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Tegan

 


There are many dangers in the world. One of the more dangerous activities, as it turns out, is something that many people do each and every day, at least in first world countries like the United States. Of course this dangerous activity is driving a car, or really in vehicle. It is a calculated risk, where in the driver and any passengers place themselves in danger so that they may reach a destination more quickly than by more antiquated means.

Driving is dangerous in the best of conditions, but becomes exponentially more so when rain, wind and darkness descend upon a city that is not accustomed to such severe conditions. Streets flood, headlights blind and wind ushers cars out of their prescribed location. Add to that the combined notion that some drivers overcompensate for the conditions, driving more slowly than needed and another set of drivers that recklessly ignore the poor conditions, weaving in and out of traffic at high speeds.

This was the condition that Tegan Reynolds found herself in as she tried to drive across town for a date with a man she had met at an omniology conference a month earlier who, as he had told Tegan, happened to be stopping for a visit while returning home from a professorship interview at a university somewhere up north. She was not sure which university. Such was the nature of her new relationship with Josh Milgrew, a man she barely knew, except that he said he was from back east. In fact, Tegan was surprised to hear from Josh at all, considering they only had a brief interaction at the conference in Austin, Texas. She hadn't even given him her number, but as she was a major speaker at the conference it was no surprise that he was able to find her contact information from the conference organizers.

The conference itself had gone poorly for Tegan. Moments before she went to backup her presentation, her desktop computer stopped working. Died would be a more accurate description, especially given the popping noise from inside the case followed by wisps of smoke coming out the back. She took the computer into the university Technology Department, but all the techie on duty did after a short examination of the computer innards was to point at the inoperable computer and pretend to shoot it.

Tegan was able to give her presentation, but she only had a few visuals that she was able to scrape together on short notice, which made the whole thing underwhelming. The other presentations had been interesting and she returned home with new ideas on how to expand her research. The culminating social event was where she had met Josh. He had seemed like a nice enough guy, and he was reasonably attractive in her inexperienced eyes, but she felt he probably was not her type. Tegan liked her guys as brainy as her, which excluded all but a few of the entire world's population, but she also desired what she would describe as suave.

Despite her reservations, Tegan found herself driving across town in the pouring rain, in the dark and holding the steering wheel with white knuckles, keeping the gale force winds from blowing her 1970 Beetle, a high school graduation gift from her father, from blowing into oncoming traffic.

"Why am I doing this?" Tegan asked herself out loud. "This weather is nuts. I should just cancel. I really should be working on my dissertation anyways."

Still, Tegan showed no signs of turning around. There was a large part of her that actually wanted to continue and meet up with Josh, because it had been so long since she last went on a date, more than most people would willingly admit to. And Tegan knew that she was risk averse and often avoided social interactions, preferring instead to get lost in her research.

"I'm doing this," Tegan steeled herself. "At the very least, I could possibly bounce some ideas off of him and see if others could grasp the more nuanced aspects."

To say the least, Tegan Reynolds was a brilliant woman. She finished high school at the normal time, her father forcing her to stay, despite earning enough credit to graduate at sixteen, so that she could expand her social skills. It did not particularly help. It would be an understatement to say that Tegan then excelled in college. She created her own interdisciplinary major, focusing on the interconnectedness of everything. Her major thesis was considered to be the finest piece of academic writing that her college had ever produced, including that written by faculty members. However, Tegan's undergraduate career was short, as she finished her degree in two years. Now two years later, Tegan was close to finishing her Ph.D dissertation on her "Theory of Interconnectedness." Universities from around the world had courted her, and she had chosen based on her needs of world class research facilities and the greatest diversity of graduate programs possible to draw from. It was little wonder she had ended up in California, despite having no interest in the recreational activities the locale provided.

Tegan had turned onto a main boulevard that would at last lead her to her final destination, a restaurant Josh had chosen, because he had seen it on some cable food show.

Suddenly Tegan's Beetle swerved out of control and began to spin out on the slick streets. A car in the lane to her right had moved to change lanes and clipped the rear of the little car. Tegan's body was thrown against the door, the force breaking the latch and swinging open, her seatbelt the only thing keeping her inside the car. The car, still spinning, moved across the right lane before hitting a bus shelter and coming to a rest on the sidewalk. Upon impact with the shelter, Tegan's body was thrown against the steering wheel, crushing the air from her lungs.

 

Tegan's car accident had made the nightly news. It had been reported as a hit and run, with the offending car speeding off into the night, the driver not even bothering to see if Tegan was alive. The police interviewed numerous witnesses and all gave a story about a black sedan with no license plates driving with no lights that caused the collision. The police were befuddled. In the ensuing days the police did check in with local body shops looking for the car in question, but with no luck. Tegan knew none of this.

She was in what looked like an attic. It was a little fuzzy at first, but as Tegan looked around, it was definitely an attic. In fact it was Grandma Mavis's attic, nearly every detail identical to what she remembered from when she was a little girl before her grandmother passed away.

While the attic itself looked the same, the contents were not. In her memory the attic was full of the dust covered banker boxes that sat in the attic, containing all of Grandma Mavis's legal records from the civil case she had brought against an oil company for not making the disclaimer in their television commercials that their product was explosive, after the gas tank in her car caught fire from a firework the shot underneath the vehicle and ignited the gasoline. She won, but everyone always wondered why she did not go after the guy who lit the firework or the firework company itself. Grandma Mavis was usually considered, by most of the family, to be a bit of an odd duck.

Instead of the banker boxes, the attic was full of large steamer trunks. Tegan slowly approached the nearest trunk and carefully opened the lid. Tegan was thrown back by the force of the contents jumping out of the trunk and swarming her. She was inundated with old powerful memories from a variety of points in her life, some painful, others happy and some downright depressing. Tegan was overwhelmed by the reliving of multiple memories at once as they all seemed to meld together, her six year old self wearing her first training bra behind the wheel for the first time with her dad by her side.

Soon the steamer trunks began to swim as the brown walls of the poorly lit attic began to fade to white and then to a pinkish-white, before settling on a pale pink. The size of the room had also shrunk, the walls closing in to the size of a small bedroom. Tegan found herself in a bed with soft and fuzzy pink blankets covering her. She laid there groggily, staring up at the pink ceiling trying to organize her thoughts.

Tegan did not know where she was, but she quickly recognized the room as a hospital room. She could sense there was natural light coming into her room, providing the only source of illumination, from a small window behind her on her right side. Once she had knew she was in a safe place, she began a physical self assessment to make sure she was not hurt. She started with trying to move her hands, and while they seemed slow to respond, they seemed to work as they were supposed to. Next Tegan brought her arms up in front of her face to see if there was any damage, but again, there was none, although she did notice that she had an IV in her right arm, which set her mind racing. Glancing to her right she saw the IV bag hanging above her. Tegan had to squint to see the small lettering on the bag. She could not read the whole label, but she did see that it said saline, which calmed her.

Tegan then tried to sit up to examine the rest of her, but her head began to swim again as the pink darkened back to the brown of the attic.

"What is going on?" Tegan asked as if by asking herself she would all of a sudden find the answer.

Much to Tegan's disappointment, there was no answer. Instead, she found a growing feeling of curiosity to explore the steamer trunks which still sat there waiting to be opened, despite the unpleasant experience of opening the first one, which was now again closed.

Tegan approached a different trunk and slowly opened it, this time bracing herself for the sudden rush of memories. They came on just as before, but this time less harshly, which Tegan put down to simply being better prepared for it. Tears came to her eyes though, as she re-experienced her father telling her about her mother's death when she was eight. It seemed that this entire trunk was full of just that one memory, as it was likely the most powerful of all her memories.

Having had enough of this trunk, Tegan closed it and went back to the first one. She opened it more casually this time, expecting to be inundated with multiple memories, but they never came. Instead, Tegan found the trunk to be filled with a pink fog that was slowly overflowing the sides and spreading out across the floor. Perplexed, she reached into the trunk, looking for anything else that it might contain, like a fog machine, or anything really, but the trunk was empty.

Tegan began to panic. She could still vaguely remember all of the memories that had been stored in the trunk before, but she knew something had to be wrong. Being the smart woman that she was, she had figured out that the attic was a dream state representation of her mind, as it likely tried to repair itself from whatever had happened to her. But Tegan was frightened that she was losing herself in her own mind. Dream interpretation was an imperfect study, but she knew enough to be concerned about what was happening to herself.

However, the panic was short lived as the room began to spin, reminding Tegan of something that she could not remember, something important. The steamer trunks disappeared again and the brown walls again began to close in and fade.

 

Tegan awoke with her heart pounding. She tried collecting her thoughts, but she could find no order to the chaos in her head. Questions kept floating through her mind and then disappearing, only to be replaced by another before she had the time to answer the previous one. Instead she began to focus on her setting. Tegan knew she was in a hospital and while it had been daylight the first time she woke, it was now dark, with only a sliver of artificial light coming in from what she assumed was a street lamp.

Another self assessment began, this time finding much of the same, but when Tegan tried to sit up, this time she found that she could, although she had to prop herself up on her elbows to remain upright. Again, looking around the room with better focus, Tegan was able to get a better handle of her situation. Tegan looked down and saw that she was wearing a pink hospital gown with little bunnies all over it. She felt a surge of cold air on her back in what she realized must be a gap in where her gown was tied. The hospital room was painted in a pale pink that had some soothing properties, matching her gown, but it was nearly giving her a headache, or at least she was pretty sure it was, but given her unknown condition, she began to realize that the color of the walls might actually have little effect on her headache.

Tegan would have best described the room as an average single occupancy hospital room. To the left of her bed hung a curtain that could be pulled all the way around her bed for added privacy. At the moment, Tegan could not see if there was more on the other side of the curtain, but she did not get a sense that there was much more to the room in that direction. On her right, Tegan could see the door, which was currently closed. Also, in the corner sat a wood chair with pink woven upholstery.

"What is with all of the pink?" Tegan croaked, not having spoken since before the incident that put her in the hospital in the first place. "Ugh," she continued, "I need water."

Tegan noticed to her right sat a call button for the duty nurse, but Tegan was never one to want much in the way of help, always choosing to take things on alone. Ignoring the button, Tegan slid her legs out from under the covers and over the side of the bed. Bracing herself with her arms, she slowly slid down to the point that her bare feet touched the cold tile floor. Pain shot up the back of her legs when her heels touched the floor, her feet having been used to being in an awkward position and not bearing her weight while she lay in bed.

Tegan tried to find her balance as she tried to bring her full weight onto her two feet. Instead, she began to fall forward, leaving the safety of the sturdy bed behind her. At the last possible moment before she would have fallen flat on her face, Tegan grabbed hold of the IV stand, which despite it being on wheels, provided enough extra support for Tegan to stop herself and gain some semblance of balance.

Now fully supported, Tegan began to take her first tentative steps. First one step, then another, as she pulled the IV stand along with her. Her head felt all swishy, but she steeled herself against the urge to pass out again, and willed herself toward the door to what she hoped was the hallway. The door, opening inward, proved to be a bit difficult, as Tegan found she could open the door, but she had to maneuver herself and and IV stand out of the way while she opened it so that she could eventually exit by it.

Tegan was right to assume there was a hallway beyond her hospital room door, as that is exactly what there was. The hallway was brightly lit. To the right, the hallway continued on for another fifty feet or so before it ended in an 'L.' To the left, again about another fifty feet stood a set of swinging doors that likely marked the end of the ward. Just before the doors stood a drinking fountain. Perfect, Tegan thought as she slowly made her way down the corridor toward the fountain.

Just before reaching the drinking fountain, Tegan suddenly heard voices that seemed to be coming from a room whose door was slightly ajar, just enough to hear inside, but not see. Tegan leaned back against the wall as she listened to the voices, trying to gain a clearer picture, or simply any picture, of what had happened to her.

"Very good Nurse," said a male voice. "Now how is Ms. Reynolds doing?"

Tegan directed all her focus on understanding the conversation, hearing that the subject had turned to her condition.

"She seems to be doing quite well Doctor," responded the female nurse with an unusually high voice. "Her most recent EEG shows the medication is definitely beginning to take effect."

"Very good. Any physical signs yet?"

Tegan could not tell what the nurse and doctor were likely referring to but the panic she had experienced earlier was beginning to return.

"No, and from everything I have observed, there seem to be no side effects either."

"Very good Nurse. I will wait until tomorrow afternoon to examine her again. However, if she starts to show any abnormal symptoms or she begins resisting, please call me immediately on my cell."

"Yes Doctor."

Tegan's extreme focus on the conversation in the room behind the door was causing the swishy feeling inside her head to grow and her balance to depend on the wall she was resting against even more.

"Now before I leave for the night, would you like to help me relieve myself?" asked the doctor.

"Oh, yes please Doctor," the nurse responded happily. "I very much love it when I get to suck your cock."

The nurse had just began to unzip the doctor's pants when the swishing in Tegan's head finally won out over her will and her balance against the wall. Tegan collapsed to the ground, pulling the IV stand to the ground in a loud crash. The nurse and the doctor heard the clatter and rushed out of his office to see what was the matter.

"Oh no Doctor," Tegan heard distantly, as her vision blurred, "it's Ms. Reynolds."

"Yes, she is obviously more strong willed than we had anticipated. Run and get an orderly to help me get her back to bed. Bring the straps with you too. It looks like our young Ms. Reynolds will need to be restrained."

"Yes Doctor. Right away sir."

The nurse ran through the pair of swinging doors toward the orderly station on the other side as the doctor checked to make sure that his patient was all right. He checked her pulse and then her IV connection before he returned the IV stand to its upright position.

"My, aren't you a feisty one," the doctor said with a condescending tone. "If you weren't already part of the trial, I'd take great pleasure in breaking you the old fashion way."

Tegan was only able to lie there, looking at nothing in particular, her eyes unfocused, completely unable to comprehend what the doctor had said to her.

The nurse came bursting back through the swinging doors followed closely by two young men dressed in white scrubs, one pushing an empty wheel chair.

"Get our patient back to bed and restrained. I will be moving up my examination to first thing in the morning, as Ms. Reynolds seems to need the extra attention. Nurse, I'll be in my office. Please come see me as soon as you finish getting her back to bed."

"Yes Doctor," the nurse said before turning to the two orderlies. "Let's go boys, our Ms. Reynolds needs her beauty sleep."

The two men got on either side of Tegan and slowly picked her up and sat her in the chair. As she was pushed back down the corridor to her room, Tegan's vision started to come back into focus and her hearing improved to the point that it no longer sounded like the people around her with whispering. Despite her improvements in her senses, she was still unable to vocalize all of the many questions and concerns that were floating through her head.

Before she knew it, Tegan had been placed back in bed and the two orderlies were strapping her down with wide nylon belts, one each for her four limbs and one across her hips, effectively confining her to the bed. After the orderlies had left, the nurse remained, seemingly doting on Tegan, fluffing her pillows and otherwise trying to make her as comfortable as possible.

"Wha...What happened to me?" Tegan was finally able to get out in a raspy voice.

"You had an accident my dear," the nurse said kindly. "But I wouldn't worry your silly little head about it. You'll be better than ever soon enough, I promise."

"But..."

"Now you need to get some sleep, because Dr. Scott will be examining you first thing in the morning and you want to be ready for him."

"But..." Tegan tried to say again, wanting to ask a multitude of questions that were filling her brain.

"Good night sweetie," the nurse said as she walked out of the room, turning out the light and closing the door behind her, before walking back to Dr. Scott's office, licking her lips as she went.

Tegan lay there in bed staring up at the pink ceiling. She had tested her bonds, but quickly found her movement was severely restricted. Her mind seemed to finally be working at a decent rate, which allowed her to truly assess her situation and use her intelligence and logic skills to full advantage. As Tegan thought, her anxiety levels began to rise again and with them the sloshing inside her head. "Be cool," she told herself as she willfully took control of her feelings and directed her energies toward analyzing her situation.

She knew she was in a hospital recovering from an accident as the nurse had said. Admittedly, she could have figured that part out without the nurse, but at the very least she now had confirmation of that fact. Tegan still did not know what type of accident had put her here, or how exactly she had been hurt, with no visible signs of injury. Some of what she had heard Dr. Scott and the nurse talking about began to come back to her as she tried to comprehend what it all meant. They had talked about EEG readings, which were for recording stuff in the brain, Tegan remembered, having used EEG data in her undergraduate thesis. That meant that there was something going on with her brain. Did she have a concussion? That would explain many of her symptoms, but the treatment seemed to be an overreaction. What else could there be?

Remembering back to just after her fall, Tegan recalled Dr. Scott saying something about her being in a trial. It almost sounded like she was part of some kind of medical research, which did not make much sense to her, given that human trials for nearly everything required consent, something Tegan knew she had not given, or if she had, it should not have been accepted, because she had obviously not been in full use of all of her faculties. The more Tegan poured over the few details she could remember, she remembered two strange comments. The first was Dr. Scott saying something about breaking her. She could not completely recall what he had said, what with her nearly passed out on the hallway floor, but it disturbed her. The other came from the nurse when Tegan tried to ask about her condition. Saying not to worry her silly little head could be construed as the nurse simply trying to calm her, but it seemed something one might say condescendingly to a pet.

Tegan began to worry again, but she could feel the need for sleep quickly approaching, so she put her analyzing aside for the time being and let sleep take her.

 

Tegan found herself back in Grandma Mavis's attic, looking at the steamer trunks. The pink fog was still there, pouring out of that very first trunk she had opened the first time she was here, hovering around her ankles. Tegan moved around the attic, her analytical mind trying to understand why she kept coming back here while she slept. She had to duck under rafters several times as she paced around the room that ran the entire length of the house.

Tegan sat on one of the trunks as she continued to think about her predicament. As she looked around the room, her eyes finally came upon the retractable stairs that would lead to the main floor of the house, assuming that this was indeed a replica of her Grandmother's house. Tegan walked over and tried to push the folding stairs down, but without success. She then stood on it, hoping the added weight would cause it to extend down, ignoring the fact that she could get hurt, but again, no success. Feeling trapped, Tegan started shouting and stomping around the attic, in the small chance that there was someone downstairs who could help her.

Tegan went on like this for some time before finally giving up. The understanding that she was alone was disheartening, but she was undeterred.

"Maybe there is something in these trunks that I can use," Tegan said to herself. "They can't all be filled with memories. It's not like I get out much, since I have spent so much of my life studying."

It took a moment, but Tegan's last statement slowly sunk in, causing her to stop and think. She had never thought that spending her youth in rigorous academic pursuits had been a mistake, and she still did not, but a feeling of regret began to seep in. Regret for not trying to enjoy time with the few friends she had, and for not taking advantage of all of her opportunities, few of which were academic in nature.

Tegan shook her head trying to clear her thoughts and return her focus on how to get out. She had to act. She was done thinking, because analyzing the situation was not getting her anywhere. She went to the nearest trunk and threw open the lid.

Tegan stood stunned as she looked down into the trunk. She had expected something sudden to happen, something similar to the first two times she had opened a trunk, with past memories jumping out at her and overwhelming her. That did not happen. Instead, nothing dramatic happened at all, because as it turned out, this trunk was full of pink bubbles, the kind you might find in a bubble bath.

Very slowly the bubbles began to overflow the trunk and pour out onto the floor to join the pink fog. Tegan couldn't understand it. She reached into the trunk with both hands, hoping to grab onto something, anything at all, useful or not, but she found nothing but more bubbles. She pulled her arms back out, now slightly damp and with several bubbles clinging to her.

Tegan's anxiety began to return, feeling helpless. She hated feeling this way, always having been in control before. Acting rashly Tegan rushed around the room, opening several more trunks, each one containing some variation on the previous two, all of them with something pink. She sat back on one of the remaining half dozen or so closed trunks panting. The entire attic now had a pink tinge to it, with the pink fog slowly rising and filling the air.

"What's going on?" Tegan asked herself. She tried to figure out what was happening to her, because as she stopped and thought for a moment, she felt different than when she had returned to the attic after her most recent escapade in the waking world. Oddly, now that she had caught her breath, she felt surprisingly calm about everything. The now largely pink attic warmed her like she was wrapped in a fluffy pink blanket.

Despite the calming effect she was experiencing, her analytical self was still trying to assert itself. Tegan started by trying to figure out how she felt different from earlier, beyond the smothering contentedness. She looked at the steamer trunks and remembered that when she first opened them they were full of memories, especially memories that had somehow shaped who she was today. Tegan thought back to the memories she remembered had been stored in those first two trunks. To her relief, she could still remember them, but they seemed different now. Tegan focused on the memory of her mother passing away, reliving it in her head. She knew that this memory had nearly always brought tears to her eyes, but now...

The pink in the attic grew more solid as Tegan left the world of her grandmother's attic and returned to the waking world of her hospital room.

 

Tegan awoke to find the nurse leaning over her, checking her bindings. Looking closely for the first time, the nurse looked more like she belonged at a college Halloween party then in an actual hospital. She wore a white zip front dress with red highlights that was both low cut and had a high hem line. The dress was very effective at displaying the nurses large breasts, as they strained against the neckline, and at showing nearly all of her legs. It was unclear what would happen if the nurse had needed to pick something up off the floor, as the dress could not have concealed her modesty.

Of course the dress was just the beginning. Despite the eye-catching aspects of the nurse's voluptuous figure, Tegan slowly moved her eyes up to the woman's face. She was well tanned and her long wavy hair was a brilliant platinum that almost glistened in the morning sunlight that peeked through the small window into the room. Her face was heavily made up, with blue eyeliner, thick red lipstick and a large dose of blush on her cheeks, which normally would have disturbed Tegan, especially seeing this on a hospital employee. However, this was not the case as Tegan could only think about how pretty the nurse was.

"Oh..." started the nurse, seeing that Tegan was awake. "Good morning. I hope you are feeling better today."

"Yes, much better," Tegan replied in a calm but chipper voice, unaware that her voice now stood at least an octave higher than it had the night before. The calmness she had begun to experience in the attic had transfered into the the waking world.

"Well that's good to hear my dear. You gave me quite a scare last night. Girls like you should not be wandering around like that."

"Girls like me?" Tegan asked, uncertain what the nurse meant. The comment the nurse had made the night before moved to the front of Tegan's consciousness. She thought the comments should be condescending, but there seemed to be no malice in the nurse's voice.

"Well, you know, girls with your natural disposition really should not go wandering off without direction."

Tegan gave a blank look of confusion as she tried to process what the nurse was talking about.

"You'll know what I mean when you're all better," the nurse continued, seeing the befuddled look on her patient's face. "I'm sure of it. No matter, Dr. Scott will be in shortly for your examination. Is there anything I can do for you before he arrives?"

Tegan thought for a moment, her thoughts not coming quite as quickly as she was used to. "Could you let me out of these straps?" she finally asked. "There really annoying."

"I know," replied the nurse, "but they're for your own safety. We can't have you wandering around like you were last night. You might get hurt."

"I could promise not to leave the room."

"I wish I could, but it's really for the best. I can try to make the restraints more comfortable for you if you'd like?"

"I guess I'll take whatever I can get."

The nurse began adjusting the straps holding Tegan in place. She fiddled with the restraints at Tegan's wrists and ankles first, loosening them slightly, but not enough that would have made escape possible. Satisfied with her work thus far, the nurse pulled back the blanket to access the strap across Tegan's hips. She started by completely removing the restraint to better position it. As the nurse moved to replace the restraint, she brought it down and across Tegan's stomach.

"Ouch!" Tegan yelled as a sharp pain hit her in her belly, causing Tegan to sit up as best she could with her limbs restrained.

"Oh no, I'm sorry dear. My mistake."

"Wha...What was that?" Tegan asked, breathing heavily.

"I'm sure there's no harm done, but let's be sure and check. I'm going to lift up your gown and check your stomach. Is that okay?"

Tegan nodded her head, trying to comprehend what had caused the pain that had since subsided to a dull ache, which itself was quickly disappearing. The nurse slid the hospital gown up Tegan's body until her stomach was fully visible, Tegan watching the whole thing, propped up on her elbows.

Tegan let out a gasp of shock as she saw her nude lower half for the first time since before her accident. Two things were definitely wrong with the picture before her. The first was her nearly flat stomach. Having spent so much of the past four years with her head in a book, or face staring at a computer screen, Tegan had put on a bit of weight. The freshmen fifteen happened, but then she kept going, adding another ten pounds over the last three years. All of that seemed to have melted away, giving her a svelte body that she had not had since she was young. The second was the cause of both the gasp and the pain. Tegan now had a belly piercing. It was a simple barbell with a little pink jewel sitting in her navel. Tegan could not recall ever getting pierced there, let alone ever getting anything pierced, not even her ears.

"I'm sorry," began the nurse having examined the piercing, "I must have caught it on the strap. It doesn't look like there was any damage. It looks very close to being completely healed. I bet you can't wait to get a nice shiny dangling piece in there. I think it would look very cute. Not that this one doesn't. Anyways, it's time to get this last strap belted across you."

Tegan laid there in complete shock as the nurse put everything back in place. Tegan was too shocked to even ask about what she had just seen. If she hadn't known better, she would have thought she had been looking at someone else's body, because it simply did not fit with what she remembered of herself. Despite the shock, Tegan did have to admit she looked good and the pink belly piercing was rather cute, but she could see the nurse's point that something that was shiny and dangled would be better. She shook her head trying to clear her head of her current line of thinking, wanting to instead focus on the question of how she got to be like this. Something she had essentially made an academic career out of, asking questions.

"Well, there you go," the nurse said as she finished putting everything right again. "I'll let Dr. Scott know you're ready for him now. See you later sweetie."

Tegan only nodded to acknowledge the nurse as she left, still deep in thought and a dumbfounded expression on her face. Tegan knew she was a great thinker, but she was truly struggling to come up with answers to the multitude of questions floating around in her brain. Why was she here? How had she been hurt? Was anyone else hurt in the accident? How did her body change? How did she end up with a belly piercing?

Tegan started out with questions about her physical world, but the more she thought about what was happening to her, she could not help but reflect back on her dreams. What did they mean? She was no expert on Freud's dream interpretation methods, or other more contemporary theories, so the meaning of it all eluded her. Why did it seem to be one continuous dream, instead of the many fragments she would expect, especially since she had woken several times, interrupting the dream, but it always seemed to pick up where she left off.

It was as if time had lost meaning, as things just did not seem to be in proper sync. As Tegan's thoughts turned to time, she realized she did not know what time it was or, more importantly, how long she had been at the hospital. For someone who had always prided herself in her grounded detachment from world around her, preferring to be an observer as opposed to an active participant, her lack of understanding of the situation and her active participation greatly disturbed her.

"Good morning Ms. Reynolds," Dr. Scott said cheerily. Tegan had been lost in thought and had not noticed the Doctor enter the room. Her train of thought broken, she looked up at the Doctor as he smiled down at her, her own face showing little comprehension of the sudden change in the current circumstance. "The nurse tells me you are feeling much better this morning."

Tegan said nothing, still trying to transition her thought processes away from her internal conversation with herself, instead nodding slightly as understanding slowly seeped into her consciousness.

"Well," began Dr. Scott in a sweet tone, "I'm going to be examining you to check on how you are doing and to verify the effectiveness of the medications we have you on. After I'm done, you can ask any of the many questions I'm sure you have rattling around in that silly little head of yours. Is that all right with you?"

It took a moment, but Tegan began to follow what Dr. Scott was telling her.

"Yes," Tegan replied with a small smile, not picking up on the extra remark putting down her intelligence, which seemed to have become commonplace. She thought that Dr. Scott seemed especially nice. And the more she looked at him, she began to think he was a little cute.

Dr. Scott started with the usual doctor's office examination items, including listening to Tegan's heart and breathing, taking a moment to warm up his stethoscope to make its use more palatable. He also checked her blood pressure and temperature, including a statement that he liked to do the little things as a doctor, not leaving important data gathering to his nurse, not because he did not trust her, but because completing them himself gave him a certain satisfaction that made the more mundane tasks, like paperwork, more bearable. After each measurement that Dr. Scott took, he made a note on what Tegan could only presume was her chart, although he had brought it into the room with him, so it was not where she had expected it to be.

The doctor continued his examination, occasionally asking Tegan to shift her body one way or another to provide better access, never moving or loosening the straps that restrained her to the bed. He poked and prodded her in various places. Tegan thought some of the areas he seemed interested in were rather private. She had begun to speak up to complain, but he had simply waved her off and asked that she not interrupt him, and to hold her questions until after the examination. Tegan fell silent and simply did as he instructed.

After what felt like hours of embarrassment, Dr. Scott stopped for a moment, fumbling around in his pockets looking for something. Tegan let out a sigh of relief, hoping that her ordeal might be over. It had been incredibly hard to stay silent and put up with Dr. Scott's hands as they roamed over her body, but she had complied, not wanting to upset him so that he would answer her many questions. During the examination, when she was not blushing with embarrassment, Tegan tried to sort through all of her questions, organizing them in a manner that would give her the most information. However, the constant physical distraction prevented her from devising a logical plan. She decided to wing it instead.

"Ah, here it is," the doctor exclaimed, pulling out a tape measure.

Dr. Scott then went through another set of measurements, not unlike those taken by a tailor: bust, waist, hips, inseam, among others. Tegan contorted her body in new ways to allow the measurements to be taken, as her restraints were still left alone. Each measurement again was recorded on the chart. Several times he muttered something under his breath, in a manner that showed displeasure, his cheery attitude slipping, as he wrote a number down. Tegan thought it all very odd, but again she kept her mouth shut.

"All done," Dr. Scott said, balling up the tape measure and stuffing it into the pocket of his white doctor's coat. "Now, I bet you have questions for me."

Tegan simply stared at him, almost afraid to speak after being nearly scolded for interrupting the doctor earlier.

"Go ahead. Ask away?"

"What," Tegan began, her voice squeaking, causing her to clear her throat before continuing. "What happened to me?"

"Well my dear, you were in a car accident. A hit and run I'm afraid, but luckily that means no one else was injured, I presume, although a bus shelter got destroyed by your little car. Does any of this ring a bell?"

"N...No," Tegan said, shaking her head. "What were my injuries?"

"Well you came in unconscious, so we ran some tests and found some of your brain and body chemistries to be way off the norm for someone like you, so we started you on several medications to get you back to normal."

"Someone like me?"

"Well you know, someone of your age, gender and ability levels. But don't worry about that. I'm sure you have more pressing questions."

"Yes." Tegan paused for a moment, trying to think of her next question. This had all seemed so much easier earlier, but it seemed that winging it was not as easy as she had thought it would be. "Um...How long have I been here?"

"You were brought to the hospital two days ago, and after a couple hours in the Emergency Room, you were brought here to Ward B. Other than your little trip down the corridor last night, which might I add was a very naughty thing to do, you have been in this room ever since."

Tegan sat and processed this new information, again missing Dr. Scott's added jibe. She moved on to thinking about her next question, however, she missed the obviousness next step which was to inquire about contacting her father and tell him what had happened. Of course, she frequently forgot to check in with her dad, so it was not unusual to go long period without contact with him, before he finally picked up the phone and called her. She had spoken with him the day before her accident, so it would be quite some time before he would feel the urge to contact his daughter.

"What's happening to my body?" Tegan asked, finally getting her thought processes back on track.

"What do you mean?"

"I'm thinner."

"Yes, well, some of that is from the medication we have you on as well as the fact that the IV can only give you so much nutrition and energy. I mean you haven't eaten in two days. But I wouldn't worry your little head about it. You look much better this way. You are quite attractive you know?"

Tegan blushed at the compliment. She thought Dr. Scott seemed nice and she decided that she wanted to be a good patient for him as a thank you.

"Any other questions?" Dr. Scott asked.

Tegan thought for a moment before remembering her belly piercing, "Um...When did I get the belly piercing?"

"Oh that? Yes well, we gave you that first thing when you got here. One of the medicines we have you on is helping your body to heal more quickly so that when you leave here all of your piercings will be healed and you can wear whatever jewelry pieces you want."

"But...why?"

"Because a girl like you should be trying to enhance your beauty and draw attention to some of your great features."

Again Tegan blushed, excited that Dr. Scott thought she was beautiful.

"Well, unless you have any other questions, your examination is complete and I hope I have put your mind at rest."

"Thank you Doctor," Tegan replied happily, not seeing that Dr. Scott had injected something into her IV.

"Your more than welcome. The nurse will be in later to check on you."

Tegan watched the doctor leave the room as her vision faded, a big smile on her face.

 

Tegan found herself in the attic again, just as she had left it. The repetition was starting to get to her.

"Okay, think Tegan," she said out loud. The quiet and loneliness of the attic led her to talk to herself. "I can think this through. I have a world class mind. I know this. Therefore, I should be able to think my way through this and somehow get out of this."

Tegan began pacing the attic, through the pink fog in the air and the pink bubbles at her feet. She ignored the steamer trunks, both open and closed, as she walked the perimeter of the attic, around and around.

"Something is happening to me. Again, I know this. Symptoms...I need to go through my symptoms. First, I've lost weight. Second, I now have piercings, when I have never had any before. Third, my mind has felt foggy since I first found myself here. And finally, now that I analyze it, I have thus far liked my physical changes.

"All right, those are the changes I can think of. Now what are possible causes? I'm in a hospital in the real world and I'm hooked up to an IV. The drugs their giving me could be causing the mental fog and they could be contributing to my weight loss, but the vast changes, from what I've seen, could not be drugs alone. There is no magic weight loss pill. They also had to have done the piercings. So the hospital staff is definitely up to something.

"My liking the changes is a little odd, but I must say that the prospect of being thin again is rather nice, even if it means needing to buy new clothes when I finally get home. And I can always take out the piercings, but it's not like they are particularly strange ones. I saw plenty more on girls in high school even."

Tegan looked down at herself and admired what she saw. She found that her new thinner form had joined her in this dream world that was Grandma Mavis's attic. Tegan kept trying to change her view point, shifting her body around to get a different picture of herself. For the first time, she began to pay attention to her clothing. When Tegan had been in the accident, she had been wearing a comfortable pair of jeans, a t-shirt with a university sweatshirt over it and a pair of Converse shoes whose soles had begun to peel away. Not usual date material, but Tegan had never been very good about choosing clothing and she generally abhorred spending time dressing up, saving those moments for her major presentations only. Now, however, Tegan found herself to be wearing a much more form fitting ensemble, with tight hip-hugging blue jeans and a fitted white blouse with the top two buttons undone, showing skin without actually showing any cleavage. Her shoes were a pair of ankle boots with a small heal, which she had not noticed before looking down. Tegan could not help but feel a sense of pride from her appearance.

"Wait...No...This isn't right. This isn't who I am. I need to figure out what is happening to me. My mental faculties are a little stunted here, but I can get to the bottom of this. First I need to really figure out what this dream world represents. This is an attic. What do you do in an attic? Nothing, an attic is not generally a place where people spend much time. However, people store things in attics, just like Grandma Mavis stored her law suit documents in her attic. Here, in this attic, there are trunks. The first couple had memories in them, but when I have opened the others, they don't have anything but some overflowing pink stuff, like this fog or the bubbles.

"All right, I guess I can say that this attic represents my mind, or at least the place I store my memories. And the trunks actually contain those memories. But what is with the fog and bubbles and stuff. Those first two trunks that were filled with memories...I still remember those things, but I must admit they don't seem very important. How can my mother's death not seem important though? Isn't that a major moment in my life, or at least it should be, and it was when I was a kid, but now, it doesn't feel that way.

"What is happening to me?" Tegan yelled out in frustration.

Tegan kicked one of the trunks with her left foot. Despite the greater level of protection the boots she was wearing offered, she still cried out in pain, hopping around on her right foot. She completed several full circles before she lost her balance and fell onto the same trunk she had accosted moments earlier. Both the trunk and Tegan went tumbling. The trunk fell back and the force of the fall caused the lid to open, a fluffy pink cottony substance exploding out and shooting across the floor and all over Tegan.

Tegan sat there stunned for a moment, trying to wrap her mind around what had happened. She sat up and looked down at herself and then slowly began dust herself off. The cottony substance fell away around her, but its pink color rubbed off onto Tegan's clothes, staining her blouse pink and giving her jeans a pink dusting. Under normal circumstances, her response to the spill and staining of her clothes would have been one of frustration, with herself, whatever she was working on and whoever was nearby, with numerous expletives, first shouted out and then said quietly under her breath for some time, sometimes lasting for hours after the spill and been cleaned up. However, Tegan's response this time was completely unique from every other moment in her life up to this point. Instead of getting angry, she giggled.

