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      Please enjoy this special collection of seven Halloween themed bimbo transformation stories. Six of the stories originally appeared on Patreon. They have since been edited and expanded for print.

      Bimbo Halloween also includes a brand new story, titled Halloween on the Bimbo Ward. This story takes place in the Bimbo Ward universe and includes characters from other Bimbo Ward books. However, no other knowledge of the Bimbo Ward series is needed to understand and enjoy.
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      A new town and a new group of friends. That was Fairview for Eleanor.

      Moving to Fairview had not been Eleanor's plan. She had imagined staying in the big city and raising a family with the man who she had agreed to marry.

      The marriage was still set to happen, but the location had changed. Eleanor's fiancé had been offered a job too good to turn down. It required they move to the sleepy little burg known as Fairview.

      Eleanor's first impression of the town was that it looked as if it had sprung up out of nowhere. After what felt like an hour driving through a dense forest, suddenly she and Elliott had found themselves in an idyllic little town. Outside of the local school and a few small businesses, the main employer in Fairview was a factory. It was the same factory where Elliott would be working as a manager.

      Eleanor had no idea what the factory produced. Elliott had been sworn to secrecy by the most stringent of non-disclosure agreements. It was more than his job that was on the line should he break it.

      Eleanor understood her fiancé's dilemma. She had no plans to get him fired, no matter how curious she was. And it was hard not to be curious. The smoke stacks from the factory could be seen from everywhere in Fairview. It was the one blight on the landscape.

      Always a personable woman, it did not take long for Eleanor to begin making friends. It turned out many wives and fiancées were new to town. The factory had gone through a major hiring initiative, bringing many new families to Fairview.

      “I’m bored,” Eleanor complained to Elliott a few weeks after arriving in Fairview. “I’ve unpacked everything and there’s nothing for me to do. There aren’t even any jobs.”

      “You could try applying at the factory,” Elliott offered. “But it’s not like we need the money. You could do something else, like a start a club. I’m sure there are other women in town that feel the same way that you do.”

      And that was exactly what Eleanor did. She started off at the factory. She had spent hours fixing up her resumé, only to have the factory HR department turn her down before they even looked at it. Presumably it went straight into the trash.

      That led Eleanor to spearhead the Fairview Women’s Group. It turned out Elliott was right. There were many bored women in Fairview. It seemed the recent series of new hires at the factory were all men with wives, fiancées, or steady girlfriends and there were few, if any, jobs available in town. That meant Eleanor’s Fairview Women’s Group became a surefire hit.

      The group meetings quickly became a combination of a book club and organizing activism around local issues, especially the lack of job market for women. Eleanor found the book club portions of the meeting the most fun. It was a chance to relax and talk about literature. Having been an English literature major in college, she missed having in depth conversations about books. The activism was more of a necessity. It seemed as if every part of Fairview had been designed in he 1950’s or even earlier. The local bakery served men before women, even if a woman was there first. It was like that everywhere: preferential treatment for the men.

      “To start today’s meeting,” Eleanor said, addressing the group of a dozen or so women, “I was hoping Jan might tell us the reason she selected this month’s book.” Since the group began meeting, the women took turns choosing a book every month. This month’s book had been selected by Jan.

      Jan was among the group regulars. She had been the first to join and it was her energy that drove much of the activism the Fairview Women’s Group undertook. However, something was different during this particular meeting. After missing the previous week’s meeting—something that had never happened before—Jan returned looking remarkably different than she had two weeks prior. It was almost like she was an entirely different person.

      Jan had a fiery personality with strongly held beliefs of female power and strength. After several months in Fairview, she had been considering divorcing her husband, wanting to leave Fairview and return to the city. Eleanor felt similar at times, missing the city life she had known, but she was not about to break her engagement with Eliott. She loved him.

      With Jan, it seemed her fiery personality had been channeled into her hair. She had been a brunette before, but when she returned, she sported long and vibrant red hair. However, the big change was Jan’s breasts. Where once they were a well-proportioned part of her womanly body, the new Jan sported large breasts hat sat so unnaturally on her chest that it looked like she could set drinks on them.

      Jan looked down at the book in her hands with a confused look on her face. “I have no idea why I chose this book,” she eventually said. “I didn’t even read it. I’ve been much to busy caring for my husband’s sexual needs. He is voracious.”

      All the women in the room turned red. All except Jan, that is. She was proud of her husband’s virility and wanted to share with anyone who would listen.

      The meeting continued with the other women ignoring Jan. For her part, Jan did not seem to mind. She seemed to content to sit there with a smile on her face as she quietly hummed to herself.

      If it had just been the changes to Jan, the Fairview Women’s Group could have continued mostly unimpeded. One member turning herself into a complete bimbo could not derail the entire group. The problem was Jan was not the only woman to change.

      After Jan, it was Megan. Then it was Rochelle. One by one, the women in the women's group began to change, becoming dumb, docile bimbos who were more interested in pleasing their men than doing anything for themselves. It was so easy to predict what would happen. As soon as a woman missed a meeting it was clear what would happen. When she returned all she wanted to talk about was sex and shopping. The problem was the number of women wanting to just. Talk about sex and shopping was growing.

      Eleanor just about reached her breaking point when half of the group had succumbed to whatever it was that had changed them. She could not understand how so many strong women completely changed their beliefs overnight.

      It did not take much longer for Eleanor to begin to suspect the factory was the cause. She had no idea what they made there, but she was sure it was not a coincidence that only men worked there. The factory had no female employees. And as leader of the Fairview Women’s Group, she needed to do something for the remaining non-bimbo members. Activism could come later, but first she needed information.

      Elliott was deep asleep when Eleanor made her move. She quickly dressed in an all-black outfit, including a black knit hat to hide her blonde hair. Her plan was simple. She was going to break into the factory and get to the bottom of what was happening to the women in Fairview.

      Considering the supposed security around employee disclosures, Eleanor was surprised to find the physical onsite security to be lacking. The factory barely had an adequate camera security system, let alone any security staff, at least as far as Eleanor could tell.

      The locks were another security embarrassment. It took little effort to use the rudimentary lock picking skills she had learned in the summer before her freshman year of college from a boyfriend at the time. If she remembered correctly, he was now serving time in prison for a caper he pulled shortly after they broke up. Her involvement with him had mostly been about rebellion, but she had learned a few useful skills from him.

