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      I have long wanted to write a story about a woman who undergoes bimbofication so that she may receive her inheritance. I wrote a similar story on Patreon at one point, but it never felt right to me.

      Now I have made another attempt at the idea with Inheritance. This story takes place in the Bimbo Ward universe and includes characters and places from previous Bimbo Ward stories. However, there is no need to have read any of the other Bimbo Ward tales to understand or enjoy this book.

      I originally intended for this book to be a short story, but it turned out I had much more to say than could fit in a short story. This marks the third longest Bimbo Ward book, although it falls outside the official series.

      I personally like how the Bimbo Ward provides fast and complete bimbo transformations using experimental techniques and technologies. I created the idea of the Bimbo Ward after reading stories by the Sympathetic Devil and by Kris P. Kreme on the Erotic Mind Control Story Archive. It is my hope that the Bimbo Ward had moved beyond the stories that inspired it and has become a force of its own.
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      “That sucks,” Lavender said as she read the letter in her hands.

      The letter was from her uncle’s attorney. Uncle Leo had passed away.

      This news did not particularly faze Lavender. She and her uncle were never close. She had met him once. He was a man who flaunted his impressive wealth, but rarely used it for productive matters. Lavender did not even know how he had made his fortune. He was the only member of her family that she could call rich and that set him apart and left a huge rift between him and the rest of Lavender’s family.

      But a death was a death and Lavender still felt sad at the news. From the letter, it appeared there would be no funeral or memorial service. Uncle Leo had stipulated that in his will. That alone seemed odd to Lavender, but she was in no position to argue against his wishes. She knew so little about the man that had been her father’s brother.

      The one time Lavender had met her uncle was the summer after she turned 18. He breezed through town, on his way to elope with a woman who looked barely older than Lavender herself.

      “Candi,” Lavender hissed, as she remembered Uncle’s Leo’s wife. She was Candi with an i. That had always been made clear in their single meeting. They had tied the knot in Hawaii in a private ceremony, just the two of them, a priest and a random witness they coaxed out of a bar, or so Lavender assumed.

      Candi was not exactly a woman Lavender ever would have seen herself get along with, even if they were nearly the same age. She was pretty, in an overly obsessed with fashion kind of way, but not very bright. Lavender had little doubt her one-time aunt would believe nearly anything she was told.

      Then again, the marriage did not last. Uncle Leo came home one day to find his wife being tag-teamed by the gardener and the pool boy at once. Not the kind of scene one wants to find their partner in unexpectedly. Luckily for him, he had an iron-clad prenup. She was out the door within a week and Uncle Leo still had his millions, or however much money he had. Lavender had never been clear, nor had she any interest in asking.

      So Uncle Leo was dead. What from, the letter did not say. The only surprise was the note at the end that she had been named in Uncle Leo’s will. His estate would go through probate first, but she could assume to get something from his death.

      “What’s the problem with inheriting some money?” Brian asked. Lavender had needed to talk to someone and Brian was her best friend. All she needed to do was call and he dropped everything to make sure she was all right.

      “I don’t know,” Lavender said. “It just feels wrong. Uncle Leo was, well, he was weird. I feel like his money is tainted or something.”

      The pair was sitting in a booth at their local brewpub. It was their favorite haunt. The waiter did not even need to ask them their order. It was always the same. Brian got a burger and Lavender the fish and chips. Even their drink orders were the same.

      “You’ve got three options,” Brian said. “You can take the money, however much it is, and use it for yourself. You can make your life better with it and ignore your feelings about where it came from.”

      Lavender made a disgusted face at the idea. She was not a fan.

      “Option two,” Brian continued, “is to donate the money once you receive it. That way, even if its source is less than reputable, you can still put it to some good use. There are plenty of organizations that could use the donation. And if it’s a lot of money, you can always spread it around a little.”

      “I guess that sounds reasonable,” Lavender said. “I can already think of a few places that could use a donation. What’s the third option?”

      “You could do some combination of the two. I know you’re struggling, trying to find time to write that novel around your day job. And you’ve got those school loans to think about too. At the very least, you could spend some money toward yourself, putting you on better financial footing and then donate the rest. That way everyone is a winner.”

      Lavender did not like the idea of keeping any of the money, but she knew Brian was right. She could use a little extra cash, at the very least to give herself some breathing room. She hated to admit that she was one unexpected expense away from facing crippling debt.

      “It might not even be that much money, anyway,” Lavender said. “For all I know, it will amount to a couple bucks. Not exactly money to write home about.”

      “The letter didn’t say?” Brian asked as he munched on his French fries.

      “No. It just said more information would be forthcoming. It didn’t even give a timeline.”

      “No sense worrying about it then,” Brian said. “You might as well focus on that novel of yours and not how much money your estranged uncle left you. Now drink up. You’re half a beer behind me already.”

      Lavender was usually not one to take challenges seriously, but when it came to drinking with her best friend, it was a challenge she would readily accept.
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      “He left me what?” Lavender exclaimed as she sat in Uncle Leo’s attorney’s office. It was a plush practice with some of the comfiest chairs she had ever sat in.

      The attorney looked down again to check his figures.

      “He left you everything,” the attorney said. “He left you all his money, his considerable stock portfolio, all of his properties and possessions. To keep it simple, he left you everything.”

      “And how much is that exactly?” Lavender asked. She could still not believe it to be true. Given the size of her family, she had assumed she might get a few thousand dollars, not millions.

      “The cash and stock portfolio are currently valued at just under $1 billion, roughly. The properties and possessions put his net worth at nearly twice that.”

      Lavender’s jaw nearly hit the floor when she heard that number. She was going to be a billionaire. That seemed impossible. Lavender could not even imagine that much money. She had always figured that no one should be that wealthy when there were so many people in the world with so little. It was obscene.

      “Of course, there will be the matter of taxes,” the lawyer continued. “As part of my agreement with your uncle, his payments to me have included his wish for me to guide you with your newfound wealth. I will do my best to shield you from as much of that tax as I can.”

      A part of Lavender wanted to tell the man in front of her to not bother. She was perfectly happy to pay all the tax she was required to. But there was no way she could navigate the taxation process without help. She had yet to even understand what she would have, let alone be able to accurately pay tax on her new income. No, as much as it pained her, she would need this man’s help, even if she did ultimately give it all away.

      “I would appreciate the help, although I don’t know how I feel about tax evasion,” Lavender said.

      The attorney chuckled. “There will be no evasion, believe me. I cannot advise a client of mine to break the law, which tax evasion would be. It is a crime. All I mean is I will make sure you are able to take advantage of every tax break available to you.”

      “I suppose that makes sense,” Lavender said, although it did not make her feel appreciably better.

      “However, before we dive in too deep on those matters, there are a few requirements you must satisfy before you are able to inherit your uncle’s property,” the lawyer continued. “I must say, your uncle had a number of strange requests, but they are all legally binding.”

      “What requirements?” Lavender asked. She knew Uncle Leo to be a strange man, from the one time she met him. He had a particular outlook about the world and it seemed rather outdated and sexist to her.

      “There are a couple minor things, such as the requirement that you make his primary home your primary residence for at least a year.”

      “And where is this house?”

      “You might be surprised to learn that he lived just outside of town on the lake.”

      Lavender was surprised. She had always assumed he lived in some exotic place and only came to town on rare occasions. To think he had been living just outside of town all this time and never interacted with the rest of his family. That fact alone made him seem all the more strange. It made Lavender wonder if his estrangement was less on his part and more on the rest of her family’s.

      Not that Lavender felt the warm embrace of her family recently. Her parents had both met an untimely death. It had been hard, but the little money she received from that was what made college affordable. She still needed to take out a large volume of loans to pay for it all, but it was all at least manageable.

      “I guess that’s not too bad,” Lavender said. “I don’t have to give up my friends or my job.”

      “That brings me to the next stipulation,” the lawyer said. “You will be required to keep all of the staff for at least a year. That is, you must retain the staff your uncle hired to care for and operate his properties.”

      That was another hitch in Lavender’s plan to give all the money away. But that could all happen after the first year. It would just be a delay. That was all.

      “Then there is the third requirement,” the lawyer continued. “You must prevail yourself upon the doctors of Ward B for a full examination. And, this being the weirdest part of this requirement, you must undergo any and all recommended procedures to, I quote, ‘provide you with a happy and healthy body to the fullest extent possible,’ whatever that means.”

      “That’s a lot to unpack,” Lavender said. “What’s Ward B?”

      “I had to look that up myself,” the lawyer said. “Apparently it is a company that runs a series of hospitals and clinics around the country. Your uncle was a major investor, which means, if you go through with all of this, you will be too. The company is based in Los Angeles, but they have a clinic here in town. I can contact them for you, if you wish, to get the ball rolling.”

