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EXPERIMENT IN SUBMISSION: A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION NOVEL
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This story contains strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

January 25

Dear Diary,

 

This week has been really tough. I'm beginning to regret taking on the double major. Having to write two theses is probably going to kill me. The only things that make any of this possible are the fact that the due dates for both are pretty far apart and that Jack has been as supportive as he has. Twice this week Jack has dropped by with flowers and dinner. I really don't know what I would do without him. I need to get back to work now.

 

Love,

Emily

January 27

Dead Diary,

 

This weekend has been absolute hell. I have bad the worst migraines. The stress of school is really starting to get to me. Jack has been great. Last night, when I was staying over at his apartment, he helped me relax using some guided meditation routine he learned in one of his classes. It didn't make my migraine go away completely, but it definitely helped. I felt so much better after too. All right, I think it's time for bed since I have class in the morning.

 

Love,

Emily

 

January 30

Dear Diary,

 

Thank god it's hump day.  I already know I wouldn't have made it this far without Jack.  My migraines have been a constant problem.  Jack had come over each of the past three nights and led me through the meditation.  Afterward, I feel so much better.  I probably would have had to go to the hospital if it weren't for his help.  The rough draft for the first section of my political science thesis is due Friday.  I'm almost done, which of course really means that I will be working on it right up until my meeting with Professor Clark.  Jack has a special surprise for me on Friday night.  I only hope my migraines are better by then.

 

Love,

Emily

February 2

Dear Diary,

 

It's Saturday morning and I think I just had the best night of my life.  I am so lucky to have Jack.  There's definitely no doubt about the fact that I love him.  I originally wanted to cancel, but he put me through the meditation again and this time my headache went away entirely.  I couldn't believe my luck.  But it was more than that.  After Jack brought me out of my trance, as he likes to call it, I was more turned on then I think I ever have been before.  I'm almost ashamed to say that by the end of the night, I was practically begging for him to make love to me.  It was amazing.  Best sex I've ever had, not that I've had much, as you well know.  I need to get moving on with my day.

 

Love,

Emily

 

Dear Diary,

 

I felt the need to write again, because I've been thinking about last night.  When I talked to Jack earlier today, I asked him about last night.  He confessed to having given me a suggestion while I was in trance, which is what made me so horny last night.  At first I was a little mad.  I couldn't be too mad though, because it felt so good.  Still, I felt a little betrayed and scared that he had that kind of power over me.  Now I'm not so sure how I feel, because to tell the truth, that power he had over me kind of turns me on.  I need to think about the next step.

 

Love,

Emily

February 3

Dear Diary,

 

I did it.  Jack and I talk for a long time today.  He understood how I felt about Friday.  He's really great about all this stuff and putting up with some of my crazy ideas and mood swings.  It was hard at first, talking about how I wasn't sure about the next step, but Jack seemed to know what I was hung about about.  He explained the whole hypnosis thing, and how he can't make me do anything I don't want to.  I felt a lot better after hearing that.  In fact, I decided to give Jack more control and to let him make other suggestions when I'm in trance.  I might have to take some of it back, because I think I gave him a blank check.  I'm not sure I'm ready to give up that much power yet.  But the idea of it does feel good.

 

Actually, the idea is really hot.  I might have spent some time with my vibrator last night imagining Jack taking complete control of me, making me his slave.  I came so hard with that fantasy rolling through my head.  But it is just a fantasy.  There's no way any of that would work in real life.  Not that I would want anything so severe.  Not that I have the time to think about it much more for the moment.  I have homework to finish.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

February 4

 

I will try to keep this relatively professional sounding, however, because the subject happens to be my girlfriend, certain lines will be crossed.  Emily came to me a little over a week ago, complaining about stress headaches.  As a former psychology major, I offered to put her through some relaxation exercises.  She accepted and they became a daily event.  On Friday, I wanted to do something special for Emily, so while she was in trance, I planted a suggestion that she could wake up incredibly turned on and that she would have the best orgasm of her life when we had sex.  She loved it.

 

On Saturday, I explained what I did, and at first she seemed hesitant and unsure about it all.  I think the power dynamic was unfamiliar to her.  On Sunday we talked again and she gave me a carte blanche to make any suggestions I want when she is under hypnosis.  Now I won't deny there is a part of me that wants to push her into some ideal woman, but that would be a long term goal.  For now, I think I will test her boundaries and see what suggestions I can make that will stick.  To start, I've been thinking of suggesting that she show more skin in the way she dresses (lower cut tops, cropped tops, lower rise pants, shorter skirts and shorts).  Basically, I want to see if I can affect Emily's fashion sense, pushing her toward a look that appeals to me more than her usual casual, yet conservative dress.

 

I will be updating this log when I can.  I have a job interview in California coming up, which means I will be away for about a week.

 

Jack Turner

February 6

Dear Diary,

 

We've had a bit of a warm spell lately.  Flowers are starting to bud, which only means they'll die when it freezes again.  It's kind of a downer, but at least it's meant I've had a chance to get out in the sun.  It's weird though, because, Hannah, who as it turns out is the only other student in my class who is attempting the same double major as me, made a comment about my clothes.  She said I wasn't projecting a professional image because the shirt I was wearing was a little short.  Okay, I guess I don't usually wear tops that leave part of my stomach bare, but we're in college.  It's not like we're supposed to be wearing uniforms.  And it's not like I'd something like this to a job interview.  I don't know why I even put this shirt on.  Usually I pair it with a pair of high waisted pants I like, but with the warm weather, I opted for a pair of jeans that sit more on my hips.  Or, maybe she's just stressed like I've been and doesn't have such a good outlet.

 

Speaking of stress relief, I haven't had as much time to spend with Jack lately.  Next week he's traveling to California for a job interview with his uncle's company.  He's spent a lot of his time preparing.  I'm beginning to know how he has felt the last few weeks with how busy I've been.  Our sessions together have been shorter this week because of that.  Unfortunately, my headaches have been stronger without being able to spend as much time in trance.  I don't know what I'm going to do next week when Jack is gone.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

February 8

 

I leave for California for a week in two days for a job interview with my uncle's company.  That means I am having to put my experiment with Emily on hold for a little bit.  At least that's true with the in person work we've done together.  I made some recordings to help her through the week.  I set them up to be listened to in order.  Suggestions have been made that when she feels like the has accepted the main topics of one recording, she will move on to the next.  I'm interested to see how much of Emily's enjoyment with hypnosis is from her and how much requires my involvement  I doubt she will get all the way through the recordings.  The last one id pretty severe and I don't know what I would do if I came back to find her as the trashy slut the final recording would program her to be.

 

The first recording is simply for relaxation.  I would not be upset if she just listened to the first one all week.  The second recording is to emphasize the previous suggestion that she wants to wear more revealing clothing.  I phrased the suggestions so that she would associate being relaxed with showing skin with her attire.  The more sin she displays, the more relaxed she can be.  The third recording is all about being submissive and trying to please others.  I'm not looking for a slave, but I would like to see if Emily can become more outwardly focused.  The final recording tries to mix the first three together and then make her want sex non-stop.  I'm not sure how I feel about this one, but like I said, I don't think she will get that far, assuming the suggestions hold.  I could come back to find my girlfriend no different whatsoever.  That's why this is an experiment.

 

Jack Turner

February 9

Dear Diary,

 

Jack leaves for his interview in California tomorrow.  This week has been rough on me, but Jack dedicated last night to me and it was some of the most fun I think I've ever had.  Of course, we started with him hypnotizing me.  I'd had a headache to start, but by the time he brought me back around, it was gone.  Once again, I woke up really horny.  God, Jack had me begging for it before we even made it out the door for dinner.  He made me wait though, until we were at the restaurant!  Looking back on it, I can barely believe that he fingered me to orgasm right there in our booth.  It felt so naughty, but so hot too.  As soon as I feel ready to accept this whole new part of our relationship, he throws something new at me.  It's almost overwhelming.

 

The only problem was that my very public orgasm, while it felt great, only made me want him more.  I don't think I have ever described myself as sexually frustrated, but I was last night.  I'm not sure I like this, but boy did it feel good.  When we got back to my apartment, we spent the rest of the night in bed.  The sex was fantastic.  I'm not sure what I'm going to do without Jack for the next week.

 

Love,

Emily

 

P.S. I forgot to mention that Jack made some recording to listen to while he's gone.  He said I needed to wait until he had left for California before I should listen to any of them.  They're numbered and he said I should only listen to them in order and that I would know when I was ready to move on to the next recording.  I'm excited and a little scared about the whole thing.

February 13

Dear Diary,

 

This week has been surprisingly calm for me.  Listening to Jack's recordings have definitely helped keep my headaches at bay.  He called me last night and said things are going well.  I couldn't talk for long, because I needed to get back to work.

 

Hannah continues to complain about my clothing.  Admittedly, the weather has started to turn cold again, but I just can't bring myself to get out my winter wear again.  I mean, sure, it might be a little cold to wear low cut tank tops around campus, but it doesn't matter when I'm inside.  And it's not like it's a big campus.  It only takes two minutes to walk between buildings.  At least I'm not wearing shorts.

 

As for the recordings, I've been listening to them as much as I can.  I always feel so much better after.  This morning, one of my classes got canceled and I ended up spending the entire morning listening to the first recording on repeat.  I'm not sure how long it was exactly, but the time could have been measured with a sundial, if it were sunny right now.  Tonight I feel ready to move on to the second recording.  I'm excited to see how I feel afterward.  Jack wouldn't tell me what he put on them, but he said he didn't expect me to get through all of them.  There's a part of me that wants to, but I'll follow his directions.  He knows more about these things than I do.

 

Well, I think it's off to bed to have a listen to recording number two and then hopefully to have some very pleasant dreams.

 

Love,

Emily

February 16

Dear Diary,

 

Jack's trip got extended by an extra day.  I'm hoping that's a good sign that he'll get the job.  Although it will certainly make us decide what we want to do with out relationship.  I'm not sure I want to move out to California.  At least it would be warmer.

 

On that note, it has turned really cold.  I've noticed it in particular, because I'm still wearing my summer clothes.  I just can't bear to cover up.  It's not just Hannah giving me weird looks anymore.  Actually, some of those looks have been rather flattering.  There have been a few guys who have been staring.  I played it off like I was mad, but it did give me a thrill.

 

There was something strange that happened this week.  Yesterday, I was trying to work and I just couldn't get into it.  Worse, it felt like I was having an anxiety attack.  I stopped and decided to take a shower.  The shower didn't really help, but when I was looking through my dresser for something to wear, I saw my bikini.  I don't know what I was thinking, but figuring no one would see me in it in my apartment, I put it on.  Would you guess that my anxiety completely went away?  I was able to work the rest of the day.  And then today, I've spent all day in my underwear.  I've gotten so much done.  It's just weird that to work, I have to be in my underwear, but it feels good and it's liberating in a way.  It's a good thing I don't have to pay for the heating in my apartment.  I've had to turn up the thermostat to make it comfortable around here.

 

I can't wait until Jack gets home tomorrow.  I want him to explain what was on those tapes.  The one thing is that when I go and pick him up at the airport, I'll have to put on regular clothes.  There's a part of me that doesn't want that to happen.

 

Love,

Emily

February 18

Dear Diary,

 

Jack got back yesterday.  He seems super positive about how his interview went, but he won't know for a while if he got the job.  With the recent cold weather (what should I expect in February) and my penchant for wearing as little as possible, California is starting to sound nicer.  I'm thinking I'd be willing to move out there with Jack after all.  Of course, he still needs to be offered the job.

 

Despite his positiveness about his trip, Jack seemed more interested in me when I picked him up at the airport.  Of course, that might have been because of the way I was dressed.  I was feeling too good lounging around in my underwear to want to put anything that covered me on.  But I couldn't go out in my underwear.  So the compromise I made was to wear my little black dress, with nothing on underneath.  Jack seemed to appreciate it.

 

I thought Jack would be too tired when we got back to his place, but he seemed to have the same thoughts I was having.  I had been so horny the past couple days.  I did my best to relieve myself, but, to be honest, my vibrator just wasn't enough.  I didn't even get my dress off before I found myself laying back on Jack's bed as he undid his belt.  He just pushed my dress up over my hips and entered me.  Oh my god it felt good, maybe the best yet.  I never thought sex could be this good.

 

Afterward, Jack wanted to talk about how much I listened to the recordings he left for me and how far I got on the series.  It was kind of hard to follow his questions, because I was still pretty out of it from my orgasm, but I did my best to answer.  He seemed a little concerned when I told him this was the first time I'd worn anything but just underwear or my bikini since Friday.

 

Jack asked if I wanted him to hypnotize me again, and I agreed readily.  My headaches were manageable, but they were still there, even after the rough sex we had just had.  I always feel better after Jack hypnotizes me.  I don't know what I would do without him.

 

It was late, so I ended up staying over at Jack's last night.  Before we went to bed, we made love again.  It wasn't as animalistic as our first coupling, but it felt good to fall asleep afterward in Jack's arms.  I got to make the walk of shame (or more like the drive of shame) this morning so I could go home and change for school.  It felt a little weird to not have any underwear on.  I must have been really horny yesterday and not realized it or something when I went to pick up Jack.  I never went commando, especially not in such a short and tight dress.  Jack said he'd come over with dinner tonight and help me study.

 

Love,

Emily

 

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

February 18

 

Emily picked me up at the airport last night wearing her little black dress.  She looked amazing and it was not long before I found out she was wearing anything underneath it.  After some serious sex where we both came hard, she admitted to me how this had been the first time since Friday she had worn something other than just underwear or a bikini.  I am glad she did not have to be anywhere during that time.  I hypnotized her and worked to set things straight.  I am afraid it may take several more sessions before the damage is completely undone.

 

Today I went back through and listened to what I had put together for her while I was away and I can already tell I was too hasty in recording the hypnosis sessions.  Lesson learned.  At least I have a better idea of what I need to do moving forward.

 

Emily's susceptibility to hypnosis is extremely strong.  I think I need to do some reading and figure out a path I want to lead Emily down with this.  Because she makes such a good hypnotic subject, I think I need to slow things down and try to figure out where I want this to go.  On top of that, it is far too cold to expect Emily to freeze herself in an attempt to follow some deep seeded dress code.  Maybe if I get the job in California and Emily moves out with me, we can make more permanent changes to her wardrobe.

 

On a side note that is partially related, while in California I went to a company party that my uncle invited me to.  I did not cheat, although there were plenty of opportunities.  However, I was surprised by the number of women, who quite frankly could only be described as bimbos, were at the party.  I had never thought bimbos were all that attractive, personally, but I could not help but imagine Emily as one of them.  I find myself growing aroused at the thought of her with blonde hair, big fake breasts and an empty smile.  Maybe that is her future.

 

Jack Turner

February 24

Dear Diary,

 

This week has been tough for me.  I've been swamped with school work.  I had a chapter draft due for one thesis and an outline due for the other.  That is in addition tot he paper I had to write for my ECON-433 class.  Jack has been great in helping me get through it all.  It also helped that I was so productive last weekend, but I swear I've spent all of the daytime hours working.

 

Jack did have me take a couple breaks for new hypnosis sessions.  I don't know what I would do without those.  It's almost like he can tell when my work output is slowing and he suggests we go through an induction.  I always come out of those fired up to get more work done when I need to.  Of course, when I'm done for the night, he knew just how to take my mind off all of my homework.  I've never had sex this frequently, but I am loving it.  It's the signal for my brain to turn off for the night.

 

The last two nights I've been able to take a break from school work and have some fun with Jack.  Everyday I feel so special knowing that Jack chose me.  I've used the last two days to really show my appreciation to him.

 

On Friday, after I turned in my thesis assignments, I went to the mall for some shopping.  All week, I've been craving to wear sexy underwear, but my selection just isn't very good.  I changed that.  I'm afraid to even admit here how much I spent, but I could tell Jack was appreciative when I did some modeling for him after he took me out to dinner on Friday.  I never need to wear my old dowdy underwear again.

 

Yesterday, Jack spent the whole day at my apartment after spending the night.  The whole day was spent in a haze of sex.  I think the closest I ever came to getting dressed was slipping on one of my new thongs while we made dinner together.  All of my memories of Saturday are pretty vague in general, although I do remember begging Jack to hypnotize me at least twice.

 

This morning I woke up with a post-orgasmic high.  Jack had to leave early to meet up with some buddies of his, leaving me to lounge around my apartment as I tried to sort myself out.  I am dreading having to go back to class tomorrow.  If I could spend all my time like I did on Saturday, I'd be hard pressed to keep myself from just dropping out.

 

Fuck, I can't let myself think like that too much.  I have to keep my eye on the prize.  I need to go and get ready for my classes tomorrow.  I have another busy week on the horizon.  I'm not sure the next time I'll have the chance to write.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

February 26

 

I have been reading and thinking a lot this past week, trying to plan the next steps of this experiment.  Emily would make a great bimbo, and I would like to explore her potential.  However, I think this would require another conversation with her.  I know she gave me permission for anything, but this is too big a change not to consider.

 

Also, I was notified today that I've been offered the job in California.  It is exciting, but again, I need to discuss this with Emily.  Will she want to move with me after she graduates?  The new job won't start until this summer, so we can make the move together.

 

Jack Turner

March 2

Dear Diary,

 

First off, Jack got the job.  I'm so happy for him.  He called me right away with the good news, but we didn't have time to really talk about it, or celebrate, until last night.  I can tell he's really excited.  It's his first real job since he graduated last year.  I feel so lucky that he decided to stick around town until I graduate.

 

And boy did we celebrate.  I asked Jack to put me under right away, but I also made a request.  I wanted him to remove as many inhibitions as he could, at least temporarily.  Last night was his night, and I wanted it to be great for him.

 

When I came out of trance, I can't say I felt any different.  But then again, I never have.  The first time Jack made me horny as a posthypnotic suggestion, I didn't notice until he told me about it after.  But I think whatever he did definitely had an affect on me.  Nothing happened out of the ordinary until we got back in the car after going out for dinner.  I reached over and unbuckled Jack's pants and pulled his cock out.  Then I bent over and blew him right there in the parking lot.  As you know, I've never been much of one for blow jobs.  I've given Jack one other and I was pretty drunk at the time.  I don't even remember it.  But this, this was fun.  I loved feeling him get hard in my mouth.  I loved how he tasted.  When he came in my mouth, I made a big show of swallowing his cum.  The smile on his face when I did that got so big.

 

Then when we got back to my apartment, Jack changed the mood by sitting me down for a conversation.  At first I wasn't interested in talking.  I was pretty turned on from the blow job and wanted to keep playing.  But Jack persisted, even ordering me to change out of the dress I was wearing and into something casual.  I pouted about it, but eventually I gave in and slunk off to my bedroom to change.

 

Whatever it was that Jack did to me under hypnosis, changing my clothes seemed to break it.  When I came back out of my room, wearing a slightly cropped knit scoop-necked sweater and a comfy pair of jeans, I felt oddly normal.  Sure, sex would be fun, but having a conversation with Jack seemed like a great idea.

 

So we talked.  Jack started with California.  The move has been on my mind ever since he got the job.  I told him straight off, I was willing to go with him.  It would be a big change for both of us, but he is too important to me to break things off with, just because he got a job across the country.  Jack looked relieved to hear me say that.  He is such a sweet guy to take my opinion into consideration.

 

However, it quickly became clear that Jack wanted to talk about more than just moving to California this summer.  The moment he brought up the hypnosis, I feared he was trying to back out.  I didn't know what I would do without him.  He was the only thing keeping my migraines in check.  But that's not what he had in mind when he brought the subject up.  "I have this idea, but--" he started, but I cut him off right there.  "I don't want to hear about it," I said.  "I wasn't sure about giving you carte blanche at first, but I don't care anymore.  This hypnosis thing is fun and I don't want to stop.  I think it's hot that you can change me without me realizing it.  As long as you let me graduate and don't get me in trouble with the law, you have free reign."

 

I think Jack was pretty stunned by that.  I was too in a way.  It wasn't something I had articulated specifically in my mind.  But I knew it was true.  I liked it when Jack hypnotized me.  I also liked the idea of him changing me.  It's still a new concept, but I'm willing to try it, because I trust him.  Jack won't lead me astray.

 

After a little while, Jack tried to bring it up again, but I stopped him.  "I want to become your perfect woman," I told him.  The words came out of my mouth before I even realized it.  I have never expressly thought that before, but the moment I said it, I knew it was true.  "You mean that?" Jack asked.  "I love you," I said.  "And yes."  Jack's eyes lit up after that.  "I love you too," he said.

 

There wasn't a whole lot of talking after that.  We retired to the bedroom where we made love.  It was amazing.  I'd say even better than the times Jack hypnotized me.  The passion between us was like nothing I'd ever experienced before.

 

And this morning, I woke up in his arms.  I can't decide if March came in like a lion or a lamb.  Either way, I've got a smile on my face and I can't wait to get away with Jack for spring break.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

March 3

 

I tried to talk to Emily about what I wanted to do with her hypnosis sessions on Friday night, but she would not listen.  The conversation did not go at all like I had planned.  She started by saying she wanted to go to California with me.  To be honest, that is great news.  I am very happy to have her join me.  I would hate to try our hands at a long distance relationship or, worse, break up.

 

However, the surprise of the evening was when Emily admitted she wanted to be my perfect woman.  I could barely believe what she had said.  For a moment after, she looked confused, almost like she was surprised she even said it.  But she then confirmed that she did indeed want to be my perfect woman and she wanted me to make her that way.

 

I stayed Friday night at Emily's apartment and then spent almost all of yesterday with her.  I had never seen such passion from her.  She seemed to genuinely desire me to make changes to her mind and in turn, the sex we had, both that night and throughout the day on Saturday, was incredible.  I cannot believe how lucky I am to have her.

 

I have spent a great deal of time today, trying to work out what to do next.  I now have complete carte blanche to do what I like, with the exceptions that she still needs to graduate this spring and that she is not to do anything that would get her in trouble.  I have no problems with that.  After spending almost four years in college, I would want her to earn her degrees.  The fact is, if she had not taken on such a big load with the double major, she never would have gotten the headaches that led us to this point.  And it is not like I want Emily to do anything illegal.  In other words, our goals in that respect are the same.

 

But this all still begs the question of what my perfect woman is.  I have always dreamed about being married to a housewife: someone who takes care of the home and the kids while I am at work.  Her liking sex was just icing on the cake at that point.  I probably watched too many old t.v. shows growing up.  But my week in California opened my eyes to greater possibilities than I had ever considered before.

 

I never looked very highly on bimbos before.  I saw them as vain, shallow and annoying.  But that is the stereotype.  The women I met on my trip were very affectionate, not to mention stacked.  Their fakeness was hard to process.  And while I did not cheat on Emily, I must say, I was severely tempted.  I can imagine Emily looking up at me with vapid, but loving, eyes, her lips plumped up, her breasts sticking out of the top of her dress, big and round, her hair hanging down her back in gold ringlets.  The picture in my head is enough to make me hard.

 

It is settled.  I will make hypnotic suggestions to slowly turn Emily into a bimbo.  I know it will take time, but there are three months before she graduates.  Then we move to California in June.  From there, I hope the real fun can start.

 

I still need to make out a plan, but I think a good place to start is to get Emily not to worry about what other people think about her.  Anything I get her to change about herself will draw comments from classmates.  Emily has already confessed to getting some flak for her sudden desire to show off her body, especially while I was in California.  The other thing I want to start is pushing her to dye her hair.  I want to see what she would look like as a blonde.  Her dark brown hair is nice, but I want her to try going blonde at least once.  If I like it great, of not, she can either dye it back, or just wait for it to grow out.

 

We have a long weekend getaway scheduled at the end of the month during Emily's spring break.  I am interested to see how far I can get her before then.

 

Jack Turner

March 6

Dear Diary,

 

It's hump day.  I'm glad the week is almost over.  I have chapter draft of one of my theses to turn in Friday, but I'm mostly done with that.  Although I can't let my slack off right now, because I have bigger assignments due before spring break starts in a little over two weeks.  I'm really looking forward to getting away with Jack.

 

And speaking of Jack, nothing new to report on the hypnosis front.  As far as I can tell, Jack hasn't given me any orders or changed me.  But he's been hypnotizing me every night.  I've really come to look forward to our sessions together.  Sometimes we have sex after, but not always.

 

Tonight, when he came over, he was too tired for sex after a long day at work, but I decided I could at least give him a blow job.  It was fun.  After he left, I had to spend some time with my vibrator.  It's hard to imagine that in the span of less than a week, I have tripled the number of blow jobs I've given.  And I could see that number going up before the week is out.  Not that I was quite as uninhibited for the one tonight compared to the one I gave him last Friday.  Still, I made sure to swallow at the end.  I'm not a big fan of the taste or texture, but I'm will to put up with it for Jack.

 

With my trip with Jack coming up soon, I've started thinking about changing my look.  That is when I'm not hopelessly busy with schoolwork.  When we move to California, I want to look as close to perfect for Jack to introduce to his coworkers and bosses.  But I figured, why not get started now.  So on that note, I've started considering about dying my hair blonde.  I've already decided to grow it out, but I think blonde might suit me.  I'm going to ask Jack what he thinks.  But that will have to wait until tomorrow night.

 

Love,

Emily

March 7

Dear Diary,

 

I don't have a lot of time, but I just wanted to report that Jack thought my dying my hair was a great idea.  It's a good thing too, because I've already set up an appointment at a salon to do it.  The next time I write, I'll be a blonde.  I do have to wonder if blondes really have more fun.

 

Love,

Emily

March 8

Dear Diary,

 

Guess what?  I'm a blonde now.  I just got back from the salon.  It took a while, but it was definitely worth it.  I keep checking myself out in the mirror and pulling my hair in front of my face to look at it.  It's still hard to believe this is me now, but I love it.  I think I'm going to put the old adage that blondes have more fun to the test with Jack tonight.  He's taking me out to a club.

 

On the school front, I'm staying on top of my deadlines.  I heard Hannah missed one of hers, which I think brought a smile to my face.  After all the razzing she gave me before.  Not that it matters.  It just seems that staying on top of deadlines is more important and more professional than how I choose to dress.

 

Gotta go.  Jack just got here.

 

Love,

Emily

March 9

Dear Diary,

 

All right, it's official.  Blondes really do have more fun.  Jack took me out to the club last night and I swear every male eye in the place was on me when I walked in.  Of course, it might have also had something to do with the new dress Jack bought me.  It was a backless halter dress with a plunging neck line.  I was hesitant to wear it out at first, but seeing Jack's eyes when he saw me was more than enough to convince me to go through with it.

 

The music was loud, but Jack had reserved us a booth in the back of the club, where it wasn't so bad.  After a couple drinks, I was pretty drunk and excited to hit the dance floor.  Admittedly, things got a little hazy after that, but I had fun and I felt safe knowing Jack was by my side.  Later, he told me how guys kept coming up to me to offer to buy me drinks.  Even in my drunken state, I was able to politely turn them down.

 

When we got back to Jack's place, I made sure to give him a nice blow job.  I can't believe I didn't like giving them before.  It's a submissive act, but it's also a great way to show my appreciation for all Jack does for me.  I'm really lucky to have him.  And this time I didn't need to worry about the taste, because Jack gave me my first ever facial.  It was certainly a different experience and it ruined the little makeup I had on.

 

After I washed my face, Jack tried to put me into trance.  But it didn't work.  He thinks it was because I was still a little drunk from the club.  It was disappointing not to get hypnotized again, but Jack knew the perfect way to spend the rest of our evening.  Let's just say it's a good thing I'm taking birth control, because with the amount of sex we've been having, I would definitely be preggo by now.

 

This morning we laid around Jack's apartment for a couple hours.  But a little before noon, I got a wicked idea.  I challenged him to see how long he could keep me in trance.  Basically, I lost a whole afternoon.  I remember very little of when Jack has me hypnotized and today it was a complete blank.  I'm not really sure what he did, if anything.  Like usual, I don't feel any different.

 

Jack just left after dinner.  He's meeting up with a couple of his buddies at a bar tonight.  I think I'm going to spend the rest of the night curled up on the couch watching movies.  It's been a while since I did something like this.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

March 10

 

The first week of bimbo training has gone well.  I was actually surprised when Emily asked me on Thursday if I thought she would look good with blonde hair.  By Friday night she had gotten her hair dyed.  It's not the platinum color I'd like to see from her eventually, but it is a start.

 

I took her out to a club Friday night and she really seemed to enjoy herself.  She did get a little more drunk than usual.  I am not sure if the drinks there were just stronger or if she has convinced herself that blondes get drunk easier.  With her susceptibility to hypnosis, it could be either one.  I will have to keep an eye that.

 

However, when we got back from the club, and after a rather enthusiastic blow job, I tried to put her under.  Except she just could not focus long enough to drop into trance.  I think it was the alcohol in her system.  She was still pretty giggly and clumsy at that point.  Another thing I need to pay attention to.

 

On Saturday, Emily surprised me with a challenge to see how long I could keep her in trance.  Well, I certainly could not let a challenge like that go unmet.  By my reckoning, I had her under for about six hours.  I am not sure about the ramifications of this, but she seemed to enjoy it.  I took the time to really try and drill home the not caring what other people think of her, not including me.

 

We also spent some time working out her previous aversions to blow jobs.  On Friday I gave her a facial instead of cumming in her mouth, but I really like it when she swallows.  I would like her to get to the point where she enjoys the taste of my cum.  We will see how that goes.

One last thing I did, to have a little fun with her, was try to remove a word from her vocabulary.  I have no idea how it worked yet, but if it does, Emily has lost "avocado."  She should still know what an avocado is physically, but she won't have a word for it.  I will be sure to test this sometime this week.

 

Emily had obviously come quite a long way this week with her initial tasks.  I've been trying to come up with the next steps.  I will of course be reinforce my previous suggestions, but there is room to add more.  I have considered adding a desire to work out.  It is not that she is fat.  She is anything but.  The dress I bought her for the club looked fantastic on her.  However, she could always stand to be more toned.  But, I know Emily does not have the time to go to the gym right now.  She has a big deadline with her theses coming up soon and school is more important right now.

 

With Emily's time focused on school, I think the best place to start is just getting Emily to spend a little more time on her appearance.  I do not need her spending an hour getting ready every morning, but I would like to see her do more than just roll out of bed, throw on clothes and walk out the door with a piece of toast in her hand, which is does more than she would normally admit.  There are some college habits that need breaking before we move to California in a few months.