      Once inside, it did not take Eleanor long to find the main factory floor. There were machines of all sorts sprawled throughout the large space, machines Eleanor never could have imagined a purpose for. None of them seemed to be operating at the moment, but the assembly line was still full.

      “They're life sized dolls," Eleanor said to herself. At least that was what they appeared to be. It seemed like such a strange thing to build in a factory that essentially supported a town.

      Eleanor walked between the large machines, her eyes flitting back and forth, mainly at the different doll models. Each one appeared to be unique. Despite the use of the assembly line, each doll looked different from the next. Seeing so many life-like dolls simply sitting on an assembly line gave Eleanor a chill. There was something about them that unnerved her.

      Suddenly Eleanor froze. One of the dolls had an uncanny resemblance to herself. Her face was nearly identical, although the doll version of herself had much larger lips. The rest of the doll was thoroughly over sexualized with large round breasts, a tiny waist, and a plump bubble butt..

      Standing there, Eleanor could feel her fight or flight instinct begin to take hold. With no one to fight, she fled, running through the factory toward where she thought the exit was. Eleanor ran across the expansive factory floor, using every ounce of endurance and strength she could manage, wanting—no needing—to escape.

      However, rather than find the same door she had entered through, Eleanor found another door leading to a room that left her more scared than ever. It looked like a hospital ward. Rows of beds along each wall, many of them filled with sleeping patients, each of them hooked up to an I.V. and a breathing apparatus.

      "Here you are, Eleanor," came a voice from behind her.

      Eleanor turned frantically to find several men standing in the doorway into the room she had just entered. Among the men was her fiancé, Elliott.

      "Who are these people?" Eleanor asked.

      "You should know," the same man said. "They used to be your friends."

      Eleanor took a closer look at the person in the nearest bed. Her face turned white at the sight before her. It was Jan, the Jan she had known from before. This Jan did not feature the same enhancements that the one walking around out in Fairview had. This Jan was the original.

      Eleanor looked down the row of beds to see her former friends and Fairview Women’s Group members. All the women who had been changed were there.

      "What did you do to all of them?" Eleanor asked, trying to hide the panic in her voice. She glanced to the other side of the room, but found only a wall. There was one exit and it was blocked by the men.

      "We replaced them," the man said. "What man wants a real woman when they can have a personalized bimbo at their beck and call?"

      "And now it's your turn," Elliott said. "I'm sorry, Eleanor, but everyone will be much happier with Ellie out on the streets of Fairview and in our bed. She will look great in her wedding dress too."

      Eleanor felt as if the bottom of the world had fallen out beneath her. Even Elliott was in on this. He had lied to her, hidden his true feelings. He did not want her, he wanted some over-sexed bimbo version of her that would do his every bidding.

      The men advanced on Eleanor. She considered trying to flee, but she was soon surrounded. She could have fought and screamed. She could have tried to inflict as much damage on the men before they captured her. But she knew that would be useless. Her only option was to submit.

      "What's going to happen to me?" Eleanor asked, tears beginning to streak her face.

      "You're just going to take a nice long nap," Elliott said. "And your dreams will be amazing. You have to trust me. I love you and this is for the best."

      And the truth was, Eleanor did trust Elliott. Despite his massive betrayal of her, she still trusted him.

      Eleanor did not struggle as they led her to the nearest empty bed. It was not long before they had her hooked up to an I.V. and had placed a respirator mask over her face.

      She tried to stay awake. She still had so many questions. But then Eleanor's eyelids started to feel heavy. They were so hard to keep open. And the fact was, Eleanor did feel good. In that moment before she fell asleep, she felt more content than she ever had before.

      When Ellie showed up at the next Fairview Women’s Group meeting, she had made sure to look her absolute best. Her long blonde hair hung down to her ass. Her breasts were well displayed in a fitted blouse with a deep neckline. Her skirt was both tight and short, highlighting her plump ass. She walked in six-inch heels as if she were gracefully walking on clouds.

      Ellie’s first night at home with her fiancé was one she never wanted to forget. Somehow she found herself on her knees. It felt so natural to her. And it felt even better when she finally had Elliott’s cock in her mouth. This was how life was supposed to be.

      Later, after swallowing her first of many delicious loads of cum, was on hands and knees on the bed, shaking her plump behind at Elliott, enticing him to fuck his bimbo. The moment his shaft was splitting her open, Ellie’s eyes rolled up into her head as she was inundated with pleasure. She had never known sex could feel this good. No wonder all her bimbo friends wanted to talk about sex all the time. Sex with Elliott was the best thing ever.

      With each stroke of Elliott’s cock inside of her, Ellie could feel her brain shutting down. Who needed smarts when being sexy felt so good. And there was no doubt the new Ellie was sexy. She felt like she was pure sex in heels.

      When Elliott finally buried himself inside of her, shooting his wondrous seed into her waiting channel, Ellie lost all sense of herself. Her vision turned white as wave after glorious wave of pleasure washed over and through her as she collapsed onto the bed, her ass still pointing skyward. As far as Ellie was concerned, the only thing that could make her life better was to finally say get to say “I do.” And the wedding dress would look great with her big boobs.

      When Ellie walked into the next Fairview Women’s Group meeting, the reactions to her new look were mixed. Jan and the other bimbos tittered and cooed over their new friend. The other women, whom Ellie thought were rather boring, could only glare. The group was made up of more bimbos now than regular women.

      "Okay, girls," Ellie said to start the meeting. “Books are boring. I have a much better idea. Let’s share about our favorite sex toys.” The Fairview Women’s Group meetings were about to get a lot more fun.
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      It was pretty common for people to mistake Myranda for being a slut. It had been a normal occurrence all her life. But as Myranda entered adulthood, she learned something else about herself. She was not just a witch. She was a sexy witch.

      Most of the year, Myranda stood out. Her tight clothes hugging her well-endowed body and her witch's hat made her stand out. Her clothing style was just as much a part of her as was the magic that flowed through her veins.

      One would think Myranda would enjoy the Halloween season. After all, she finally managed to fit in. No one would question her witch look. They would think she was simply dressed in costume. However, it seemed as if there was always someone who had a problem with who she was.

      "That's the best you can do?" said a random woman on the street as she and Myranda crossed paths. "All you can manage is a slutty witch?"

      It was pretty common for people to mistake Myranda for being a slut. It had been a normal occurrence ever since her breasts grew past the single letter sizes. And Myranda was by no means a slut. She had a steady boyfriend with whom she was regularly intimate with, but she did not do anything outside of their relationship.

