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      Colette shifted into downward dog. Her blonde hair fell over her face. She let it go for the moment. The stretch felt good, especially after spending so much time hunched over her laptop. Her job as a freelance writer allowed her the luxury of working from home. It was a dream come true, but it also meant Colette could easily get lost in her work, sometimes ignoring the need to take breaks and get away from the screen.

      This was the solution. Colette had taken up yoga a year ago and she was hooked. And on a nice day, such as this one, she was able to use the garden behind her apartment building to work out. It was almost perfect. Communing with nature was another benefit. Plus, it was easy to forget about the hustle and the bustle of the city. In the garden, Colette could listen to the birds and relax her mind.

      The only distraction was the handsome guy who lived in the apartment next to hers. Colette had been living there for a couple of years, but Hunter had only recently moved in. The two of them were friendly toward each other, but she had never viewed Hunter as her type. He was muscle and brawn and Colette had always been into brains.

      "Hey Colette," Hunter called out as he came through the gate. "How are you?"

      Colette looked up, her hair falling in front of her face. She quickly swept it back and then stood up straight.

      "I'm fine," she said. "Just taking a break from work. You?" She picked up her water bottle and took a long drink.

      "I see you didn't hear the latest news," Hunter said.

      "What are you talking about?"

      "The water. There's something in the water. Some government conspiracy that's turned the water supply into some kind of drug."

      Colette looked at him, trying to figure out if Hunter was telling her the truth or just messing with her.

      "I'm not sure what you mean," she said cautiously. However, the moment Hunter mentioned the government conspiracy, Colette's mind started running a mile a minute. She was a big fan of conspiracy theories. The truth was out there. Even when she knew they were bunk, she still could not help herself from researching them.

      "It's some kind of chemical. It's not actually a government's doing, but they're trying to keep it under wraps. Maybe a billionaire or something. Some crazy guy. But from what I heard, every water source is already fully contaminated and there's no way to purify the water. The chemical messes with our hormones. I've only heard this, but it seems like everyone will get dumber and become more overtly sexual, both in the way they act and in the way their bodies present themselves."

      Colette scoffed. "You're telling me women are going to transform into, what, bimbos?"

      "That's exactly what I'm telling you," Hunter said with a wink. However, Colette was not looking at him. Instead, she was looking at the water in her water bottle, trying to decide if it was safe to continue drinking. She had filled her bottle from her tap, so if her water was contaminated, so was the entire city's water supply.

      "That's crazy," she said, although not with a lot of confidence.

      "Crazier things have happened. Besides, do you really think a conspiracy like this could happen if it was done by the government? I'm telling you, if anyone could make such a chemical, it would be some crazy billionaire with a bunch of science types on his payroll."

      Colette nodded her head, the idea sinking deeper into her head. The water. It all had to be the water. That was the key to getting to everyone.

      "What about people who drink well water?" Colette asked, curious.

      "The entire water cycle has been contaminated. Lakes, rivers, underground aquifers. Everywhere."

      Colette shook her head. This could not be happening. And yet, Hunter seemed pretty confident in his knowledge of the situation.

      "But what about bottled water?" she asked. "Surely that would be okay."

      "Not any more. Everything has been tainted. Bottled water is just spring water. Where do you think those springs pump water from? The underground aquifer, of course."

      "I don't believe you," Colette said.

      "Then don't," Hunter replied with a shrug. "But if you think the tap water is safe, I'm here to tell you, it's not."

      "And if you're wrong?"

      "Then no harm done," Hunter answered. "But if I'm right..." He let the sentence hang in the air.

      "Thanks for telling me," Colette said.

      "Just trying to spread awareness," Hunter said with another wink, which once again, Colette missed. "Anyway, I have to run. See you around."

      Colette waved as her neighbor left, heading back inside the building. She sat down on her mat and looked around. No one else was outside. There was no wind, so the leaves did not move, no birds sang, no bees flew, and no flowers moved. The eerie quiet was unsettling. It was as if the world was holding its breath, waiting for something.

      She shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts. What Hunter had told her was impossible. Sure, she had heard rumors before about how the government was trying to control the population with mind altering chemicals, but nothing had ever come of it. This had to be the same. Except, this story was not about the government. The government was just trying to hide it. That was a much more reasonable response. And it further fed into her love of conspiracies.

      But as Colette went back to her yoga, the thoughts lingered. What if the tap water was not safe to drink? What if her entire body was changing without her consent? What if her brain was turning to mush and her boobs were growing? It was a horrifying thought.