 

Jack Turner

March 12

Dear Diary,

 

School has been keeping me pretty busy, but I still make time every night for Jack to hypnotize me.  It's so comforting to know he's there for me.  I feel like our trance time is like a security blanket, wrapping me up and keeping me warm.  I look forward to it everyday and anytime I miss it, the only Jack's strong arms wrapped around me can make up for it and maybe my lips around Jack's cock.  I know that's really dirty, but I love sucking Jack's cock.

 

On that note, I know Jack is changing me.  I can't feel it, but I can see it.  I used to hate blow jobs, now I love them.  And I'm sure my issue with clothing while Jack was gone had to do with those recordings.  He has since confiscated them, not wanting me to listen to them anymore.  I know Jack is experimenting with me.  He's still learning what he can do and how I'll react.  But I trust him and I am willing to being his perfect girl, no matter how long it takes.

 

Then there was a weird occurrence that happened at dinner tonight.  Jack brought over taco fixings.  He is a bit of a wiz in the kitchen, which is great, because I'm anything but.  One of Jack's specialties is homemade guacamole.  It's always really tasty.  He asked me to help him make it.  As he prepped everything, he asked for something and I had no idea what he was talking about.  I asked him to repeat himself, but that didn't help any.  Jack looked at me with a knowing smile, leaving me even more confused.  The third time he asked me to get him the guacamole things.  I didn't say anything as I reached into the grocery bag and pulled out the stuff he needed to make guacamole, handing it to him.  He then sent me out of the kitchen to go back to working on my schoolwork.

 

I put the incident out of my mind as I got back to work, but later, after Jack left, I began to realize Jack took a word away from me.  I don't know how he did it, but I'm sure he did it when he had me under on Saturday.  When the word for the guacamole food still didn't come to me, I ended up looking up a recipe online.  When I read the recipe, I was like, of course, that's what it's called.  But as soon as I looked away, the word was gone again.  I still can't remember what it was.

 

Normally, something like this would piss me off.  Instead, as soon as I realized what Jack had done, I got insanely horny.  I texted Jack to see if he was interested in coming back to my place for sex, but he was already getting ready for bed and had to be up early.  As do I, actually.  But before I was ready to sleep, I spent a while with my vibrator to relieve my need.  At least I know I'll sleep well.

 

Love,

Emily

March 14

Dear Diary,

 

I don't have lots of time to write, but I think Jack has changed more with me.  I was late to class this morning and I couldn't figure out why.  It wasn't until Hannah complimented me on my hair that I realized why I was late, not that I care what Hannah thinks of me.  Usually I wake up and just throw on clothes before heading off for class.  If I'm lucky, I grab some breakfast on the way.  But all this week I've been spending more time in the morning getting ready.  This morning I took a shower and spent time styling my hair, instead of just putting it into a pony tail and waiting to shower until later.  It's weird, but spending the extra time getting ready in the morning certainly gives me a confidence boost.  It seems like something I will continue with, even if Jack stops suggesting I do it while in trance.

 

I'm definitely looking forward to the weekend, because then it's only one more week until spring break.

 

Love,

Emily

March 16

Dear Diary,

 

So is it any surprise that Jack took me out again last night?  Friday has become our date night.  And once again, our date night bled into Saturday, not that I mind.  To be honest, I would propose we move in together completely if it weren't for the fact we both have leases and I'm too busy with school to move.

 

Jack hypnotized me before we left for dinner.  Once again, he left me insatiably horny.  He also bought me another dress.  It was far shorter than almost anything I've ever worn.  I think the only skirt I've worn that's shorter was that slutty skirt I wore with my Halloween costume a couple years ago.  The dress also left me very close to exposed when sitting down.  With my horniness, my hands kept drifting underneath the dress as I absentmindedly rubbed my clit through my panties.  I didn't even realize I was doing it, but Jack kept admonishing me for it.  I knew my behavior was his fault, but I couldn't find it in me to blame him.

 

Once we were out in public, I seemed to get a handle on things.  After all, I'm not a slut.  It was a nice dinner, but I definitely felt a little out of place, dressed as I was.  When we walked in, I felt like every eye in the restaurant was on me.  The men looked me up and down and many of the women sneered.  Not that a few disapproving looks bother me.

 

I blew Jack on the drive home, swallowing all his cum.  Then when we got back to his place, we made out on the couch for a while before Jack pushed me over the back of the couch and took me from behind.  That was hot.  Thinking back to that moment makes me hot all over again.  I came so hard too.  Sex with Jack is so much fun.

 

Today, we slept in and then watched movies most of the day, laying around Jack's apartment.  It was a nice relaxing day.  But the real fun started in the morning when I woke Jack up with a blow job.  I like finding ways to surprise him like that.  He seemed happy with my behavior and I certainly had fun sucking down his yummy cum.  Tomorrow, I need to get back to my school work.  I need to turn in a bunch of assignments, especially with regards to my theses, this Friday before Jack and I can leave on our vacation.  One more week.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

March 17

 

Every week I am left more and more amazed by what Emily is will to accept under hypnosis.  She has quickly adapted to dressing up more, taking more time on her appearance than before.  However, she was late to her first classes all last week.  I am hoping she can correct this issue on her own without me intervening.  I will if I need to, but she should be able to figure out that she needs more time in the mornings to get ready.

 

Time will be short this week as we both have a lot of work to get done before our long weekend.  I need to get my work done in advance and Emily has assignments due on Friday.  The plan is to leave town as early as we can on Friday, but I fear, no matter what we do, we will still hit traffic.  The two hour drive tot he beach could be more like three or four hours.  Still, it will be worth it.

 

It was fun to see Emily struggle with the word avocado.  I made dinner for her on Tuesday, deciding tacos would test how well she took my suggestion removing "avocado" from her vocabulary.  It was nothing but a success.  Her only reference with it now is using "guacamole stuff" instead.  I will have to figure out other words to take away from her, limiting her vocabulary.  Not that I can do too much.  Emily still needs to be able to finish school.  But it definitely makes me look forward to the summer when I can really play with her.

 

This week, with the constraint of time, I am keeping the plan simple.  In addition to reinforcing everything else, I am only adding a suggestion that Emily wear lipstick more often.  She has great lips and I would love for her to draw attention to them more.  Red is of course good, but I really think pink is a much more bimbo color.  And it will go well with her blonde hair.  I am still getting used to seeing her like that.

 

Jack Turner

March 19

Dear Diary,

 

I hate how busy both Jack and I are.  I know it's only temporary, but I hate how we can't spend as much time together this week.  Of course, that hasn't stopped Jack from coming over to my apartment every night to put me under.  I know he doesn't keep me in trance for long, but I don't know what I would do without our little sessions.  I almost feel addicted to them.  I don't know what I would do if I missed a day at this point.

 

I know we can't keep this up forever.  Jack will need to make a couple trips to California to prepare for our arrival.  Having his uncle there will be a big help, but moving across the country is complicated.  Thankfully, Jack is more than up to the task.  I'm so lucky to have him.

 

Tonight, after Jack brought me out of trance, he said he wanted to make this weekend a big surprise for me.  All I know is that we're going to the beach.  Other than that, I'm clueless.  As part of that, Jack wants to pack for me.  My first reaction was not a good one, but after a moment of consideration, I agreed.  It would be nice not to have to worry about the trip since I have three major assignments due on Friday.  It might also mean we get out of town a little earlier this way.  I'll just make sure to pack up my toiletries for him, since I'm sure Jack doesn't have a clue about those things.

 

Before I go, I thought I should mention I stopped at the department store at lunch today and bought some lipstick.  I'm not exactly sure why I did it, but I didn't feel I had the right color lipstick.  I forget the exact name of the color, but it is a lot more pink than anything else I own.  I've been wearing it ever since.

 

Love,

Emily

March 21

Dear Diary,

 

I don't have tons of time to write tonight, but I figured I should update you on something important.  I'm not exactly sure what brought this on, but when Jack came over tonight, I confessed that I wanted him to remove my inhibitions while we are at the beach, completely.  I want no shame from anything he might want of me.

 

I'm not exactly sure what brought this on, but the idea has been floating around in my head all week.  I'm not sure if Jack put it there or not, but I can't stop thinking it would make our trip together all the better.  But it's not just about feeling shame.  I don't want to have any qualms about what Jack wants from me.  He can have me any way he wants and I want to be willing and eager to perform.  I want to give myself to him in every way imaginable.

 

Damn, writing this made me hot.  I'm afraid I'll need some time with my vibrator before I get back to work.  I still have a lot of work to get done tonight.

 

Love,

Emily

March 23

Dear Diary,

 

Holy shit, this weekend has already been the best.  I love spring break.  When I got home from turning in my assignments, Jack was already at my apartment.  My suitcase was already packed.  He handed me an outfit he bought for me and told me to change before I had even dropped my backpack on my desk.

 

I was a little concerned with what Jack had chosen for me at first.  The pink halter top was both low cut and cropped, showing off most of my stomach.  While I'm reasonably thin, I'm not a stick.  I spend too much time working at a computer to have avoided the freshmen fifteen.  The denim shorts weren't much better.  They more closely resembled panties than they did shorts.  I think I would have felt more at home wearing a bikini.  Of course, as much as I wanted to balk at my slutty attire, I wasn't about to say no.  I want to be Jack's perfect woman.  If he wants me dressed like this, I'll do it for him.

 

Despite my decision to just roll with Jack's plan, the shoes almost set me off.  Tall pink platform heels.  I had never worn anything like these in my life.  They were gaudy and impossible to walk in.  And for some reason, I love them.  I'll explain more later in the story.

 

As soon as we were in the car, me tarted up like a slut and Jack behind the wheel, he put a CD in the stereo.  He had made stayed up late the night before making it.  It was just the sound of a metronome.  He had me focus on the sound, imagining a picture of a metronome in my mind.  Then before I realized it, we were at our hotel three and half hours later.  I missed the entire drive.

 

When we arrived, I proudly hung on to Jack's arm as we walked in.  It was a fancy hotel with bellhops and valet parking.  Everything would be taken care of for us.  I definitely got a few stares from people as Jack checked in, but I didn't pay them any attention.  I didn't care what people thought of me.  All that mattered was what Jack thought of me.

 

Once we were in the hotel room, it didn't take long for both of us to shed our clothes and start having some fun.  Of course, we forgot the bellhops would be bringing our bags up.  Jack got up and quickly pulled on a pair of shorts while I posed on the bed, not minding in the slightest if the bellhop saw me.  The bellhop's eyes bugged out when he saw me.  However, he dutifully placed our bags where Jack directed him and then left without a tip.  I guess he considered seeing me his tip.  Jack and I laughed about it, but we were soon back to our sexy fun.

 

After I came twice, once in the bed and again in the shower as we got ourselves cleaned up, Jack took me out to dinner.  He had another outfit picked out for me this time.  It was a shimmering silver backless dress.  It looked great on me, paired with matching silver high heels.  Although I think it would have looked better if I had lighter hair.  I'm not sure what it was exactly, but seeing myself in the dress made me want to go with a lighter blonde when I went to the salon to get my roots done.

 

Dinner was at a fancy restaurant overlooking the beach.  It was already dark, but the rising moon reflected off the waves, making the scene picture perfect.  After dinner, we went dancing.  I got pretty drunk, but I had fun.  Jack really is great.  Just before we left the club, I pulled Jack out back and gave him a blow job to say thanks.

 

By the time we got back to our hotel room, we were both pretty tired.  We slept in this morning, ordering room service for breakfast and generally laying about and cuddling.  After we ate, Jack ate me out, sending me to a wonderful orgasm.  If only life could be like that all the time.

 

In the afternoon, Jack gave me a bikini to wear to the beach.  I happily put it on.  We then went for a walk on the beach, walking through the surf and generally enjoying each other's company.  It was a good thing it was warm and sunny, because I would have frozen my ass off otherwise.  Not that the cold would have stopped me from wearing the bikini.  On this trip, Jack is choosing what I wear.

 

We just got back from the beach and I just took a shower to wash off the salt from the ocean.  Jack says he's going to put me under before we head out to dinner.  After what we've done already on this trip, I can't imagine how he can make it better, but I'm sure he can.

 

Love,

Emily

March 25

Dear Diary,

 

Jack and I go home tomorrow, but as I sit here right now, I wish this weekend would never end.  It's funny, because I used to be very career driven, wanting to eventually go to law school, but I'm starting to have second thoughts on that.  I still plan to graduate, but I think I might spend part of this summer evaluating what I really want to do with my life.  Unfortunately, I'm a long ways away from being able to do that.  Soon it will be back to the grind of school.  At least my schedule gets a little easier with some of the big assignments already done.

 

So I wrote last week about how I started wearing lipstick more.  Other than at night, I can't remember a time this weekend when I wasn't wearing any.  I put some on as soon as I get up, reapplying it as needed throughout the day.  I bring this up, because I think I have a new name for when I suck Jack's cock, which I've been doing a lot lately.  I don't know how he can keep going like this.  I keep meaning to ask if he's taking any male enhancement drugs, but I keep forgetting.

 

But back to the topic at hand, I have started calling blow jobs "painting his cock."  I keep leaving lipstick marks on his shaft from sucking him off.  Neither of us seem to mind.  It's my claim on him.  Only a slut would do something with a guy when his cock already had lipstick stains.  And I think Jack likes it, because it's a sign of how much he is getting his cock sucked.

 

When I haven't been painting Jack's cock, we've been spending most of our time either on the beach or in the hotel room.  We've had more sex than I can count and the closest thing I've come to wearing panties has been bikini bottoms on the beach.  Once back in the hotel room, I've stripped right out of my clothes, preferring to be naked.  Admittedly, Jack has taken me out every night so far for dinner and dancing, but even then, I've gone commando, wanting to make myself more available should the mood strike Jack, which it usually has.

 

Last night, the club we went to was on the beach.  After dancing for a while, Jack and I wandered off down the beach, getting some air.  I was wearing a fun little yellow dress with yellow wedge sandals.  Eventually we found a secluded spot on the beach with a grove of trees.  Jack took me by the hand and pulled me behind the cover of the trees and we started making out.  Making out quickly led to both of us with our clothes off and Jack fucking me from behind.  It was hot and sexy and I loved how on display we were.  Even though we were hidden behind some trees, anyone and everyone would have known what we were doing from my screams of ecstasy alone.

 

Like I said, I'm going to be sad to see this weekend end.  Then again, it wouldn't be special if this were how life always was.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

March 26

 

I am writing this two days later than usual because of the trip I took with Emily to the beach.  It was a long weekend full of more sex than I could have ever imagined.  And yes, I needed a little pharmaceutical help to keep up with my girlfriend.

 

A week ago, Emily surprised me with a desire for me to remove her inhibitions for the weekend.  We have done this before to some degree, but I have never left the suggestion with her for so long.  I set up a trance file for her to listen to on the drive as I walked her through the mental processes of letting go.  I was scared when we first reached our hotel and beat the bellhop, with our bags, to our room.  Emily was already naked when the bellhop knocked on the door.  I hastily put on some shorts to answer the door.  Emily, however, laid out on the bed, posing for the guy.  His eyes bugged out when he saw her, but he remained professional.  Although, he left before I could give him a tip, so seeing Emily like that certainly threw him off his game.

 

All weekend, Emily was absolute dynamite.  She loved showing off and dressing sexy.  At some point she gave up wearing panties, except for bikini bottoms when we went to the beach.  She had no qualms about doing anything.  We even had sex out on the beach one night after going dancing at a club.  I chose a secluded spot with trees for cover, but I would not have been surprised if Emily would have been willing to have sex in the open.

 

All I can say is that I am a very lucky man to have Emily.  It will be amazing to see what I can do once school is out of the way.  I am sure she will take to the California lifestyle once we move, with my hypnotic encouragement of course.

 

This week, I would really like Emily to focus getting ahead on her schoolwork.  I would love it if she could finish the rest of her big assignments so we can have more fun as the spring progresses.  If she can coast on school for the next two months, I can prep her for the bimbo lifestyle a bit more.  But all of this is dependent on her finishing as much schoolwork as she can before the end of spring break.  The timing works out too, as I am already anticipating a lot to do when I return to work.  Missing two and a half days, even with all I did beforehand, will leave a big pile on my desk to work through when I return tomorrow.

 

Jack Turner

March 28

Dear Diary,

 

We got back from the beach two days ago and I have been working on school stuff ever since.  Jack has swung by each night to have dinner with me and to hypnotize me, but he has been late every night.  Even though he planned ahead and got a bunch of work done before we left, he couldn't make up for his time off entirely.  I guess that's okay though, since it's given me time to get ahead.

 

Senioritis is real.  I wish I could just float the rest of the school year, but I still have some major assignments to complete.  But since I have the time, I might as well get started on those things now.  It's not like I need to wait for the assignments to be given.  It's all in the syllabus.  I've already knocked out what I had left of one class and am almost done with another.  All I'll have to do now is go to class and participate.  I think I can handle that.

 

Love,

Emily

March 30

Dear Diary,

 

Not a lot to report.  For once, Jack didn't take me out to dinner on Friday night.  I guess after last weekend, I cant blame him.  We stayed at a really nice hotel and ate at fancy restaurants.  A quiet night works for me just fine.  Actually, he came over to help me study.  I've been surprised at how focused I've been the last few days.  Most of my class assignments, the ones I could do without more information from the professor, are done and I'm just about done with both of my theses.  That just leaves the odd small assignment, studying for tests and final exams left.  I can't believe how much more time I'm going to have now.

 

Not much more to report right now.  I did tell my parents about my plans to move to California with Jack.  They seem happy for me, although I could tell there was some disappointment in their voices.  I didn't come home for spring break, so they haven't seen me since Christmas.  That means I won't see them until Graduation.  It will be good to seem them, although I'm going to have to fill them in on my going blonde, but I'll save that for the next phone call.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

March 31

 

I am happy to report that Emily has finished all of her major assignments for the rest of the year.  She still needs to attend class and complete a few small assignments that will pop up from time to time, but the big stuff is out of the way.  There will still be final exams, but for seniors, those come early to make sure graduation requirements are met before students walk across the stage.  I did it last year and it isn't that bad.

 

Now that Emily has more time, I am thinking it would be good for her to start exercising more.  She has not had a lot of time with her school work and that part of her life has been neglected.  I have not said anything, but I really think Emily could stand to lose a few pounds.  It is nothing serious and she still looks healthy, but she could always be better.

 

Although I need to be careful that I don't push her too much.  I know with exercise and weight, eating issues can form.  I would hate to be the cause of an eating disorder.  So with that in mind, I am only going to suggest she start exercising more and emphasize how much she enjoys it.  Since I seem to be cooking a lot of her meals, I can make sure she is heating better.  That is something I could stand to do as well.

 

Jack Turner

April 2

Dear Diary,

 

So I decided to start exercising again.  I've done it off and on for the last couple years, but nothing regular, usually just to tag along with a friend.  But I've decided to do it for real this time.  I went to the campus fitness center yesterday and after trying out some of the different machines, I met with one of the gym staff.  Kyle is a football player, but since he knows he won't be going to the NFL, he is planning to become a personal trainer.  He offered to train me for free, which is a huge plus.

 

So for my first day, I was afraid he would work me really hard and make me sore for days.  Much to my surprise, while I am sure I'll be sore tomorrow, it wasn't nearly as hard as I thought it would be.  I guess he's working me up to the really hard stuff, giving me time to adapt.

 

Jack came over tonight and cooked me dinner.  He beat me to my apartment as I was still finishing my workout.  After I got home and showered, we had a wonderful and very healthy meal.  I'm beginning to wonder if my interest in exercising came from Jack.  Not that I mind.  I'll be the firs to admit I could lose some weight.  While I' still relatively thin, I have a nice layer of fat that's built up over the last couple years.  It would be nice to look perfect in a bikini when we get to California.

 

After dinner, Jack put me under as he does every night and then we had sex.  I'm afraid what will happen when Jack makes his next trip to California.  Not only am I addicted to the hypnosis, I might be addicted to all the sex we've been having.  Vibrators are good and all with helping me cum, but nothing quite does if for me like Jack's cock.  As far as I'm concerned, he is perfect for me.

 

I should get to bed.  I have an early class in the morning.  Sometimes I wonder why I'm still going to class.  It's not like I don't have my grades in order.  Not that I have anything to fill that time with and I want to keep my participation grade up.  Good night.

 

Love,

Emily

April 4

Dear Diary,

 

Kyle is a nice guy and he is helping me a ton with getting fit.  I did have to warn him that I have a boyfriend though.  I did it casually, mentioning plans I had with Jack.  Kyle took it all in stride.

 

Actually, thinking back to it, it wasn't like he came on to me or asked me out.  He just made a passing comment that could have led to him hitting on me if I let it go there.  I figured it was best to mention Jack before Kyle got his hopes up.  I'm a one man woman.

 

Working out everyday leaves me both tired and exhilarated.  I know it's only been a few days, but I am both loving and dreading my workouts.  Immediately after, I feel drained.  But the rest of the day, my energy levels are way up.  I can't say I am complaining, but it isn't until after Jack hypnotizes me that I feel up to doing anything more than vegging out on the couch.  Thankfully he has been coming over every night to cook me dinner.

 

And I've decided once I'm done with school, I should learn how to cook.  I think it would be great to be able to cook for Jack once in a while.  Still, I appreciate that he has started focusing on healthier meals for us.  It really helps me knowing he is behind me as I try to get fitter.

 

Love,

Emily

April 6

Dear Diary,

 

Jack and I went to a party last night.  It was fun.  I can't remember the last time I went to a house party.  Some friends of friends were hosting.  The beer flowed copiously.  Jack and I danced for a while before the party broke down into a series of keg stands.  Neither of us partook in that part of the festivities, but we both watched for a bit.

 

There was a little freshman girl who was one of the first to volunteer.  She actually lasted longer than I would have guessed.  It looked like she was new to the party scene, because she would regularly shout out about how drunk she was.  It didn't help that she was dressed like a slut.  I'm not sure who told her what college parties at Thatcher were like, but she stood out a lot.

 

Both surprisingly and luckily, Hannah was there.  Hannah and I don't really get along that well anymore.  We see each other in class, but she stopped talking to me.  I don't think she has changed her mind about the fact I've opted to show off a little bit more.  It's not like I'm dressing scandalously or anything, but it doesn't fit her image of how a senior woman should dress.  I also don't think she likes the fact I dyed my hair blonde.

 

So it was a surprise to see Hannah, because I rarely did outside of class, but lucky because she offered to take the girl back to her dorm room.  There were definitely a few guys who were watching the girl.  I couldn't tell what their motives were, but it was better to be safe than sorry.  I'll have to send Hannah an email thanking her for what she did.  Maybe that will repair the rift that has come between us.

 

When the night was through, I went back to Jack's place where we fucked and fucked.  I don't know how many times I came last night, but it was a lot.

 

This morning, we slept in together.  I eventually gave Jack a good morning blow job, before I changed into some workout clothes I brought with me and went out for a run.  Kyle wants me working out six days a week.  Since I'm not meeting him on the weekends, I get to choose which day to go running.  I didn't go for long, only about twenty minutes, but I enjoyed getting my blood flowing for a while.

 

When I got back to Jack's he hopped in the shower together.  I'm not sure either of us were much cleaner after the shower than before, but it was certainly fun.  I am so glad I'm not a virgin anymore.  Sex is such an important part of my life now.  I love it.

 

Jack and I spent the rest of the day together, although I don't remember a lot of it.  He put me under after lunch and he had already finished cooking dinner when he brought me out.  I have no idea what he did, but I was both horny and hungry.  After dinner, we retired to the bedroom for dessert.  I am writing this as Jack sleeps beside me.  I'm still horny and have been diddling my clit for the last thirty minutes, but I thought I should write before I came and went to bed.  I can already tell, this is going to be a good one.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

April 7

 

I am already amazed at how serious Emily has become with exercising.  She has a personal trainer at the campus gym and has done everything he tells her.  It takes more than a week for habits to become set, but if she keeps this up, I will need to start working out more just do I can keep up.

 

It has been amazing to have Emily available more.  With her schoolwork complete, she has more time to spend with me in the evenings.  She turned in her second thesis early and she should hear back about it sometime this week.  It may mean a little more work, but nothing extraordinary.

 

And I have been doing my part by making sure we eat healthier.  During the week, I go over to her apartment and make us dinner.  Usually, by the time I'm done cooking, Emily has had time to come home from the gym and shower.  It is a system that seems to work well and it gives me a good excuse to spend time with her.  After dinner has been when I put her into trance.  Often, afterward, we end up having sex of some kind.  I am not sure if Emily now associates hypnosis with arousal and sex, but I have not given her any post hypnotic suggestions regarding her desire for sex since we returned from our vacation, but that has not stopped her from sometimes tackling me onto the bed.  Not that I am complaining.

 

This week's plan is to get Emily smiling more.  She has a beautiful smile and seeing it is enough to brighten my day.  I would like to see it more often.  I think the stress from school made it hard for her to smile at the world.  Now that her life has simplified, I am hoping I can get her to smile more.  It would be fantastic if smiling was her resting face.  I am wary of adding something more complex as her exercising has not yet become habit.

 

Jack Turner

April 9

Dear Diary,

 

Today in class, Hannah seemed much more friendly than usual.  She and I haven't seen eye to eye for a while, but she actually sat next to me in class and we chatted before the professor arrived.  I asked her about the girl at the party and made sure she got back all right.  As I suspected, the girl was a freshman who decided to try partying for the first time.  Hannah helped her back to the dorms where the girl's roommate took over.

 

Hannah's story about how they had to stop on the way back to campus, pausing in front of someone's house, while the girl puked in the bushes made me laugh.  I remembered being young like that, but thankfully, I never went overboard like that girl had.  Luckily, she had people looking out for her.

 

I haven't decided why Hannah seems friendlier.  She could have had a change of heart about the two of us.  As the only two Econ-Poli Sci double majors, we might as well have each other's backs.  But with her, who knows.  Maybe the fact I emailed her over the weekend was enough to prove we're not so different.

 

This evening, my workout got cut short because the fitness center lost power.  We've had a lot of rain lately and I heard that a tree came down on a power line.  Luckily, my apartment was not affected.  So I ended up getting home a little early.  Jack was just starting on dinner when I got home.  After I showered, I went into the kitchen and knelt down between Jack's legs, just in front of the stove, and started sucking his cock while he tended to our dinner.  It was really hot and I thought a great way of rewarding him for his cooking.

 

After dinner, as always, I went right under.  When Jack brought me out, I asked him to fuck me doggy style.  I'm not sure what brought that about, but I had been fantasizing about it all day.  I've been thinking about sex a lot lately, actually.  I wonder if this is what it's like to be a guy.  Don't they say that guys think about sex every seven seconds or some nonsense like that?  I know that's not accurate, but with more leisure time, I find myself day dreaming more.  It just so happens those day dreams have been sexual in nature.  And with that information, I leave you for the day.

 

Love,

Emily

April 11

Dear Diary,

 

Okay, I think I know why Hannah has been friendlier with me this week.  When she sat down next to me in class today, she asked me what I was smiling about.  "Nothing," I said, but her asking made me wonder if I was smiling more.  I definitely felt happier than usual.  I had assumed it was just because I had more free time and I wasn't stressed out, but I've read that just the act of smiling can make you happier.  Maybe that's what's going on with me right now.  Not that I'm complaining.

 

Otherwise, everything is going great.  Kyle says I've been very responsive in my workouts, making small but solid improvements.  Jack has been great also.  And the sex has been fantastic.  I know I mention it here a lot, but goddamn does that man know how to make a girl cum.  I think I've had more orgasms in the last month or two than I have had since I discovered masturbation.

 

Tonight, Jack left me thoroughly fucked, promising a fun night tomorrow.  I can't wait.

 

Love,

Emily

April 13

Dear Diary,

 

Can life get any better?  I heard back from my thesis adviser yesterday.  He didn't have any major complaints about my thesis.  He just recommended a couple minor changes to wording and such.  Not a big deal to fix.  I have until next week, so no worries.  I spent some of yesterday working on that before I met Kyle for my workout.

 

But really, my time with Jack has become the most important thing to me.  I really think he is the one.  If he ever decided to pop the question, I know what my answer would be.  I would say yes with absolutely no hesitation.  Not that I expect him to any time soon.  Neither of us are in a place where I think we can consider marriage.  Maybe once we're in California it will be better.

 

As you might have guessed, life can't get any better because of all the sex I'm having.  Jack can be a complete animal in bed and I absolutely love it.  Last night, he tortured me by not letting me cum.  He would fuck me hard, but then stop as soon as I got close.  Then after a little break, he would start up again.  We did that for over an hour.  I don't know how he kept from getting blue balls.  But when he finally let me cum, I came like a fucking freight train.  Holy shit, I don't think I've ever cum like that before.

 

Then today was our usual morning spent in bed, cuddling with the occasional sex act thrown in.  But eventually I had to get up to go running.  However, this time, Jack joined me.  He told me my exercise efforts had inspired him to be more active.  It was nice having a running partner.  I'm not as fast as he is, but he let me set the pace.  I appreciated that, because I wouldn't last more than a couple minutes running at his pace.

 

This afternoon, rather than put me in trance the whole time, Jack took me to a local amusement park.  I had a lot of fun.  Toward the end, we went skating on their roller skating rink.  I hadn't been roller skating since I was a little girl.  Like I said, it was a lot of fun.

 

And I just realized something today.  Actually it was Jack who pointed it out.  I haven't had any headaches in weeks.  I might just be cured.  Jack asked if that meant I wanted to stop with the hypnosis, but I said there was no way in hell I was giving that up.  I love that he can make me do things without me realizing.  He can't do anything I don't want, but the simple fact is, I would do just about anything for him.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

April 14

 

It has been great to see Emily smiling more.  She has such a radiant smile, it would be a shame not to share it with the world.  And Emily seems happier too.  It is amazing what a smile can do for your mood.  I'm hoping this new happier Emily becomes the norm.

 

While we were cuddling in bed, I asked Emily about her headaches.  She had not complained about them in several weeks.  She said she had not thought about them, but they are gone.  Having removed most of the stressors in her life, I am not surprised her headaches have disappeared as well.  I did ask if she still wanted to continue with the hypnosis sessions and she gave me an adamant yes.  I am glad of that.  I know she has given me permission to change her, but I still think it is important to check in with her occasionally.

 

This week, my plan is to suggest that Emily try to please people more.  At times, I have seen a submissive streak in her that I love.  For example, on Thursday, Emily got home from her workout early because of a power issue at the fitness center and she decided to reward my cooking dinner by dropping to her knees in the kitchen and giving me a blow job.  She even paused at times so that I could continue cooking.  I would like to see more of that type of behavior from her.  I am not looking to make her completely submissive, unable to make her own decisions, but I would like her to defer to me just a little more.  We will see how this works out.