Tegan generally took herself very seriously. While most college students let loose by going to a party, bar or club on the weekend, or at the very least, did something with friends, Tegan's idea of letting loose was reading a book of fiction or watching a documentary. She was so academically focused, starting from a very young age too, that she would never have let herself giggle. Even when Tegan found success in her research, got invited to present at conferences and the like, her response was never to giggle, but to use successes to further motivate herself to work harder. No, it can easily be said that until that day, Tegan Reynolds had never giggled.

Of course Tegan also knew that she had never giggled before either. It was a strange sensation, in how it reflected both her confusion and a giddiness that had been slowly building. Fun would be the best way to describe it. She felt like having fun, being fun and she wanted more fun. And the more Tegan thought about it, the more she realized that simply the act of giggling was fun. She liked it. It made her feel both happy and feminine in ways that she had never experienced before. Tegan started to realize that she had missed something very important, in her research, but more importantly in her life.

"Now I get why Dad didn't let me graduate high school early," Tegan said, punctuated with another giggle. "He wanted me to have fun and get to know people. I can be really smart and have lot's of fun at the same time. Tons of people do it. How could I have wasted so much time?" Tegan giggled again for good measure.

As Tegan sat thinking about her most recent question, she started to feel bad about herself, realizing that she might have made a major mistake in her life, not knowing if she could ever make up for it. But the giddy feeling in her chest started to swell again, overwhelming her feelings of sadness.

Tegan's giddiness erupted in another fit of giggles, which she followed by adding, "Well I guess I need to make up for lost time."

Tegan picked herself up off the floor and dusted more of the fluffy pink material from her clothing. The pink stains remained and seemed to have turned her entire blouse pink. She liked the new color, and the effect on her jeans were unique and she thought rather pretty. Now standing, Tegan moved to clean up from her clumsiness, righting the trunk. The cottony material from the trunk that had spilled out seemed to have now spread across all of the floorboards of the attic. Tegan thought about trying to clean it up, but walking around on it felt like walking on clouds, a feeling that was too nice to alter.

Tegan sat down on one of the few remaining unopened trunks. It sat next to the wall, which allowed her to relax against it. Tegan was calm and content as she slowly closed her eyes.

 

Tegan opened her eyes, a big dopey grin plastered on her face, and the pink ceiling of her hospital room slowly came into focus. She sighed with contentment, or at least tried to. Despite her pleasurable feelings coming out of her dream world, Tegan was having trouble breathing, with what felt like a giant weight pressing down on her chest and squeezing her lungs. She tried lifting her head to see what could be the problem, but she was unable. An additional nylon strap had been added to her restraint system, across her forehead, holding her head to the mattress, her pillow replaced with two foam blocks squeezed against both sides of her head, small scoops cut out for her ears.

The happy feelings Tegan had awoken with were quickly fading, to be replaced by the now familiar feelings of fear and confusion. It did not help that there seemed to be little, if any, light coming in through the window, making the room quite dark. Tegan took the deepest breath that she could considering her discomfort and called out, "Nurse?" She was not sure if she wanted the nurse, but it seemed like the logical and safest place to start.

Tegan waited several moments, praying that the nurse would come to her aid, but it seemed her call for help had gone unheard. She again took a deep breath, fighting the pain, and called out again, "Nurse?...Doctor?...Anyone?" but again no one came.

What had been fear initially was quickly turning to panic, as Tegan felt truly and completely helpless for the first time in her life. It seemed that what was left of her mental faculties were completely useless in her situation, tied down to a hospital bed, with no one within earshot to come help her. Tegan tried to struggle against her bonds, both to see what was wrong with her, but also to see if she could, even with the remotest of possibilities, get free. She was successful with neither, only breaking out in a light sweat from her exertion and causing her blanket to bunch up at her hips, leaving both her legs and upper torso exposed to the cool hospital air. Tegan immediately regretted her actions as the cool and damp skin chilled her.

Tegan was nearly to the point of shivering when the nurse finally came into the room, performing her rounds.

"Oh dear," cried out the nurse, seeing Tegan in her cold and disheveled state. "What happened? Here, let me help you."

The nurse covered Tegan in the blanket again and added another that was sitting nearby to help restore her proper body temperature.

"My, you certainly are coming along nicely, aren't you?" the nurse asked rhetorically, referring to the obvious physical changes that Tegan was not yet aware of. "How are you doing sweetie?"

"Where have you been?" Tegan struggled to ask, her thoughts focused on the helplessness she had been experiencing. "I was calling out for you."

"I am so sorry. Dr. Scott and I were in conference in his office." The nurse looked for the call button and found it lying by Tegan's head. "Oh my, the orderlies must not have moved the call button for you. Here, if you ever need anything, just push the button and someone will come to help you."

"Thank you," Tegan again struggled to say, remembering why she had wanted the help in the first place.

"Anything else?"

"My chest, it hurts to breathe."

"Yes, well that is unavoidable it seems. The post-operative swelling will continue to cause you some problems there for a little while. Again, the medication will help keep the recovery short, but it will still take some time. I can get you some additional pain medication to help in the meantime."

"Operation?"

"Well of course. We had to augment your titties. Girls like you aren't supposed to be tiny up top."

"What?" Tegan shouted trying to comprehend what the nurse was telling her. "You had to do what to me?"

"Calm down. There's no reason to panic. As part of your treatment, me needed to give you a little more up top. Actually, we had to give you a lot more, because you were so tiny before. You're going to look so good once you finish recovering and your new boobs have a chance to settle properly. They'll be nice and round and fake looking, just like they should on a girl like you."

"People keep saying stuff like that," Tegan said, her panic lessening and the logic center in her brain trying to reassert itself. "I am so confused. Dr. Scott wasn't very specific when I asked him, what do you mean a girl like me?"

The nurse momentarily looked surprised at Tegan's question, but turned her gaze down to Tegan's chart before regaining her composure. "Don't worry about it right now my dear. I'll ask the doctor to explain it all to you during your next examination. In the meantime, you really should get some rest. Surgery is not something to be taken lightly and recovery is very important."

"But..."

"Shhh," the nurse said as she injected something into Tegan's IV. "This will make the pain go away and help you to relax and get some rest."

Tegan wanted to protest, but she could not fight against the calming affects of the drug as it hit her bloodstream. The pain gone, Tegan closed her eyes, smiling once again.

 

Tegan opened her eyes and found herself sitting on the same steamer trunk from the last time she had found herself in the attic. The air was thick with pink fog and the ground was coated in what could best be described at pink fake snow. Tegan's first thoughts were that with a little more decorating, covering the wood walls and rafters, the room could start to be considered pretty.

Tegan continued to sit on the trunk, leaning back against the wall, observing the room around her, but not really focusing on any one thing for long. It felt good to sit there and not really think about anything for too long and instead simply bask in the calmness that the drugs she was given in the real world elicited.

Eventually Tegan reached her arms over her head, stretching and letting out a big yawn, luxuriating in the pleasurable feelings her body was giving her. However, as she stretched, she became aware of an increased pull on her chest, which reminded her of something that had happened in the real world, but she did not remember what. Tegan looked down with wide eyes and her jaw dropped at what she saw, two large breasts sticking out from her chest, big and round.

"Oh my god. My boobs, their huge."

Tegan reached up with both hands and cupped the underside of her breasts, trying to gain an understanding of her new assets. She also did not realize that despite the fact of having never called her breasts by any other name before, she had referred to them as boobs. For someone who took pride in using proper terminology at all times, this oversight would have greatly disturbed Tegan had she realized what she had said. Without those thoughts, she instead spent her time exploring her enlarged breasts with both hands.

As Tegan's hands explored, she started to become aroused. Her new breasts were more sensitive than she could have ever imagined. One hand started to move south and began to rub her love box through her tight pink dusted blue jeans. Tegan's arousal built and built, and it was not long before the most powerful orgasm she had ever felt shook her. She was familiar with her body and had masturbated on occasion, but this was something entirely new. The pleasure was so great that Tegan kept going, working through the first orgasm, and continued on to another.

Her body sated, Tegan began to come back to her senses. She continued exploring her body, but in a more scientific manner. Tegan nearly fell when she stood up to get a better look at herself, as she was unaccustomed to her heavier chest. Once she steadied herself, her thoughts turned to a desire for a mirror so that she could get a better look at herself. Once that thought was completed, Tegan looked up and saw a full length mirror standing on the other side of the attic.

Tegan walked over to the mirror, not noticing that she now had three inch heels on her boots and a significant sway to her hips as she walked. Her jaw dropped for a second time when she was able to see herself in the mirror for the first time. Her breasts were large, so big that when she looked straight down she could not see her feet. However, in the mirror she was surprised to see such a beautiful woman staring back at her. Yes her breasts were large, but she felt that they somehow fit her and she was having trouble remembering how she looked when she was smaller.

Despite the obvious changes in her breasts, Tegan began to notice other smaller changes to her body. As she turned around to examine her back side, she saw that her butt had grown, not a lot, but it now swelled out enough to give her a sexy curve there, further highlighted by the low-rise cut of her pants. Turning back to fully face the mirror, Tegan examined her clothing, it being a little different from her last time here. Her pink blouse was still fitted, but now instead of reaching her belt, it no longer covered her navel, displaying a shiny pink gem in her belly button. While her blouse originally showed no cleavage, now with her expanded bust, her breasts were spilling over the top and placing a great strain on the buttons.

Moving up to her face, Tegan was amazed that she was looking at her own face. Her head was framed by styled light brown hair, with her eyes well highlighted with more makeup than she had ever worn before. Tegan could not tell, but she thought her nose and lips looked different too. Her nose seemed to more closely resemble an idealized button shape, while her lips seemed to be slightly larger, but she was not sure. Tegan would have normally been seriously concerned at the changes in her body, but she had to admit to herself that she looked good, so good in fact that she was again becoming aroused.

Tegan giggled at the fact that she was getting hot looking at a girl, especially at the fact that the girl was her. She had never considered what it would be like if she were with a girl, but now that she was thinking about it, it seemed like it would be nice.

"Though I still prefer men," she said to herself, deciding it was easier to say what she was thinking. "God, I think I'm getting wet."

Tegan's left hand moved up and started massaging her tits through her shirt, while her right snaked back down, this time trying to slide under her pants to be more intimate.

"I need more," she said as she began to strip.

First Tegan removed her blouse revealing a lacy pink bra that barely covered her nipples. She followed this by releasing her belt and sliding her pants down her legs, not even bothering to take them all the way off. Soon the bra was accompanying the shirt on the floor and the matching pink thong had joined her pants around her ankles. Tegan's tit play continued, quickly revving her engine, and again her right hand began to work her clit with several fingers entering her now sopping wet pussy.

Tegan worked herself for what felt like hours, but she could not get over the orgasmic cliff, stalled out right at the edge. In her desperation, she suddenly knew that she needed a dildo for the proper penetration. At first she began to grow despondent, but suddenly she knew that in the trunk next to her she would find what she needed. Without even getting up off the floor, Tegan opened the trunk and reached in with her non-wet hand, quickly finding what she was looking for. She pulled out a long and thick pink dildo and immediately moved it to her her pussy and began thrusting it in and out.

"Oh that's is," Tegan moaned. "Fuck yes."

Her breathing quickened as the pink toy finally pushed her over the edge into the most intense and pleasurable orgasm she had ever experienced.

Tegan laid there, the dildo still sitting in her pussy, practically dead to the world, more pink fog pouring out of the newly opened trunk and further filling the air. Tegan sighed and then closed her eyes.

 

Tegan awoke with a freshly fucked grin. Despite being fully awake, it seemed that her brain simply could not get moving, not unlike a cold engine that will not turn over. Instead of thinking, Tegan let her body take over as she lazily stretched, her hands reaching above her head, and she let out a loud sigh that sounded rather like a pleasurable moan. Tegan could not remember ever feeling better than she did at that moment, even her orgasmic dreams were a mere shadow compared to the pleasure that was flooding into her brain from her new body.

Tegan had no idea how long she simply laid there in the hospital bed, now fully unbound. She had no desire to leave and risk losing the pleasure high that she seemed to be riding. Tegan's arousal slowly began to build and she again simply let her body take over as her hands moved to her tits and pussy and she began to masturbate. However, the nurse eventually, and after an untold number of orgasms, poked her head into the room to check on her patient.

"Oh good, you're awake," said the nurse with a giggle, startling Tegan, but not enough for her to stop her hands. "I'll go get Dr. Scott. He'll want to talk with you."

Just as quickly as the nurse appeared, she left. With Tegan's mind still not really moving yet, she simply continued what she was doing, seeing no reason she could not enjoy herself while she waited.

"I don't believe my eyes," started Dr. Scott as he came into Tegan's room. "The puritan is pleasuring herself."

Tegan stopped her hands and looked at the doctor.

"Don't stop on my account. If it feels good, just go with it. I don't mind."

Tegan did not resume but simply continued to stare quizzically at Dr. Scott.

"I understand that last time you had some questions that you wanted answered. Is that still the case, or have we killed enough brain cells that you don't care anymore?"

Tegan bit her lower lip as she tried to think. Did she have any questions? She thought long and hard about that, before it seemed that the engine that was her brain finally turned over. Tegan's blue eyes lit up as she remembered.

"Um, like, yeah, I have questions."

Dr. Scott could not hold back a chuckle at he high pitched valley girl response that his patient gave. No one would know her as the once brilliant young woman she once was if they heard her voice. There were no more thought provoking presentations in her future, assuming she could perform the research or write the academic papers necessary to give a presentation.

"Well then, ask away young lady."

"Um, what, like, happened to me?"

"We went over this already. You were in a car accident and we have been treating you."

Tegan had to pause before speaking, trying to keep up with what Dr. Scott was saying. He seemed to be speaking very fast, but she had the feeling that it was her and not him that was the problem.

"No, I mean, like, what happened to me here? I didn't, like, used to be this way. You know, like all, um, like this."

Tegan knew she was not making any sense, but she could not get her brain to find the words that she was looking for. Instead she started to twirl her long, now platinum blond, hair in her left hand, while a silly looking pout formed on her face.

"Ah, I see. Well I guess I can tell you the whole story now, since it's too late for you to do anything about it. I figure that by tomorrow the transformation will be complete and you will absolutely love the new you. Is that what you would like?"

Tegan simply nodded, still twirling her hair, knowing she was going to hear what she wanted, but she seemed unable to follow all of what Dr. Scott said.

"You are in the Los Angeles University Research Hospital, specifically Ward B, which we like to call the Bimbo Ward. And yes, I am aware that you were completing your graduate degree here at L.A.U. You see, some years ago, an alumnus of the University, who had very specific beliefs with regards to gender roles, donated a large sum of money to begin researching how to turn women into their ideal form, or in other words, turning them into bimbos. Over the years we have used new techniques, some with more success than others, but always with the goal of perfect sexual feminine women whose only thoughts revolved around serving men.

"Now for you specifically, we used a new technique that I have been developing. Simply, I created a bimbo drug that has radically altered your brain. During your stay we have also done a fair amount of cosmetic work, giving you a more perfect look. Don't worry, you'll have plenty of time to see the new you. Of course, you wouldn't really be a bimbo if you didn't have an amped up sex drive, so we gave you another drug that was created here in the Ward B that has made you extremely sexually sensitive. To top it all off, we also gave you one last drug that speeds up the healing process. That's why when you woke, you never saw any bandages. I must say, I think you are my finest specimen yet. Too bad I won't be able to keep you."

"But, like, um, why me?" Tegan asked. She had decided on what question she would ask half way through Dr. Scott's explanation and kept repeating it in her mind until he stopped speaking, so she missed much of his explanation about what was actually done to her.

"That's a thoughtful question for a silly girl like yourself." Tegan smiled in response, treating his put down as a compliment. "Some girls come to us, because they have no family and no insurance, so the only way to pay for their life saving procedures is using our Bimbo Endowment. However, you neither needed saving nor were you without insurance. We also run a side operation where people, generally men, but a few women, pay for someone to become a subject of our research. You were such a person."

Tegan stared at Dr. Scott with a confused pout, not comprehending what he was telling her.

"Okay, since you're too dumb now to understand all those big words, let me put it another way. Do you remember Josh?"

Tegan continued to stare, but her eyes flickered with effort of thought.

"Josh Milgrew? You were going to meet him when you got in the car accident."

"Oh yeah. Like, I remember now. I met Joshy at that talk thingy. He's, like, kinda cute."

"Yes, well, he paid for your stay here in Ward B. The car accident was no accident. We had Josh set up the date with you. Then we had a car follow you. It was driven by a professional driver friend of mine. When the timing was right, he hit your car with his and caused yours to spin out. This hospital was the closest to the crash site, which is why you were brought here. It was all planned in advance. And of course Josh paid for it all. When you're done here, we will be releasing you into his custody."

Tegan looked concerned, almost scared. If she truly understood what Dr. Scott was telling her, she would have been afraid. Although with her now altered brain chemistry, it would be interesting to see if she could actually feel fear, as the large quantities of endorphins being pumped into her brain were overriding the adrenal glands.

"I know. Let's get you in front of a mirror. I'm sure you would like to get better acquainted with the new you."

"That, um, like, sounds like a good idea," Tegan said, punctuating her statement with a smile and a giggle.

Dr. Scott helped Tegan out of bed. It took a few moments for Tegan to get her bearings. The back of her legs hurt a bit as she stood, but she paid it no mind, instead focusing on getting to the full length mirror on the other side of the room. Dr. Scott held out his arm to Tegan, and she grabbed it, giving him a big smile as he led her across the room.

Looking into the mirror, Tegan hardly recognized herself. The busty blond simply stared in awe of herself. Her face seemed perfect, her skin unblemished and her facial features softer and cuter. Tegan's hair was a wavy mess from being in bed for so long, but it still hung down to the small of her back. Slowly Tegan's eyes drifted south, finding her massive breasts. She reached up and gave them a good squeeze, a moan escaping her now puffy lips. Tegan was quickly distracted by her own self play and lost herself in the pleasure.

"Hm, hm," Dr. Scott cleared his throat, bringing Tegan back to her senses.

"Sorry," she responded with a giggle.

Tegan's attention returned back to the mirror, where she saw that her outfit had changed from the last time she had been out of bed. The hospital smock had been replaced by a set of pink scrubs. The top was loose, with short sleeves and a plunging v-neck that showed a generous amount of her unrestrained breasts. It was also cropped, leaving several inches of Tegan's midriff bare. Tegan pouted for a moment as she examined her top, not happy with how it looked.

"Ooh, I know," Tegan exclaimed, as she bunched up the loose material of the top and tied it off just above her belly button.

Next Tegan turned her attention to the pants. They were simple, with a draw string tie at the waist and they were long enough where the legs bunched a bit at her feet. Again Tegan stood there and contemplated her outfit, before her eyes lit up with an idea. She pulled the waist of the pants down until they sat just above her ass. This, however, made the pants baggy through the crotch, causing Tegan to pout again. Again after several moments of thought, which was more time than even she would want to admit, she began to roll the waistband until the the pants were tight against her pussy and ass. Tegan turned to examine how it all looked from behind and all she could do was smile at how the pants showed off her round bubble-butt.

"All done?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Almost. Just gotta, like, try and fix my hair and stuff."

"All right. I'll be back in a moment and then you can go on a little field trip with me. Sound good?"

"Ooh, a field trip," Tegan squealed clapping her hands and bouncing onto her toes, causing her breasts to jiggle unrestrained. "That sounds, like, really fun."

Dr. Scott left the newly minted bimbo in front of the mirror as he went out into the hall to get a wheel chair. Upon his return, he found Tegan still staring at herself, but having restyled her hair, likely having used her fingers as a comb.

"Well, young lady, it's hospital policy for patients to be transported in a wheel chair whenever possible, so hop in."

Tegan did exactly that, giggling the whole way.

"So, um, like, where are we going?" Tegan asked as Dr. Scott pushed her down the hallway.

"Since it looks like the transformation process is nearly complete, there are a couple psychological tests that I need to run you through, as well as an exit interview."

Tegan's pout returned at the mention of tests. "But that, like, sounds hard, and stuff. Are you sure I, like, have to do it?"

"Don't worry your pretty little head about a thing. I know you'll pass with flying colors."

Hearing those words, a big smile returned to Tegan's face.

 

"All right," began Dr. Scott as he wheeled Tegan into a new room full of all different kinds of computer equipment, "welcome to the Psych Room. I'm sorry it's not a pretty pink like your room, but you won't be here for too long."

Tegan sat there overwhelmed by the complexity of all of the equipment before her. However, instead of letting the sight in front of her get her down, she looked up at Dr. Scott and smiled, feeling reassured that he would be there to help her.

"Now, to start you will need to take an IQ test." Dr. Scott wheeled Tegan to s spot in front of a computer terminal. "All you have to do is answer each question to the best of your ability. The monitor is touch-screen, so all you need to do touch the screen to indicate the answer you believe is correct. You will be timed, but it is important that you take each question seriously. Further, to help, each question will be read aloud by the computer, to help make sure you understand it. Any questions?"

"Um, yeah, um, like, what if I do bad?"

"Don't worry about it. This test is purely for comparison to the old stuffy you. Anything else?"

Tegan shook her head no as she tried to imagine her old self and wondering if she had been stuffy.

"Well then, you can begin now. I'll be just across the room, reviewing your paperwork if you need me."

Dr. Scott pushed a button on the computer and the test began. A male computerized voice speaking a few last minute directions before the test itself actually began. Once the questions started, Tegan worked as hard as she could. However, she kept getting distracted, either by a stray thought, or more frequently by the arousal that was slowly building between her legs. She so wanted to skip the test and masturbate instead, but Dr. Scott told her she needed to take the test, and he said she was being timed, so it was important to not take a break. Tegan worked her hardest to stay focused, the effort apparent on her face as she alternated between a pout and biting her lower lip in concentration.

While Tegan took the IQ test, Dr. Scott moved across the room and took a seat as he began to read through Tegan's file. This was not the first time that Dr. Scott had read her file, but he wanted to refresh his mind about some of the detailed requests Josh Milgrew had made for his new bimbo. The requests were nothing unusual, although it seemed Tegan was to refer to Josh as Master, which Dr. Scott thought was unneeded, figuring the young man had grown up watching too many reruns of I Dream of Jeannie. It looked like the plan would be for the two to eventually get married. First, though, it was requested that Tegan started going by a sexier name, but no suggestions were given. As Tegan continued to work through her IQ test, Dr. Scott turned his attention to possible new names for the bimbo in front of him.

Dr. Scott was interrupted from his contemplation by Tegan's computer beeping, notifying him that she had finished the test. He glanced at his watch, noting that the old Tegan would have flown through the test in less than twenty minutes. However, the new model had taken nearly three times as long.

"I think I'm, like, done Dr. Scott," Tegan quivered. "Gosh, that was, like, really hard and stuff." She felt drained from the long test, but she was happy that she was done. She could only hope that she did well on it.

"Well let's see how you did."

Dr. Scott punched in a code and Tegan's score popped up in bright pink numbers, "80."

"Um, it that, like, good?" Tegan asked hopefully.

"Oh, it is much better than your old score. Do you remember? You got tested two years ago in an effort to get more money out of grad schools."

Tegan shook her head, "What'd I, like, get?"

"As I recall it was somewhere in the 150's. The highest I have actually ever seen."

Tegan pouted at hearing that her score was lower.

"Don't worry, Guys don't like it when girls are too smart, especially Josh. Eighty is a much better IQ for a girl like you."

Hearing that, Tegan smiled again. It felt good to be liked and if her score was going to help her, all the better.

"I know that test was hard, but we have one more thing you need to do. I have a chair set up for you over there for your exit interview."

"Okay. Is it gonna be, like, hard, like the test was?"

"No, all you're going to need to do is sit in the chair and we're going to talk. Nothing hard about it."

Tegan had a look of relief cross her face before a smile returned. Dr. Scott led her across the room to a large chair with wires and computer equipment attached. Tegan sat down, but nearly shot back up again as metal restraints came out of the chair and grabbed onto her ankles, holding them in place.

"Easy now," Dr. Scott said, trying to calm her. "This is required for the interview."

Tegan relaxed and allowed Dr. Scott to further restrain her in the chair, securing her wrists to the arms of the chair, finalized by a head restraint, holding her head against the back of the chair. Tegan could feel something cold and seemingly slimy pressing against the base of her skull. Tegan followed directions, but her position was extremely uncomfortable.

"There that should do it," Dr. Scott said as he finished making adjustments on a nearby console that Tegan could not see. He flipped a switch and the thing at the base of her skull began to vibrate slightly.

Tegan's focus seemed to narrow and the world around her shrank, her tactile and olfactory senses seeming to shut down while her abilities to see and hear were amplified. The chipper mood she had been in since she had woken earlier that morning was fading, replaced by nothingness.

"Now, to start, tell me your name."

"Um, like, Tegan, um, Reynolds."

"Are you sure?"

Tegan began to panic. Did she forget her name, thinking she was someone else? His question just did not make any sense.

"Um, yeah, it, like, is."

"All right, then how would you describe yourself?"

"Um, like, I don't know? How do you, like, mean?"

"Well, let's try being more specific. Do you think you are smart?"

"Um, yes, wait, no, I mean, like, I think I used to be. It all seems so fuzzy now."

"It's true, you were smart. Would you say you are now?"

"I'm, like, what now?"

"Would say you're smart now?"

"Um, like, no."

"Very good. A girl should know that she's not very smart. It's better to let men do the thinking. Don't you agree?"

"Um, I don't, like, know."

"Okay, let me put it another way. Can you think of a smart girl?"

Tegan bit her lip as she thought. The vibrations at the base of her skull kept distracting her.

"Ooh, I know. The nurse is, like, smart." Tegan beamed with pride at her answer.

"Well, the nurse is certainly smarter than you, but that's not saying much, because you're pretty dumb. Let's try it this way. Did you know that the nurse gives me routine blow jobs?"

"Um, no."

"She does. In fact the night you woke up and got out of bed, she had been about to give me one before I left for the evening. Do you know why she gives me blow jobs?"

"Um, no."

"Because she's a bimbo. Now, how would you describe yourself?"

"Um, like, I'm not very smart."

"Yes, we went over that already. Are you pretty?"

"Oh, um, like, yes."

"Is the nurse pretty?"

"Um, yes."

"Are you horny?"

"Um, like yeah."

"You wish you could play with yourself right now don't you?"

"Um, yeah." Tegan giggled.

"Do you think the nurse is horny?"

"Um, like, I don't know."

"Well, would she suck my cock if she weren't horny?"

"Um, I, like, guess not."

"Exactly. So if both of you are pretty and horny and neither of you are smart, than what are you both?"

Tegan again took her time trying to think of the answer.

"You can do it," Dr. Scott encouraged her. "We talked about it earlier."

"Ooh, I know. We're, like, both bimbos."

Tegan smiled the biggest smile she ever had. Her face practically glowed with pride.

"Very good. Now, do you like being pretty?"

"Yeah, like of course."

"And do you like being horny?"

Tegan blushed at the question, not immediately answering.

"Well do you?" Dr. Scott asked again.

"Um, yeah, I guess I, like, do. I feel really good, like, all the time."

"I'm sure you do. So if you like being pretty and you like being horny, what is it you really like? Remember, think about the nurse."

"Oh, yeah. I like being, like, a bimbo."

"I'm so glad to hear that. It makes me so happy to know that you are enjoying the new you."

Tegan practically purred at hearing that she was pleasing him.

"Now, let's go back to the beginning. What's your name?"

"Um, like, it used to be, like, Tegan Reynolds."

"Very true. Do you think it still is?"

"Um, that was, like, before I was a bimbo and stuff. So I don't, like, know."

"Well, you see, I don't know that your old name really fits you anymore. I mean, I see you as more of the fun loving, kind of party-girl type. The old you was so boring and stuffy, and not pretty at all. Don't you agree?"

"Oh, yeah. Like, totally. I think I, like, need a new name. Definitely."

"Exactly what I was thinking. See, it's not so bad being dumb, because even dumb girls get lucky sometimes."

Tegan giggled at his compliment.

"Now, for a new name," Dr. Scott continued, "I think something fun would work best, but it shouldn't be too different from your old name."

"Um, yeah," Tegan added, wanting to remain a part of the conversation, hoping she might get lucky and sound smart again.

"I think I got it. How about Tia, Tia Ray?"

"Ooh, I like it."

"Yes, it's a shorter and more fun version of your old name. I'll make sure to have the proper forms for you to fill out to make it official before you leave. Why don't you try it out. Say, 'Hi, my name is Tia.'"

"Hi, my name is Tia."

"Again."

"Hi, my name is Tia."

"Louder."

"Hi, my name is Tia!" she shouted.

"All right. Now, what's your name again?"

"Tia."

"Tia what?"

"Tia, um, like, Tia, Tia Ray."

"Very good. How would you describe Tia?"

"Tia's, like a bimbo."

"Very good. You are doing so well right now. If this were a test, you'd be getting an A. Now what do bimbos like to do?"

"Um, like, bimbos like to, um, be pretty, and like horny, I think."

"Well yes, but think about the nurse again. What does she like to do?"

"Um, she likes to, like, give blow jobs and stuff."

"Yes, she does. Do you know what other kinds of stuff she likes to do."

"Um, like, no."

"Well, if I were to pull my cock out, what would you want to do?"

"Um, I guess, I could, like, suck it."

"Yes, you could, but what else?" Dr. Scott was getting frustrated. Even as a bimbo this girl was prudish.

Tia looked off vacantly, trying to think. What else could she do with Dr. Scott's cock? Suddenly, her small little world expanded as her pussy ached for attention.

"Ooh, I know, you could, like, fuck me with it."

"Very good again. In fact, I could fuck you a bunch of different ways: in your pussy, in your ass, and even with your great big titties. Doesn't that just sound wonderful."

"Oh yes, please fuck me. I need it so bad."

"I know you do, but you're going to have to wait. Only your master can decide when and who you get to fuck. Do you know who your master is?"

"Um, like, you?"

"No, try again."

"Um, Daddy?"

"Again, no, not your father. Although, when we interviewed him before you began your treatment, he saw this change as a potential positive. It's hard to believe the old you gave up on being a real girl. He said that he just wants you to be happy and we assured him you would be. You are happy, aren't you?"

"Oh yes Doctor. I'm, like, super happy."

"Good. Now can you think who your master is?"

"Um, like if it's not you and it's not Daddy, um, let me think. Ooh, is it Joshy?"

"Wow, very good." Dr. Scott was impressed with some of the leaps of logic she was still able to make. He supposed that her logic skills were so ingrained that it would be nearly impossible to strip all of her abilities away. "But, he is your master, so you should refer to him as such."

"What, call him, like, 'Master?'"

"Of course, because he is your master. He was the one who paid for you to become a bimbo. He's the one that plans to guide you in your bimbo-hood. And he's the one that gets to decide who and when you get to fuck. It only makes sense to call him 'Master,' don't you think?"

"Um, I, like, guess so."

"Good. Now the last thing I want you to do is to close your eyes and picture your master. Can you see him?"

"Um, yeah."

"He's pretty sexy, don't you think?"

"Oh yeah."

"Is he making you wet?"

"Oh god yes."

"Who is he?"

"Master."

"Very good. Now while you imagine him, I want you to keep repeating, 'I love Master.'"

"I love master."

Tia kept repeating the phrase over and over again. Eventually Dr. Scott turned off the machine, the vibrations ending, but Tia did not notice, completely lost in her new mantra. He pulled out a vial from his coat pocket and grabbed a syringe from a drawer. Dr. Scott gave Tia a sedative that put her right out. She kept up the mantra until she fell asleep. Dr. Scott then walked over and picked up the phone by the door.

"Nurse, please send some orderlies to the Psych Room. The former Ms. Reynolds needs to be returned to her room."

 

Once more Tegan, not Tia, woke up to find her self in her grandmother's attic. However, it was as if the attic had been reset. The steamer trunks were all still there, but they were closed, and Tegan assumed their contents were back inside. Tegan's head was also clear, her mind sharp and calculating. There was one thing that was the same, the mirror still sat in the corner, where Tegan had earlier succumbed to a bout of self pleasure.

Satisfied that the mirror was the only addition to the room, Tegan approached it, hoping that she would find her original, non-bimbo self. She prayed that it had all been a dream, and that this place was real. The memories of her previous waking moments with Dr. Scott were haunting images in her mind, acting as a shadow over her otherwise pleasant thoughts of being herself once again.

Tegan gasped in horror at the image she saw in the mirror, for the woman staring back at her was Tia, blond hair, large round breasts, dopey smile and all. Shifting her gaze down, she was relieved to be able to see her toes, something Tia could not do without moving her feet. Tegan was in her own body.

Tegan shook her head, hoping to clear away the image before her, but to no avail. However, another sense of relief washed over her, as she noticed for the first time that Tia was not matching her movements. The image was not a reflection, so there was no way that Tia could be real. Tegan knew she was delusional. There was no other explanation for it, especially considering all the time she had spent in this attic.

Tegan began to move away from the mirror, no longer worried about the image she saw, but she stopped short. There was a noise. A noise that sounded eerily familiar, shaking the foundation of her psyche. Tegan stood there, frozen, looking out across the room.

<Giggle.>

There is was again. It was a giggle. The kind of giggle you might hear from a bimbo.

Bracing herself, Tegan slowly began to turn back to the mirror, hoping that the conclusion that she had come to was wrong.

It was not.

Tegan, now looking back into the mirror was stunned to see Tia, still standing there, but now swaying slightly back and forth, twirling her hair with her hand. She giggled again, further confirming Tegan's fear.

"Like, hi there," Tia said cheerily through the mirror with her high pitched voice.

Tegan did not answer, still too stunned to answer back, as she watched the bimbo in the mirror.

"What's, like, the matter?" Tia asked, letting go of her hair and running her hand down her pronounced curves.

Still Tegan said nothing. Instead she began taking in all of the bimbo before her, with her pink backless cowl necked, cropped halter top matched with a tiny jean skirt that was barely legal, above pink platform high heeled sandals. The whole picture screamed slut. Tegan could only guess, but it seemed a safe one, that all of Tia's clothing was visible.

"Hello?" Tia continued, trying to get any kind of response.

Still Tegan stared.

"Fine, if you, like, won't talk to me while I'm, like, in here, then I'll, like, have to go out there."

With that statement, Tia took the few steps to the mirror and then, after hesitating for just a moment, jumped through the mirror surface. Tia clipped her toe on the lip of the mirror and fell into Tegan, who had little time to react, still baffled at Tia's actions, let alone her ability to jump thought the mirror. Both women went crashing to the floor, Tia on top of Tegan.

"Oopsie," Tia said with a giggle. The fall had caused Tia's shirt to slide sideways and her skirt to ride up, revealing both her breasts and her smooth pussy.

Tia pushed herself up to her knees, still straddling Tegan, and began rearranging her clothing. Once fully covered, Tia turned her attention to Tegan, who still lay there beneath her.

"Are you, like, all right?" Tia asked.

"Um, I guess so," Tegan responded, her mind starting to work again.

"Oh, goody."

Tia rose to her feet first before helping Tegan to her feet as well. Once standing, Tegan looked down at herself, appraising her condition and trying to knock the dust from the floor off of her clothes. It took a moment, but Tegan did eventually decide that she was okay and not injured from the fall. The two women looked at each other for several moments, sizing each other up and trying to figure out what to do. Surprisingly, it was Tegan who broke the silence.

"So, um, who are you?"

Tegan knew the answer, but she asked the question hoping that she was wrong.

Tia giggled before answering, "I'm, like, you, I think. I'm kinda confused, because I'm you, but my name's, like, Tia, and your's isn't."

Inside Tegan groaned at the confirmation of who this woman was supposed to be, or was, or whatever. Tia was right, it was confusing.

"What are you doing here? The last thing I remember was being you as I did some tests for Dr. Scott."

"Hey, me too. Isn't that, like, funny that we both remember the same thing. But I guess since we're, like, the same person it all makes sense, I guess. Thinking isn't, like, what I'm good at."

"Um, yeah, I can see that. But why are you here?"

Tegan was quickly growing frustrated with Tia and her airhead personality.

"Oh, yeah, um, like, I'm here to help you make your choice."

"What do you mean? What choice?"

"The choice of, like, who you're gonna be, silly. Boring you, or fun little me." Tia punctuated the reference to herself by sticking both arms into the air and posing in some vain attempt to immediately convince Tegan to choose her life.

"You mean, I get to choose?"

"Well kinda, I guess. I mean, in the real world, we're still gonna, like, look the same, with these beautiful round titties and this sexy body. But you, like, get to choose if you want to be all stuffy, or be like me and have fun all the time."

Tia first presented her breasts to Tegan and then began to massage them as she emphasized the word fun.