      Still, she could not believe it. "It's not possible," she said aloud, shaking her head. Except the more she thought about it, the more sense it made, the idea of a billionaire using his resources to transform the population into dumb and obedient drones. If men and women gave up hard thinking and just focused on sex, it would remake the world in a way a billionaire would think he could control. And since the government seemed to be in the pocket of big business and the supremely wealthy, it made even more sense.

      By the time Colette finished her yoga routine, even though she knew it should not have been possible, she found herself believing the story Hunter had told her. The tap water was not safe to consume. Everything had been tainted, the entire water cycle. And it was already too late.
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      Colette set up her phone on the tripod, and made sure her new ring light was positioned correctly. They had been recent purchases for this specific purpose. She was going to document her transformation and share it online.

      The process of setting everything up had given her a few moments to think about what she was doing. After all, the moment she pressed record, the transformation had officially started. And it would be public. But it was too late. Her mind was already made up.

      "Hello, my name is Colette and I'm here to document my transformation into a bimbo. As you hopefully know, our water supply has been contaminated with an undetectable chemical by a shadowy billionaire. The chemical is designed to change us, the people. Women like me are going to begin changing, if we haven't already. We're going to turn into bimbos. And the men? They won't be spared either. Bigger muscles, smaller brain. We'll call them himbos. That's our future. But I'm at least going to document what happens to me so there's a record of it. The government is trying to silence the truth, but they won't succeed. I'll make sure the truth gets out.

      "So today, I'm going to talk a little bit about myself and what I'm hoping won't happen. And since a big part of this transformation is an expected body change, I'll measure myself to give a baseline for where I'm starting from. I've never measured myself like this before, so all the numbers will be new to me."

      Colette stepped back from the camera and picked up the tape measure.

      "Now, I'm not going to lie. I'm not very curvy. In fact, I would describe myself as skinny. But that's the point. If I'm going to transform, I am pretty sure this chemical will target my lack of curves and compensate for them. Maybe even overcompensate. And the bigger the changes, the better I can document them. So wish me luck and we'll see how things go.

      "Okay, so let's start with the measurements. The first one will be a baseline. I'll measure my breasts, hips and waist."

      Colette began by pulling the tape measure around her chest. She had to stretch it a little, but she eventually got it around her. She performed the bra size measurements, doing the math in her head. "So I'm an A-cup. Not a whole lot going on there. Now for my hips and waist. So my hips are thirty-two inches, and my waist is twenty-eight inches. Like I said, I'm skinny and lack curves."

      She stopped and looked into the camera.

      "And just so everyone understands, this is the point of no return. Once the tape measure goes down, it's official. I'll keep updating as I experience the changes. And maybe, just maybe, you're experiencing them, too."

      With a deep breath, Colette turned off the video. She had not realized she would be so nervous. After all, it was a life changing decision. And the fact she was doing it in front of an audience made her nervous, but in a good way. It was like a live studio audience. And the fact she could help spread the truth was worth any discomfort she might experience.

      However, there was still the matter of actually recording her measurements. She still remembered them in her head. She was not so far gone that she would immediately forget them. In fact, Colette had felt no cognitive effects yet. If anything, she felt more sharp, more on top of things.

      With her heart pounding in her chest, she wrote down her measurements in a notebook, another purchase for this specific purpose. She was careful to put everything down in detail, including the exact times of each measurement. Her goal was to be able to track her measurements as accurately as possible.

      Once her measurements were recorded, Colette picked up her phone and started posting the video to social media. Once she hit upload and publish, she knew everything would change. It was happening.
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      There was a lot of bounce in Colette's step as she exited her apartment, her yoga mat rolled up under her arm. She was headed to the garden behind her apartment building. After all, it was a nice day and work was not going particularly well. It was all so slow and tedious. Why not take a break and work on her yoga?

      As she exited the stairwell, Colette ran into Hunter. He was coming home from a workout at the gym. His shirt was off, a pair of headphones draped around his neck. He was drenched in sweat.

      "Hey Colette," he said, a big smile on his face.

      "Hunter," she nearly squealed with excitement. Even though work was difficult, so much of Colette's life recently had felt so much better. She was happier, friendlier, and more relaxed. The world had just seemed so much brighter lately.

      "So how's it going?" he asked.