 

Jack Turner

April 17

Dear Diary,

 

I'm writing this before I head off for class this morning.  Jack and I had fallen into a routine where I spend the weekend at his place and we spend weeknights at mine.  He suggested we mix it up last night.  So I went over to his place after my workout.  As usual, he cooked.  However, he was late getting home from work, so he didn't start cooking until I had already arrived.

 

I asked Jack if he wanted me to paint his cock while he cooked again, but he said no.  He had too many pans to keep track of already and didn't want me to distract him.  However, wanting to thank him for cooking, I decided to try my hand at cleaning up his apartment.  Jack isn't like most guys.  He keeps things relatively clean, but since he spends so much time at my place in the evenings, he doesn't have time to take care of some of the chores that one usually does.  And one chore that I thought could use doing was vacuuming the living room and bedroom.

 

When I finished, Jack looked at me from the stove and smiled at me.  It was the knowing smile he gets sometimes when I've done something he suggested under hypnosis.  Sometimes I can guess what the suggestion was, but this time, I was clueless.  "What?" I asked.  "Thanks for cleaning up," he answered.  "I appreciate it."  I don't know what it was, but hearing Jack say that gave me a shiver of pleasure down my spine.  I loved it.

 

So obviously, Jack did something to me this week, but I haven't entirely figured out what it is yet.  Not that I have spent a lot of thought on it.  In some ways, I like being left in the dark about what he is doing to me.  It's hotter that way.  The rest of the night went much as you would expect these days.

 

This morning, I had to get up early so that I could make it home and get ready for class.  I'm a bit tired, but I'm no where near as tired as I was before spring break.  I don't even know how I survived all that.  And no I'm off to class.  Until next time.

 

Love,

Emily

April 18

Dear Diary,

 

I don't have a ton of time to write right now.  Jack just left and it's late and I'm tired.  Kyle worked me extra hard today and kept me late.  He was teaching me proper squat technique, but I was struggling to get it right.  I ended up doing a lot of reps.  Thankfully, I wasn't starting with any noticeable weight.

 

I think I've figured out what Jack is doing to me right now.  All week, I have felt more submissive toward him.  I've actually felt more submissive in general, but especially to Jack.  I'm not sure I have it in me to argue with him.  I mean, I would if it were important, but it doesn't sound pleasant.

 

Normally, I would hate the thought of being submissive, but I can't bring myself to care that much.  To be honest, I like deferring to Jack.  The fact I'm letting him change me through hypnosis is a submissive act in and of itself.  Now I'm just being more submissive in public ways.  That's not a huge difference and it would happen eventually.  I might ask Jack about it, but I might not.  I haven't decided yet.

 

Love,

Emily

April 20

Dear Diary,

 

It's another date night report.  After calmer weekends the last couple weeks, Jack took me out to a club last night.  I had a blast.  He bought me a sexy dress to wear.  It was so much fun dancing my ass off out on the dance floor.  When we got back to Jack's place, I was still riding an enormous endorphin high.  Once we got to the bedroom, I proceeded to give him a little strip tease.  Not that I was wearing much to strip off.  Jack bought the dress a little small so I could continue to wear it if I drop a dress size.  It meant I couldn't wear underwear without ruining the lines of the dress.  Not that I mind not wearing panties after spring break.  Sometimes I wonder why I bother.

 

After the strip tease, Jack pulled me onto the bed and climbed on top of me as he fucked me.  It was a perfect end to the evening.  I came three times before Jack unloaded inside of me.  Thankfully, I'm on the pill.  I would be pregnant by now given how much sex we have.

 

Today it rained all day, so Jack and I stayed in.  Other than when we went running, when thankfully it had stopped pouring for a few minutes.  After that, we just laid around Jack's apartment binge watching television shows.  I can't say I remember everything, because I kept getting distracted by Jack's cock.  I seemed to have an erection sense.  I know when he starts getting hard and just knowing that is enough to get me going.  There might have been some trance mixed in as well.  I slip into it so easily, I don't always notice.

 

I turned in my last thesis, having made all the corrections, yesterday.  It's so nice to be done with it.  Now I just have my final exams to look forward to.  There is a written and an oral component that I need to worry about, in addition to my class exams.  Mentioning oral made me laugh.  I can't help but associate it with sucking Jack's cock.  Too bad I'm not being tested on that.  I think I'm getting pretty damn good at it.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

April 21

 

The transformation Emily has made already has been tremendous.  I am in complete awe of who she has become, all because of a few suggestions I give her.  I never knew people like her existed.  It is so easy to put her under now.  Yesterday, I had her in and out of trance all afternoon.  Sometimes I would just leave her there, other times I would ask her questions or reinforce the suggestions I have already made.  As far as I can tell, Emily barely notices when she goes into trance.

 

I have enjoyed watching Emily act more submissively toward me this week.  She has deferred to me whenever there has been a question or decision to be made.  There is something about the way she looks at me when she wants me to make a decision, almost like puppy-dog eyes.  She looks at me with a certain kind of longing.  I wish I could describe it better, but it is both cute and hot.  She makes me want to take care of her, which given how I have asked her to be more submissive toward me, I am obligated to do so.

 

There is already so much about Emily that I am enjoying.  She clearly wants to please me, even before I suggested she be more submissive toward me.  While I am enjoying the small effects her exercise regimen has already created, there is still more I would like to see from her.  Namely, this week, I want Emily to get a belly-button piercing.  Admittedly, she would probably do it if I just asked her to, but I like the idea of her thinking it was her idea.  That way, she is more participatory in this whole thing.  I am sure she will figure out that I gave her the suggestion, but when she goes through with it, I want her to know she is okay with it.  In the end, I realize what I ask her to do under hypnosis is still controlled be her.  She is the one giving me control.  She can rescind that control at any time.  Regardless, I am looking forward to seeing Emily's belly adorned with a jewel.  She is going to look so sexy with it.  Every bimbo should have their belly-button pierced.

 

Jack Turner

April 23

Dear Diary,

 

Guess what.  I got really impulsive today and got my belly button pierced.  I don't know exactly what made me do it, but I just had this urge and then I did it.  So yeah, I have more than just my ears pierced now.

 

Surprisingly, it didn't hurt as much as I had feared.  That was the scariest part, the fear of it hurting.  And now I have a little pink barbell in my belly button.  It looks pretty good, but it's still sore and a little swollen.  The piercer explained all the aftercare stuff.  While it will take a while to fully heal, I should be able to replace the initial jewelry in a few weeks.  I'm already planning to get something that sparkles, something I'll want to show off while wearing a bikini.  That sounds really fun and sexy.

 

Jack was surprised when I showed him when he came over for dinner tonight.  I don't think he was expecting me to act on my own like I did.  And I can't say I blame him.  Thinking back on it, I probably should have discussed it with him first, getting his opinion.  I was just so excited about it that I acted without thinking.

 

Now I feel kind of sad that I might have upset Jack.  Although he certainly seemed to like it.  I ended up spending the evening wearing a cropped shirt so that the fabric wouldn't irritate the piercing.  I couldn't help but notice how Jack's eyes kept falling to my belly, his focus being drawn to my new jewelry.  I like it.  He makes me feel sexy like that.

 

Jack just left a little while ago.  He put me under as he always does and then he gave me a good fucking.  There is no doubt about it anymore.  I am addicted.  I can't go more than a day without Jack hypnotizing me or us having sex.  I honestly believe I would go through withdrawals without him.  Of course, in a couple weeks, Jack is headed off to California to get us set up to move.  He'll be finding a place for us to live and taking care of other stuff like that.  I can't believe how fast everything is happening.  And yet, I am having a hard time worrying about it.  I know Jack will take care of everything.

 

Love,

Emily

April 25

Dear Diary,

 

So it turns out I'm not the only Econ-Poli Sci double major to have a belly button piercing.  While I wasn't as brazen with wearing a cropped top to class as I have been in the evenings once I get home, or at the gym working out with Kyle, I have still been careful with irritating my new piercing.  Sitting in class today, I rolled my t-shirt up a bit, letting my belly-button breathe a little.  Hannah looked over and asked me about it.

 

Hannah is a weird girl, but now that we both have our theses turned in, she seems to have relaxed a little.  Well, we got to talking, and it turns out she has hers pierced too.  I never would have believed straight laced Hannah had more than her ears pierced.  After class, she pulled up her shirt and showed me.  Not only was she wearing something bright and sparkling, but it was the dangling kind.  I was shocked.  She explained the whole story, how her high school sweetheart paid for her to get the piercing as an eighteenth birthday present.  Even though they broke up, Hannah had grown so used to having it, she has kept it all this time.

 

So Hannah and I have been getting along better lately, so I figured I would keep extending an olive branch by asking if she wanted to grab coffee with me.  She accepted and a quick coffee break turned into a whole day together.  I ended up confessing to just going through the motions at this point with school.  I haven't even fully confessed to Jack at this point, but more and more, I'm doubting I will be doing much with my degrees once we get to California.  I'm not sure what Jack has planned for me, but I get the feeling my schooling won't play a big role.  I would drop out now if it weren't such a waste of time and money.  And who knows, I can always fall back on my degrees if things in California don't work out.  But Hannah was able to sympathize with me.  She said she has serious senioritis.  It's hard for her to get up in the mornings and go to class.  I don't have that problem, but in a way it sucks that we are both all but done, apart from our last few exams.

 

Hannah and I hung out so long that I was late for my training session with Kyle.  I was super apologetic when I finally arrived.  Kyle seemed annoyed at first, but when he saw my workout attire, I don't think he cared anymore.  Usually I wear basic shorts and a fitted t-shirt for my workouts, but because I was running late, all I had that was clean was a pair of spandex shorts and a sports bra.  Maybe my workouts are finally starting to pay off, because Kyle couldn't keep his eyes off me.  Actually, all the guys at the gym struggled not to look.  Damn it feels good to be thought of as sexy.

 

When I told Jack about my time at the gym during dinner, he asked me to model my workout attire later.  I complained that they were all dirty and sweaty, but he insisted, saying that we could always shower together.  I didn't need telling twice.  Jack's eyes followed me around the room with sexual hunger as I pretended to workout.  It wasn't long before we were fucking in the shower, me leaning over, bracing myself against the tiled wall, the hot water cascading over our skin, driving me wild with passion.  To be honest, we both could have used another shower after that, but we were both too spent to care.  The hot water had run out by then, so it didn't really matter at that point.

 

We watched part of a movie, recovering our strength, before Jack put me under for the night.  He just left a few minutes ago.  I wish he was still here.  I miss having him beside me.  It's only a few more weeks.

 

Love,

Emily

April 27

Dear Diary,

 

So we tried something new this weekend.  Last night, Jack took me out to a club wearing a special outfit he picked out for me.  I'm lucky it was pretty warm, because there wasn't much fabric involved.  The top wasn't much more than a bikini top with extra straps.  He also had me wear a pair of spandex shorts, but they were way shorted than anything I could get away with at the gym.  But that wasn't what was new.

 

It all happened when we got back to his apartment.  I was super horny after hours of dancing with Jack and grinding up against him to the beat of the music.  But when we got there, instead of the usual sex that follows, Jack pulled out a tube of lube.  Now I haven't needed added lubrication in over a month, so I was confused for a moment until I realized what Jack wanted to do.

 

My eyes went wide as I realized he wanted to try out my other hole.  I suck him off all the time and we basically have sex every night.  But we have never done anal.  I was super nervous until Jack showed me another gift he had for me.  "Because your front is so pretty, I thought I would get you something for the back," he told me as he handed me a small white box.

 

I greedily opened it, curious as to what Jack had planned for me.  Inside was a jeweled butt plug.  It was with great relief that I pulled it out and dropped my shorts.  "You're going to have to help me with this," I told him, being sure to wiggle my ass a little, playing all innocent.

 

Jack was gentle as he pushed the well lubed toy inside my ass.  I can't say it was the most comfortable thing I've ever done, but it wasn't bad.  Just weird.  It made me feel very full.  It also turned me on to see Jack's eyes light up with lust.  Whatever it was about me having the plug in my ass was enough to drive him crazy.

 

And I learned a lesson.  Sex when you have your ass full is a much different experience.  It was weird, but I think I liked it.  I mean, I think I liked it more.  I felt more in the moment than ever before and I didn't know that was possible.  I was already thinking this would need to be something we try more often.

 

I only wore the plug for about an hour.  I was willing to go longer, but Jack insisted I not do too much to start.  This morning, he informed me that I was to start anal training.  Eventually, wants to get me to the point where I can wear a plug all day, to the point where it feels strange to have my ass be empty.  I'm not sure I'll ever get to that point, but I am definitely willing to try it.  He also told me that he would only fuck me when I was plugged.

 

I've been alternating the day wearing the plug and then not.  I'm sure Jack intends to eventually take my anal cherry, but I'm not sure I care about that.  I feel safe knowing Jack is training me to take his cock in my ass someday.  He's taking his time too, which I appreciate.  I do like the idea of my ass being as cute as my tummy.  It helps that the jeweled part of the plug is pink to match my belly-button.

 

So if you can't tell, my day has been spent alternating between sex and laying around.  I don't know how Jack can keep going.  He must have cum at least ten times today.  He is an absolute beast.  But the best part is that I'm his and when he cums, it means I've done a good job.  His cum, wherever he gives it to me, is my reward for a job well done.  At least, that's how I've felt today.  I'm pretty sure Jack hypnotized me today as many times as he fucked me.  Not that I mind.  I like it when he does both of those things.

 

Eventually I went home.  Jack was meeting some buddies for a guy's night out.  I wish I had friends for a girl's night out.  All I have is Hannah, and she's not the biggest going out person.  So instead, I'm sitting at home, watching movies while working my way through a bottle of wine.  And just do you know, I am wearing my butt plug.  I'm testing to see how long it takes before it becomes uncomfortable.  At the moment, I'm over two hours in, but I'm also pretty drunk too.  So who knows.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

April 28

 

I called an audible this week.  My original plan had been to build Emily up so that she would get her belly-button pierced. But it turns out she didn't need much help with that.  By Tuesday she had already gone and gotten it done.  She did not even consult me about it, which I actually found odd.  Not that I do not mind her being impulsive.  It is a very bimbo-like trait, but when it comes to these things, I like it when she asks me.  I will need to keep pushing the submissive part this week.

 

But to get back to the audible, I have wanted to try anal for a long time.  However, I have never had the courage to ask to try it.  With how quickly Emily took to my latest suggestions, I jumped at the chance to take the next step.  And I must admit that seeing the progress Emily has already started to make fitness wise, especially with the toning of her ass, my interest has been even more piqued that usual.  Now I am not a cruel man.  I realize anal sex can be uncomfortable for some people.  But I have read enough to know that people can be trained.  So rather than jump in and have anal sex straight away, I put together a training plan to prepare Emily so that someday anal sex will not only be comfortable, but maybe even pleasurable.

 

It is a simple enough plan.  I bought a jeweled butt plug for her.  With enough lube, Emily seemed fine with it, despite it being an entirely new experience.  I am pretty sure nothing has ever gone in that way before.  Her goal is to slowly increase the time she is wearing it.  Also, anytime we do anything sexual, she is to wear it.  I want her to connect her being full with pleasure.  Ideally, she will get to the point where she wants to wear it, where she feels empty without it.  At that point, if she is not begging me to fuck her in the ass, I would be very surprised.  But we will see how it goes.  Emily is already showing great devotion to wearing it.  I would not be surprised if she is up to full time with it by the time she graduates.

 

And speaking of graduation, Emily's end of term exams are fast approaching.  In preparation, I will be suggesting she adopt a sexy professional style.  Long term, this will not be how I want her to dress, but I think it will do wonders for her confidence and it will not hurt to have her looking good for her oral exam.  For the most part, Emily already has the clothes she will need for this, although I will not be surprised if she does a little shopping.  After our move to California, I will be supporting her fully, so I am not too concerned about her bank account right now.  We only have about five more weeks.

 

I must also remind myself to prepare for the time I will be away.  I am taking a week to go to California and set everything up for us.  The current plan is to leave May 5 and return May 11.  That also happens to be exam week for seniors.  I will again be making recordings for Emily to listen to.  However, this time, I will not be so crude.  The plan is simple.  I want Emily to be confident for her exams.  In some ways, confidence is more important than what she actually knows.  Building confidence should be simple enough to work into a recording.  Then after I return, the real fun can begin.

 

Jack Turner

April 30

Dear Diary,

 

I wore my new butt plug to class for the first time today.  It was, shall I say, interesting.  I couldn't help but fidget in my seat.  I wasn't uncomfortable, just full.  I kept shifting position, trying to find a position I liked.  I feel like my body is not fully my own when I'm wearing it.  It will take time before its presence becomes second nature to me.

 

I went shopping today.  I felt the need to expand my wardrobe a little.  I have been feeling like dressing up, trying to appear more professional.  I'm not sure if it is something Jack has suggested to me while under hypnosis or if it's finally Hannah's comments from months ago getting to me.  Either way, I want everything I wear to fit in in a corporate environment.  It's weird, because I still have no interest in trying to get a job or going to grad school as soon as I graduate.  At least when I'm dressing up, I feel confident.  That can't hurt when I have exams coming up next week.

 

The one thing with the butt plug is that I'm starting to enjoy sex with Jack while wearing it.  At first, it felt strange.  But now, I'm really getting into it.  I wouldn't even think about sucking Jack's cock without taking the time to make sure my ass is properly jeweled.  I do wonder what it will feel like when Jack replaces the butt plug with his cock.  I'm not ready to try that yet, but I don't think I'm that far away.  It will certainly be a new experience and I bet Jack will like it, which is most important.

 

Tonight, I painted Jack's cock while he cooked dinner.  Then after he brought me out of trance, we fucked like bunnies.  Multiple positions, multiple orgasms.  It was fucking amazing.  I wonder if he's trying to get as much fun in as he can before he leaves on Sunday.  I'm really not sure what I'm going to do without him for a week.  And it'll be a stressful week too with my exams.  I'm sure Jack has a plan.  He always does.

 

Love,

Emily

May 2

Dear Diary,

 

I asked Jack about what he wants me to do while he's gone next week.  He told me he will have recordings for me again.  That's comforting to know.  I also asked what he plans to do about my need for daily sex.  He hadn't considered that.  He told me he will figure something out.  I hope he does because he has awoken a sexual animal inside of me and that animal needs daily feeding.  I don't know what I would do without him.  Cheating on him is out of the question, but if he did nothing, I'm sure I would be tempted.  And I don't even like the thought of being tempted.

 

Not a whole lot else to report.  Hannah has been impressed with the outfits I've been wearing to class.  She even asked if I had changed my mind about grad school or getting a job straight out.  I explained that I just wanted to feel professional for my exams.  It's a confidence thing.  Hannah thought it was a great idea and has started dressing up too.  It's nice having a friend like her, even if we're not that close.  At the very least, I don't feel as out of place in class anymore.

 

I'm turning in early tonight.  Jack told me he has a big night planned for me tomorrow and I want to be well rested.  I'm sure I'll be giving all the details sometime on Saturday.

 

Love,

Emily

May 4

Dear Diary,

 

I have no doubts that Jack is the man I will marry.  Okay, he hasn't proposed or anything, but I just feel it.  There's just this bond between us, especially in the last couple months.  I wouldn't be surprised if all the hypnosis has had something to do with it, but I don't care about that.  I love Jack and I know he loves me.  He has been so good to me and I want to perfect for him.

 

Last night was a perfect date.  For a long time now, Friday has been date night.  I can understand how that can be repetitive, but I don't really mind.  It's nice having a day when I know things are going to happen.  Even though Jack and I see each other everyday, date night is always special.  It's the night where we can behave like a couple, doing things that couples do.

 

Lately, Jack has been taking me out clubbing, which I like, but I like doing other things too.  Last night was a classic date night.  It started with dinner at a fancy restaurant, the type that college students can't afford, followed by a performance of A Midsummer Night's Dream.  Now I've never been a big Shakespeare fan, but for whatever reason, I really enjoyed this one.  Admittedly, I couldn't tell you what happened, but that didn't stop it from being funny and a great time.

 

After the play, Jack took me out to a little wine bar.  I'd never been there before, but they had wines from all around the world.  Jack ordered for me.  He didn't even let me look at the menu.  I had fun and the wine was absolutely delicious.  I definitely got a little tipsy, but it all seemed to fit with the evening.

 

From the bar, Jack took me to a hotel.  Again, it was the type of hotel that college students never stay at.  It was across the river from the rest of town and we had a gorgeous view with the city lights reflecting off the water.  When we arrived at our room there was already champaign waiting for us.  It was amazing.

 

The sex was amazing too.  Then again, it always is.  If it weren't for me belonging to Jack, with my new found libido, I would be a huge slut.  Luckily Jack is more than enough of a man to satisfy the urges he has awoken in me.  It was long slow love making that I had almost forgotten existed.  Jack made me his world.  All of his passion was directed at me.  In turn, I gave him all of my passion.  Thinking back, I can still feel his hot breath on my skin, the way he touched me.  Damn, it's making me horny and I didn't think that was possible after the day we have had.

 

And I should mention that all evening I was wearing my butt plug.  By the time we reached the hotel, I had completely forgot it was there.  It just felt normal.  Then again, the alcohol might have helped there.  Jack took a moment to check to make sure I was following the rules.  Seeing him smile was enough to make me melt.  It felt so good to know I was pleasing him.

 

This morning we staid in bed, enjoying each other, only interrupted my the arrival of room service.  It wasn't like the last time we stayed in a hotel.  Jack hadn't removed my inhibitions.  Still, given how well and truly I had been fucked, I would have had a hard time caring if I was seen in a compromising position.  Luckily, it was easy enough to cover myself with a sheet.

 

Then this afternoon, Jack took me out on a hike.  I can't remember the last time I went hiking.  It was nice climbing up into the hills overlooking town.  The views up there are fantastic.  I figure we won't be hiking as much once we're in California.

 

Which reminds me that Jack is leaving for the week tomorrow.  He has it all planned out.  He's leaving me recordings to listen to again.  He said something about them helping me perform on my exams.  I can definitely get behind that.  I can't believe how close I am to being done with school.  In a month Jack and I will be moving and I may never set foot on a college campus again.  Or I could be in law school in another year.  Who knows.

 

So I'm still nervous about this next week, but Jack seems to think it will be okay.  I trust him to know these things.  I've survived for a week without him before, I'm sure I can do it again.  I will miss him though.  I'm sure we'll be talking on the phone everyday, maybe even video chatting if I can figure that out.

 

I suppose I should turn in for the night.  I'm getting up early to take Jack to the airport.  I'm happy to help, but I hate to see him leave, even if I know he'll be back in a few days.  I just hate to be separated from him.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

May 5

 

I am writing this on the plane on my way out to California.  It has been a crazy week getting ready for this trip.  Not only was I rushed to finish everything at work before my week away, I have been tidying everything up for my departure.  I will be giving my two-week notice when I return, but I don't want to leave people at work hanging when I am gone.

 

I have also needed to prep Emily for my time away.  To begin with, that included me making a hypnosis recording for her to listen to while I am away.  It is a simple confidence building recording that is designed to help her with her exams.  Between that and her actually studying, Emily should ace her final exams.  I am proud of what she has accomplished.  Double majors are hard and they take a tremendous amount of work.

 

Emily did bring up one concern with me this past week.  She had been considering what will happen while I am away.  I tried to reassure her everything would be fine, but she confessed a fear that she has become addicted to us having sex.  Now, I will be the first to say that we have a very active sex life.  Our frequency of sex acts probably hits at least twenty times in a week.  That is insane by any standards, not that I am complaining.  But going a week without is a huge shift.

 

I ended up doing a little prep work, trying to tone down Emily's libido.  I am not sure how much affect it had, however.  Last night I did buy Emily a few new toys to help keep her satisfied.  It might not be the same, but she should still be able to satisfy her urges.  She seemed appreciative, even if she was still saddened by my departure.

 

I am definitely excited that when I return, Emily will be finished with school.  Her real transformation can begin.  Up until now, I have been operating under the constraints of her earning her degrees, but once her classes are done and she has finished her exams, Emily will be free to make any changes I see fit.  I am almost giddy in anticipation.  I just need to make sure she enjoys the process just as much as I will.

 

Jack Turner

May 7

Dear Diary,

 

You would think one exam per day would be easy and leave me with a lot of extra time.  Not the case it seems.  I had my first test yesterday.  It was a blue book written exam.  I'm pretty sure I did really well on that one.  I took the whole time to answer all the questions thoroughly.  Today I had an econ exam that required some math.  Not too bad, considering I am majoring in economics.  Again, I'm pretty confident with how well I did.

 

The problem is that I am spending all my time either studying or listening to Jack's hypnosis recording.  If I didn't have to worry about these stupid tests, I would just listen all day, only taking breaks to eat, sleep and play with the toys Jack left for me.  Really, that's the only way I'm making it through the day.  I have to take sex breaks.  Except since I don't have Jack here to satisfy my urges with, I am forced to make do with a set of toys.

 

And I should mention that I am basically wearing my butt plug full time now.  I have to carry a tube of lube around with me in case I need to take it out to use the bathroom (I'm sure I'll regret writing that at some point), but I have grown accustomed to its presence.  Actually, at this point, I think it's more of a distraction when I'm not wearing it.  I take it out before bed and the last few nights I've struggled to get to sleep, because my ass just feels empty.

 

I have one more chapter to review for my test tomorrow.  I better get to it so that I can also get my beauty sleep.  I'd hate to not be looking my best for the exam.  I've come to realize so much of my confidence is tied up in my appearance.  I don't think it was always like that, but I guess I'm lucky that I have such control.  When I want to feel good, all I have to do is dress up.

 

Love,

Emily

May 9

Dear Diary,

 

I'm almost done with college.  Yesterday I had my last final exam for my classes.  I'm pretty sure I aced it.  Today was the written exam for my double major.  Thankfully the Econ and Poli Sci departments got together to write one test for Hannah and I.  It makes our lives easier not having to take twice as many tests.

 

I picked the test up at 9am.  It was not proctored, so I could take it anywhere I wanted to.  I ended up bringing it home so that I could take hypnosis and toy breaks.  I'm not sure me masturbating in a campus bathroom would go over very well.  I can be quite loud sometimes.

 

I was a little panicked in the afternoon, fearing I might not finish in time to turn it in at 5pm.  Luckily, I just made it, finishing with fifteen minutes remaining to rush to campus and turn it in.  I turned it in with a minute to spare.  I forget how wearing heels slows me down sometimes.  I've been wearing heels non-stop, except for at the gym, ever since I started dressing more professionally.

 

Speaking of which, I do wonder if Jack will have me dress differently once I'm done with school.  Even though school technically doesn't get out for another week, because of the time it takes to ensure the seniors are in good standing and will actually graduate, we are given our exams early.  That leaves us with a free week with no classes or really any responsibilities.  I know there will be several senior parties next week.  I've got invites from both my poli sci profs and my econ profs for the respective major parties.  There's also a campus wide party at a nearby bar.  If Jack has time, I'm sure we'll be attending all three.

 

Back to the original topic, I think I did pretty well on my written test.  There wasn't anything super hard, just complex enough where I needed to be sure to double and triple check my work.  I'm expecting the oral exam to be harder.  I'm scheduled for 11am tomorrow.  It's supposed to take an hour.  I have no idea what I will be asked.  Too bad they won't be testing my oral sex skills.  I think I've gotten pretty good at that.  Just thinking about that makes me miss Jack.  We've been talking on the phone everyday.  I know he's expecting a call from me after my oral tomorrow.  He's already set some time out from his day to talk.

 

All right, that's enough for now.  I'm meeting Hannah in a few minutes to do a practice oral exam.  Just need to check my makeup before I head out the door.

 

Love,

Emily

May 11

Dear Diary,

 

I'm done.

 

It feels so good to say that.  I'm done.  No more school.  Maybe forever.

 

So, if you can't already tell, I passed my oral exam.  And I didn't even need to suck my advisor's cock, although that would be pretty hot if it weren't for the fact that I'm Jack's.  His cock is the only cock I suck.

 

Jack was so happy for me when I called him.  While it was noon here, it was only 9am in California.  It's so easy to forget about the time zones.  I can't wait to see him.  I'm writing this before I head off to the airport to pick him up.  He is in the air right now on his way home.

 

After getting off the phone with Jack, I met Hannah so that we could go out and celebrate.  We started out at a little cafe where we ate a late lunch and split a bottle of wine between us.  From there, we headed off to a bar where a lot of the professors hang out.  Both of us put away several drinks, including one free round from the head of the econ department who happened to be there for happy hour.

 

There's no doubt about it, we both got very drunk.  I kind of wonder if Hannah blacked out.  At one point her entire mood changed.  She started propositioning some of the professors who had stopped in for a drink after work.  Thankfully they were all wise enough not to take her up on her offer.

 

It wasn't even dinner time yet when we ended up staggering home.  It turns out Hannah only lives a couple blocks away from me.  After making sure she made it back to her apartment, I went home, weaving as I tried to maintain my balance in my high heels.

 

As soon as I was home, I stripped all my clothes off, wanting nothing more than to fuck.  Since I didn't have Jack there with me, I made do with my toys.  I spent all night cumming my brains out, taking only short breaks to snack when I got hungry.

 

When I woke up this morning, I was still wearing my butt plug and I found two empty bottles of wine.  I kept drinking last night, but in my drunkenness, I didn't realize how much.  Somehow, I didn't end up hungover, which is an absolute miracle.

 

Today, I've mostly been lazing around my apartment.  I did go running and I stopped in at the gym to meet Kyle.  With my exams this week, I canceled our usual meetings.  He put me through a core strength routine.  My body is pretty tired now and I'm achy all over.  Luckily, it's the good kind of achy, the kind that says I actually did something.  I guess I'll need to find a new trainer when I move to California.

 

I've got to go.  Jack's plane is about to land.  I can't wait to see him.  I hope he isn't too exhausted from the trip for sex when I get him home.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

May 12

 

Emily survived our week apart.  Actually, I am really proud of her.  She not only managed to survive, but as far as we can tell, she aced her exams.  I knew she could do it.

 

She picked me up last night at the airport.  As soon as I was seated in the passenger seat and she had finished welcoming me back, she confessed that she was so glad she was done with school.  She told me that if school had gone on for another month, she would have gone crazy.  Now, there was no way I would have allowed that to happen, but I must say I am excited to now have free reign in what changes I decide to make.  Emily just needs to look presentable for the graduation ceremony when her parents come in to town.  I won't be dumbing her down, at least too much before then.