"Well, that's easy. I want to be me, and not a dumb slut like you. Anyways, I can always sue the people who screwed with me and get them to reverse it."

Tegan felt her confidence returning. She was angry, but it was an anger that she found she could control and use to strengthen her resolve. Tegan found herself standing taller, her arms folded over her chest. Josh and Dr. Scott were going to pay for what they did to her.

"Oh, um, like, I forgot," Tia started in, excited over the fact that she remembered something. "They're gonna, like, make you disappear if you don't choose me."

"What do you mean?" Tegan asked, fear creeping back into her voice. "They can't just make me disappear. People will wonder what happened to me, not to mention the University. They invested so much money in me that they're going to want a return on that investment, namely me publishing my dissertation."

"Oh, no, don't, like, worry about that. Joshy and Dr. Scott took care of all that. The University's been, like, paid off. And anyways, your paper thingy is, like, still gonna get published. It just won't have, like, your name on it."

"Whose name will be on it then?" Tegan was concerned about all her hard work being usurped by a fraud.

"Well, like, Joshy's of course. Isn't he, like, super cute. I can't wait for him to be, like, our master. It'll be, like, so much fun."

"But, but, no one would believe he wrote it. I've given speeches and presentations. People will know it was stolen."

"Not if they think you, like, stole the stuff from him. And anyways, once you're, like, Tia, and you've married Master, no one will know where to look for you."

"So what will happen if I disappear?"

"Oh, I'm, like, sure that you'll be fine. Dr. Scott could always use, like, use you for his exp..., tests and stuff. Maybe in the end, you'll be like me anyways. You might as well choose to be, like, me. Trust me, it's, like, super fun and the fucking is gonna be totally hot. Did I, like, mention the fucking?"

"N... No."

"I can be so, like, forgetful sometimes," Tia said with a giggle, laughing at herself.

"Fucking?" Tegan asked, her mind catching on Tia's usage of the word. There were many things the brilliant young woman was naive about, and the complexity of human intercourse was one of those things. "You mean sex, right?"

"Well, like, of course. But fucking is more than just sex. Sex is so plain, but fucking is so much fun. I can't, like, think of the words to describe it, but it's lot's funner. I think, like, it's more whole body or something."

Tegan could not believe it, but she was admittedly intrigued at the prospect of being a bimbo. In some of her alone moments, when she was not deep in thought about her academic work, she would wonder what life would be like if she were not who she was. The fact was that the odds of Tegan being who she was were incredibly low.

Tegan became side tracked at that last thought. She, in all her life, had no experience with sex, let alone the fucking that Tia referenced, and she felt ashamed at that realization. Tegan stood there contemplating her life, completely ignoring Tia as the bimbo went back to playing with her breasts. Bimbo-life suddenly did not seem so bad. And it seemed like it could be a great research opportunity. Tegan slowly began working through a research proposal in her mind, "Social status and intelligence and their effect on perceptions and quality of life."

But there was a problem. She would not be able to conduct the experiment properly if she were a complete bimbo. No, she would need to keep some of her brains, for at least part of the time. Could it be done?

"Um, Tia?" Tegan asked, trying to get the attention of the self pleasuring bimbo.

"Hm, ooh, did you, like, make a decision?"

"Well, not entirely. Let's say that I do see some of the advantages of the bimbo lifestyle, or at least a desire to experience it. However, I was wondering if there is a third option, that being can I have both?"

"Um, I know I'm not, like, very smart and stuff, but I don't get it. How can you be, like, me and you at the same time? Owie, that makes my head hurt." Tia grabbed her head with both hands as her brain went into overdrive trying to comprehend Tegan's idea.

Tegan was getting excited at her new idea. No one had ever completely researched this before, because it was practically impossible, but obviously no longer, as Tegan found herself in this exact position.

"See, I have this research idea, where I explore the societal differences between the bimbo lifestyle and the more academic one that I come from. I think it could be very enlightening, but to do it, I need to be able still be objective, and thus, I can't be a full time bimbo. Is that possible?"

"Baby, I have, like, no idea. But I can't, like, think of why you would ever want to go back to being boring. All I know it, that it's, like, way more fun to be a bimbo, than some boring girl like you."

"That's just it. Neither of us know what it's like to be the other person. It's like The Prince and the Pauper in how the two people switch roles, except it would just be me playing the two roles."

"The what and the what? You're not, like, making any sense. It's like an easy choice, either me or you."

"No it's not, because I need both. I see that now. I've missed out on such a big part of life and this is my chance to fix that. But I can do more than just fix it. I can research the difference between the two kinds of people. I could be famous."

Tia giggled as she began to understand Tegan's motivations, even if she did not understand the finer nuances of her ideas. Tia would be pretty happy if she could be famous, so maybe it was not all bad that Tegan was going off like this. Further, as Tia watched Tegan jump around the room, planning out her research and imagining her eventual fame, an idea slowly came to the blond bimbo.

"Ooh, I, like, um, know what you should do. Since you're already, like, a smart girl, you should start as a bimbo and then go back to write down your, um, thoughts and stuff."

"Oh my god, Tia, that's perfect. I need to get started right away. How do I do it?"

"Open up all the trunks, silly. Just like before."

Tegan did exactly that as Tia looked on with a knowing smile. With each trunk that was flung open, the air in the attic once again began to fill with the pink fog and the floor became covered with pink fluffy cotton. Tegan was so preoccupied with opening the trunks that she failed to notice the changes that were happening to her. Tia looked on, seeing Tegan change with each trunk that was opened, first her waist shrinking, then her breasts growing, followed by her hair and facial features changing. However, those were only the visible changes. As the pink fog thickened in the air, something similar was happening in Tegan's brain as it slowly remapped itself to that of Tia's. Tegan again was too excited to comprehend what was happening and instead continued on with determination.

As Tegan threw open the last steamer trunk, both girls giggled. They had become spitting images of each other, and in fact, they were now the same person.

For the last time, the attic began to fade, the pink turning to black. Just before everything turned to darkness, the Tia from the mirror said with a smile, "I win."

 

"Wake up Tia," Dr. Scott said to the naked bimbo as she lay in bed. "I have a surprise for you."

Tia opened her eyes slowly and smiled up at the doctor. She could not help but think how sexy he was. She stretched lazily, causing her already large breasts to stick out even more.

"Mmmm," she moaned as she got a sight of the bulge in Dr. Scott's pants. She was already wet and ready.

"Guess who's here?"

Tia tried to think of an answer, but she instead decided that it was not worth the trouble to think up an answer. Men were so much smarter than her. Tia responded with a giggle, before adding, "Um, like, I don't know. Who?"

"Come in," Dr. Scott called out toward the door to leading out into the hall.

Time nearly stood still for Tia as she waited with rapt anticipation. A shadowy figure moved into the doorway, the lights from the hall obscuring all detail. It took a moment, but Tia was able to determine that the person was a man. Her pussy immediately began to gush. Tia was not sure how, but she knew she knew she was about to get a good fucking. As the shadowy man made his way into the room, his features slowly came into focus. As they did, Tia became more and more excited. She knew this man, but she could not seem to place him. She giggled quietly to herself as she tried to think, staring at the man the whole time. Finally it clicked, at the same time the man stepped into the shaft of light coming in from the window.

"Master!" Tia shouted as she jumped up and sprang into Josh Milgrew's waiting arms.

"My, my, aren't you a feisty one," Josh said as he looked down on his now personal bimbo. "Dr. Scott tells me you were a difficult patient."

"I'm sorry Master," Tia pleaded, dropping to her knees before him. "I, like, didn't mean it. I just didn't, like, know any better. Please forgive me."

"I don't know," Josh said. "I think you need to prove to me how sorry you are."

"I'll, like, do anything you want."

"Excuse me Mr. Milgrew," Dr, Scott interrupted. "I'll leave you two alone to get better acquainted. If you need me, I'll be in my office."

"Thanks Doc," Josh replied before turning his attention to the busty blond kneeling at his feet. "Now I think it's going to take at least a blow job to make it up to me."

Tia squealed in reply as she dove into Josh's pants and fished out his hardening cock. In moments, her soft plush lips and hot wet mouth had Josh at full mast and she sucked down his rock hard cock into her throat, her nose nestled in his pubes.

Josh had never experienced a blow job as spectacular as the one that the new bimbo gave him as he quickly found himself approaching his breaking point.

"Tia, stop," Josh commanded in s strong tone.

Tia followed his directions immediately, looking up into Josh's face with a look of combined disappointment, in not being allowed to finish, and fear, for the potential of doing a bad job.

"Lean over the bed and spread your legs a bit."

"Okay Master," Tia happily, seeing in his facial expressions that he was not angry with her. She gleefully skipped over to the bed and leaned over it, and sticking her butt out and shaking it enticingly. She could not help but show off her assets.

"You are great at sucking cock, but I need to find out about some of your other skills."

"Skills?" Tia asked as she turned her head around inquisitively.

"Yes, I'm going to fuck the slutty cunt of yours and take it for a test drive."

"Yea!" Tia squealed, before it turned into a moan as Josh lined himself up and thrust himself into her soaking wet pussy, filling her up, in one motion.

"That's right," Josh called out as he developed a brutal rhythm. "You love this don't you?"

"Oh, oh, yesss!" Tia screamed out in her first of several orgasms that shook her body, her body awash with pleasure.

Josh continued to pump away, his words disintegrating into animalistic grunts of pleasure. As Tia recovered from her first orgasm, she began to fuck back against the invading shaft.

"Fuck me Master!" she shouted out with each thrust as she built up to a second orgasm.

Still, even after Tia's second orgasm, the couple continued on at the brutal pace Josh had initially set. Even after a slight recovery from the second orgasm, Tia too fell into an animalistic rhythm, moaning as the pleasure spread from her pussy throughout her whole body.

After what felt like a blissful eternity for Tia, she felt Josh's cock begin to twitch and swell within her. Before she could fully react to what she knew was coming, he yelled out and erupted inside of her. At the moment she felt his hot seed she too screamed out in climax, a climax that made her previous two seem like drops of rain in an ocean. Josh pulled himself out of Tia's pussy and collapsed on the bed facing up. Both bimbo and master passed out.

After some unknown amount of time, Tia awoke, drool forming a puddle on the sheets. She slowly lifted herself up, enjoying the freshly fucked glow that made her whole body feel, for the first time, sated. Looking around, she saw Josh, cock still out, sleeping on the bed next to her, a smile on his face. Following instinct, Tia leaned over her lover and master and once again took his cock into her mouth, cleaning him.

Slowly, Josh's cock returned to hardness. Tia continued sucking him, using both her tongue and the muscles in her throat to the best of her ability. Josh eventually reached down and began running his hands through her long platinum blond hair, signifying that he was now awake.

"Oh, baby, that is amazing."

Tia nearly jumped for joy at the compliment, but restrained herself, staying devoted to the job at hand. It was not long before Josh reached a second climax, filling Tia's mouth with delicious cum. She swallowed all that she could, but some escaped her lips and dribbled onto her her tits. Tia giggled before she reached up with her finger, wiping the cum from her breasts and sucking long and hard on her finger, savoring her master's flavor.

Josh, finding a second, or in this case third, wind pulled his pants back up and smoothed out his clothes in the mirror.

"I can't wait to get you home Tia. But first we need to get you dressed."

Tia almost looked disappointed at the need to put clothes on. She liked being naked, because it was the easiest way to show off her sexy body.

"Dr. Scott said there are some clothes for you in the closet, along with some shoes that should fit you. He also offered the clothes you came in with, but I told him you probably wouldn't like them."

Tia shook her head, still sucking on her finger, unwilling to accept that she had eaten all of Josh's cum. Josh opened the closet and pulled out the clothes that Dr. Scott had left for her.

"Put these one while I go talk with Dr. Scott. Come join me when you're finished."

Josh tossed the clothes and shoes onto the bed and left. Tia slowly got up and examining the clothes. She giggled as she saw what had been provided for her. Tia started by stretching the pink skirt around her hips. It was a tight fit and it barely covered her ass, and just barely managed to cover her pussy. Tia leaned over at the waist, her butt facing the mirror, placing her pink pussy on display. She giggled at her exposure. Next came the white tube top. It was small and provided no support for her massive breasts, so they jiggled with every movement she made. She could not help but giggle at how turned on that made her. The tube top was not just tight, but short as well. Tia had placed it so that the bottom did not come close to touching her belly button, showing off the shiny dangling piercing from her navel and the top barely covered the tops of her aureole, leaving a more than generous amount of cleavage on display. To top off the outfit, Tia slipped on the sparkling pink platform pumps with sky high heels.

Fully dressed, Tia headed out into the hall. She loved her look, but she could not help but feel self conscious about her lack of make-up. Tia vaguely remembered where Dr. Scott's office was, although it seemed like a lifetime ago that she was last there. Initially, the heels proved slightly difficult to walk in, but by the time she reached the end of the hall and Dr. Scott's office, she felt like she was beginning to get the hang of them, her stride reduced to small steps as she swayed her hips back and forth with each step.

"Ah, there she is," Dr. Scott said through the open door. Tia smiled broadly and giggled in response. "Josh here was just telling me how pleased he is with you and how much he is going to enjoy you. I must say, I am impressed with the stark turnaround you have made from the frigid chick who first arrived. But tell me, are you happy with the new you?"

"Oh yes Doctor," Tia cooed. "I, like, love the new me. I can't, like, understand how I could have ever been so boring and stuff before."

"So you don't mind being a dumb bimbo?" asked Josh.

"Oh, no, it's, like, the best thing that ever happened to me. I mean, I know I used to be, like, smart and stuff, but it feels so much better to let men do my thinking for me, especially you Master."

"So you don't feel the need to do research, publish papers, or give presentation at major academic conferences?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Oh, no. That sound's, like, way too hard."

"Are you satisfied?" Dr. Scott asked, turning his attention back to Josh.

"Most definitely."

"I think she might be my best work yet. You never know what's going to happen, especially with this being a center for research, but Miss Reynolds, now Ms. Ray, has surpassed all of my expectations."

"Thank you Doctor," Josh said as the two men shook hands.

"It's been a pleasure doing business with you."

"Tia thank Dr. Scott before we leave."

Tia jumped into Dr. Scott's arms and kissed him on the lips. The kissed last several seconds before she pulled away and said, "Thank you Dr. Scott. I don't know what I would, like, do without you."

Josh ushered Tia out of the office and out of the hospital. As he helped the bimbo into his car she looked up to him and asked, "Can we fuck again? I, like, need to thank you too, for choosing me."

"Not right now. First we need to stop at the mall and buy you a new wardrobe. And I bet we'll need to get you some cosmetics too. It's a good thing I'm rich. How about this, you can suck my cock again on the way to the mall."

"Yea," Tia squealed with glee.

Tia dove right into Josh's pants as he sat in the driver's seat of his sports car with well tinted windows. The drive was uneventful, except for the wondrous road head he received.

"Oh, before I forget, your father is coming over for dinner tonight. He wants to meet the new you."
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Susan Keane stormed into the Los Angeles University Hospital with determination, her face red with anger. There was fire in the eyes of the thin and lanky brunette. Patients and hospital staff retreated from her as she approached, not daring to interfere and suffer her wrath.

"Miss? Um, Miss, you can't go in there," the receptionist shouted after Susan as she walked past the front desk and toward a large set of double doors. A sign above the doors read, "Ward B."

The pink corridor was empty. Susan could not help but wonder at the strange empty hallway. It was unlike any hospital corridor she had ever seen. Looking down the hall, Susan spotted a single door that was open. With no idea where she was going exactly, she set off, hoping to find a doctor, or someone she could talk to.

There were two people in the room, a patient lying in the hospital bed and a nurse attending to the patient. As mad as Susan was, she was also respectful enough not to disturb the nurse in the middle of administering whatever treatment she was giving to the young woman in the bed. She knew the nurse was only doing her job. It was the doctor that she needed to talk to. The pink walls also offered a soothing ambiance that helped to reign in her anger. Susan stood in the doorway and waited.

"Oh hello," the nurse said as she turned around. "Excuse me Miss, but there are no visitors allowed here."

Susan was appalled at the sight before her. She hadn't noticed it before, but rather than dressed in hospital scrubs, the nurse was wearing what most closely resembled a Halloween or fetish nurse costume that put her enormous breasts on display. Susan shook her head slightly to clear her mind of the sight before her and remain focused on the task at hand.

"I need to see the doctor. He did something to my friend."

"You want to see Doctor Scott then. He specializes in complaints. I'm sure he can straighten everything out for you. Follow me please."

Susan followed the nurse out of the room. Her attention quickly fell on the nurse's ass as it swayed back and forth, barely covered by the short hem of the plastic dress. The sway was only accentuated by the high heeled platform shoes the nurse wore on her feet. Susan did not think her opinion of the nurse could get any lower. In fact, she started to wonder if one of the patients of whatever they did here was playing a trick on her. Susan had seen such gimmicks in television shows.

The nurse stopped in front of a door that looked like all of the others and gently knocked.

"What is it?" came a male voice from behind the door.

"Doctor, there is a woman here who wishes to file a complaint."

"Oh really? Did she check in at the front desk?"

The nurse turned to Susan to repeat the question when Susan, fed up with waiting, brushed the nurse aside and opened the office door.

"What have you to say for yourself?" Susan demanded of the seated doctor.

"Miss," Dr. Scott said, slightly taken aback by the woman who had suddenly burst into his office. "I really don't know what you are talking about, but..."

"I want to know what you did to my friend," Susan interrupted. "No, I demand to know what you did to her."

"Miss, Miss, please calm down," the doctor said calmly, standing up from behind his desk and attempting to take charge of the situation.

"I will not calm down. Not until you tell me what you've done."

"Miss, if you will please just take a seat and I will do my best to help resolve the situation. But right now, I have no idea about what or whom you are talking about."

Faced with the rational response of Dr. Scott, Susan finally started to calm down. She took the offered seat.

"So what is the problem, Miss?"

"Ms. Keane, but you can call me Susan."

"All right Susan, what seems to be the problem?"

"It's my friend, Candace Parker. She was treated here at the hospital when she was in a car accident. Now she's not acting like herself at all. In fact, she acts like a bimbo now. I can barely stand to be near her as she is always chattering on about all the guys she's sleeping with. The worst part is that it seems she had some serious plastic surgery done while she was here."

"Susan, I'm afraid I don't who you are talking about. I am quite familiar with all of our patients and we have never treated a Candace Parker."

"She goes by Candi now. That's with an 'i' of course."

"Oh yes, now I remember. I did not attend to her personally, but I do remember her. She has such a cheery and willing to please persona, she is hard to forget. How is Candi these days?"

"Well if you were to ask her, I bet she would say that she is great. But that's not the point. The point is that her personality has completely changed since her treatment here. Did you know that she used to be a Rhodes Scholar. Now she would struggle to spell either word."

"I can't comment on the specifics of her treatment, doctor-patient confidentiality and all, but if you would like to lodge a complaint, I will be sure to handle the matter personally."

"I suppose," Susan responded feeling her anger dissolve into disappointment. She knew that there was little that she could do for Candace, but with the sudden changes in her, Susan felt it her responsibility to try to help.

Dr. Scott opened up a file cabinet behind his desk and withdrew two forms one with several carbon copy pages beneath it, the other plain.

"If you will just fill these out, we can begin to, hopefully, resolve your complaint," Dr. Scott said as he handed the forms to Susan. "Now, why don't I leave you here to fill those out while I make my rounds? I'll be back in about twenty minutes."

"Thank you, Doctor," Susan said as she began to fill out the forms.

Dr. Scott got up and left the room. However, what Susan failed to notice was that on his way out, the doctor flipped a switch by the door. The light switch was on the other side. As Susan set to work, a colorless and odorless gas began to seep into the room through a special ventilation shaft in the ceiling. The gas, developed by the researchers of Ward B, was not life threatening in any way, but in high enough concentrations it could alter people's behaviors in specific ways, primarily making the subject more compliant. Susan was completely unaware.

The first form was a simple complaint form. It asked for her name, the patient's name, a description of the problem and a few other details. This was the carbon copied form.

The second form seemed much more personal to Susan. All of the questions were about her. At first Susan hesitated in answering, but as the gas slowly built up within the room, reaching a point that it began to perform its effects on her, her resistance to answering the questions dissipated.

"Why do they want to know my measurements?" Susan asked herself. "Oh well. It's not like I care who knows," she added before answering the question. She hadn't actually ever really gotten measured, except when she last got fitted for a bra. The other numbers she guessed on.

Twenty minutes after he had left, Dr. Scott returned to find Susan finishing her answer to the last question about her sexual preferences. By this point, the gas had dissipated, making it safe for people to enter the office, the only remnants of thew gas were in Susan's blood stream.

"All done?" the doctor asked Susan on his return.

Susan looked up and smiled. She could not help but think how nice Dr. Scott was. He was certainly being helpful in getting her complaints resolved.

"Yes, Doctor."

"Well then, just let me take those forms and I will lead you to your room."

"My room?" Susan asked quizzically as she handed Dr. Scott the paperwork.

"Yes, your room. We can't perform the operations you requested in my office."

"Wait, what operations? I didn't request any operations."

The drug was starting to leave Susan's system, allowing her anger and rational side to take over. Nonetheless, she followed Dr. Scott into an adjacent room, her mind unable to stop her legs from following the doctor's direction.

"Take a seat here Miss Keane," the doctor said, placing his hand on the back of a high backed pink vinyl chair. Dr. Scott had given up on the pleasantries, wanting to get Susan restrained before the drug worked itself out of her system completely.

After only a moments hesitation, Susan complied, her mind screaming at herself to stop and run away the entire time.

"Now if you'll just let me strap you in, we can get started."

"Wait," Susan shouted, but it was already too late. Dr. Scott had placed straps across her wrists and ankles, with one last one across her forehead, holding her head against the back of the chair. "What are you doing to me?"

"What am I doing to you? I'm resolving your complaint of course. Trust me, by the time we're done here, you'll be far to happy to complain. You might even get to play with your friend Candi. I bet the two of you could have all kinds of sexy adventures together."

"But..." Susan started to whine, but her attention was distracted by the rumble of a motor overhead. She wanted to look up to see what was the matter, but the strap restraining her head prevented it. Suddenly her chair began to move with a jerk. Glancing around, Susan saw that she and the chair were slowly rising into the air.

Susan had never been good with heights. She panicked as adrenaline shot into her veins.

"Please stop," Susan shouted.

The chair stopped moving.

"Is something the matter?" Dr. Scott asked innocently.

"Please, please put me d-down," Susan stuttered.

"I was just getting to that. Now if you'd let me continue..."

Dr. Scott's voice was drowned out by the motor restarting. And true to his word, Susan felt herself start to slowly move back down. Susan let out a sigh of relief, thankful that she would soon be on solid ground again.

It took several moments for Susan to realize her feet were wet. They were not actually wet, but there was a warm moist gel that seemed to be sliding up her legs. Dr. Scott was not returning her chair to the floor, but instead lowering her into a tank full of goo.

"What are you doing?" Susan called out over the noise of the motor, struggling frantically against her bonds.

There was a muffled thump as Susan's chair made contact with the bottom of the tank. The mostly clear gel came up to the bottom of Susan's breasts.

"What was that my dear?" the doctor asked after he had shut off the motor.

"What are you doing to me?" Susan again pleaded, wanting to know answers in hope that she could devise a way to get out.

"I would have thought it would have been obvious by now Miss Keane. I'm going to be turning you into a bimbo."

"How? Why? Please don't."

Susan was truly panicking now. She had hated what her friend Candace had become and she could not imagine a worse fate for herself.

"So many questions for a young woman like yourself. It's very unladylike, you know. But, I will humor you nonetheless. As for the why, it is Ward B policy to resolve all complaints immediately. In your case, it is easier to convince you to drop your complaint, by turning you on to the pleasures that the bimbo life can provide, than it is to negotiate with you.

"Now, as for your question of how, it is a bit more complicated. This is a research facility, so we are always trying new things. In your case, we are going to be using some equipment I created after speaking with some folks up in Chicago. There's a company up there that is getting some great results. My goal is to see if I can replicate those results with you."

"Look, I'm really sorry about all of this. If you let me go, I promise I will never complain or do anything against you again."

Susan fell back to her last result, pleading for forgiveness. Dr. Scott simply stood and watched her as she gave up the last thing that could get in his way. Her dignity.

"It's too late for that Miss Keane. You should have thought of all this before you came in to complain. Now I have limited time as I have other patients to see. Do not worry, because I guarantee you will feel much better when we have finished here."

Dr. Scott approached Susan carefully. He knew his next step was potentially dangerous to himself. For the procedure to begin, the doctor needed to fully submerse Susan in the goo. However, Susan still needed a way to breathe. Getting the air tube in her mouth could be tricky if she were still in a mood to put up a fight.

Dr. Scott, however, needed not to have worried as all of Susan's fight was gone. Instead, she simply whimpered, tears beginning to run down her cheeks.

"Don't cry Susan," Dr. Scott said trying to comfort her. "This will be over before you know it. And then you'll be happy and without a care in the world. Doesn't that sound like it would be nice."

Susan nodded her head as much as her restraints would allow. It did sound nice. It was just the unknowing of whether or not she would still be Susan that unnerved her.

Dr. Scott placed the breathing tube into Susan's mouth. She clamped down on it has he told her to, creating an airtight seal between the tube and her lips. Once her breathing apparatus was secure, the doctor pushed a button and the gel started to rise, the tank filling from someplace outside of Susan's field of vision.

As the gel slid up over her shoulders, Susan felt the warmth from the gel penetrate her body, making her feel like she was sitting in a cocoon. And in a way she was. Into the gel went the old Susan, and when the procedure was finished, out would come the beautiful butterfly, or in this case a hot and horny bimbo. Susan closed her eyes as the gel continued to fill the tank, soon covering her entire body, her only source of the outside world came from the breathing tube in her mouth.

Once Susan was fully submerged in the clear colored gel, Dr. Scott walked over to an adjacent computer and began to input the settings. He frequently looked to one of the forms that Susan had filled out in his office as a reference. Susan, meanwhile, was conscious, but not aware of what was happening outside of the tank.

The doctor took his time, making sure all of the settings in the computer were just right. The second form that Susan had filled out was about her personal medical and physical history. It also included information about Susan's dream body. Dr. Scott was sure that Susan would not have filled out the form without the aid of the gas he had pumped into the office.

The doctor, now having spent more than a decade in bimbo research, had developed a theory about the transition into bimbo-hood. He believed that using the patient's own desires in creating her new form, the acceptance of her new self would happen much faster and with less struggle. He had only just begun testing his theory, but the results had seemed promising.

"Breast size: B," the doctor read aloud from Susan's paperwork. "Desired size: C. I'm sorry Miss Keane, but that will never do."

Dr. Scott only used the patient's desires as a baseline. It was not uncommon for him to override certain parameters. He had yet to have a post-op complaint.

Before long, the doctor had finished inputting all of the data into the computer. He laughed to himself, enjoying the feeling that he was creating art, only his canvas was the female form. Dr. Scott stood up, looking over all of the settings one more time. Then he hit the start button. Going in, Susan was a smart and relatively attractive girl who often suffered from shyness when she was not filled with rage for her friend. Coming out, Suzie, as she would eventually prefer to be called, would be a walking talking blond sex toy and love every minute of it.

Bubbles formed in the gel surrounding Susan's body. From outside the tank it was all but impossible to see what was happening. The gel, made of synthetically produced organic compounds soaked into Susan's skin, permeating her body on the cellular level, reforming and recreating Susan's organs into a more idealized shape and function. She would still be human, genetically no different any other person, but everything would be streamlined for a singular purpose.

Inside the tank, all Susan could feel was the warmth of the gel as it performed its work. Little known to her, all the clothing that she had come into the hospital with, the business suit she had worn to work before going to the hospital, was slowly dissolving and was absorbed into the gel. She sat in the tank naked, totally oblivious to everything outside of her own body. If she could have, she would have been content to stay in the gel for the rest of her life, because inside the tank, it seemed like nothing mattered.

Susan had no idea how long she sat in the tank, letting the gel change her body. By Dr. Scott's watch, the procedure took three hours. He had sent the nurse down to the cafeteria to get him a sandwich for dinner, as the transformation drag on into the evening hours and the doctor was unwilling to leave the room in case something went wrong. Dr. Scott was thankful when the computer chimed its completion.

It took several minutes for Susan to awake from the sleep like condition she had experienced in the tank. While her mind slowly cleared the cobwebs of contentment, Dr. Scott worked the motor pull Susan and her chair out of the tank and back to its original position. As she was pulled out, the gel slid off her body, leaving nothing behind. The cleanliness of this procedure was one of its major pluses.

Dr. Scott could not believe his eyes when he saw the blond busty vision before him. Susan was a teenager's wet dream. She had large firm breasts, a thin waist, widened hips that matched her bubble butt and long lean legs that would look like they went on forever when propped up on high heels.

Susan's face and hair had also gone through some dramatic changes. Her eyes had changed from their original brown to a magnificently bright blue, her nose reformed into a cute little button and her cheek bones had been raised ever so slightly for a better overall appearance. Susan's lips had plumped up, giving the impression that they would be perfect for kissing ... and other things. Then there was her hair. While Susan' hair would still need to be styled, the now platinum blond colored hair flowed thick and lustrously down her back, nearly reaching her rounded ass.

There were other changes too, but Dr. Scott would be able to observe and directly test them only after the final stage of the bimbofication process was complete. Susan yawned, releasing the breathing tube from between her lips, and indicating that she was fully alert.

"How do you feel Susan?"

"Mmm, good," she said, still basking in the afterglow of being submerged in the gel. Her voice was now higher pitched, making her sound younger than her real age of twenty-eight.

"What do you think of the changes we made?"

"Changes?" Susan asked in shock.

She opened her eyes and glanced down to the best of her ability. When she first sat down, she had been able to see her lap. Now, Susan was having a hard time seeing her knees.

"What's going on?" Susan asked in a panic. "What did you do to me?"

"I was only improving on what nature had already given you. You wrote down your desires before we began. I was simply following your directions."

Susan thought back to when she was in Dr. Scott's office. She remembered filling out the form he was talking about. But what had she put down? Then she remembered.

"I said I wanted a C cup, not these monstrosities."

The fire and anger Susan had shown when she first entered the hospital was returning to her. She knew she would have become violent if she were not strapped down. If she had been thinking more clearly, and not as focused on her anger, Susan would have begun questioning how she came to be like she now was. However, she was still coming to terms with her new body.

"You wrote down C?" Dr. Scott said with a smirk. He was having fun playing with Susan. "I thought it said G. Well, I guess that's my mistake. I must say they do look very nice though."

"How are you going to fix this?" Susan demanded.

"Well, I have this other device that I can use to return you back to normal if you like."

"Then you better damn well use it right now."

"All right, all right. Just give me a minute to set it up."

Dr. Scott wheeled a new machine over to Susan, placing it directly behind the chair. He then picked up a helmet like apparatus, connected back to the device by several cables, and placed it on top of Susan's head.

"This will tickle a little bit, but it should have you in tip top shape in no time."

"It better."

What Dr. Scott did not tell Susan was that the device had nothing to do with changing her body back, but it had everything to do with furthering the bimbofication process. An hour spent with the helmet device running, and Susan would officially be a whole new woman.

Dr. Scott flipped a switch and the device hummed to life. The computer monitor flashed, asking for input. Susan felt the tickle that the doctor had mentioned, only she felt it in her head, as opposed to feeling it in her breasts as she had expected. She wanted to say something, but she found she was unable, the device temporarily cutting off her ability to speak. Before long, Susan slipped into a gentle sleep as her brain began to interact with the device directly.

The device began by scanning Susan's brain, creating a map of her synapses and recording various data, including making an estimation of her I.Q.

"130," Dr. Scott read out loud. "Quite impressive. Now to tweak the parameters a little bit so that Suzie can come out and play."

The doctor played with the controls for fifteen minutes before he felt he had perfected the settings. While Susan was a high brow intellectual who enjoyed reading Shakespeare, Suzie's thoughts were going to be dominated by her new body's sexual needs. She was going to be too busy sucking and fucking across town to even stop and think about Shakespeare.

Once he was satisfied, Dr. Scott pushed the start button and the machine went to work. Through various methods, the helmet redirected various synaptic pathways in Susan's brain away from her old personality and remapped them to fit her new one.

The device worked in two stages. In the first stage, many pathways were completely rewritten, changing how Susan thought and experienced sensation and feelings. This was the trickiest part, because making one wrong move could cause permanent brain damage. The second stage involved testing and emphasizing the new pathways, making their future use natural and seamless. It was not uncommon to see the patient shudder in orgasm during the second stage.

With fifteen minutes remaining of the machine completing its work in turning Susan into a bimbo, her body began to show the tell tale signs of pleasure. Her body shook and her breathing became more shallow, losing the deep steady rhythm of someone sleeping. Had Susan's thighs not been pressed together, the intense moisture built up along her nether lips would have given the clear signal of the level of her arousal.

The computer chimed again to indicate it had finished. Dr. Scott observed the readout and smiled to himself. Susan's, now Suzie's, sex drive had been amped up ten fold, nearly inversely proportional to the drop in her I.Q. At 80, Suzie would have a hard time convincing anyone that she was not an airhead. The machine also had altered her memory pathways, making it harder to recall long term memories, giving her a more ditzy persona.

Suzie awoke when Dr. Scott removed the helmet from her head. She stretched lazily, as the doctor had already removed her bindings.

"How are you feeling Suzie?"

"I feel awe..., um, er, I feel great."

Suzie looked down at her breasts and grabbed them with both hands, her long nails digging into her flesh. She moaned in pleasure and moisture from her pussy leaked out onto the chair. There was more than one reason the chair was waterproofed.

"That's good to hear. Would you like to see the new you?"

"The new me?" Suzie asked inquisitively.

"Yes, don't you remember how you came here wanting to look prettier?"

"Oh yeah, I remember," Suzie said, even though she did not. Her brain was already set up in such a way that she knew her memory was poor, and she had developed mechanisms to deal with that. In general, Suzie just went along with the flow and let other people think and make decisions for her.

"Well then, let's get you up and out of that chair so you can see yourself."

Dr. Scott helped Suzie up out of the chair and walked her over to a mirror on the far side of the room.

"What do you think?" the doctor asked as Suzie looked at her new self for the first time.

"Wow, it that really me?"

Suzie could not believe her eyes as she looked at her reflection. Nearly everything about her had been changed and she loved every bit of it. As she scanned over her body, she giggled at seeing her pussy so fleshy and moist. All of her hair below the neck was gone forever and she loved the look of her bare pussy.

"Yes, that is really you."

"Thank you so much, Doctor," Suzie said as she turned to embrace Dr. Scott. She planted her fat lips on to his and kissed him deeply, exploring his mouth with her tongue. When she finally broke the kiss, she said, "This is the bestest present anyone's ever given me."

"I'm glad you like it."

Suzie shifted her body slightly, rubbing against Dr. Scott's crotch, feeling the growing hardness confined in his pants.

"Ooh, is that from me?" Suzie asked, moving her hand down and giving his cock a gentle squeeze.

Without Dr. Scott answering, Suzie dropped down onto her knees and released his erection, letting it spring up. The odor was intoxicating, causing Suzie to salivate in preparation for what was to come next. Operating on pure instinct, Suzie lowered her head and swallowed the doctor's sizable prick.

"Mmm," Suzie said about the taste of the cock in her mouth.

"Oh you are a marvelous cocksucker."

Suzie looked up into Dr. Scott's eyes. She was beaming with pride. Her skill was unparalleled to anything Dr. Scott had created before. The sensations he felt when Suzie swirled her tongue around the tip was indescribable, except to say that he had never felt better with his cock in a bimbo's mouth. Susan had answered the questions about her sexual experiences, writing that she had never had oral sex before. To Dr. Scott, it seemed that she was a natural, just no one knew it before.

The doctor quickly felt his point of no return approaching. Still wanting to test out some of Suzie's other attributes, the doctor tapped Suzie on the top of her head. Suzie looked up confused and still working her mouth around the cock in her mouth.

"Stop please," Dr. Scott said.

The now ever obedient bimbo stopped. A pout formed on Suzie's face, disappointed in not getting to drink the doctor's delicious cum.

"It's time to test out the rest of you."

Suzie cocked her head to the side as she tried to figure out what Dr. Scott meant. It never came to her.

"Silly slut. I'm going to fuck you."

Suzie jumped to her feet and bounced with glee, her breasts jiggling wildly.

"Yippee! My cunny is so wet and ready for your big hard cock. I can't wait to get a good stuffing from you Doctor."