      “Is there anything else I need to know?”

      “Those are the requirements. I know they’re strange, but they are all legally binding. I can assure you of that.”

      “I believe you,” Lavender said, still trying to take it all in. She could have all of her uncle’s money and property, but she would have to live in his house for a year, keeping his staff, whoever they were, and undergo an examination at some clinic he was invested in. Those were a lot of asks, but she did not see that she had much alternative. She could refuse the money, but then it would probably just go to the man in front of her, and he did not look like he was in need of it. She could do so much more with it, giving it to causes she cared about and organizations she knew would help people far less fortunate than she now found herself. “And I’ll do it. Do you want to contact the clinic or should I?”

      “I can handle everything,” the lawyer said. “I expect things to move quickly after your appointment. The money transfer was arranged so that you could access the money during your first year to invest it how you see fit. You just can’t pay out large sums until the year is up. You will not need to work, should you choose not to.”

      “I’m a writer,” Lavender said. “Even if I quit my day job, I would still want to work on my novel.”

      “Of course you would. I understand completely.”

      “Let me know about the Warm B clinic thing,” Lavender said as she prepared to leave. “I’d like as much notice as you can give me so I can arrange my work schedule, if necessary.”

      “Of course, ma’am,” the attorney said. She had never been called “ma’am” before and was not sure if she liked it. Then again, if she had servants in her year at Uncle Leo’s house, she would have to get used to it, or so she assumed. “I will be in touch.”

      And with that, Lavender left, curious as to what he future would hold.
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      As soon as Lavender returned home, she called Brian to tell him the news.

      “You’ll be a billionaire?” he exclaimed over the phone when she told him.

      “It’s a bit more complicated than that,” she said. “But I’m going to need your help. I am going to be moving and I could use the help packing my stuff.”

      “When do you want me there?”

      “Whenever you’re available.”

      And that was how Lavender found herself sitting on the couch beside Brian surrounded by boxes stacked everywhere.

      “You have a lot of stuff,” Brian commented as he sat back in relief.

      “I don’t know how it happened,” Lavender said. “It’s not like I buy a lot of stuff. I guess I’m just good at finding deals on stuff.”

      “Or you never get rid of anything you don’t need anymore,” Brian countered.

      Both perspectives were true. Lavender had long been a queen of finding deals and getting what she needed on the cheap, whether that meant haggling or shopping used. But it was also true the she had a hard time letting anything go. Given her lack of cash reserves, she held onto items longer than necessary, just on the off chance she might need them again.

      “So you’re moving tomorrow,” Brian said. “Too bad I’m working, or I’d help you move. Have you seen the new place yet?”

      Lavender shook her head. “I don’t get the keys until I arrive tomorrow. The house is reportedly fully furnished, but I want to take my own furniture with me, just in case. Luckily, there are movers to actually do all of the moving. My uncle’s lawyer, who I guess is also my lawyer now, arranged for it all.”

      “What about this medical thing you have to do?” Brian asked, still unclear on the details. So too was Lavender. All she had was an appointment. The rest was a mystery.

      “You guess is as good as mine. But I guess I’ll be finding out in two days. They had me clear a couple days for this. I’m a little concerned.”

      “I’m sure it will be fine,” Brian countered. “I’m sure your uncle just wants to make sure you stay healthy. He doesn’t want you to leave us too early.”

      “I hope you’re right.”

      When moving day finally arrived, Lavender wished she had Brian there for comfort. It was weird to have all these strange men enter her apartment, pick up her belongings and pack them into a truck. Then they would unpack everything into a spare room in her new house.

      Lavender had never been out to the lake on the outskirts of town. She had heard about it, but never been. Then again, it was hard to get access to it. The lake was surrounded entirely by public property. There was no public access.

      Pulling up to the house, Lavender had to double check the address she had been given. She had assumed the house was a cabin of some sort, not the mansion she saw before her. It was unlike anything she had ever seen before outside of the movies. Did people really live like this?

      As Lavender pulled into the driveway, she was directed by one of the house staff to park in the circular drive in front of what Lavender could only assume was the front door. The large wood double doors were flanked by tall white columns. If the house had another entrance that was grander, she could not imagine it.

      Lavender came to a stop and turned off the car. However, before she could even begin to exit the vehicle, her door was opened for her.

      “Welcome to Thatcher House, ma’am,” the man said, holding out his hand to help Lavender out of the car. “We have all been looking forward to this moment of finally meeting our new employer.”

      Lavender took the man’s hand and allowed him to guide him out of her little car. Once standing, Lavender took a moment to look around her. The man was smartly dressed in a crisp white shirt and a stiff black jacket. He looked every bit the butler that she assumed him to be. She looked at his face, expecting to see a certain amount of disdain. After all, she was not the type of person who would normally visit, let alone live in, a house like this. Her car alone, being at least 15 years old, stood out as unworthy of such a house. To say it looked out of place was an understatement.

      However, if the butler felt anything negative toward her, he certainly did not show it. He did not even look down his nose at her, but bowed his head slightly so he could look her straight on. Lavender wondered if he was stiff by default or if he might loosen up a little after getting to know her better. Lavender was not one to demand perfection from the staff. She wanted to live in a friendly atmosphere, not one where there was a cold separation between her and the people serving her.

      And that alone, people serving her, sounded almost too strange to believe. Lavender had never imagined she would have people serving her, let alone working for her. She was a writer, not an employer of people. Even her day job kept her at the bottom of the office hierarchy and that was unlikely to change unless she gave up her aspirations to be a professional writer.

      “Thank you,” Lavender said to the butler. “Me being here is unexpected. I had no idea my uncle even lived here before a couple days ago. So much has changed since then it seems.”

      “Indeed it has, ma’am,” the butler said. “I have arranged for you to meet the staff and have a tour of the house, if that would interest you.”

      “That seems like a good place to start,” Lavender said. “Please, lead on.”

      The moment the butler led Lavender through the large wooden doors, she found herself in an entryway with a ceiling that went three stories with a gold chandelier hanging down, making the whole room glitter and glow. The floor looked like marble, the craftsmanship so great that it looks like one solid piece, even if that was likely impossible.

      A grand staircase led up from entryway to other parts of the house. It split halfway up, leading to the different wings of the house. It was the kind of staircase Lavender had only seen in the movies.

      “Ouch,” Lavender cried out as she pinched her arm. She wanted to make sure she was not dreaming.

      “Are you all right, ma’am?” the butler asked.

      “Sorry,” Lavender said. “Yeah, I’m fine. I, um, just accidentally pinched myself.” She did not want to admit to doing it on purpose. She felt far outside of her comfort zone and did not want to admit she was having trouble believing her eyes. Everything she saw was more than she could have dreamed of.

      From the entryway, the butler led Lavender into a room to the right. Inside were about 20 people standing in a line. All of them were wearing the uniform of their position, although Lavender could not help but notice that all of the women on the staff were unusually well endowed. Not that such things mattered, but it went to further highlight Uncle Leo’s taste in women.

      “This, is the staff, ma’am.”

      Lavender stared at them, dumbfounded. She had no idea staffs like this were still employed. It felt like a scene out of a modern Downton Abbey. Lavender had no idea what to say.

      “Let me introduce you to everyone,” the butler said. “First off, my name is James and I am the butler and house steward. Your uncle ran an informal staff where we all go by our first names. However, I would understand if you would prefer a more professional method of running the affairs fo the house.”

      “It’s nice to meet you, officially,” Lavender said. She held out her hand to shake his.

      James hesitated before he slowly took her hand in his and shook it gently.

      “I probably think it best to keep things as they were under my uncle,” Lavender said. “I can decide to make changes later, should they be needed.”

      “Very well, ma’am,” James said.

      Little did they all know that Lavender figured she would be relaxing the social interactions even further based on her own preferences. She would hold up her end of the deal by not letting any of the staff go before the year was out, but Lavender did not think it necessary to keep such a large staff. It seemed rather excessive.

      “First in line is Charlotte,” James said as he began to introduce the staff. “She is the housekeeper and manages the household affairs in tandem with myself. Should you need anything, we should be your first contacts.”

      “Charlotte,” Lavender said, again holding out her hand, “it’s nice to meet you.”

      Despite the fact this type of interaction between staff and employer was unusual, Charlotte easily adapted and gently shook her mistress’ hand.

      The butler continued his introductions, going down the line. There was Abby, Lavender’s lady’s maid. There was also the chef, Pierre. As his name suggested, he came from France and had a thick French accent. There was even a chauffeur named Brandon. It was his duty to drive Lavender anywhere she needed, assuming she did not want to drive herself. The garage was full of various cars, all of which were not at Lavender’s disposal, and all of which Brandon maintained.