 

When we got back to my apartment, Emily begged me to fuck her.  I had anticipated this.  With this expectation, I had a cup of coffee on the flight.  It was not good coffee, but it had the caffeine I knew I would need to stay awake for the fun that would come when I got home.  The added energy, coupled with the fact my only sexual comfort came from my hands, I was looking forward to getting myself off as well.

 

I could tell Emily was excited.  Despite the fact she was trying to act seductive, she could not stop from bouncing with excitement.  She was horny and desperate for real cock.  We did not make it to the bedroom before our clothes were on the floor and our hands were on each other.  Emily laid back on the couch and I climbed on top, enjoying watching the blissful expression on her face as I entered her.  Of course, that blissful look did not last for long.  Soon she was moaning loudly in time with my thrusts, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head from the pleasure.

 

After we were done, with both of us sitting on the couch, recovering, Emily eventually asked me when I was going to take her in the ass.  She is actually looking forward to it.  Emily had already told me how her butt plug had become an extension of herself.  She wears it almost everywhere.  I did not even need to check she had it in when we started fucking.

 

So everything has been a complete success so far.  Emily will graduate.  I have secured us housing in California.  Actually, that part was all my uncle's doing.  He got us a great deal on a big house on the beach.  It is the perfect place for us, me working my high paying job and Emily acting the part of a complete bimbo.  It will be perfect.

 

Of course, both Emily and I have a lot of work before our future life is complete.  She is not a bimbo yet.  In fact, she is far from it.  But I am already making plans to change her way of thinking, making her simpler, if not dumber.

 

My focus in our hypnosis sessions this week is to undo some of the professionalism I encouraged to help Emily through her exams.  In fact, I would like her to adopt some stereotypical sorority girls characteristics.  Without the need to go to classes, I want her focusing on looking good and having fun.  I have already taken the time off necessary to attend the various senior functions she has been invited to.  I expect she will make the most of those events.  I'm sure we will both be having a lot of fun this week.

 

Jack Turner

May 14

Dear Diary,

 

Now that school's done, I almost don't know what to do with myself.  Yesterday I went shopping.  Since I don't have a lot of money left, but I know it won't really matter soon.  As soon as Jack and I move to California, he'll be making enough money for the both of us.  That means I can allow myself a few indulgences before then.  I still have some money in my account.

 

I think Jack is messing with my style again.  For two weeks I looked like I would have fit in at a corporate office.  Now, I'm just focused on looking pretty and having fun.  Right now I'm wearing a thin sun dress that you can almost see through.  It's a good thing I'm wearing underwear, because I have a feeling that I would be exposing myself in the right light.

 

I've been going to the gym in the mornings rather than the afternoons so far this week.  Kyle has his own finals to deal with now, so I think I have seen the last of him.  He's a nice guy, but I am looking forward to hiring a real professional to work with me in California.  Still, he taught me a lot and I can continue following what he has told me, even if we are not meeting in one on one sessions.

 

Tomorrow night is the Econ major party.  The department head is hosting it at his house.  I'm really looking forward to it.  Jack is coming with me.  And I'm glad he is, because I feel like cutting loose and getting a little wild.  Then the political science major party is Thursday.  Rounding out the week is the senior class party on Friday.  I can't wait.  I would be partying right now if there was something going on.

 

Of course, Jack is coming over in a moment.  He had to work late, making up for being gone all of last week.  I thought about trying to make him dinner, but I've decided to order in instead.  I've been looking forward to him putting me under all day.  I'm pretty horny too, but I think that's a constant state for me now.  Still, I'm looking forward to giving Jack a nice blow job before he fucks my brains out.

 

I've actually noticed since Jack got back, every time he fucks me, it takes my mind a while to get going again.  I just feel slow.  It hasn't bothered me.  In fact, it feels really good.  Feeling dumb like that, I can't help but be happy.  No other emotion really gets through the fog.  I bet that is something else Jack is doing to me.  Clearly, he doesn't mind me not not going to grad school or even getting a job once me move.

 

Oh, here he is.  Got to go.

 

Love,

Emily

May 16

Dear Diary,

 

I'm writing this while I wait for Jack to get here so we can go to the poli sci party.  Last night I had a lot of fun at the econ party.  I wore a pink halter top that showed off my belly-button piercing and a knee-length asymmetrical white skirt that hung on my hips.  I also wore a pair of wedge heeled sandals, but I ended up kicking them off once things got started.

 

The party was in the department chair's backyard.  There was a keg and a table covered in various mixers.  I started off with some experimentation, trying out some of the different liquors I hadn't tried before, mixing them up in interesting combinations.  I learned I'm not a great mixologist, but it wasn't long before I had a nice buzz going.

 

Hannah was there too.  She looked at me disapprovingly, but after a few drinks she seemed to relax.  We even danced together for a while, grinding up against each other to the beat of the music.  And there was a moment when I think Hannah was about to kiss me.  It was weird and I was pretty drunk, so I can't be sure, but she looked like she was about to kiss me.  I've never kissed a girl.  Jack was watching us.  When I looked over at him, he nodded like he approved.  I wonder if he could make me like girls too.

 

So yeah, last night was a lot of fun.  When we got back to Jack's place, we fucked for a while, him taking me from behind until I couldn't stay up anymore.  Then he flipped me over and fucked me hard.  I lost track of how many times I came.  Jack is an animal sometimes.

 

I'm thinking of initiating with Hannah tonight.  I'm expecting her to be there, since she came to the party last night.  It would be really hot to put on a little show for Jack.  I'm sure he would enjoy watching us make out.

 

Well, I better go and finish getting ready.  I want to touch up my makeup before Jack gets here.

 

Love,

Emily

May 18

Dear Diary,

 

Three nights straight of getting drunk and I still haven't had a hangover.  That must be multiple personal records.  Jack has been making sure I take care of myself when we get home, making me drink lots of water to stay hydrated.  That is, when he isn't fucking me.  He's been doing that a lot lately.  Not that I'm complaining.  I look forward to him fucking me all day.

 

Thursday night I kissed Hannah.  It was hot.  We made out for a minute or so before I stopped.  I could feel her getting nervous.  It was the first time either of us had kissed a girl I'm guessing.  I'm not too worried about our friendship.  After Jack and I move, I doubt we'll be seeing Hannah again, unless we come back for a reunion.  Hannah is staying here on the east coast.

 

While Hannah was not fully into our moment of making out, Jack certainly liked what he saw.  We had to sneak off to the bathroom together so that I could paint his cock and relieve his pressure.  It was super exciting doing that at the party, knowing my professors might find out.  They didn't, but it was still fun.

 

Last night was the big senior class shindig.  It was at a bar that admittedly isn't really popular among college students.  It caters more to the townies.  But it's the only bar in town big enough to host the event.  The party was already in full swing when we got there.  I recognized a fair number of people, but there are a lot of people in my class I don't know.  The school is just a little too big for me to know everyone.  Although the joke is that the school president knows everyone's name.  While that is mostly true, I know he doesn't know mine.  He always calls me something else.

 

The real fun at the party happened when Jack and I both got horny.  Jack was hard and he pulled me out onto a crowded part of the dance floor.  Bodies were pressing up against us as he lifted the back of my dress and stuck his cock into my steaming hot pussy.  I nearly screamed as he penetrated me.  We both made it look like I was grinding up against him, while in fact, he was slowly fucking me.  It was absolutely amazing.  I can't believe we got away with it.  But as far as I can tell, no one noticed.  If they did, they kept it to themselves.

 

I've been spending most of my time at Jack's this week.  With the parties, it was easier to just stay over at his place.  I'm looking forward to when sleeping by his side every night.  It also makes it more fun to act as his alarm clock in the mornings, as I slip under the sheets and suckle on Jack's cock.  He seems to enjoy that.  I think it might become a regular habit soon, just like wearing my butt plug has become.

 

Speaking of which, I really want Jack to fuck my ass, preferably sooner rather than later.  I really think I'm ready to have him pop my anal cherry.  I've been reading a bit about it, in my more coherent moments.  All I hope is that I can learn to cum from anal penetrating.  That will make it perfect.  Actually, just writing that was enough to get me all hot and bothered.  I need to go find Jack so he can fuck my brains out again.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

May 19

 

So I was able to successfully make Emily into a party girl.  However, I might have gone overboard with it.  She never woke up hungover, but the amount she drank in those three nights of partying was far more than I want to see on a regular basis.  I mean, drunk Emily is fun and all, but all she wants to do is drink more and dance.  I cannot keep up with all of that.  At least it gave Emily the chance to cut loose and enjoy herself.  She even made out with her friend, Hannah, which surprised me.  Not that I minded.  I would not mind if Emily found an attraction to girls.  I mean, what guy has not imagined a threesome.

 

So, everything is going well.  I think Emily is a little bored, but I know she will not be for long.  Once we move, I will give her a set of tasks to complete that should take up a lot of her day.  I have been reading up about something called edging.  It is the act of masturbating until just before you reach climax and then stopping.  From what I have read, in most people, it is an effective method to make the subject's thoughts turn to sex more often.  That is just the kind of thing I want for Emily.  I want her to be a little nymphomaniac.  It also helps promote ditziness.  Again, a positive bimbo trait.

 

I have been putting a lot of thought into how I want to affect Emily mentally.  I will be honest and admit that I find it incredibly hot if she somehow forgets she went to college and earned not one but two degrees.  I am not sure what I would replace her memories with, but I find that level of manipulation attractive.  Do not get me wrong, however.  I love that Emily has earned two college degrees and could easily earn a graduate degree of some kind.  I just like the juxtaposition of being a smart woman who has become dumb.  Who knows, when this is all over, she may like being dumb.

 

This week's focus for Emily is going to be on her look.  Specifically, I would like her to get a tan.  I realize it will take multiple sessions, but I think she could use a healthy glow.  After spending most of her life in the northeast part of the country, Emily's skin could best be described as pale.  However, I know she can tan, based on the color she gets naturally during the summer.  I just think she should get a head start on her tan before we leave for California.  And I am not a fan of leathery skin.  I am just interested in her getting a healthy glow.  I am also not a fan of tan lines, so I will be encouraging Emily to tan in the nude.  That is another reason to use a salon, rather than the sun.

 

One more thing that I should add, even though it won't happen until next week.  I am planning to ask Emily to marry me.  I am thinking that I will do it after the graduation ceremony.  I will talk to her father Saturday night when her parents get into town, but even if he does not approve, I will still ask her.  I respect the old traditions, even if I do not believe they still need to be followed.  Given the transformation Emily has undertaken, I doubt she will say no.  However, I will not be prompting her response through hypnosis.  While me putting her into trance has brought us closer together, I will not use it to sway her decision.  My only question, assuming she says yes, is whether to wait until she is fully bimbofied before we marry.  I am not sure how her parents will react to that when we hold the marriage ceremony.  I can only hope they will be happy for her regardless.

 

Jack Turner

May 21

Dear Diary,

 

So I went tanning yesterday.  I'm sure it was Jack's idea.  At this point, I figure every new idea I have is really his.  And I don't mind in the slightest, because I want him to mold me into his fantasy woman.  I would walk to the edge of the world for him.

 

I can't tell much of a difference, but it was only one session.  The girl at the tanning salon was disappointed to find out I'm moving at the end of the month, but she was still helpful.  I learned so much about tanning.  I didn't know it was so complicated.  I ended up paying for five sessions in advance.  I can't do it more than every other day, so five sessions gets me to the end of the month.  The girl seemed nice.  Too bad I will have to find a new tanning salon in California.  Although, I could technically tan outside there, but I have a sudden dislike of tan lines.  They never bothered me before, but now, I'm not a fan.

 

This is kind of a dead week here.  Finals have finished for everyone, but I have to hang around until the next Sunday for my graduation ceremony.  My parents are coming, so that will be nice.  I'm sure they will be shocked to see the new me, even though I have explained that I've changed a few things.  They know I dyed my hair blonde, but I'm sure it will still be a shock.  Sometimes I'm shocked when I look in the mirror.  Not that I don't like what I see.  I love it, especially since I know Jack likes it.  I know I am changing myself for him, but that is half the fun of it.  And since I don't know what the end product is, it is almost like everyday is a new surprise.

 

Love,

Emily

May 23

Dear Diary,

 

I can't really tell if my skin is darker after only two sessions, but I'm beginning to think my natural tan lines are less pronounced.  It will be a while before they are gone, but I am determined to reach that point.  Tanning is definitely a new experience.  Not bad, just different.  I'm really glad the staff at the salon I'm going to knows what they are doing.  Then again, I probably wouldn't notice if they didn't.  Still, they seem to understand what's going on.

 

Hannah and I had lunch today.  She was really worried about our little make out session Friday night.  She has never considered herself into girls before and thought it strange.  I did my best to explain away her fears.  To be honest, she was the first woman, other than my family, that I had kissed.  And I certainly have never made out with a girl before Hannah.  After hearing that, she didn't seem so worried about it.  We're both college students experimenting.

 

Actually, Hannah expressed regret over not kissing me sooner.  She has always been intrigued by the times I've been dressing, as she called it, sluttier.  Every time she admonished me for how I was dressing, she was secretly jealous of me for my boldness.  That idea certainly brings a smile to my face, even though at this point I have come to terms that I am dressing for function and for Jack.  Nothing beyond those two considerations matter.

 

My lunch with Hannah ended with her wanting to try kissing me again.  She dragged me off to a secluded area of a park.  However, when it came time to actually kiss, she chickened out.  I ended up being the aggressor again, kissing her.  Last time, I was doing it for Jack.  This time, it felt weird being the dominant one, but that was only because I feel more comfortable with the idea of kissing a girl.  However, once I made contact, Hannah seemed to take over.  It turns out she really wanted it, but was afraid to try it.  Let's just say that things got pretty heated.  I very nearly invited Hannah back to my apartment to continue our fun.  But she eventually broke things off, thanking me for my willingness to indulge her.  I was just mad that she left me hanging.  It was a couple hours before I knew Jack would be home from work and I was horny.  I spent the rest of the afternoon playing with the toys Jack bought me.

 

And just to make it clear, Jack and I have been more than making up for the lost time from two weeks ago, fucking wise.  I've been spending my nights at his place and he's cumming at least three times a day.  For me, I quickly lose count.  I'm not sure if that's something Jack has caused or if I simply have trouble keeping track of orgasms when they happen so easily.

 

Oh, I can hear Jack at the door.  I can't decide whether I should suck his cock or if I should ride him to a luxurious orgasm.  Both sound so good right now.

 

Love,

Emily

May 25

Dear Diary,

 

My parents arrived in town today.  They've met Jack before, so that wasn't an issue.  Both of them had to do a double take when they saw me with blonde hair.  Dad didn't say anything, but Mom said I looked good.  It doesn't hurt that I've lost weight with all the exercising I've been doing.  I'm down to my high school weight, which is pretty cool.

 

The four of us went out for dinner tonight.  It was nice catching up with my parents, but it was clear that they are moving on from my childhood.  To be honest, I wonder if my room is still mine at this point.  It sounds like Dad is looking to turn it into an office.  Not that I mind at this point.  Everyone knows I'm moving to California with Jack.  And thankfully my parents aren't so uptight to understand that me moving in with my boyfriend is not a sinful act.  They've known I'm sexually active for a long time, even if I haven't had that many partners.

 

The two big takeaways from dinner was how proud they are of me and how happy excited they are for me to have the opportunity to try living in California.  They see it as a big adventure, which in a way, it is.  Of course, I did not share anything about the hypnosis stuff Jack and I have been doing.  I don't think they would approve of their only daughter letting her boyfriend transform him into his ideal girl.  And I understand that.  They will never comprehend the kind of relationship we have.  Few people will.

 

And of course, I need to remember that I'm graduating tomorrow.  For some reason, I'm not nearly as proud of my accomplishment as I had expected.  My parents, and even Jack, are incredibly proud of me, but I can't help but feel like an impostor.  Suddenly, I feel like I got lucky and for some reason it wasn't as hard for me as it should have been.  I realize what I have accomplished, but it hasn't sunk in that I've actually done it.  To be honest, I don't really want to go up and cross the stage tomorrow.  I'm not sure I really earned it.

 

With the parents in town, even though they are staying at a hotel, Jack and I didn't feel comfortable spending the night together.  I'm at home for the first time all week.  And speaking of Jack, he and Dad went off alone for a while.  I'm not sure why.  I was left with Mom and she spent the entire time questioning me about the move.  It was hard for me to admit to her that I was letting Jack handle that.  I'm not sure I got my point across.

 

I should turn in for the night.  I need to be up early to get ready for the ceremony.  I want to look my best, even if most of me will be hidden behind my gown.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

May 26

 

Emily graduated today.  My agreement to keep that part of her life untouched is complete.  From this point on, I am free to do as I please.  Not that I plan to hurt her or ruin her life.  I love Emily, which is why I asked her to marry me after the ceremony today.  She of course said yes.  I don't know when we will actually get married, but we are now officially engaged.

 

I will admit, I don't have a lot of time to write this.  Maybe I should wait until tomorrow, but it has become habit now to write in this journal on Sundays.  There are only two things I need to update about.  First is that this next week will be mostly spent packing and selling off things we won't be bringing.  Our flight to California is Friday.  The movers will be here on Thursday.  We will be spending a night in a hotel Thursday night.

 

The second thing is that I want Emily to get her tongue pierced.  Now that she is done with school and her parents have left, it seems like the best time.  I will miss her blow jobs while her tongue heals, but from everything I have heard, the wait will be worth it.  And a pink stud in her mouth is a very bimbo thing to have.  I do wonder if Emily will figure out my plan before it is complete.  At this point, I kind of doubt it.  I also doubt she would ask me about it if she started to suspect.  She did say she wanted to keep it all a surprise.  And I have held up my end of things.  She graduated and I have made sure she enjoys things.

 

Jack Turner

May 27

Dear Diary,

 

So I have some pretty big news.  One, I'm engaged.  Jack popped the question yesterday after the ceremony.  He got down on one knee and everything.  I squealed with joy.  Of course I said yes.  And the ring is absolutely beautiful.  He must have spent his signing bonus on it, because it looks super expensive.  So yeah, not sure when the wedding will be, but I'm excited.

 

Actually, it hasn't really sunk in yet that I'm engaged.  Afterward, Mom had tears in her eyes.  She looked both surprised and happy.  Dad had a knowing smile on his face.  I wonder if Jack talked to him about it.  While my family isn't big on traditions like that, I appreciate Jack at least telling Dad his plans.

 

Two, Jack fucked my ass last night.  It was after my parents left last night.  We started by making out on Jack's couch.  Things started getting pretty heated.  I eventually started to beg him to fuck his fiancée's ass.  That's right, I begged Jack to fuck me in the ass.

 

And holy fuck, it was intense.  We used lots of lube.  With all the time spent with the butt plug, there was not nearly as much pain as I had feared.  It was really the good kind of pain, like after a hard workout.  There was a certain amount of pleasure in the pain.  And god damn did I cum like a freight train.  It was amazing.  Anal is definitely going to become a regular part of our sex life.  I was walking a little funny for the rest of the night.  I did put my butt plug back in after, because I just felt empty without it.

 

And finally, three, I got my tongue pierced today.  I just had the compulsion to do it when I woke up this morning.  I was giving Jack a blow job and I thought he might like it more with a stud in my tongue.  I asked him about it and he seemed enthusiastic.  Of course, it probably helped that I asked when he was right on the edge of cumming.  As soon as he said yes, I finished him off, making sure to swallow all of his cum.

 

So now I have a stud in my tongue.  It's pretty swollen right now and it's hard to talk.  The one downside is that it will be a while before I can give blow jobs again.  But given the upside later, I think it will be worth it.  I just hope my lisp is gone by the time we arrive in California.

 

That's all for now.  Jack is coming over soon to help me figure out what I'm taking with me and what I'm giving away or selling.  This is kind of a big deal, the whole moving across the country thing.  I never moved growing up, so everything if kind of new.  And moving to college and around town is basic compared to a cross country and low term move.

 

Love,

Emily

 

P.S. With all the stuff happening, I forgot to mention that I also went to the salon and got my hair lightened.  I'm a platinum blonde now.  It will be perfect for California.

May 30

Dear Diary,

 

So tomorrow is the big day.  The movers came today.  Jack did most of the talking, explaining what was going.  My lisp is still pretty bad, so I've been keeping my mouth shut.  Tonight, we're staying in a hotel.  It's not as nice as the last one we stayed in, but I don't mind.  This isn't supposed to be a romantic get away.  And we're both tired.  Not that our recent exertion hasn't kept us from having fun.

 

Jack has continued to hypnotize me every day.  He has also continued to fuck my brains out every night.  I've also been giving him quickies in the morning since my mouth is now off limits.  I never realized how much I like sucking Jack's cock until now.  It's amazing how you don't know you'll miss something until it's gone.  Luckily, I will get to suck Jack's cock again, just not for a couple weeks.

 

At least I've been able to give Jack my ass.  He's fucked me there twice more since our engagement night.  If anything, it has only gotten better.  Of course, I prefer Jack making the choice in how he fucks me.  I know he will take my desires and needs into account.  But since I can cum from anal, that door is opened.  It does make me wonder how we will top that for our wedding night.  That's still a ways off though.

 

Love,

Emily

June 1

Dear Diary,

 

Wow!  California is amazing.  We're living in a house that overlooks the beach.  And it's big enough to actually entertain.  I can't wait to host a party or two as soon as we start making friends.  It's a little weird because the moving truck isn't here yet.  We're not expecting it until Monday.  Not that it matters too much.  The house came mostly furnished.  Again, Jack's uncle came through for us on that one.  Not that our old furniture would have fit the style of the house.  It's too elegant for the college furniture we both had.  Jack arranged to sell most of it.  It's amazing what college freshmen moving out of the dorms are willing to buy.

 

Beyond that, I haven't done too much.  Today I spent most of my time unpacking.  Jack and I ventured out to go grocery shopping and to check out a new gym and tanning salon.  With a few tips from Jack's uncle, it didn't take much searching.  We now both have gym memberships and I have a year's membership at a tanning salon.  I can go as much as I want.  I think my first session will be Monday.  I can tell all my tanning has been paying off.  My tan lines are barely visible now.

 

And I can tell Jack likes it.  I'm spending a lot more time, when at home, not wearing any clothes.  With all the work I've been doing in the gym, I might as well show it off.

 

I guess that's all I have for now.  I'm sure I'm forgetting something, but moving across the country is so overwhelming.  I'm glad I have Jack to take care of the hard stuff.  I don't know how I would do this without him.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

June 2

 

The move has mostly been a success.  The moving truck does not arrive until tomorrow, but I was able to procure most of the furniture we will need from my uncle.  Thus we have mostly been able to settle in over this weekend.

 

This past week has been interesting as Emily has been surprisingly quiet.  Of course, that is because of her new tongue piercing.  She took to that suggestion quite easily.  In fact, she asked me if she should get one after only one session.  And she did not procrastinate about it either.  So now it has been almost a week.  Her tongue is still a little swollen, but it seems to be healing well.  She should be ready for the smaller stud soon.

 

Unfortunately, with all the craziness in dealing with the move, I have not been able to fully plan out what I want to do with Emily next.  I have a basic idea of my goal, but I'm not entirely sure how I will make it work.  Basically, I want Emily to take the sorority girl stereotype a step closer to the bimbo stereotype.  It is a matter of enjoying the warm weather and sun, showing herself off, and acting a bit like a teenager, including in the way she speaks.  I have never been a fan of the term Valley Girl, but that does represent many of the mannerisms I want her to adopt.

 

So I plan to try to suggest changes to Emily's speaking tone and vocabulary.  I really don't know how well that will work.  The last time I messed with her vocabulary, I spent most of an afternoon working on it with her.  Although, I think she would take to it much faster now.  I will also be encouraging her to dress and act both femininely and just a little slutty.  I want her showing off all of the hard work she has put into her body.

 

Jack Turner

June 4

Dear Diary,

 

Damn, there are a lot of hot girls here.  It turns out it didn't take much to be at the top back in college.  Out here, I don't even feel like I crack the top twenty percent.  It makes me even more serious about going to the gym and the tanning salon.  I need to work harder if I'm going to stand out.

 

Jack and I have been making it a point to go out every night, trying to meet new people.  Sunday night we went out to a nice restaurant and sat at the bar.  Last night we went to a little hip looking bar.  I was wearing what I thought was a slinky dress, but most of the girls there were dressed far more provocatively.  And it wasn't like the place catered to sluts.  That's just more the norm around here.

 

Yesterday was actually a big day for me.  I met with my new personal trainer for the first time.  He is very fit.  Pretty hot too.  Not that I have any interest in straying from Jack.  We're engaged now.  It was a little weird how Max, that's his name, appraised me, giving me a thorough looking over.  It made it easier that I was just wearing a small pair of spandex shorts and a sports bra.

 

Max is making me some pretty big promises about what he thinks I can do.  I'm skeptical, but he's the one with the experience.  Regardless, Max worked me really hard on my first day.  I asked why he felt the need to push me so much, but he responded, saying that this kind of work was what would be required of me to be the hottie he knows I can be.  The thought of that makes it hard to argue.  It also makes me wet, knowing how I can someday look for Jack.  He deserves it.

 

The tanning salon proved interesting.  When Jack took me in to sign up, it seemed simple enough.  But when I went in for my first session, the girl working there was a little different than I was used to.  My old salon was filled with obviously experienced and knowledgeable staff.  The girl who helped me yesterday didn't exactly instill a lot of confidence in me.  She seemed air headed and scattered.  I can't argue with how hot she is, but I got the impression she is the type of girl who just gets by on her looks.  I would no expect any Shakespeare to come out of her mouth.

 

And since it seems half of my entries now are about sex.  Jack continues to fuck me morning and night.  I am really wishing my tongue would finish healing so I can give him a blow job again.  Seeing his cock is enough to make me salivate and I never knew I would miss the taste of his cum.

 

Love,

Emily

June 6

Dear Diary,

 

Jack gave me a credit card this week so that I can go shopping more easily.  He is making it pretty clear that he is not expecting me to get a job.  Not that I mind.  It is hard enough trying to meet my own exacting standards I have set so that I can be Jack's perfect girl.  I don't know how I could do it if I had a job on top of that.

 

Before I forget, I think Jack is messing with my vocabulary again.  Just like when he took away the word for the guacamole stuff, I keep coming across things where I can't remember the name.  When I'm with Jack and it happens, he just sits back and smiles, so I'm pretty sure it's something he's doing.  If only I could figure it out.  I definitely find myself sounding stupid when I try to talk my way around the problem.  It's like I'm babbling almost.

 

Also, I'm starting to have a hard time reading analog clocks.  Growing up, that's the only kind of clock my parents would allow in the house.  It takes me a minute or two to work out the time from my nice watch.  Luckily, I have a digital watch for working out and there is always my cell phone.  But yeah, figuring out the time from an analog clock is hard.  I just don't remember it ever being like this.  Is this another Jack thing?

 

Not that I'm up for much of anything brainy after Jack fucks me.  As soon as I cum, I'm useless for anything intellectual for at least half an hour.  I do enjoy the freshly fucked feeling however.  It's hard to worry about much when I'm like that.  And I have decided more than ever, I really don't like worrying.

 

Love,

Emily

June 8

Dear Diary,

 

Okay, so I told Jack about this diary and he thought I should write this entry right after he fucked me.  So I'm totally spacey right now.  Let's just say that I don't know what the hell I'm writing right now.

 

So yeah, I love fucking Jack.  His cock is just, like, perfect, you know.  I love feeling him fuck my ass like he just did.  I've started using a dildo in my pussy.  It's like having two cocks in me at one time.  It's super fun.  I came three times and each time I swear I came harder than the last.  Jack left me a sweaty mess, but I love it.

 

Oh yeah, I should update about the girl at the tanning salon.  Her name is Kayli and she is super nice and fun.  She was there Wednesday and Friday.  Yesterday, we got to chatting after my session and I was explaining how Jack and I are new to town and how we don't have any friends yet.  Kayli felt for me and she ended up inviting me out to have drinks with her girlfriends for happy hour.

 

I texted Jack to make sure it was okay, since I knew Friday nights have been our date nights.  He is so nice.  He texted me back right away, telling me to have fun.  I had time to drive home to change for a night out and then go back to the tanning salon to meet Kayli.

 

So yeah, I have friends now.  And they're fun friends.  They're all blonde like me and they workout a lot and go tanning.  When I got back to the tanning salon, Kayli was just finishing closing up.  She then changed her outfit, since no one would want to go out wearing their work uniform.  The other thing that surprised me was that Kayli has fake boobs.  I couldn't tell in her work uniform, but she wore this low cut halter top and it was super obvious that she had work done.  They are super round, sticking straight off her chest.  They aren't huge, but they're more than most people have naturally.

 

Kayli and I met up with her friends at this cute little bar on the beach.  All the drinks were super fruity and fun.  They were also really good, but strong.  It didn't take much before I was drunk.  Before I knew it, we were giggling the night away as we gossiped about all the hot guys the other girls knew.

 

At some point, some of the girls' boyfriends started showing up.  Kayli is dating this hot hunk of a man.  If I weren't engaged already, I would've been totally drooling over him.  I texted Jack, inviting him to come join us.  When he finally walked through the door, I practically squealed as I jumped up and dragged him back across the bar to introduce him to my new friends.  Kayli was super impressed that I had landed such a great guy.    Her boyfriend almost seemed jealous of Jack.  But it was cool, because he knows Jack and I are engaged.

 

Jack ended up having to drive me home, because I couldn't even see straight, let alone be able to drive.  Jack had to help me out of the car and into the house.  I leaned on him, holding his arm lovingly.  When we got inside, I collapsed on the couch, pulling him down on top of me.  After a moment, I couldn't help myself and I started kissing him.  I was drunk and horny and all I wanted to do was fuck.  And that's totally what we did.  It was a marathon fuck session that lasted for hours.  I don't know how Jack did it.  I quickly lost track of how many times I came.  It was amazing.

 

Today, after sleeping in, Jack drove me back to the tanning salon to pick up my car.  Then on the drive home I almost got in a car crash.  I don't know whose fault it would have been.  I wasn't exactly paying close attention.  Kayli was texting me and I was bad and tried to read it while driving.  Luckily, nothing happened, but it scared the hell out of me.  It's super scary driving here.  There's just so many cars and you pretty much need a car to get around.

 

I told Jack about it when I got home.  He was super nice about it.  Jack gave me a comforting hug, but then I could feel his cock getting hard in his pants and that made me horny.  I love Jack's cock.  Before I even knew it, I was pulling his cock out and pulling my skirt up.  I wasn't wearing any panties, so he was inside me within seconds.  Fuck, it was great sex.  And somehow it doesn't even compare to tonight.