Dr. Scott guided the exuberant bimbo to a nearby table. He grabbed Suzie by the back of the neck and lowered her face down onto the table. Suzie picked up on what was happening as she wiggled her but back and forth, trying to tease and entice the doctor into giving her the fucking her body was craving.

Dr. Scott took hold Suzie's ass with both hands, steadying her as he brought his erect member to her entrance. He teased the bimbo right back as he rubbed his cock against her nether lips, coating himself with her juices.

"Please," Suzie begged. "Please fuck me."

"Who are you?" Dr. Scott asked.

"I'm Suzie," she moaned in response.

"What are you?"

"I'm a, I'm a, I'm a bimbo."

"Very good," Dr. Scott said as he plunged himself into Suzie's waiting pussy, splitting her open and filling her open channel.

"Oh fuck yes," Suzie cried out in ecstasy. "Fuck me, Doctor. Fuck me harder."

Dr. Scott began to pump in and out of Suzie, setting up a steady rhythm. The earlier blow job meant he would not last long. Suzie, in her own excitement of getting filled, began rocking back, meeting the doctor's thrusts with her own, pulling him deeper inside of herself.

"Oh yes. Oh Yes," Suzie chanted between thrusts.

Suzie was in sexual nirvana as Dr. Scott's hard cock pumped in and out of her. She could not think of a better moment in her life, not that she could think much about her life at all at this point, but she never wanted the pleasure she now felt to end.

Dr. Scott's experiment had worked perfectly. Susan's body had been reshaped into that of a sex toy. Her mind had been warped and redesigned to create Suzie. Suzie's new musculature was specifically designed to give great pleasure to her, but more importantly to the man, or woman, she was servicing. In this case, Dr. Scott could feel Suzie's pussy milking his cock for all it was worth. He only had seconds left.

Dr. Scott came hard as he buried his spasming cock deep into Suzie's pussy. The torrent of cum that flowed out and filled Suzie's channel triggered her own orgasm. She shook with pleasure as her body went limp, exhausted from the thorough testing her body had gone through. As Dr. Scott withdrew from Suzie, a smile formed on her face. It was the look of utter bliss that only the freshly fucked can give.

After Dr. Scott had finished cleaning himself up, Suzie still laying on the table, nearly dead to the world, the doctor picked up the phone by the computer and dialed.

"Nurse," he said into the receiver, "please come to room five. And bring clothes and makeup for Suzie. She needs to get ready to go home."

Within minutes the nurse had arrived, her arms full of clothing and makeup supplies. She immediately set to work in making Suzie presentable.

"Bring her by my office when you have finished," the doctor said as he left the room.

"Yes Doctor," responded the nurse as the door to the hallway closed.

An hour later, Suzie waltzed into Dr. Scott's office, perched on pink platform stilettos. Her legs looked long and sleek, ending with a short pink skirt that barely covered her ass. Her gigantic breasts were barely contained, spilling over the top and out the sides of a white backless halter top. The bottom was cropped to reveal Suzie's trim waist. The pink lipstick and gently styled hair completed the look of an unrestrained sex kitten.

"My, don't you look fetching," the doctor said at the sight of her.

"Thank you, Doctor," Suzie said with a giggle.

"If you will just come over here, I have a couple forms that I need you to sign. It will only take a minute."

Suzie wiggled over to the desk, unable to walk straight with her towering heels and new proportions. Dr. Scott handed her a pen and pointed to the places where she needed to sign her name. Suzie stopped and stared at the forms, the letters and numbers swimming around. She was getting dizzy trying to focus and remember how to spell her name.

"S - U - S - A - N," Dr. Scott said, spelling Suzie's name for her. "K - E - A - N - E."

Suzie's handwriting looked like a child's, but it got the job done. She looked at her name again and pouted.

"But my name's Suzie. That doesn't say my name does it?"

"You're right, but the old you went by Susan, and it's her name we need on the form."

"Oh, okie dokie."

Suzie signed the other forms in the same way as the first. She felt very proud of herself when she had finished.

"All right, Suzie, you're all set."

"I did good?"

"You were perfect. Now, I need you to drop these forms off with the receptionist out front. Also, here's fifty dollars for cab money. I don't want you driving anywhere. Do you understand?"

"Yes Doctor," Suzie replied, although she was unsure about the driving part. It sounded really hard. She decided it would be best to use the money to have someone else drive her home, not realizing that that was what Dr. Scott had said.

Suzie picked up the forms from the desk and walked out of the office. Just before turning the corner, she looked back at Dr. Scott and thanked him for all he had done for her and Candi. Life was so much better now.

On her way out, Suzie stopped at the reception desk and dropped off her forms as the doctor had told her to. The receptionist was awe struck as she beheld the blond vision before her.

"Have a nice day," Suzie cooed, before she walked out of the hospital and into the evening air. There were three cabs waiting. She chose the one with the sexiest driver. Suzie could not wait to get home and call Candi. There was still a lot of time to go out to a club for some extra fun. But first, Suzie had a feeling she would be making a side trip with one of the taxi drivers.

Lauren, the receptionist looked down at the papers the blond bombshell of a woman had handed her. They were complaint forms. At the bottom it said the complaint had been resolved. As Lauren went to file the forms away, she noticed the forms originated from Ward B. Not having any idea what actually happened in Ward B, Lauren simply noted that Ward B was the only hospital section to have a perfect track record of resolving patient complaints.
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Joy Montgomery fiddled with the pen in her hand nervously. Her expression was a mixture of fear and anxiety as she waited to be called back to see the doctor. The standard waiting room magazines beside her went unread, Joy's mind unable to process the words on the page. Not that hospital waiting room magazines particularly interested her.

Joy was not at the Los Angeles University Hospital for her, but for her fiance. Or more accurately, she was there on her fiance's wishes. She loved David dearly, so much so that she wanted to make his every dream come true. But this was too much.

Joy had been surprised at first when David had first explained what he secretly desired. At first she was upset, feeling that the man she could not see herself living without had settled for her, that she was not his first choice. But the more she thought it over, she began to understand. David wanted her, just, in his eyes, a more perfect her.

That was why Joy was at the hospital. She was there to visit Ward B. However, unlike many, including most of the hospital staff, Joy knew what Ward B really was and what they did there. They turned women into bimbos. And she was soon to join the ranks of the bimbofied.

Joy's biggest disappointment was that David was not there with her. She had begged him to come, not wanting to face such a scary procedure alone. They had actually had a fight over it, with Joy threatening not to go through with it, but David talked her down. He had said he wanted to be there, but that he had other matters to attend to. Now, Joy only wished she knew what those other matters were. At least he was supposed to pick her up.

"Ms. Montgomery?" the attendant called out to the otherwise empty waiting room.

Joy looked up at the female attendant, noticing that there was something different about her. She looked normal enough, except for the head of massive blond curls and gigantic breasts that threatened to rip the woman's hospital scrubs in two. It was obvious to Joy that the woman had had work done by the Ward B doctors. The only question was how much they had done to her mind.

"Yes," Joy said tentatively, realizing that it was time.

"This way please. The doctor it ready to see you now."

Joy steeled herself for what was to come, before she stood and followed the attendant. She could not help but wonder what woman would be returning from the depths of the Bimbo Ward. She knew she would look different. Would she look like the attendant, or something else entirely? David had not told Joy the details of all that was going to happen. He had wanted it to be a surprise. She only hoped they did not mess with her hair. She liked being a redhead.

The first thing that struck Joy as the attendant led her through the halls of Ward B, were the pink walls. At first Joy thought it to be tacky and annoying, and almost stereotypical, but the more she thought about it, the more she thought the walls were calming. It felt good to be surrounded by such pretty pink colors.

The attendant led Joy to the end of the hallway, to a door on the right. The attendant knocked.

"Come in," a male voice called through the door.

"Go on in," the woman said as she opened the door for Joy.

Joy wordlessly walked followed the attendant's directions, crossing the threshold into a new life.

"Good morning Ms. Montgomery," a man greeted her cheerfully, taking her hand and shaking it gently. "I'm Dr. Phillips. Dr. Scott couldn't join us today. He is occupied with other matters at the moment. However, that means you get my undivided attention. Please take a seat."

"Thank you," Joy responded with obvious trepidation in her voice as she took a seat across from Dr. Phillips. "But please call me Joy. I won't be Ms. Montgomery for very much longer.

"Yes of course. I completely understand. I'm sure you're quite nervous about all of this. I generally like working with the women who come to us seeking treatment, as I think the results are better. So I guess the place to start is with asking what you know about our procedures."

"Well, um, nothing," Joy replied, excited that she was finally going to get some answers. "David has kept me completely in the dark. He didn't even come here with me."

"That's by design I'm afraid. There have been times when the men in our patients' lives have second thoughts and cancel the treatment. With so much preparation going into each treatment, the administration decided it best to lessen the number of cancellations. I hope that has not put you off too much. I will make a note of it in your file for when we complete our policy review next month if you would like."

"Thank you. That would be nice."

Joy felt relieved to hear that there was a reason that David had not accompanied her, but she did not like it. She still secretly hoped that David would have second thoughts and cancel the procedure. Even now, all Joy could think about was that David would suddenly appear and take her away so that they could live happily ever after together, never mind that this was his idea.

"So, if you don't mind me asking, why is it that you have come to us?"

"It was David's idea."

Joy shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Dr. Phillips seemed to be a very nice and caring man, but with her nervousness, she almost wished she could skip the sit down with the doctor and get on to the procedure.

"Well, I can understand. But he hasn't threatened you or anything?"

"Oh no. I'm doing this because I love him. I'd do anything for him."

"I see. I just had to ask, because we don't actually get that many women that volunteer for the treatment."

Joy could feel herself slowly begin to panic as it began to appear that Dr. Phillips was thinking that she had been forced into this. She did not pick up on the doctor's assertion that women were often forced into having the procedure performed.

"Trust me, David is not forcing me to do anything," Joy said, defending her fiance. "I'm choosing to do this for him, so that I can be perfect for him."

"I must say that I am impressed with your devotion to your fiance. There are very few women who would go to such lengths as these."

"Thank you Doctor," Joy responded, blushing at the compliment. She suddenly felt herself more at ease and even wanting to get the procedure over with. She wanted to be perfect for David.

"Now, I want to explain to you a little about what will be happening to you today. In a few minutes we will head over to one of the transformation rooms. Since this is a research hospital, there are number of techniques we have developed, but there is one in particular that we will be using."

Joy swallowed hard, as she was reminded of all that was going to change for her.

"Do not worry," Dr. Phillips continued. "The technique we will be using is no longer in the experimental stage. However, even if it were, I hope it is comforting to know that I was the one who developed it."

"It is Doctor. If you don't mind, could you tell me what to expect and what changes are in store for me? I think it would put me at ease to know a little about my future."

"That's terrific question Joy. If you don't mind, I'd actually like to get an idea of what you expect at this point. Just know that I will be explaining everything as we go along today, so you should not worry about going into any of this blind."

"Well," Joy started tentatively, "I can only assume there will be some body modifications."

"Of course."

"David has told me a bit about his fantasy. It would mean big breasts, a tiny waist and a nice round butt. The rest is pretty much up in the air I guess. I suppose he did reference some behavioral changes, but I don't understand all of that. Then again, I'm sure you have your ways to make me think completely differently."

"Yes, there are many methods to change how a person thinks," Dr. Phillips said kindly. "However, many of those methods are inhumane. I wouldn't even use them on my dog, let alone another human being, no matter what the client wanted. I am a doctor and I have taken the Hippocratic Oath."

"But aren't you breaking that oath when you perform the work that you do here?" Joy interjected, feeling a sudden surge of defiance against the doctor and her current situation.

"My you do seem to be a fighter. It must be because you're a redhead. However, to answer your question, I don't see myself doing any harm to the women we treat here. We are simply improving on what nature has already provided."

"But you're changing people, sometimes against their will."

Joy was getting riled up. Her nervousness and submissiveness had all but vanished, replaced instead by an inner strength that even she did not know she had. The whole situation was wrong. She could not let herself go through with the procedure. There was a part of Joy that knew this was the end as she currently knew it. That part of her did not want to die.

"Joy, I assure you that by the time the treatment is complete, each and every woman who we treat here is very thankful for our services. And I'm sure you will feel the same way in the end."

"But..." Joy started, her earlier ire having been deflated by Dr. Phillips' calming tone.

"Remember Joy. You're doing this for your fiance. David wouldn't want to see you getting so upset over this. You do love him, don't you?"

"Of course I love him."

And with that statement, Joy's love for David silenced her inner self that was fighting for survival. While she did not want to do this, she was willing to for him.

"Good, then you will go through with the treatment then?"

"Yes," Joy said meekly, all the fight having left her.

"Terrific. Now, David requested that we keep everything a surprise for you. He thinks it will be more fun to get to discover who the new you is when everything has finished. Can you live with that?"

"Yes, Doctor."

Dr. Phillips reached into his pocket and pulled out a small remote with a single red button on it. He pushed it. A moment later, a violet colored mist shot up out of the armrests of the chair that Joy sat in and hung around her face. Joy coughed on the aerosol knockout gas, breathing it in. As soon as the drug began to be absorbed into her lungs, she quickly found herself growing sleepy. Within moments, Joy was passed out, her chin resting on her chest.

Dr. Phillips stood up and checked Joy's pulse at her neck. Satisfied that the gas had worked properly, he walked over to the phone near the door.

"Nurse," he said into the handset, "Ms. Montgomery is ready. Bring an orderly and have her moved to Treatment Room Four."

It was not long before a naked Joy was strapped down on what looked like an operating table. However, there was no surgical equipment nearby. Instead, there was a large storage case filled with vials of numerous different drugs, many of which were bright colors. Joy was completely asleep, a blissful smile was spread across her face. Little did she know that that smile would become a permanent fixture of her new self.

An hour after Joy had been drugged, Dr. Phillips entered the treatment observation room with David close on his heels. It was very uncommon for clients to actually witness the transformation process, but he had paid considerably extra for the privilege. Joy could be seen in the room next door through a large one-way window.

"As you can see Mr. Williams, Joy here is completely unconscious. We will start by giving her the drug cocktail that will turn her into the woman of your desires. However, the mental side of things requires a slightly different strategy. To meet your specifications, I will be using a modified version of hypnosis to permanently alter your fiance's personality. After the treatment is complete, she will be completely devoted to you, even more so that she is now."

"Fantastic," David said as he rubbed his hands together in anticipation.

"Now, you are welcome to watch, but I must ask that you remain in this room during the process. Once we start, the process cannot be interrupted without doing considerable harm. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Doctor."

"Good. When you next get to talk to your fiance, she will be everything that you have ever desired."

With that, Dr. Phillips left the observation room, only to reappear in the treatment room, accompanied by an amazingly stacked nurse. Her breasts strained against the fabric of her uniform. Of course, her uniform was a nurse's dress that hugged her every curve and barely came down below the momentous curve of her ass. David could not help but stare at the nurse's deep cleavage and long shapely legs. It was a pleasant distraction as Dr. Phillips gave Joy the first injection.

Joy's transformation process was a long one, at least by some of the standards that Dr. Scott had set. Dr. Phillips had always preferred a longer approach to his work, figuring that a slow transformation allowed him to correct for any abnormalities that might develop. Over the next seventy-two hours, Joy Montgomery would cease to exist, instead being replaced by Mrs. David Williams, an overly happy housewife bimbo. Dr. Phillips loved his work, but he hated the long hours. He would be lucky if he could catch much more than eight hours total of sleep over the next three days.

Just over an hour into the treatment, there were virtually no physical signs that anything was actually happening. Numerous sensors covered Joy's body, all connecting back to a computer against the wall that Dr. Phillips watched closely. Some of this information was of the usual type that any doctor or nurse would want to collect: heart rate, blood pressure, etc. However, others were designed to pick up on some of the different components in her body that were either changing because of the drug, or were byproducts of other bodily functions but played a role in the various drugs' performances.

In the observation room, David sat back, half watching the scene in front of him, even though he was seeing no changes yet, or reading several waiting room magazines. He knew this would be a long process, but he had hoped to see more.

At two hours, the first signs of the physical changes began to become evident. Joy's breasts had begun to grow. They had always been rather small, at least in David's opinion, but now they began to fill out into large round globes of flesh that stuck out from her chest. They looked fake, but that was by design, despite the fact that they were one hundred percent real.

The next big obvious change was Joy's hair. She had always kept her red locks short, partly because her hair was dull and brittle. It could never handle being long enough to really do anything with. Joy's hair was quickly growing out from her scalp, pooling around her head, its color more vibrant and its texture softer with more volume.

As the hours past, more and more changes became evident. From the small observation room, David was only privy to a small amount of the transformation, only seeing the more obvious alterations. Dr. Phillips, however, had a front row seat to the whole event as he controlled each step of the treatment. One of the drugs was dissolving away fat cells around Joy's middle and along her legs. Another focused on her skin, altering her complexion and skin tone, while still another caused her body hair below her neck to fall out, never to grow again.

The entire treatment was run from Dr. Phillips' computer, from where he carefully administered the drugs in their proper dosages. It was also from the computer that the doctor controlled the flow of amino acids and other important organic building blocks directly into Joy's blood stream through a large gauge I.V. It was her own circulatory system that moved the components necessary to her transformation throughout her body.

Joy had been on the table for nearly twenty-four hours when the computer dinged its completion. The alert from the computer woke Dr. Phillips from his nap. He groggily got up from the small cot in the corner of the treatment room and walked over to the computer to check on the results. David, meanwhile, was fast asleep in the observation room, curled up on a similar cot that had been brought in for him. A plate of cold sandwiches sat on an end table for when he awoke.

Satisfied with the computer readout, Dr. Phillips moved to the operating table to look over his new creation. She was quite a sight. Her beauty was magnificent as she laid there, her skin and hair radiant. The doctor was almost jealous that David would be the one taking her home. Not that Dr. Phillips needed another bimbo. He already had two at home, which was quite enough work.

Dr. Phillips began his initial examination of Joy, simply making visual and physical observations.

"The patient has grown an entirely new head of hair," the doctor said into a digital recorder. "Its color is a much more bold red than what she originally came in with. The client specified that she was to keep her basic hair color, but he asked for a bit of an upgrade. RFI-98 has been successful in doing exactly as requested. The patient's hair now appears to be at least two and a half feet long when pulled straight, however, natural curls have been built into the hairs to provide a more appealing appearance."

Dr. Phillips took a break to take a sip of water as he turned his attention to Joy's face.

"The RGA-37 protocol has done wonders for the patient's face. Her nose and cheekbones have been remolded, her eyes made bigger, although that is less noticeable in her unconscious state, and her lips have thickened slightly. I find it interesting that the patient's mouth is turned up into a smile. She actually looks happy, even though she lies here completely asleep.

"In general, the RKU-85 drug has proved effective in both slimming the patient's body down while also adding muscle tone. I find it funny that we have the most effective weight loss drug in existence and no one will ever know about it because of where it was developed. The patient's waist has slimmed down considerably. It is unclear at this time if it is as small as the client requested, but I can already say that I would not recommend trying to go any thinner. The drug has also worked very well on the legs. I foresee skirts being a mainstay in her wardrobe."

Dr. Phillips continued his examination of Joy's body for the next hour, making comments on her large breasts, plumped ass and exaggerated sexual organs. These items were the mainstays in Dr. Phillips arsenal. He was particularly proud of his ability to grow breast tissue at rapid pace into a predetermined shape and firmness. In this case, Joy's breasts were both large and very round, giving her the bolt-on look that seemed to be favored by the bimbo community as of late.

While Joy's breasts were the most obvious sexual changes, they were minor compared to the changes made to her pussy and asshole, with added nerve fibers that were linked directly to the pleasure centers of her brain. The slightest touch, no matter how blunt, could provide more pleasure than Joy had ever experienced in her previous life. Still further, her breasts, using a variant of the same process, were also affected, raising their sexual sensitivity to previously unheard of levels.

The woman lying on the table was still Joy. Her mind was as of yet, unchanged. However, her body was a wet dream, especially for her fiance. During the examination, David had awoken from his sleep. He ate one of the sandwiches from the table as he watched Dr. Phillips finish his examination.

Once finished, Dr. Phillips left the treatment room only to enter the observation room moments later.

"Well, Mr. Williams, your fiance has passed every test I put her through thus far. The physical treatment has been a complete success."

"That's terrific," David said with enthusiasm. "Could I go in and see her up close?"

"I'm afraid not. As I told you earlier, this is as close as you are allowed. I am going to give Joy a couple hours to recuperate. Her body has just gone through a major undertaking as it remade itself and it needs rest. I must say, I do believe that she has been some of my finest work yet."

"I understand. Thank you so much for what you have done so far. I cannot wait for the treatment to be complete. I just know that the two of us will have great lives together."

"That's what I like to hear. I will be in my office for the next while before we start the mental treatment program. If you need anything, just push the button there by the door. A nurse will drop in to see to you."

Three hours later, Dr. Phillips was back in the treatment room. He had used the free time to catch up on sleep, knowing that the next forty-eight hours would be long and hard on him. The nurse had been in just before Dr. Phillips arrived and she had already administered the drug cocktail that would keep Joy in a deep hypnotic state so that he could work to rewrite her brain and her personality.

"Joy, can you hear me?" Dr. Phillips asked, loud and clear.

Joy stirred slightly in her sleep state, but did not answer. It was the hoped for response. It meant that the drugs in Joy's system had taken effect and were working properly.

Dr. Phillips looked over at the computer monitor, observing the data readouts from the sensors that covered Joy's face and scalp. The sensors were a Ward B creation. They provided similar data to that of an MRI, but with a smaller and simpler construction and with greater specificity with regards to the brain's learning and retention centers. The readouts were all in the green, which meant Joy was ready to begin learning her new life.

Dr. Phillips pushed a button and a synthesized voice that sounded a bit like his own called out from speakers set up near Joy's head. "You love David," it simply said. Dr. Phillips watched the monitor, looking for Joy's reaction. It was as expected. She did truly love her fiance, although the brainwashing technique would only strengthen her love for the man that stood and watched from the observation room. 

"You love David," the voice repeated. Again Dr. Phillips watched the monitor. Joy's response was even stronger this time. This was expected, however, she had already passed the green line which was required to move on to the next statement. The single repeat was a personal record for one of Dr. Phillips' sessions, possibly for the entire Ward.

"You love to have sex with David," the voice said. The sensor readings showed that while Joy accepted some of the statement, it was not yet completely true for her. However, it soon would be very true.

"You need to have sex with David." The alteration in the statement was used to help solidify the foundation of the statement in Joy's mind. Every way that she could think of it, the statement would be true for her. With the second iteration, the statement resounded more strongly, but more was needed.

"You love to have sex with David."

This process continued for hours, the whole time Joy laid on the table, sensors covering her face and head, feeding brain wave data back to the computer. Dr. Phillips strained his eyes as he stared at the monitor the whole time, barely taking his eyes off of it to check on the physical state of his patient.

After Joy had accepted her need to have sex with her fiance whenever he wanted, the added part taking nearly half an hour before she believed it fully, the statements moved toward dressing and acting in a sexy manner. This was needed to both affect her personal style, but to also soften her up for the more lewd and public sex acts she would be comfortable with and even crave.

If all that were needed was a dumb slut of a woman, Dr. Phillips would have been done in only a couple hours. However, David's requests called for a more complex structure and a certain finesse that only he possessed. Joy would not just be a dumb bimbo and a slave to David's pleasure and his every whim. She would need to be an functional part of the household, acting as housewife and eventually a mother to their children. This required a certain intelligence and dominant streak that naturally clashed with the bimbo personality he was building inside of Joy. Dr. Phillips had his work cut out for him.

"You must obey David. You need to obey David. You cannot imagine not obeying David."

David watched the entire brainwashing treatment with rapt fascination. He was hard the moment the mental transformation process began. Luckily, it turned out the nurse had a solution to his problem. Even now, as David watched his fiance's mind get rebuilt from the ground up, the nurse was kneeling before him, his cock in her mouth. At first David felt a little guilty about cheating on Joy like that, especially considering what she was doing for him, however, those thoughts were quickly washed away when Joy learned that she would have sex with anyone that David wished. By that time, it had only taken three repetitions for Joy to agree completely.

"You are always happy," the voice said. "You always smile." The voice repeated those two statements over and over again, beyond the point that her brain had accepted them as truths. Dr. Phillips kept the statements on a loop. This time, his eyes were not on the computer monitor, but on Joy's face. He was looking for some specific reaction.

And then it happened. Joy's mouth, which had to this point remained slack and expressionless, moved, turning the corners of her mouth up into a smile. It was only then that Dr. Phillips pushed another button and the session continued.

Between giving David blow jobs, the nurse would enter the treatment room, checking on the doctor and bringing him a new cup of coffee. The caffeine was a needed stimulant as Dr. Phillips refused to interrupt his work to get any additional sleep.

By the end of the first day, if Joy were to awaken, she would have loved the new her in every way possible. She would be David's dumb slutty fiance and be excited about it. However, more work was required to make Joy a fully functioning adult in society. Her inhibitions were gone, but a few needed to be added back that would allow her to be a good mother.

Also at this point, Joy would essentially have been a slave to her fiance. This was by design, but she needed more of a personal will so that she could relate to other people and function in most social situations. This was important for Joy's personal well being, otherwise she would get stuck in situations espousing the benefits of becoming a slave to her man. This would only bring attention to her, to David and to the hospital and its staff.

In the end, Joy's treatment took sixty-five hours. The additional seven hours were used to allow her to recover. Despite her unconscious state, the heightened learning state she had spent much of the last two days in had taken a toll on her energy reserves. The fluid being pumped into her arm through the I.V. was full of various chemical compounds that her body could metabolize for fuel.

When Joy finally awoke, she found herself laying in a comfortable hospital bed with pink sheets in a pink colored hospital room. She stretched lazily, not sure of where she was, but not caring either. If it were important for her to know what was happening, she knew David would tell her.

Joy smiled at the thought of David. He was so strong and sexy and smart. She could not wait to see him. Then she would be even happier.

Joy took a moment, since she was alone with no one to guide her, to examine herself. She was vaguely aware that she had gone through a hospital procedure, but her brain was simply not working fast enough for her to remember all of the details. Nonetheless, Joy liked what she saw. Her big round tits dominated her thin frame, making it obvious that she did not want to be taken seriously.

Unsatisfied with her first person view, Joy got up and walked gingerly to a mirror that sat on the wall. With each step she took, a shooting pain shot up her calves. Joy ignored the pain as she had no idea what the cause was and she really wanted to see herself in the mirror.

The reflection Joy saw of herself stunned her. Her jaw hung open at the sight of the naked redheaded bimbo staring back at her. She could not help but think of herself as beautiful. Further, Joy swelled with excitement at seeing her hair. She did not understand why, but the fact that her hair was red was comforting to her.

Joy ran a hand down her flank, enjoying the sensations her new body provided her. She shook her head, trying to prove to herself that her reflection was her. The mass of bright red hair whipped around her face in response. When Joy finally finished, her hair settled in front of her shoulders with several loose ringlets hanging across her breasts and tickling her nipples.

Joy giggled in response as her attention was once more drawn toward her tits. She reached up with both hands and felt her chest for the first time. There was a softness that that said that they were real despite the appearance of being fake. However, more than the sight and feel was the overwhelming sensation of pleasure that traveled up into Joy's empty head and down into her gushing pussy.

As Joy stood there playing with herself in front of the mirror, one hand traveled south, across her now taut belly, finally reaching her bald and well lubricated slit.

"Oh David," Joy moaned as a finger entered her, sliding past the wet folds at the entrance of her pussy, the whole time imagining that it was not her finger but David's hard cock.

It was not long before a second and then a third finger joined the first inside of her, her thumb rubbing against her swollen nub, erect with arousal and peaking out from under its hood. While all of this went on between Joy's legs, her other hand continued its earlier work exploring every curve of her newly expanded tits, moving back and forth, making sure that each fleshy globe got its fair share of attention.

Joy's arousal skyrocketed, fueled by her imagining David being the one groping her tits and pumping his rock hard shaft in and out of her. Finally, after what was an excruciatingly long five minutes, her arousal peaked and crashed down. Her orgasm shook her entire body as the pleasure washed over her. Joy was barely able to keep her feet as her muscles wanted to collapse, focusing all of their energies on enjoying the intense pleasure. Her brain all but shut down at the intense sensations that her fingers brought her.

When Joy's mind was finally able to reboot again and begin processing her senses, she realized she heard clapping. She turned to see both Dr. Phillips and David standing in the doorway, watching her as she had brought herself off. She smiled, feeling glad that she had put on a show worthy of applause.

It took a moment for Joy's sluggish brain to pick up on the fact that David was one of the two men watching her.

"David," Joy finally squealed as she ran and jumped into his arms.

Joy reached around and held David in a tight embrace and planted a big kiss on David's lips, immediately sticking her tongue into his mouth. She was overjoyed to see her fiance and master.

After several moments, David finally broke the kiss. If she were capable, Joy would have looked sad, but in her new ever-happy state, all she was able to do was give a curious smile. Of course, being in David's presence, or simply thinking about him, which she now always did, was enough to put a smile her face.

"Stand back and let me get a look at you," David said.

Joy stepped back into the middle of the room and slowly turned to give David a complete view of her new body.

"Do you approve?" Joy asked coyly. However, she emphasized her submission by giggling.

"Yes very much so," David replied before turning to the doctor. "I can't believe it and I watched it happen. She's perfect."

Joy giggled again at the compliment. She did not mind David talking about her in front of her. He was in charge and it seemed like he only had good things to say about her. Joy eyed David's crotch and saw a big bulge in his pants. She licked her lips at the thought of what she might get to do.

"I'm glad that she passes your initial assessment. Of course, I do recommend you give her a thorough testing. You are welcome to use the room for as long as you need."

"Thank you Doctor. I think I will take her for a test drive."

As the doctor left, closing the door behind him, David approached his fiance. As he got closer, Joy's gaze slowly traveled down. He realized she was staring at his crotch.

"You know, it's not polite to stare," David said teasingly.

"I'm so sorry David," Joy said looking up into his face with a knowing smile.

"Did you see something you like?"

"Yes."

"Well, if you are good, I will make sure you get properly rewarded."

"I'll be good, I promise."

"All right then. I'm going to ask you a couple questions. I want you to answer them as best you can."

"Okay."

"How many teaspoons are in a tablespoon?"

"Three."

"Very good. I'm impressed. You didn't used to know that."

Joy looked very confused. "What do you mean? I'm a good cook, right?"

"Of course you are, but you didn't used to be. You want to be a good cook for me don't you?"

"Yes. You deserve the best food I can make."

David simply smiled at Joy's response to his question. Her brain had been completely rewired and it showed.

"Next question: what's six times nine?"

Joy had to think on that one for a while. She vaguely remembered learning math in school growing up, but it seemed so hard now. It was not any fun. Joy's eyes went out of focus as she stared off behind David and twirled her hair in her finger.

"Um, is it sixty-nine?"

Joy giggled at her answer, realizing the sexual connotations.

"No, I'm afraid the actual answer is fifty-four."

"But, that can't be right. What happened to the six and the nine?"

"Let me answer your question with another question. Joy, do you think you are very smart?"

Again, Joy had to spend some time thinking on an answer. She knew her mind was pretty sluggish in anything not related to pleasing David, but did that mean she was dumb? Deep down, Joy knew she had been a smart woman at one time. In fact, she felt like all of those old answers to questions were still there, but just out of reach. She thought if she really strained, she might be able to reach them. However, as Joy was about to try, she began to think that there was far too much effort involved to get those answers.

"No. I'm not very smart."

Joy sounded as dejected as her chipper voice and attitude allowed. David could sense this and was determined to cheer up his future wife.

"That's okay Joy," he said, cupping her chin in his hand and looking into her eyes. "Girls like you aren't supposed to be smart. They're just supposed to take care of their man and his house. Can you do that for me?"

"Yes. I can do that. I can take care of you and your house. That's a perfect job for me."

"And that's why we're getting married, remember?"

Joy did not answer. She did not have to. Her expression told David all he needed to know. Tears came to Joy's eyes, but they were not tears of sadness. They were tears of joy. She was Joy, and she was always going to be happy for her man and serve him for as long as she could.

"Now there's just one last thing I want to test," David said as he took hold of Joy by the shoulders and turned her around so that she was facing the bed.

With one hand on the back of Joy's neck and the other holding the front of her hip, David pushed her down onto the bed. Joy laid there, her tits smashed into the bed, her ass sticking up in the air and pointed straight back at her fiance. She giggled at the submissive position she found herself in.

"Stay right there while I get myself ready. It's time to make sure that you feel as good on the inside as you do on the outside."

"Fuck me," Joy squealed back as she wiggled her ass to better tempt David and to get him to hurry.

Before Joy knew what was happening, David's hands took hold of her hips, repositioning her for better access. Moments later, she could feel David's cock at her entrance. She was desperately wet and her juices leaked out onto his shaft as he rubbed it along her slit.

Joy moaned in need. David's teasing seemed excruciatingly long in her dim mind. She tried to push back to bring him inside of her, but David's hold on her hips was too strong.

"Wait until I'm ready," David scolded her. "You'll get my cock in your pussy soon enough."

After several more moments of teasing, David decided Joy had had enough. Of course, he was starting to feel the need to stick his prick in Joy's sopping wet pussy anyway.

"Oh yes," Joy cried out when David finally slid himself past Joy's slick folds for the first time. "Thank you David."

David set up a simple rhythm as he slid in and out of Joy's pussy. Meanwhile, fireworks of pleasure were going off inside of Joy's head. In less than a minute Joy's moans and cries became completely unintelligible as the pleasure overwhelmed all coherent thought. David could not help but smile as he looked down on his redheaded fiance.

Joy was as close to heaven as she could imagine. It felt like each and every cell in her body was taking part in the sexual congress with David, sharing the monstrous levels of pleasure coursing through her body. Still, despite Joy's brain essentially all but shutting down entirely, her body operated on a new level of instinct. Each of David's thrusts were met by Joy's own, trying to get his hard rod deeper and deeper.

"This is amazing," David shouted. "This is the best thing ever."

David's own pleasure was quickly building as he slammed himself into Joy's sopping wet pussy. Soon his breathing became ragged and he lost his rhythm as he tried to thrust into Joy faster and harder.

"Oh fuck, this is great."

And then it happened. David's cock twitched inside of her. With one big surge, David impaled Joy onto his shaft and held himself inside of her as his hot white seed flooded her channel. Joy's vision went white as she came, pushed over the edge by David's cum splashing against the walls of her pussy. She passed out under the intensity of her orgasm.

David's cock continued to let loose spurt after spurt of cum into Joy. The energy required to sustain such a big and long orgasm left David otherwise feeling drained. Just after David pulled himself free from his bimbo fiance, his head swooned as he collapsed onto the bed next to Joy.

Joy slowly woke, a dopey grin that only the freshly fucked can have was plastered across her face. She looked around, picking herself up off the bed slightly. As soon as Joy saw David lying next to her, she began to panic, not knowing what to do.

"David," Joy shouted in her high pitched voice. "Baby, wake up."

Joy wanted to shake her fiance to make sure he woke up, but she did not allow herself to. She did not have permission to wake him in that manner. Joy began to bounce up and down, as her body wanted to do something, but her well conditioned mind would not allow it. She looked completely comical as she bounced up and down on her toes, her tits jiggling wildly with her sudden movements.

David stirred. Joy did not catch it at first as she had begun to get distracted by her bouncing tits. He groaned as he slowly awoke from his sleep.

"Ohmygod," Joy cried as she ran up next to her waking fiance. "Are you okay?"

"Hmm?" David asked groggily, still trying to process all that had happened.

"Are you okay?" Joy repeated.

"Yeah. Wow. That was amazing. I can't wait to try out the rest of you."

Joy giggled in response to David's compliment of her, overjoyed that he was all right and that he wanted to fuck her more.

"Joy, would you mind cleaning me up?" David asked, glancing down at his cock.

"Of course."

Joy dropped down to her knees and began to clean David's cock with her mouth. It did not take long for David to become hard again.

"This was the best gift you could have ever given me Joy. When you're done here, I want to get you home so you can get started on your new life as a housewife."

Joy took David's cock out of her mouth, but she continued to stroke it, using her saliva as lubrication.

"I'd do anything for you. I have the perfect dinner planned for when we get home. I love you so much David."

"I love you too," David said as Joy went back to giving him the best blow job he had ever had.

Joy and David were both happy, and neither of them had any regrets about their visit to the Bimbo Ward.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Katherine

 


"Hi there," Bri said in her ever chipper high pitched voice to the approaching woman. "How can I, like, help you?"