      Myranda took a moment to look the woman up and down. She looked plain enough, even if she held a bitchy sneer on her face. Had Myranda simply been a woman dressing up as a sexy witch, she probably would have simply ignored the woman and continued on her way. However, Myranda really was a sexy witch and that gave her a few more options.

      "Sexy witch," Myranda said. "And it's not a costume, you stupid bimbo."

      The woman appeared scandalized, as if Myranda had no right to counter the insults she had thrown at the sexy witch.

      But Myranda was not content to just leave the woman be. She had magic at her disposal and she was going to use it to make the woman pay for her insult and poor attitude.

      Myranda mentally gathered her magic as she pictured the plain woman in an entirely different light. In her mind, she saw the woman as the stupid bimbo she had called her, beautiful, but dumb as a rock. Of course, with it being the Halloween season, Myranda made sure the woman was dressed in costume too.

      Once the magic necessary for the woman's transformation had been built up, Myranda released it, sending it out from her finger tips. The magic appeared as a purple glow that soon enveloped the woman.

      "What's happening?" the woman asked, her voice already growing higher pitched. The expression on the woman’s face turned to confusion and then to fear. This was not supposed to be possible. Magic was not real. Or so the woman thought. She was about to get a valuable lesson in what is real and what is fiction.

      The woman’s body reformed with long blonde hair, large enhanced lips and breasts. She was clearly someone who worked out, especially targeting her ass. Her tight curves would catch the eye of many men and be the envy of many women.

      Then the woman's clothes reformed as well. Instead of the plain sweatshirt and jeans she had paired with athletic shoes, she now wore a cropped black top that showed off her expansive cleavage and the sparkling jewelry hanging from her navel, a leopard print pair of leggings that showed off all the work she had put in at the gym and a pair of high-heeled platform shoes that made her totter and mince about.

      But in Myranda's opinion, the icing on the cake was the costume add-ons. The woman now sported a cat ears headband, little whiskers drawn onto her cheeks and a black tail clipped to the back waistband of her leggings.

      "What's your costume?" Myranda asked the woman when her magic had finished its work.

      "I'm a slutty kitty, because my name is Kitty and I'm a slut," the woman said with a giggle.

      "Yes you are," Myranda said as she stood there and smiled, admiring her work. “You’re quite the bimbo now, aren’t you?”

      It took Kitty a moment to answer, but when she did, she stuck out her chest with pride. “Yeppers,” she said cheerily. “I’m a stupid slutty bimbo.”

      Myranda laughed at her creation. “Yes, yes you are,” she said.

      But Kitty had stopped paying attention. She simply continued to stand there. Her eyes appeared glassy and unfocused, as if she was not fully aware of the world around her, lost in her own little fantasies.

      "Happy Halloween," Myranda finally said before she continued on her way. She had had her fun.

      Myranda was almost halfway down the block when she heard Kitty exclaim behind her, "You too, I mean, Happy Halloween."

      Myranda chuckled to herself as she left the bimbo behind. She had no specific love for bimbos, but Myranda figured Kitty would enjoy herself more as a bimbo. The rest of the world would too. The women she had been before had been a bitch. Bimbos were better than bitches in Myranda’s eyes.
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      Myranda the Sexy Witch was simply minding her own business. She was waiting in the reception area of a large office building, there to meet with upper management about using her magical services.

      Myranda operated a successful magic for hire business, one that both provided for her, but also gave her the opportunity to perform magical research using proper facilities. Working on the cutting edge meant there was danger, but much of that could be mitigated by working in a state of the art magic laboratory.

      “What’s up, baby?” said some random guy passing by.

      Myranda looked up from the magazine she had picked up off of the side table, finding a man wearing some kind of uniform. His hands looked dirty. Whatever his job, he used his hands a lot.

      He was the type of guy Myranda was used to ignoring. He was a pig and there was nothing that would change him. Or almost nothing. Myranda could use her magic to change him, but as it stood, he did not seem worth her time.

      “You look like you want some of this,” the man continued, indicating the bulge in his pants. It was a crude and completely inappropriate thing to say. He had crossed a line and it was not something Myranda was going to put up with.

      Myranda stared straight into the man’s eyes as she set down her magazine. She then pushed herself to her feet, the whole time never breaking eye contact.

      “Is that how you speak to strange women?” Myranda asked in a severe voice. She was not someone to be trifled with, whether the man knew it or not. But she figured she would give him one last chance to back down and to apologize.

      “You’re hot,” the man pressed on. “And you look like you need a guy to plow you real hard.”

      Inwardly, Myranda was shaking her head at how stupid and pigheaded the man was. Or at least, that was her rational thought. Because deep inside her a fire of rage burned. This man needed to be punished. He needed to learn his lesson.

      Myranda could feel her magical energies building before she had even decided how to react to this man. But it did not take long for her to settle on turning him into the kind of woman he seemed to think she was: a complete slut who only looked at men as the source for her next cock.

      “You are quite the ass,” Myranda said. “Luckily, I have just the solution for you.”

      The man simply stood there, looking dumbfounded. Myranda’s response did not seem to be the one he had expected, assuming he had expected one at all.

      “What’s your name?” Myranda asked as she began to focus her magical energy.

      “Donny,” the man said proudly.

      “Yeah, that’s not going to work after this. I think Dani is a much more appropriate name for a cock-addicted slut like you.”

      Before Donny had a chance to respond, Myranda held out her hands and sent a wave of magic across the few feet between them. Donny became surrounded by a purple glow that left him frozen in place.

      Myranda’s magic began to work quickly. The once imposing Donny began to lose his height and muscle mass. His body shrank down, becoming small and feminine.

      As Donny’s body changed, so too did his uniform. His pants merged together and retreated up his legs, turning into a short skirt that showed off his now thin feminine legs. His button down work short tightened around his thinning body, turning into a vest that left both a large swath of skin visible on his chest and again around his waist.

      Had Donny been able to move, his face would have shown his absolute terror. The power he had previously held by him being large and intimidating was already gone. That had been the only thing he had going for him and what had allowed him to be such an asshole to everyone he met, especially to women.

      Once Myranda’s magic had started its work on expanding Donny’s chest to give him two nice big and round tits and to turn his cock inward, becoming a wet and sensitive pussy, Myranda was already starting to make inroads into Donny’s mind.