 

I've got to go.  Jack's hard again and I'm definitely up for another round.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log
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June 9

 

Emily's new bimbo behaviors are starting to manifest themselves.  Her speech is now littered with "totally" and "super."  Her language is more simple, making her sound less and less like a college graduate.  Hearing her speak makes me want to have her forget she ever went to college.  However, I have no idea how to make that work at this point.  I may need to lessen how much she questions inconsistencies she comes across and just accept that she does not understand.  I do not see another way to make her forget four years of her life.

 

The one thing that concerns me a little is that Emily's more ditzy behavior can be dangerous.  She got distracted driving yesterday and nearly got in a car accident.  I tried to comfort her when she got home, but that quickly got her in the mood.  Before I realized what was happening, we were having sex.  Admittedly, I am not to concerned about that last part, but I am worried about her getting into car accidents.  Emily will need to be able to drive, but I may try to restrict where she drives to limit her exposure to danger.  That will mean no high speed driving, like on freeways.

 

This last week, I have enjoyed seeing how Emily has chosen to dress.  She has pushed boundaries, showing more skin, more cleavage, more leg.  I definitely enjoy seeing that.  However, I am not sure she is fully comfortable dressing that way.  I want her to be able to walk down the street in a skimpy halter top that shows more than it hides and a tiny little skirt with sky high heels and not be bothered that she is dressed like a slut.

 

For this coming week, while continuing to push Emily toward simpler speech patterns, I also want to bring out her exhibitionist tendencies.  When I removed her inhibitions over spring break, she was perfectly content to be seen naked.  I don't want to take her that far again, but I want her to be proud of her body and to want to show it off.  My one regret is that I won't be able to see as much of her.  My first day of work is tomorrow.  I am both excited for what my new job will allow us to do and disappointed I will not be able to spend as much time with Emily as I have the past few weeks.  Thankfully, I have ample vacation time available to me.

 

Jack Turner

June 11

Dear Diary,

 

Jack started his new job yesterday.  I'm really happy for him, since this is a huge step up doing really important work, but it's hard, because he isn't here as much.  Thankfully, I have started making friends.

 

Kayli has been great.  I know I was a little skeptical about her at first, but she is super nice and just so much fun.  And she's been introducing me to her friends and they are super cool.  And they're all super hot, both their bodies and the clothes they wear.  I find myself jealous of both.

 

Yesterday, after I finished my tanning session, I asked Kayli about her boobs.  She got them last year and really likes them.  But the big thing was Kayli let me touch them.  She pulled her shirt up and pulled down her bra for me.  I'd never touched fake boobs before.  I'm not really sure what to say about them, except they weren't what I was expecting.  I thought they would be super hard and immobile, but they were still pliable.  Not that they felt like real boobs either, but they didn't feel bad.  And the look in Kayli's eyes and the way she moaned from my touching them meant they felt good.  It's hard to argue against pleasure like that.  She later told me her boobs got more sensitive after the surgery.  To me, that only seems like a plus.

 

This morning ended up being way busier than I ever expected.  Jack took a little longer fucking me this morning because he wanted to take me in the ass.  And let me say that there's no way I can refuse Jack's cock in my ass.  Or really anywhere, but the prep time takes a little longer since my ass doesn't get wet like my pussy does.  Wouldn't that be cool though.  It would be so much more fun to be nice and lubricated when I get horny.  Wouldn't have to worry about lube anymore.

 

Then it was off to the gym.  Max continues to work me really hard, but at least he's not leaving me to exhausted to move afterward.  But there's no doubt I can feel the burn after.  When I finished changing, I got a text from Kayli to see if I wanted to join her and some of the other girls from Friday night for a day at the salon and spa.  With nothing else planned, I of course said yes.

 

We started out at a spa.  We soaked in these tubs of beautifully smelling water before we got massages.  I felt so good and relaxed after that.  My muscles definitely enjoyed it after all the hard work I've been putting in at the gym.  Then we went to a salon.  I got my roots touched up, even though they really weren't showing that much.  I just figured I might as well while I was there.  I also got a mani-pedi and had the stylist do my makeup really nice.

 

The other girls had to leave at that point, leaving just Kayli and me.  They had jobs to get to and the like.  But Kayli suggested we continue our fun with a shopping trip.  Like I could say no to shopping.  Kayli knows the best stores for hot clothes.  Damn was it fun.

 

I just got home a little while ago.  The outfit I ended up wearing home was a yellow cropped tank top that left my entire midriff bare.  I paired it with a little blue mini skirt that really can't get much shorter.  For shoes, I've got a pair of cut blue sandals with crisscrossing straps across the top of the foot and a strap around the ankle.  That last part is important because they have six-inch stiletto heels and more than an inch platform.  I practically had to totter home.

 

And before I forget, I bought a new piece of jewelry for my belly-button.  I now have a sparkling and shiny butterfly dangling from my belly-button.  It's super cute.  I also bought a new stud for my tongue, now that the swelling has gone down.  Of course it's pink.

 

I can't wait for Jack to get home.  I just know he's going to love me new look.  I know I love wearing it.  There's a part of me that remembers not liking being so exposed, but I like it now.  I love the idea of people seeing me, watching me, getting turned on by my body and how I display it.  Just thinking about that is enough to make me wet.

 

Shit, I can't wait for Jack to get home.  Time to play with my toys.

 

Love,

Emily

June 13

Dear Diary,

 

Jack was super impressed with the clothes I bought on Tuesday.  I've been wearing them all week.  I think he especially likes how slutty they are.  I don't even thing of them as slutty.  That is his word for it.  I just like the idea of showing off.

 

Right now I'm wearing a white halter top that is probably really too small.  Kayli said small is good, it helps show guys the kind of girl I am.  So my halter top is tight and it really shows off my boobs, not that I have tons to show off.  Still, it's nice not to need to worry about wearing a bra.  I mean, I'm small enough where I don't mind a little bounce and jiggle.  That's the nice thing about big fake boobs too.  You don't need to wear a bra with those either.

 

Damn, I got distracted by boobs again.  That's happening a lot and I don't even know why.  Yesterday at the tanning salon, Kayli caught me staring at her boobs.  I didn't even realize I was doing it and that was while she was wearing her boring work uniform.  It wasn't like she was even showing any cleavage.

 

So back to my outfit, my top also shows off my butterfly in my belly-button.  Jack likes that addition too.  I just can't wear it at the gym, because I don't want it getting caught on something when I'm working out.  My skirt is pink and really short, barely covering the bottom of my ass.  When I sit down, I can feel the chair on my ass cheeks.  At least my thong matches my skirt.  I'm also wearing these cute pink platform heels.  They're probably the tallest thing I can wear, but I like how they really help show off my legs and ass.  I've worked hard for those and I love showing them off.

 

Today a package arrived in the mail for me.  I didn't know what it was, so I texted Jack to see if it was okay to open.  He texted me back and told me he wanted to know what I thought of his presents for me.  I tore open the box and practically squealed when I saw what was inside.  Jack bought me a new set of butt plugs so I don't have to wear the same one all the time.  I'm wearing a pink metal one now, just because it matches my outfit.

 

Before I forget, Jack told me last night that he thinks it will be okay for me to start sucking his cock again this weekend.  I can't wait.  Just hearing that was enough to make my mouth water for his cock.  I don't know how I've been able to make it through each day without having him in my mouth.  I get to find out how much better he likes my blow jobs with my pierced tongue.  I'm hoping for good results.

 

Love,

Emily

June 15

Dear Diary,

 

I got to suck Jack's cock and it was fantastic.  I did it last night.  Jack got home from work, he sat down, still wearing his suit.  He asked me to fetch him a drink.  When I came back with his drink, he took it from me and sat back, taking a long sip while he eyed me up and down.  I stood there proudly, thrusting my meager chest out, hoping to highlight my body for him.

 

I was wearing a bikini top and a denim mini skirt along with the a pair of wedge heeled sandals.  I looked ready for spending time at the beach, which I could easily have done by walking out the back door of our house.  "Why don't you help me relieve the stress from my first week of work," Jack said, nodding toward his crotch.  I immediately know what he wanted.

 

I practically bounced up and down with excitement, but I fought my urge to celebrate.  I had missed this.  There had been so many days when all I really wanted to do was suck Jack's cock, but I couldn't while I waited for my tongue to heal.  And now I was good to go.

 

I dropped to my knees with practiced ease before deftly freeing Jack's cock from the confines of his pants.  It sprang to attention, bobbing ever so slightly with his pulse.  He was hard, but I knew he could still get harder.  After that, it was like I was operating on autopilot.  My body acted, providing the best blow job it knew how while my mind got to focus on everything I love about sucking cock.  Jack tasted amazing, just like I remembered.  I loved the feel of him in my mouth as I urged him to cum, feeding me his seed.  He must have liked the feel of my hardware on his cock, because I could feel him getting close sooner than usual, but I was good and slowed things down, letting him enjoy the pleasure I could give him until he decided he had had enough.

 

I have no idea how long I sat there on my knees painting Jack's cock.  My jaw started to ache from the exertion, but I chocked that up to being out of practice.  It had been almost three weeks from the last time I sucked Jack's cock.  Finally, just when I started to worry I might not be able to continue, Jack grabbed my hair and started fucking my face with passion.  When he finally came in my mouth, I happily sucked down his cum, swallowing with delight at the scrumptious taste.

 

After that, Jack informed me that we were going to a party hosted by his new boss that night.  I was a little worried I might not have time to get ready.  If he had texted ahead of time, I would have been sure to be ready for the event.  However, Jack comforted me, telling me we still had lots of time.  Parties like these are the kinds you want to be fashionably late for.

 

Jack had bought me another dress for the occasion.  This time, it was a red asymmetrical minidress with cutouts around the midsection, all held together with an O-ring just above my left hip.  The best part was that it let me show off my butterfly jewelry.  Earlier in the day I had bought matching butterfly earrings.  Jack also bought me a pair of red stiletto heeled sandals to go with the dress.

 

"You look like my little butterfly," Jack told me when he walked me out to the car.  Hearing those words made my heart skip a beat.  I knew Jack had bought this dress to show me off in and I loved him for it.  I only hoped I would be able to leave a good impression on his boss.  I couldn't hope to understand all the complicated things Jack does at work, but that doesn't mean I can't support him in any way that I can.

 

However, to my surprise, the party had more of a clubbing atmosphere than a house party, despite it being held at Jack's boss' house.  The beer and liquor was flowing freely with loud music blaring.  The living room had been cleared of furniture for dancing.  It was so much fun dancing and drinking the night away with Jack.

 

At one point, Jack pulled me aside to introduce me to his boss.  He was a handsome man, somewhere in his forties.  He had a woman on his arm with bright blonde hair and boobs so big and round, they could only come from a surgeon's touch.  Actually, I don't think I had ever seen so many fake boobs in one place before.  It seemed like every girl there was blonde and abnormally stacked.  It made me jealous with how much my own meager chest couldn't keep up.

 

Still, everyone was nice about it.  The wives and girlfriends of Jack's coworkers were super nice, if not a bit dumb.  But that was okay.  When a girl has a body that won't quit, it's not like anyone really cares if they can count to two or not.  And it's not like I'm smart enough to win a Nobel prize or anything, so I shouldn't judge.

 

All I know is that I left the party last night wishing I could have fake boobs like that.  At first, I thought Kayli's boobs were great, but compared to what I saw last night, she's tiny in comparison.  I'm starting to understand why they say that bigger is better.  The only question I can think of is how big would I want to go?

 

With the late night and Jack having to work all week, we both slept in this morning.  It was after 10am when I woke Jack up with a blow job.  God I missed that.  After that we went for a run on the beach.  I wore a sports bra and a pair of spandex shorts.  Jack just wore a pair of running shorts, leaving his toned chest on full display.  His new job comes with the perk of company gym.  He has started working out during lunch.  I think it's already paying off.

 

We just got back a few minutes ago.  I think the plan for the rest of the day is hypnosis and fucking.  I've been craving a long trance for a while now, so I'm looking forward to that.  And considering my hair trigger when it comes to arousal, I'm sure Jack will find fun ways to fuck me and I'm sure I will cum a lot.

 

And now it's time to go, because Jack has his cock out.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

June 16

 

Emily has definitely gotten the idea of showing off her body down.  I do not think there has been one time this week where I have seen her without a decent portion of both her chest and her midriff showing, not to mention wearing skirts and shorts that are always threatening to expose her.  That is exactly how I want her to dress.  Sure, it is slutty, but I like a little slutty.  And it is not like she is doing it to get laid.  She is doing it for me, even if she does not fully realize it.

 

In other good news, Emily has started making friends and they are already very bimboey.  I very much support her in doing anything with those girls.  It helps that they are already more familiar with the local scene and have similar styles to what I want for Emily.  They will be great role models for her.

 

Friday night, I took Emily to her first company party.  They hold them every couple weeks.  This time, my boss was the host.  Unfortunately, my uncle could not make it this time.  He had been traveling on business for the last few weeks.  I am sure he will be at the next one.

 

One thing that should be noted is that almost all the major players with the company have bimbos for wives and girlfriends.  It is part of the company culture.  I saw that and recognized it when I first interviewed, but now that I see if first hand, I am thankful that I started Emily on her current path when I did.

 

The biggest thing is that I need to convince Emily to get fake tits.  She was probably the only girl at the party who was still natural like that.  Thankfully, even Kayli has fake tits, so I am hoping Emily will be reasonably open to them.  With the money I am making now, there is no question about being able to pay for them.  Actually, the company does research in the area of breast augmentation.  I will need to talk to my boss about what he recommends.  Still, getting Emily to say yes may be difficult.  So that is what this week will be all about.  My goal is that by my next entry, Emily will at least be open to discussing the idea of getting implants.

 

Jack Turner

June 18

Dear Diary,

 

So I asked Jack what he thought about the idea of me getting implants.  It was Sunday night before bed.  I had just finished sucking his cock for probably the third time that day, not counting all the times he fucked me.  That man has some serious stamina.

 

Getting back on track, Jack looked surprised to hear me ask the question.  At first I was afraid I might have upset him, but he was really supportive of the idea.  There are still tons of details to work out, but I'm super excited to say that I'm gonna get big fake boobs.  I told Kayli when I went tanning yesterday.  She was really happy too.  She offered to answer any questions I might have, whenever they come up.

 

After my session, the place was pretty quiet, so we hung out for a bit and talked boobs.  I hadn't done any research, so even though Kayli's not an expert or anything, she still knew more than me.  To be honest, even though I asked Jack about it Sunday night, I wasn't really positive I wanted to get implants until after I talked to Kayli.  She explained her recovery time and all that stuff, which was really helpful, because surgery can be really scary.  Although the thought of going to sleep and then waking up with big boobs sticking off your chest is kind of hot.

 

That night, after I welcomed Jack home with a blow job, he told me about how his company does research into breast augmentations.  He said he's asking around for ideas and information.  He also told me he might be able to arrange it so I could having some cutting edge implants and stuff like that.  I definitely like that idea.  As much as something tried and true is good, there's nothing quite like high-tech.  Also, there's something comforting in the idea of having Jack involved in the whole affair, at least more so than he would be if we sought out a surgeon locally, which there are clearly very many, many who appear to be talented.

 

Today was another shopping day with Kayli.  I can't even begin to tell you how much I bought.  Although I mostly focused on bottoms.  I don't know how my tops will fit me after I get my new tits, assuming I'm getting them.  Nothing is certain in that area right now.

 

I'm waiting for Jack to come home, taking some time to write this while on a break from cleaning the house.  Since I'm not working, doing a little housework is the least I can do.  And considering I can't cook worth a damn, that just leaves me with cleaning.  But I figured I would greet Jack wearing a tied off pink blouse and a pair of denim shorts so small, they are more like underwear.  Most of my ass is completely exposed.  Of course I'm wearing a pair of my ever-growing collection of high heels.  At this point, the only time I wear flats is when I'm working out.  It's heels the rest of the time.

 

All right, back to work.

 

Love,

Emily

June 20

Dear Diary,

 

I can tell Jack is messing with my head again.  I mean, I know he's always doing that, but, like, this time, he's messing with my smarts or something.  I didn't notice anything out of the ordinary until today when I was grabbing lunch with Maya.  She's one of the girls I met through Kayli.  That whole group of friends have been great at accepting me into the fold.

 

So we were having lunch, which was great.  We got to know each other and stuff like that.  It was fun and light hearted.  Something I didn't realize is that Maya used to be a stripper.  Her stage name was Angel and she always wore angel wings with whatever outfit she was taking off that night.  I've always wondered what it was like to be a stripper.  To be honest, if Jack told me to get a job, I would have to seriously consider that as an option.  It turns out, though, that Maya stopped because she didn't like how mean the other strippers could be.  She was doing it to have fun and earn some extra money, but the others were all cutthroat and businesslike.  I can see how that would suck all the fun out of it.

 

But after lunch, when we were settling up with the waitress, I suddenly couldn't figure out how to work out the tip.  I've never had trouble with that before, but this time, as soon as I looked at the numbers, it was like they started swimming in front of my eyes.  I just couldn't do it.  I understood how much my lunch was, but I couldn't work out how much I should add for the tip.

 

Even if I had been willing to expose my sudden lack of math skills to Maya, she gave me a quick hug and then bolted after signing her check so that she wouldn't be late for work.  But that left me with absolutely no idea what I was doing.  I considered asking someone to help me, but I was the only customer left and I didn't want to ask the waitress in case she took advantage of me.  I even texted Jack, hoping he could tell me, but he was busy in a meeting and couldn't answer until later, but by then it was too late.  I ended up giving up and just leaving a twenty on the table, hoping that would be an adequate tip for a ten dollar meal.

 

When I told Jack about it later, he just laughed without explaining what he was doing.  I'm not sure how I feel about losing my math skills, since that's what he seems to have done, but at the same time, it's not like I use them that much.  It was just a problem this time because I didn't have someone I trusted to ask.

 

Oh, and with all of my worrying about how much to tip the waitress, I forgot to mention that Jack has arranged for a boob job consult with his company for tomorrow.  I can't say it's really happening yet, but I am a step closer to having a chest that any man, and some girls, would drool over.

 

Love,

Emily

June 22

Dear Diary,

 

It's happening.  Jack and I met with a surgeon who works with the company and we've made a plan.  Next week I'm getting big boobs.  It's so exciting.  It will be so fun having boobs to show off once they heal up.

 

I'll be the first to admit, a lot of the details and stuff are totally over my head.  As long as Jack understands them, I'm happy.  All I know is that I'm getting a special kind of implant that is in development and has just been approved for testing.  I'm not the first girl to get these kinds of implants, so the surgeon said he doesn't think there's too much risk of something bad happening.

 

When it came time to talk about size and placement, I just said I wanted them to look really fake, giving them a bolted on look.  After that, Jack and the surgeon talked more about specifics.  I just stood there with my shirt and bra off as the surgeon continued to examine me, checking to make sure I was both a good candidate for the surgery and to make sure he could pull off the look I wanted.

 

And do want to know the really amazing part?  I'm booked for surgery on Monday.  That's right, I only have two days to go until I have big boobs.  I can't wait.

 

Last night, Jack took me out to celebrate.  With the surgery coming up, it was recommended that I don't drink alcohol within two days of the surgery.  That meant I had to get my drunk on last night.  And boy did I drink.  I got sloppy drunk at the bar that we went to.  By the time we left, I couldn't really even walk.  Between my super high heels and the alcohol, Jack had to help me back to the car.

 

The ride home, with the window open and the warm night air blowing on my face helped sober me up enough where I could have made it inside our house on my own, but it was more fun to lean on Jack's shoulder as he led me up the stairs and inside.  After that, however, my memory is fuzzy from all the fucking.  I practically tackled Jack once we were inside, doing my best to rip his clothes off.  My skirt rolled up around my waist easily, showing off the fact I wasn't wearing any panties.

 

I spent the whole night in drunken orgasmic bliss.  It was great.  Only now I'm paying for it.  I haven't been that prone to hangovers lately, but I got one bad this morning.  I felt so bad, I couldn't even give Jack his usual good morning blow job.  So today turned into a lounging around day binge watching t.v.  At least when Jack put me into trance, he was able to make me feel a little better, but I don't think any amount of hypnosis could erase how sick I made myself.

 

At least I have the next two days to look forward to.  Kayli and Maya and the other girls are taking me out to brunch tomorrow morning.  They even told me they wouldn't drink during our time together since I'm not allowed to drink for a while.  They're so sweet.  Kayli seems almost excited about me getting a boob job as I am.  I'm counting down the days.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

June 23

 

Last week's suggestions did not go at all as I had planned.  Before I was able to put Emily under Sunday night, she started asking me about the idea of getting implants.  You cannot imagine how excited I was to hear her talking about it.  I think it helped that Kayli has breast implants, as did most of the girls at my boss' party.

 

The even bigger news is that not only did I get Emily in for a consultation with a surgeon on Friday, the surgery is scheduled for Monday.  It helps when I work for a company who does breast augmentation research and they have a new line of implants that need testing, as well as in house surgeons to perform the actual operation.  And the whole cost to us is just the drugs.  It is a great deal and from the plethora of information I could find on the company intranet, this is a safer option than what is available on the market right now, especially when dealing with large sizes.

 

The consult was actually kind of funny.  While Emily is excited to join the busty club, she was not particularly interested in a lot of the details.  When asked about size options, she actually deferred to me a lot, asking me what I would like.  It was sweet of her and I can tell my work with her submissive side is paying off.  We ended up choosing a largish model that can easily be expanded if Emily wants.  That is one of the advantages of this experimental implant.  I did ask if the surgeon could create some internal bra structures.  I don't think Emily will need it at her current size, but it would not hurt if she ever decides to go bigger.  The surgeon thought that was a great idea.

 

With the implant piece taken care of and actually happening sooner than I ever imagined, I was left to wing it this week, not needing to suggest getting implants.  I have also had to change my schedule in general, because Emily will be largely out of commission next week from the surgery.  I am not sure how the pain medication will affect her ability to drop into trance, but if they behave anything like alcohol does for her, she may not get her daily dose of hypnosis.

 

I am not sure if what I did was good, but I did something that I found hot.  There is something attractive about a pretty girl who struggles with things that we take for granted everyday.  With that in mind, I started working to take away Emily's math skills.  This is completely new territory.  I have found nothing reputable about other people attempting this, because no one would agree to allow their math skills to be taken away for research purposes.  However, what I am doing is technically consensual and I would stop in an instant if Emily told me to.

 

Somehow, my attempts were a complete success.  It did not even take that long.  Admittedly, my work has become easier as I have learned how Emily's brain works.  Just as an example, Emily had lunch with one of her new friends.  They each paid for their own meals, but her friend needed to leave early to get to work.  That left Emily trying to figure out how to tip for her meal by herself.  She seemed to realize her problem, because she texted me, but I was in the middle of a meeting and could not look at my phone.  She also did not ask the waitress for help in case the waitress had ulterior motives, which in hindsight was smart.  Eventually Emily gave up, leaving a twenty dollar bill on the table for her ten dollar meal.  I struggled to hold back my laughter as she told me the whole story later.  She knows I am the cause of her acalculia, but she does not seem to mind that I have done this to her.  It also explains why her eyes glassed over a bit when the surgeon started talking size of her proposed implants using cubic centimeters.

 

With all that in mind and Emily's upcoming surgery, I do not think I will be able to push her too much this week.  However, I have been reading up on the concept of edging.  That is where someone masturbates to the edge of orgasm without actually climaxing.  When done more and more, it trains the person to think of sex more readily, creating an almost ditzy state, as the persons thoughts, sometimes even in mid-sentence, will trail off into a sexy fantasy.  But since I doubt I will be able to hypnotize Emily very often this week, I am simply going to ask her to do it for me and see how that works out.

 

Jack Turner

June 25

Dear Diary,

 

I've got tits now.  I haven't actually seen them yet, but it feels like there's this huge weight on my chest, making it hard to breathe.  I'm spending most of my time laying in bed, only getting up to use the bathroom.  Jack was able to take a couple days off to help with my recovery.  Luckily, he gets lots of vacation time with his job.

 

I'm not entirely convinced all this pain is worth it, but then I look down and can't see me toes and I'm like, "I've got big tits."  They aren't even boobs anymore.  Being this big, they're tits.  Big tits.  I know some of this is just swelling and bandages, but holy shit is it weird.  It's going to take a lot of time to get used to these babies.  At least the pain meds I'm taking aren't messing with my system too much.  It helps that the dosage isn't that strong.  But that also means the drugs don't completely erase the pain.

 

Jack is taking a little break from hypnotizing me.  He wants the pain meds to run their course.  Considering I don't go under very well when I'm drunk, I'm guessing it would be similar when I'm high like this.  But with that in mind, Jack did something different this week.  Sunday night he told me he wants me to start edging.  I was completely clueless about what that was so he had to explain it to me.

 

Edging is actually pretty straight forward.  All I have to do is masturbate, which I do already.  The difference is that I don't actually get to cum.  That's right.  Jack wants me to masturbate, pushing myself up to the edge of an orgasm, and then stop and let myself cool off.  He wouldn't tell me why he wants that, but I'm okay with that.  I'm his to command.  As part of this edging thing, I am only allowed to cum from him.  If he fucks me, then I can cum, but that is the only time.  It's a little disappointing, but I promised I would be a good girl.

 

I didn't get to try anything out yesterday with my surgery, but even though I'm high, I asked Jack to fetch me some of my toys.  I've done two edging sessions so far today.  Right now I don't understand what the big deal is other than leaving me frustrated, but I'm okay with that.  Jack has a plan and I will follow it.  I want to be his dream girl after all.

 

Love,

Emily

June 27

Dear Diary,

 

I got to see my new tits finally.  They're big and bruised.  Thank god they still have healing to do, because no girl would ever make get tits like this if they looked like mine do now.  I'm still wearing the surgical bra, but I am allowed to take that off to shower.  I'm just not allowed to bend over.

 

Jack went back to work today.  He was kind enough though of putting everything that I might need out on a counter or table somewhere so that I won't need to lean over.  I guess leaning over before things have healed properly can cause the implants to shift or something.  Definitely don't want that to happen.

 

And I'm still being a good girl and am sticking to the edging routine Jack gave me yesterday morning.  I don't know what this is supposed to achieve, but I'm horny as fuck and can't cum.  Not that I probably should be cumming so soon after my surgery.  That could be bad, I guess.  I leave that kind of stuff to the experts.  But since I wasn't paying that great of attention and I'm still taking a few pain meds, but not as many as I did at first, I can't really remember what I was told.  Luckily Jack was there and he is keeping track of those things for me.

 

Okay, that's all I can handle writing for now.  It's time for a nap.

 

Love,

Emily

June 29

Dear Diary,

 

I left the house for the first time yesterday.  Kayli came and picked me up for lunch.  She switched shifts at the tanning salon so that she could take me out.  It was nice getting out of the house, since I've basically been stuck there all week.  And it was great to see Kayli.  We haven't gone this long without seeing each other since we first met.

 

When we were done with lunch, Kayli took me home.  I invited her in, since I could still use the company.  Of course, once we were inside, she wanted to see them.  And to be honest, I wanted to show them too.  Kayli had been nice enough to show me hers, and we weren't even someplace private.  She was super impressed with my surgeons work.  After a little while, she had to take her top off so that we could compare tits.  We decided I'm definitely bigger now, but hers are firmer, giving them a more fake feel.  Not that it isn't obvious that my tits are fake.  Nothing this big and round on my frame could be considered natural.

 

Eventually Kayli needed to leave, which was disappointing, but it wasn't long before Jack got home from work.  He definitely liked seeing me up and about.  I'm completely off the pain meds now.  There's still some pain, but it's more discomfort at this point.  And it doesn't feel like there's a rock on my chest when I lay down anymore.  I'm still no where near thinking of my tits as being me, but I'm sure that will come eventually.

 

Finding tops to wear has been hard, even though I haven't left the house except to get lunch with Kayli.  Around the house, I've just been wearing the surgical bra, since almost everything I have just doesn't look right, at least while still wearing the bra.  When I went out with Kayli, I wore one of my old college sweatshirts.  It was a little warm for it, but I just didn't have anything that fit right.  Of course with my new proportions, the sweatshirt didn't exactly fit right either, but I didn't mind.  It rode up, exposing my midriff, which is kind of my style now, so it felt normal.  At least I have a good reason to go shopping, beyond it just being fun.

 

Jack has been great through all of this and I can't wait for my tits to heal so that he can fuck my tits.  Honestly, other than how they look and feel, the only other reason for getting big fake tits is to get them fucked.  But that's still a long way off.  I did convince Jack to let me suck him off though.

 

Today, Jack did take me on a small shopping excursion.  It wasn't like when I go with my girlfriends, but it was still nice to get some clothes that will fit me.  Last night, Jack helped me try on a bunch of my old tops, looking for the ones that still fit me.  Generally, the stretchier they are, the more likely they still fit me.  But I still have a lot of stuff to replace.  My surgery happened so quick, I didn't have time to plan for the changes to my clothes.

 

And with the quickness of it all, I had to tell Max I would be out of commission for a couple weeks.  He didn't sound happy, especially since my training plan will need to change once I get back.  Some of the stuff I was doing might be kind of hard with big tits.  I wonder if I'll ever really run again.  Never considered that before, but I'll make do.

 

I need to go.  Jack wants to hypnotize me for the first time since my surgery.  I've been missing that so bad lately.  I swear I've been going through withdrawal symptoms without it.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

June 30

 

This week has gone well.  Emily had her surgery on Monday as planned.  It all went off without a hitch.  And the surgeon's predictions recovery-wise have been spot on.  As much as I like to beat a doctor's predictions, at least she is following along with the predicted schedule and not falling behind.  It will still be a while before she is up to full speed again.  For that, we are looking at at least four weeks, if not longer.

 

As far as the edging has gone, Emily has been a good girl.  Those are her words.  I can tell she is not thrilled with not being allowed to orgasm, but I think she will come to appreciate it eventually.  The whole point is to get her body addicted to the pleasure of masturbating, turning her thoughts toward sex more and more.  Admittedly, this is all experimental, but I think Emily is reacting well to it so far.

 

This week, now that we are back to regular hypnosis sessions, I would like to get Emily giggling more.  Bimbos are known for their giggling.  In particular, I want Emily to giggle in response to not knowing something.  But that is not all.  She should giggle rather than laugh and it should be her natural response when she is having fun.  It is all part of the free and fun loving bimbo image I am trying to create for her.  That way she can dress slutty, but still come off as naive.  That is the best of both worlds, but I think Emily is capable of it.