"Um, hello," Katherine replied, slightly put off by the buxom bimbo before her working the receptionist's desk. She looked like a typical dumb blond, except she was brunette. "I have an appointment."

"Oh, are you Katie?"

Katherine winced at being called Katie. She had not been called that since she was a little girl. Actually, she had had a boyfriend in college that called her Katie once. There was a reason he was now an ex-boyfriend.

"Katherine. Katherine West. I have an opthalmology appointment."

Bri squeezed her face into a look of concentration as she tried to decipher what Katherine had just said.

"Oh you mean an eye appointment," Bri said, smiling proudly at figuring out what Katherine had meant. "Have a seat and Dr. Scott will be out shortly to see you."

Katherine walked over to the waiting area and sat down as far from the receptionist as she could. She hated women who publicly paraded their sexuality and acted dumb just to get the attention of men. The only saving grace for the receptionist, in Katherine's eyes, was that Bri was not blond. That would have just been too much.

Of course, Katherine would not even be at the Los Angeles University Hospital if it were not for the fact that she had lost her job the month before, and with it, her health benefits. It had originally seemed disastrous that after a long week of moping around the house after her managerial position at a major tech company was eliminated, she sat on her glasses, breaking them beyond all possible use. Fortunately, Katherine had received a mailer advertising a new, and temporarily free, eye procedure for women at the Los Angeles University Hospital. She jumped at the chance to at least get a new pair of glasses out of the deal.

Katherine was now starting to regret making the appointment. If the receptionist was any indication of the type of people who would be working with her, she wanted nothing to do with any of it. However, the more Katherine's rational side thought about her situation, she decided that it would be a small price to pay to put up with a bimbo or two in exchange for new glasses.

"Katherine?" said a man's voice, snapping Katherine to attention. She looked up at the man and instantly felt relieved. Dressed in a white doctor's coat, he seemed completely professional, if not a little handsome as well.

"Yes," Katherine replied as she got to her feet.

The man smiled and Katherine felt even better. She knew that everything would work itself out in the end.

"Hello, I'm Dr. Scott."

Dr. Scott held out his hand and Katherine reached up and shook it. His grip was firm, but gentle, which further allayed the fears that had earlier occupied her thoughts.

"Hello. I guess you already know my name." Katherine punctuated her sentence with a small giggle.

"Welcome to Ward B. If you'll just follow me, we can get started with your eye exam."

"Lead the way."

Katherine could not help but feel attracted to Dr. Scott as he led her through the oddly pink hallways of the hospital. She had always had a thing for older men, but it seemed that she always fell for dominant bad boys who always seemed to end up wanting to leech off of her. Not that anybody could do that anymore. Even though Katherine knew that it was completely unethical for a doctor to ask a patient out, as well as highly unlikely, she would hold out hope, just in case.

"So what brings you to us today?" Dr. Scott asked inquisitively, making small talk as they made their way to the exam room.

"Well I lost my job last month, or more accurately, my position was cut when my company, I mean the company, went through a reorganization. Then a week later, I broke my glasses. I've been using an old pair, but they aren't very good. I received a card in the mail advertising this special offer, so I went for it."

"I'm sorry to hear about the job. I'm sure something will come up eventually."

"Thanks. At least I've heard the last couple weeks at the office have been hell. My old secretary sent me an email saying that her new boss is a sexist pig and that there are some grumblings from higher up about who thought it was a good idea to eliminate my position. Even if they do offer me my job back, I'm not taking it. I have principles. I'm sure I'll find a new job soon."

"I'm sure you will," the doctor said, a small smirk on his face that went unnoticed by Katherine. "Here's the exam room."

The doctor led Katherine into the small exam room. It was odd, because while half the room looked like a standard eye exam room, complete with chair and the overhead goggles that always seemed to be accompanied with the question, "Which one's better, number one or number two?" However, the other half of the room looked like it belonged in a day spa. There was a relaxing looking tub with fuzzy pink robes hanging on hooks above the tub.

Katherine stood there speechless, looking at the scene around her and trying to figure out what was happening.

"Have a seat please, and we will get started."

Again, Katherine snapped out to attention, this time proceeding to sit in the exam chair. She decided it best to ignore her surroundings and instead focus on her exam. Katherine had had eye exams before, so she knew what to expect. In anticipation, she had already removed her old glasses.

"I'll hold on to those if you'd like?" Dr. Scott asked about her glasses.

"Thank you," Katherine replied, handing him her only method of seeing the world around her. Her eyesight was so bad that she could not make it from her bedroom to her bathroom without them.

"Now I want you to look through the goggles here and tell me what you can see."

Dr. Scott positioned the goggles in front of her eyes, before turning off the overhead lights and typing a command into the nearby computer that caused the eye chart to light up.

"Tell me what you can see?"

"Nothing Doctor. I can't see a thing without some sort of corrective device."

"Very well." Dr. Scott made a couple adjustments to the goggles. "How about now?"

"I can barely make out the big letter. It's a B."

"Very good. I'm going to keep making some adjustments and I want you to tell me what more you can read after each one."

Dr. Scott made another adjustment.

"Oh wow, I can make out another line. It says L - O - N - D."

"Good. How about now?"

"No, that made it worse."

"All right, and now?"

"Much better. I can see three lines. The third one says "S - E - X - T - O - Y. Wait does that spell something?"

"If it does, it is purely coincidental. The letters are randomly selected. Now, does this next change help?"

"Oh wow. That helped a lot, I can almost read the whole thing, even the bottom line."

"What's it say?"

"P - O - R - N - S - T - A - R. Wait a minute. What are you trying to pull?"

Katherine tried to pull her head away from the goggles she was looking through, but she suddenly found that she could not. At some point, without her realizing it, Dr. Scott had slid a band around her head, holding it in place, forcing her to look through the device. Katherine tried to reach up and remove the restraint, when she found her wrists were also restrained, tied down to the arm rests of the chair.

"What's going on? What are you doing to me?"

Katherine was in panic mode. She did not know exactly why she was restrained, only that she was and without her permission. If she could see him, she would have seen that Dr. Scott was simply smiling at her reaction.

"Katherine, you need to relax," Dr. Scott said calmly as he patted her brunette hair. "This is all just part of the procedure. It's not uncommon for people to panic in these situations. In a few minutes, I'm sure you will feel better."

Before Katherine could respond, Dr. Scott hit enter on the computer, starting a program that would severely alter Katherine's ability to process information. All she saw were bright flashing lights that attracted all of her attention and prevented her from closing her eyes. Katherine sat there, completely engrossed in the flashing lights in front of her, unable and unwilling to pull herself away.

Dr. Scott's program ran for twenty minutes. While Katherine's mind was made malleable and ready for new directions, the doctor busied himself with the preparations for the next stage. This meant filling the tub with a green gel, as well as preparing the mask and head covering that Katherine would need to wear.

After twenty minutes, the computer chimed the completion of the program. The lights in the goggles stopped flashing, but Katherine remained in a dazed and uncomprehending state.

"Katie, are you awake?" Dr. Scott asked as he removed her restraints, ignoring the fact that he knew calling her Katie would have normally annoyed her.

"Hmm?" Katherine responded feeling relaxed, not yet having the mental state to clearly organize her thinking.

"How are you feeling?"

"Good," Katherine practically purred.

Katherine's brain was awash with endorphins, flooding her with feelings of relaxation and ecstasy. She could have been told that the sky was falling and she would have happily accepted it as fact, not even bothering to panic.

"Now Katie, how would you like it if I fixed your vision so that you would never need to wear glasses again? Doesn't that sound nice?"

"Oh, yes," Katherine responded dreamily as if her mind was in some far away happy place. "It would be so nice to not have to wear glasses anymore."

"Very good. Now if you will just come over to the tub here, we can get started on fixing your eyes."

"Okay."

Katherine rose to her feet and walked the few feet over to the side of the tub, which was now filled with the green gel. Katherine looked down into the tub, not sure what to do next, waiting for further instruction from Dr. Scott.

"Next I need you to take off your clothes."

After a moment's hesitation, Katherine looked up at the doctor and said, "But why..."

"You do want to get your eyes fixed, right?" Dr. Scott interrupted.

"Of course."

"And you don't want to get your clothes all dirty and gross do you?"

"Of course not."

"Then you need to take off your clothes and sit down in the tub."

"Okay."

Katherine began to pull off her clothing. She started with her blue tight knit sweater. It was a loose pullover that reached the middle of her ass. Underneath was a simple white cotton bra. Next came Katherine's back slacks, which revealed long and surprisingly shapely legs, again revealing matching cotton panties.

After another moment's hesitation, Katherine slid off her bra, and then pushed her panties down around her ankles, stepping out of them which only left her basic black flats as her only article of clothing remaining. Katherine blushed at her exposure, but felt unable to actually do anything about it.

"And the shoes."

"Oh yeah."

Katherine kicked her shoes off and stepped into the tub. The gel was surprisingly warm around her ankles and calves. Katherine slowly and gracefully lowered herself into the tub. She could not help but to let out a little gasp of pleasure as the gel covered her sex, it's warmth embracing her.

"Now, the way this is going to work is that this special gel will work its way around you, not unlike a cocoon, and it will improve and smooth over all of your imperfections, especially your eyes," Dr. Scott said once Katherine was sitting upright in the tub. "However, the gel can do funny things when it comes into contact with body hair, so there is a special head covering that you need to wear while you are soaking."

"Okay."

"To start, there is a special shampoo and conditioner for your hair and face," Dr. Scott said as he liberally applied a brown colored concoction with his hands to Katherine's face and head.

Katherine jumped slightly in the tub, mostly stunned by the cold of the conditioner.

"No need to worry," Dr. Scott continued. "Before I put the head covering on you, I thought you might like to listen to some soothing music while the gel does its work. Would you like that?"

Katherine nodded her head. Listening to music sounded nice and relaxing. It was the perfect thing to help get her through a stressful procedure, not that she was capable of feeling very much stress at the moment.

Dr. Scott continued his work. He placed two wireless ear buds into Katherine's ears. Then over the top of it all, he placed a masked head covering over her head and secured it in place. Then, being very careful, Dr. Scott leaned Katherine back into the tub, so that she was completely submerged in the green gel. Had Katherine's thought processes been capable, she would have wondered how she could breath with the gel blocking her airways, not knowing that the nano-sized robots in the gel transfered oxygen into her lungs.

Dr. Scott watched Katherine lie there for several minutes before he was satisfied that nothing would go wrong. After an hour in the tub with the little robots working on every system in her body, Katherine would come out looking like a whole new woman. But that was not all. The music being pumped into her head, with her very receptive mind listening, she would also think differently too.

At first, there was almost no sign that anything was actually happening, aside from an occasional stray bubble that would travel up to the surface and burst, leaving behind a faint smell of strawberries. After about fifteen minutes, the first indications that the gel was working began to appear. It began with a slight change in Katherine's skin tone. Having always spent the majority of her time indoors, she had never had much color. Her skin darkened to the point that anyone who saw her would think she tanned regularly.

Next came the swelling of Katherine's breasts. She had always been small, but now they began to slowly grow to a substantial size. However, not only did Katherine's breast tissue grow, it changed its composition, becoming firmer and perkier. Her nipples also underwent fairly substantial change as they grew in size, sticking out in a nearly ever-erect state.

Katherine's legs had always been her best feature. In fact there was little that the robots needed to change. Beyond improving skin tone and texture, removing a little fat, and improving muscle flexibility, they went untouched.

After an hour laying in the warm green gel, Dr. Scott decided the transformation process was complete. He drained the tub and washed Katherine's nearly sedate form clean, all the while leaving the head covering on and the subliminal music playing.

"I hope her hair and face come out right," Dr. Scott told himself. "I can fix any mistakes, but it would be a lot easier to get it right on the first try."

After one last look at the body of the future sex kitten, Dr. Scott removed Katherine's head covering, revealing for the first time her new look. After removing the ear buds and cleaning her face and hair, Dr. Scott stood back and marveled at his creation. Katherine, the out of work manager, was no more. In her stead was a sexy blond bombshell of a woman, whose attributes encouraged other more hedonistic occupations.

"Wake up Katie," the doctor said, gently shaking Katherine's shoulder. "You fell asleep sweetie."

"Hmm? What?" Katherine asked groggily.

"How is you vision? Can you see better now?"

"Um, yeah, wow," she said as her mind came to grips with her new found vision. "Oh my god, I can see perfectly. Thank you so much Dr. Scott."

"Don't thank me too much yet. Wait until you see all the improvements we made."

"Improvements?"

"Like I said in the beginning, the procedure has some side effects where in it smooths over your imperfections. I think you're really going to like the new you."

Dr. Scott helped the confused Katherine out of the tub and walked her over to a large mirror. Katherine's jaw dropped at the sight of her younger looking self. Long platinum blond locks fell from her head down past her now overly endowed breasts, all the way to the small of her back. Her waist, which once showed the obvious signs of her sedentary lifestyle was now sleek and toned. The whole effect from her bosom down to her now slightly expanded hips and ass gave her a perfect hourglass figure. Katherine's legs, largely untouched throughout the process were smooth and hairless, an attribute they shared with her entire body. The tiny robots removed all of her extraneous body hair.

Katherine gave herself a complete visual going over. Her eyes, once having been brown, were now a bright shade of blue. Her nose, no longer beak like, but now having the shape of a button. Both pairs of Katherine's lips were larger and fleshier. She ran her tongue through her mouth and across her lips to find them plump and waiting for something to suck on. Down below, Katherine's nether lips were getting wet just at the sight of herself, her clit already poking out from its little hood and standing out erect with arousal.

Despite what her senses were telling her, Katherine did not believe that she was looking at her own reflection. She shook her head, letting the mass of blond curls whip around her face. Still it was not enough. Deep down, Katherine knew something was wrong. However, for the life of her, she could not figure out what it was.

"What did you do to me?" Katherine asked, her mind still coming to grips with the massive changes in her body. Everything felt different. Every nerve in her body was supercharged and seemingly directly connected to the arousal and pleasure centers in her brain. Katherine slid a long nailed hand up her flank and over the outside of her breasts. She shuddered as that single sensation was more pleasurable than anything she had felt before.

"Let me answer you with a question. Do you feel better than you ever have before?"

"Yes."

"Then there is nothing to worry about. However, there are a few more things we need to do to complete your exam. First there is some paperwork to take of."

Dr. Scott walked over to a phone by the door and dialed.

"Nurse Cutler," came over the speaker. The nurse on the other end had the sultry voice of a phone sex operator.

"This is Dr. Scott. Please bring Ms. West's paperwork to the opthalmology room. And bring your notary stamp with you."

"Right away Doctor."

"The nurse will be here shortly," Dr. Scott said, turning to face Katherine again. "Would you like to wear a robe while she is here?"

"A robe?"

It had not yet dawned on Katherine that she was completely nude. Her brain was not operating at its usual level of functioning, which had the effect of lowering her observational abilities and higher cognitive thinking.

"Here, let me get you a nice soft pink robe. I'm sure it will feel great on you."

Dr. Scott pulled one of the robes off the wall and helped Katherine into it, sliding it up her arms and over her shoulders. It took several attempts, but Katherine eventually got it tied off in front. With her expanded bust, the robe left very little to the imagination.

Katherine loved the feel of the robe on her skin. It felt warm and sensual. But there was more. The cloth rubbing over her erect nipples only seemed to make them harder and shoot small bolts of pleasure up into her brain.

Katherine's hand was slowly rising, likely to take hold of one of her nipples, when her thoughts and movements were torn away from her body by a knock on the exam room door. A moment later, a beautifully stacked nurse walked through on skyscraper heels. In her hands were a set of papers and and a big rubber stamp.

"Hello Dr. Scott," the nurse said seductively.

"You brought everything we need?"

"Yes sir."

"Katie, come over here please. There are some papers you need to sign."

Katherine hesitantly walked over to the counter where the nurse was laying out the papers.

"You need to sign these three forms at the bottom," the nurse said, handing Katherine a pen.

Katherine tried to read over what it was she was signing, but the words swam in front of her eyes. Her vision was fine, but it seemed that her brain was momentarily incapable of making sense of the small print on the documents.

"What do they say?" Katherine asked the nurse.

"Oh these are just a couple of administrative forms. There's nothing to worry about. One is absolving the hospital of any malpractice complaints, since this is a free exam. The second one is a statement saying that you are satisfied with the treatment and the third is a change of name form."

"Wait, change of name?"

"Well, you don't look like your old self anymore, so we need to fix it so that you look like your official identity."

"Oh, okay."

Katherine did not understand the nurse's logic, but she could not see any fault with it. She did look different now, better in fact.

Katherine signed the papers. Nurse Cutler then went through and notarized it all, making it official.

"All right, you're all set. There's just a couple more steps left in your exam, and then you will be free to go."

"Thank you," Katherine replied happily. She did not know what she had done, but she knew she trusted the nurse. She was too pretty to not trust.

"Okay Katie," Dr. Scott began once Nurse Cutler had left, closing the door behind her, "let's get started with the next part of your exam."

Katherine looked up at Dr. Scott and smiled. The more she thought about it, the more attractive the doctor seemed to be.

"Yes Doctor."

Dr. Scott led Katherine back to the original exam chair. Once she was sitting, he pulled a helmet like device out from behind the chair and placed it on Katherine's head.

"Now, I need to strap you down to prevent you from moving too much. Otherwise the machine could ruin all of the great progress you have made today."

"How long will this take?"

"Maybe an hour, but I promise the time will just fly by."

"All right."

Katherine wanted to spend the time and think through all that had happened so far, but her body seemed to want other things. With every sensation heightening her arousal and making her feel such great pleasure, she found herself incapable of the more coherent thoughts that she was striving for. Katherine instead found the idea of sex with Dr. Scott more and more appealing. She found herself growing more and more wet at the thought of it.

"This will tingle a bit," Dr. Scott said once he had finished strapping Katherine down to the chair again. "But from what I have heard from others, it is quite enjoyable."

Satisfied that Katherine was restrained properly and that the helmet was fitting properly, Dr. Scott walked over to the computer and hit enter. Katherine immediately felt the effects of the device on her head. It started as a small vibration that felt like her brain was being massaged. Katherine let out a sigh as her whole body relaxed and she fell asleep.

In reality, the computer was scanning her brain, determining her I.Q. and mapping the different synaptic pathways that Katherine had developed over the thirty-two years of her life. It would not be long before Katherine found her entire sense of self to be that of a bimbo slut, better suited for a life stripping or having sex in front of a camera than she was as a business manager.

The computer dinged, notifying Dr. Scott that the the brain scan was complete.

"110?" the doctor asked out loud. "Not as smart as you thought you were it seems. Not that it matters. The bimbos I transform in this hospital could not even imagine being as smart as you. Then again, they usually like being sexy and ditzy airheads."

Dr. Scott spent several minutes going over the different settings, making small adjustments. Once he was satisfied with his changes, he pressed start. A machine built into the exam chair whirred to life as the computer sent new directions through the machine and into Katherine's brain.

The mental transformation process that Katherine found herself put through had two stages. In the first stage, many pathways were completely rewritten, changing how Katherine thought and experienced sensation and feelings. This was the trickiest part, because making one wrong move could cause permanent brain damage. The second stage involved testing and emphasizing the new pathways, making their future use natural and seamless. It was not uncommon to see the patient shudder in orgasm during the second stage.

After forty-five minutes with the machine running, Katherine began to show the tell-tale signs of the immense pleasure she was feeling. Orgasms began to flow, one after the other, into a constant state of climax. Katherine's own juices began to freely flow out from between her legs. Dr. Scott was thankful that the chair covering was waterproof.

It was just over an hour when the computer chimed to indicate the mental transformation process was complete. Dr. Scott walked over to the computer to check the results.

"Her new I.Q. is eighty-five?" Dr. Scoot asked himself out loud. "Interesting. She might be the smartest bimbo I have ever created. No worries though, a slightly higher intelligence won't be too bad in her new profession. It might actually help. At least she'll be able to follow the director's instructions."

Katherine was no more. Where there once was a reasonably intelligent woman who had found success as a business manager at a high tech company, now all that remained was Kitty, a busty blond bimbo whose only ambitions were sucking, fucking, and looking pretty. Not that she would have any problems doing those things. She was made for them. The mental makeover had increased Kitty's libido to higher levels than Katherine would have thought possible. She would be nearly insatiable.

"Wake up Kitty," Dr. Scott said as he tapped the freshly transformed bimbo on the shoulder, the prodding causing her tits to jiggle. "It's time to get up."

Kitty opened her eyes to see Dr. Scott looking down on her. She smiled brightly at seeing such a handsome face. Kitty's eyes drifted down to the bulge that was developing in the doctor's pants. She felt her mouth water as she ran her tongue along her plump lips. Kitty so very much wanted to suck and fuck Dr. Scott.

"There are just two more things we need to do before your exam is complete."

"Like, what do I need to do?" Kitty asked in her high pitched bimbo voice. The thought of going through a big exam was daunting to Kitty's little mind, not realizing that she had gone through the bulk of it. However, she was glad it was nearly over.

"Well, first I need you to answer some questions. Can you do that for me?"

Kitty nodded her head like a little girl before adding, "As long as their not, like, too hard and stuff."

"No, no, I think you'll be able to answer these questions just fine. Now to start, do you remember your life before today?"

"A little bit. But I was, like, totally boring. And I didn't have a hot body like I do now. God, I need a cock so bad."

"I take it then that you are happy with the changes we've made?"

"Oh yes. I, like, totally love the new me."

Without even thinking, Kitty began to slide the robe off her shoulders, letting it drop onto the chair behind her, where it then fell to the ground. She knew what her body wanted and there was nothing that was going to stop her from getting it.

"Very good. There's just one more thing we need to do Kitty."

Kitty looked up into the doctor's face for the first time in several minutes and pouted before asking, "What now?"

"There's just the matter of the internal exam to make sure your plumbing works correctly."

Kitty gave a confused look, not understanding Dr. Scott's metaphor.

"I'm going to fuck your slutty little brains out," the doctor clarified.

"Oh yeah," Kitty cheered, clapping her hands together and bouncing in her chair. Her tits bounced wildly on her chest. When she noticed this, she broke out into a fit of giggles before adding, "My titties are bouncy."

"Yes they're very nice, but don't you have something you should be doing right now?"

"What do you, like, mean?"

Dr. Scott shifted his gaze down and Kitty's followed. Before she could even realize it, she was again staring at Dr. Scott's crotch.

"Oh that's right," Kitty continued. "We're gonna fuck."

Kitty slid out of the chair and onto her knees as gracefully as she could in a brand new body that she had not had the chance to fully test out yet, finding her face inches from Dr. Scott's growing bulge. With deft movements, she reached up and pulled the doctor's pants down, releasing his thick hard shaft. Kitty took a moment and savored the musky aroma of Dr. Scott's pheromones.

Just the sight of her new sexy body was getting Dr. Scott hard, but Kitty knew he could get even bigger and harder. She stuck out her tongue and licked along the underside of the doctor's cock, from balls to tip. Dr. Scott shuddered in response.

"You taste yummy," Kitty said before she began to suck Dr. Scott's cock into her mouth, sliding her fat lips along his shaft.

Dr. Scott let out a long deep groan as his cock rose to full mast inside Kitty's soft wet mouth. Kitty reveled in the sensation of having the doctor's dick in her mouth, rewarding him for everything that he had done for her. She looked up into Dr. Scott's eyes submissively, looking at his reactions to maximize his pleasure.

After several minutes of Kitty using her now talented tongue to gently massage Dr. Scott's hard cock, the doctor could feel his climax approaching. Still wanting to try out the rest of the new bimbo, Dr. Scott pushed Kitty off of his cock and back onto her heels. Kitty looked up with a pout, unsure what she was doing wrong.

Seeing Kitty's confusion, Dr. Scott comforted her saying, "You're a very talented cock sucker, but I still need to fuck that pussy of yours."

"Oh yes. Please, like, fuck my cunt. I'm totally wet and ready for you."

Dr. Scott sat down in the same chair that had created Kitty.

"Come on up and have a seat," the doctor said as he patted his knee.

Kitty needed no further encouragement as she quickly jumped to her feet and approached Dr. Scott. Her eyes fixed on his, she straddled the doctor's legs, letting his cock brush against her pussy lips, as she pressed her mouth to his, kissing him deeply. The kiss lasted several minutes, easily outlasting the most expensive kiss in history, as the bimbo and her doctor explored each other's mouths with their tongues.

At last, when Kitty broke the kiss, leaving both of them gasping for breath, she reached down and gently guided Dr. Scott's cock into her, splitting her open and filling her previously empty channel, sliding all the way onto it.

"Oh fuck yes," Kitty screamed as the sensation of being filled overwhelmed her. Her entire world was centered around the cock that sat inside of her. Acting on instinct, the muscles in her pussy contracted around the doctor's shaft, squeezing it and milking it for all it was worth.

After several moments, Kitty came back to her senses enough to begin moving up and down, causing Dr. Scott's cock to slide in and out of her. She started with a slow and steady rhythm with each thrust sending the tip from the slick folds of her entrance to depths the old Katherine would never have thought possible.

"You are a perfect bimbo slut," Dr. Scott called out as he reached up and took hold of Kitty's sizable tits with both hands.

Bolts of electricity shot up into Kitty's brain causing her vision to temporarily go white.

"Oh yes," she screamed. "I'm just a dumb slut for you to fuck."

With the added stimulation coming from Kitty's tits, she began to bounce up and down on Dr. Scott's cock with great vigor. Each time she slammed herself into his lap, the force knocked the air from her lungs, which came out as little gasps. If the doctor had not been holding on to them, her tits would have bounced wildly. Instead, the flesh that was not contained in Dr. Scott's hands jiggled, further emphasizing the electric bolts shooting into Kitty's brain.

Kitty could feel her orgasm approaching. Heat and arousal were building up inside of her making her skin hot as a light sheen of perspiration developed on her tan skin, a clear sign of the endorphin creating pleasure she was experiencing.

With the pleasure emanating from her pussy, Kitty began chanting "fuck yes" with each and every thrust as she exhaled in time with her movements. Dr. Scott could not help but enjoy the amazing sensations as the muscles in Kitty's pussy worked tirelessly to massage his cock. He was nearly delirious from the new bimbo's work.

And then it happened. If her pussy were not hyper sensitive as it now was, Kitty would not have noticed it. Dr. Scott's cock twitched, signaling that his climax was near. Kitty redoubled her efforts, riding his cock harder and faster, giving up on her earlier rhythm and instead focusing on the animalistic fucking that she was capable of. What little sensuality the couple had previously had was now gone, replaced by a nearly insatiable need to complete the deed.

Moments later Kitty felt another twitch. She gave one more thrust, forcing Dr. Scott's shaft as deep inside of her as it would go and held him there, milking his cock and waiting to accept his cum. Her big finishing move was more than enough to send him over the edge as his cock shot its load, spurt after spurt after spurt into her pussy. Dr. Scott's cum, splashing against the sides of Kitty's pussy sent her over the edge into the orgasmic bliss she was programed to feel.

The pleasure that Kitty felt was so great that it nearly caused her to pass out. She leaned in close and gave Dr. Scott another kiss, further thanks for not just making her such a fantastic bimbo, but for making her feel such great pleasure.

"Mmm, that was totally hot," she whispered into Dr. Scott's ear, brushing her lips against his cheek. "We should do it again."

As much as Dr. Scott wanted to have another go, especially considering that his cock was quickly returning to full mast from having such a hot bimbo sitting on his lap, he knew he had other patients to see and other women's lives to make better.

"I agree, but not today. I have more work to do."

Kitty reluctantly got up off Dr. Scott's lap, her lips forming a pout. She looked down between her mountainous tits and spotted a small white stream running down the inside of her leg from her pussy. She reached down and scooped the escaping jizm up with her hand and brought it up to her face. She stuck her tongue out, licking it up.

"Yummy," she said before she stuck her fingers in her mouth and began to suck them clean.

Dr. Scott used the time that Kitty was busy reveling in the flavor of his cum to put himself back together. It was with a sad heart and now slightly blue balls that he would see Kitty leave, although he was sure he would be seeing more of her very soon.

"All right Kitty, it's time to put your robe back on."

"But, like, why?"

"Well, you need to see the nurse so that she can get you some new clothes. I don't think the ones you came in with will fit you anymore."

"Yeah, and they were, like, totally boring too."

"Yes they were. I'm going to leave now, but the nurse will be back in a few minutes to help get you situated with a new outfit."

"Will she have makeup too?"

"No, but we have stylist who's an expert with makeup."

"Oh goody."

"You should come back and visit sometime."

"Oh thank you Doctor, I will," Kitty practically cried as she ran up and hugged Dr. Scott one more time, planting a big wet kiss on his lips.

It took a moment for the doctor to disentangle himself from Kitty, but when he did, he made a hasty exit, knowing that if he stayed much longer, he would be unable to stop himself from having another tryst with his latest creation. Before she understood what had happened, Dr. Scott was gone, leaving Kitty with a pout on her face.

However, moments later, Kitty's programed brain, quite literally turned her frown upside down, as it would not allow her to be sad for very long. Instead, Kitty began looking around the room, looking for something to do. She caught sight of the robe on the ground and walked over to it.

"Oh that's right, I'm, like, supposed to put the robe on."

Kitty bent over, at the waist, to pick up the pink robe when the exam room door opened behind her.

"My, my, my," the nurse said, looking at Kitty's backside. "Isn't that just the tastiest ass you have ever seen."

Kitty lowered her head further toward the ground and looked back at the nurse from between her legs. She smiled at the compliment. The nurse smiled back.

"Oh yeah, you're, like, supposed to get me some knew clothes," Kitty said cheerily as she stood back up, forgetting to pick up the robe.

"That's right. If you put your robe on, we can go and get you a whole new outfit."

"Yippee," Kitty cheered as she bent down once more and picked up the robe, throwing it over her shoulders and tying the sash sloppily, leaving much of her taut belly and her tits showing.

"All right, if you will just follow me, we'll go to the wardrobe room."

"Okay."

Nurse Cutler led Kitty down the hall to a room that was filled with all kinds of clothes that any bimbo would love to wear. Kitty's eyes went wide and her jaw dropped when she saw all of the pretty dresses and other matching outfits. She squealed and jumped up and down, causing her robe to come loose and her tits to bounce wildly. Kitty did not care, she was too excited over all of the possible ways to make herself look pretty.

"I'm here to help you be the prettiest bimbo you can be," the nurse said. "What's your favorite color?"

"Pink," Kitty answered enthusiastically.

"Yes, all bimbos like pink. What's your next favorite?"

"Um, I don't know. I've never, like, thought about it before."

"I guess that makes sense since bimbos don't like to think."

"Yeah, thinking's hard."

"Let's try some different questions. What part of your body do you want to show off most?"

"Oh my god. Wouldn't it be great to show off my titties. Their so big. But I guess I should, like, show off my legs too. I think I remember the old me being totally proud of them."

"They are very nice. Do you want a dress or a two piece?"

"Ooh, could I have a pretty dress?"

"Let me see what I we have in your size."

Nurse Cutler started browsing the racks of clothes while Kitty happily looked on over the nurse's shoulder, hoping that she would get something cute and sexy.

"Black's no good," the nurse muttered to herself, occasionally glancing back at Kitty to size her up and try to pick out a good color.

Kitty shifted her weight back and forth between her two feet, bouncing back in forth with an anxious curiosity. Her tits began to come free of her robe. Kitty neither noticed nor cared.

"Ooh, how about this one?" the nurse asked as she pulled a purple dress out from one of the racks. Nurse Cutler held the dress up so that Kitty could see it clearly.

Kitty looked at the dress with wide-eyed wonder and fascination. It was low cut, it was short, it was clingy, it was perfect. In addition, the dress had a crisscrossing fabric design that made it look significantly more complex and sexy.

"Oh my god, that's, like, so totally awesome. It's so pretty."

The nurse handed Kitty the dress. Immediately she slid her robe off her shoulders and dropped it to the ground behind her.

"You're going to look so good in that dress."

"I know," Kitty replied before she got a confused look on her face. "But, like, this dress looks really hard to put on and stuff. There's all these straps and stuff."

"Oh, you don't need to worry about those. Their just for decoration. It's just like a regular dress."

"Oh goody."

Kitty slipped the dress over her now generous curves. It took a little extra effort to stretch the dress across her hips and her bust, but once she did, the effect the dress had on her appearance was significant.

"Oh my god," Kitty said as she looked at herself in the mirror. "I look, like, totally hot."

"Yes you do. Here's some shoes to go with your dress. Once we're done here, I'll take you to the hair and makeup room."

Kitty slipped the matching purple high heeled platform pumps onto her feet. The shoes completely reshaped her posture, lengthening her legs and making her stick her tits and ass out.

"Ooh, that's much better."

"Yes. Now if you're ready, I'll take you to our in-ward stylist."

Kitty was so enraptured by her appearance, she did not hear the nurse right away. By the time she did, it was too late for her slow mind to comprehend what she had been told.

"What?" Kitty asked, turning her attention to the nurse.

"I said, it's time to go to the stylist."

"Yippee," Kitty bounced up and down enthusiastically, testing the strength of her dress as her tits tried to escape their meager prison.

Nurse Cutler led the eager bimbo next door to the stylist's where the latest and greatest Kitty would eventually emerge. The room was lavishly decorated with pictures of the various women that had visited before, all in various states of undress.

The stylist's name was Tiffany, and she looked every bit the bimbo that Kitty did with her long platinum blond hair, massive tits, barely held at bay by a skimpy triangle bikini, and a momentous ass, placed on clear display by an incredibly tight and amazingly short pair of Daisy Duke cut-offs. A long glittering chain hung from her belly button. Tiffany's heels completed the look: clear skyscraper stilettos with a three inch platform at the toe.

"Oh my god, you're so pretty," Kitty gushed to the stylist.

"Thanks. You're really pretty too."

"You, like, really think so?"

"Definitely. But you're gonna look even hotter when I'm done with you. So let's have you take a seat in my chair here and I'll get started."

"Okay."

Kitty took little mincing steps over to the chair and gracefully sat down. She could not help but smile as she saw herself in the mirror. Kitty loved the way she looked now and she could not understand why she had not tried to be so pretty before. It was a fleeting thought as Tiffany approached and blocked her view of the mirror.

"What kind of look are we going for here?" Tiffany asked, more to the nurse than to Kitty.

"She's unemployed right now, so there are no specific job requirements, although personally, I think she has a potential future in the movie business."

Kitty was having a hard time following what Nurse Cutler was saying, but she picked up on the last bit and liked the idea of being in movies. She was completely unaware of the type of movies the nurse was talking about or that she had any acting potential.

"Yeah, I can see that. Come back in an hour and she'll be ready to go."

"Thanks, Tiff."

With that Nurse Cutler turned and left, leaving Kitty in the long nailed but capable hands of Tiffany, one of Ward B's resident bimbos. The stylist turned Kitty in her chair so that she faced the room and could not see herself in the mirror.

"I want it to be a surprise when you see the new you for the first time."

"Okay. Do you want me to close my eyes too?"

"In a little bit when I'm applying your makeup. Right now it doesn't matter."

"All right. I, like, trust you."

Tiffany set to work, first working with Kitty's hair. She already had a look in mind for the new bimbo that would serve her well in whatever field she ended up going into. It was classy, yet oozed sexiness.

There was only some minor trimming that needed to be done to Kitty's already treated hair. It was not long before Tiffany began to put the mass of blond hair up onto Kitty's head, giving her a sexy bun that screamed "my hair's coming down the moment it's clear we're having sex." This was likely to be a common occurrence for Kitty anyways.

Next, Tiffany set to work on Kitty's nails. She started by giving them a high buff so that they practically reflected the overhead lights by themselves. Next came several coats of polish, going for a two tone approach, giving her slightly pink nails, not wanting to clash with the purple dress, and white tips.

As Kitty's nails dried, Tiffany moved on to makeup. Again, Tiffany kept the mirror out of sight, so it was unclear what was being done, but the colors used were generally bright, making Kitty all the more excited to see herself. Eye shadow, eye liner, blusher, and a very pretty shade of pink lipstick were all used.

"One last thing," the stylist said. "You need earrings."

Tiffany disappeared behind Kitty and opened a drawer. Moments later Kitty felt a weight pull on her earlobes as heavy earrings were attached to her ears.

"There, that should do it. Are you ready to see the new Kitty?"

"Totally," Kitty said excitedly. "I, like, can't wait."

"All right then. Close your eyes."

Kitty closed her eyes as Tiffany swung the chair around so that it once again faced the mirror. Kitty was practically trembling in anticipation.