      "I can't complain," she answered, beaming. "I've been working on my yoga, and my measurements. Oh, that reminds me. I outgrew all of my bras, even my sports bras." To emphasize her point, she gave her shoulders a shimmy, causing her now larger and unrestrained breasts to jiggle and sway.

      Colette giggled.

      "Well, look at you," Hunter said. He was obviously impressed by her progress.

      So was Colette. Her social media accounts were blowing up with new followers. She had not expected anyone would care about her, but suddenly the entire world seemed fascinated by her transformation.

      Colette beamed under Hunter's interested gaze. He was clearly into her and she did not blame him.

      "But work is really slow right now. It's all so boring. And I don't remember what I'm doing sometimes. But at least my boobs are big."

      "I can see that," Hunter said, his eyes locked onto her breasts and the exposed cleavage in her now tight top. "You've made great progress."

      "Thanks," she said, smiling brightly. "I'd be so freaked out about what's happening to me if you hadn't clued me in and stuff. And I've been telling the whole world about what's happening and everything. Like, all the people who follow me are, like, freaking out about the water and stuff."

      "Well, thanks for keeping the word out there. The more people know, the more chances we have at stopping this."

      "Oh, no. I don't want it stopped." Colette's hands flew up to cover her mouth, shocked by her own words. She could not believe what she had just said. Except, the more she thought about it, the more she realized it was the truth. "Sorry," she said sheepishly. "I didn't mean to say that. It's just, I'm really enjoying all the changes."

      "So you don't care about the whole bimbo thing?"

      "No. I mean, yes. I mean, I don't really know. I just know that I feel good and stuff."

      "What about the dumb thing? Don't you care about that?"

      "I'm still plenty smart enough. I'm, like, totally not a dumb bimbo. Like, I'm not a dumb, dumb, bimbo. Like, if anything, I'm kind of a smart bimbo. Not smart as in intelligent, but smart as in, like, crafty and stuff. Plus, I've gotten way better at yoga."

      Hunter laughed, a big, loud, hearty laugh. "Well, if you're okay with everything, then I guess it's all good."

      "Thanks, Hunter. You're the best."

      "Well, I better get going. Enjoy your yoga."

      "Thanks. See you around."

      They parted ways, Hunter taking the stairs while Colette continued outside. The entire time, her mind kept coming back to the fact she was not concerned with her transformation. It was hard to feel concern when it felt as if her pleasure receptors were always activated. She just felt good all the time. And as certain parts of her started to grow, mainly her boobs and her butt, there was more of her to feel pleasure with.

      It helped that Colette liked what she saw whenever she looked in the mirror. Her skin was clearer. Her hair was longer and more vibrant. Her waist was tight and toned. And with each passing day, she seemed to move with more feline grace. She had never thought of herself as beautiful before, but the way her body was changing, it was not too hard to believe.

      "But the dumbness," Colette said aloud, even though there was no one around to hear her. "I haven't gotten dumber." She paused, thinking. "Okay, maybe a little dumber. I can't do math in my head anymore. But I can still work a calculator. I just have to take a little longer and stuff. And I get distracted a lot easier, but, like, only when I'm doing boring stuff. But I'm super focused when I'm working out or doing yoga."

      Colette sat down on her yoga mat and set her phone up on its tripod. The sun was not directly overhead, but she had positioned the yoga mat so it was out of the shade and the light was shining off to the side. She could feel the warmth of the sun on her skin. People seemed to enjoy her braless yoga sessions on social media. They had become popular.

      "Hey everybody," Colette said, waving her hands over her head. "Welcome back. Today is another yoga day and I'm, like, super excited. I just ran into my neighbor and I think I'm just, like, realizing it, but he's totally a hunk. And he's so nice, too. But let's get started."

      Colette happily worked through her yoga routine, stretching in front of the camera. And she found herself aching to show off for her followers every chance she got, especially when it came to her boobs. They were increasingly her best feature.
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      "Like, hi, everyone," Colette cooed, waving into the camera. There was no doubt about the kind of woman she now was. It went beyond her body. It was Colette's whole attitude, the way she carried herself, and the way she talked. "I'm, like, so happy you're all here to watch me."

      Colette stood in front of the camera, a hand on her hip. She wore a tight, blue crop top and a pair of denim shorts. That had previously been pants, but Colette had taken a pair of scissors to them and removed the legs. And more than just the legs. The shorts more closely resembled underwear, but they showed off her ample curves nicely.