      It would not work to turn such a chauvinist pig into a hot woman without also changing his mind, forcing him to act the part that he assumed all other women played.

      The trick was turning Donny into Dani, but to keep some part of Donny locked away inside. He would simply be a passenger inside of Dani, forced to watch and experience everything, but unable to affect the world around him or any of Dani’s actions. He would be a prisoner in his own body as Dani sucked and fucked her way through life.

      This was not Myranda’s first time punishing a man in this way. She knew that dressing as the sexy witch that she was, some people felt she was inviting such poor behaviors on herself. But the simple fact was, the problem did not lie in how Myranda chose to present herself, but in the people, especially men, who felt they had a right to treat her as something less than a person.

      When the transformation was complete, Myranda stood back to admire her work. The once tall and masculine Donny was no more. In his place was the small and slutty Dani, whose only thoughts revolved around the next guy she was going to suck or fuck. That was how she lived, jumping from one-night-stand to one-night-stand, getting guys to buy her clothes and jewelry. She did not even pay rent regularly, finding it far more desirable to trade sexual favors in exchange for a place to stay from her landlord.

      Dani paid Myranda no further attention as she made her way out of the office building. She had just been visiting one of her male friends. He liked a lunchtime tryst every now and then. In exchange, he let Dani use his credit card for a couple hours. For Dani, that was just a bonus.

      Myranda, meanwhile, returned to her seat and took a moment to rearrange her large breasts in her low cut dress. They always seemed to get jostled when she performed complex magic.

      Additionally, Myranda needed to take a quick breather before she performed whatever magic her latest client required. She needed to build her magical energy reserves back up. But she was sure the client would be satisfied with her work. After all, Myranda the Sexy Witch had the most lucrative magic practice in town.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Return of the Sexy Witch

          

        

      

    

    
      Ashley always put a lot of money into her Halloween costumes. She put a lot of money into her appearance in general. But not the effort. If she had to lift a finger, she was not interested.

      When it came time for Halloween, Ashley opted to go as a vampire. She bought fake fangs that looked surprisingly real. She coupled that with expensive jewelry and clothes. If she were undead and had amassed a fortune, she would of course look fantastic.

      Anyone who saw Ashley in her vampire costume would have seen it was missing one thing. She really needed a little blood at the corner of her mouth to complete the bloodthirsty look. However, Ashley did not like the sight of blood and refused to use it.

      Despite Ashley's decision to not complete her costume, she still felt in the right to judge other people for the thoroughness of their costumes. And that was what brought her into Myranda the Sexy Witch's cross hairs.

      "You expect people to believe you are a slutty witch with that getup?" Ashley spit at the sight of Myranda at the Halloween party.

      For Myranda, she was simply at the party at the request of a friend.  She generally disliked Halloween for the very reason that she now faced. People assumed that her being a sexy witch meant she was dressing up as a slutty witch, something that frequently seemed frowned upon.

      This time it was Ashley who felt the need to judge Myranda for what was actually a lack of a costume. This was simply how Myranda dressed in her day-to-day life.

      A dark fire welled up inside of Myranda as she began to seethe with anger. How dare such a stupid woman judge her so? Clearly a lesson needed to be taught.

      "I'll give you one chance to apologize before you face the consequences," Myranda said. She was sure this woman would not back down, but she wanted to show that she was not without mercy in front of her friend's guests. Although Myranda felt slightly less affectionate toward her friend since apparently her friend was also friends with Ashley.

      Ashley scoffed at the idea of apologizing. She was not the kind of person to apologize, partly because she was convinced she was never wrong.

      "Don't say I didn't warn you," Myranda said as she began to summon her magical energies.

      Ashley looked on in disbelief as she nearly laughed at Myranda. The whole situation seemed comical. And in her mind, it was Myranda who needed to be taught a lesson about not getting in the way of her betters.

      But that look quickly turned to surprise when a purple light shot out from Myranda's finger tips and surrounded Ashley. The blonde had been caught completely unawares as her body began to shift and change.

      In actuality, little needed to change on Ashley's body. Myranda made slight changes, tweaking Ashley's nose and reshaping her lips. It was all minor. That is with the exception of Ashley's breasts. The mounds of silicone that formed inside Ashley's body would forever label them as tits. At their new size, a word as clinical as breasts simply did not fit.

      And Ashley’s tits pushed obscenely at her top, making visible a long line of deep cleavage. People would forever more find themselves talking to her tits rather than to her face.

      The final change came to Ashley's mind. This new version would not need the intelligence or sense of superiority that had been a staple in the previous model. In their place would be a love of all people and an understanding that she was simply an idiot.

      It was only later that night on Myranda's way home from the party that she began to wonder if all the people she turned into bimbos were actually happier with their new selves and how much her actions really served as punishment.

      After all, Ashley seemed to be having a much better time after Myranda worked her magic on her. She did not even mind losing her costume in the whole transformation process. And to be honest, Myranda had not seen much of Ashley for the rest of the party. She seemed to have set up shop in one of the bedrooms upstairs where party guests could enjoy a break from the party with her. Ashely was still up there when Myranda finally left the party.

      Regardless if the men and women she changed were happier now that they were bimbos, Myranda figured there was one less asshole in the world. Although she was sure Ashley would eventually find a love for anal, just like she seemed to love almost everything else now. On the whole, fewer assholes and more bimbos seemed like an improvement.

      The lesson remained, however, if you are an asshole, watch out for Myranda the Sexy Witch.
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      I believe I have the strangest job in the world. Now, don’t get me wrong. I know there are many strange jobs in the world, but I really do believe that mine is not only strange, but completely unique.

      You have likely heard of grim reapers: people who go around retrieving the souls of the recently dead. Well, I don’t do that. Death is icky.

      I am a brain reaper. It is my job to go around and retrieve the brain power of people, turning them into bimbos and himbos. Everyday I get a list of names, only a few at a time, and it is my job to take the brain power of the people on my list.

      Bimbos are my specialty. Not that they are particularly difficult. I just come up to them and find some way to touch them. Handshakes work well, although any kind of contact works. However, consent is important.

      I will admit, I do enjoy watching the intelligence drain from the women’s eyes. In only a couple seconds, their whole world changes. One moment they could be a doctor or a lawyer or a professor and the next they haven’t got a thought in their head.

      Sadly, that can often be the last time I see them. I mean, I have no reason to follow up with the people I reap. I take their brain power and go on my way. That’s what I’m paid for. It’s just the job.