"Okay, you can open them now."

Kitty opened her eyes to see herself completely made up. Her hair was up in a sexy bun, except for several strands that ran down the right side of her face. Her eyes were heavily outlined in black, giving them a smoky look. The blusher made her cheekbones more pronounced and her thickened lips were swathed in a purplish pink. Kitty bounced in her chair from excitement.

"Oh my god. You made me look, like, totally hot. Thank you so much."

"Thank you Kitty. It always helps when I have such a hot bimbo to work with."

"You think I'm a hot bimbo? That's, like, so nice of you to say."

"It's true. We bimbos have to stick up for each other and tell each other the truth."

"You're so smart."

"So what do you have planned next? I bet you want to hit the mall pretty bad."

"Yeah, I, like, need a new wardrobe really bad. But I don't have any money. The old me lost her job. I think it was because I wasn't sexy enough. But now that I'm sexy, I don't want to do a boring job like that anymore. I want to do something fun."

"I bet you do."

At that moment, Nurse Cutler returned, walking through the door to see Tiffany standing next to the still seated and very excited Kitty.

"Well, well, well, don't you look pretty," the nurse said with a smile.

"You think so?"

"Of course. You're a Ward B girl. That automatically means you're going to be a hot piece of ass."

"You're so sweet."

"Are you all ready?"

"We were just discussing Kitty's future," Tiffany interrupted.

"I see. Did you tell her our idea for her yet?"

"No, I thought I might leave that to you."

"Good. I like this part. Kitty, come over here please."

Kitty stood and slowly worked her way across the room to the nurse, swaying her ass back and forth with each step.

"Yes, Nurse?" Kitty asked obediently.

"Do you see all of the pictures on the wall?"

"Yeah, the girls in them are really pretty."

"Yes they are. They are a special group of bimbos that went to work for a friend of Dr. Scott's."

"Can I work for him too. I, like, totally need a job so I can buy new clothes."

"Yes, well that all depends."

"On what?"

"Tell me Kitty, do you like sex?"

"Of course. Do you want to have sex with me, because that sounds totally fun?"

Nurse Cutler hesitated for a moment before reluctantly answering, "Not right now. Just answer yes or no to my questions. Do you like sucking cock?"

"Yes."

"How about anal sex?"

"Oh my god, that sounds, like, so hot. I should see if Dr. Scott wants to do me up the ass before I go."

"Good. How about tittie fucks?"

"You are so naughty. I like this game."

"I take that as a yes then?"

"Oh yeah, sorry."

"Can you think of any sex act that you won't do?"

Kitty thought long and hard, trying to think of anything that didn't make her wet. Her face scrunched up in thought, but the harder she thought, the more her head hurt, but also, the hornier she became.

"Um, no?" Kitty answered, unsure if she was answering correctly or not. She did not want to answer wrong for fear that she would not get the job that got the pretty girls on the wall.

"Good. Last question, would you be willing to do any of those things in front of a camera?"

"You mean like do porn?"

"Yes, exactly."

"Oh my god, you mean I could be a porn star?"

"If you want to."

"Yes, yes, yes. I totally want to be a porn star. It'll be so much fun, and I'll get to have lot's of sex, like, all the time."

"All right Kitty. Let me take you to see Mr. Franks."

It was not long before Kitty was gracing the cover of every major smut magazine and she was a sought after star for the major productions. She loved every minute and quickly gained a reputation for being very realistic in her acting and her ability to film take after take with no rest in between. Then again, Kitty's brain and body were both specially designed and built by the staff at the Bimbo Ward.

Still through all the fame and fortune that Kitty garnered in her new life, nothing was as important as the day that her picture was hung in the stylist's room in Ward B. Kitty made a special point to thank Dr. Scott again for all that he had done for her.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sarah

 


Sarah Roberts paced her living room nervously, biting her nails while thinking about what she was about to do.  Will, her boyfriend, was coming over at her request.  The night before, while slightly drunk, Sarah had decided it was time to share her deepest fantasy with Will.  Now, however, she was not so sure.

Sarah jumped at the sound of the doorbell ringing.  He was earlier than she had anticipated.  That, or time was moving a lot faster than she had realized.  She knew it was not too late to back out.  There was no good reason to act on her earlier drunk decisions.  Still, Sarah loved Will, and she was ashamed about keeping this a secret from him.

The door opened slowly.  Sarah was still undecided about what she wanted to do.  Will stood outside her apartment with a smile and a bouquet of flowers.  He always knew what she liked.  It was one of the reasons she loved him.  His smile and the scent of the flowers helped to put Sarah's mind at ease.

"Aren't you going to invite me in?" Will joked.  He could tell that there was something eating at Sarah's psyche.

"Oh, yeah, come in," Sarah said as she pulled the door wider to allow him in.  "Here let me take those," she added as she took the flowers and scurried off into the kitchen to fill a vase for them.

Moments later Sarah returned to the entryway to her apartment to find Will still standing there.  He had just taken off his coat and was hanging it on a hook by the door.

"I thought it was supposed to be sunny in the summer and not wet like this."

For the first time, Sarah realized that Will was wet.  His coat had protected most of him from the water, but it did not have a hood, leaving his messy hair wet.  It was one of the qualities Sarah found enticing about him, his hair, which gave him a rogue like appearance, making him look wild and slightly exotic.

"Is it raining?  I hadn't noticed."

"Wow, something must really be bothering you for you not to notice the weather outside your own window."

Sarah glanced over at the window and for the first time noticed the water droplets slowly sliding down the glass.  She had been too caught up in her own thoughts to see it before.

"Can I get you something to eat or drink?" Sarah asked, her hosting abilities gradually coming back to her.

"A cup of coffee would be nice.  It's surprisingly cold for June."

"I can imagine.  I'll be right back.  Why don't you make yourself comfortable on the couch."

"Thanks."

Sarah went back to the kitchen to make coffee.  She had already had two cups earlier in the day, but she felt the need for more to help get her past her nervousness.

"Here you go," Sarah said as she entered the living room holding two cups of coffee.  Will took the offered cup and took a long sip.

"Ah, that hits the spot," he said while taking a seat on the couch.

"I'm glad.  I remembered how you like it."

Sarah took a seat in an adjacent plush chair.

"So, what did you want to talk about?" Will asked, getting right down to business.

"Well, this is, um, kind of embarrassing to talk about.  It almost doesn't seem important anymore."

"Sarah, you look like you've been regretting calling me up last night.  It's okay, you can tell me anything.  I won't judge you.  That is, unless you have decided to join a cult.  Then I reserve every right to judge."

They both laughed at his joke.  Will always had a way to lighten the mood.  It was one of the qualities of his that she really appreciated.

"No, don't worry, it's not that.  It's just...it's..."

"Is it sexual?"

"How did you know?" Sarah asked Will, shocked that he had guessed the topic.

"You're blushing.  Sex is one of the few things that can make you blush.  It's one of your more endearing qualities."

"Oh, damn it," Sarah swore.  The conversation was not going nearly how she thought it would.

"Take your time.  Would it help to start from the beginning?"

Sarah simply sat there and thought for a moment, trying to figure out the best way to just get out what she wanted to say.  Would starting at the beginning help?  She figured it was worth a shot.

"Well, I've had this fantasy," Sarah began.  She looked up at Will, somehow convinced he was about to make a joke, but he was instead listening inquisitively.  That put Sarah's mind at ease.  "I'm not sure how far back it goes exactly, but it's only seemed to grow over time.  I just don't think I can deny it any longer."

Will sat there listening, waiting for Sarah to continue, but it quickly became clear that she wanted a response from him.  She wanted approval that it was okay to continue.

"Go on," Will said simply, not sure what else he could say.  He wanted to be supportive of Sarah, but he did not know how as he did not know what she wanted.

"Fine, I'll just say it.  I want to be a bimbo."

"A bimbo?" Will asked, not sure exactly what Sarah meant.

"Yes, you know, a ditzy and dumb woman who only gets by on her looks and her willingness to put out.  She's too dumb to actually think for herself, so she latches on to men and lets them do the thinking for her."

"You want to be like that?"

"You said you weren't going to judge."

"I'm not," Will said as he held up his hands in front of him, pleading innocence.  "I just wanted to be clear what we're talking about here.  But you want to be a bimbo?"

"Yeah.  I've been dreaming about it for a really long time.  It's the fantasy I use when I get myself off, if you know what I mean."  Sarah blushed as she started talking about masturbating.

"So what do you want then?  Some role playing in bed?"

"No you don't get it.  I want to be a bimbo, completely and permanently."

"How?"

Will was a realist and he knew there was no way any of this was really possible.  Sure, with enough money for the surgeries and enough training, Sarah might be able to pass herself off as a bimbo, but he was sure that her high intelligence would significantly get in the way.

"Well, there's this clinic..."

"You mean this shit is real?" Will interrupted.  When Sarah started explaining her fantasy, he had assumed it was just a fantasy.  He had no idea how deeply Sarah wanted this, or how much she was willing to give up to make it her reality.  The research she had done to get to this point was too great to just pass it off as a thought experiment.

"Yes.  As I was saying there's this clinic that does unorthodox procedures.  It took me forever to track these people down.  From what I can tell they are a subsidiary of a foundation that funds a research ward at Los Angeles University Hospital in L.A.  Luckily, the clinic is nearby and we won't need to travel."

"You really want to go through with this?  I mean this would entirely change who you are, physically and mentally."

"I know, Will.  I've thought about this for a long time and I truly believe that deep down I was meant to be a bimbo.  I mean, I know I'm smart, and there's a part of me that will miss that, but it's not like I've really done anything with my intelligence.  I was always lazy in school, never applying myself.  Now, I work as a waitress at a chain restaurant.  It's not like I've done anything worth celebrating."

"Yes, but what about us?"

"What about us?"

"I love you.  I love this you."

Will's eyes were beginning to water at the thought of losing his girlfriend.

"I'll still be me, just a hotter and more focused me."

"What do you mean more focused?  From my understanding, bimbos aren't the most focused people."

"No they're focused.  They're just focused on different things than normal people, namely looking good, sex and pleasing their boyfriends."

For the first time, Sarah was starting to feel more confident about her conversation with Will.  As far as she could tell he was at least accepting of her fantasy.  Now she just had to convince him of making that fantasy a reality.

"So what's the next step?" Will asked reluctantly.

"I've booked a consultation appointment for next week at the clinic.  I want you to join me.  I think the appointment will answer a lot of your questions and get rid of your fears."

"All right, I'll do it."

"Good," Sarah said as she got up smiling.  "Now, how about I show you one of the things a bimbo likes to do."

Sarah put herself into her fantasy as she strutted up to her boyfriend and gracefully sunk to her knees between his legs.  She deftly opened Will's pants and fished out his hardening cock.

"I've been wanting to try this for a long time.  I hope you like it."

"Wha...What?" Will stuttered.

"Just think of this as a taste of what having a bimbo for a girlfriend is like."

With that said, Sarah lowered her head and began licking Will's cock to full hardness.  He was already groaning with pleasure when she sucked him into her mouth for the first time.  Sarah had never given head before, but she had read up on it extensively.  Now she was doing it for real and she was finding that she loved it.

Sarah was a better cocksucker than she had imagined.  She quickly found Will guiding her head with his hands to speed his oncoming orgasm.  However, Sarah's inexperience showed when she suddenly found herself nearly choking on Will's cum as he let loose his hot load in her mouth.  She swallowed it down as quickly as she could.  Sarah found the salty taste of Will's cum interesting.  She knew it would not be long before she loved the taste.

When it was finally time for Sarah's appointment at the clinic, she found herself more nervous than she had ever been before.  Sarah was excited, but also wary.  She knew what she wanted, but it was such a drastic change that anyone in her situation would have been nervous.

It was Will that drove her to the clinic.  As he had promised, he was accompanying her to the appointment.  Sarah was glad.  Her knees were shaking so badly she did not think she could have driven.

Will on the other hand, seemed to have started to come around to the idea of his girlfriend being a cock obsessed bimbo.  Their sex life in the week since that first conversation and blow job had grown almost exponentially.  Sarah had even taken Will up the ass when she asked about what fantasies of his she could help make reality.  She was not a huge fan of it, but she also knew that feeling would be short lived.

"Clinic B?" Will said, questioning the name of the clinic as they pulled into the parking lot.

"Yeah, it has something to do with the research division in L.A." Sarah said in reply.  "Thanks a lot for coming with me."

"Look, if this is what will make you happy, I'm all for it," Will said, as he looked over at his girlfriend and smiled.

Sarah smiled back.  She really did love Will, especially after he seemed so understanding to her need to turn her fantasy into reality.

"Like, hi there," said the perky blond receptionist when Sarah and Will walked into the clinic.  "I'm Crystal.  How can I, like, help you?"

Will's eyes locked onto the busty receptionist, her cleavage on full display in a very low cut dress.  It was obvious Crystal was not wearing a bra.  He guessed she was not wearing panties either, but he could not tell in her seated state.  Upon seeing where Will's eyes were focused, the receptionist giggled and stuck out her chest as best she could to further enhance the prominence of her massive tits.

Sarah, meanwhile, took a full look around the reception area.  The place looked clean and professional and the pink walls were actually rather comforting.  Sarah's eyes eventually fell upon the receptionist and she felt a pang of jealousy well up inside of her.  Crystal was absolutely stunning in her eyes and represented everything that Sarah wanted to be.  She found Crystal's tendency to twirl her platinum blond locks around a finger absentmindedly completely endearing.

"I have an appointment," Sarah finally said, realizing that she could not stare for too long.  She would have plenty of time to stare at a hot blond when the procedure was completed.

"Ooh, you must be, like, Sarah," the bubbly receptionist said in her high pitched voice that simultaneously oozed sex appeal.

"Yes, I'm Sarah, and this is my boyfriend, Will."

"Wait right here and I will, like, get the doctor," Crystal said as she stood up on her high heeled platformed shoes and minced her way through a door through the back of the reception area.

"You want to be like that?" Will asked, not in a condescending tone, but one that showed he was genuinely interested.  His eyes had not left the receptionist until she had left the room.  He could confirm she was not wearing panties from the shortness and tightness of the dress.

"Yeah, I do.  I look forward to being too stupid to care about anything but fashion and sex."

Moments later a man wearing a white lab coat entered the room through the same door that Crystal had left through.  Crystal was following behind him, giggling to herself about nothing.

"Sarah Roberts?" the man asked holding out his hand to Sarah.

"Yes, and this is my boyfriend, Will," Sarah replied, shaking the man's hand.

"Nice to meet you.  My name is Dr. Larson and I am director of Clinic B."

"It's nice to meet you," Will said as he shook the doctor's hand.

"Well, if you will just follow me back to my office, we can get started discussing how we can help meet your needs Ms. Roberts."

Crystal returned to her seat at the reception desk as Dr. Larson led Sarah and Will back into the bowels of the clinic.  Will was surprised at the size of the place with many doors leading off the maze of hallways they were led through.  Sarah, meanwhile, was growing more and more excited, and possibly just a little wet.  The idea of finally becoming the bimbo of her dreams was turning her on.

Finally Dr. Larson stopped and opened a door and motioned for Sarah and Will inside.  The office was surprisingly large with a couch sitting along one wall with Dr. Larson's desk sitting in the middle.  The doctor took his seat behind his desk while Sarah and Will sat in the two chairs opposite him.

"Let me start by saying that I understand how big an undertaking it can be even to consider using our services.  Please know that I take my job very seriously and I try to be as professional as possible.  Now, Sarah, I understand you are the one who made the appointment."

"Yes, Doctor.  It's been a fantasy for a long time to be a bimbo, and I finally decided that it was time to act."

"Very good.  Will, have you had anything to do with Sarah's decision?"

"Not before she made the appointment.  She told me about it after and asked me to come along to support her."

"I should say that this scenario, while not unheard of, is rather rare.  It is often the man in the relationship who is leading point, so to say.  But no worries, I'm sure both of you will be satisfied with our results.  Now Sarah, I'm going to call one of our nurses in here and she will take you to an exam room for a physical.  After that, she'll ask about what you would like done.  In the meantime, I'm going to talk to your boyfriend for a while.  Is that all right?"

"Yes, Doctor."

Dr. Larson pushed a button on the phone sitting on his desk and began to speak, "Kelly, could you come in here and escort Ms. Roberts to Exam Room Three?  She needs a physical to get things started."

"Right away, Doctor," came a sexy voice through the intercom.

Moments later there was a knock on the door.

"Come in," Dr. Larson called out.

The door opened to reveal a stunning blond woman in a pink nurse's outfit.  The dress was extremely short, putting the Nurse Kelly's legs on full display, highlighted by her pink platform pumps.  The dress did not close properly, held back by large round tits that threatened to burst out at any moment.  Nurse Kelly looked significantly more intelligent than the receptionist, but her plump lips made Sarah think that she did more than standard nursing duties.

"Ms. Roberts, if you would follow me please, we will get started on your physical."

Sarah stood up and followed the nurse out the door and back through the maze of hallways.  When they finally stopped, Sarah looked up and saw the door before them had a large "3" on it.  Inside, it looked not like a hospital exam room, but more like an MRI room.  The room was split into two sections separated by glass.  On one side there was a work station with a control panel and monitor.  On the other was a large machine with a narrow bed sticking out of a circular opening in the side.

"Rather than an uncomfortable physical where I poke and prod you, we have a machine that will scan you.  I will need you to strip down and get up on the bed here."

The nurse pointed to the bed sticking out of the scanning machine.  The bed was covered in the same type of paper covering found in regular exam rooms in an effort to keep everything sanitary.

"It's all right," Nurse Kelly said when she saw Sarah hesitating to take off her clothes.  She was wearing a simple t-shirt and a pair of tight fitting jeans.  Nothing about her appearance would have suggested the reason she was there.

Finally deciding it was safe to do so, Sarah pulled her shirt up and over her head, revealing a plain white bra that held her petite form.  Sliding off her sneakers and socks, Sarah then removed her pants, sliding them down her thin legs and revealing a matching pair of white bikini style panties.  Then with a couple added movements, Sarah found herself standing completely naked in front of Nurse Kelly.

"All right, hop up on the bed, please.  This machine will scan your body, creating a three-dimensional image in the computer as well as recording several body statistics such as heart rate, blood pressure, body temperature and the like.  Do you have any questions?"

Sarah shook her head no before she climbed up onto the bed and tried to get comfortable.  The bed was hard and every movement made the paper covering crinkle loudly.

"Just try to relax.  This won't take too long."

Nurse Kelly pushed a button on the console in the control booth and the bed began to slide into the machine.  Sarah could feel her heart race as her head entered the machine first.  The inside reminded her a bit of a tanning booth, from the one time she went tanning while in college, but instead of the purple glow of a tanning bed, the inside of the machine glowed white.  It was almost bright enough where Sarah wanted to close her eyes, but she kept them open, afraid of what might happen if she closed them.

Back in Dr. Larson's office, Will was sipping a drink that the receptionist had brought in just after Sarah left.  Will did not know what the drink was, but it was alcoholic and tasted delicious.

"I'm glad you accompanied your girlfriend here today," Dr. Larson began.  "In general, we here at Clinic B pride ourselves in the custom products we create.  To that end, we always like to get an idea of what the male in the relationship wants before we actually commit to any procedures."

Will simply sat and listened as he nursed his drink, not knowing what to say or to think.

"In fact," Dr. Larson continued, "just between you and me, it's rare for the woman to initiate these things.  Most of the time it's the horny boyfriend or sexually frustrated husband that makes the first call.  In other words, we make it a point to give the man what he wants.  So, since you are here, it is my job to ask, what would you like to see from Sarah?"

Will sat there staring into his nearly empty glass thinking for several moments before finally answering, "I really don't know what to say.  Sarah sprung all this on me last week.  I hadn't even heard of Clinic B or knew any of this was possible."

"I can understand that.  We do try to keep a low profile, both for legal and PR reasons.  Let's start with thinking about what you think could be improved about Sarah.  What about her, either mind or body, would you like to see changed?  I assure you that almost everything is on the table."

"Gee, I don't know."

"Well let's start with the usual stuff then.  How about her breasts?  Would you like to see any changes there?"

"I suppose a bit bigger would be nice."

"Good.  How much bigger.  She looked pretty petite, so technically, she could go a lot bigger."

"I don't want them to look comical.  Maybe up to a D would be nice."

"Very good," Dr. Larson said as he began to key something into his computer.  "I'm recording the changes we're talking about.  After Sarah's physical I'll have a 3-D picture of your girlfriend that we can manipulate to see what your desired changes would actually look like.  Now tell me, what about composition.  Obviously fake and round are a popular look within the bimbo community, but that's not for everyone."

"Um, I hadn't really thought about it.  I'm not sure I'd want her to have bowling balls sticking off her chest."

"That's okay.  We can come back to that later.  In fact, I'm going to recommend looking through some pictures of past work to narrow down what you are going to want specifically.  But for now we'll move on.  What about hair?"

"Hair?"

"Yes, hair.  Specifically color and then also texture.  We can talk about style later.  Most guys seem to prefer blonds, but I've gotten all kinds of other requests.  Sarah appears to have light brown color.  I assume this is natural?"

"Yeah, she was blond when she was little, but it darkened over the years.  It's been the same color for as long as I've known her."

"That simplifies things.  Any thoughts on color?"

"I guess blond would look good.  I think that's what she wants."

"We're not here to talk about what she wants.  This is your chance to have your opinions and desires heard."

"Yeah, I want blond then.  Really light."

"Like platinum?"

"Yeah, platinum blond.  That sounds good."

After starting out the conversation feeling uncomfortable with the whole idea of changing his girlfriend and coming up with specifics, Will was starting to feel confident as he told the doctor about what he liked.  Will thought back to the encounter with the receptionist and began wonder if he might like Sarah to look and sound like the ditz working the front desk.

"All right, moving on then.  How about height?"

"Height?"

"Yes, well Sarah is pretty short.  She must be barely over five foot.  Some guys like their girls short, but others like them taller.  It all comes down to personal preference."

Will thought back to his past relationships.  Sarah was the shortest woman he had ever dated, by a lot.  He almost did not ask her out because of that.  He figured she could be a little taller, although Will could not see how the doctor could do such a thing.

The questions continued, the whole time Dr. Larson keyed in Will's desired changes in Sarah into his computer.  After working with her physical details, they moved onto personality traits.  At this point Will felt confident in suggesting changes.  However, he found it difficult to separate the sex kitten image in his head for a deep seeded desire for a loving and submissive house wife.  In the end, he decided on a mixture of the two, not believing that any of this was possible.

Back in the exam room, Nurse Kelly had just finished scanning Sarah's body.  The whole experience had been very disorienting for the future bimbo to the point that when she emerged from the machine, she did not put her clothes back on.  Instead, Sarah entered the control room and sat on an offered stool as Nurse Kelly pulled up the scan results on the monitor.

Together, the nurse and Sarah then went through the same process that Will and Dr. Larson had, but this time directly manipulating the three-dimensional representation of Sarah on the screen.  It was clear that Sarah had very clear ideas about what her bimbo self would look like.  Golden blond hair would crown her head and natural DD cup breasts on her chest with a nice round bubble butt for an ass.  After that, all Sarah really wanted was to be a dumb slut who thought of nothing but fashion and sex.

After the scan results had been completed, Dr. Larson's computer beeped to note the arrival of Sarah's three-dimensional picture.  He immediately superimposed Will's desires onto the computer version of Sarah.  He then turned the computer monitor so that Will could see it.

"So what do you think?" Dr. Larson asked as Will stared at the rotating picture of his girlfriend.

"Um, I don't know."

"That's a normal response at this stage.  Why don't we spend some time looking at some of my past work to see if there's anything that stands out to you.  I often find that it can help."

"Sure, that sounds good."

For the next twenty minutes, Will flipped through a photo album of pictures of various bimbos that Dr. Larson and created.  Anytime he saw something he liked, he would point it out to the doctor who would then update the picture on the computer.  Eventually Will felt satisfied with the picture of the new Sarah.  She would be one hot bimbo, and completely different from the image they had started with.

"All right, well I would like to talk to Sarah one more time before we call this consultation complete.  For this, however, I would like to speak with her alone.  I'll have Nurse Kelly lead you back to reception.  I'm sure she or Crystal can entertain you while Sarah and I finish things up."

"Thank you Dr. Larson.  It's been a pleasure."

"No my boy, the pleasure's all mine."

Moments later the office door opened and Nurse Kelly and Sarah entered.  Sarah was again clothed, but she still looked out of it.

"Sarah, I'd like to have a chat with you for a little before you and your boyfriend go.  Nurse Kelly will take care of Will for us and we'll meet him back in reception after we have finished.  Is that all right with you?"

"Hmm, oh, yes, that's fine," Sarah said in a dazed manner, her eyes staring off unfocused.

"Follow me then," Nurse Kelly said seductively as she took Will by the hand and led him out of the room.

"Sarah, please have a seat," Dr. Larson said once the office door was closed and he was left alone with his dazed patient.  "Are you feeling all right?"

"Yeah, just fuzzy," Sarah said once she was seated.  It was much easier to think when her body was relaxed as it was in the chair.  "That scanner machine made me feel fuzzy."

"Yes, I've heard it can do that.  That's a good sign though.  My best success stories have all been from women who were temporarily affected by the scanner."

Sarah smiled at the doctors comment.  Her head was beginning to clear, which made things easier.

"So I just wanted to talk to you and ask a couple questions before we finish and possibly set up the time for the procedure," Dr. Larson continued.  "It's important for me to get a feeling for what you are looking to get out of this and to make sure your expectations are doable.  I would hate for you to go through with the procedure and be unhappy with the results."

"Thank you, Doctor," Sarah said, her head now completely clear.  "That is very considerate of you."

"So tell me, how long have you had these bimbo fantasies?"

"At least since college.  But the more I think about it, there were elements that go back further."

"Very good.  Now, could you tell me what you are hoping to get out of all of this?"

"Of course.  I want to be a dumb bimbo who is obsessed with fashion and sex.  I don't want to think about anything else."

"Okay, I can understand that.  I see you went through and put together the physical and mental modifications you want with Nurse Kelly.  Do you feel satisfied with those possible results."

"Yeah, I think so.  I mean, it's all kind of overwhelming, but I think the picture the nurse put together pretty closely matches my fantasy."

"Good, I'm glad to hear you seem satisfied thus far.  This just leaves us with setting up the time for your procedure.  I generally require at least a week between the consultation and the actual procedure date.  That would mean next week at the earliest.  The second piece, and I know you discussed this with Garrett, my scheduler, when you called to make your appointment, is price and payment."

"Yes, we spoke about it briefly and he quoted me a price range that seemed reasonable."

"So, based on everything we've put together, it looks like the total will come to right on $20,000.  Would you mind I ask how you intend to pay for this?  I just don't want to get any angry calls from my accountant."

"Oh, no worries.  My grandmother left me a pretty big inheritance when she died a couple years ago.  I've been saving it for something big.  Originally, I thought a house, but this is more important to me."

"Very good.  You'd be surprised how many people have gone through it all and then not actually had the money.  There are a number of strippers in the area who are paying off their bimboization procedures with tips from the strip club."

"I bet.  If strip clubs weren't so smoky, I'd consider stripping for a career, once I'm a bimbo that is."

"Yes, well, I can understand that.  I'll have Garrett call you tomorrow to set up your procedure.  I look forward to turning you into a bimbo, and I don't often get to say that."

Sarah shook Dr. Larson's hand and said good bye before he escorted back to reception.  When they arrived, Will was sitting in one of the waiting room chairs, his eyes glazed over.  What Sarah did not know was that Crystal had treated Will to her very best blow job.  Crystal was particularly proud of her skill and wanted to show it off.

Will stood up when he noticed Sarah had returned.  She hugged him, wanting to thank him for being so supportive of her decision to become a bimbo.  Sarah then took Will by the hand and began pulling him toward the door.

"I will see you two later," the doctor said.

"Oh wait, Doc, just a second," Will said as he pulled away from Sarah and hurried back to where Dr. Larson was standing.  "Could you give Sarah the cock sucking skills of Crystal," Will whispered in the doctor's ear.  "She's amazing."

"Yeah, I think that can be arranged."

With that decided, Will hurried back to Sarah as they both headed back to the car.

"What was that last bit about?" Sarah asked as they pulled out onto the road.

"Just thanking the doctor for helping me through my nervousness."

Both Sarah and Will smiled the entire way back to Sarah's apartment, although for entirely different reasons.

It was exactly one week later that Sarah and Will found themselves back at Clinic B.  Will was excited and Sarah was visibly anxious.  She wanted to get the procedure over with, excited to get to experience the new her, but she was also nervous about losing herself.  There was no doubt that the current Sarah Roberts would be no more, but she worried whether anyone would remember the old her.  She certainly hoped they would remember the new her.

Crystal busied herself at the reception desk as the couple waited for Dr. Larson to come and get them.  Sarah was too preoccupied to notice how Will was openly staring at the receptionist and how Crystal was visibly flirting with him as she tried to get her work done.  Will was looking forward to another possible blow job.  He was excited to compare it to Sarah's future skills.

Sarah felt like she was ready to explode from anxiety when Dr. Larson finally entered the waiting area.

"Good morning, Sarah," the doctor said.  "I hope you are excited."

"Yes, doctor," Sarah said through gritted teeth, trying to hide her anxiety.

"If you two will follow me, I'll lead you to the Bimbo Room as I like to call it."

Sarah and Will stood and followed Dr. Larson through the maze of hallways until they found themselves at the end of a long corridor.  Dr. Larson opened the door at the end of the hall and said, "Welcome to the Bimbo Room."

Sarah felt her fear rise within her.  Will simply smiled, knowing what was to come next.  He had spent the past week barely able to contain himself when he was around Sarah, knowing what she would become.  Sarah, meanwhile, had been moody.  One minute she felt like she was on top of the world, the next she felt like the lowest person on earth.  In some ways, she was relieved to finally be back at the clinic.  The finality of it all was reassuring.

The Bimbo Room was large with a number of different pieces of large equipment and machinery as well as a myriad of electronic devices.  In the middle of the room stood what Sarah thought looked like an iron lung, although she was sure that its function was entirely different.  One wall of the room was covered in mirrored glass.  It was obviously a two way mirror connected to some kind of observation room.

"This is where we do our magic," Dr. Larson said with excitement.  Sarah could not help but notice how much he seemed to be enjoying himself.  She would have been worried about that if she had not been so worried about everything else.  She had no more room for additional worries in her mind.

"Will it...Will it hurt?" Sarah asked, stuttering with anxiety.

"Will it hurt?  Not at all.  In fact, I've decided that we can achieve the best results in this case with you being asleep, or at least unconscious.  The personality modifications will require a certain amount of awareness, but you should not notice it."

Hearing that she would be asleep through the procedure was a relief to Sarah.  She had begun to fear the pain of changing her body and especially her mind.  In fact, it was the one fear that nearly made her turn around and leave the moment she walked into the clinic.

"How long will the procedure take?" Will asked, not knowing if this was an overnight kind of deal or if she would be going home with him later in the day.

"A couple of hours, unless there are complications, but given Sarah's desire to go through with the procedure, the chance of complications are remote."

"So when do we get started?" Sarah asked, finally deciding to put her fear and anxiety behind her and just get the procedure over with.

"Right away," the doctor answered.  "Will, you can watch from the observation room next door if you would like.  I can let you in as soon as I get Sarah settled here.  In the meantime, however, I'm going to need you to wait out in the hallway.  There are certain ethical standards I must adhere to while I get Sarah prepped."

"Sure thing, Doctor," Will said before he made his way back into the hallway.  If he knew his way around the clinic he would have gone and visited Crystal for another blow job, but he did not want to get lost.

"Now, Sarah, I'm going to need you to strip down for me.  We wouldn't want to hurt you when you get your new proportions."

"No, Doctor," Sarah answered as she pulled her shirt up over her head.  She had not bothered with a bra knowing that she would not need it for long and with the knowledge it would not fit after the procedure.  Within moments, all of Sarah's clothes were sitting in a pile on the floor in the corner of the room.  She stood there tentatively, suddenly shy about her body.  Sarah was excited that her shyness would be short lived.  After the procedure she would gladly stand there naked.

"All right then.  Let's have you hop up into the machine here," Dr. Larson said as he referenced the large iron lung looking device in the center of the room.

Sarah walked the short distance to the device and climbed up into it.  Dr. Larson had opened the cover to allow her entrance.  The inside was lined with a soft pink fuzzy material that felt amazing against Sarah's bare back.  There was even a little pillow for her head.

"Now I'm going to need to attach a couple wires to your head.  This won't hurt, but the computer needs sensors in close proximity to your brain to make sure that everything is happening correctly."

Sarah did not say anything as Dr. Larson attached the wires to her temples and forehead.  She could feel them, but they were not uncomfortable.

"Are you comfortable?" the doctor asked.

Sarah felt a rush of last minute anxiety sweep over her.  This was the moment.  She could stop the procedure and go home.  She could forget any of this ever happened.  Or Sarah could  decide to do it and become her fantasy.

"I'm comfortable," Sarah said, forcing the anxiety away.

"Good.  I'm going to close the lid here and then we will get started.  You should be losing consciousness shortly.  And when you wake up, you will be a whole new you."

Dr. Larson closed the lid to the machine.  The lid was made of glass and Sarah looked up at the doctor's smiling face.

She smiled back as she began to feel herself get sleepy.  It was becoming more and more difficult to keep her eyes open.  Finally, after what felt like hours to Sarah, but in reality was only seconds, she closed her eyes and fell asleep.

Dr. Larson, seeing his patient was unconscious, left the room.  He needed to see to Will.  Sometimes the men liked to watch.  Other times they were more interested in spending their time with Crystal or any of the other bimbos that were employed by Clinic B.

"She's all set to start the procedure," Dr. Larson said to the waiting Will as he left the Bimbo Room.  "If you'd like, you can watch the whole thing happen, but it will take several hours.  Or, if you'd prefer, I can set you up with one of our resident bimbos who I'm sure can entertain you until Sarah is ready for you."

"I think I'd like the second option.  I've never been a guy who likes watching medical procedures."

"Oh, I assure you that there our methods are completely non-invasive, unless otherwise needed.  I'll take you back to reception and Crystal can take care of you, either herself or she can call in one of our other bimbos on staff."

"Thank you.  I've been looking forward to another blow job.  I haven't been able to get the one Crystal gave me last week out of my head.  I can only hope Sarah will be as good."

"I can guarantee that her new skills will at least be on par with Crystal's abilities.  Blow job technique is a standard feature included in all Clinic B bimbos."

"Lead on then."

Within minutes of Dr. Larson leaving the Bimbo Room to attend to Will, Will found himself being very well taken care of by an eager Crystal.  Minutes later, Dr. Larson was back in the Bimbo Room, readying himself to begin the procedure.

The process of turning Sarah into a bimbo was largely an automated one.  Dr. Larson had already programmed the computer with the specific instructions.  He largely needed to monitor everything to ensure that nothing went wrong, and if it did, to troubleshoot the problem.  It also helped that he liked watching the transformation process.  Dr. Larson found watching the physical changes alone to be well worth his time.

Satisfied that everything was ready to begin, Dr. Larson walked over to one of the computer consoles and pushed the big green button.  Suddenly the whole room came alive as various pieces of equipment whirred to life.  LED lights inside the capsule that held Sarah lit up, lighting the bimbo to be so that the various cameras pointed at her could see her clearly.  Each transformation procedure was recorded for quality control and for B Productions, the adult film arm of the foundation that ran Clinic B.  Transformation videos were becoming a terrific source of revenue.

Sarah woke up in a pink room.  She vaguely remembered falling asleep in a box, but now she was somewhere else entirely.  Sarah did not mind too much, because the room and bed she found herself in were much nicer than the yucky box she had been forced to lay down in.  Then again, with all the endorphins flooding her system, it would have been difficult to feel bad about her current situation, not that she was aware of this.

Sarah sat up and immediately became aware of two things that were different than she could remember.  Her tits.  They were massive, sticking out straight and proud.  Her nipples were large and stuck out even farther.

Sarah reached up and caressed her new tits for the first time with her long nailed fingers.  These were new too, but she had not yet noticed this.  The roundness and firmness of her tits should have sent up red flags.  This was not what she had asked for.  Their fakeness was wrong, but Sarah was not concerned.  Their sensitivity was through the roof and she could not remember asking for natural looking tits anyways.

"Ooh," Sarah cooed as she tweaked one of her large nipples and immediately felt her pussy grow wet with arousal.  She was excited about being the new her.  Everything felt good.  Everything felt right.