      As it turned out, there was a staff person for nearly every task at Thatcher House. Pierre had three assistants, in addition to a dedicated dishwasher. Charlotte had four women working under her. There were even staff for positions that did not currently have a need. The valet was acting as an additional footman until there was a male guest to attend to.

      “I suppose I should give you a few words before my tour of the house begins,” Lavender said after the introductions. She fidgeted with her hands by her waist as she tried to think of what to say. Despite her way with words when it came to her writing, she rarely felt as good with them when speaking with people she was not familiar with.

      “I don’t expect you to make any serious changes on my account, at least to start,” she continued. “And I want you to know, all of your jobs are safe for the next year. That was a stipulation in my uncle’s will. You have nothing to fear from me.”

      It felt as if a huge sigh had been let out from the room. There had been a tension that Lavender had not even realized was there until she had relieved it. Everyone looked the better for it.

      “That is very kind of you to say, ma’am,” James said. “And I believe I speak for everyone that we thank you for coming to us and ensuring the future of Thatcher House.”

      Lavender did not know what to say to that. “You’re welcome,” she finally mumbled, figuring she needed to say something.

      “How about that tour now, James?” Lavender asked. “I could use the chance to stretch my legs after that drive.”

      “Of course, ma’am. Right this way.”

      The drive out to the house had not been a particularly long one. But with traffic and everyone else trying to leave the city all at once, it had taken longer than Lavender would have liked. There was no way she was going to spend all that time commuting for the next year. Her day job would have to go.

      Lavender followed James as he gave her a complete tour of the house. She asked to see everything, even the servants areas in the basement and the attic spaces. The house had been designed with servants in mind, with different stairways and passages so that the servants could move about the house unseen my the occupants. Lavender found the idea of that both neat and a little disturbing.

      The house was included a large dining room to host dinner parties, a parlor for meeting with people and otherwise socializing. There was even a ballroom for parties. There was even a large library which would make for a perfect writing room. Upstairs, Lavender found herself exploring every bedroom in the house.

      “You can of course choose which bedroom you wish to sleep in,” James explained, “but it is assumed you will use the master bedroom. That is where your clothes will be kept and where the servant access will be for your dressing needs.”

      Lavender was overwhelmed by it all. The house was furnished in a modern style, but it kept many of the traditional elements of a manor house. However, the master bedroom brought a level of opulence that even Lavender could not ignore.

      The king size four poster bed stood in the middle of the room on a short pedestal. There were three steps leading down from the bed to the main floor. There was a sitting area by a window, in addition to a bay window with a built-in bench. The room was large and furnished as a means to show that leisure was the main function of the occupant.

      Rather than closets, there were two separate room that connected to the bedroom. These were the dressing rooms, one for the woman and one for the man. Of course, there was no man who would be using that room for a while, if ever. Lavender may have had a best friend who was a man, but she had been rather unlucky in the romance department. Between her writing and her work schedule, she did not have much time for a social life. Brian was one of her few friends. She made time for him, but they were only friends.

      The master bath featured a large whirlpool tub and a stand alone shower, in addition to a full set of luxury equipment, including a built-in bidet.

      “This house has everything,” Lavender announced after they left the master suite.

      “Ma’am, you have not even seen the grounds yet,” James said. “Please allow me to show you that next.”

      “Lead on,” Lavender said, still not believing that all of this was hers.

      The rear of the house looked out of a wide lawn that led down toward the edge of the lake where the lawn turned into a beach. Standing on the beach and extending into the lake was a boat house with an upstairs mother-in-law suite.

      There was both and indoor and outdoor pool, with each being accompanied by a hot tub as well. The exercise room was impressive, with enough equipment to open a small gym as a business. She was not going to be lacking the chance to partake in physical exercise. There was even a tennis court and basketball court.

      Then there was the garage. That building was at least as big as the ballroom, with five bay doors and room to park at least 10 vehicles. There was even machinery to put a car up on a lift to make repairs. With all 10 parking spaces already taken, it appeared to Lavender that she would not need to keep her old car. Her uncle had given her 10 much better ones.

      All in all, Lavender had no idea how she could live at Thatcher House for a year. The opulence of the place was more than she could handle. And the thought of being waited on hand and foot made her feel even worse. This was not what she wanted.

      “It’s only a year,” Lavender told herself. “Then you can do what you want with Uncle Leo’s money and properties.”

      “What was that, ma’am?” James asked.

      “Oh, um, nothing,” Lavender said. “I was just thinking to myself.”

      “Very well, ma’am. Might I suggest to spend some time in the library before supper is served? I think that would help put you at ease. You are a writer, no?”

      “I am,” Lavender said, not bothering to ask how James knew so much about her already. “And I think you’re right. What better way to make myself feel at home than to get some writing done.”

      “Very good, ma’am. Your backpack has already been brought to the library from your car.”

      “Wow,” Lavender said in surprise. She was not used to such prompt action. “Do you know when my belongings will arrive? The truck left before I did. I assumed they would get here before me, but I didn’t see them when I pulled up and I haven’t heard or seen them yet.”

      “Hmm,” James said thoughtfully. “I can try to see what the issue is. Would you like me to inquire on your behalf?”

      “That would be wonderful,” Lavender said. “I know most of that stuff is redundant, what with this house being fully furnished, but it’s my stuff, you know.”

      “I understand entirely, ma’am,” James said. “Why don’t you go to the library and I will inquire about your belongings? In the meantime, I can have one of the footmen bring you something to drink.”

      “Yes, that would be nice,” Lavender said. “I do like to write while drinking green tea.”

      “I will be sure it is prepared for you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      Lavender’s first night at Thatcher House was a pleasant one, although she found the master bedroom to be a bit of a strange place to sleep. It was not strange in the bad way. It was just different and signified a status that she had never had before.

      But Lavender’s concern about her new bedroom was minor compared to the mystery that was about to arrive.

      She knew little of what the Ward B appointment would entail. Lavender had always thought she was a healthy woman. Her health insurance was not he best, but that was a matter of her not having a good enough job to afford something better. She supposed that would change now that she had access to money, as well as the fact she had decided to quit her day job.

      The one thing Uncle Leo’s money would allow her to do was write full time. She would no longer need to worry about paying rent or bills. At nearly $1 billion dollars, Lavender could continue to live a modest lifestyle and still have plenty left over for charity.

      “Good morning, ma’am,” Abby said as she walked into Lavender’s bedroom. “This is your wakeup call.”

      Lavender opened her eyes begrudgingly. “What time is it?” she complained.

      “It’s seven in the morning, ma’am. We need you up and ready if you’re going to make your appointment on time. Today is a big day.”

      Lavender did not see it as a big day. She had a physical examination. This was not a big deal. She would pass it and have one less thing to worry about before her uncle’s money was hers for good.

      “The appointment isn’t for two hours,” Lavender argued.

      “Yes, I know,” Abby countered. “But we have to get you ready. What kind of lady’s maid would I be if I let you leave the house without looking your best?”

      Lavender was too tired to argue. Her sleep had been interrupted enough by the new location that she did not have nearly the fight that she usually did.

      It did not help that Lavender had never been a morning person. It was normal for her to stay up late writing most nights. The days she did not work, she slept in late, ensuring she made up for her lost sleep on workdays.

      “Fine,” Lavender said.

      Little did Lavender understand that Abby had her entire morning planned out for her. The day was to start with a shower. Then Abby would help Lavender dress and then do her hair. This would take the better part of an hour at least. There was makeup to do as well, but Abby had a feeling Lavender might not be ready for that step yet.

      An hour later, Lavender was in the dining room eating a small breakfast. The chef had made a variety of possible entrees and all had been left out for her to choose from.

      Lavender’s belongings had still not arrived. James had described there being some sort of mix-up with the movers and them thinking her stuff was going across the country, not just outside of town. Supposedly the truck had been diverted and would arrive in the afternoon.

      However, that meant Lavender did not have all of her clothes to choose from. Abby had one of the housemaids wash Lavender’s clothes overnight. A nightgown had been found for Lavender to wear in bed. But when Lavender left the dressing room that morning, she looked much as she did the day before, wearing the same outfit, although freshly laundered.

      It was not strange for Lavender to eat breakfast alone. It was strange to do so in such a large room. It was a new experience. Despite all of the staff protesting, Lavender had opted to take her supper in the library so that she could continue to write.

      Lavender was barely done eating her breakfast of an English muffin sandwich and a glass of orange juice when she was whisked away into a waiting car.