      "And I wanted to give you all an update on how I'm, like, doing. It's been a week since I, like, last gave you an update. Lots of fun stuff has been happening to me and stuff. My hair has grown like a foot, which is, like, totally awesome."

      Colette flipped her long, blonde hair back over her shoulder. It was shiny and smooth and fell straight down her back. She was a vision of beauty.

      "But my boobies have gotten bigger, too. So that's, like, pretty cool. I'm, like, an F-cup now." To emphasize her breasts, Colette cupped the undersides of her tits and lifted them slightly, presenting them to the camera. She was clearly very proud of her breasts and her ability to display them.

      "And my ass is getting nice and juicy, too. Just look at that thing."

      Colette turned around and bent over. Her shorts rode up the back of her legs, exposing the lower curve of her ass cheeks. They were nice and round, with a subtle wobble to them. She wiggled her butt, showing off just how soft it had become.

      When Colette stood back up and faced the camera again, she blew her viewers a kiss. "And my lips are totally kissable now. And more. I met a guy at a bar last night and I totally sucked his cock and everything. It was super fun."

      Colette giggled at the memory.

      "He, like, loved how plump and pillowy my lips were and everything. And he was, like, so happy when he came down my throat. And I was, like, so happy to be able to do that for him. I never really was into the hook-up culture before, but I just couldn't help myself last night. I practically dragged him into the bathroom so I could blow him."

      She giggled again, shaking her head.

      "Just thinking about it makes me totally horny and stuff."

      Colette paused, a thoughtful look on her face. "But what was his name? It's like, totally on the tip of my tongue, but I can't think of it." She shrugged. "Oh well. I'm sure I'll remember later. He was, like, totally cute, though."

      She shrugged again, the thought already forgotten.

      "Wait, did I give all my new measurements?" Colette paused, her mouth open as she thought. "No. No, I don't think I did. Well, my boobies are an F-cup, but they're also, like, super sensitive. Mmm, they feel so good to play with and stuff. But my hips are thirty-six inches and my waist is twenty-two inches. And my hair is, like, a mile long. I don't even have to do anything special to keep it looking good. I just wash it and let it dry and it looks, like, amazing. I'm, like, really lucky or something."

      Colette paused again, biting her bottom lip as her thoughts returned to her latest sexual encounter. She licked her lips, salivating over the thought of sucking another cock.

      "Mmm, I really love having sex. I just feel so good after I, like, come. My brain goes all fuzzy and I can't stop smiling. It's the best. Oh, but I need to do, like, actual work or something. I totally forgot. Sorry, everyone."

      Colette giggled and waved at the camera. "Bye, everyone. Hope you're all having a fun day."

      And with a final wave, the video ended.

      Colette hurried to post her video to social media, not bothering to edit it. She never edited her videos, but the rawness was part of her appeal. Her fans knew they were getting an unfiltered and unedited version of the truth. But with each new video Colette posted, she heard more and more from others who were noticing changes in their bodies and their lives. And as much as Colette knew that a world full of bimbos and himbos would have problems, she loved having company in her own personal transformation.

      The one thing that Colette did not mention was how her life was falling apart. She was failing to meet her deadlines. She barely remembered any of the articles she had written. And her work was getting steadily worse and worse. It was a wonder she still had paying clients.

      At least Colette had a backup plan. Her online fans kept asking her if she had a fan site. They kept begging her to sell videos and pictures. She had not done so yet, but the idea was in the back of her mind. If she was going to be a bimbo, that seemed like something she could do. It would be a fun job and it would let her show off her body.

      "Plus," she said, "it's not like I'm smart enough to do anything else."

      The thought made her giggle. It was just too true. She might have once been smart, but now that seemed like a distant memory.

      "I'm a bimbo. I should, like, embrace my new life."

      With a smile, Colette got up from her computer and wandered into her bedroom. She had a bunch of boxes to unpack, having recently purchased a bunch of lingerie and sex toys.

      "Maybe I'll take some selfies."

      Her eyes lit up with excitement at the prospect.

      "Yeah. Selfies. I'll do that."

      Colette spent the next two hours trying on her new lingerie and taking pictures of herself. It was something easy for her brain to focus on, even with mounting deadlines. She never thought twice about whether or not she should be doing work instead. This was just so much easier to act like an attention-seeking slut.

      "And I'm, like, so good at it," she said, giggling at the thought. All it took was another flash of her camera and any remaining worries about her work deadlines just evaporated from her increasingly empty mind.