      However, occasionally I do get to see the people I reap again, just in passing. It is amazing the adaptations people will make.

      There was a woman I came across recently. When I reaped her, she went by Andrea. She was a reasonably attractive woman to begin with, although she gave the impression of being rather plain. She had been studying for the bar exam when I reaped her.

      Admittedly, she had been a tricky one to reap. When I went to introduce myself, she stared at my offered hand as if I might be diseased or was unfit to touch her. In some ways, that might be true. After all, rather than work a real job, I go around keep people from being too smart for their own good. At least that’s how I tend to think about it.

      In the case of Andrea, after the simple introduction failed, I turned toward more manipulative means to make contact. Taking a lesson from the great fall down kings and queens of the world, I literally arranged to slip and fall in front of her as she left the library for the night. Looking up at Andrea from the ground, my backside aching from the hard contact with the ground, it looked like she might just step over me and keep going. Thankfully, her better nature kicked in and she bent down to check on me.

      “Thank you so much,” I said, reaching up to take her hand. “I am such a clumsy oaf sometimes. Please forgive me for falling in your path.”

      “Are you sure you’re all right?” she asked before the brain drain kicked in. She wasn’t as talkative after that. Watching the intelligence drain from her eyes more than made up for the bruising I would suffer.

      After I had regained my feet, Andrea found herself standing there at the front of the library looking lost. Given her new disposition, the library had become a foreign place to her and she didn’t know what to do with herself. It took little prompting on my part to send her home.

      When I saw Andrea again, it was almost a year later. I hardly recognized her. Had I not stared up into her eyes as I drained her brain, I would not have recognized her. But I did recognize her eyes.

      The rest of her, however, was completely different. Her brown hair had been dyed a bright platinum blonde, her plain clothes had been replaced with barely there club wear that left nothing to the imagination, her black flats had been replaced by tall platform heels, and her small breasts had been replaced with large round silicone implants.

      The woman now went by the name Andi. She clearly had not passed her bar exam, assuming she even sat for it. Andi’s interests had transferred from law to more carnal pleasures. She simply lacked the willpower to say no to her body’s desires. Without her overwhelming intelligence holding her back, she had blossomed into a sexy bimbo who had come to terms with her place in the world. From what I could tell, she was clearly enjoying herself.

      As much as I love my job, I will admit it is rare for me to sample the results of my work. After all, the bimbofication process usually does not start until after I have parted ways with my marks. I have, on occasion, been lucky enough to get a blow job from a bimbo I have created, but those instances are rare.

      With Andi, I did try to catch her eye as she shook her ass on the dance floor of the club I found her in. I would have happily taken her home for the night. But she was far too caught up in the moment to notice me. I doubted she would even remember me. They rarely did. Memory retention around the time of reaping was often poor.

      Not that I had much time to play with Andi, had she noticed me. I was not in the club by chance. There was a bachelorette party that I needed to find. The bride-to-be was also a bimbo-to-be. I was on the clock. However, I loved seeing Andi and I was glad that she was happy with her life. Knowing of the happiness I bring people keeps my job satisfaction high.

      A part of me wants to tell you that it is completely plausible that we may meet in a professional capacity someday in the future, but the simple fact is, part of my job is to make sure the people I reap don’t see me coming.

      Nonetheless, should we meet in the future, I guarantee you will enjoy your new life. For the people I reap, I am certain that ignorance truly is bliss.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Tinder Date

          

        

      

    

    
      Lex finally broke down and joined the online dating world. She had struck out enough times in the normal routine of her life, she knew something had to change. Why was it she always attracted the skeevy guys?

      Not that Lex expected more from online dating, but it would at least expand the selection of men she could choose from.

      Of course, meeting a guy for the first time after a week or two of chatting on Tinder still felt scary. It was so easy for the guy in question to completely lie. What if he was just as bad as all of Lex's other bad dates in the past?

      That was why Lex decided to bring the guy as a date to a Halloween party her friends were throwing. She would be among friends and he would find it much more difficult to do something sketchy. And the fact the guy agreed to it was all the more surprising.

      Lex sat at home after the party, the remnants of her cat costume sitting next to her on the bed as she drank a cup of tea. Sean, the man's name had been Sean, had been a perfect gentleman.

      He had this presence about him that Lex simply could not shake. That was why she was still awake in the middle of the night, long after she had returned from the party. She could not get Sean out of her head.

      There had simply been something about him, some magnetism that drew in Lex's attention. More than once she found herself staring into his eyes, losing track of everything else around her. Lex was pretty sure it was love when Sean suggested they sing A Whole New World from Aladdin during karaoke. She had loved that song growing up. And it was a duet. She could not sing it alone.

      Afterward, she practically dragged him outside for a kiss. That turned into more of a make out session, but Lex was okay with that. The way he made her feel, some heavy kissing seemed like a reasonable response.

      Lex knew right then there would be a second date. After all, she wanted, no needed, to see him again. Lex had never considered the possibility of becoming addicted to another person, but she could already feel her body going through withdrawals. She needed to see him again.

      Lex had no regrets about calling Sean the morning following the Halloween party. Nor did she have any regrets about climbing into bed with him on their second date.

      In fact, since making that phone call, Lex had found her life rapidly changing. It only took a couple weeks for Sean to suggest they move in together. Given that Lex was already spending almost every night at his house, that seemed like the smart thing to do. And once she was no longer paying rent, it seemed silly to keep going to a job that she found herself hating more and more each day, all because it kept her away from the man she loved.

      Lex also found her body changing too. She had always been rail thin, but after she quit her job, she found her body filling out. Nothing extreme, but she finally had curves. And breasts. Lex could no longer forego wearing a bra. Her girls needed support.

      If anything, that only made her feel better about her decision to stop working. The stress had clearly been too much.

      Life with Sean continued to be a joy for Lex. However, over time the nature of their relationship began to change. Lex found herself letting Sean make more and more of her decisions. He always made such great decisions and Lex did not trust herself as much anymore. She felt much more confident about looking good and finding ways to please Sean.

      Everything else she left up to him. And that was how Lex found herself standing in her current position. Sean had wanted a chance to get away from town for a while. A trip to the country seemed like a perfect solution. Lex completely agreed. She no longer had the ability to disagree with him. He had become her master.