 

Jack Turner

July 2

Dear Diary,

 

I am getting so frustrated.  Jack won't let me cum.  I'm not sure what it is, but I will sometimes be sitting there, maybe watching a movie or something, I all of a sudden I notice my hand is gently stroking my clit through my panties.  I didn't even realize I was doing it.  And that's not to mention all the times I'll be listening to what someone says and my thoughts wander off to sex.  It's practically the only thing I can think about.  I mean, I can be serious when I need to be, but it's so hard.  I'm much rather just edge, as Jack calls it.

 

And I'm going super crazy over how many times per day I need to change my panties.  I'm soaking through thongs faster than I can clean them.  I'm starting to carry a towel with me around the house, because I keep leaving pussy juice wherever I sit.  It's embarrassing, but also ridiculously hot.  I get turned on just imagining myself as some dumb little fuck toy, always ready to be used.  Damn, I might need to edge again.  What's really scary is I am starting to look forward to edging everyday, almost like it's the highlight of my day.

 

It's nice to finally be getting out and about again.  I'm still not tanning or working out, but I can at least shop.  I went and got fitted for a new bra yesterday.  I can't remember what size I am, because it seems I can't remember anything with numbers now.  I think I'm an F-cup, but I can't be sure.  I'm not good with remembering those kinds of things.  But you know what?  That's okay.  That's what I have Jack for.  I'm his fiancée and he wants me to look pretty and let him fuck me however he wants.  That doesn't require being smart and remembering things.  And I can always check my bra size the next time I go shopping by actually looking at the bra.  Of course, I'm wearing it now, so it's kind of hard to take it off and look, just to write it down here.

 

Anyway, this big tits thing is pretty cool over all.  I'm super excited to meet up with the rest of my friends tomorrow.  They haven't seen the new me.  Between the blonde hair and the big tits, I'm a whole new girl.  It's still going to take time getting used to them.  This morning I was grabbing a bowl out of the cupboard, but I forgot how much my tits stick out.  Smack!  I opened the cupboard into my tits.  That definitely hurt a bit, but not too bad.  Also, now that the bruising is starting to go away, I can begin wearing low-cut tops.  Holy cleavage.  It's weird looking down into a valley of boob.  I've never been able to do that before.

 

Oh shit, Jack just sent me a text telling me to edge for him.  He's been doing that a couple times a day.  Better get to it.  I don't want to disappoint my man.

 

Love,

Emily

July 4

Dear Diary,

 

Happy Birthday, America!  In honor of the nation's birthday, I'm wearing a flag bikini.  My tits haven't healed enough for me to go out wearing a bikini, but it's fine for around the house.  I'll need to change a little later when Jack is taking me to another work party.  He took the afternoon off to help me shop for a new dress for the party.  The goal is to show off my tits without making it obvious I just got them.  That means they need to be covered, but they need to be highlighted and stuff.

 

It's a halter style dress with two wide strips of cloth crossing across my chest, pretty much just covering my tits.  It leaves my entire belly bare and most of my back too.  Those strips connect to a short skirt with an O-ring at the small of my back.  The whole thing is white and blue, even the shoes.  To keep the red, white, and blue theme, I'm wearing red lipstick and I've painted my nails red too.  I'm also going to wear ruby themed jewelry.  I can't wait.

 

Yesterday I met up with my girlfriends and they were super excited to find out about my new tits.  They each groped me in turn.  That was actually pretty hot.  It made me feel like a toy that everyone checking out and wanting to play with.  I think the owner of the bar we were at would have kicked us out for our nearly lewd actions if he wasn't so turned on himself.  I could spot the bulge in his pants from across the room.

 

Surprisingly, some of the other girls confessed they wanted fake tits too.  Both Kayli and I were really supportive and encouraging.  Even though mine are still new, I almost wish I had gotten them done sooner, even though I had no idea I would ever do something like this before.  I mean, if I'd gotten them done earlier, Jack would have already fucked them.

 

Kayli shared her first tit fucking story with the group.  Since she was small like me before, it wasn't something she could do until she got her tits done.  Anyway, it sounded super hot and I could feel myself get wet as I imagined myself in her place.  I can't wait for Jack to slide his cock between my tits.

 

Oh, and before I forget, I had my first big tit food problem while eating out with the girls.  I was wearing a scoop neck crop top and I was eating a sandwich and some of the juices fell out and fell right down into my cleavage.  That was awkward.  All the girls wanted to help me clean up my tits.  It was really funny.

 

Which reminds me.  I've been really giggly lately.  I didn't notice it until I was with the girls yesterday.  I kept breaking out into random giggles whenever it was kind of my turn to talk.  Some of the stuff the other girls were mentioning were super complicated, mostly stuff about their jobs.  They all know I don't work and probably won't for a while.  Not unless Jack asks me to.  Sometimes it feels like being pretty for him is a full time job, or at least it is when I'm still healing and getting used to having tits.

 

But yeah, the girls all commented about how happy and silly I seemed.  I hadn't thought of it that way, but I definitely feel that way more and more.  And it's not like I'm high on pain meds.  I totally stopped taking those last week.  While I'm sure some people look down on me for being this way, I don't care.  I'm happy this way.

 

Love,

Emily

 

P.S. I forgot that to say I told Kayli about my math problems.  She had no idea I couldn't do math.  I didn't tell her I used to be able to, but can't anymore because Jack wants me dumb or something.  She was nice enough to help me with working out the tip for my meal.  She's such a great friend.

July 6

Dear Diary,

 

The party on Thursday was super fun.  Last time I went to one of those parties, I was one of the only flat chested girls there.  This time I felt like I actually fit in.  Everyone was super nice to me and they were all impressed with my tits.  They are pretty great.

 

Jack and I danced and drank and mingled.  A couple times I got asked questions I didn't understand.  It was awkward until I realized I could just giggle instead.  I got lots of good reactions from doing that.  And the best part was, I didn't have to answer the question.  I wonder if I could have done that in my college classes.  Would the professors accept giggles as answers?  Probably not.  Thank god I'm done with all that.  If I never set foot on a college campus again, I'll be happy.  As far as I can tell, the only good thing to come of all that was meeting Jack.

 

The party went really late.  Everyone who works for the company was given Friday off, because of how late things went.  With that in mind, Jack and I stayed up, me spending a lot of time sucking his cock and diddling my clit, waiting for the sun to come up.  The sunset was super pretty.  Then we finally went to bed.

 

The big news from today was that I did my first workout.  I got clearance from the surgeon, he was at the party too, to start some light workouts.  I didn't do anything strenuous, mostly just trying to get my blood flowing a bit.  I've been laying around way too much.  I'm sure I've put on weight, but it's hard to tell because I gained so much in my tits from the implants.  I start back with Max on Monday.

 

I also get to start tanning again too.  That means I'll get to see Kayli more and that's always a good thing.  I do need to be careful and cover up my scars.  They'll tan funny if I don't.  Luckily, my scars are really minor already.  The surgeon thought they might fade almost completely over time.  That would be really cool.  That's the part that still worries me.

 

Life is pretty sweet right now.  After staying up to watch the sunrise yesterday, Jack and I are going to watch the sunrise from our deck overlooking the beach.  He even picked out a nice bottle of wine for the occasion.  I can't wait.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

July 7

 

It has been almost two weeks since Emily's surgery and we are both still getting used to her new assets.  As they continue to heal, they are looking better and better.  I am sure once enough time passes, it will be hard to remember her ever not having implants.  That is still a ways off, however.

 

The good thing about getting back into regular hypnosis sessions is that Emily has dived into giggling head first it seems.  Not only does she giggle for almost everything now, it seems to have brightened her mood.  The world is a much happier place when you smile and giggle your way through it.  I think it also helps to reinforce the dumbing effects of some of my suggestions.  She is not only finding that it is okay to be dumb, but it can make her day to day life more enjoyable.

 

The other reason why regular hypnosis is good again is that Emily has started to slip back into her old speech habits.  It was fun listening to her try to explains things that really only need a couple words, but she just couldn't do it without blabbering about, taking the long way around the topic and not always actually getting to the point.  It was adorable, but clearly there was not enough time to make it a habit.  I have been reinforcing the language suggestions every night.  I hope Emily reaches the point where that is just the way she talks, the new normal.

 

This is the last week I have something specific planned.  After this, I think I will set myself the task of erasing parts of Emily's past.  I know that will be difficult and take time.  The trouble is that I want her to remember how we met, but I don't want her to think she ever went to college.  If I have my way, she will think she barely graduated high school.  It should be fun.

 

However, that is not the plan for this week.  My goal for Emily is for her to see herself as my trophy.  I have won her and she wants to do everything she can to please me.  She is already close to this, but I want her to readily vocalize the fact she recognizes me as her owner and master, just without using those words.  That is the reason for using the trophy description.  She is my trophy, and soon she will be my trophy wife.  That right there is enough to make me hard.

 

Something else that I have been thinking about is how to use her diary.  Emily has been writing in her diary for as long as I have known her.  She does not do it everyday, but at least several times per week.  I like that she writes in a diary and I encourage it.  However, I am afraid her interest in writing will diminish as she sinks deeper into her bimbo role.  I need to think of ways to keep her involved with it, playing little games in it, even if no one but the two of us ever look at it.

 

On that note, at some point when Emily is too far down the bimbo hole to ever fully emerge again, I will ask her to read through her diary, seeing how far she has come and what she once was.  If Emily remains happy with everything that has happened after that point, I will know I have done the right thing.  But until then, I will need to rely on the fact Emily has never seemed happier than she is right now.  Then again, she has no worries or cares that I don't take care of for her.

 

Jack Turner

July 9

Dear Diary,

 

It's so nice to finally be getting back into a routine again.  Not that I am completely healed.  And I'm still not used to having big tits.  I keep running into things.  That makes me giggle, because it makes me feel completely stupid and clumsy.  Although seeing Jack's face after I've done something like that makes it all okay.  He gets this smirk that makes it look like he knows something and is just enjoying letting it happen.  It would make me mad if it weren't so hot.

 

Yesterday was my two-week post-op appointment with the surgeon.  Everything seems to be going well.  I like the fact that he is having me come in every two weeks to check on things.  It's all part of the research and stuff.  I won't pretend I know what he's looking for, but I'm happy to go in and make sure I'm okay.

 

Two weeks ago, when I first woke up from the surgery, I had a moment of asking myself what I had done.  The pain was super bad and I just wanted to die.  It didn't seem worth it.  But now that I'm starting to really heal up, I'm really happy I did it.  I mean, I've got cleavage now.

 

Last night I went out with the girls for a girls night out.  I wore a really skimpy top that showed off my tits really well.  There's still some bruising, but it's on the bottom and my bra and top covered that.  The surgeon said the bruising is fine and that I am still healing.  I can only see them in a mirror, so I almost forget the bruises are even there.

 

So I was out with the girls last night.  We went to, like, this bar.  It was a happening place.  Lots of people.  There was even a line to get in, but it wasn't a club.  I was dressed my slutty best.  I'm not a slut, but I just like dressing like one.  Or if I am a slut, I'm only a slut for Jack.  It's not like anyone complains with how I dress now.  And since I workout so hard, I might as well show off all that hard work.

 

So yeah, we were out having drinks when Maya suddenly blurted out that she's getting her tits done too.  All the girls squealed and congratulated her.  After my success, she just decided to go for it.  I guess she's been thinking about it for a while, but seeing how Kayli and I are about our tits, she wanted to join in on the fun.  I'm super happy that I helped inspire her and stuff.  It would be great if the rest of the girls got them too.  It is so worth it.

 

Love,

Emily

July 11

Dear Diary,

 

If blondes have more fun, then big titted blondes have the most fun.  I forgot to mention about girls night that guys kept coming up and buying us drinks.  It didn't matter that I had my engagement ring on.  Guys would come up to me and hit on me, their eyes never leaving my tits.

 

At some time, I think I would have been mad about that, but not anymore.  It's super fun to show off my tits and I want guys to stare.  That's why I like to dress slutty and show off my body.  Everyone who sees my tits knows they're fake.  They know I got them so people can look and, hopefully someday, play with them.  But that last part is for Jack and my friends only.  While it would be hot for random strangers to just come up to me and feel me up, it ain't happening.

 

While it's great having people stare, I'm getting, like, super frustrated with how horny I am all the time.  I'm always wet and ready for Jack to fuck me, but he isn't because I'm not healed enough yet.  That means all I can do is give him blow jobs.  Don't get me wrong.  I love sucking Jack's cock.  I could do that all day almost.  But I need to cum.  Everything makes me think of sex.  All Jack has to do is touch me and it sends a shiver down my spine to my pussy.  I think I could cum from a back massage right now.  But I'm being a good girl.

 

Fuck, I need to go edge.  I can't cum, but I can still masturbate.

 

Love,

Emily

July 13

Dear Diary,

 

So I was out shopping with Kayli today, buying more tops that fit my tits.  We were totally having tons of fun and stuff, but then this old lady stopped near us, glaring like I'd done something wrong.  She stood back and watched as I modeled a tube top for Kayli.  Later, as we were leaving the store, our hands holding all the bags of clothes we just bought, the lady came up to me and just started yelling.

 

It was awful.  She didn't seem to like how I was dressed, calling me a whore and a slut.  And those were the nicer things she called me.  Everyone was staring and not in the way I like.  They weren't admiring me or my tits.  They were staring at the lady as she got all crazy on us.  Kayli's eyes were super wide.  She didn't know what to do.  She seemed frozen.  I understood how she felt.  But I had one thing going for me.  I belong to Jack.

 

"Stop being a bitch," I said back.  I didn't yell, because I didn't wan to make things worse.  "It's true, you're dressed like a whore," the woman shouted.  "I dress this way because my man likes me to.  I got these tits, because my man likes big tits.  He's a big important man who makes lots of money and I'm his trophy."

 

The woman stared at me, her mouth hanging open like she didn't know what to say.  I looked down at her, feeling sorry for her.  I was wearing some really tall heels, so I was taller than most girls, and even some men.  The lady's eye level was right at my tits.  Actually, she probably had a great view if she was interested.  But after she just yelled at us, I didn't want anything to do with her.  "Come on Kayli, let's go have some more fun," I said as we headed off to continue our shopping.

 

I totally get that I dress like a slut.  I'm fine with it.  Almost everyone else is fine with it.  This is California.  Half the girls dress like sluts.  It's slut shaming.  I'm proud of how I look and I show off for my man, I show off so everyone can see how powerful he is.  I'm showing off my status as a trophy.

 

Actually, I, like, never really thought of it that way.  Well, I mean, I did, but I never used those words before.  I'm Jack's trophy.  I agreed to that when I wanted him to make me into his dream girl.  And I can tell I'm close.  There isn't much more I can change.  I'm his little trophy slut and soon, I'm going to be his trophy wife.  I never imagined I could be a trophy wife.  That's so cool.

 

When I got home and finished putting all my new clothes in my closet, I told Jack about what happened with the lady.  He seemed worried at first, but then he started smiling.  I was so confused.  I, like, try and read him so I know what he wants, but it's hard sometimes.  I know Jack's smarter than me, especially now that I can't do stuff like math.  I looked up at him, hoping he was happy with me.  But then he said, "Good girl."

 

I don't know what it is, but I love it when Jack calls me a good girl.  I means I've pleased him.  It means I'm a good little trophy for him.  But this time was different.  Maybe it's because I'm so fucking horny, probably the most I've ever been, but hearing those words pushed me over the edge.  That's right.  I fucking came.  My body convulsed as I fell to the ground, my body shaking as I orgasmed.  It was a total rush.  The biggest one ever.

 

When I finally started coming down from the orgasmic high I was sent into, I was crying.  I felt so bad.  I had failed Jack.  He told me I only got to cum from him, when he was fucking me.  It never occurred to me until later that I had just cum from being called a good girl, which is totally amazing.  But that fact wasn't lost on Jack.  He watched me the whole time, smiling.

 

"I'm so sorry," I sobbed.  Jack knelt down and hugged me.  I buried my head into his shoulder, continuing to cry my eyes out.  I didn't care that I was ruining my makeup.  It was worse that I had failed Jack.  I broke his rules.

 

"It's okay," Jack said, patting me on the back.  "It's my fault.  I made you like this and I kept you from your orgasms.  I take all the blame.  I don't want you to worry your pretty little head about it.  Okay?"

 

It took a while for me to stop crying.  Once I started, it was hard to stop.  But Jack was there for me, taking care of me.  That's why I'm his trophy.  He takes care of me and supports me and I give him my body, mind and soul to do with as he pleases.  He owns me.

 

After I finally stopped crying, Jack suggested I ride his cock.  Even though I wasn't all the way healed yet, he said it would be all right if I went slow.  The knowledge that I would finally have his cock inside me was all I needed to know to agree.  Also, Jack would get a great view of my tits.  I was actually jealous of him for that.  Just the thought of getting to fuck him was enough to get me dripping wet again.  I had just cum really hard and I was all ready to go again.

 

And OMG did riding Jack's cock feel good.  We did it slow and sensual, with Jack laying back on our bed and me slowly rocking on top of him.  Jack's hands roamed across my hips and legs, teasing me and leading me.  I wished he could reach up and grab my tits.  I knew he wanted to, but they aren't ready for that yet.  I'm going to ask the surgeon when I can do that, because it's important for Jack to know my tits are there for him.  And that means he can touch them, grope them, anything.  I am his trophy.  I am his toy.

 

When Jack came in my pussy, I came with him.  It was amazing.  After we were done, Jack flipped me over onto my back.  He laid there next to me, cuddling with me.  It was perfect.  While I may be Jack's trophy, I'm still a girl, and cuddling after sex is nice.  I can't believe this is the man I get to marry.  He is perfect.  I love him and I want to be his forever.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

July 14

 

Emily happily calls herself my trophy now.  I am sure it will take a little longer before that idea is fully ingrained in her mind, but she is making great progress.  She has already come further than I ever thought possible.  To think his girl was once a double major in college and actually holds both degrees.  Anyone who saw or heard her now would never believe it.  Only Emily and I know the truth.

 

I talked with Emily earlier today about how she likes her new friends.  She gushed about them, calling the sexy and fun to hang out with.  I love that she has fallen in with a group of girls who are clearly on the bimbo spectrum, whether they realize it or not.  In a perfect world, someday Emily will happily call herself a bimbo, but I do not think she is ready for that yet.  But maybe soon.

 

I also asked about what she has shared about our past.  Emily explained it never really came up.  They just know we moved from the east coast.  I am surprised they have become so accepting without knowing more, but then again, they are kind of bimbos and Emily fits right in with them.

 

It might seem strange for me to ask, but I do not want her friends getting in the way of my attempts to alter her memories.  I wrote about this last week, but there is no good guide on how to do this.  It may take some time to figure out how exactly I can make Emily forget about college, but that is the goal.

 

I thought I would start by seeing if I could make Emily forget that she graduated.  That might be hard, since I proposed to her while she was wearing her cap and gown, but I will try.  If I need to, I can always try to Photoshop the pictures from then, making it look like she was dressed more like how she dresses now.  This is where the real experimentation starts.

 

Jack Turner

July 17

Dear Diary,

 

Jack's messing with my head again.  I've been, like, super fuzzy all week so far.  It's not like I mind it, but I'm never sure what's going on.  At least most of the stuff I like to do doesn't take too much brain power.  Hanging out with the girls and shopping and tanning aren't really mind draining, you know?

 

But writing here is a lot harder when I don't feel all here.  I don't even know if that's the right way to say it.  I have to really think things out to get them down on paper, or in this case, the computer.  It doesn't help that my typing is super slow because of my nails.  They're getting really long, but that's kind of the point.  They look better that way.

 

All I can think about to write is that I got a mani-pedi today with Kayli after her shift was over.  That was nice.  We are fast becoming BFFs.  I've never really had a BFF so I'm super happy about that.  We spent the whole time chatting and gossiping.  Again, nothing taxing on the brain cells, since those aren't really working for me right now.

 

Other than that, I really don't know what to write.  I only started this time, because Jack wanted me to.  Maybe I'll have more to write next time.

 

Love,

Emily

July 20

Dear Diary,

 

My brains not working that much better, but at least I can write about date night last night.  Jack used to always take me out Friday night.  Now that we're living together and I'm not working or anything, Friday night doesn't seem so special, but it's still fun.

 

The night started with Jack giving me another new dress.  He likes to do that.  And I love getting them, so it works out great.  The bruises on my tits have finally disappeared, so I can be a little more adventurous with how I display my tits.  The dress that Jack bought for me technically covers me from neck to thigh, but that doesn't mean it doesn't show everything I have.  It has mesh panels between my tits and down the sides.  It's not a dress I can wear panties with, not that I mind too much.  I've been going commando more and more lately, since I get tired of soaking through my panties all the time.  Sometimes I go through five pairs in a day.

 

So I get myself all nice and sexy for Jack.  I was looking super good.  Once I was ready to go, Jack hypnotized me.  I have no idea what he did, but I was even more fuzzy headed than before.  I could barely string more than a couple words together.  But that fact seemed to make Jack happy, so I was happy.

 

We went to dinner at a fancy restaurant.  For once, I actually felt like I was appropriately dressed.  I mean, I was still showing a lot, but usually I'm showing bare skin.  All though dinner, Jack kept asking me questions.  I can't even begin to remember them, but they were, like, about my past.  And not my long ago past.  He wanted to know about the last couple months.  I didn't get it, but I wasn't really getting anything.  I felt super dim.

 

After dinner, Jack drove me up into the hills.  There was a bench overlooking the city.  We sat there and made out like teenagers.  It was hot.  But the best part was, Jack started fingering me.  I moaned so loud I thought someone might hear, but we seemed to be alone.  When I finally came, it was like my head exploded.  It felt so good.  My brain really stopped working after that.  I just smiled at Jack.  I was like a rag doll in his arms.  I hadn't cum since last Saturday.  Despite the fact we had sex that one time, we stuck to me sucking his cock since then.  With all the edging I'm still doing, I've been a horny mess for days.

 

At some point we went home.  Jack opened a bottle of wine and we sat out on the deck for a while, listening to the waves crash onto the beach.  At some point, my dress got bunched up around my waist while I slowly played with my pussy.  If I'm not doing anything, my hands just automatically start playing now.  It would be a problem if I had to work or something, but I'm just a trophy, so I just let it happen.  Just so long as it doesn't happen in public.  That would be super embarrassing.  I could, like, get arrested for that or something.

 

So yeah, Jack and I laid out on the deck for a while.  Once we finished off the bottle of wine, Jack called me over to him.  He was reclined in his chair, looking up at the stars.  His dick was out and sticking straight up.  I didn't need asking.  I climbed on top of him and rode his cock hard.  The surgeon had sent me the okay to resume my normal fucking earlier in the afternoon.

 

I screamed out, knowing anyone nearby could hear me, but I didn't care.  I had my man's cock inside me and I didn't care who knew it.  Fuck it felt good.  My tits bounced and jiggled as I rode Jack, but in a way that made it clear they are fake.  They have more solid mass inside them than natural boobs.  But that's half the point of getting fakes.

 

The best part about it was that I came twice.  The second time, Jack reached up and squeezed my tits as he came inside me.  That sent me way over the edge.  I can't remember ever cumming harder than that.  My sight went white and I fell onto Jack's chest.  We laid there for a while, his cock still inside of me.  My brain really couldn't work anymore.  I was just a hot shell of a girl.

 

I can't remember ever sleeping as good as I did last night.  When I woke up this morning, I automatically started sucking Jack's cock.  It wasn't until I could taste Jack's cum in my mouth that I actually woke up.  And even then, I felt super slow.  All day, Jack has been giving me little orders to do or asking me questions.  I do what he orders or answers his questions, but it's like I'm just doing it, you know?  I just giggle and obey.  It actually super fun.  I just do what I'm told.  It's so much easier than trying to think.  That's something else that Jack does for me.  He does my thinking.  I just need to be pretty and sexy and... I can't remember the rest.  Maybe I should go ask Jack? ;)

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

July 21

 

Well that did not work.  As much as I tried to erase Emily's memory of graduating, she still remembers.  No doubt she feels slow.  She has had a glassy look in her eyes most of the week.  Still, she says she is happy.  I am going to have to come up with some other tactic on this.

 

Some good news was the surgeon telling Emily she can resume normal activities again.  That means we can have the kind of sex we have grown used to.  She has another post-op appointment tomorrow, the four-week one, but the surgeon said it is more for the research side of things than monitoring her recovery, although that will be a part of it.  Moderation is still important.  It will take time to ramp everything back up for her.

 

So this week, in addition to trying to take away college from her, I plan on further altering Emily's vocabulary.  I want her to start using texting language in her normal speech.  That means L-O-L and O-M-G will be regular fixtures in what she says and writes.  Some of Emily's girlfriends already do that, but she has yet to pick up the habit.  I plan to change that.

 

One last thing.  I have decided I want to speed up the timeline on the wedding.  I was perfectly happy to wait until next year, but I have changed my mind.  I am worried about Emily's parents.  They did not seem to mind Emily's blonde hair or her slightly more provocative dress, but they might not like what she has become since graduating.  Very few parents wish their daughters to become bimbos.

 

To complicate things, I am not sure that Emily has told her parents about her breasts.  It will be a big shock to them if they are not prepared for it.  Same for Emily's behavior and speech.  Now I am not saying I will change Emily back for the wedding, but it might be good to have it before she is too far gone.  I would like her to at least be capable of telling her parents she wants this.  So I am planning for September First.  We are not going to make it big.  Just our immediate family and our friends here in California.

 

Now that I read this back to myself, I have to wonder what I have gotten myself into.  I am not doing anything wrong.  I am working with Emily's consent.  But I have to wonder if there is a point at which she is no longer able to give it?  I do not think I have crossed that line, but I need to be careful.  Emily may be too deep into this to realize what is happening to her.  Something else to think on while I plan a wedding (because there is no way Emily could keep all those details straight).

 

Jack Turner

July 26

Dear Diary,

 

It's been so hard to write anything this week.  I've tried a couple times, but I just end up staring at the screen or the keyboard.  OMG, Jack keeps messing with my head and asking me the same questions over and over again.  I don't know what he's trying to do, but it's not working.

 

So yeah, since I haven't been able to write anything, Jack gave me a list of questions to answer.  I think he found them on Tumblr or something like that.  It's one of those chain letter things, I think.  I'm not good with technology anymore.  Even my phone, which hasn't changed in a year, seems harder to work.  I just keep forgetting what to do.  Anyway, here I go.

 

	Height? Depends on how tall my heels are.  Um, I don't actually remember anymore.  Numbers are kind of hard, you know?

	Virgin? Oh god no.  Really?  I don't know how many times Jack has fucked me, but it's like millions or something.  That's a number, right?

	Shoe size?  More numbers.  I get the people at the store to help me.  Or, if I absolutely have to, I look at the pair I'm wearing.

	Do you smoke?  Smoking is a super bad habit.  I never want to, but if Jack asked me to, I would.

	Do you drink?  LOL.  There's, like, an empty glass of wine sitting next to me, so the answer is yes, I drink.

	Do you take drugs?  What kind of drugs?  Like the bad kind?  No, I stay away from those.  But again, if Jack asked me to, I would.  I would do anything for him.

	Age you get mistaken for?  Fuck if I know.  I'm not good at remembering numbers.  I don't even remember when my birthday is.  It'll be a fun surprise when it comes though.

	Have tattoos?  Not yet.  I wonder if Jack will have me get one.  Some of them can be pretty hot, but some can be super scary.

	Want any tattoos?  It's up to Jack.  He decides everything like that for me.

	Got any piercings?  OMG, yes.  My ears, my belly-button, and my tongue.

	Want any piercings?  It's up to Jack, but I could see myself with nipple and clit piercings.  Those sound pretty hot.  Maya has her nipples pierced and Kayli has her clit hood pierced.  I've seen them both and they looked sexy.

	Best friend?  Kayli.  She's my BFF.  I'd do anything for that girl, as long as it was okay with Jack.

	Relationship status?  Engaged, but soon to be a trophy wife.  Jack set the wedding date.  I forget when it is, but I'm super excited.  I'm going to be the wife of the greatest man alive.  I love his to death.

	Biggest turn ons?  Um, like, anything, LOL.  No really, almost anything.  With all the edging, almost everything I see turns me on.  I guess bad things don't, but I try not to think about those.  Sometimes just looking at my body in the mirror, after I've put on makeup and while I'm just wearing lingerie, I get all wet and horny.  Jack laughs at me whenever it happens.  He thinks it's cute.  I just like that we usually have sex then.  Oh, and I forgot.  Jack turns me on.  He's so sexy.

	Biggest turn offs?  Um, I can't think of anything.  I mean, like I said, I don't like bad stuff, but I don't like thinking about bad stuff enough to actually write any of it down.  Can I just leave it at bad stuff?

	Favorite movie?  Oh, um, I remember.  It was that one movie with the girl.  God, I forget her name, LOL.  Um, damn, I can't remember.  But it's really good, trust me.

	I'll love you if?  Um, I'll love you if you're nice to me and you like my tits and you like to have fun and you don't make fun of me for being dumb and ditzy.  Really any of those works.

	Someone you miss?  I miss Jack when he's not around.  I guess I miss my parents, but I don't talk to them all that much.  I'm not sure they would like me very much anymore.  But maybe they'd be happy because I'm happy.  Yeah, that's it.  So yeah, I miss my parents.

	Most traumatic experience?  There was the time I almost got in a car crash or the time the old lady yelled at Kayli and me for dressing slutty.  Waking up with my tits was pretty bad too, but now I love them.  I guess I'm pretty lucky.

	A fact about your personality?  Um, I let Jack make all the decisions.  I'm going to be his trophy wife.  He does the thinking and I look pretty and sexy for him and let him fuck me however and whenever he wants.

	What I hate most about myself?  I love me, but sometimes I think I think too much.  When Jack makes me feel dumber, I'm happier, because I don't think as much and just live in the moment, you know?  Life's super fun that way.

	What I love most about myself?  My tits.  They're sexy and big and fun.  I'm still getting used to them, but they're great.  I love them, especially when people stare, or when Kayli grabs them, or when Jack plays with them.  Life just wouldn't be the same without my tits.

	What I want to be when I get older?  A trophy wife.  That's it.  And I'm almost there.

	My relationship status with my siblings?  I don't have any.  I grew up an only child.  Jack has a brother though, but I've never met him.  I will meet him at the wedding though.  That should be fun.

	My relationship status with my parents?  It's good, but I haven't talked to them much.  They don't even know about my tits.  Getting them happened so fast that I forgot to tell them.  I'm kind of scared to tell them now after it's all done.  They'll find out eventually though, since they're coming to the wedding too.