      "Selfies are, like, so fun."

      And the best part was that the more she did it, the easier it got.

      "I'm so smart for having, like, such a good idea."
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      Colette was horny. Very horny. She had been feeling that way for the past couple days, but it was getting worse and worse. She could not concentrate, she could not get anything done, and she could not even enjoy watching reality television that had come to dominate her viewing habits.

      "I need a man," she whined as she sat at her desk, trying to work. Except working was so difficult. She could barely remember how to type, let alone how to write. And her latest set of nails made typing difficult. The muscle memory of typing had completely failed her and she now resorted to a hunt and peck method that left her forgetting what word she was often trying to write.

      It was infuriating. And with the throbbing, aching need between her legs, she could barely concentrate on anything, let alone her work.

      However, the one thought that kept floating through Colette's head was her neighbor, Hunter. The two of them had always been friendly toward each other. In fact, it had been Hunter that had first alerted her to the truth of the contaminated water supply. She still silently thanked him every day for telling her. It not only helped prepare her for what proceeded to happen, but also allowed her to help others come to terms with the new reality.

      Even just a trip to the grocery store features a lot more tits and ass than before. Women's fashion was shifting to accommodate their new body types, and the men, well, they were going through a similar transformation. They were not getting curvier, per se, but they were certainly growing stronger, larger, and more muscular.

      It was a beautiful world that was slowly transforming. It was so sexy. But that only made Colette more aroused. And the more she thought about it, the more her mind drifted toward Hunter. He was strong and handsome and fit. The heat in her core bloomed into an inferno as she imagined him taking her, claiming her, fucking her, hard and fast.

      Colette could not take it anymore. She needed a cock inside her, and the man who had come to occupy her fantasies was Hunter. She did not care that she still had work to do. Work could wait. Colette had more pressing matters to attend to.

      "Hunter, please open the door," she whined as she knocked on his apartment door. "I need your cock."

      The desperation in Colette's voice was clear, even though the door. Her body was burning up with her arousal. She needed sex. She needed it now.

      "Hunter, I'm so horny." Her voice was a whimper, not loud enough to be heard through the door, but her asking for his cock was proof enough of how far she had fallen. The Colette of old would have had the self restraint to keep those words from her mouth, even if she thought them. But the new Colette had no such filter. Whatever was in her head inevitably came tumbling out, regardless of how coherent she sounded.

      She continued knocking until Hunter opened the door. He was dressed in a pair of jeans and a tight, white t-shirt. His brown hair was damp from the shower he had just taken.

      "Can I help you?" he asked, his lips turned up in a knowing smirk. He was playing it cool, although Colette was well past the point of caring. She was desperate and needy. She needed a man to satisfy her.

      "Please, Hunter," she whined, her voice sounding pitiful, even to her own ears. "I need your cock."

      There was an obvious tent in Hunter's pants as he considered her offer. He could not deny that Colette had a great body. It was only natural he would find her attractive, especially considering her recent physical changes. And he had gotten to see a lot from her from her garden yoga videos. He might not have actually stooped to follow her on social media, but he had watched her film them from his bedroom window.

      "Well, since you're begging," he said.

      "Thank you, Hunter," she nearly cried out with relief. "You're the best. Thank you."

      She stepped forward and pressed a kiss against his lips, her hands resting on his chest. Her nails dug into his shirt, pulling at him, keeping him close. She could not bear the thought of him backing out now.

      Hunter wrapped his arms around Colette and pulled her close. His hands roamed up and down her back before cupping her large globes of her ass, pulling her tighter against him. Somewhere in the movement of arms and tongues, Hunter managed to kick the door shut, sealing them both in the apartment.

      Colette was lost in the sensations of their embrace. Everything felt so good. Her whole body felt alive and electric. She had never felt so good before. There was no way she could possibly hold herself back. She was a ball of pent-up desire, desperate for release.

      Hunter's tongue invaded her mouth, taking control and leaving her at his mercy. Her pussy was soaked and the thin lace thong she wore was already sticking to her sex. And Hunter's erection pressing against her was like a beacon.

      He broke the kiss, a string of saliva connecting their lips together for a moment.

      "I want you naked," he said, his voice filled with lust and desire.

      Colette had once considered herself a smart and independent woman. She never would have taken such a statement from a man, no matter how much she wanted him. But that was before. Now, Hunter's words might as well have been an unbreakable order. Colette would have done anything he commanded of her.