      Brandon sat behind the wheel as James put her in the backseat. It was not a limousine, but it was still a fancy car with a long wheel base leaving Lavender lots of legroom. She figured she could kneel on the car floor without feeling cramped.

      Less than an hour later, Brandon stopped the car in front of a low building with “B Clinic” listed on a sign above the door. Lavender had never heard fo such a place and could only assume this was the local clinic connected to Ward B, whatever that was.

      Lavender had tried to spend some time researching the various aspects of her uncle’s will to make sure it was all legal. She trusted the lawyer, but was unsure if there was something he was not telling her or if he was simply lying, knowing she did not have the legal education to figure that out on her own.

      However, whenever it came to Ward B or B Clinics, Lavender largely came up with a blank. The entities had a web presence, but it was limited and only spoke of their services in the broadest terms. As far as she could tell, it was just a series of clinics run by a company with a connection to a university hospital in Los Angeles. It was basic information that left her with a lot of questions remaining.

      “This is your stop,” Brandon said. “I can go in with you, if you would like.”

      “No, that’s all right,” Lavender said. “I think I can handle this on my own.”

      Brandon hopped out of the driver’s seat and ran around the car to help Lavender out. She did not need the help, but she was beginning to learn that it was important to let the servants do their jobs, even if she was completely capable of doing it herself. It was disrespectful to shrug them off all the time, even if she felt like doing that almost all the time.

      It had been Abby who explained that the night before as Lavender got herself ready for bed. Abby was to attend to all of Lavender’s needs when it came to dressing and undressing. Lavender felt like a child as she was helped into the night gown that had been found for her, but after getting politely told off by Abby, she did not press the matter any further. She would let the servants do their jobs.

      “Thank you,” Lavender said as Brandon helped her from the rear seat.

      “I will make sure I am here for you when you are ready to be picked up, ma’am,” Brandon said.

      “I don’t expect this should take too long,” Lavender said. “I am in pretty good health.”

      “As you say, ma’am.”

      Lavender did not understand Brandon’s tone, but she was not going to argue. After all, she had an appointment to keep.

      She took the few steps to the front door of the clinic and then opened the door for herself. She stopped just inside the doorway and blinked several times, trying to help her eyes adjust to the changing light levels.

      What Lavender found was she stood in a small waiting room. There was a counter at the back wall with a woman sitting behind it. As Lavender approached, she got a better view of the woman. She wore a purple dress with a neckline that fell all the way to her sternum. That neckline helped to highlight the woman’s gigantic breasts. They were the biggest breasts Lavender had ever seen. They were big, they were round, and the stuck off the woman’s chest like basketballs.

      “Hi there,” the woman chirped, brandishing a set of pearly white teeth that reflected the light. The woman’s smile was bright enough to supply light to a small town. “What can I do for you?”

      Lavender tried not to stare at the woman or her breasts. Her dark skin made it hard to tell where the woman, or at least her ancestors, might have come from.

      “Hey, you have black hair like I do,” the woman observed.

      Lavender looked at the woman’s hair and then at her own. The color was the same, but that was where their similarities ended. The woman behind the counter had long black hair that fell all the way to her ass. Lavender’s barely reached her shoulders.

      “Um, I have an appointment,” Lavender said. She could only think about so many things at once in her nervous state. Thinking about the woman’s hair and otherwise cartoonish proportions was too much.

      “Oh, you must be Lavender,” the woman said. “That’s such a pretty name. It makes me think of purple flowers.”

      Lavender rolled her eyes at the woman’s comment on reflex. However, if the woman noticed, she did not show it.

      “Yes, and about my appointment.”

      “Oh, yeah,” the woman said. “I’m such a bimbo sometimes.”

      Lavender shook her head. It was so easy to forget that women like this existed. When Lavender was lost in the worlds she wrote about, she could forget that there were women who made being sexy and dumb an art form. They were absent from her writing, as she had higher ambitions for her characters. Lavender wanted strong women characters, not characters that would fail the Bechdel Test with every conversation they had.

      “So, um, I’ll get Dr. Scott for you. He flew in especially to see you.”

      Before Lavender had a chance to say anything, the woman pushed herself to her feet, causing her large breasts to bounce and bound, barely restrained by her thin dress, and left the waiting room through an adjacent door.

      As the woman left, Lavender could not help but notice both that the woman’s ass was about as big as her breasts, but that she was perched on matching purple heels that made Lavender wonder how she could walk without tipping over.

      Lavender stood there for at least a minute. She tapped her foot, trying to chase away the feeling that she was being awkward. She could only hope this whole exam would go smoothly and she could get back to writing. That was the one bonus of everything that had happened to her with her uncle’s passing. She would finally have time to write without worrying about paying her bills first.

      “It’s Lavender West, is it not?”

      Lavender looked up to see a man in a white doctor’s coat with a stethoscope hanging around his neck standing in the doorway. Behind him, she could see the woman peaking over his shoulder.

      “Yes, I’m Lavender.”

      “Great. I’m Dr. Scott and I will be handling your examination and subsequent procedures.”

      She swallowed hard, trying to find something she could mentally hold onto. Something about this whole situation felt wrong. Lavender vaguely recalled the lawyer talking about fixing anything the exam turned up. Was that what the doctor meant about procedures? She did not like the sound of that.

      “If you’ll just follow me, we can get started.”

      Lavender took a deep breath, steeling herself for what was to come and followed the doctor through the doorway toward whatever her fate held.
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      “Here we are,” Dr. Scott said as they approached an open doorway. The door was labeled Exam Room 3.

      Lavender stepped inside, but found herself in an unfamiliar space. The room did not look anything like she expected from a hospital or clinic exam room. There was no exam bed with white crinkly paper on it.

      Instead, there was a machine that reminded Lavender of the time she broke her foot and required X-rays. That had not been a fun experience. She had to miss two weeks of work from that and the cost had taken a year to pay off.

      “First, I want to say that it is an honor to work with you,” Dr. Scott said. “I flew up from LA specifically for your appointment. As you may or may not know, your uncle was a major investor in our enterprises and as such, we wanted to make sure you get the best care and outcome possible. That is why I am here. I know our local people do a good job, but I am a bit different. I don’t want to toot my own horn, but I am probably the best doctor for this sort of thing in the world.”

      “What do you mean?” Lavender asked as her hands fidgeted by her waist. It was a nervous habit and she could not remember being more nervous than she was now.

      “We’ll get to that in a bit,” Dr. Scott said. “I apologize if my bedside manner is not great. I am more used to managing a whole ward of doctors and nurses these days than I am working with patients. Still, trust me when I say you could not be in better hands.”

      His words made Lavender feel slightly better, but she was still nervous. He had done nothing to allay her fears. Instead, she had more questions than ever.

      “To start with, we’re going to put you through a scanner,” Dr. Scott explained. “The nice thing about this scanner is you don’t need to change out of what you call clothes, so we can get started right away. Just hop up on that stand there and stand normally with your hands at your sides.”

      Lavender stepped up on what amounted to a wooden box I the middle of the room. She felt awkward standing there, but the doctor seemed pleased with her position.

      “I’m going to turn this machine on and it will take a few minutes scanning your body, creating a 3-D representation of your body, both on the outside, as well on the inside. We’ll be able to look at every part of you inside and out.”

      “Um…”

      Lavender started to speak, but she had no idea what to say.

      “Don’t worry, this machine is perfectly safe. Nothing to worry about.”

      However, Lavender could not help but notice how Dr. Scott left the room and entered an adjacent control room to operate the machine. That did not seem to bode well.

      Before Lavender could voice her opposition, the machine began to hum before it lit up and began shining a blue light at her. It had begun and now her body and health were entirely in the hands of the fast talking, if a little prickly, doctor.

      Dr. Scott’s definition of a few minutes seemed off to Lavender. She stood there for what felt like hours as the machine slowly moved up and down her body, as well as all the way around, shooting its blue light at her. What it was able to image, she did not know. When it came to scanning her head, Lavender shut her eyes, not knowing if the light was harmful to her eyes or not. There was some light that penetrated her eyelids, but no more than if she turned her head toward a lamp with her eyes closed.

      “All done,” Dr. Scott said as the machine stopped humming. “Sorry that took a bit longer than I’d figured. The one I use In LA is a bit faster. That’s my fault. The machines operate the same, just at slightly different speeds.”

      “That’s okay,” Lavender said, not knowing what else she could say. She was just doing as she was told. Her questions seemed too numerous to choose one to start asking.

      “I’m glad you see it that way,” Dr. Scott said. “Everything will go much better if you trust me.”

      Lavender did not see the logic in that, but she was not going to argue. Until Dr. Scott did or said something she could easily object to, then she would put her foot down.