      Sean had left Lex alone for much of the day as he went out on a long walk. Lex had no idea when he might return, but she wanted to make herself perfect for him for when he did return. She had started by wandering through a nearby field and picking flowers to put in her hair. Then she had found the perfect dress to wear out of the many she had packed, never wanting to leave Sean wanting.

      The green dress matched Lex's eyes. If anyone came across her, they would think nothing of how she was dressed, assuming they did not mind that it might have looked a little old fashioned. But that was fine in Lex's eyes.

      However, the central piece of her outfit was the choker necklace she wore around her neck. It was one of many that she frequently wore, showcasing Sean's ownership of her. She had given him everything and she loved it.

      Lex was so glad she took that date with Sean. She had been so silly thinking Sean might have nefarious intentions. But that Halloween party had been the beginning of their perfect relationship. Lex remembered she needed to ask Sean what they were going to do for the Halloween party this year. She was sure she would be a sexy something, but Sean was the thinker between the two of them now. And he always had the best ideas. And as far as being sexy, that was what Lex was now: Sean’s sexy bimbo girlfriend.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Halloween on the Bimbo Ward

          

        

      

    

    
      It was party time on the Bimbo Ward. Halloween always proved to be a highlight of the year and the party the ward hosted had become a legendary fixture of the calendar.

      Officially, the Ward B Halloween party was for staff and patients only, but a certain number of special invitations were sent out each year. These usually went to large donors to Ward B as well as certain interested parties when it came to the patient bimbofications, husbands, boyfriends, and soon to be bimbo owners for the most part.

      Costumes for the party guests could range from incredibly complex to simple sexy versions of something. The latter was the case for Bri, the Ward B receptionist. Her brain had been fried to the point she could barely function in her job. Not that anyone seemed to mind, especially at the party.

      Bri decided to be a sexy kitty for the night. She wore a tight leopard print top that left much of her substantial cleavage on display. The short circle frequently left her flashing the room, partly because of the butt plug tail that hung down behind her, pushing the hem of her skirt away from her already bulbous ass. Her long brunette hair was held back with a head band with kitten ears sticking up from it. However, it was Tiffany who put the final touches on Bri’s sexy kitty costume, drawing the whiskers on her cheeks and coloring her nose.

      Tiffany had taken a different direction with her costume, choosing something more elaborate, even if it did eventually amount to being a sexy witch. But that was largely because Tiffany had a hard time being anything but sexy after her bimbofication. And she had plenty of experience working with clothing and styling hair and makeup, as she worked in the Ward B salon, making sure all of the bimbofied women left the Bimbo Ward as pretty as could be.

      The doctors and nurses got in on the action too. Dr. Scott and Nurse Cutler planned their costumes together, wearing Roman-style togas. Dr. Scott looked like he might be at home in the Roman senate, but Nurse Cutler took a sexier approach to her toga, maximizing the amount of skin she showed, including a generous display of cleavage and side boob, but also keeping the hem as high as possible. To round out the costume, the busty nurse wore high heeled sandals with straps that crisscrossed up her calves to her knees.

      Presiding over the party was Dr. MacDonald. He wore a kilt and was decked out in all the Scottish regalia of his ancestors. Some of the bimbos on the ward giggled over the fact the doctor was wearing a skirt, but they did not complain about the easy access they had to his cock.

      As far as the patients were concerned, many of them were unable to properly dress up for the party. They were, after all, still going through their bimbofications. And some patients, depending on their bimbofication treatments, were not available to join the festivities at all.

      It was Bri, still partially fulfilling her role as Ward B receptionist, who first became aware of the new patient on the ward. She spotted the woman with dirty blonde hair clutching her left arm in her right with an icepack draped over the injured limb.

      “O-M-G,” Bri said as she minced over to the woman on her high heels. “Are you, like, all right?”

      “They sent me up from downstairs,” the woman explained, a grimace on her face. Her arm clearly hurt. Even the dim Bri eventually recognized that. “I don’t have health insurance so they sent me here. I hurt my arm. I think it might be broken. Do I have the right place?”

      “Yeppers,” Bri said. “Let me go get the doctors. They’ll make everything better.”

      The woman watched Bri head off down the pink colored hallway. The pink walls would have been comforting except for the strange lights being used. That and the music pouring out of some of the open doorways made the entire scene a little surreal.

      Had the woman not been in pain, she might have better understood what was going on. The lights, the music. It was a Halloween party. Then again, she had never been one for parties.

      Dr. MacDonald was the first to respond. He approached the woman looking like he was more than a century out of date in his costume.

      “How can I help you?” the doctor asked in greeting.

      “They sent me up from downstairs,” the woman explained. “I hurt my arm and I don’t have insurance. What’s going on here, anyway?”

      “Ah, you noticed our little party,” Dr. MacDonald said. “We go all out for Halloween. But don’t worry, we’ll get you fixed up in no time. If you’re lucky, you might even get to join in.”

      “That’s okay,” the woman said. “I’m not much of one for parties.”

      “You may feel different later,” Dr. MacDonald said before he gasped with surprise. “But where are my manners. Welcome to Ward B. I am Dr. MacDonald.”

      “I’m Candace.”

      The doctor smiled at hearing the woman’s name. He always enjoyed working with the classics.

      “Candace,” Dr. MacDonald said, placing his arm around her shoulders, “if you’ll just follow me, we’ll get you in perfect shape for the rest of your life.”

      Before Candace knew it, she had been ushered into an empty examination room. She took a seat on the examination bed, the familiar sound of paper crinkling beneath her. The room looked completely normal except for the once again heavy dose of the color pink in the room. The party lights and music, however, were left outside, the door making the room soundproof.

      “May I look at your arm?” Dr. MacDonald asked after washing his hands in the sink.

      Candace held out her injured arm. The doctor gently poked and prodded it. Dr. MacDonald enjoyed these moments, where he actually got to do the real work of a doctor. There were times he even considered leaving the Bimbo Ward to focus on a regular practice. However, whenever he did think about that, it did not take long to remember how much he liked making bimbos. He knew that was his true calling.

      “I think I can make the diagnosis that you have no broken bones, just a sprain,” Dr. MacDonald said. “I know it hurts right now, but it should pass. I recommend a pain killer we developed here on the Ward. We are, after all, a research facility as much as we are a hospital.”

      “It’s safe?” Candace asked, fearful of unapproved medical treatment. There was a reason she was uninsured. She did not like the American healthcare industry. Of course, now she needed it.