      Without a word, Colette began pulling her top over her head, revealing her massive tits. She had kept growing from her last video, and with her struggle with numbers, she had yet to figure out what her new cup size actually was. Not that it mattered. Her tits were big and round, projecting off of her chest like two balloons.

      But as much as her breasts were her most notable feature, there was more to her. She was all curves and soft skin, a picture of femininity.

      Once her top was gone, Hunter was quick to reach for her shorts, his hands moving to the button on the front. They were tight and her skin was soft, but he still managed to undo the clasp. The top of her itty bitty thong came into view.

      "Maybe you shouldn't use that button anymore," Hunter whispered in her ear as his hand dipped down between her legs.

      "Mmm, yeah," Colette agreed, imagining how people would see her. It would be an even bigger invitation for sex. In her current state of mind, she could not see any downsides to further embracing her sexualized lifestyle.

      Hunter slipped his fingers beneath her waistband and pulled her shorts down, her panties coming along for the ride. He let the clothing fall to the floor and pushed her away from him.

      "Wow, you are hot," he said, staring at her. "No wonder you're getting so many followers."

      Colette blushed. She did not know what to say. She had always been proud of her intelligence, but now that it was gone, she was starting to see her looks as her best assets. That and her sexuality.

      "Get on your knees," he commanded.

      Colette immediately obeyed, dropping to the floor and looking up at Hunter. She knew exactly what he wanted from her, and she was eager to give it to him. Her hands worked his belt and his zipper, freeing his cock from the confines of his pants.

      She moaned in anticipation of sucking him, the throb of her pussy matching the pulse of his cock. And when she wrapped her lips around the head, her moan was echoed by his own.

      Colette's eyes fluttered closed and her head bobbed back and forth. She worked her tongue around the underside of his shaft, licking him as she sucked him. His dick tasted amazing.

      "Fuck," Hunter said. "You are a bimbo slut, aren't you?"

      Colette answered by opening the back of her throat to him, inviting him deeper. She could not get enough.

      "And those lips," Hunter added. "They were made for sucking cock."

      Colette moaned her agreement. It was true. She loved having her lips wrapped around his girthy cock. She could not believe she had been wasting her time working when she could have been doing this.

      Hunter's hands tangled in her long, blonde hair, guiding her movements. He pushed her further down his cock, making her take more of him.

      "You look so good sucking me," he said.

      Colette could barely breathe, her nose pressed into his pelvis. And as her lips slid up and down his shaft, her throat bulged out.

      "I'm gonna fuck your throat."

      Hunter's hands tightened in her hair and he took control. His hips pumped faster and harder, driving his cock deep down her throat, over and over again. The sounds of Colette gagging filled the air. It was not the most comfortable position, but she loved it.

      Her hands fell to her sides and then down between her legs, slipping her fingers into her pussy. She was soaked, her juices flowing freely.

      Hunter groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. His cock pulsed in her mouth and then exploded. Thick ropes of cum spurted into her mouth. The salty, sticky fluid splashed across her tongue as she swallowed it down as fast as she could. But there was just too much and his cum oozed out of the corners of her mouth.

      When Hunter was finally done, he let her go and pulled his cock out of her mouth. Colette gasped for air, but her fingers continued to pump in and out of her pussy. Her body was so wound up, it did not take much for her to come, her cries of pleasure echoing through the apartment.

      "Fuck, you're a hot bitch," Hunter said, looking down at her. "You look so fucking hot covered in cum."

      Colette was gasping for air, her hand covered in her own juices. Her body was slick with sweat and her heart pounded in her chest.

      "I... I..." Colette could barely form a coherent sentence, her mind was so jumbled and confused. But even through the haze of orgasm, she knew she was not yet satisfied. Her body still ached for more.

      "Do you want my cock?"

      Colette nodded. "Yes," she finally said, her voice a weak whisper.

      "I've never had a woman able to get two loads out of me, but damn if yours is keeping me hard."

      Colette looked at his erection. Even though she had just given him a blowjob and he had come in her mouth, he was still ready and raring to go. She could not believe her luck.

      Hunter grabbed her hand and helped her up to her feet. She wiped her face with her fingers, seeing the spilt cum and quickly sucking her fingers clean, enjoying a second taste of his manly seed.

      "Where do you want me to fuck you?" Hunter asked.