      “The computer is working on your image now,” Dr. Scott continued. “That part should be standard, which means if you’ll follow me across the hall, we can get started in the body shop.”

      “Body shop?” Lavender asked. That sounded like something she should put her foot down about.

      “It’s where we fix any of the minor issues the scan might find, like a predisposition to acne, or removing a mole or wart. There’s nothing to be concerned about there.”

      What Dr. Scott did not explain was the body shop was where they also performed some of the more significant changes, but Lavender was not ready for that part yet. She would need a little help to get into the right frame of mind.

      Lavender followed Dr. Scott across the hallway. The door he led her through was not labeled Body Shop, but Machine Room 1. That made her feel a little better about the whole thing. Body shop was just Dr. Scott’s nickname for the room. And if Lavender was honest with herself, she did like have a few imperfections she could have ironed out. There was the burn scar on her ankle from the one time she made the mistake of getting a ride on the back of a motorcycle when she was in college. It was a constant reminder of her stupidity.

      “This time I’m afraid you will have to undress for me,” Dr. Scott said. “You can do so behind the screen. Then I’m going to have you get into the tub there.”

      Dr. Scott pointed first to the privacy screen and then to what looked like a bathtub behind it.

      “I don’t have to see you during any of this. That’s why I have my computer model. Speaking of which, the computer has finished processing it and we will be ready to go as soon as you are.”

      “Okay, Doctor,” Lavender said. She felt better about being out of sight from the doctor throughout the procedure.

      “Oh, and before I forget, have a lolly,” Dr. Scott said, pulling out a lollipop from the pocket of his coat. “You’ve done such a great job already, I want to reward you. Feel free to eat it now. You look like you could use the sugar boost.”

      Lavender was took the offered lollipop before she disappeared behind the screen. She was originally going to pocket the candy and save it for later, but she decided to give it a try. There was something comforting about it. After all of her anxiety and nervousness, she needed something soothing and comforting. She unwrapped it and stuck it in her mouth as she began to undress.

      As it turned out, that lollipop was drugged. It took several minutes to take effect, giving Lavender plenty of time to remove her clothes and climb into the tub. Shortly after, however, she began to feel it.

      “Whoa,” Lavender said as her senses began to perk up. Colors became more vivid, odors stronger. She knew something was different, but her brain became inundated with sensory input and could not process it all, let alone also think about her situation.

      Before Lavender knew it, the tub began to fill with a brown gelatinous goo. It was not pretty, but it was filled with special nutrients her body would need as Dr. Scott began to make his fixes to her body.

      “Let’s see,” Dr. Scott said as he began to manipulate the computer model of Lavender’s body. “The tits need to be bigger. Much bigger.” He typed something on the keyboard and the model on the computer screen grew tits. He typed something again and they grew just a little bigger. He then took the mouse and began to fine-tune the image, getting the right projection and placement.

      As Dr. Scott manipulated Lavender’s computer image, her body was busy absorbing some of the nutrients and other matter inside the goo as she passively sat there licking her lollipop. It was as natural to her as breathing, which she also continued doing.

      Finally Dr. Scott had finished his alterations to Lavender’s computer model. Big tits, a round ass, with a small waist to create an exaggerated hourglass shape were but the beginning. His instructions from Lavender’s uncle had been specific on what was desired, but there were a few areas where Dr. Scott’s artistry could flourish. Specifically, that came in Lavenders new voice. She would always sound sweet as pie, even when she was as angry as she could be. Not that he figured she would often have cause to be angry, but that would come in the second phase of the transformation. All Dr. Scott was doing was making physical changes. The mental side of things required a different set of equipment.

      When Dr. Scott was satisfied with the computer model, he pressed the button labeled “Run.” The computer would do the rest.

      Included in the brown goo were lots of tiny little robots that were all controlled by the computer. Their job was to carry out the transformation instructions using Lavender’s body as a base and using the nutrients in the goo to fill in the rest.

      The nanite work process could take hours. The lollipop had been designed to keep Lavender’s mind occupied long enough before the computer could take charge.

      Once activated, the nanorobots began their work promptly and efficiently. Lavender was complete unaware as her body changed drastically.

      First and foremost were her tits. She had been tiny in comparison to her future size. They ballooned off her chest into globes of flesh that would be impossible to hide. They were not as big or as round as the woman at the front counter had, but they would be sizably more than Lavender had ever imagined. And they would certainly prevent her from certain things, like seeing her feet when standing.

      But it was more than just Lavender’s tits that were altered. Her black hair lost its color as it faded to a platinum blonde. Her hair then grew from her head and down her back until the ends pooled in the goo. Standing, Lavender’s new hair would fall to the bottom of her ass when straightened.

      Her ass needed significant work as well. Most of that came in the form of muscle. Lavender was healthy enough, but she spent far too much time sitting. As such, her ass was in poor shape. Luckily, the nanites were more than up to the task of rounding our her posterior and giving her what would politely be called a bubble butt.

      There were additional changes to Lavender’s body. Her skin lost every blemish. That scar on her ankle disappeared. The color of her skin changed as well. While her hair lost color, her sin gained it. After spending years inside and out of the sun, Lavender’s skin gained a glow that made it look like she had spent a week or two on a tropical island while never wearing a scrap of clothing.

      In addition to the base tan, the little robots added a special system that would even out her tan, no matter where she got the sun exposure. No matter how much she tried, Lavender would never have a tan line again.

      Lavender’s face also underwent a transformation. Her ears shifted so they would be less prominent. Here nose shrank and narrowed while her cheek bones lifted and became more defined. Then there were her lips. Dr. Scott tried never to comment on a woman’s physical failings, but he had nearly done so when he met Lavender and her thin lips. She had never thought of them as thin, but Dr. Scott found them painfully so. How could she give a proper blowjob with lips like that? He shuddered to think that probably meant she had never given a blowjob in her life.

      What all this meant was when the computer was finished and the good had been drained away, Lavender looked like an entirely different woman. In Dr. Scott’s eyes, she was an ugly crone, regardless of her age. But now, now she was a beautiful woman, one of the most beautiful.

      “Leo,” Dr. Scott said. “You had good taste.”

      Lavender was still out of it when Dr. Scott delivered her a medical gown to wear until she could be properly fitted for clothes. What she had worn on arrival, even if it still fit her new body, would not match her fashion sense upon leaving.

      “What the hell have you done to me?” Lavender shouted once the effects of the little robots and the lollipop wore off.

      “I think you’ll find I did exactly what I said I would do,” Dr. Scott argued. “I removed all of your imperfections. I would have thought you would appreciate that.”

      “But my chest,” Lavender said. “My breasts. My hair. My butt. This isn’t fixing anything. I was happy with my body. Now I look like a freak.”

      “Look,” Dr. Scott said. “We can discuss this later. There is a gown sitting there for you to wear. We have one more stop before all this is over.”

      Dr. Scott liked to play with the body, but he sometimes wished it was easier to bimbofy women first and then give them the body of their dreams. However, in this case, Lavender’s uncle had been specific in what he wanted in his niece’s procedure.

      “Fine,” Lavender said. She would have left the clinic right then, but she needed to fix everything first. But that meant continuing to play the doctor’s game until she could have him undo it all.
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      Little did Lavender realize that her stay at the clinic had already stretched well into the afternoon. The robots worked quickly and efficiently in the body shop, but there had been so much that needed changing. It took hours.

      During that time, her body was fed nutrients from the goo, leaving her hunger sated. But that further left her body clock in disarray. She had no idea what time it was and her stomach did little to tell her how late it was.

      Lavender followed Dr. Scott into a third room. This one seemed equally as strange to the last two, but at least it had a proper chair for her to sit in.

      Wrapping her gown tightly around her, Lavender sat down in the chair and leaned back, resting her head against the head rest.

      There was a clicking noise behind her.

      Lavender tried to turn her head to see what made the noise, but she suddenly discovered she could not move her head. Her eyes searched the room frantically. She was looking for a way to escape.

      “Ah, you’ve found you can’t move,” Dr. Scott said. “I’m afraid that is by design. We used to have to strap people in, but we have since discovered an alternate method. A few of the little robots stayed behind his your body, specifically in a few important points, like the back of your head as well as your wrists and ankles. They form a magnetic network that when paired with the chair you now sit in, keeps you from moving unless I deem it necessary. But don’t worry, there is no longer any use for them, they leave your body. It’s all quite simple, but I’m sure a girl like you wouldn’t understand.”

      “What are you talking about?” Lavender tried to scream, but her voice felt hoarse. Her earlier shouting had left her new vocal cords unable to handle the strain.

      “I think it’s time we have a little talk about who you are and what you’re doing here,” Dr. Scott said.

      “I don’t want to talk,” Lavender pouted. “I want you to fix me and to let me go.”

