in Elliot's ear, just loud enough for the reporters to hear her. She wanted to make it clear just how much in love with him she was.

      The first questions were for Elliot. Rosie just hung onto his arm, posing. She was very good at highlighting her body, making herself appear as sexy as possible, all without pushing the boundaries beyond what the general public would find unacceptable.

      But eventually the questioning changed subjects, away from the campaign and toward Elliot's relationship with Rosie.

      "Miss Watson," one of the reporters said. "I understand Mr. Mandel was previously engaged to your sister. Is that true?"

      This had been the cover story created for Rosie. Rosalind was her older sister. But Rosalind was now out of the picture. And believed the cover story completely. She had no reason to doubt the idea that Rosalind had broken off the engagement with Elliot and gone off to the far corner of the world, without anyone being able to track her down. The fact she could not actually remember a sister mattered little. Rosie was a bimbo and believed what she was told. It was just simpler that way.

      "My little sister left Elliot and went off to Africa or Asia or someplace like that," Rosie answered, her voice crisp and clear, despite the high feminine pitch in her voice and the softness with which she always spoke. "I reached out to Elliot to ask about her disappearance. That was how we met."

      "You little sister? Rosalind is older than you, isn't she?"

      Rosie let out a giggle. "Well, she is older, but I'm bigger where it counts."

      "And when it was clear that Ms. Watson was not coming back, " Elliot cut in, "I came to realize there was another woman who held my heart, even more so than I could have imagined."

      Rosie looked up at Elliot with loving eyes. It was obvious how in love they were. It was hard for anyone to think poorly of either of them. The exchange, the reference to Rosie's tits, drawing eyes to her prodigious chest and the low neckline of her gown was all part of the plan.

      "Will you be participating in the campaign?" another reporter asked Rosie.

      "I will make appearances when Elliot needs me," Rosie said. "But I will be too busy planning our wedding to have any role in the actual campaign. I might be pretty, but I don't have a mind for politics. I will leave that up to a man like Elliot."

      "Do you have a date set?"

      This time Elliot answered. "We are aiming for after the election, but before the new term starts. When I ascend to office, which I fully intend to do, I will do so with a ring on my finger and a woman at home. Now, if you will excuse us, we have another engagement to attend to."

      And just like that, the press conference was over and Rosie found herself being led to the elevator.

      "What other engagement is planned?" Rosie asked when they were out of earshot of anyone who might report on them. She had known about the press conference, but she thought that was the end of it. Had another event been added to the schedule?

      Rosie might have worried about what she was going to do, but Rosie was not someone who worried. She would either just go with the flow or giggle at the world. Rosie did not have it in her to do anything else. She had a perpetual positive outlook, a negative free zone within her head.

      "I just said that so we could slip away," Elliot answered. "I fully intend on taking you upstairs so we can have some fun. You deserve a reward for your great performance tonight."

      Rosie giggled, something she was now well practiced at. "Thank you. I can't wait. Did you know I'm not wearing any panties?"

      That last part she whispered into his ear, making sure that no one could overhear such a salacious question. Although, it would have been to no one's surprise, given the height of the slit on her gown, the way it rose so high on her hips, exposing so much bare skin.

      They rode the elevator up to the penthouse suite, specially reserved for them following the campaign announcement, paid for by Elliot's new campaign, backed by the Cabal. There was champagne waiting for them in a bucket of ice.

      "You make yourself comfortable, Mr. Politician," Rosie said. "Let me pour you a drink so we can celebrate."

      Rosie opened the bottle of champagne as if she had once been a bartender. She then poured two perfect glasses, one for each of them.

      "To Elliot Mandel," Rosie said, toasting the man of the hour.

      "No, to us," Elliot countered. "To the sexiest couple and to my future wife. This is all like a dream come true."

      The two clinked their glasses together and then drank down their champagne, the bubbles tickling their throats.

      "Now how do you want me?" Rosie asked as she set the champagne flute aside and held out her hands, waiting for Elliot to decide how he wanted to fuck her.

      Elliot laughed. He knew exactly how he wanted his first time with his new fiancée to go. He set his empty glass aside and walked up to Rosie. Even as she wore high heels, he still towered over her.

      "I want to see those wonderful tits," he said as he reached up and pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders.

      The fabric around her chest slipped down as well, revealing her large, round, breasts. They stuck off her body, making it unclear if they were real or fake. They stood high on her chest, remaining perky, even without the small amount of support the gown had given them. But Rosie was young and her tits had not had the chance to drop. Not that they would ever be allowed to do so. Rosie's body would be regularly tuned up, making sure she was always perfect for the man who would soon be her husband.

      "These are nice," Elliot said as he grabbed a handful of each breast.