      “Perfectly safe,” Dr. MacDonald answered. “It would be against the Hippocratic Oath to ever do something that is not in your best interest.” He failed to mention his belief that bimbodom was the best interest of most women. “I’ll be right back with your medication. I recommend. Staying put for a little while after you take it. I want to keep you under observation for a little while.”

      “Thank you, doctor,” Candace said as she laid down on the examination bed. It was not the most comfortable place to be, but she hoped her arm would be better soon.

      Back in the hallway, Dr. MacDonald flagged Tiffany down after she emerged from a room giggling and a freshly fucked look about her. Admittedly, that. Was. Not too unusual, but it meant she could probably be spared for a few minutes.

      “Tiffany, I need you to go to the salon and pick out a costume for a walk in,” Dr. MacDonald explained. “Size doesn’t matter. I’m making the bimbo to fit the costume. I’ll be in exam room A”

      “Yes, doctor,” Tiffany said before she minced down the hallway in her high heels.

      Dr. MacDonald then continued his mission, collecting the pink liquid that would numb the pain in. Candace’s arm as well as numb her brain. The body work would come later.

      Minutes later, Candace was making a funny face at the taste of the small cup of medication Dr. MacDonald gave her. There was a sweetness to it that Candace struggled to get past.

      “How long until it starts…” Candace started to say before she felt the effects of the medication kick in.

      “Right about now,” Dr. MacDonald said with a smile. “And in a few more minutes your life will be headed in a whole new direction. I know you’ll love it. Trust me, I’m a doctor.”

      “Doctor,” Candace slurred in agreement.

      Moments later there was a knock on the door. It was Tiffany with a costume in hand.

      “Perfect,” Dr. MacDonald said. “This will be perfect, Tiffany.”

      “Are you going to make her pretty?” Tiffany asked, seeing Candace on the exam bed.

      “That’s the plan. I’ll make sure see comes and sees you before the night is through. We can’t have her leaving without the full Bimbo Ward treatment.”

      Tiffany giggled as she left the doctor with his patient. Candace giggled too. She felt so strange. Good, but strange.

      “So Candi, are you ready to go to the Halloween party?” Dr. MacDonald asked.

      “My name’s Candace, I think.”

      “Are you sure?” the doctor pressed. “You. Seem much too sweet to be named Candace. You’re sweet like Candy, but spelled with an i. You probably even write your name with a heart over the i.”

      “I do?” the newly minted Candi asked.

      “Of course,” Dr. MacDonald explained. “You’re a sweet party girl bimbo. Everyone loves you because you’re nice to everyone and you’re really sexy.”

      “And I’m sweet,” Candi chipped in, sounding especially proud of herself.

      “Yes, yes you are. Now about that Halloween party?”

      “Can I go, please?” Candi asked. “I totally love parties. They’re, like, the best.”

      Dr. Macdonald chuckled to see how quickly Candace had changed her persona to that of Candi. The Bimbix, the pain killer he had given her, had done its work quickly and efficiently. He still needed to repair the damage in her arm, but that would be easy now that she had the proper disposition.

      “Do you have a costume?” Dr. MacDonald asked. “It is a Halloween party, after all.”

      “Oh no,” Candi said with worry and dread. “I don’t have a costume at all. Are you sure I can’t go anyway?”

      “You’re going to need a costume,” Dr. MacDonald said. “It’s the rules. But don’t worry. Tiffany brought a costume for you to wear. You can change right here before going to the party.”

      “Oh goodie,” Candi said as she started to strip off her clothes, not bothered by the fact the doctor was standing next to her. She remained gentle with her injured appendage, slowing her rate of disrobing.

      Dr. MacDonald handed Candi each piece of the costume in turn. He had not realized what the costume was until Candi started to put it on. It was a sexy Oktoberfest outfit.

      “It doesn’t fit,” Candi complained, holding up the baggy material at her chest. And she was right. The costume was made for a woman with much more extreme proportions.

      “I know how to fix that,” Dr. MacDonald announced.

      “You do? How?”

      “By making you fit the costume. Would you like that?”

      Candi looked down to see her small breasts barely filling the available space. She imagined looking down into a deep cavern of cleavage and smiled. The image resonated with the new bimbo version of herself.

      “Oh yes, doctor,” Candi said excitedly. “Could you please. I want to look sexy in my costume.”

      Dr. MacDonald smiled. Candi was putty in his hands, both mentally and, soon, physically.

      “Then let’s begin,” Dr. MacDonald said as he pulled a machine out of a cabinet along the wall.

      Candi looked on in awe, having no understanding what the doctor was doing. Not understanding did not bother her, however, as she trusted Dr. MacDonald. After all, he was a doctor.

      It took only minutes for Dr. MacDonald to unpack the machine. It looked like a large metal box with two paddles connected by cables. The paddles looked like a mix of ping pong paddles and the metal detector wands event security used.

      The machine hummed to life after Dr. MacDonald flipped a switch on the back. He then took the paddles and held them near Candi’s chest.

      “O-M-G,” she exclaimed. “They’re growing.”

      And Candi’s breasts were growing. They slowly pushed out from her chest, growing bigger and rounder as they began to fill the costume. Candi looked down, mesmerized, unable to comprehend how it all worked, but she loved what she saw. For the first time in her life she would have tits, for at the size they were growing into, they were tits. Big tits.

      “Wait, aren’t you done yet?” Candi asked when her top properly tightened around her twin beauties.

      “Bigger is better,” the doctor responded as he moved the paddles around Candi’s tits as they continued to grow in size. “And to be honest, any good bimbo knows that a top should be too small. It’s part of the bimbo aesthetic.”

      “I’m a good bimbo,” Candi said, happy to adopt Dr. MacDonald’s views of bimbos. “She wanted to be the best bimbo she could be.”

      “That’s better,” Dr. MacDonald said as he pulled the paddles away from Candi’s now large tits. They pulled the fabric taught and spilled out over the top to further emphasize their incredible size.

      “My tits are heavy,” Candi said matter-of-factly. She was not unhappy about it. How could she when she looked down to see such a large valley of cleavage?

      “I can help you with that,” Dr. MacDonald said as he moved around the new bimbo and held the paddles near her back.

      As she stood there, Candi’s back muscles strengthened under the doctor’s guidance. A side effect of the strengthening was Candi’s shoulder pulled back and she naturally thrust her chest out, making her already large breasts appear even more eye-catching.