      “But don’t you see. I have fixed you. I’ve fixed your tiny titties and I’ve fixed your annoying voice and I fixed your ugly hair. I’m sorry to say it, but you were an ugly woman. No one would believe you were a billionaire. No one would believe you were an heiress. But now they will. Now they will look at you and think you’re a rich socialite, someone who has never had to work a day in her life and never will, unless you count childbirth. Don’t you see? I’m making your life better.”

      Lavender did not believe a word if what the doctor said, assuming he was a doctor at all. She was certain his actions thus far would violate the Hippocratic oath. Every time she thought he was doing something good, he had his own agenda. She even doubted her uncle had planned all this. Dr. Scott probably got one look at her and wanted her money.

      “You just want my money,” Lavender said. “That’s what this is about.”

      “I won’t lie,” Dr. Scott said. “I could easily persuade you to give me everything you own while you are sitting in this chair. But you know what? I won’t do that. Why? Because as hard as it might be for someone like you to understand, I do indeed have an ethical and moral compass. The man that brought us together today was a great man. He was a pioneer. It is unfortunate that his life was cut so short. And now there is you. You are here to fulfill his vision, to be the embodiment of everything he stood for as you spend his money and live the high life your body has been designed for.”

      Lavender could barely follow the doctor’s words. She was caught up on him believing he was ethical and moral. How could he be so crass as to believe that what he had done was good? He was a disgrace to the medical community.

      “What do you want from me?” Lavender finally said.

      “It’s simple, really,” Dr. Scott said. “I want to teach you something.”

      “Fat chance of that happening,” Lavender scoffed.

      “You may be right,” Dr. Scott admitted. “But I can still try. Let’s start from the beginning. Could you tell me your name, please?”

      Lavender sat there for a moment, confused. This was not how she had figured this would go. She was trying to think ahead and figure out what Dr. Scott was trying to do. Her name? He already knew her name.

      “Lavender West,” she finally said, seeing nothing that saying as much could do to harm her.

      Dr. Scott considered her answer for a moment. “Hmm, I think you’re close, but not quite. It seems silly that you can’t remember your own name.”

      Lavender tried to scoff at his comment. Of course she knew her name. But as she sat there, a sense of dread washed over her. And the longer she sat there, the deeper and stronger that feeling got. After only a few moments she felt as if she were looking up at Dr. Scott from the bottom of a deep dark hole.

      “What’s happening?” she cried out. “Help me.”

      “I want to help you,” Dr. Scott said. “But I need you to tell me your name first.”

      “I told you,” she cried out. “It’s—“

      “I think we both know you wouldn’t be feeling this way if you were being truthful with me,” Dr. Scott interrupted. “When you tell me your name, I can help you.”

      “What do you want me to say?” she cried out.

      “Ah, now that is one way to learn something. You let someone more knowledgeable than yourself tell you the truth. So that is what I’m going to do, since you asked. Your name is Evie West. Isn’t that right?”

      “Evie West?” she said, confused. That did not sound right. But she would say anything to get out of the hole she found herself in.

      “Yes, that’s right,” Dr. Scott said. “Let’s start from the beginning. What is your name?”

      “Evie West,” she said, although she had no memory of being called that before. Somehow she thought her name had something to do with a flower.

      “That’s right,” Dr. Scott said excitedly. He pushed a button and all of a sudden she felt like she was flying out from the deep dark hole of dread. But she did not just fly out of the hole. She overshot and her head filled with happiness as she felt like she was up in the clouds.

      Evie smiled.

      She did not understand what had just happened, but she was glad to be floating in the clouds instead of in that deep dark pit. She would do anything to stay in the clouds.

      “You must be a really positive person to be able to smile at a time like this,” Dr. Scott commented.

      “I feel good,” Evie said. For the moment, with her head in the clouds, she could care enough about how the doctor had transformed her body the way he had. “Why shouldn’t I smile?”

      “I would think it was obvious,” Dr. Scott said. “You’re father, Leo West, has just passed away. This must be a very hard time for you. You have my condolences.”

      “You’re what?” Evie asked. “But he’s not my fa—“

      Before Evie could finish her statement, she suddenly found herself back in the dark pit of despair. Her world had come crashing down around her. She wanted to cry out for help, but her voice was somehow lost. She could not speak.

      “Do I have to teach you everything?” Dr. Scott asked. He sounded disappointed, only adding to Evie’s sense of despair. She was a failure.

      Evie did not respond. Her mouth moved, trying to speak, but she did not even know what she wanted to say. She did not know what she could say. She was so confused.

      “Leo West was your father,” Dr. Scott said. “Repeat it.”

      Evie sat there for a moment trying to resist. She knew Uncle Leo was her uncle, not her father, but something about that no longer seemed true. Maybe he was her father. That would explain why he wanted to give her his fortune.

      “Leo West was my father,” Evie finally said.

      And just like that, The despair and darkness were gone, once again replaced by the fluffy clouds.

      “Can you say that again?” Dr. Scott said. “I wanted to make sure I heard you right.”

      “Leo West was my dad,” Evie practically shouted.

      Then it hit her. If Leo was her dad, her dad had just died. That was sad. Evie began to pout.

      “What’s the matter?” Dr. Scott asked.

      “My dad died,” Evie said. She felt like she was on the verge of tears.

      “I’m sorry to hear that,” Dr. Scott said. “But if you think about it, I bet he wouldn’t want you to feel sad about his death. He’d want you to be happy. He’d want to see a smile on your face.”

      “I know,” Evie said as she created new memories of herself with her “father.”

      “It’s hard, isn’t it,” Dr. Scott said. “You want to honor his memory by being happy, but you don’t know how.”

      Evie would have nodded her head if she could move it. “Yeah,” she said instead, punctuating it with a sniffle.

      “I think I know of a way to help you,” Dr. Scott said.

      “You do?”

      Evie suddenly seemed hopeful. The doctor could make her happy again. That way she could honor her father and not be sad about his death anymore.

      “Yes, I do.”

      “Please help me,” Evie practically cried. “I want to be happy again.”

      “It’s easy,” Dr. Scott began to explain. “You just need to be a bimbo.”

      “A what?” Evie asked, confused. How could acting like a bimbo make her feel better?

      “You’re a beautiful and sexy young woman,” Dr. Scott said. “You should be out enjoying life and your body, not listening to your brain. Your brain wants you to be sad. Your body wants you to be happy. Do what your body wants, not what your brain wants. Don’t let your stupid brain control you. Free yourself by being a bimbo.”

      Something about the doctor’s words seemed wrong to her, but Evie could not find fault in them. Still, she needed to think.

      “I don’t know…”

      “That’s a good place to start,” Dr. Scott pressed. “You don’t know. Your brain doesn’t know. I want you to put your brain in its place. Tell your brain its stupid and that you’re not going to listen to it anymore.”

      “Um,” Evie said, hesitating. Something was wrong. She could not see the flaw in Dr. Scott’s logic, but it did not feel right.

      As she sat there trying to delay, she found herself sinking out of the clouds again. There was a pit. It was dark and full of despair. She kept sinking deeper and deeper until she was completely enveloped in darkness.

      “You can do it,” Dr. Scott encouraged. “Tell your brain it’s stupid and tell it you aren’t going to listen to it anymore.”

      With no other hope, Evie grabbed onto the only lifeline she had available to her, Dr. Scott’s words.

      “Brain,” Evie said. “You’re stupid. I don’t want to listen to you anymore.”

      And just like that, Evie could see light again. She was still in the pit, but she could see her way out.

      “That’s good,” Dr. Scott said. “Say it again. I want you to believe it.”

      “Stupid brain,” Evie cried out. “I wish you would just go away. I’m listening to my body from now on. My body makes me happy.”

      “Even better,” Dr. Scott said as Evie felt like the pit was dropping away. She was headed for the clouds again, but she needed to keep going.

      “I have a stupid brain. I don’t wan to listen to it. I want to listen to my body, because I’m a bimbo.”

      Evie was back in the clouds again, just where she wanted to be. She had never known she was as bimbo before. But if being happy and, if she were honest with herself, horny made her a bimbo, then that was fine by her.

      However, the even bigger lesson that Evie learned was that she should trust what Dr. Scott said. He always knew how to make her feel good. He was a really good teacher. He knew everything.

      And once Evie had accepted that she was a bimbo, everything went much smoother. She accepted everything Dr. Scott told her about herself without reservation. If he said it, it must be true. And even if it was false, Evie did not care. She would accept it so she could stay up in the clouds and out of the deep, dark and scary pit. That was not a place for a happy bimbo like herself.