      "Wherever you want, baby," Colette cooed, a smile plastered across her face. "Any hole, anytime. It's yours."

      Hunter's hands grabbed her ass, giving her round cheeks a firm squeeze. Then he spun her around and shoved her against the back of the couch.

      "Spread your legs."

      Colette did as instructed, widening her stance. She braced herself on the back of the couch, her arms straight. Her hands curled over the edge. And her tits hanging down.

      Hunter's fingers found her dripping sex, pushing inside.

      "You're so wet."

      "I've been horny for days. I can't even get anything done for work. I think I'm, like, too stupid now. I'm just a dumb bimbo slut who needs cock."

      "So you don't care about being a bimbo?"

      "Not at all. I love it. Being a bimbo is, like, totally awesome."

      "What about being dumb? What do you think about that?"

      "It's super fun," Colette answered, her voice practically a moan. "Like, I'm, like, just so stupid, but it's, like, no big deal. I'm too dumb to worry and stuff. I can just totally enjoy being sexy and stuff. You don't have to be smart to be sexy. You just have to be willing."

      "And are you willing?"

      "Oh, totally," Colette replied, nodding her head enthusiastically. "I'd be the sexiest bimbo on the block."

      "You mean the world?"

      "Yeah, that, too. Whatever."

      Hunter removed his fingers from her pussy, causing Colette to whine with frustration. He moved his hand toward her face. As soon as his fingers were near her lips, she started to suck on them, unable to stop herself.

      "Do you like the taste of yourself?"

      "Mmm-hmm," Colette answered, her mouth still full of her fingers.

      "That's a good bimbo," Hunter said. "It's about time you accept what's happening."

      "Totally," Colette agreed.

      "Now get ready. I'm going to fuck you."

      Colette's whole body quivered in anticipation. She could not wait.

      Hunter placed the head of his cock against her opening and then slowly pushed forward. Her lips parted easily for him and his shaft glided deep inside. She was tight, her pussy like a velvety glove for his cock, but her wetness meant there was no resistance.

      "Fuck, you feel good."

      "You do, too," Colette answered. "Oh, yes, that feels so good."

      Hunter's hands grabbed her hips and he began thrusting. His pace was slow and measured, drawing out the experience, teasing them both.

      "More," Colette begged.

      "Beg for it."

      "Please, fuck me," she whined. "Please. Please, fuck me. I'm so horny. I need your cock. Fuck me, please. Oh, Hunter, you're the best. You've got the biggest cock I've ever seen. Please fuck me."

      Her words came out as a string, the thoughts barely connected in any meaningful way. She just said whatever popped into her mind, hoping that Hunter would comply with her request. And he did.

      Hunter's hips pumped faster, driving his cock deep into her. With each thrust, Colette's large tits swung back and forth. The couch shook, the legs scraping against the floor.

      Colette screamed. There was no longer any thought about who might hear her. There was no concern for the downstairs neighbors. All she could focus on was the feeling of his thick cock driving in and out of her.

      Hunter fucked her harder, his grip on her hips tightening. His grunts were animalistic. It was all so primal, like two animals rutting in the wild.

      "Fuck, you're tight," Hunter groaned. "You feel amazing."

      "Your cock feels, like, so good inside me."

      "Oh, yeah?"

      "Oh, yes. Mmm, Hunter, please. I need to cum."

      "Beg for it. Tell me what a slut you are."

      "Oh, I'm a slut. I'm a slutty, bimbo, fuck doll. Fuck me. Use my holes. They're yours. Do whatever you want with me. I'm a stupid, ditzy bimbo who's only good for being sexy and sucking cock and getting fucked. Mmm, Hunter, you're so smart and handsome and sexy. And your cock is the best."

      "It's better than anything you've ever had before, isn't it?"

      Colette was past the point of actually being able to consider such things. Her memory was shot. So were her reasoning skills. Her entire world had become what she experienced in the moment. There was no consideration of the past or the future. There was just the now. And in the now, she was getting fucked by a big cock.

      "You're going to be a good little bimbo for me, aren't you?" Hunter asked.

      "Yes," she answered. "I'll be your good bimbo. Your dumb bimbo."

      "Who is nothing without a cock inside her?"

      "Me. I'm nothing without a cock. I'm a stupid bimbo who needs a man to tell her what to do. My body is yours. You can use it however you want. I'm nothing more than a sex toy."

      "Do you like being my sex toy?"

      "Yes. Oh, yes. Please, Hunter. Use me. Make me your sex toy."