	My idea of the perfect date?  Anything where I get to dress up in sexy and revealing clothes and where the night ends with getting fucked.  Those are always the best dates.  I also like it when I get hypnotized.  Jack does that a lot before we go on dates.  He used to make me horny too, but now I'm, like always horny, LOL.

	My biggest pet peeves?  Um, I don't like it when people are mean.  I try to be happy and nice to everyone, you know?

	Description of the boy I like?  That's Jack, obviously, LOL.  Um, he's tall and handsome and really smart.  And he's got a great cock.  I love that cock.  I can imagine him fucking me right now.  Damn, that's hot.  Did I answer the question?

	Description of the person you like least?  Um, I don't really hate anyone, but that lady at the store was really mean.  She was old and kind of wrinkly.  That's not very nice to say, but it's true.  Um, I think she had gray hair, but I don't really remember too much about it.  I just remember how she yelled at Kayli and me.

	When did you last lie to a friend?  I don't like lying, but I sometimes tell little white lies.  This one time Maya and I were out shopping and she liked this skirt that I just thought was gross looking.  But since she liked it, I told her it looked good.  Luckily, she didn't buy it, so no harm done, LOL.

	What I hate most about work/school?  I don't do either.  I'm going to be a trophy wife.  Trophy wives don't work.  And I'm done with school.  I can't believe I ever thought it would be a good idea to go to college.  The only good thing to come out of that whole thing was meeting Jack.  Definitely never going to use anything I learned there again.  That is if I can remember any of it, LOL.  I try not to think too much about those days.  Dropping out was the best decision ever.

	What your last text message says?  "I want to suck your cock."  That's not too slutty, is it?  Okay, maybe it's a little slutty.  I just really wanted to suck Jack's cock.

	What words upset me the most?  Mean words.  I don't even want to think about them, so I'm not going to write them down.  But yea, mean words are the worst.  I don't even know why they exist.  Maybe they should be deleted from the dictionary.  Then everyone would have to be super nice to each other all the time and the world would be a better place.

	What words make me feel the best about myself?  I like being called sexy and hot and sometimes I like being called dumb.  I like it when Jack does it, because he does it in a fun way that makes me wet.  I like being dumb for him, because I knew he did it to me.  OMG, that's hot.

	What I find attractive in women?  Tits.  And asses.  And legs.  Really everything.  As long as a girl takes care of her body, I like it.  I mean, I like fake tits better than natural tits, but naturals can be nice too.  And a nice bubble but is fun to watch when the girl is wearing super high heels that make her hips sway back and forth.  So sexy.  So yeah, I like just about everything about girls.  They're super hot.

	What I find attractive in men?  I like their muscles and their chest hair and their cocks.  Their's nothing like the picture of a nice big cock to get my juices flowing.  But no one has a better cock than Jack.  His is the most perfect cock I've ever seen.  I love feeling it inside me.  It doesn't matter which hole he uses.  They all want him inside them.

	Where I would like to live?  I've only lived in California for a little while, but so far, I love it.  I love that's warm enough to dress really sexy almost all of the time.  I would be happy to move if Jack wanted to.  There are tons of places we could vacation, but I think we have a pretty sweet place to love here.

	One of my insecurities?  I don't like thinking about those.  It's no fun.  But if I had to choose, it's that someday I can't look hot for Jack anymore.  I know nothing lasts forever.  Thankfully Jack and I love each other.  I bet Jack will keep me looking sexy for him.  I would do anything for him.

	My childhood career choice?  Um, I think one time I wanted to be a princess.  I think I've gotten as close to that as I can.  Being a trophy wife isn't all that different.  For a real job, I probably wanted to be something boring.  I'm much happier being a trophy wife to be.

	Favorite ice cream flavor?  I like strawberry, because it's pink.  Pink is my favorite color now.  It didn't used to be, but I like it a lot now.  I like to always have something pink on me, unless pink just doesn't work with my outfit, like the time I dressed up for the Fourth of July.  I wore red, white, and blue that day.

	Who I wish I could be?  I like being me.  Why would I want to be someone else?  I'm engaged to the best man ever and I have the best friends in the world and I get to spend all my time being sexy, getting fucked and having fun.  Life can't get much better, LOL.

	Where I want to be right now?  Wherever Jack is.  After telling me to write this, he left the house for something.  I don't know what or when he will be home.  All I can do is finish this and then greet him when he gets home by offering to suck his cock.  He likes me to do that when he gets home and I like sucking his cock, so everybody wins.

	The last thing I ate?  Jack and I had sushi for dinner tonight.  I think the sushi in California is better than on the east coast, but that's just me.

	Sexiest person that comes to mind immediately?  OMG, is this really a question?  It's Jack, of course.  He is so sexy.

	If you could go back in time a couple months, would you?  Um, I don't know how far back that is.  If that's before I met Jack, then I would go back and make me meet Jack.  If it's less, probably not, because I would already know Jack and I wouldn't want to mess anything up.  There's that thing about butterflies.  I forget, but I think it had to do with hurting butterflies and that's mean.  I love butterflies.  I have butterfly earrings and a little butterfly that hangs from my belly-button.  Yeah, don't be mean to butterflies, because they're pretty and nice.

	What is a random fact about anything?  Jack says that if I'm a good girl and answer all these questions and he's happy with my answers, he'll finally fuck my tits.  I can't wait for that.  I've wanted him to fuck my tits ever since I first got the idea to get them.  Fuck, I can imagine his cock sliding in my cleavage, poking out the top as I try to lick him.  That's really sexy and hot.


 

So there we go.  I hope Jack likes this, because I really want him to fuck my tits.

 

Love,

Emily

 

P.S. OMG.  He really liked it and he said he's going to fuck my tits now.  Wish me luck, LOL.

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

July 28

 

Something worked.  In addition to Emily now regularly using text speech as a part of her standard vocabulary, which I find cute, she now considers herself a college drop out.  If only I knew what I did to push her there.  If I did, I could go further with this.  Maybe it was just the brute force of everyday being reminded that she never graduated.  I do not know.

 

But forever reads this, the above begs the question as to how I know that she now calls herself a college dropout.  I should add that I have not asked her this directly.   The reason I know is that she has given me access to her diary.  This is actually a big step.  It shows how much she trusts me and how much she wants to please me.  So I have spent much of this past week perusing her old entries, primarily focusing on what she has written this year.  Nothing has been particularly surprising, but it has given me a better view into her mindset through all of this.

 

Something I am noticing is that Emily is becoming less inclined to write in her diary now.  This is clearly the fault of the bimbofication.  She has grown so used to living in the moment that spending time to organize her thoughts and write down what is important to her is a burden.  However, I plan to continue to make her do it.  And if she says she has nothing to write, then I will find something for her to write about.

 

This last week, I gave her a chain letter set of questions I found on Tumblr.  I have been following a bimbo community there and I happened to come across it.  Tumblr has been a great resource for me as I try to plan out what I want for Emily.  As far as I know, she knows nothing about it, but then again, she does not yet identify as a bimbo.  That will eventually change, but I am not going to push the issue on that yet.

 

Reading through her answers to the questions, which were the kinds of things you would expect teenagers to share, thinking they actually share something important, I was actually a little surprised by her devotion to me.  I love her completely, even if she had never let me turn her into a bimbo, I would have proposed to her.  But the level of love and devotion she shows me is more than I could have ever asked for.  It is amazing.

 

As an example, two of the questions she answered was about tattoos.  She has never voiced any interest in tattoos, although she recognizes that some of them can be sexy and other scary (paraphrasing her words).  However, she wrote that she would get a tattoo, any tattoo, if I asked her to.  As flattering as that is, I do not plan on taking her down that path.  With tattoos, I think it is far too easy to go overboard, from classy to trashy.  I much prefer her piercings.  The bonus is that those are technically temporary, at least mostly.  In general, I am not big on serious body modification beyond what Emily has already done.

 

I did give Emily a reward for answering all the questions.  She had been nagging me for several days, asking me when I was going to fuck her tits.  It is not that I did not want to.  I absolutely did, but I wanted the occasion to matter.  I saved fucking her ass for the first time for the night of our engagement.  I wanted something similar, but I did not want to wait until the wedding.  That would be a waste of a month spent with her enhanced assets.  In the end, I used it as her reward.

 

As far as my plan for Emily's hypnosis session this week, I plan to keep pushing her on college, moving her drop out date earlier and earlier.  I will need to come up with an alternative activity to help fill in the time we spent together when she was supposed to be out of school.  Some sort of job maybe?  That requires more thinking.

 

I will also have Emily call her parents this week.  There is too much that she needs to update them on before the wedding.  I have already talked to them about that, since Emily is not exactly in any shape to explain details.  I told them she was not feeling well at the moment.  They bought it.  I just hope they do not ask too many questions.  I did not want to lie, but there are some important things they need to hear from Emily and not me.

 

Jack Turner

August 1

Dear Diary,

 

Jack's making me write again.  I don't know why he does it, but I'm not smart enough to, like, understand it.  That's okay.  Jack knows best.

 

Okay, so, I talked to my parents yesterday.  That's something else Jack made me do.  I don't mean to sound sad, because I'm not.  It was super nice talking to them.  But some of what I needed to tell them was, you know, hard.  The worst part was, I didn't know where to, like, start.  I mean, I didn't think they wanted to hear that Jack hypnotizes me every night, turning me into his dream girl and that I got implants.

 

I had Jack sitting next to me, listening in on the call to make sure everything went okay.  And it did.  They were more interested than anything.  And they wanted to make sure I'm happy, which I am.  I mean, how could I not be.  I don't have any worries.  I get to dress super sexy, showing off my big tits.  And Jack fucks me all the time.  I didn't tell them that, LOL.  I told them I'm happy and I'm excited to see them for the wedding.

 

Oh, and Jack wanted me to write down that the wedding is one month from today.  I don't know why he wants me to.  I don't even know how far away that is anymore.  It would be easier if months were always the same length, you know?  But instead, there's the knuckle thing that I can't remember.  It's just so confusing.

 

I'm not tanning as much anymore, because I'm on more of a maintenance schedule now.  But I still go and hang out with Kayli a lot.  When it's not busy, we just hang out and chat.  It's nice and it gives me something to do.

 

The other update is that now with me being, you know, more healed, Max is working me harder at the gym again.  I need to get in better shape for the wedding.  Kayli is taking me wedding dress shopping this weekend and I would like to be able to look my best in a month.

 

Oh yeah, I'm letting Jack read this now.  It will help him make me better.  He wants me to write more about how he hypnotizes me.  Sometimes I don't even realize he did it.  Just all of a sudden the sun is down or something, LOL.  More and more I come out of trance and I'm super confused or fuzzy.  It's not bad.  OMG, is feels a lot like after Jack fucks me.  I get all spacey, because my brain doesn't work right after cumming.  So I guess I like it.  I like feeling dumb.  And I swear I get dumber everyday.  I bet most girls don't say that, but most girls aren't me.

 

Actually, Jack is reading over my shoulder as I write this.  He's telling me to write about what happened last week.  It took me a moment to remember what he's talking about.  I'm not good at remembering stuff anymore.

 

OMG, that's right.  Jack broke in my new tits last week.  He fucked them as a reward for answering all those silly questions.  That was actually kind of fun, LOL.  But Jack fucking my tits was so much hotter.  We, like, tried a couple different ways.  I started out on my knees, holding my tits around his cock and me moving them up and down.  We used lots of lube to make it easy.  Then Jack had me lie back and he straddled me and fucked my tits that way.  Both were fun.  In the end, Jack shot his seed onto my face and my tits.

 

I laid there for a while playing with myself and rubbing his cum into my skin.  Jack watched me while he recovered.  It wasn't long before he was hard again.  After watching me rub his cum around on my tits, he decided he wanted to fuck my pussy.  I couldn't remember how long it had been since I'd cum, so I was super horny.  I came so hard.  As much as edging is annoying, it totally makes cumming better.  I'm so glad Jack got me doing that.

 

And it's not like I don't like thinking about sex all the time.  I mean, that's, like, almost all I do.  Everything I look at I try to figure out what it would be like to get fucked on it.  When I see guys, I wonder how big their cocks are.  Not that I would ever fuck them, but I can't help but wonder.  Jack calls me his little nympho sometimes.  I like it, but he says that's only for between us.  I forget what it means, but it must be because I like sex so much.

 

Um, I can't think about what else to write.  I did way more of this than I thought I would, so I guess Jack will be happy.  He's nodding my head, so he must be.  I actually liked this, even if I don't understand most of what I wrote.  I kind of stopped reading, so this seems really long.  Maybe it is.  I don't know.  Okay, Jack's telling me to stop, LOL.  Bye-bye.

 

Love,

Emily

August 3

Dear Diary,

 

I went wedding dress shopping with Kayli today.  We had a lot of fun and I think I picked out the dress I want.  It's really pretty with an off the shoulder look to show off my cleavage and a beaded waist with an extra skirt part that I forget the name of.  I'm going to look super pretty and sexy in it.

 

There was one dress I really liked, but Kayli thought it was too slutty for a wedding.  She had to remind me that my parents will be there.  I pouted for a moment, but eventually I agreed with her.  The dress I wanted was mostly see-through lace, except for over my tits, pussy and ass.  I looked great in it, especially because my tits were bigger than it was designed for, but Kayli was right.  It's too slutty.

 

So yeah, I'm getting married soon.  Jack's not allowed to see the dress until the ceremony, which is super hard for me, since I want to share everything with him.  He'll read this and see my description, but he still won't see it, so it's fine.

 

After dress shopping, Kayli and I met up with the rest of the girls.  Maya shared the news that she's getting her new tits next week.  Once that happens, there's going to be more of us with fake tits than natural.  Kayli wants to take bets on who'll be next.  Sierra needs the most help in the boob department, but Zoe has a boob fund already.  She's wanted them forever, but she hasn't been able to get the money together.  I told her to talk to Jack.  Maybe she can get the same deal I did.

 

Jack came and picked me up from our little girls night, because we were going to a dessert party at his uncle's house.  This was the first time I got to meet him.  He was out of town or sick for the last few company parties.  Jack and I owe him so much.  Jack never would have gotten this job without him.

 

Jack brought me a dress and heels to change into for the party.  It was a purple cowl neck dress, but the neckline went down all the way to my belly-button.  It did a super job of showing off how big and fake my tits are.  The heels were purple too.  For once, I think I bought this dress, LOL.

 

Jack's uncle is named Ben and he is super handsome, but not as much as Jack.  He's older too, obviously.  But Ben's wife isn't older.  She's not much older than me, I think.  I suck at numbers.  Her name's Candi.  She has a necklace with her name on it.  She's super nice, but, OMG, she's even dumber than me.  It's like they took out all her brains and put them in her tits, because her tits are super, super big.  She's got the same kind as me, but she went back to get them bigger.  They're big and round and they're super hard, because they're, like, all implant.

 

Candi's super sexy though.  Her tits are so big, they don't even really make bras in her size.  Not that she needs one.  They stick straight out and don't even really shake or jiggle.  I'm not sure I could go that big.  I mean, if Jack wants me to, then I want to, but there's such a thing as too big, you know?

 

While Jack didn't seem super interested in Candi's tits, he did seem interested in her lips.  They were pumped way up.  OMG, Candi's face looked like it had a pussy on it, that's how big her lips were.  They weren't even really lips anymore.  Still, I can imagine lips like those wrapped around a cock.  I'm getting horny just thinking about it.

 

Oh yeah, and at the party, I got super horny and drippy.  Jack had to take me to a private part of the back yard and fuck me.  I tried to stay quiet, but I'm so used to screaming, I don't think I did a very good job.  I bet everyone at the party and all of Ben's neighbors new I was getting fucked.  It was really hot.  I could tell Jack was worried about getting caught.  Not that I could think about that.  As soon as Jack's cock was in my pussy, I couldn't think of anything.  My brain switched off as I played the role of Jack's fuck puppet.

 

I don't know when I'll see Ben and Candi again.  At the wedding, I guess, if we don't see each other at a party before then.  Jack's company parties are so much fun.  Everyone is super sexy and I just feel like I fit in.  The girls are dumb and horny and hot like me and all the guys are super handsome.  It's just great, LOL.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

August 4

 

The two big things for Emily this past week was wedding prep and talking to her parents.  Yesterday, she went out with Kayli to buy a wedding dress.  I will not get to see it until the wedding, but I am glad she has friends who are helping her get ready, because there is so much planning to do.  With Emily at her current mental capacity, that planning falls to me.

 

The call to her parents was a little scary.  We used the land line, even though both of us just use our cell phones otherwise.  That way I could listen in and monitor the call.  I did not want Emily saying or doing something that would make her parents call the police.  Not that anything we have done is against the law.  Everything is consensual, but I could see how it looks from the outside.

 

Surprisingly, the call went well.  Her parents had lots of questions, but Emily was able to answer them all satisfactorily.  In the end, while they may not agree with Emily's choices, they respect them.  All they want is for her to be happy.  And I can guarantee that Emily is happy.  I am still sure they will be shocked when they see Emily in four weeks.

 

In another interesting note, Hannah, one of Emily's classmates in college has emailed her.  I am handling Emily's emails, since she probably cannot remember her password at this point.  If Emily cares, she has not mentioned anything.  So it turns out that Hannah's post college life did not get off to a great start.  I have worked out the details where she is going to come stay with us for a little while.  I think she liked seeing Emily be so free toward the end of school and wants to experience some of that.  Hannah will be in for a surprise with the new Emily, but I think this will be good.  I will just have to ask Hannah not to push the fact Emily did indeed graduate.

 

With Hannah not arriving for another week, I want to spend this week continuing my attempts to walk back Emily's memories from college.  I am not sure we have made further progress from my last entry, but this is something that seems to take time.  In the meantime, I am planning to try to add memories.  Emily was never a cheerleader, but I wan to try to implant cheerleading memories in her mind.  I already bought a cheerleader outfit for her to wear for me.  It's made to look like a college outfit, but it is cut more like what you see in professional football.  In other words, Emily's chest will be on full display.  I can't wait to see her try and do some routines for me.

 

Jack Turner

August 7

Dear Diary,

 

Jack's making me write again.  I don't mind it too much, but I wouldn't remember to do this if he didn't remind me.  I don't have too much to say, but he has more questions for me to answer.  So a couple important updates first.

 

One, Jack bought me a cheerleader outfit.  He wants me to get back into practicing my old routines from high school.  I don't really remember much from being a cheerleader back then.  It's kind of funny how that words sometimes.  Anyways, the outfit he bought me is super sexy and shows off my tits really well.  The way it fits, I can't really wear a bra, so my tits bounce a lot when I try a routine.  He even bought me matching pompoms which are really cute.

 

The other thing is that Hannah is coming.  Jack's been doing all the emailing or whatever with her.  But I guess she isn't having a lot of fun back east.  She knows how happy I am and wanted to come visit.  It's weird, because I have these memories with her, but they don't make any sense because I dropped out of school.  It doesn't matter.  I'm pretty dumb now, so no matter what, I know I'm wrong.  It's easier to just accept stuff.  I'm really excited to see Hannah though, so I can't wait for Saturday.  I hope she stays out here and we can be friends again.

 

Jack gave me another set of questions he found on Tumblr.  There were a lot so I'm only doing half this time.  He'll probably make me do the other have later.  But that's okay.  I hope whoever reads this like my answers.

 

	Are looks important in a relationship?  LOL.  I think I'm, like, supposed to say no, but they do.  I mean, I totally want to look my best for Jack and I know he works out to look good for me.  So yeah, looks are important, but they're not, like, the most important thing.  There's got to be a connection.  The sex needs to be good too.  I'm so happy Jack likes to fuck me.  I don't know what I'd do without his cock.

	Are relationships ever worth it?  Um, I'm getting married.  Of course they're worth it.  When you can find a man who wants to take care of you, why wouldn't you do it.  Ugh, why are these questions so dumb already.  I think this one's dumber than me.

	Are you a virgin?  OMG, no.  Really?  I can't go, like, more than, I don't even know how long anymore, without getting fucked.  I'm always so horny.  If it weren't for Jack, I would be so slutty, jumping from cock to cock all the time.  I'm so lucky to have him.

	Are you in love?  Jack is the love of my life.  That's why we're getting married, LOL.

	Are you single this year?  Nope.  Jack and me were dating, then we got engaged and next we're getting married.

	Can you commit to one person?  If it weren't for Jack I couldn't.  I'm so horny all the time that I bet I'd fuck anyone who looked at me.  But Jack fucks me enough to keep me under control.  I dress slutty, but I'm not a slut.

	Describe your crush.  What's with this?  It's Jack.  He's hot and smart and I love him and he loves me.  It's perfect.

	Describe your perfect mate.  Um, didn't I just do that?  It's Jack.  I'm not going to do more for this one, because it's dumb.

	Do you believe in love at first sight?  OMG, yeah, I do.  I mean, it's kind of hard to not just think about the lust, but I'm pretty sure I started falling for Jack as soon as I met him.  I'm not totally sure though, because my memory is kind of fuzzy.  Ever since Jack started wanting me to get back into being a cheerleader, my memories have been kind of foggy.  That's okay though.  I trust Jack to remember the important stuff.  It's not like I need to take a memory test.  As long as I keep looking sexy for him and we keep fucking, I'm happy.

	Do you ever want to get married?  Yes.  Jack and I are getting married.  Didn't I already say that?  I forget.  But yeah, I can't wait to be his trophy wife.

	Do you forgive betrayal?  Who betrayed me?  Um, I don't know the answer to this.  I asked Jack about it, but he wouldn't explain what this means, so I'm just going to skip it.

	Do you get jealous easily?  LOL, um, no.  I have Jack and he's all I need.  If he decided he wanted another girl, I'd be okay with that as long as he keeps fucking me.  I'd do anything for Jack.

	Do you have a crush on anyone?  OMG, come on.  Isn't this a repeat?  If I have a crush, it's on Jack.  Jack is everything to me.  He is my world.  Can we move on all ready.

	Do you have any piercings?  That's better.  I have my ears, my belly-button and my tongue pierced.  Right now I'm wearing gold hoop earrings and pink barbells in my belly-button and tongue.  I just got back from the gym, so I don't have anything fancy in my belly-button.

	Do you have any tattoos?  Nope.  If Jack wants me to get one, I will.  But if he doesn't, then I won't.  Does that make sense?

	Do you like kissing in public?  I love kissing, anywhere.  I'd let Jack fuck me in public if he wanted to.  Kissing Jack in public shows everyone that I'm his.  Really, I like it anywhere.

	Do you shower everyday?  Ewe.  Who doesn't shower everyday?  I mean, I don't want to stink.  And with all the working out and fucking I do, I would smell really icky if I didn't shower.  Sometimes Jack and I like to fuck in the shower.  We get clean and dirty at the same time.

	Do you think someone has feelings for you?  Um, Jack.  Duh.  Other people might too, but they haven't told me.  But I'm Jack's so no one else matters.

	Do you think someone is thinking about you right now?  I bet Jack is.  Even when he's not around, I think about all the ways he likes to fuck me.  I think about sex so much.  I'm just happy he likes to fuck me like he does.

	Do you think you can last in a relationship for six months and not cheat?  I don't know how long that is, but I'm not a cheater.  I'm a good girl and good girls don't cheat.  Jack is more man than I could ever need.

	Do you think you'll be married in five years?  I don't know how long that is, but I think it's really long.  So I'm pretty sure Jack and I are getting married before that, but I'm not sure.  I suck at numbers.  I think it's because I suck Jack's cock so much.  Sucking cock is fun.  Numbers aren't fun though, so I don't do those.

	Do you want to be in a relationship this year?  What kind of stupid question is this?  LOL.  This question's dumber than me and that's saying something.  The answer is yes.  Duh.

	Has anyone ever told you they don't want to ever lose you?  Um, Jack did when he proposed to me.  I think they spelled loose wrong.  I always forget which one is right.  It's loose, not lose, right?  Whatever.

	Has someone ever written a song or poem for you?  That would be so cute.  If Jack did that I don't think I could be more in love with him.  I don't think I can be more in love with him than I already am though.  It would be super sweet, but no one has before.  When I'm done here, maybe I'll ask Jack to write me a poem.  That's if I remember.  I might forget if we start making out first.

	Have you ever been cheated on?  Who would cheat on me?  I'm super sexy and hot, LOL.

	Have you ever cheated on someone?  Cheating is mean.  And I hate just the idea of being mean.  And I love Jack, so I would never cheat on him.  Is cheating, like, super common, or something?  What's with all these cheating questions?

	Have you ever considered plastic surgery?  I got fake tits.  They're really big and sexy and fun.  Jack basically decides what to do with my body now.  I want to look perfect for him.  If he wants me to get bigger implants, I'll get bigger implants.  If he wants me to get ass implants, I'll do that.  I do kind of want to get my lips plumped up.  I don't want them super big, but just a little bit bigger.  Candi's lips are really big, but I don't want mine that big, you know?  I keep forgetting to ask Jack about that.  I wonder if he would let me do that before the wedding.


 

So, um, that's all of the questions for now.  I hope someone likes these, because some of those were really hard to answer.  Some of them were really dumb too.  I hope the next ones are better.

 

Love,

Emily

August 10

Dear Diary,

 

Jack's not making me answer questions today, because I actually have something I want to write about.  Hannah arrived last night.  She looks really stressed out.  I hope she likes California and maybe decides to stay.

 

OMG, it was really funny when she first saw me.  Her eyes almost popped out of her head.  I don't think she knew how big my tits were and I think she forgot how dumb I am.  Her eyes got, like, really big and her mouth opened up in surprise.  I started giggling.

 

So yeah, Hannah's going to stay with us for a while.  Jack is handling the details.  I don't know how that man does it.  He's so smart.

 

The first thing Hannah wanted to do was get hypnotized.  I guess Jack told her how he's been changing me and she wanted to try it.  It was really cool to watch him do it.  Hannah's eyes closed and then Jack just talked to her.  I don't remember much after that, because I think my giggling was getting annoying, so Jack hypnotized me too.

 

So Hannah's supposed to be like my little sister now.  Jack wants me to hang out with her and take her everywhere I go.  It's going to be good for her, because everything about her is so boring.  Her clothes are boring and her hair needs so much work and she's in desperate need of a tan.  It'll give me a better reason to hang out with Kayli when I take Hannah to the tanning salon.

 

Really what I think Hannah needs is a man to take care of her.  Jack's only helping her for a little while.  I don't know what he's planning, but he told me Hannah's not staying with us for long.  I asked if he wanted to have a threesome with the both of us, but he told me he only wants me.  I practically fainted when he told me that.  It made my pussy so wet to hear that.

 

But yeah, so I hope Jack and I can help Hannah.  She's a nice girl, but she just needs to learn how to be a girl again.  She needs to stop all that hard thinking and just find a man who can do that for her.  Life's so much better that way.  I don't know what I'd do without Jack doing all that for me.  I love him so much.

 

Later today, I'm taking Hannah out shopping for new clothes.  Then we're meeting up with the girls for drinks.  I hope they like Hannah.  She's a little rough right now, but I'm sure she'll get there.  It would be great to add her to the group.

 

Ooh, I just remembered.  I wonder if Jack will let me kiss Hannah again.  That was so fun the last time we did it.  I know she wasn't sure about it, but I think it would be a lot of fun to do it again.  I need to remember to ask him about it.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

August 11

 

Adding Hannah to the mix is making things interesting.  Nothing bad or difficult, but it is a new wrinkle into everything.  Last night, Emily took Hannah shopping and then they went out for drinks with Emily's new friends.  When they came back, Hannah was drunk and dressed like a slut.  I never knew she had it in her.  She definitely has potential.

 

Emily has been telling me how much she thinks Hannah needs a guy to take care of her.  I cannot argue with that.  Seeing Hannah let go has already made her happier.  She has not gone into what exactly went wrong back east, but she seems interested in starting a new chapter in her life, much like Emily and I have.  I have a friend at work who is single.  I think he is a nice guy.  I may try to introduce Hannah to him at some point.

 

One thing I am having Emily do is act like Hannah's big sister.  She is taking Hannah tanning and shopping and all the things Emily does everyday to be her bimbo best.  This world is completely new to Hannah and she joining up mid ride, I guess you could say, so she needs some help.  I have clued Hannah in on the fact Emily and I have been messing with her memories of the past.  To my surprise, she was okay with that.

 

In fact, Hannah has shown an interest in hypnosis as well.  The night she arrived I put her under for the first time.  She does not drop as far or as fast as Emily at this point, but Emily has been getting a daily dose of hypnosis for months.  Still, I am hoping I can move a little faster with Hannah.

 

That first night, I used Hannah's session to ask her about what she wanted.  She is envious of Emily.  She wishes she could be dumb and happy.  Happiness seems to be her main goal and I can respect that.  I only hope that I can help her with that.

 

The fact Hannah was so quickly willing to follow Emily's lead in terms of how she was dressed coming home last night, makes me believe Hannah really does want this.  And I think it will be good for Emily to be a mentor to Hannah.  It will reinforce a lot of what she does to keep herself happy and healthy.

 

My plans this week for Hannah are just to help her accept and adjust to life out here in California.  I will also work to slow down her thought processes to keep any lingering anxiety at bay.  For Emily, she has taken to the idea of being a cheerleader, but that concept still needs work.  I am also still trying to find ways to remove her memories of college.  My hypnosis workload has just doubled, so it will be interesting to see how this all works out.

 

Jack Turner

August 13

Dear Diary,

 

Jack set up a date for Hannah tonight.  We went too, making it a double date, even though for Hannah it was a blind date.  The guy's name is Aaron and he works with Jack.  I guess they're friends at work.  I think I met him at one of the work parties, but he hasn't been to many because he's single.  He seemed really cool and a lot like Jack.

 

The good news is Hannah seemed to like him.  They're going out on a real date, just the two of them, in a couple days.  I forget exactly when.  It turns out Aaron has an interest in hypnosis too, which is great, because Hannah really likes it.

 

Jack has been hypnotizing Hannah every night like he does me.  He does us differently though.  I don't know what he's doing to Hannah.  All I know is she seems to be enjoying it.  She seems super happy now and she didn't before.  So that's good.

 

I've been taking Hannah everywhere with me.  We went tanning yesterday and I took her to the salon today.  We also went shopping a bunch.  She looks so much better than when she came.  I even got her edging with me.  We don't, like, do it together, because we're not that kind of friends, even though we've made out before.  She even signed up at my gym, so we're workout buddies too.  Anyway, she's making super good progress.

 

While I don't know what Jack is doing to Hannah, he's just making my head fuzzy.  It's weird because I'm really starting to like the fuzzy feeling.  It makes me feel dumb and like I can't remember stuff.  That just makes me giggle more, which is good, because I think giggling makes other people realize I'm not smart so they don't ask me hard questions.