      It took Evie little convincing that she was the rich heiress to her father’s estate, how she preferred to look pretty and sexy over looking or sounding intelligent. Money and business was for boys. Girls were only good for shopping, having fun and sex. Sex was important. It was how a bimbo knew she was valued.

      And Evie was a valuable bimbo, or so Dr. Scott told her. There was a reason she had big tits and long blonde hair. There was a reason she was always horny now. Her value was in her body, not her mind. Life made so much more sense now. Then again, Evie did not worry about things making sense. Confusion and surprise were natural for her. If she wanted to be smart, she would be a man. Instead, she was a bimbo, and a hot one at that.
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      By the time Evie returned to the waiting room, she was an entirely different person. Not only had her name been changed, as well as her outlook on life made different, but she looked like an entirely different person. Even Brian, Lavender’s best friend, would have had difficulty recognizing her anymore.

      When Evie bounced into the waiting room, she wore a very different outfit to the one she wore going in. Her big tits were on display in a top that more closely resembled a bikini top than a normal article of clothing. It included a few extra straps around her torso and used a bit more fabric that a classic triangle bikini top, but Evie liked it. She wanted to put her big tits on display.

      “If you’ve got it,” Evie told her reflection in the mirror when she was getting dressed earlier, “um… show it off, I think.” She giggled at her own trouble finding useful words. She was a bimbo. The only important thing that came out of her mouth was a cock when she was done sucking it. Words did not matter.

      Evie’s skirt was tight and short, leaving her thin waist and toned legs on display. Her ass, already a worthy feature on its own, looked even better with her feet in high heels. The shoes, scrappy sandals with a high stiletto heel and a small platform under the toes, wrapped up around her lower legs to the calf.

      It would have been easy to assume that Evie had dressed herself to go to the club. After all, that was what the outfit had originally been intended for. However, Evie did not see this as a clubbing outfit. She saw it as an outfit for anywhere. She was a bimbo now and if she did not show off her body, she had no value. Her brain certainly was not going to get her anywhere.

      Evie jumped through the doorway into the waiting room and held her hands up above her head, displaying herself to anyone who cared to see the new her. Her tits bounced in her top, nearly breaking free from their confines. As annoying as that might have been, Evie was actually a little disappointed they stayed put. Nip slips could be fun.

      The woman from behind the counter was still there. She looked much more friendly and fun to Evie now than she had before. Her breasts were even bigger than Evie’s and that made the new bimbo a little jealous. She liked having big tits now, but the receptionist’s tits were out of this world big in comparison.

      But there were more people than just the receptionist waiting there for Evie’s return. Brandon, the driver, was there along with the lawyer and another man Evie had never seen before. The stranger was handsome though. She would have soaked through her panties, had she been wearing any, at the sight of him. He was tall, fit, well dressed in a tailored suit, with just a bit of stubble on his face.

      “This is Evie West?” the lawyer asked as Dr. Scott appeared in the doorway behind the new bimbo.

      “This is her,” Dr. Scott said. “Everything is as requested, both in mind and body.”

      Evie did not know what the men were talking about, but she knew she was the topic of conversation. She pushed her chest out and beamed, knowing she was pleasing them. And there was so much more her body could do for them. There were four men. She had three holes available, but she also had tits and hands to please. Not to mention the receptionist who seemed a likely candidate to enjoy a threesome or more with. They could have their own little orgy right there. Evie could not wait.

      “Terrific,” the lawyer said before turning toward Evie. “You look much better now. I was a little worried you might not be susceptible to the Bimbo Ward treatment. But seeing you now, that’s neither here nor there. It’s time to finalize a few things.”

      Evie smiled, not really knowing what to say. She knew she was a dummy. It was easier to just smile and nod along. Men could always show her the way in life. Dr. Scott had been so nice to explain that to her using small words that she could understand. And she had ways of thanking the people who helped her.

      “Now that you’re Evie,” the lawyer continued, “I can be a little more honest with your situation. Dr. Scott here has given you the mind and the body of the woman Leo West wanted you to be. And as his sole surviving heir, he has arranged for you to marry his business partner and the man he wishes to continue his legacy. That man is Brad Lewis.”

      “Who’s Brad Lewis?” Evie wondered aloud.

      “I am.” It was the fourth man in the room, the handsome stranger.

      “You want to marry me?” Evie asked.

      But even as she asked the question, her body betrayed her. She crossed the room as fast as her high heels would allow and jumped into Brad’s arms. She reached up and kissed him.

      As Evie pressed herself against her match, she could feel the growing hardness between Brad’s legs. She just knew he had a big cock and it got hard in her presence. That was all that mattered to Evie. She was easy.

      “If you’ll have me,” Brad said once the kiss was broken. “Because so far, I love everything I’ve seen and felt so far.”

      Evie practically swooned. This was turning into the best day of her life. First, there was Dr. Scott to help her be the happy bimbo she now was, along with giving her a rocking bimbo body. And now Evie had met the love of her life, a man who could take her father’s fortune and make her the kept woman she needed to be.

      “Perfect,” said the lawyer. “With that settled, I’m afraid I will have some paperwork for everyone to sign. Standard stuff with NDA’s and a few other documents. I’ve already taken the time to create new documents for Evie here and to tie up the loose ends concerning Lavender. As far as the government is concerned, she died in the same accident her parents did. And it just so happened that Evie here shares the same birthday with Lavender. That certainly makes things easier, what with bimbos remembering dates.”

      The lawyer handed out forms for everyone to sign. Evie seemed to be the only person who did not need to put pen to paper, which she was relieved about. As she stood there watching everyone else sign their names to various documents, she suddenly realized she did not know how to sign her name. She could write it well enough, always putting a heart over the i, but those scribbles were so hard to read. The thought of signing her name to something so important seemed scary to her. She vowed to avoid doing it whenever possible.

      “So how does this work now?” Brad asked the lawyer. “Evie’s a bimbo, and I guess we’re engaged. What needs to happen for the property transference to take place?”

      “As it turns out,” the lawyer explained, “many of the restrictions placed on Lavender for her inheritance no longer apply now that she is Evie. There is no moratorium on actions taken. Further, as soon as you are married, her property will fall to you. It is as simple as that. I designed it all this way for a reason.”

      “Are you okay with that?” Brad asked Evie. “Are you okay with me getting all of your money and property when we get married?”

      Evie did not know the answer. She stood there for a moment, holding onto Brad’s arm for support, as she tried to think of an answer.

      “I’m happy with it,” Evie finally said. “As long as you take care of me, I’ll take care of you. I wouldn’t know what to do with all that stuff anyway.”

      It was true. As Evie stood there thinking, she had no desire to manage all that money and property. It was better that Brad take care fo the details. As long as he kept her in sexy clothes and he fucked her regularly, she was happy to have him take away her burdens.

      “Then it’s sealed,” Brad said. “We’ll need to start planning for the wedding right away.”
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      Brandon drove both Brad and Evie home to Thatcher House that day. The sun was beginning to set over the lake as the pair sat outside and watched it with a bottle of wine.

      Evie could not be happier. With her free hand she lazily stroked Brad’s cock. It was even bigger than she had imagined.

      It turned out there had been a lot happening at the house while Lavender had become Evie. The house staff had worked hard to store a whole wardrobe of sexy and slutty outfits for Evie to wear, all of them fitting her bimbofied body. The purchases had all been made with her new specifications in mind.

      But Evie’s new bimbo belongings were not the only items brought in and stored at the house. Brad was moving in. His clothing had been placed in his dressing room in preparation for his arrival.

      All the staff were happy to have a man in charge again. They were all familiar with Brad. He and Leo had been business partners. Brad was much younger, acting as the son that Leo had never had.

      It had been a prosperous relationships for both of them. Leo had grown his wealth four-fold and Brad had access to Leo’s capital to create his own small fortune. Now with Leo’s money in the hands of Evie, Brad was going to be marrying up, expanding his fortune and making himself a titan in the business world.

      Once the sun had set and the bottle of wine was finished, the pair retired to the master bedroom. Abby was there to help Evie out of her outfit. All those straps were too complicated for a bimbo like Evie, but Abby was only too happy to help. It was her job, after all.

      Abby had already set out a lingerie set for Evie to change into. The pink babydoll highlighted Evie’s tits and swept aside to reveal her taut midriff above a matching pink thong.

      When Evie returned to the bedroom, she walked barefoot, one foot in front of the other, her hips swinging from side to side, and her heels never touching the ground.

      Brad was already waiting for her in bed. His valet had helped him change out of his clothing, but there was no need for him to wear any clothes to bed. He wanted his cock to readily accessible for the fun that would cap such a momentous day.

      “Evie,” Brad said as his fiancée shifted onto her hands and knees once she reached the bed, crawling toward him.