      Rosie let out a little moan, loving how he touched her. Now that they were out of sight from prying eyes, she could be the desperate slut she really was, always eager to serve her fiancé, wanting him to use her body until he came, knowing she would cum, over and over again, just as she had been designed to do.

      "Now I want to see the rest of you," Elliot said.

      Rosie stepped back, giving herself more room to pose for him. Then she pushed the gown down her body, revealing the belly-button piercing. The fabric slipped over the wide hips that gave her a perfect hourglass figure.

      Her body was completely hairless, which made it all the more easy to see the clit hood piercing she wore, adding to the beauty of her evenly tanned body. Rosie practically glowed with raw sexuality, barely restrained by her dress, makeup, and jewelry. Without those trappings, she would have just been a young slut, not yet ready to be a politician's wife. But soon she would be. That was only months away. And she could not wait to walk down the aisle and say those magic words.

      However, there was no way Rosie could wait to serve the man she loved, to give him the keys to her body and to please him with it in whatever ways he wanted.

      "What do you think?" Rosie asked as she posed for Elliot, holding one hand over her head and the other placed on her curvaceous hip.

      "You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen," Elliot said as he stepped forward, closing the distance between them again. "And I am never going to let you go."

      Elliot bent his head and leaned in for a kiss. Rosie melted into him as she returned it. Just this kiss sent little shock waves through her body, lighting a fire in her core and causing little bubbles to pop in her head.

      She moaned as Elliot pulled back. His lips lingered near hers, close enough that she could feel his breath on her face.

      "You smell divine," he said. "Like strawberries and cream."

      He wrapped his arms around her naked body, pulling her in tight. Then he mashed his lips against hers, this time with even more passion. Rosie felt as if he was claiming her, even though she was already his. She would do anything for him, but right now, she loved this moment, this shared passion as they remained in a tight embrace, kissing each other, their tongues dancing in each other's mouths.

      It was almost impossible for Rosie to breathe with Elliot pressed tightly against her, but somehow she managed to inhale his scent deeply, savoring every bit of his presence. He was strong and powerful, but also gentle. She enjoyed feeling his muscles flex against her own flesh.

      Then he broke the kiss. "I need to taste you."

      "Yes, Master," Rosie gasped as Elliot lifted her up off the floor.

      He carried her into the bedroom and placed her down on the bed. She leaned back and spread her legs, her pink pussy on complete display, dotted with beads of moisture, of her arousal.

      "Oh yes, Master," Rosie said. "Please take me."

      Elliot smiled. He couldn't resist the temptation of the wet cunt in front of him. With both hands, he gripped her thighs and raised her ass up, pushing the soft folds of her pussy open for his tongue. He dove in, licking her, tasting her.

      Rosie screamed out as she was hit with her first orgasm of the night. Her body had been on such edge, the arousal so strong. But that was her new normal. Rosie was always on edge, always ready for sex. It was a part of her new self, a gift from the Cabal.

      "Master!" she cried out as she came hard.

      Elliot was not sure where Rosie got the idea to call him Master, but he liked it. He was the master of their home. He was the master of her. And while it was inappropriate for her to call him that in public, he definitely liked the idea of her using the name in private, when she was serving him like this.

      And if Elliot thought Rosie smelled of strawberries and cream, he was even more impressed with the flavors of her pussy that danced across his tongue. There was a sweetness to her that he had never experienced from another woman. Rosie really was perfect in every way. And that alone was enough for him to throw his lot in with the Cabal. They knew how to live. In return, he would advance their agenda, once they helped install him in office. It was all working so perfectly.

      "Rosie, you little minx," Elliot said as he stood up and began to pull off his clothes.

      "Do you want me, Master?" Rosie asked, smiling up at him, knowing full well what his answer would be. She posed for him on the bed, using her body to further turn him on. It was what she most wanted, to make sure he was sexually satisfied.

      Elliot chuckled. "Always."

      He flung his clothes across the room, discarding them just as Rosie had discarded her gown in the main room. And with his cock now free, it stood at attention, long and hard, bobbing ever so slightly in time with his heart beat.

      Rosie gazed up at her man, taking in his muscular frame. She looked upon him with new eyes, never before actually seeing just how handsome he was, how sexy. Rosalind had been lucky to catch such a fine specimen of a man and now Rosie would get to live with the results. She licked her lips, her mouth salivating at the thought of taking him into her mouth, of sucking his cock deep into her throat.