 

I used to think I was smart at some point, but more and more I wonder if I ever was.  I mean, I'm pretty sure I failed out of college.  I'm too dumb for that.  And high school seems really hard now.  Math and science are, like, impossible.  And writing lots is hard, but Jack makes me do it.  It's so much more fun to try and be pretty and sexy.  And then there's the fucking.  I love fucking.  Smart girls don't get fucked like me.  They're too busy being smartypants.

 

So yeah, I'm super happy Hannah is trying to be dumb and sexy like me.  I know we're going to be BFFs.  I can just feel it.  I hope things with her and Aaron work out, because that girl needs a good fucking.  Makes life so much better.  And can I just say, Hannah would look totally amazing with a pair of fake tits.  I'm going to have to work on her with that.

 

Love,

Emily

August 15

Dear Diary,

 

Hannah just got back from her date with Aaron and she's walking a little funny.  I think she got fucked.  She won't answer me when I ask her questions.  But she's smiling, so I think she had a good time.  She was certainly dressed for a good time.

 

Hannah's been making a fast change in everything she does.  She dyed her hair platinum, like mine, at the salon the other day.  She also went out and got her belly-button pierced.  It took me so long to get to that point.  She's also been only wearing heels, except at the gym.  She was a little rocky at first, but now she's really rocking them.

 

Seeing Hannah like she is is making me horny.  Or at least hornier than usual.  OMG, it's been so hard tonight.  Jack had a work phone call thing he had to do so I've just been sitting around edging.  I know it makes me hornier, but it's just so fun, LOL.  But now that Jack's done, I think I'm going to go jump him.  I need to get fucked bad.

 

Love,

Emily

August 17

Dear Diary,

 

OMG, Hannah is such a slut.  She went out with Aaron again tonight, but I just looked out the window to see her sucking his cock in the car.  They're parked in the driveway right now.  I tried to watch, but Jack told me to sit down and write instead.  I guess he doesn't want me to put any pressure on her or something.  I'm just happy for her.

 

To get Hannah ready for her date tonight, the two of us really hit the town.  We started with a mani-pedi.  Hannah went all out, getting really long fake nails.  They're super hot.  She was like, "The only jobs I'm doing now are hand and blow."  I was like, "You're such a slut now."  And she was like, "I know right.  I always looked down on sluts, but it's so much fun."  Isn't she great?  She already sounds way dumber than she used to.  And she giggles a lot too.

 

And the girls love Hannah.  They've been really welcoming with her.  She was a little quiet at first, but now it's like she's always been our friend.  And when someone says something she doesn't know about, she just giggles.  Her giggle makes me wet.  It's so sexy.  I wish Jack would let me make out with her again.  That was fun.

 

Oh yeah, and before I forget, Hannah did tell me about her last date.  And yeah, she got fucked.  The way she talked about it was super hot.  Aaron took her up into the hills and they ended up fucking in the back seat of his car.  While Hannah's not a virgin, she's hasn't been with many guys.  I haven't either, but Jack fucks me so much it doesn't matter.  Still from the sound of it, Hannah really likes Aaron.  I hope it works out between those two.

 

Right now I'm wearing my cheerleader uniform.  Jack was having me practice my cheer routines so that I can perform for him during football games this fall.  He's going to have his own private cheerleader.  I'm going to cheer for whatever team he wants me to and then he's going to fuck me.  It's going to be so much fun.

 

OMG, I think I hear Hannah coming in.  Time to go find out how it went.  Since she was blowing him, it must have been good.

 

Love,

Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

August 18

 

First off, I think Hannah and Aaron are really hitting it off.  That's good news, because I really don't have time or energy to plan and manage the bimbofication of two girls.  I know Emily has been an experiment, but I have already offered to share this log with Aaron should he decide to take over Hannah's transformation.  Normally I would not be looking to hand her off so soon, but I am also planning a wedding.  Still, the fact Emily is friends with her will mean I will be able to keep an eye on her.  If Aaron fucks this up, he will have me to answer to.  I will not tolerate any abuse.  And since I know he will read this, let this be a warning.

 

And moving on, I am not sure how much success I have had with Emily's college memories.  I actually think I am seeing more progress with Hannah, which is strange since we have not been at this long with her.  Then again, Emily's a lot deeper into this, so her gains at this point may be harder to get.  Law of diminishing returns.

 

The plan with Emily is to continue to push her on her memories.  Rather than make her forget, I may need to try to just get her to block them.  I am basically thinking out loud, but that may be the way to go.  I do not like the idea of a repressed memory coming back to haunt her, but if they are memories she does not really care about, because at this point, I do not think Emily cares about her college memories, then she would happily block them out and not worry too much if they resurfaced at some point.  At least Emily is starting to accept her cheerleader memories I gave her.  I am not sure she has fully embraced them, but she is close.

 

Jack Turner

August 21

Dear Diary,

 

Hannah's spending the night at Aaron's.  I think this is a big step for her.  She texted me that they've already fucked twice.  She's also starting to wear a butt plug to get ready for a nice ass fucking.  Aaron's taking his time, making sure she's ready first.

 

Since Hannah was on a date tonight, I went out with Kayli.  We had fun.  She was going to be my maid of honor at the wedding, but that was before Hannah got here.  Now I kind of want her to do it.  So Kayli and I talked about it.  She was really nice about it.  But then I had the idea that they could both do it, LOL.  It would look funny to try and have them both stand up next to me, but they could, like, split the job.  Kayli liked that idea.  While she's one of my BFFs, the maid of honor job is super hard.  It would be better for two people.  So that's what we're going to do.

 

I forget how far away the wedding it, but I know it's coming up soon.  Jack's been really busy with the planning.  He hasn't had as much time to fuck me.  I mean, we still do it, like, twice a day or something like that, but we haven't done it over and over and over like we used to on the weekends.  I asked Jack about it and he was like, "Just wait until after the wedding."  I guess I'll just have to wait.  I hope it comes soon.  Because I'm horny and need to get fucked more.

 

And since Jack doesn't have enough time to fuck me right now, he wants me to answer more of those silly questions.

 

	Have you ever cried over a guy/girl?  Um, I can't remember.  I try not to cry, because it messes up my makeup.  If I did, I hope it was happy crying.

	Have you ever experienced unrequited love?  I don't know what unrequited means, LOL.  But I love Jack with all my heart and my body and my stupid brain and my soul.

	Have you ever had sex with a man?  All the time.  This morning I was a little late getting up, so Jack decided to lube up and start fucking my ass.  It felt super good.  I love it when he fucks my ass.  It was great waking up to that.  Usually I just suck his cock in the morning, so anytime I get to cum first thing is great.

	Have you ever had sex with a woman?  I want to have sex with Hannah, but Jack won't let me.  Maybe if things settle down with her and Aaron, they will let us.  But that didn't actually answer the question, LOL.  No, I've never had sex with a girl, but I want to.  That would be hot.

	Have you ever kissed someone older than you?  Um, I think Jack's older than me.  I kind of forget though.  Why did they have to make ages be numbers.  I see a number and I get all cross eyed.  No fun.

	Have you ever liked one of your best friends?  Duh.  I wouldn't want to have sex with Hannah if I didn't.  I mean, we've already made out a couple times.  God that was hot.  This is making me horny.

	Have you ever liked someone who your friend's hated?  Um I don't know.  My friends are a lot like me.  We don't like to hate.  We're too happy and too busy getting fucked by our boyfriends to hate anyone.

	Have you ever liked someone you didn't expect to?  I mean, I'm pretty dumb, so I didn't realize I would ever fall in love with someone so smart like Jack.  Is that what this means?  I'm surprised I was ever friends with Hannah.  She used to be such a brainy girl.  But now she's getting dumb like me.  She's much happier now.

	Have you ever liked someone you couldn't have?  Um, what about Hannah.  Jack won't let me fuck her.  I really want to lick her pussy.  I bet she tastes yummy.

	Have you ever written a song or poem for anyone?  That sounds really hard.  It's hard to just answer these questions.  Poems and songs are for smart people to write, even if dumb people sing them.

	Have you had sex so far this year?  I can't count how many times I've had sex this year.  I mean, once I get past ten, it's hard to keep track, because I run out of fingers.  That and I just can't, you know, deal with numbers.  I don't know how people do that.  Hannah's starting to struggle with them too.  I can't help but giggle when she gets all bothered about forgetting how to add stuff.  I gave up on that a long time ago it feels like.

	How long can you kiss before your hands start to wander?  I think my hands start to wander before I even get to the kissing.  You mean, people just kiss.  That's crazy.  Kissing is just a part of fucking.


 

Okay, that's it for now.  Hannah just sent me another text.  They just fucked again.  My pussy is so wet right now.  Time for some more edging.

 

Love,

Emily

August 24

Dear Diary,

 

I was so mad today.  I was out shopping with Hannah.  She needs new shoes to go with her dress for the wedding.  We were at the mall and just talking, you know?  And I don't know what it was, if we were in the guy's way or something, because he said something that we didn't hear.  But then he was like, "Are you deaf you stupid bimbos?"  Hannah and I both stood there, just shocked, LOL.  I was trying to figure out why this guy was being mean.  After a moment, I shouted back, "We may be dumb, but we're not bimbos."

 

They guy didn't seem to want to stick around after that.  Maybe he didn't like the attention.  But anyway, I was really mad.  That guy was really mean to us.  Luckily, we had finished our shopping.  Hannah drove us home, because I was just too mad.  It sucked, because I hate being mad.  It's, like, no fun at all.

 

So when we got home, I was explaining what happened to Jack.  He just started laughing.  I was like, "What's so funny?"  I thought I might have said something wrong.  That happens a lot.  Usually I just giggle about it and let it go, but because I was already mad, I stomped my foot and pouted.

 

But then Jack explained it to me.  I guess I always thought being a bimbo was bad, but Jack said bimbos are good girls.  He was like, "Are you a good girl?"  And I was like, "I try to be."  Then he was like, "You are a good girl.  But do you know what we call dumb sexy girls with big fake tits who are also good girls?"  I shook my head and giggled, since I didn't know the answer.  So he was like, "We call them bimbos."

 

I just stood there, trying to understand him.  Thinking about hard stuff is super hard.  But then I started to figure out.  So I was like, "I'm a bimbo?"  Jack smiled and then was like, "You are a bimbo.  You're a very good bimbo.  You should be proud to be a bimbo.  My dream girl is a bimbo and you're my dream girl."  Jack finished by bopping me on my nose, which made me smile and giggle.

 

So I learned something today.  I'm a bimbo.  Isn't that cool.  I don't know why I ever thought being a bimbo was bad.  Bimbos are, like, really fun and super sexy.  I love being a bimbo.

 

Love,

Bimbo Emily

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

August 25

 

The wedding is one week away.  Everything seems to be coming together for it, but it has been a lot of planning and work to get to this point.  Still, if I have done it right, I will be able to be hands off on the big day.  Hopefully sooner than that, but I cannot let myself worry about it.

 

My plan for this week had been to convince Emily that she is a bimbo, specifically using the word "bimbo" to describe herself.  However, someone at the mall got mad at her and Hannah.  He called them bimbos.  Of course he meant it as an insult, but I want Emily to start owning the word.  She came home and told me all about it.  She was clearly upset.  But I know she trusts me and she believes what I tell her.  I explained that she is a bimbo and that she should be proud to be one.  I want her to be a bimbo.  And she seems to accept that.

 

So with that out of the way, my only goals are to prep Emily for the wedding.  She will, of course, be taking my last name.  While we are at it, I thought I would like to legally change her first name too.  While I have made no mention of it here, most of the time I call her Emi.  I did this before we ever embarked down this path.  Most of her friends call her Emi as well.  Only Hannah stuck with Emily, but Hannah is changing so fast now, I have heard her slip toward the more casual Emi when she speaks.  From here on out, I will be referring to Emily as Emi, although I will maintain her original name as the subject of this experiment in this log.

 

As I mentioned, Hannah is making fast progress toward joining Emi in her bimbohood.  She has much of the look down and her speech patterns are changing too.  I can tell she still needs to force herself to act the part, but even her act is beginning to appear more natural.  And the good news is that she and Aaron are more than hitting it off.  I had a long talk with Aaron on Friday at work and he seems to be on the same page I am.  I think he is just happy to have someone like Hannah fall into his lap.  The good news is it looks like I should be able to pass off the reins to Aaron this week.  That will be good for everyone, I hope.

 

The other good news is that I believe I might have finally cracked Emi's memory.  This week she has started to assimilate the idea that her memories of college might not be real.  I believe this to be the best course of action for her. She still has the memories, but she tosses them aside, believing they are not real.  Using the logic, I believe Emi is close to believing she never went to college.  All this just in time for our wedding.  Everything is coming together at the right time.

 

Jack Turner

August 28

Dear Diary,

 

Hannah's moving in with Aaron.  She really likes him and she's been spending most nights over there anyway.  She thinks she's rushing a little, but she doesn't want to be a bother to Jack and me, you know.  And Aaron started hypnotizing her too, so she can still get her fix.

 

Family is starting to arrive for the wedding too.  Both Jack and me don't have any brothers or sisters, so it's just our parents and friends.  I haven't seen Jack's parents in a long time.  They took one look at me and then smiled at Jack, like he'd done a good job with me.  If only they knew the truth.

 

Mom and Dad are here too.  I could tell Jack was still worried about them, but they're taking everything that's changed about me super good.  I mean, how couldn't they?  They're my mom and dad.  So yeah, Dad is going to give me away at the wedding, which is good, because that's, like, how it's supposed to be or whatever.  I forget what it's called.  I can be such a bimbo sometimes.  I'm so lucky Jack wants me this way.  I couldn't, like, do anything without him.

 

Jack is going to change my name for the wedding too.  He always calls me Emi, which started as like a pet name for me, but he decided Emi fits me better as a bimbo.  So we're going to change it legally.  Or is it illegally?  I can never remember.  But yeah, I'm Emi now.  Most everyone calls me that now anyway.  All my girlfriends do and Jack's been talking about me as Emi since me moved to California, so that's, like, all anyone knows me as.

 

I'm so excited.  I want the wedding day to get here, but I keep getting lost on how many days it is left.  You know me and numbers.  I just can't, you know?  If I'd been good at math, I would have gone to college or something.  But I'm too dumb for something like that.

 

Love,

Emi

August 30

Dear Diary,

 

It's almost here.  Jack says it's two more days to the wedding, but I keep forgetting how long that is.  He should know how dumb I am by now.  But it's not like he gets mad at me for not knowing smart stuff like him.  He thinks it's cute when I giggle stupidly.  He calls me his vapid little bimbo.  I don't know what vapid means, but I like it.

 

So yeah, I'm getting married soon.  I can't believe I get to be Jack's bimbo forever.  That's so cool.  I love him so much and I'm super happy to be his.  He's so smart and sexy.

 

Ooh, and, like, Hannah told me a secret today.  I'm not supposed to tell anyone, but I keep forgetting that.  Bimbos can't keep secrets.  But so anyway, Hannah asked Aaron when she moved in if he would buy her new tits.  He said yes and she met with the same doctor guy who did me.  While Jack takes me on our honeymoon, Hannah's going to get new tits.  I'm so happy for her.

 

Okay, I have to go now.  Jack says he wants to take some sexy wedding pictures with me.  That sounds super fun.

 

Love,

Emi

Hypnosis Experiment Log

Subject: Emily Cornwell

August 31

 

I am writing this a day early, because I do not believe I will have time to write a final report tomorrow.  And after that, I plan to be rather busy on our honeymoon.  We are going to Hawaii.  I already have everything planned for it.  It should be a fantastic time with my soon to be wife.

 

Emi has been great this week getting ready for our big day.  I can tell she is excited.  She decided to have co-maid of honors.  Kayli and Hannah are splitting duties, which is probably a good thing, because I do not think either one of them could handle the job alone.

 

I believe this will be my last log entry.  After tomorrow, I have no further plans to change Emi.  She is just about perfect.  I will continue to hypnotize her, because she finds it hot, but I will not continue to make suggestions other than to reinforce what we have already done together.  I have been constantly amazed at what Emi's mind has been able to do.  She clearly wanted to be my fantasy woman and now she is.

 

I will be handing this log and all of my noted over to Aaron for his work with Hannah.  Emi informed everyone last night that Aaron has agreed to set everything up for Hannah to get breast implants.  She goes in for surgery on Monday, the day after the wedding.  I keep wondering if Hannah is really ready for all of this, but I must say, I have never seen her happier.  Maybe she secretly wanted to be a bimbo all along.  She is definitely well on her way to being one.  Her conversion could take half the time Emi's did.  That by itself is impressive.

 

This is Jack Turner, signing off.

December 31

Dear Diary,

 

It's been super long since I wrote in this thing.  After the wedding, Jack stopped making me do it.  I was cleaning the house in some lingerie today when I found it under some magazines and I thought I could, like, you know, write in it again.

 

I'm so happy as Jack's bimbo trophy wife.  Life is super fun.  When I'm not pleasing Jack or getting fucked by him or working to look pretty for him, I'm hanging out with all my girlfriends.  It's super fun too, because they all got boob jobs now.  We're all big titted now.  Hannah's the biggest.  Her are so big and round they look like the doctor guy stuck balloons in her boobs.  They're super sexy though.

 

Lot's of stuff has changed too.  Hannah and Aaron are getting married.  I forget when the wedding is, but Hannah's super excited.  She wants me to be the maid of honor and the rest of the girls to be brides maids.  I'm super happy for her.

 

But stuff changed for me too.  With all the ways Jack likes to fuck me and the fact he had me stop taking birth control, there was now way it wouldn't happen.  So yeah, I'm preggo!  I'm going to, like, have to buy new clothes to fit around my belly.  It's already starting to grow.  I'm going to be a mommy.  That makes me so happy.  I'm going to be all sweet and caring and Jack can teach the baby stuff.  I just know the baby's going to grow up to be smart like Jack.

 

It's New Year's Eve and Jack is taking me to a party.  I can't wait to kiss him at midnight.  I just hope he fucks me after.  I think being preggo makes me even hornier.  It's crazy, but I love it.

 

Hugs and kisses to everyone.  Don't know if I'll ever write in here again, so I'm going to be like, "Bye-bye."

 

Love,

Emi
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Other bimbo themed stories:

Plaything of Olympus: A Bimbo Transformation Novel

Cora never fit in with the rest of the world, always feeling like an outsider. In time, she came to take great pride in her maidenhood, remaining chaste, despite numerous good offers otherwise. However, while learning about Greek Mythology in college, something inside Cora clicks. She spends three years searching out the Greek Goddess Artemis and her band of Hunters. Her few friends think she is crazy until she is invited to test her skills with the potential of joining the Hunters. As it turns out, the Greek Gods are real.

It does not take long before Cora stands out among her peers, all vying for the coveted place with the Hunters. She is clearly at the top of her class and a shoe-in to be selected. But all is not easy. Something sinister is lurking, something with the potential to destroy Artemis, her Hunters, and everything they stand for. Cora can feel it. If only she could find out what it is.

When Cora is selected to join the Hunters, it is a moment of joy. However, it becomes clear the Hunters are plagued by the same sinister intent. Only no one else can see it. The Hunters, a once great and noble band of maidens, roving the lands, hunting great and dangerous beasts with Artemis, have turned into a gaggle of gossipers. Cora nearly goes mad as she faces her new immortal future until an offer is made that will help her fit in.

Little does Cora know that she has just sprung a trap that will forever change her life. She is the focus of a revenge plot with the intention of getting back at Artemis for her supposed past misdeeds. Caught in the middle, Cora's body is altered, transformed into that of a bimbo. She is then given a choice. If she can withstand the advances of a God, she can keep her mind unaltered. If not, her mind joins her body so that she will live out her days as a vapid bimbo. What will Cora do and what kind of woman will she become? And will Artemis and her Hunters be saved? Find out in Plaything of Olympus.

This is a bimbo transformation novel involving the Gods of Ancient Greece, following their mythology as if they exist in the modern world. It contains descriptions of masturbation, oral sex and body alterations including and breast enlargement. It also includes light BDSM themes. This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Side Effects: A Gender Transformation Bimbo Novella

MacKenzie Wolf, or Mac as he preferred, had finally gotten his life together and was all set to start college.  After reading an advertisement for a product testing opportunity, MacKenzie can't help but take advantage of the chance to earn a little extra spending money.  However, the product, a supplement for men only, has a peculiar set of side effects that affect one in one million men, changing the subject's DNA.  Simply put, the supplement can turn men into women.  As it turns out, MacKenzie is one of those rare men.

It is hard enough for MacKenzie to adapt to his changing gender.  The new woman must create a new identity for herself, made all the harder by having to learn how to be a woman in days rather than years.  But there is a problem.  Another side effect of the supplement is a supercharged libido, made worse by a warning not to come into contact with semen.  That warning, however, is not enough for MacKenzie, who finds it impossible to keep her hands off her new, hot, and very much male, roommate.

Before MacKenzie knows it, her whole world changes again.  While her goals of graduating college have never changed, her interests in academics suddenly plummets.  That is when MacKenzie meets a new friend that shows her a path toward success.  Only it requires the blossoming bimbo to embrace her inner slut with specially sanctioned and intimate tutoring sessions.  What will MacKenzie Wolf do and what kind of woman will she become?  Find out in Side Effects.

This 28,000 word novella is a gender bending bimbo transformation story.  It contains descriptions of masturbation, oral sex and body alterations including male to female transformations and breast enlargement.  It also includes light BDSM themes.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

(Virtual) Reality: A Bimbo Transformation Novella

Emily, a genius in her own right, is testing her latest project.  She has developed the world's first true virtual reality machine.  As a part of the testing process, Emily decides to spend a full month living in the virtual world she has created.  However, there is one catch in her plan.  Her boyfriend, Jack, has challenged her to spend the entire month using the avatar of a busty blonde bimbo instead of her natural petite brunette avatar.

Agreeing to Jack's dare, Emily finds that what happens in the virtual world does not necessarily stay in the virtual world.  After several weeks, she finds her body to be changing to match her avatar.  How will Emily react?  Will she give up on her testing or will she embrace the bimbo ideal?  Find out in "(Virtual) Reality."

This 15,150 word novella contains mental and physical transformations with descriptions of oral sex, breast enlargement and other body alterations in a science fiction environment.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Carissa's Magic Pen:A Bimbo Transformation Short Story

Carissa Boden was a successful freelance artist who needed time to unwind.  For her, that meant trying out new art supplies and practicing new techniques.  On this particular occasion, Carissa finds herself using a new pen as she works on a self portrait.

However, her new pen was no ordinary pen.  It had a magical ability to make whatever was drawn with it reality.  As someone who was not entirely satisfied with her appearance, Carissa will learn what it can mean to take artistic license in her work.  How much can a self portrait change someone?

This is a 5,200 word short story that includes magical bimbo transformation and contains descriptions of and references to anal and oral sex, masturbation and body alterations. This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Revenge is a Dish Best Served Blonde: A Bimbo Transformation Story

Chelsea was a smart and successful woman who thought she had her life figured out.  That is until her boyfriend dumped her, admitting to cheating on her with another woman, by text message no less.  Distraught by the turn of events, Chelsea runs into her neighbor, Claudia, who happens to have an idea of how to get back at her cheating ex.

Claudia is testing a machine that is able to change living matter down to the genetic level.  She offers to make changes to Chelsea's body in order to get revenge.  Only neither of them realize the cost the machine will have upon them.  How far will Chelsea go for revenge and will she ever be the same again?

This is a 7,000 word short story that includes bimbo transformation and contains descriptions of and references to sex and body alterations. This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

Courtney had been content with her life.  She was married to a wonderful man and she had a good job.  As far as she was concerned, she could not be happier.  That is, until one day when she starts following directions given to her by her phone.

Courtney had long had an affinity for the British World War II posters that read "Keep Calm and Carry On."  She even purchased an app for her phone that brought her a new variation each day.  However, one day the nature of the app changes.  Courtney suddenly feels compelled to follow each day's message, treating them like instructions on how to live.

Each time the message changes, Courtney cannot help herself but change with it.  Each day becomes more and more about pleasing her husband and turning herself into his toy.  Will Courtney find a way to fight against the influence of her app?  Will she want to?  If she doesn't, she might just find herself turning into a bimbo toy.

"Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo" is a short erotic mind control novel that contains descriptions of masturbation, oral and anal sex and body alterations including breast enlargement and includes light BDSM themes.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Mistaken Identity: A Bimbo Transformation Novella

Ashley Smith was happy, or at least so she thought.  Her life seemed to be working out just about perfectly.  That is until a man shows up on her doorstep to repossess something called the Nerd Package.  It seemed impossible, but the Nerd package was supposed to turn even the dumbest bimbo into a genius nerd.  The only problem was that Ashley had never made such a purchase.

Ashley and her best friend, Nick, try to work out what was is going on with her case of mistaken identity.  The only problem is that Ashley begins to feel and see the effects of removing her nerdiness.  Each day she wakes up to find her body and mind more like a bimbo.

Ashley tries to fight back, but she must wait for one crucial piece of information.  Will she solve the puzzle of the mistaken identity and win the battle inside of her in time, or will she give in and embrace her inner bimbo?  Find out in "Mistaken Identity: A Bimbo Transformation Novella."

This 26,000 word novella is an erotic mind control story that contains descriptions of masturbation, oral sex and body alterations including breast enlargement and includes light BDSM themes.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

Maria didn't want to go to the club, but her college roommate and best friend dragged her there.  While on the dance floor, swaying awkwardly to the music a scantily clad bimbo approaches her and kisses her.  Maria is stunned at the actions of this woman.  Little did she know that an ancient curse had just been brought down upon her that would turn her into a bimbo.  Each time Maria orgasms, she changes a little more, until finally Mia the bimbo is born.


Follow Maria on her orgasmic transformation into Mia as she discovers an entirely new side of life.  On her journey she makes new friends and learns more about her body, all with sexy benefits.  However, in the end, she is given a choice: revert back to being Maria with her unlimited potential, or live on as the forever happy Mia whose body is built for pleasure.  The single caveat is that to stay as Mia, she must pass on the curse to another woman.  Will Maria live on and remember this weekend only as a fuzzy memory or will Mia pass on the bimbo curse to her roommate, Jenna?


The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag is a 15,123 word bimbo transformation and erotic mind control story that contains descriptions of masturbation, oral sex and body alterations including breast enlargement.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni


Jenna couldn't understand her roommate's slide into bimbodom.  That was, until her roommate kissed her, passing on a bimbo curse.  Slowly, but surely, Jenna experiences her own transformation.  On her way to turning into a bimbo, Jenna meets Hank, a star baseball player who she falls hard for.

Jenna has a choice.  She can be Jenni, the fun loving and Hank-owned bimbo or she can go back to being her old plain self.  All she needs to do to be Jenni is pass on the curse.  What will she choose to do and who might be the next woman to be cursed?

This 15,500 word novella contains mental and physical transformations with descriptions of various bisexual acts, breast enlargement and other body alterations.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Muscle Memory

Milicent had a problem.  She found herself deep in debt from a gambling addiction with only one place to turn.  Heavenly Encounters stepped in, paying off her debts and giving her a sizable payout.  The only catch, she spent five years working as a professional escort.  But not only that, Milicent spent those five years with the body and mind of a bimbo.

Now at the end of her service, Milicent is left with a bimbo body, whose muscle memory has libidinous demands of its own.  Trying to restart her life with a new job, Milicent is faced with a decision.  Should she fight off her body's demands or should she give in and let herself become Milli the bimbo?  Find out what she decides in Muscle Memory.

This is a 10,000 word short story that includes references to bimbo transformations and contains descriptions of anal and oral sex and masturbation. This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Spirit Walk

Maia loves nature.  However, she fears her personal demons will someday force her to destroy all that she loves.  With the desire to face these demons, Maia hikes deep into the forest for a vision quest.  She wants her spirit guide to help her defeat her demons before they do any harm.  But instead of meeting an animal, Maia's spirit guide is the local nymph, Kallinei, and she needs Maia's help.

The forest is at a crossroads.  Kallinei is growing old.  A new nymph is needed.  Kallinei wants Maia to be that new nymph.  There are many advantages, including eternal beauty and long life, not to mention becoming a defender of the forest.  But to the intelligent Maia, there is one glaring downside.  Nymphs are forest bimbos.  They are dumb and perpetually horny.  What will Maia decide and what tactics will Kallinei use to influence the nature lover?  Find out in Spirit Walk.

This 6,300 word short story contains mental and physical transformations with descriptions of cunnilingus, breast enlargement and other body alterations in a fantasy environment.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

Dorm Room Bimbo

Brooke was a self described nerd.  She spent all of her time at college studying and never taking advantage of the social opportunities available.  That is until one Friday night when Jimmy invites her to a small gathering in his dorm room.

After a night of drinking, Brooke wakes up to find that something is very wrong.  She all of a sudden finds that her body has transformed into that of a busty bimbo.  Not knowing what had happened, Brooke confronts Jimmy and learns that he had drugged her drinks with a special mixer that turns women into bimbos.  The only problem was that Brooke did not get a full dose.  She needed one more drink to make the changes complete and permanent.

However, Brooke soon finds herself with a dilemma.  There is an antidote that would turn her back to her old self, or she can have the third drink and complete her transformation.  The problem is that Brooke has learned of the immense sexual pleasure that her body can bring her and she is not sure she wants to give it up.  Will Brooke choose to go back to being her nerdy self, or will she choose the life of a dorm room bimbo, bouncing between rooms and sharing her body with whoever want it?

Dorm Room Bimbo is a 7,500 word story that includes bimbo transformation and mind control and contains descriptions of masturbation, oral sex and body alterations.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.

My New Bimbo Life: A Transformation Novella

Catherine Harris was depressed.  She had let herself go as she mourned the tragic loss of much of her family.  Six months after the accident she finally gets her act together and begins to make positive changes in her life.

However, Catherine meets Lizzy, her coworker and her new boss's daughter.  Lizzy had been a smart girl and even attended college for a while before she decided she liked to party more.  Catherine is enamored with Lizzy and the lifestyle she has chosen for herself.  As she grows closer to Lizzy she begins adopting a bimbo persona as she is led on a eye opening sexual adventure.  Enjoy Catherine's self actualized bimbo transformation journey as she goes from a normal office clerk to KC, a hedonistic party girl who wants nothing more than to spend the rest of her life as the hottest bimbo she can be.

This 15,360 word novella contains mental and physical transformations with descriptions of oral sex, breast enlargement and other body alterations.  This story has strong adult content and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.
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