      Without saying a word, Evie lowered her head when she reached him and took him into her mouth. She had been wanting to do this ever since they had returned home. She had wanted nothing more than to blow him as they drank wine and watched the sun set, but something had held her back. Now, however, she was free to be the sexy bimbo she was to the core.

      “Oh fuck,” Brad groaned as Evie took him into her throat. It had been one of the lessons Dr. Scott had taught her, that she not only loved giving head, but that she prided herself on being a girl who could deep throat a cock, even a big one like Brad’s.

      Evie’s long blonde hair fell about her face, making it impossible to look up to see Brad’s reaction, but she knew. She knew exactly what she needed to do.

      “That is nice,” Brad sighed as the tension fo the day finally dissipated. It was literally being sucked out of him through his cock.

      He had been nervous about the whole plan. Leo had put all this into motion long before he had passed. He had kept Brad in the loop about it all, but he struggled to believe it until Evie was kissing him in the waiting room. It was love at first sight, as far as he was concerned. As for Evie, he had seen it in her eyes the moment he saw her.

      Brad still did not understand the how or the why. He was aware of Leo’s obsession with bimbos. Whenever he had a girl on his arm, she fit the same archetype that Evie now represented: big tits, blonde hair and a small brain. But until he met Evie, Brad had never truly appreciated what a bimbo could do for him.

      Evie was more than just a path toward an even greater fortune than he already had amassed. That had been his plan from the start and why he had accepted Leo’s plan. He wanted that money. But now that he had met the woman who was to become his wife, he found himself wanting to protect her, to care for her, to provide for her. He wanted to make her his and that was all that mattered.

      Brad could tell he was close. Evie had a talented tongue. He had received plenty of blowjobs before and this was up there with the best of them, but he wanted more.

      Evie pouted as Brad pulled her off of him. He held her at arms length as she desperately tried to continue fellating him, her tongue sticking out from between her plump lips as she attempting to lick him.

      “Time for more than a blowjob,” Brad said.

      Evie pulled her tongue back in, sat back on her haunches, and pouted. She did not understand.

      “I want to fuck you,” Brad explained further.

      Evie’s face lit up with delight. She smiled.

      Brad reached out and helped Evie roll onto her back. He tore off her panties, throwing them across the room. She would not be needing them anymore. He then crawled on top of her so he could do his manly duty and fuck her senseless.

      “Yes,” Evie moaned as Brad started to do just that. He plunged his cock into her wet and waiting channel. He pushed past her outer lips without concern. In moments his pelvis reached hers. This was better than anything she ever could have imagined.

      As Brad struck up a steady rhythm, Evie squirmed beneath him, her body awash in pleasure. That pleasure only grew when he reached out with a free hand and grabbed her tits. Bolts of lightning flashed in front of Evie’s eyes as Brad drove her to heights she had never imagined before.

      “Oh fuck, your pussy is perfect,” Brad groaned. “I’m gonna cum.”

      “Do it,” Evie pleaded. “Cum in my pussy. Do it. Pump me full of cum.”

      Brad needed little encouragement after that. He picked up his rhythm as he pistoned in and out of her with long hard strokes.

      And then it happened. Brad released an animalistic groan as he buried himself in Evie’s pussy and let loose a torrent of cum. At that same moment, Evie was pushed over the edge as the biggest orgasm of her life rushed through her body. Her vision turned white as her arousal finally crested. Her climax washing away all of her remaining thoughts. Her mind was a blank slate, devoid of everything but the barest essentials to keep her blood pumping with fresh oxygen from her lungs.

      It was a magical moment as the pair found themselves in orgasmic bliss. Brad had never experienced anything quite like it. His cock continued to fill Evie’s pussy with is cum, releasing rope after rope of his hot white seed.

      Meanwhile, Evie was all but dead to the world. Her eyes were open, but unseeing as her body continued to pulse with orgasmic energy. Her whole being had been rocked by an energy she had never felt before, but knew she would need to feel again. Her body had already developed an addiction to the pleasure that Brad and his big cock could bring her. She was his.

      When Evie finally came to, her brain beginning to fire on the single cylinder Dr. Scott had left her to use, she found herself looking up at Brad as he sat back on the bed. She smiled. There were no thoughts running through her mind. There was just feeling. And she felt happy. She was a bimbo who had performed her duty, who had fulfilled her purpose. She looked up with love in her eyes.

      Brad pulled his attention from the business article he was reading to look down on his fiancée with the same love she showed him. He never imagined this would be his future, but he was now grateful to Leo for giving him his business and now his heir.

      Evie said no more words that night. Instead, she found herself wrapped up in Brad’s arms as the couple drifted off to sleep, sharing a bed for the first time, but certainly not the last time.
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      The only disappointment Evie had in her life was the fact Brad had to work. Deep down, she understood that he was a busy and important man. The engagement ring on her finger was more than enough of a reminder that she needed to fulfill her matrimonial duties, namely, making herself available to him whenever he wanted.

      If Evie had her way, that would be all the couple ever did together. She would suck and fuck him over and over again, all day, every day. But that was not possible, try as she might to persuade him to stay home each morning after waking him up with a blowjob and then getting him to fuck her after breakfast.

      What Evie had quickly learned was that she was always ready to go again. She was always horny. She was always wet for him. No matter what was going on in their lives, Evie was ready to take Brad’s cock in whatever manner he chose.

      “Abby,” Evie called out one afternoon when Brad was out. “Where’s my purse? I want to go shopping. And call Vivi. I bet she will come shopping with me too.”

      It had become commonplace for Evie to lose things. Her mind was no longer able to keep track of something as simple as her purse. But that was why she had Abby and the other servants. They were more than happy to help her find whatever it was she had lost track of.

      And it was a big relief for Evie. With so many people looking out for her, she could focus on being her bimbo self. That was much more fun. And as it turned out, Abby had a pretty good feel for how to make Evie look her best. She was decisive about picking out outfits for her to wear, not to mention how to do Evie’s makeup and hair. It had gotten to the point where Evie usually just let Abby choose for her. It was easier that way and she was always happy with the outcome.

      Evie had been lonely in those first couple days when Brad was off working. With nothing better to do, she would just sit at home and masturbate. She had nothing else to occupy her time. And she was horny anyway. It just made sense.

      But eventually Brad began to introduce her to some of his friends, as well as the wives and girlfriends of those friends. As it turned out, many of those wives and girlfriends were bimbos too. Suddenly Evie had bimbo friends to talk to and shop with.

      Evie remained the biggest bimbo of them all, however. None of them could batch her sexy and horny body, nor her penchant for mindlessness. Evie had dumb and sexy down pat.

      “Here is your purse, ma’am,” Abby said as she met Evie in the foyer. “And Vivi will meet you at the shops. I assume you are going to your regular spot?”

      “Thanks,” Evie said. “You’re a doll.”

      Even though Evie had climatized herself to being wealthy and having servants, she still made sure to thank the staff when they had done something for her. It was the bimbo thing to do.

      However, just as Brandon was bringing the car around for the waiting Evie, the doorbell rang.

      James answered the door as Evie stood there, revealing a man that looked oddly familiar.

      “Yes?” James asked.

      The man looked from James to Evie, his eyes focusing on the scantily clad bimbo with the long blonde hair and big tits. He was a man after all. Evie found herself naturally posing, positioning herself to be better seen.

      “My name is Brian,” the man said. “I’m looking for the lady of the house. She gave me this address and is supposed to live here now.”

      Evie giggled. “What’s her name?” she asked.

      “Lavender. She’s a writer. Do you know her?”

      Evie giggled again. “I don’t know any writers. But I don’t read or write, because I’m a bimbo.”

      Brian stared slack jawed at Evie, unable to believe a woman would admit to being a bimbo.

      “Sir,” James said. “I believe you must be mistaken. This is the lady of the house and she does not know you. Now I must ask you to leave.”

      Brian turned back toward James. He looked confused.

      “I’m sorry,” Brian said. “I must have the wrong address. Thank you for your time.”

      Brian turned and began to walk down the driveway toward the street. As he did so, Brandon pulled up with the car. He helped Evie into the back seat before driving away.

      Evie could not help but think the man, Brian he called himself, was familiar, like she used to know him. However, as soon as she was in the car and on her way to meet Vivi, all thought of Brian was gone. She simply enjoyed being a wealthy bimbo trophy wife too much to worry about anything else.

      Evie smiled. Her life was perfect ever since she inherited all that money. She lived and easy and fun life, helped by a large waiting staff, and she got to fuck the best man she could imagine every morning and night, and sometimes more than that. All the hoops she had jumped through to receive her inheritance had been worth it.
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