Sarah's hands were starting to drift down to her bald wet pussy when her attention was drawn away from her body by the sound of a door opening.  She looked up to Dr. Larson and Will enter the room.  All thoughts of pleasuring herself left her as she jumped up out of bed and ran across the room to hug her boyfriend.

"Will," Sarah squealed as she hopped up into Will's waiting arms.  She pressed herself against her boyfriend and help him tightly as she stretched her neck up and kissed him with her inflated lips.

"How're you feeling, baby?" Will asked once his bimbo of a girlfriend finally broke their kiss.

"Totally awesome," Sarah said in her now naturally high pitched, but breathy, voice.  Every word she said practically oozed with sex, just as Will had requested.  "I can't wait to, like, get your cock inside me.  It's been, like, ages since we fucked."

In reality it had been less than twenty-four hours since the couple had last had sex.  However, with Sarah's decreased brain power, everything before the procedure was a little hazy.  Then again, she had never had sex with her new and improved body.  And it was a body built for sex.

After Sarah's consultation appointment, Dr. Larson had completely thrown out the body modifications that Sarah and Nurse Kelly had created.  He had never had any intention of giving Sarah what she wanted.  It was part of how things worked at Clinic B.  Sarah had wanted natural looking breasts, but she got tits that were round and obviously fake looking.  She wanted to keep her short stature, but now she stood five inches taller.  Sarah wanted to only be able to think about fashion and sex, but those were not the only things she thought about.  Now she wanted to cook and clean and generally take care of her man domestically.

Will, on the other hand, got exactly what he wanted.  The platinum blond hair, the luscious lips, large round tits, shapely rear and long svelte legs were all by his request.  The only difference was that Sarah thought she had wanted all of these things too.

"Thank you, Doctor, she's amazing and everything I could have imagined," Will said.

"Take your time in trying her out here.  Before you leave, Crystal will have the final paperwork for you and Sarah here to sign.  Reception is out the door and to the left.  You can't miss it."

"Thank you, Doc," Sarah said when she realized the doctor was leaving.  "I love the new me."

"Of course you do, little bimbo.  Of course you do."

With a wink to Will, the doctor left the couple alone.

"Now how do you want to, like, do me?" Sarah asked as she walked back toward the bed, her hips swaying seductively.  "In my cunny or up my ass?  Doing my ass would be hot, but my pussy is so wet for you."

Will, however, had something else in mind.  After spending much of his day with Crystal and her talented mouth, he was dying to see how Sarah's skills matched up.

"Babe, why don't you suck me off first.  I've been dying for a good blow job."

"Yes, sir," Sarah said with a giggle.  She stood up straight, which caused her tits to jiggle, and saluted.  She giggled again at her little joke.

Will sat down on the bed and Sarah deftly opened his pants as she gracefully sank to her knees.  His cock sprang free, standing at attention and bobbing ever so slightly in rhythm with his heart beat.  Sarah's eyes narrowed as Will's cock became her whole world.  As much as she wanted to satisfy her growing arousal, her need to please was even greater, and her boyfriend wanted a blow job, so she was going to give him the best blow job she could.

It was not long before Sarah could taste the musky odor of Will's cock as she sucked his throbbing shaft into her mouth.  She could not remember the last time she gave head so she let her instincts take over, instincts that had been implanted in her head only earlier that day.

Soon Will was groaning in pleasure as Sarah bobbed her head up and down on Will's cock.  She made it a point to look up into Will's eyes to show her submission to her man as his shaft was sliding in and out of her throat, her gag reflex nonexistent.  The old Sarah could not read the signs when Will was about to cum.  The new Sarah could however, and as soon as she felt him getting close, she slowed down, trying to prolong his pleasure as much as possible.

Finally Will had had enough.  He needed to cum.  Will grabbed Sarah by her bond hair and pulled her head down on to his cock, driving it deep into her throat.  Sarah let him takeover, knowing that he would cum in whatever manner pleased him most.

Just as Will was about to come, he pushed Sarah away from him and stood up over her.  He then jacked his cock several last times before he came.  Sarah leaned back and reveled as Will cum first splashed across her face, coating her nose and lips.  Then Will moved south, shooting additional ropes of cum across Sarah's gigantic tits.  A small orgasm shot through Sarah when she felt the first bits of cum hit her sensitive tits.

As soon as it was obvious that Will was done, Sarah licked her lips clean and then dove back onto Will's cock, doing her best job to clean it.  Once she was satisfied with her job, she turned and began to clean herself up, scooping up the cum with her fingers and pushing it into her mouth.

"Yum, you taste really good," Sarah said as she sat there on her knees continuing to clean herself up.  "How was that?"

"Better," Will said.  Sarah did not understand, but smiled and giggled when she saw that Will was smiling down at her.  She had done a good job.  Will, of course, was comparing her skills to Crystal's.  There was no doubt about it in Will's mind.  Sarah was better.

After spending several minutes watching his new bimbo clean herself of his cum, Will finally decided that it was time to go.  He still needed to break the rest of her in, but after several blow jobs already, he needed time to recover.  They still had the final forms to fill out and Will wanted to test Sarah's cooking abilities.

"All right Sarah, it's time to get dressed."

"Dressed?" Sarah said, almost disappointed that she would need to put clothes on.  Clothes meant she would not get to fuck for a while and Sarah very much wanted to get fucked.

"Yes.  The Doctor left some clothes he thought you might like.  They're on the table in the corner."

At the thought of new clothes, Sarah jumped up excitedly, causing her tits to jiggle and bounce.  "Yippee," she exclaimed as she skipped over to the table to check out her new clothes.

Sarah picked up the top.  It was pink and skimpy, so she automatically loved it.  There were no bras or panties for her to wear, but she was happy about that.  It made her more available.  An image popped into her head of Will laying back in the driver's seat of his car while she drove, the whole time impaling herself on his cock.  Will had requested that her driving skills remain intact.  He did not want to become her chauffeur.

Will enjoyed himself as he watched his girlfriend dress herself.  She started by pulling the small white pleated skirt up her legs.  It was barely long enough to cover her ass.  Any serious movement would cause it to swish up and expose some part of her.  She giggled as she watched herself in the mirror swaying her hips back and forth and seeing how much she could cause the hemline to rise.

Will eventually cleared his throat, which was enough to bring Sarah back to the task at hand.  It took some squeezing, but she eventually pulled the pink baby tee around her massive tits.  The stretching forced the shirt to bare her taught tummy.  There was a v-cutout in the neck line which left the top slopes of her round tits on display.

Finally, Sarah slipped on the pink wedge heels that had been left for her.  Between the platform sole and the high heel, Sarah found herself nearly at eye level with Will.  She had never felt so tall.  She loved the fact that it would help more guys stare at her tits.  She giggled at the thought of short guys looking straight at her tits and never looking at her well made up face.

"This way, Sarah," Will said as he offered his new bimbo his arm.  She took it gladly and leaned into her man as he led her back to reception.

"Ohmygod, you look so pretty," Crystal squealed as soon as she saw Sarah.  "We could practically be sisters."

It was true.  Will had based much of Sarah's new body on what he had seen of Crystal.  Sarah's tits were bigger and more fake looking and her face still resembled her old one, at least ever so slightly.  There had been some major reconstruction there, especially with her nose, which now had a perfect small button shape.

"Thanks," Sarah cooed in return.  "We could go, like, shopping sometime.  I'm gonna need a bunch of new clothes and stuff.  It would be so much fun to go shopping with you."

"Yeah, that sounds great.  How about this..."

"Excuse me, Crystal, I believe you have some forms for us to sign," Will interrupted.  He would encourage Sarah and Crystal to go shopping, but Sarah could call and arrange that later.  He had a plan to follow.

"Oh, yeah, like, sorry," Crystal said, pouting slightly.  "Will, you need to sign these ones, and Sarah, you need to sign these."

Crystal put two stacks of papers on her desk and handed each of them pens.  Will took his time to at least skim through everything.  It was all pretty standard.  He was being given power of attorney privileges over Sarah as well as control of her inheritance.  He had not realized it was so large.  Will would still need to work, but he foresaw them moving into a new house together.

Sarah, on the other hand, read nothing of what she was signing.  Then again, she would have been happy to give Will control of all of the hard things.  She just did not want to have to think about anything difficult and make choices.  It was better to leave those things up to the much smarter Will.

Despite the fact that Will was reading through what he was signing, he still finished before Sarah.  She was having trouble signing her name.  It was not so much the signing that was the problem, but the spelling of it.  After working through the first signature, she kept having to refer back to it to complete the rest of the forms.

Finally with all of the forms signed and the procedure paid for, Will and Sarah left Clinic B, but not before getting Crystal's home phone number.  Sarah did not get to fulfill her fantasy of fucking Will while she drove them home.  Will drove them to his apartment.  He had already made arrangements to sell her belongings and to break the lease on her apartment.  Sarah would be living with him.

Back at Will's apartment, he led Sarah inside.  She was bursting with excitement at the thought of finally fucking Will.

"Get into the kitchen and start making dinner," Will said, slapping Sarah on the ass.  She giggled in response.  "And after dinner I'm gonna try out your little pussy.  So be ready."

Sarah giggled again at the thought as she bounced into the kitchen and set her mind to making dinner.  She loved cooking for her man.  She would be ready to fuck Will after dinner, but she had something more important to attend to first.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Salt and Pepper

 


"Oh my god, Jazz, did you see this?" Amy asked her best friend.

"See what?" Jazzelle asked back, having no idea what Amy was talking about as Amy leafed through the latest issue of Pop Culture Magazine.

"The ad for the Salt and Pepper look alike contest.  The winners get an all expenses paid trip to Vegas and they get to appear on stage with them during one of their shows.  We should enter."

"There's no way we could win, Amy.  Just because I'm black and you're white does not mean we look like those two pop stars."

"Hey with some clever costuming and getting my younger sister to do our makeup, I really think we could pull it off.  And all they want is a Polaroid  of the two of us.  I guess they figure a Polaroid can't be faked with Photoshop."

"All right Amy.  I suppose we can give this a try.  But you're making all the arrangements.  I need to be working on my term paper for my Wine Economics class."

Amy made a funny face before saying, "You only signed up for that class for the free wine you get with it."

"Yeah, well, the class is still really hard.  I'll work on my paper and you can get things ready for our little photo shoot."

"Fine."

Amy stood up and walked out into the dorm hallway, pulling out her phone on her way out of Jazzelle's room.  Her mind was made up and she was determined to win the Salt and Pepper look alike contest.

Two months later, Jazzelle and Amy found themselves on a plane to Los Angeles.  They had won the contest, much to Jazzelle's surprise.  Amy, on the other hand, had been supremely confident.  Her little sister had done a fantastic job with their hair and makeup.  Then again, that's why she went to beauty school right out of high school and was now working magazine photo shoots in New York.

Jazzelle spent her plane trip across the country trying to read a book.  Even though it was spring break, she still had a lot of work to do.  As the first person in her family to go to college, she took her studies very seriously.  She specifically chose an economics major to set her up for business school after graduation.

Amy was the exact opposite.  She was practically jumping up and down in her seat in anticipation of the immense fun she would soon be having.  The passenger in front of her on the cross country flight had already complained about her kicking his seat twice.  Amy could not help it.  She was too excited to sit still.

Jazzelle had thought it strange that they needed to stop in L.A. for some kind of physical before they traveled on to Las Vegas to appear on stage with Salt and Pepper.  Amy had not given it a second thought.  She was willing to so anything to meet the pop singing duo, let alone appear on stage with them.  This was the usual dynamic between the best friends.  Amy was always charging into things head first and Jazzelle tended to sit back and try to think things through.

At the airport in Los Angeles, Amy and Jazzelle were greeted by a driver holding up a sign with their names on it.  Even Jazzelle became excited when their transportation turned out to be a limousine.  The driver was not very talkative and would only say that he was taking them to their hotel and that he would take them to their physicals in the morning at Los Angeles University Hospital.

The drive to the hotel was longer than either college student had imagined it would be.  It was their first experience with L.A. traffic.  To pass the time, the two students raided the mini bar.  By the time they reached the hotel, both women could not stop themselves giggling.  They also were having trouble walking, so the driver reluctantly ushered them inside and took them up to their hotel room.  A bell hop followed with their luggage.

Jazzelle collapsed on one of the beds in the bedroom of their suite.  The ceiling spun above her.  Amy stumbled out onto the balcony to look out over the city below.  She was too drunk to experience her usual vertigo.

"Amy," Jazzelle called out to her friend.  When she got no response she yelled louder, "Amy."

"Shh," Amy slurred as she nearly tripped over the threshold of the sliding glass door out to the balcony.  "You'll wake up the neighbors."

"What did you put in those drinks?  I don't think I've ever been this drunk before."

"Um, everything.  I didn't know how much to use."

"Well, I think it's safe to say you used too much."

"Yeah, but I feel pretty good right now.  You?"

"Yeah.  I think I'm gonna sleep now."

"Good night, Jazz."

Jazzelle soon passed out, not even getting the chance to change into her night clothes or climb underneath the covers of her bed.  It was not long before Amy decided to go to bed.  Without having Jazzelle to talk to she quickly grew bored and decided sleep was the only thing left to do.

It was a loud an annoying phone ring that woke Jazzelle the following morning.  With bleary eyes she crawled up the bed and eventually found the phone on the night stand.  Before answering, she briefly looked over at Amy.  She was still sound asleep.

"Hello?" Jazzelle said, answering the phone and immediately wincing at the sound of her own voice as it resonated inside her head and aggravated a growing headache.

"This is a wake up call from the front desk," the female voice on the other side of the line said calmly.  "Mr. Martinelli will be here in ninety minutes to pick both of you up."

"Thanks," Jazzelle forced out before she carefully placed the phone back in its cradle.  She wanted to avoid making any noise that would make her headache worse.

Jazzelle took a moment and thought back to the night before.  Was Mr. Martinelli the driver, or someone else?  She could not remember.  She knew most of her forgetfulness was because of the excessive drinking in the limo.

"Amy," Jazzelle called out as she held her head, trying to quiet the pounding in her skull.  Amy barely stirred at the calling of her name, so Jazzelle repeated it, but much louder.

"What?" Amy complained as she turned over, trying to distance herself from what she perceived as noise.

"We need to get up.  I just got a call that they'll be here to pick us up in ninety minutes."

"You what?" Amy yelled as she sat up suddenly, readying herself for a mad dash into the bathroom to get herself ready.

"The front desk called to tell us that our car will be here in a little over an hour."

Jazzelle's headache was beginning to subside.  She was just thankful that she was aware enough to do the math in her head that they now had less then the originally quoted ninety minutes.

Just as she had been ready to do, Amy jumped up and rushed into the bathroom.  Jazzelle could hear the shower turn on.  Since the bathroom was now occupied, she instead began to go through her luggage and set out what she planned to wear.  All they had been told about their day was that they would have to go have their physicals.  Jazzelle could only assume that they would be returning to the hotel before any other activities.

Looking out the window, the sun was already up.  Jazzelle could only guess that the weather would be significantly warmer than what they had left back east.  She was just thankful that there did not seem to be a threat of rain.  It was the one weather pattern she had not prepared for.

Jazzelle opened up her suitcase and pulled out a pair of khaki shorts that would go down to the middle of her thigh.  Then came a top.  It was a white baggy sleeveless blouse.  Jazzelle worked hard to hide her prominent bust and rear.  She had become tired of people in high school expecting her to be some whore because of her genetic gifts.  The references to her ghetto booty became very old.

After picking out her wardrobe for the day, Jazzelle moved into the living room of their suite and turned on the television, deciding it best to check in on the morning news while she waited for Amy to finish with her shower.  There was not a lot going on it seemed, other than the usual traffic jams from what she could glean from the lack of emphasis on trouble spots.  Jazzelle at least felt relieved when the weather report described the day's weather as a mild seventy-five degrees and sunny.

After what was beginning to feel like an eternity, Amy finally emerged from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her slim body and another around her head.

"No hair dryer?" Jazzelle asked when she saw her friend with wet hair.

"No, I just thought with it being warmer here, I might let is air dry."

"You're lucky you can do that.  My hair would go crazy if I didn't take care of it."

"Well it's all yours."

While Jazzelle took her turn in the bathroom, getting herself ready for the day and washing away the dirt and grime she felt from sleeping in her clothes, Amy set herself to choosing her outfit for the day.  Her idea was to take advantage of the warm weather and the fact that no one knew who she was to be a little more bold in her clothing choices.

Amy started my pulling a pink thong up her bare legs.  Her freshly washed skin tingled as the silk of the thong touched her legs.  Next came a matching pink push-up bra.  Amy wanted to maximize what little cleavage she had.  Knowing she was in the city of the stars, she wanted to make a good impression.  Amy next slid a white pleated skirt up her legs and over her less than shapely rear.  The skirt fell to mid-thigh, showing a little more skin than she usually did.  For a top, Amy chose a yellow spaghetti strap tank top that showed just a hint of her flat stomach and as much of her pushed up breasts as she felt she could get away with.

"You're wearing that?" Jazzelle exclaimed when she walked out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her torso.

"Why, what's wrong with it?" Amy asked, knowing full well what Jazzelle's objections were.  Jazzelle was always giving her a hard time about what she wore.  However, this time Amy had to admit that she was pushing the limits of her own standards of decency.  Still, she was in L.A. and she was sure they would encounter women much more scantily clad than she.

Jazzelle and Amy found themselves waiting in the hotel lobby with fifteen minutes to spare.  Amy had insisted that they not be late.  She was currently bouncing her legs up and down in anticipation of starting their day.  Jazzelle passed the time by reading a copy of the L.A. Times that she found on the coffee table.

"Ah, you must be Jazzelle and Amy," a man said as he approached from the front desk.  He was dressed in a black tailored suit.  "My name is Dan Martinelli.  I'm the manager for Salt and Pepper."

Amy squealed in excitement as she bounced to her feet and shook Mr. Martinelli's hand with enthusiasm.  Jazzelle much more coolly set down the paper and stood to shake his hand next.

"When will we get to meet Salt and Pepper?" Amy asked, her words coming out almost too fast for her mouth to keep up.

Mr. Martinelli laughed before replying, "You'll get to meet Maddie Salt and Pepper Johnson later today I imagine.  However, first I must require the two of you to take your physicals.  If you'll follow me, I'll take you out to our waiting car."

Both Amy and Jazzelle felt awkward as they sat in the limo directly across from Mr. Martinelli.  This time they were definitely not raiding the mini bar.  To work off their nervous energies, Jazzelle played with a pen from her pocket, pulling off the cap and putting it back on again, while Amy played with the hem of her skirt, suddenly wishing it was longer.

"So why the physical?" Jazzelle finally asked, not understanding the reasoning behind the examination.

"Since you will be dancing on stage, we want to make sure that you are physically fit enough to do it.  It's purely for liability issues."

Jazzelle could not help but see a sense of surprise by Mr. Martinelli for being asked the question, as well as nervousness in his answer.  She was generally very good at reading people, a skill she developed in her youth that she credited with helping her become the first collegian in her family.  Jazzelle decided she needed to tell Amy about her uneasiness with their situation, but she knew she needed to do it out of ear shot of Mr. Martinelli.

"So you girls are college students?" Mr. Martinelli asked in an obvious attempt of breaking the awkward silence the trio found themselves in.

"Yeah," Amy answered, feeling brave enough to engage in small talk.

"And you're fans of Salt and Pepper?"

"I am.  I'm not sure about Jazz.  She's a bit more academic than me."

Jazzelle looked over at her friend, shooting her the evil eye, trying to convey the idea that they should be revealing as little as possible about themselves.  If Amy picked up on the message, she did not show it.

"Well, it's great that you girls were able to break away from school for the week to come join us out here.  I'm sure you'll love the experience."

"We're looking forward to it.  It's spring break, so we're not missing school right now.  It just makes this all the better."

"Yes, I can imagine."

All three passengers were glad to find themselves finally at their destination.  Mr. Martinelli looked relieved to have finally made it the L.A.U. Hospital.  The ability to move around was important to him in this situation.  Amy was simply excited to be continuing on their journey and that they were one step closer to meeting Salt and Pepper.  Jazzelle was simply glad to be out of the confines of the limo with Mr. Martinelli.  She was not getting a good vibe from him and could not help but wonder if he had some sinister plan.

"Welcome," a man dressed in a doctor's lab coat said as Mr. Martinelli led Amy and Jazzelle in to the hospital through the main doors.  The lobby was a busy place with many different people, some obviously doctors and other hospital staff, others more likely patients, all moving about in different directions.  "My name is Dr. Joseph Scott, and I will be taking care of your physicals this morning."

Jazzelle was relieved to see the man greeting them.  His older handsome features and natural charisma set her at ease.  Amy, again, was just excited to move on with her day with the knowledge that she would be meeting Salt and Pepper soon.

"This is Jazzelle," Mr. Martinelli said, pointing to Jazzelle before turning his attention toward Amy, "and this is Amy.  They won the Salt and Pepper look alike contest."

"Ah yes, I can see the resemblance.  You two girls are very lucky.  I know for a fact that the competition was very steep and you both proved to be the best candidates."

"Were you part of the judging committee?" Jazzelle asked, sure that it was the only way that the doctor could know these things about contest.

"As a matter of fact, I was deeply involved in the selection of you two fine girls.  Now if you will follow me, I will take you up to the examination room."

Jazzelle and Amy, along with Mr. Martinelli, followed Dr. Scott as he turned and began walking toward the elevator.  Jazzelle had winced slightly when the doctor had referred to her and Amy as girls.  It was one thing to call each other girls in one's own peer group, but it was quite another thing to have someone nearly twice her age say it.  Jazzelle tried not to think about it, however, as she decided it could just be a difference of culture.  She had already noticed slight differences in peoples speech patterns than the ones she was used to back at home.

After a short elevator ride, Dr. Scott led the trio down a pink colored corridor.  They were on one of the wards of the hospital.  There had been a B above the doorway they had passed through when they exited the elevator.

"The pink is different," Jazzelle commented to herself as they walked to the end of the corridor and around the corner to another pink lined hallway.

"We find the pink is helpful for recovery" Dr. Scott answered, overhearing Jazzelle's comment.  "It helps keep stress and blood pressure down."

Jazzelle had to admit, it was working.  The stress of being thrust into an unfamiliar place with the company of Mr. Martinelli, who had set her nerves on edge since she first met him, was waning.  It seemed so much simpler to just let go of the worries and follow Dr. Scott.

"Here we are," the doctor said as he stopped in front of a plain looking door.  Neither Jazzelle, nor Amy, would have been able to tell that this particular door was any different than the many others they had passed.  It might as well have been a janitor's closet for all they knew.

However, the room was not a janitor's closet.  Dr. Scott opened the door to reveal a room filled with various mechanical devices.  For a place where Jazzelle and Amy were to receive physicals, it looked nothing like an examination room.

Dr. Scott saw the confused faces of the two college students and sought to answer their questions, "Yes, this is not what a usual examination room looks like.  However, as this is a research hospital, we have access to equipment that, quite frankly, isn't available anywhere else.  That is why you were brought to L.A. instead of going straight to Vegas.  I wanted to use some of our special toys for your physicals."

Jazzelle was wide eyed as she looked around the room.  All of the different machines had at first looked scary, but the more she thought about it, she was beginning to wonder if she should have majored in pre-med instead of economics.  The chance to do this kind of research had the potential to be exhilarating.

Amy, on the other hand, was simply trying to take it all in.  It all seemed so futuristic.  Just the idea of using even a little of the room's equipment for their physicals would be fun and the stories she would be able to tell afterward would be well worth it.

"Mr. Martinelli, I'm going to need you to wait next door during the examinations," Dr, Scott said, much to Jazzelle's relief.  Amy was not paying enough attention to notice the exchange occurring mere feet away.

"Of course," Mr. Martinelli replied, with just a hint of a sinister tone in his voice.  "These girls deserve to have their privacy respected.

With a smile that bordered on a leer, Mr. Martinelli left by the same door they came in through.

"Now girls," Dr. Scott said as he clapped his hands together and began to rub them, "it's time to begin."

The doctor walked across the room and pushed a button on one of the many consoles in the room.  Several machines whirred to life and lights all across the room activated.  Amy stood there, simply impressed by it all, however, Jazzelle suddenly became very afraid, overwhelmed by the potential power at Dr. Scott's disposal.

"Now girls, I need you to get undressed for your examination," Dr. Scott said with a condescending smile.  The earlier charismatic and affable doctor was gone, replaced by what could be best described as a mad scientist, with no cares for the well being of his patients.

Both Amy and Jazzelle slowly began to back away from Dr. Scott, moving toward the door with the hope of escape.  When the two women were mere feet away from the door they turned and practically ran into each other as they both reached for the door handle simultaneously.  After s short struggle, Amy's hand won out, finding the handle first.  It would not budge.

"When I activated the machines, the door automatically locked," Dr. Scott said plainly.  "I'm afraid there is no escape."

"What are you going to do to us?" Jazzelle asked, her voice strained by fear.

"To start?  Nothing.  Nothing if do just what I said.  You need to go through examinations.  Rather than having me, or some other doctor, go through the process of poking and prodding you in completely undignified fashion, one of the tools at our disposal here is a body scanner.  All I want to do is use the scanner to, well, scan your bodies."

"And after?" Jazzelle asked, feeling more in control but still wary of the man who had trapped them there.

"I guess that all depends on the results of the scans.  I can assure you that you will leave here today, completely intact and ready to go on to Vegas."

Reminded of the reason they were there, Amy began to strip out of her clothing, tossing it haphazardly into a pile in the corner.  Seeing her best friend give in, pushed Jazzelle, against her better judgment, to do the same.  Soon both women were standing in their underwear before the watchful eyes of Dr. Scott.

"All the way, ladies," the doctor said.  "The scanner doesn't work right unless there is nothing between your skin and the scanner.  That means no underwear."

Again, Amy led the way in removing the remainder of her clothing.  She stood there completely nude, blushing only slightly as the doctor looked over her petite form.  Jazzelle followed her friend reluctantly.  She hung her head low, hiding her face from the man who saw the form she tried her best to keep hidden.  Jazzelle's fear had been mostly replaced by embarrassment.

"Very good girls," Dr. Scott said in a slightly condescending tone.  "That's wasn't so hard now was it?  Next, I need you to hop up into these scanners."

There were two devices sitting in the middle of the room, each big enough to hold a person lying down.  Jazzelle could not help but think that the devices looked like glass coffins on large metal pedestals.  She did not know how they worked, but she knew she had no choice.  As Jazzelle moved up to the side of one of the devices, she looked up and saw Amy was already making herself comfortable inside the other device.

"Ooh, it's soft and warm inside," Amy said as she rested her head on a small pillow.  The lining of the device was a pink fuzzy fabric that was quite soft and relaxing.

Jazzelle, seeing her friend safe and happy inside her scanner, climbed up and into her own, all under the watchful eye of Dr. Scott.  She could not help but think that Amy was right.  She found the inside of the scanner to be surprisingly comfortable.

"It looks like both of you are settled," Dr, Scott said kindly, his earlier condescending tone gone and his charisma returned.  "Let me just close the scanners and we will get started.  Do not worry, the inside of the scanner is climate controlled with the proper levels of oxygen being pumped in and the carbon dioxide being evacuated."

Dr. Scott pushed another button on the console and the glass lids of the two devices closed, making a swooshing noise as the air tight seals were activated.  Jazzelle, a normal sufferer of claustrophobia was grateful for the glass lid, allowing her to see out and not feel so hemmed in.  Amy could not help but feel that she was in a coffin, but she laughed it off at the absurdity of the idea.

"And now to begin," Dr. Scott said as he pushed one more button on the console, activating a preprogrammed piece of software that would control the devices that Jazzelle and Amy had been locked inside of.

Both women's eyes slowly began to get heavier and heavier as they found it harder and harder to stay awake.  After several minutes of breathing the clear odorless gas that was being pumped into their boxes, the first part of the program that Dr. Scott had initiated, both Amy and Jazzelle fell asleep.  The doctor smiled at how easily he had convinced the two college students to strip and climb into his transformation chambers.

Dr. Scott walked over to a phone that hung on the wall.  He pushed a button and spoke into the intercom, "Dan, you can come back in now.  They're good and asleep."  Moments later Mr. Martinelli had returned to the room to watch what happened next.

Jazzelle opened her eyes to find herself looking up at a prone Pepper Johnson, lying in a pink fuzzy bed.  She thought she was looking at a picture, but then she noticed that Pepper was breathing, her large chest moving up and down with each breath.  It was a giant television screen that spanned the entire ceiling.

Jazzelle shifted her body underneath her own covers, stretching her own body as she tried to remember how she had gotten where she was.  Still looking up, Jazzelle saw Pepper making identical movements to her own.  To be sure, she brought her hand out from under neath the covers and waved.  Pepper did the same thing at the same time.

"What the hell," Jazzelle screamed as she sat up suddenly, the pink fuzzy blanket that covered her naked form fell, revealing her large bust to the open air.  Her nipples hardened as cool air moved across her sensitive nubs.

"Ah, you're awake," said the calm voice of Dr. Scott over an unseen speaker.

Jazzelle immediately pulled the blanket back up to cover herself as she blushed at the thought of having exposed herself to such a lecherous man.  The incident in the examination room came flooding back into Jazzelle's mind.  She and Amy had been betrayed by Mr. Martinelli and Dr. Scott.

"Wait, where's Amy?" Jazzelle asked herself, suddenly realizing that she was alone.  As much as she feared what was happening to her, she feared even more the thought of what they might be doing to Amy.  She was far too excitable and trusting in Jazzelle's mind, two qualities that often led to trouble.

"She's just fine," Dr. Scott answered through the intercom.  "You'll get to see her very soon.  She's getting prepped for the second part of her transformation."

"Transformation?  What transformation?"

Jazzelle had become so preoccupied with thoughts of capture and the safety of her friend, she had forgotten about the image she had seen above her of Pepper Johnson somehow mimicking her actions.

"You haven't noticed yet?  I thought you were more observant than this.  Take another look up."

Jazzelle's head tilted back as her eyes found their way to the ceiling once more.  Again she saw the image of Pepper, the woman she had imitated to win the contest, looking back at her in the same position.  Jazzelle could see the cleavage from the woman's large bust poking out the top of the blanket clutched to her chest.

However, the longer that Jazzelle looked up, the more she could not help notice how the image she saw was different than she expected.  There was no delay in the small swaying movements her body made as she tried to maintain her skyward gaze.  Jazzelle knew it made no sense that Pepper Johnson would want to play this game with her.  That left only one option left.

"It's a mirror?" Jazzelle asked hesitantly.

"Very good.  Now you're getting it."

Jazzelle cringed at the condescending tone of the doctor.  He was not the nice man she had originally understood him to be.

"But wait, that means..." Jazzelle said, trailing off at the realization of what must have happened.

She looked down and was confronted with cleavage she had never had before.  Again Jazzelle let the blanket fall into her lap so that she could get a better look at herself.  Everything that she was seeing was wrong.

"This isn't right," Jazzelle said as she reached up and ran her hands around her breasts.  "Mmm," she moaned in pleasure as she felt the delicious sensations her breasts were sending to her brain.  Jazzelle had never felt such pleasure from merely touching her breasts before, but she certainly liked it.

"What did you do to me?" Jazzelle finally asked as she was able to divert her mind from the pleasure of her hands on her breasts, which were still there, tactilely exploring new curves.

"There's a mirror on the wall behind you.  Why don't you find out for yourself?"

Jazzelle, still self conscious about her body, pulled the pink blanket back up and wrapped it around her torso, covering herself from whomever might be watching her, and stood up.  The doctor had been correct.  There was a mirror on the wall.  She needed to see herself.

Jazzelle approached the mirror from the side, almost afraid of what she was going to see.  Sliding in front of the mirror, her mouth fell open in shock.  Staring back at her was a perfect image of Pepper Johnson.  Her hair was no longer frizzy, but a sleek black that hung behind her head to the middle of her back.  Her skin had lightened slightly and gained a golden hue.  Her face was entirely remade into an identical replica of the pop star's face.  Her breasts were bigger and perkier, her waist slim and trim, and her butt was still large, but now it was tight and firm.

"Why?" was all Jazzelle was able to ask as she stood there, too shocked to do or say anything else.

"I'll tell you," came the voice of Mr. Martinelli over the intercom.  Hearing his voice shook Jazzelle out of her shocked state ever so slightly.  "The group Salt and Pepper are a major hit.  They've had a show in Vegas for a while now.  After some market research we did, we realized that they are so popular, we could make even more money if we increased their number of shows.  The only problem is that such a schedule would be impossible without burning out.

"That is where you and your friend come in.  As you can see, you are now a spitting image of Pepper Johnson.  Amy now looks like Maddie Salt.  You should be happy.  In a short while, you will be a part of one of the greatest pop groups in the history of the world."

"But I don't want this," Jazzelle said in return, still looking at herself in the mirror, entranced by her new form.  "I just want to go back home and finish school."

"Who cares about school when you can be famous?"

"I do.  I'm the first person in my family to go to college.  It's important that I graduate."

"Well, I hate to have to say this," Mr. Martinelli responded, "but we've already taken the liberty of terminating your enrollment in school.  As far as they and your family are concerned, you have decided to travel instead."

"You can't," Jazzelle screamed, turning away from the mirror and moving hurriedly back into the center of the room.

"It was easy.  But don't worry, you won't mind in a little bit.  In fact, you won't be Jazzelle anymore at all."

"Please don't do this," Jazzelle pleaded as she sat down on the bed, still wrapped in the fuzzy pink blanket.  As much as her mind was panicking, her body was slowly being turned on by the blanket rubbing against her breasts.  There was a heat building up inside of her, stronger than she had ever experienced before.

"I'm sorry, but this is how it has to be," Mr. Martinelli said calmly.  "But if you'd like, you can see your friend now."

Jazzelle perked up at hearing that she could see Amy.  Her attention was quickly distracted as the lights went dark and a panel in the wall to her right slowly began to slide up into the ceiling, revealing a two way mirror looking into a room very much like her own.

Jazzelle stood up and hurried over to the window looking into Amy's room, nearly tripping on the blanket as it dragged along the ground.  She was relieved to see her friend, apparently safe, however, she too had gone through major changes, as she now looked like a perfect replica of Maddie Salt, the other half of the pop star group.

Something was wrong.  Amy seemed safe, but she was tied down in a chair with cables running out the back and into the wall.  Slowly, the chair seemed to turn on its own, spinning around to face the window that separated the two friends.

"Shall I begin?" Dr. Scott asked as he stepped toward Amy from the corner of the room to Jazzelle's left.  He had been hidden from view previously.

Amy looked up at the doctor with complete terror on her face, her mind locked up to the point that she could not respond.

Jazzelle screamed toward the doctor, "Let her go."  Neither he, nor Amy, responded.

"It's no use," came Mr. Martinelli's voice over the intercom.  "The rooms are sound proofed.  You can hear what is happening in the other room, because I am pumping the sound in over the intercom.  No one can hear you, but you and I."

"Please stop this," Jazzelle pleaded, hoping that Mr. Martinelli might put a stop to it all.  If he heard her, he ignored her.

"What's your name?" Dr. Scott asked as he slowly circled the restrained young woman.  There was some kind of device in his hand.  Jazzelle thought it looked like a remote of some kind.

"A, Amy," she stuttered in reply, tears streaming down her face for fear of what was to happen to her.

"Wrong," said Dr. Scott sternly as he made a show to push a button on the device in his hand.

Jazzelle winced and she turned her head as she expected Amy to writhe and scream in pain.  However, there was no sound.  She looked up and saw her friend sitting there with a screwed up look on her face.  It was not a look that indicated pain specifically, but one of confusion instead.

"Now tell me, what's your name?" the doctor asked again.

Amy thought about the question long and hard.  She crinkled her forehead in concentration.  "Um, it's Amy, right?" she finally said, but with absolutely no confidence.  Jazzelle looked on in shock as she watched her friend's mind altered and twisted.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk.  I thought we went over that before.  Your name is not Amy.  You are wrong."

Again, Dr. Scott pushed a button on the remote and Amy gave the same look of confusion as before.

"Stop that," Amy finally said.  "That hurts."

Jazzelle was happy to see that her friend was not completely out of it and was beginning to marshal herself to fight back.

"There is a punishment for answering incorrectly.  Your answer was wrong and you were thus punished.  Now, tell me, what is your name?"

Amy sat there and considered the question for a much longer time.  Jazzelle could not understand what was happening to her.  How could she forget her name?  What was Dr. Scott doing to her?

Finally, after a minute of wracking her brain, searching for the answer to the question, she answered, "Um, I don't know."