      "And you're going to help me get lots of sex from other women, right? You're going to be a good little wing girl for me, aren't you?"

      "Yes. Anything you want. Just keep fucking me."

      "Beg for it."

      "Please, Hunter, please," she nearly screamed. "Fuck me. I need to cum. Please, let me cum. I'm, like, a total bimbo whore and, like, I need to cum. Please. I'll do anything."

      "Beg harder."

      "Fuck me, Hunter. Please, fuck me. Oh, your cock feels so good. I'm, like, your fuck doll and I need to be fucked. My bimbo holes need to be fucked. Please, give me a hot load. Fill me up. Fucking breed me if you want. Just keep fucking me."

      Hunter could not take it anymore. His hips pistoned back and forth. Colette's eyes rolled up in her head as she lost herself in the sensations. She came, her screams filling the air. And then Hunter came, too. His cum spurted deep inside her, filling her with his seed.

      "That's a good bimbo," Hunter said, his breath coming out in ragged gasps.

      Not that Colette could hear him. She was lost to the waves of pleasure that now flowed through her in waves. The euphoric ecstasy was overwhelming. And yet, even though she could not respond, her body responded by orgasming again. It was the best she had felt in her entire life.

      At some point, it had all ended. Colette sat curled up on Hunter's couch, his blanket pulled over her naked body. He had gone into the kitchen to get her some water, but Colette could not stop smiling. She was so happy.

      "I'm a bimbo," she said to herself. "I'm a stupid bimbo. But I'm happy."

      "Good," Hunter said, coming into the room and sitting next to her. He had a glass of water for her.

      "Thanks," she said, accepting the drink. "That was, like, the best sex ever."

      "Don't worry, there will be more of that in the future. And we still need to break you in completely. Your tits and your ass both need to get fucked."

      "Really?"

      "Sure," Hunter said. "I wouldn't lie to you."

      "Okay." Colette paused, her head tilted slightly as she tried to process everything. She was happy, but she still did not have the brainpower to figure everything out.

      "How are you doing?" Hunter asked.

      "Good." Colette smiled. "Like, really good."

      "Do you have any regrets?"

      "Oh, no," Colette answered. "Being a bimbo is the best. It's totally fun. I don't have to worry about anything. I'm just a stupid, ditzy bimbo and everything is fine. Like, why did I ever care about being smart?"

      Hunter laughed, amused by the turn of events. He had always thought his neighbor was uptight and boring. But the woman sitting next to him, her hair a mess and her tits trying to break free from beneath the blanket he had covered her with, was anything but boring.

      "I'm glad to hear that."

      "But how come you aren't turning into a himbo? Are you, like, not drinking enough water or something?"

      "Well, we're all changing at different rates," Hunter explained. "Some people are changing more slowly than others. But I don't know how much I'll change. I was probably already on the himbo spectrum before all of this." It was only part of a lie. Hunter had been a gym bro at one point in his life. Now he just needed to maintain his physique, but there were plenty of people who looked at him and might think he was all brawn and no brains. He might not have been as smart as Colette used to be, but he had somehow persuaded her that the water was contaminated with bimbofying chemicals. But she was far too dumb to understand the truth now. Her body's response to believing there were chemicals turning her into a bimbo had set her transformation in motion.

      "You're so smart, Hunter," Colette said as she rested her head on his muscular shoulder. "I'm, like, so lucky to have you."

      "I'm lucky to have you, too." He wrapped his arm around her, pulling her in close. "You're going to be my sexy bimbo and help me get laid."

      "Like, totally," she said, giggling.

      "So tell me, do you regret any of this?"

      "No, not at all. This is, like, totally amazing."

      "So no regrets."

      "None."

      "Good."

      The pair fell silent for a moment. Hunter was content to have such a beautiful, dumb bimbo next to him. He would get to fuck her whenever he wanted. And she would actively recruit other women to fuck him, too. It was the best of both worlds.

      "Actually, I do have one regret, though," she said, breaking the silence.

      "What's that?"

      "That I didn't let you fuck me sooner."

      "Well, you'll make up for that in the future. Trust me. And the future is going to be amazing."

      "I can't wait."

      And the pair sat there on the couch, happy and content with their lives. Colette could not imagine a better outcome. Why would she want to be smart and a successful writer when she could just be hot and dumb and get fucked all the time? She had come to understand that being a bimbo might just be the best thing ever.
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