      “Wow, they don’t feel, like, heavy anymore,” Candi said happily. “That’s totes amazing.”

      “Yes, but I bet there’s a lot more we can improve on,” Dr. MacDonald said. “It’s great to having big tits, but a bimbo is more than just her boobs, even if that’s what people tend to notice first about them.”

      “I’m still not ready to go to the party?” Candi asked, pouting.

      “Not if you want to be the best bimbo you can be.”

      “Oh, I do, I do,” Candi said, jumping up and down in excitement. The vertical motion made her tits bounce and bound inside the tight confines of her costume top.

      “Then all you have to do is let me work my magic,” Dr. MacDonald said.

      “You can do magic?” Candi asked. “I thought you were, like, a doctor, not a magic, um, person.”

      “A magician? Technically no, but given what a silly bimbo like you understands, I might as well be one.”

      Candi smiled. She heard the doctor call her a silly bimbo and that was enough to brighten even the cloudiest of days for Candi. She now took pride in her bimbo nature.

      “While I’m back here, I should probably round out your backside,” Dr. MacDonald said. “We want you to be proportional.”

      “Oh, yes,” Candi agreed. “I want to be pro… Um, what you said.”

      The doctor laughed, enjoying his latest creations dimness. She clearly had no idea what he was talking about, but that didn’t seem to matter. She wanted whatever he told her she should have.

      “A bimbo needs a nice and juicy bubble butt, don’t you think?” Dr. MacDonald said as he began to give Candi exactly that.

      “Yay,” Candi squealed. “I like bubbles.”

      Candi could not see what Dr. MacDonald was doing, but he spent nearly as long on Candi’s ass as he had on her tits. It was a good thing she was not wearing panties or the large growth mights have caused significant pain. Not that Candi considered that fact. She just like the idea of having a big ass to sway and shake. And thinking of her ass as a big bubble made her happy.

      “There we go,” Dr. MacDonald said. “You’ve got the ass of a great bimbo. But I bet we can make some other improvements while we’re here. Do you want me to make you better?”

      “Yes,” Candi said, bouncing onto up onto the balls of her feet. “I wanted to be, like, the bestest bimbo ever.”

      “I’ll see what I can do,” Dr. MacDonald said, laughing. “But being the best requires a lot of work. I can only help you so much. Being a bimbo is about more than having a sexy body. It’s an attitude.”

      “But a sexy body helps, right?” Candi asked. “I want to have a sexy bimbo body.”

      “That I can help you with,” Dr. MacDonald said. “I know just what to do.”

      Using the paddles, and without giving Candi any notice, the doctor began his work. He started at Candi’s head, turning her hair a bright platinum blonde. However, color alone was not enough. Dr. MacDonald added length and volume to her hair, as well as changing the texture making it so she could pull off nearly any hairstyle a bimbo like her could want. When it came to Candi’s hair, the possibilities would be limitless.

      Not that blonde hair alone would be enough. Dr. MacDonald gently reshaped Candi’s face, erasing her faults and boosting her strengths. Candi’s eyes were made slightly bigger and brighter to make up for the dimness they now showed when it came to her intelligence. He sculpted her nose, removing a bump on the bridge. He smoothed out her skin, removing a few lingering acne scars from her teenage years.

      Then there were Candi’s lips. The original form would simply not do for her new life. Her face could not support the gigantic cock pillows that some of the other Bimbo Ward doctors preferred, but she still needed a significant boost. Dr. MacDonald plumped Candi’s lips up to the point where everyone would wonder if she had fillers, but they would admit if she did, it was the best work they had ever seen.

      After he was finished with Candi’s face, Dr. MacDonald worked his way down her body. He continued to smooth out her skin, remove unwanted body hair, sculpt her waist down to exaggerate her hourglass figure.

      “Whoa,” Candi exclaimed as Dr. MacDonald went to work on her feet. She had been standing flatfooted, but suddenly she found herself rising up onto her toes. He had molded her feet and lower legs so that her heels would never touch the ground again. Candi would either be forced to wear heels or stand and walk on her toes.

      “I’ll have Tiffany fit you with a pair of shoes, but I’ve made you strong enough to walk on your toes,” Dr. MacDonald explained. “Do you feel ready to go to the party now? I’m sure there are some people that would love you to serve them beer before you serve them in other ways.”

      “I’m totes ready,” Candi said excitedly. She was a party bimbo and she was finally allowed to go to the Halloween party. “But I think I need to, like, thank you first.”

      Without being asked, Candi slipped gracefully to her knees and lifted Dr. MacDonald’s kilt. His cock sprang up to almost hit Candi in the nose. His work in turning Candi into a bimbo had left him hard and ready for whatever Candi could give to him.

      “You’re, like, so big,” Candi cooed as she reached up and began to stroke him, bringing him to complete hardness. “I love sucking cock.”

      As Candi slid her lips along the doctor’s shaft it never occurred to her that this was her first blowjob. But then again, the memories of her life as Candace were complex and hard to understand with her simplified mind. It was much easier to just behave like the slutty party bimbo she had become and to ignore as much of her former life as possible.

      Dr. MacDonald was well used to fucking bimbos. It was a perk of his job. He had built up a stamina that let him prolong his pleasure. However, there was something about Candi that got to him. In short order he was cumming.

      “Here it comes little bimbo,” he said holding her head as he sent out spurt after spurt of hot white cum into Candi’s waiting mouth.

      The flood of cum nearly overwhelmed Candi, but she started swallowing the moment the doctor’s seed hit her tongue. She wanted to savor the flavor, but it was hard to fight her new instincts toward swallowing.

      “I love cum,” Candi announced once she had disengaged from Dr. MacDonald’s cock. Still on her knees, she looked adoringly up at the doctor. Candi loved the new her, but struggled to put her feelings into words. That had become her new normal.

      Eventually Candi did join the Ward B Halloween party. By then, she had acquired a pair of heels to make walking a little easier. She clicked and clacked with each step as her ass swayed seductively back and forth.

      It may have been Candi’s first party as a bimbo, but it would prove not to be her last. Nothing was off limits as she drank, danced, and fucked throughout the night. Candi ended the party in a sixty-nine with Bri, the receptionist, while the nurses and doctors watched, cheering them on.

      After her first night of debauchery, Candi promised to continue her bimbo life and make it as clear as possible that every woman should visit Ward B. In her now simplified mind, being a bimbo was the best.
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