      However, it was not a blowjob that Elliot wanted. He wanted to fuck his sexy fiancée. It had been two hard weeks alone, preparing for his big moment. He had thought of her constantly, happy to hear about her progress, but anxious that something might go wrong. But nothing had. Rosie was perfect. She was his wet dreams personified. She was young and fully devoted, with a body to die for and an eagerness to wed him and then to carry his children, creating a family that Rosalind had long put off. But Rosalind was gone now, replaced by a far superior model that held Elliot's heart completely.

      Elliot stepped forward and then climbed onto the bed. Rosie laid back, her big tits still sticking up off her chest. He lifted her legs, straightening them out as he pushed them up until her heels were almost at her ears, folding her in half.

      "Oh, yes, Master," Rosie moaned, even before he lined up his cock with her pussy.

      Elliot thrust inside her slowly, wanting to take his time as he enjoyed this moment. Rosie threw her head back and let out a loud moan. Her body was made just for him, her pussy a perfect fit as he slid inside of her with ease. The walls of her pussy almost vibrated as her muscles worked in tandem with his own motions.

      But as much as Elliot wanted to enjoy his first time with Rosie, his needs soon took over. After sinking fully into her, he pulled out and then slammed himself back into her.

      "Fuck, yes," Rosie screamed out as he pounded her. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

      Elliot did exactly as she asked. He hammered into her, slamming into her pussy as hard and fast as he possibly could. Each slap of their bodies echoed throughout the room. Every impact caused Rosie's breasts to bounce and shake, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her entire body.

      "Faster, Master!" she shouted. "Make me cum again! Please, I beg of you!"

      Elliot kept going, pounding into her as hard as possible. Even as he rocked his hips back and forth, he looked down to see a look of pure contentment on Rosie's face. His cock inside of her, almost punishing her with his speed and force, gave her plenty of pleasure, but it was the pleasure of pleasing him that brought her the highest sense of satisfaction. She felt as if she was serving her purpose. She was serving her man. She was serving her master. And there was no greater pleasure she could have found. The sex itself was fantastic. She loved it. But it paled in comparison to how much Elliot was enjoying himself.

      Elliot kept going, shifting his position, moving Rosie's legs, trying to go deeper and deeper. And Rosie was calling out, encouraging him between ragged moans.

      "Fucking hell," Elliot growled as he neared his own climax. He could not keep up this pace for long before he came. And yet, he kept going, knowing how much Rosie would value receiving his seed. He had been promised that she could not get pregnant for at least a year. But after that, he fully intended to fuck a load of babies into her. Her body practically begged for it, if not her mouth actually begging him to make her with child.

      "Yes, Master," Rosie cried out. She could sense how close he was to cumming. It was a new intuition, a pairing that came from the process that had transformed Rosie's body. It left her knowing when a man was going to cum. And she knew he was so close.

      "Cum for me," Elliot grunted, as he passed his point of no return. His cock began to twitch inside of her, his balls surging.

      That last word sent Rosie over the edge. She started moaning loudly, louder than she had ever done before, screaming out for her lover to give her everything he had. To fill her with his essence. That was what she craved. She needed to feel filled with his semen.

      Elliot didn't disappoint her. He buried himself deep inside of her one final time, pumping his seed inside of her. They came together, with Rosie writhing beneath him, pleasure flowing through her like a cascading waterfall, filling her every inch of her body.

      "That was..." Rosie whispered softly. But she did not finish her sentence, unable to find the words to describe what felt like a supernova exploding inside of her, filling her with such complete ecstasy that it washed away any possibility of ever being anyone else's woman. She belonged to Elliot, now more than ever.

      Elliot eventually rolled off of Rosie, dropping onto the bed beside her. She cuddled up next to him, enjoying his warmth.

      "Babe," Elliot said. She looked up into his eyes with the same loving adoration that she had given him before. It was no act for the cameras. It was all real. She loved him with all of her being. She supported whatever decisions he wanted to make. He was the man and she was the woman. Where he was hard and powerful, she was soft and sensual. Where he made decisions, she abided by them, without question. "You are amazing."

      "I love you," Rosie said as she leaned in for a kiss. "And I can't wait to be your wife. I am so glad you will have a bimbo like me."

      At the mention of the word bimbo, Elliot's cock made a strong attempt to harden again. Because that was what Rosie was. She was a bimbo. She still had some semblance of the old Rosalind inside of her, but it had been buried deep beneath layers of pure sexuality, all of her old focus and determination, turned on its head, giving her devotion to the love of her life and a happiness only he could provide her.

      This was not what Elliot imagined their lives would be like when he ran for office, but now that he had entered the political sphere, he was glad to have Rosie by his side. And while Rosie had gone through tremendous changes to reach this point, she could not have been happier. Everything had changed, but for the better. Rosie could be young and sexy, devoted to the man who would soon enough be her husband. It was all a bimbo like her could want.
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