"Very good," Dr. Scott said, a smile spreading across his face.  Jazzelle nearly fell down in astonishment at what had happened to Amy.  She had forgotten her name.

"Stop this," Jazzelle yelled, hoping she might be able to convince Mr. Martinelli to put an end to the torture, but no response came.

"That's okay that you don't know your name," Dr. Scott continued, oblivious to Jazzelle's screaming in the room next door.  "That's because I know your name.  Would you like me to tell you what it is?"

"Yes, please," the young woman replied.

"Your name is Maddie Salt.  Now tell me what your name is."

"It's, it's Maddie."

"Good.  But what's your full name?"

"Maddie Salt," the woman said with confidence.

Dr. Scott pressed another button on his remote and the woman who now thought of herself as Maddie Salt threw her head back and rolled her eyes up into the back of her head.  Jazzelle was sure that it was pain that her friend was feeling at first.  However, the more she watched, as she could not pull her eyes away, the more she saw not pain but pleasure on her friend's face.  Dr. Scott was rewarding her for answering the question how he wanted her to.

After a while, Maddie came to her senses and found herself staring at Dr. Scott.  The doctor looked down on her with a mischievous smile.

"I have more questions for you Maddie.  What is it you do?"

"I'm a student," Maddie replied with the same confidence she had in believing her name was Maddie.

"Wrong again, Maddie," Dr. Scott said as he pushed a button on the remote and a look of complete confusion returned to Maddie's face.

Jazzelle could not believe her eyes or her ears.  They were brainwashing her friend.  And she was next.

Jazzelle ran for the door to the room.  She realized she had not actually tried it yet.  Of course it was locked, however, that did not stop Jazzelle from pounding on the door, screaming for her to be let out.  She wanted to escape and all thoughts of her friend left her.

Jazzelle had no idea how long she tried to get out for.  She eventually broke down sobbing, exhausted from the energy she expended trying in vain to escape.  She collapsed to the floor and sat back against the door.  For all she knew, she was going to die.

"Let's review," Dr. Scott said, his voice once again reaching the broken Jazzelle.  "What's your name?"

"Maddie Salt."

"What do you do?"

"I'm a singer in the pop group Salt and Pepper."

"Who do you work for?"

"Dan Martinelli."

"How old are you?"

"Nineteen."

"So you graduated high school before you became famous?"

"No, I didn't quite make it.  Left as soon as I turned eighteen to start my singing career."

"Very good," Dr. Scott said as he used the remote again to reward Maddie for her correct answers.

Jazzelle sat there in shock.  She did not need to see what was transpiring next door to know that her friend was gone.  Amy truly believed that she was Maddie Salt.  It had all seemed impossible, but Jazzelle now knew it was very real.

"Maddie, I have a few more questions for you and then we'll be all done and you can get some rest before your show tomorrow.  Do you like to think?"

"Of course, Doctor," Maddie replied cheerfully.  She had no idea what was happening to her and how her mind was being altered.  All she remembered was the intense pleasure she received after answering a question correctly.

"I'm sorry Maddie, but that's wrong," Dr. Scott said before he again used the remote to teach Maddie and wipe her brain of the idea that she liked to think.  After several moments of Maddie scrunching her face up in confusion, the doctor continued speaking, "You don't like to think do you, Maddie?  A girl like you wants others to tell her what to do and what to think.  You want to do what Dan Martinelli and I tell you to do."

"Um, okay, Doctor," Maddie replied, unsure of what she should say exactly.

"So do you like to think?"

"Um, no?"

"Good.  Now here's your reward."

Maddie's eyes rolled up into her head indicating the intense pleasure she felt.  Jazzelle could not stand it anymore.  She began sobbing again.

"Why?" Jazzelle said between ragged breaths.  "Why are you turning her into...into some...into a bimbo?"

"To better control her.  She'll do everything I say.  It's easier to fool the world when our new Maddie does what she's told.  Of course, you'll be the same way very soon, Pepper."

"Don't call me that.  My name is Jazzelle.  You won't win."

"Ah, but I already have."

Jazzelle shut the sounds from the neighboring room out of her head.  She refused to let the obvious bimbofication of her best friend stop her from trying to come up with a method of fighting Dr. Scott's brainwashing techniques.  There was only one option she could see.  Disagreeing only seemed to hasten the process.  However, agreeing, answering each question how the Doctor wanted her to answer, could help her keep her identity.

After some unknown amount of time, a new noise disrupted Jazzelle's thoughts.  A new panel in the wall separating the two rooms slid open, this time revealing an open doorway.  Jazzelle was surprised to see Dr. Scott standing there, seemingly unarmed.

Trying to take advantage of the change in events, Jazzelle quickly got to her feet and rushed toward the doctor, hoping that she could tackle him and somehow hold him until she was released.  The speed at which she moved was phenomenal.  The old Jazzelle could never have moved as fast as she now was capable of.  She was testing her body in new ways and discovered that Pepper Johnson was quite an athlete.  Jazzelle never had time to think about the fact that the dancing the real Pepper did on stage required a fair amount of athletic skill.

"Whoa there," Dr. Scott said as he stepped slightly to the side of the doorway and caught Jazzelle in a bear hug.  She had not taken the time to plan out how she was going to tackle the doctor and soon found herself the victim instead of the attacker.

Jazzelle's momentum carried them both into the center of the room where the now empty chair sat.  She tried to struggle, but soon another pair of hands were helping to hold her and force her into the chair.  Mr. Martinelli was there, helping Dr. Scott.

"Hold her arms," the doctor said as he wrestled the struggling nude woman into the chair.

"Fuck you," Jazzelle screamed as the first restraints were wrapped around Jazzelle's waist, holding her in the chair.  From there it was relatively simple for the two men to strap down her limbs and finally her head, a strap that wrapped around her forehead and held her head against the high back of the chair.

"That's better, now isn't it?" Dr. Scott said as he shook out his arms.  "Are you comfortable?"

"Screw you.  When I get out of here, I'm going straight to the cops."

"Now that's not very nice.  Yes, you are being held against your will, for the moment, but I'm at least trying to make you comfortable.  I'm not the monster you think I am.  I just have the honor of helping women become happy."

Turning to Mr. Martinelli, Dr. Scott said, "I can take it from here Dan.  You can watch from the control booth or you can go visit with Maddie and see if there's anything she wants to do to thank you."

"I think I like option two, as much as I would like to see this bitch get hers.  She's quite the fighter."

"Yes, well, just leave her to me."

Mr. Martinelli turned and walked out of the room through an unlocked door.

"Now young lady," Dr. Scott said as he turned back toward Jazzelle, "this can go very smoothly if you let it.  I'm going to ask you a set of questions.  Giving a right answer is rewarded.  Giving a wrong answer is punished.  Do you understand?"

"Yes, I saw what you did to Amy."

"Nu uh uh.  Her name is Maddie now, Maddie Salt.  She doesn't even remember being anyone but Maddie.  Right now she doesn't know you, but if you play your cards right, you can have your friend back."

"Fine.  I saw what you did to Maddie.  I know your game and I'm going to beat it."

"Good luck.  Now, let's start with something simple.  What is your name?"

"Pepper Johnson," Jazzelle replied simply and confidently.  She knew fighting would only make things worse and her only hope was to play along.

"Very good," Dr. Scott said looking surprised at first, but then smiling.  He pushed a button on the remote and a sudden fire erupted inside Jazzelle's body.  The fire was not painful.  In fact, it was the opposite.  The burning sensation that ran through her body was the most pleasurable feeling Jazzelle had ever felt.  Her eyes rolled back into her head and her tongue hung from her mouth as her fine motor control temporarily disappeared.

It took Jazzelle several minutes to recover from the orgasmic bliss she experienced at Dr. Scott's hand.  She had no idea how good agreeing with him could be.  She nearly forgot she was trying to fight him.  She wanted to do anything he asked, simply to feel the great pleasure he was able to give.

"Now that you seem to have recovered, let's try that again.  What is your name?"

"Um, Pepper, Pepper Johnson," she said more tentatively this time as she was not entirely sure if that was her name or not.  She just knew it was what Dr. Scott wanted to hear.

"Very good again."

The doctor pushed his button and the pleasure was back.  Now that she was expecting it, she had a chance to truly enjoy it, reveling in how her whole body felt alive.  Each and every nerve in her body resonated at the same pleasurable frequency.

"Now again, what's your name?" Dr. Scott asked when Pepper had recovered.

"Pepper Johnson," she replied without any doubt in her identity.

"Very good, Pepper.  I'm glad to see you are being so agreeable.  That is very important.  Now tell me, what is it you do?"

Pepper was sad that she was not being rewarded, but she was excited about the opportunity to answer another question.  She took her time to think about what Dr. Scott wanted to hear.  After nearly a minute of deliberation, she finally answered, "I'm a singer for Salt and Pepper."

"I'm impressed," Dr. Scott said which caused Pepper to beam up at him in anticipation for her reward, a reward that soon came when he pushed the button on his remote.

It was not long before Pepper had completely forgotten why she was in the chair being interrogated by Dr. Scott.  All she knew was that she wanted to answer his questions and be rewarded.  However, once she stopped being able to use the intellect of Jazzelle to answer the questions, as Jazzelle was now long gone, Pepper started to run into the problem that she no longer could always figure out what it was the doctor wanted her to say.

"Do you like to think?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Um, sure," Pepper responded after several seconds of thinking through an answer.  It was the only answer that made sense to her at the moment.  "Thinking's good, isn't it?"

"Ooh, wrong answer.  You were doing so well.  Now it's time for a punishment."

"No, please, no," Pepper pleaded, afraid of what her punishment might be.  "Give me another chance.  I can get it right.  I promise."

"I'm sorry, but it's for your own good," Dr. Scott said before he pushed a different button on the remote.

Pepper screwed up her face in confusion as her brain tingled.  It was not exactly painful, but definitely unpleasant.  At least the tingling remained confined to her head.

"Let's try this again," the doctor continued when he saw a calm return to Pepper's face.  "Do you like to think?"

"Um, no, Doctor," Pepper said, still not entirely sure, but it seemed to be the right answer.  Thinking certainly was hard.  It was thinking that had gotten her punished.

"Very good."

Dr. Scott pushed the reward button and again Pepper's eyes rolled into the back of her head as her body convulsed in orgasm.  She could not have been any happier in the moment.

After Pepper recovered, the interrogation continued.  Now that she knew that she did not like to think and, in fact, she was not very good at thinking, she actually found it much easier to be rewarded.  She would look to Dr. Scott and look for any sign of how to answer.  Before long, she was happily calling herself a bimbo and was willing to do anything to thank the doctor for his helping her.

"Do you think there is anything I could, you know, do to thank you?  You've been really helpful in helping me and stuff."

Pepper knew she sounded lame in her attempts to seduce Dr. Scott while she was strapped down to the chair, but she simply had no experience at being a bimbo.  However, she was certainly eager to learn.  It was not her fault that she was not very smart.  But then again, she was a bimbo.

"You know, I think there might just be something you can do."

Pepper squealed excitedly as Dr. Scott removed her bindings and then led her back to the bed that she originally woke up in.  He guided her, telling her to climb up on the bed and get on her hands and knees.  Pepper giggled as she did as instructed.  She felt like she was presenting herself to Dr. Scott and she loved the feeling.

Dr. Scott said nothing as he climbed up behind Pepper and buried his cock in her pussy in one fell swoop.  Pepper screamed out in orgasmic bliss as she felt the doctor's long thick cock split her open and begin pumping in and out of her.

"Oh god, you're tight," Dr. Scott exclaimed as he developed a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of Pepper's hungry pussy.

"Oh yes," Pepper called back, her voice an octave higher then normal from the intense pleasure she felt emanating from her pussy.  "Fuck me, fuck me harder."

 Dr. Scott ignored Pepper's desire to be fucked harder, instead choosing to take his time and maximize his own pleasure.  He had become quite hard from the relatively simple task of turning the two former college students into bimbo versions of the biggest pop group in the country.  It was a new and different task from anything he had ever done before, but his planning had been worth it.  Soon, the new Salt and Pepper would be performing in Vegas and none but a few would be any wiser.

Pepper continued to call out, but her pleas for more soon turned to gibberish as she succumbed to the pleasure, letting her body collapse to the bed, her ass still sticking up into the air giving Dr. Scott perfect access to her pussy.

"Oh yes.  Oh yes.  I'm going to cum.  I'm going to cum in your pussy."

Pepper gave a moan of agreement before Dr. Scott and Pepper came together.  The doctor's cock twitched and then shot load after load of hot white cum into Pepper's pussy.  The mere feeling of Dr. Scott's cum was enough to send Pepper over the edge.  She screamed out and her hands flailed about as she came harder than she ever had before.

When Pepper finally recovered enough to sit up, she saw Dr. Scott standing over her, fully dressed.  She pouted slightly at the desire of wanting to go again, but she knew it was not her decision to make.  She was thankful she had men like Dr. Scott and Danny to tell her what to do.  A bimbo like her was just no good at thinking for herself.

The bimbo versions of Salt and Pepper were a huge hit.  The new Maddie and Pepper did exactly as they were told and made everyone else involved a lot of money.  Even the real Salt and Pepper, who had initially been hesitant, had to agree that having a back up group was just the thing to keep them well rested and in tip top shape for the performances they did give.  Of course, it did not hurt that the bimbo versions of themselves were perfectly happy to relieve some of the tension that show business can create by giving massages or even licking their pussies, bringing them to nice relaxing orgasms.

Maddie and Pepper were back in their dressing room while the former Jazzelle and Amy were up on stage performing the second Salt and Pepper show of the night, when Mr. Martinelli barged in.  He had a habit of not knocking.  Thankfully, both women were already dressed.

"Great job tonight, girls," Mr. Martinelli said as he clapped his hands and rubbed them together.

"Thanks Dan," Maddie replied as she finished putting her earrings in.

"I've got some news for you two."

"What is it?" Pepper asked as she sat leafing through a magazine.

"The casino wants to sign you up for another year and for even more money."

"That's great, Dan," Pepper said as she pulled her head out of the magazine.

"Yes, but there's one stipulation.  You need to have physicals."

"That's not a problem," Maddie said as she reached into her purse for her phone.  "I can call and make an appointment right now."

"There's more.  They want you to see their doctor."

"Who is he?" Pepper asked.

"His name is Dr. Scott.  He's coming in all the way from L.A. to see you two.  Is that okay?"

"Sure Dan," Maddie said as she dropped her phone back into her purse.  "When will he be here?"

"Your appointments are tomorrow, in the morning.  You should be done in plenty of time for your next show.  Just don't stay out to late tonight."

"That's fine.  We can let the bimbos have a night out for a change."

"Thanks girls.  I'll see you in the morning."

Mr. Martinelli left the dressing room with a big smile on his face.  Soon he would be managing two more bimbos.

"God I love my job," he whispered to himself as he walked back toward the stage to watch the rest of the show.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Amanda

 


Amanda Caine was more than a little nervous as she approached the front entrance to Clinic B.  She hesitated, not sure whether she actually wanted to go in.  It was not that big a deal after all.  She just wanted some information, a pamphlet, that sort of thing.  She was not even sure she really wanted to go through with it anyway or that she even had the money.

"Don't be a scaredy-cat," Amanda chided herself as she reached for the door and pulled it open.

Stepping inside, Amanda found herself in what looked like a standard waiting room.  In front of her sat the receptionist, if she could be called that.  The woman looked like all of her brain cells had been used to fill her gigantic tits.  She sat there idly twirling her blond hair with her well manicured fingers, staring off at a blank spot on the wall.  She did not even notice when Amanda came in.

However, it was difficult to ignore the receptionist.  She wore a small strapless white dress that barely covered her tits, leaving a great valley of cleavage on display.  Worse, in Amanda's assessment, was the fact that as the woman sat there, her dress had slowly ridden up.  It was obvious how she was not wearing panties.

Amanda thought about leaving.  If the receptionist was indicative of the type of people the clinic catered to, it was not a place she wanted to be.  Sure, Amanda had long considered herself inadequate, but she was classy.  She did not want to associate with doctors that seemed to specialize in the porn star look.

Still, it was entirely possible that Amanda was wrong about the receptionist.  Maybe that was the look she had wanted and she was not a good example of the doctor's work.  It was at least worth it to get more information.

Amanda cleared her throat to get the receptionist's attention.  The receptionist snapped to attention, but it took several seconds for her eyes to focus on Amanda.  When she finally did, a big smile crossed her face.

"Like, hi there," the receptionist said.  Amanda could almost hear the smiley faces and hearts over each "i."

"Hello," Amanda replied cautiously.

"My name's Crystal.  How can I help you?"

Now that Amanda was actually speaking with Crystal, her hesitation returned.  Did she really want this?  Was it worth having to talk to this bimbo of a receptionist?  Then she thought about how she was already there and it would be better if she had a chance to talk to a doctor.

"I'm interested in breast augmentation.  I work across the street and I was wondering if there was a doctor available to talk about the different kinds of procedures."

"Oh yes, you definitely need some help in the boobs department.  Dr. Larson can fix you up in a jiffy.  I'll call him."

"Um, thanks, I guess..." Amanda said, trailing off after it was clear Crystal was not listening as she had already picked up the phone and started dialing.

Amanda would have found the look on Crystal's face while she dialed for Dr. Larson to be adorable if it were not for the complete disdain she felt for the woman.  Crystal did not just have the image of a tanned blond bimbo.  She truly was one.  Amanda began to panic about what she might have gotten herself into as Crystal started speaking on the phone.

"We've got, like, a walk-in, Doctor," Crystal said loudly, not entirely clear how the phone worked.

The response went unheard by Amanda as she began backing up toward the door.  She needed to leave and get away from Clinic B and its bimbo receptionist.

Amanda reached for the door, but suddenly found it would not budge.  She pushed harder, but it was clearly locked.

"Why...why is the door locked?" Amanda asked, panic beginning to build in her voice.

"Oh, you don't want to leave yet, do you?  Dr. Larson will be here any minute."

"No, that's okay.  I forgot I have someplace to be right now.  I'll just have to come back another time."

Amanda did not really have anyplace she needed to be.  Her job allowed her to leave early on Fridays and she had made no plans.  She just felt like she needed some excuse to leave.  Amanda had no intention of ever coming back.

"But you can't leave that way, silly.  You need to be processed first."

"Processed?  What do you mean processed?"

It was more than panic now.  It was fear.  Amanda could feel the fight or flight instinct rising up within her.  She could not run, so she instead prepared herself to fight, although she did not know who it was she would be fighting exactly.  Amanda moved her legs apart and bent her knees, getting into a fighting stance.  She had never been in a fight before.  She did not even know how to fight.  She was operating on pure instinct.

"Are you, like, okay?" Crystal asked as she watched Amanda's behavior.  "No one's going to hurt you or anything.  It actually feels, like, really good."

"Wait, what?" Amanda responded, her need to fight lessening by the ditzy receptionist.

"Getting processed.  It feels all yummy.  I'd do it again, but Dr. Larson says that that would be bad."

"But I just want to leave," Amanda said almost pleading.

Amanda's request went unanswered as a door behind Crystal's desk opened and a tall handsome man in a lab coat appeared.  She could feel the fight leave her as the man stood there and looked over the scene before him.  Despite never having met the man she assumed was Dr. Larson, Amanda suddenly felt confident that the doctor would fix her situation.

"Hello there," the man started.  "My name is Dr. Larson.  I hope Crystal hasn't scared you or anything.  It's not uncommon for young women like yourself to be afraid of some of our security procedures."

"Security procedures?" Amanda asked, wanting to know more about why she could not leave through the front door.

"Yes, well, we have procedures to try to keep people from stealing our files.  Admittedly, Crystal here is not the sharpest receptionist in the world, so we have added security to keep people from taking advantage of her."

Crystal simply beamed, knowing Dr. Larson was talking about her.  It was obvious to Amanda she had no idea what was being said about her or that her intelligence was being insulted.

"Yes, well, I think I would like to leave.  I can assure you I haven't stolen anything."

"I believe you.  But rules are rules.  If you would accompany me back to my office, I'm sure we can get all of this cleared up in no time at all."

Amanda had to think about it, but it seemed she had no choice.  She wanted to leave and Dr. Larson was offering her a way out, albeit a slightly convoluted path.

"All right Dr. Larson, lead the way," Amanda finally said.  

Amanda followed the doctor through a maze of hallways.  She had no idea the clinic had been this large based on what she saw from her office across the street.  As they walked, Dr. Larson began to make small talk.

"I'm sorry, but I didn't catch your name," he said with kindness.  Dr. Larson seemed to have a very calming way about him that helped put Amanda at ease.

"Amanda, Amanda Caine."

"Well then Amanda, welcome to Clinic B.  Can I ask why you decided to visit us today?"

"Um...well I work across the street and I've seen some of the women come and go from here and it seemed obvious that this is a plastic surgery clinic.  You see, I've been thinking about getting a breast augmentation and I wanted to come in and ask some questions, but your receptionist kind of scared me off."

"Oh, she's harmless.  A bit on the dumb side, but harmless.  Crystal keeps begging me to make her tits bigger, but I'm afraid she might just fall over if they get any bigger."

"Yes, they are quite big."

"So you're interested in some augmentation.  We can talk about that too while we're in my office if you'd like.  It's no trouble since we have to have a little chat anyways."

"Um, I don't know.  I'm not sure I feel comfortable with that anymore."

Amanda was regretting ever coming into Clinic B.  All she wanted to do was leave and never return.  If she ever did go through with a breast augmentation, she was sure she would be using another doctor.  Clinic B was just too weird.

"You might feel different after our little chat," Dr. Larson said before stopping in front of a door.  "Ah, here we go.  Come in, come in."

Amanda followed Dr. Larson into his office.  It was exactly as she would have expected from a plastic surgeon.  He took a seat behind his desk and Amanda followed suit, sitting directly across from him.  She gave him a cold look, sitting there trying to express her displeasure in having to go through this with him.  Everything was silent.

"So, how long have you been considering an augmentation?" Dr. Larson asked, breaking the quiet.  "I've generally found a good size bump can do wonders for a woman's self esteem."

"I'd really rather not say," Amanda said with defiance.  All she wanted to do was leave.  Every moment spent not working toward that goal was a waste.  Dr. Larson was wasting her time.

"Look, if you just answer my questions, you'll be out of here in no time.  You do want to leave, don't you?"

"Yes, of course," Amanda said with surprise.  It was not the question she had expected.

"Well then, how long has it been?"

"A couple years now," Amanda said, surprised with herself as she answered the doctor's question.  "Basically since I knew I wasn't going to do any more growing."

"What's stopped you until now?"

Amanda did not want to answer.  She just wanted to leave, feeling Dr. Larson's questions were quickly turning to far too personal of details.  Still, she figured answering would not hurt.  She never planned to see the doctor again or set foot in the clinic ever again.

"Partly money, but mostly I'm afraid of surgery.  I finally worked up the guts to start talking it over with different doctors."

"You've seen other doctors?"

"No, you're my first."

"I see.  That is very fortunate."

"Wait, what?  Fortunate?"

"Yes, well, I would hate to see your experience with other doctors cloud your opinion of my own practice."

"Sorry, but you're not doing too well in that department," Amanda scoffed.  "I'll be honest in saying I won't coming back here ever again."

"I think you're wrong in that assessment.  I think you will not only come back, but you'll come back and visit quite frequently."

"Fat chance.  Now can we just get this over with?"

"So, how big were you thinking of going?" Dr. Larson asked, ignoring Amanda's request to hurry things along.

"What's it matter?  I'm not getting them done by you."

Amanda was beyond annoyed.  She could feel her temper quickly getting away from her.  She just wanted to go through the security questions and be done with it all.

"Just humor me, will you?  How big were you thinking?"

"I was hoping to move up to a C-cup if you must know.  I don't want anything big, just a small size increase and a bit of a lift."

"Yes, that's what most women seem to say.  However, I generally find that this is one instance when bigger truly is better."

"What do you mean?"

"Your frame can support a much bigger set of knockers.  You'd have to special order your bras, but I don't think you'd be interested in wearing those anymore.  They'd just get in the way."

"Look, you sick fuck.  All I want to do is leave.  At this rate, I won't be getting an augmentation at all.  I'd rather be flat chested for the rest of my life than have to put up with the likes of you.  I'm leaving."

Amanda pushed herself to her feet with force, doing everything she could to make as big a scene as possible.  She was mad and she wanted nothing more than to see Dr. Larson and that bimbo of a receptionist, Crystal, sued for every penny they were worth.

Amanda quickly crossed the room, stomping her feet as she went, and reached out for the door.  However, the moment Amanda touched the door knob, she stopped dead.

She could not move.  Amanda tried to move away from the door, but she could not.  There was a strange tingling moving up her arm and coursing through her body.  It was like being shocked, but pleasant instead of painful.  Amanda wanted to panic.  She knew she should have been, but she was not.  She felt good actually, her brain overwhelmed by the pleasurable electricity moving through her limbs.  Nothing else mattered.

"That's much better," Dr. Larson said as he stood and slowly made his way out from behind his desk.  "I'm sorry that Crystal put you off the idea of letting us here at Clinic B help you with your lack of satisfaction with your tit size.  That is one of the most important parts of the work we do here, helping women learn to love their boobies.  Of course, it's a lot easier when they are the size of your head."

Dr. Larson's words barely registered inside Amanda's brain.  The wonderful sensations of pleasure that were entering her from the door knob were too great to put much thought into what the doctor was telling her.  Still, there was a small part of her that realized what his words meant and they scared her.  All she could do was imagine herself as a big titted bimbo like the receptionist.  Worse, that idea was suddenly quite appealing.

"Let's get you into one of our exam rooms," Dr. Larson said as he pushed a button on his desk.  The electricity stopped.  Amanda could move again.  However, her brain was still in no condition to try to escape.  Instead, Dr. Larson took her by the shoulders and led her out of his office, to where she knew not.

Amanda was still feeling hazy and unsure of what was happening when the doctor placed her in a large tub.  She had no idea what was happening, but she could do nothing about it.  Her limbs refused to follow any directions that she tried to give.

"I'm sorry about having to do this myself, but we are a little understaffed today.  The nurses had a girls night out last night and they have not come in to work today.  It seems to happen after all of their nights out."

Dr. Larson pulled a pair of large scissors from a drawer.  It barely registered with Amanda that they were the type used for cutting fabric.  And that was exactly what the doctor used them for, cutting through Amanda's clothing: her white blouse and black slacks.  He even cut through her bra and panties, leaving her completely naked as she laid in the tub.

"Don't worry, Mandi," Dr. Larson said.  "You're going to be getting those tits you want and a whole lot more.  When we're done here today, you're going to be the most popular girl at the office."

Amanda shuddered, momentarily overriding her inability to move, at the thought of looking like Crystal, for she seemed to know that was the image the doctor aspired for her.  She was not sure how she knew this and she did not understand how any of it was possible, but she knew she would soon have a much more feminine appearance.

Without saying anything more, Dr. Larson turned a tap at the foot of the tub.  Very slowly, a clear gel began to ooze out of the tap, covering Amanda's feet and filling the tub.  While Dr. Larson waited for the tub to fill he picked up the phone by the door and dialed.

Amanda could feel the gel as it slowly moved up her body.  It was surprisingly warm and comforting.  It seemed to make everything feel right.  She had no idea Dr. Larson was chatting away on the phone.  All her senses were focused on the tremendous warmth of the gel as it moved up her body.

By the time the gel had reached the top of Amanda's shoulders, Dr. Larson appeared in her field of vision, looking down on her from above while she looked up at him.  Her earlier fears were gone.  She did not know what would happen to her, but she felt far too good to care.  Amanda knew she could have moved if she had wanted, but she did not.  The feeling of being wrapped up in a cocoon was far too powerful to let go of.

"I just got off the phone with your boss, Mandi," Dr. Larson said.  "He's very excited about our plans for you.  Don't worry, I assure you that you'll absolutely love it.  But first, I need to fit this breathing mask over you face."

There was still a small part of Amanda that wanted to talk back about being called Mandi.  She had never been called Mandi before.  She had always hated the idea of it, but given her deeply relaxed state, Amanda did not think it was worth the effort to correct the doctor.  It was easier to just let it pass.

However, while Amanda was debating about whether it was worth it to correct the doctor on her name, Dr. Larson was fitting her with a special breathing apparatus.  She was completely oblivious to his actions, the required brain power to think far more than she was capable of at the moment, her mind and body still feeling the effects of her earlier shock.

The doctor parted Amanda's thin lips and slipped a phallic looking device into her mouth.  The breathing device slid all the way to the back of her throat, nearly activating her gag reflex, but her relaxed state helped to suppress it.  Her mouth then closed around the device in her mouth.  Dr. Larson then fitted an added attachment over Amanda's nose to ensure that the rising gel would not get into her breathing passages.

"There we are," the doctor said as the gel rose up and began to lap at the edges of Amanda's face.  "Just relax and close your eyes.  You're perfectly safe.  When we're all done here, you'll have the perfect body to please the men at your office."

That last bit broke through Amanda's sluggish mind, causing a rising panic.  She knew she was in trouble.  This man was crazy, but she could not help but believe everything he said was true.  She did not want to be some office bimbo.  She played an important role in her company and she could scarcely believe her boss had agreed to all of this.

Amanda continued to panic, but as she shut her eyes to keep the gel out, there was a tiny voice that seemed to come from nowhere.  She could not figure out where it had come from, but it broke into her conscious mind and laid a seed that started to grow.  It said, "At least you'll have the breasts you wanted."  The voice grew until it was all Amanda could think about.  At least she would have the breasts she wanted.

Amanda had no idea how long she sat in the tub full of the clear gel.  At some point she had fallen asleep with the image of herself with large breasts.  They were far bigger than what she had originally wanted, but now she could not help but think that the bigger they were, the better.  Somehow Amanda took comfort in that thought.

"Wake up, Mandi," Dr. Larson said as he gently shook her shoulders.

Amanda's eyes opened with a flutter.  Looking down at her were the kind eyes of the doctor.  She smiled up at him, feeling truly at peace with herself.  Her body and mind were hers again.  Amanda could feel that the gel was gone.  The doctor had drained it away and washed her body clean.  She felt content and happy, not realizing all that had been done to her.

"Would you like to take a look at the new you?"

"Oh, yes, that would be lovely."

Amanda had forgotten her anger.  She had forgotten the panic she had felt earlier.  All she knew was that she wanted to see her new breasts in all of their largess and glory.

Dr. Larson helped Amanda out of the tub and toward a full length mirror on the wall.  Her jaw dropped at the sight of herself.  She could not believe that the sight before her was in fact her.  Amanda became a melting pot of emotions over what she saw.

Her breasts were perfect.  They were big, soft, heavy pillows and she absolutely loved them.  However, the rest of her was a problem.  Dr. Larson had done more than just alter Amanda's breasts.  He had done far more.  Her body was hairless from the neck down, her waist thinner, her hips and butt bigger.  Those changes were admittedly tolerable, but what Amanda really had a problem with was what sat above her neck.  Her face had been completely reshaped.  She did not even recognize herself anymore with her thinner nose and plump lips and her blue eyes, not brown like they had been before her treatment.

Worst of all, Amanda was now a blond.  She had always had rich auburn hair.  She had been proud of her hair.  Now it was platinum blond and hung all the way down to her butt.  She hated it.

"What the hell did you do to me?" Amanda demanded, turning to face the doctor and staring up at him with fiery blue eyes.

"Everything was by request of your boss," Dr. Larson responded coolly.  "But don't worry, the procedure isn't over yet.  I promise, if you're not happy with the results when we're done here, I'll change you to whatever you want."

"You better, or I'll call the cops."

"I assure you, that won't be necessary," the doctor said with a smirk.  He knew he had already won.  "If you'll just step over here and sit in this chair, we'll get the rest of the procedure over with."

Still fuming, Amanda walked angrily to the offered chair and dropped herself into it with all her weight.

"Now what?" Amanda said as she crossed her arms across her expanded chest, trying to sulk.  However, the contact her arms made with her nipples sent shock waves of pleasure shooting up into her brain and down into her belly.  All sign of anger left her face as she sat there trying to decide if she could risk additional accidental contact.

"I see you like some of the added benefits," Dr. Larson said, seeing the Amanda's reaction.  "But there isn't time right now for that.  I need to get you started on the last part of your procedure."

Amanda did not answer.  She was still too caught up in the sensations of her new body, for that was what it really seemed to be.  Her body was not the one she had entered Clinic B with and she was unsure how she felt about that.

While Amanda sat there passively, Dr. Larson set to work prepping her for the final stage of her transformation.  She already had the body that her boss desired, but now she was going to have the mind as well.  It was a simple enough procedure, although some of the requests were a little unusual.  Most of the office bimbos he had created were rather trashy.  Mandi was going to be anything but.

Dr. Larson moved around behind Amanda's chair.  Attached to the back were various electronic devices that only a select few people in the world understood, all of them with some connection to the Bimbo Ward.  The doctor picked up the helmet that sat nearby and plugged it into a jack on the back of the chair.

"It's very simple, Mandi," Dr. Larson said.  "All you have to do is wear this helmet for a while.  Think of it like a blow dryer for your hair, but without the actual blow drying."

Still Amanda said nothing, but she nodded her head in acknowledgment.  The doctor carefully placed the helmet on Amanda's head and fastened the chin strap, securing the helmet to her head.  He then fastened another strap connecting the chair and the helmet, keeping Amanda upright.  It was not uncommon for the patients to fall asleep during this part of the procedure and he did not want Amanda to fall out of the chair.  Dr. Larson had given up using other restraint systems as they seemed to create too much fear in the subject.  Too much adrenaline hindered this part of the process.

The helmet itself was unlike anything Amanda had ever seen before.  It was surprisingly light on her head, despite the fact that the helmet enclosed her entire head.  At the front was a full length visor.  At first Amanda thought the visor was clear as she could see out easily.  However, the more Amanda focused, she could see there was something inside the visor material.  She had no idea what exactly was happening, but she was still too busy trying to process all of her new sensations.

"Are you ready to start?" Dr. Larson asked.

Amanda looked around for a moment, but in her current state, she found everything confusing.  Feeling safe in the doctor's hands, she gave him a thumbs up and smiled.

Dr. Larson flipped a switch on the back of the chair and the electronics turned on with a hum.  Inside the helmet, Amanda saw the visor go dark, shutting out the light from the room around her.  Then a loud buzzing started right by her ears.  Her body initially reacted to the sound, trying to get away from it, but her head was well connected to the helmet and the helmet connected to the chair.  It did not matter, for very shortly after the buzzing began, Amanda lost consciousness.

As the doctor watched Amanda's mind be remade, he could not help but think about everything happening to her.  In a way he pitied her.  She would never be the same again, but then again, he knew she would be much happier with her new life.  They always were.  That was what helped Dr. Larson sleep at night.

During the first part of the procedure, Amanda was technically still awake.  Her eyes were open, watching special images projected onto the visor.  The buzzing sound had also changed.  If Dr. Larson had listened carefully he would have been able to hear the voice embedded in the white noise that was helping to reform Amanda's mind.  The voice poured into her unconscious mind and gave her new meaning, new impulses, new desires and a new personality.

Dr. Larson sat and watched Amanda, now Mandi, for just over an hour before the computer equipment dinged with completion.  For the last part of the procedure Mandi had fallen asleep, her helmeted head lulling off toward her left, held up by the connection to the chair.  It did not matter that she fell asleep.  The helmet had finished its visual modifications and the remainder of the needed work required no conscious thought at all.

Dr. Larson slowly began unfastening the helmet and unhooking it from the electronics.  The movement began to gradually wake Mandi.  She yawned before she opened her eyes.  The bright lights of the room caused her to squint.

Mandi only had a vague idea of where she was, but she was not bothered by this.  She knew she was not the smartest girl around.  That's why she was lucky to have found a good paying and respectable job that allowed her to use her body and her proclivities for sex to get by.

Mandi sighed and smiled as her mind turned toward the idea of pleasing her boss.  She was sure she regularly sucked him off or let him fuck her, but she was having a hard time imagining his cock.  Just the thought of pleasing her boss was making her wet, her moisture leaking out of her highly sensitive pussy onto the chair.

"So how do you feel?" Dr. Larson asked as he examined the freshly made bimbo before him.

It took a moment for the doctor's words to permeate Mandi's brain, her thoughts of her boss distracting her from everything else.  Mandi looked up and saw Dr. Larson seemingly for the first time.  Again, she was vaguely aware of who he was, but now she saw him in an entirely different light.  Before Dr. Larson had simply been a doctor, and an annoying one at that, but now he was a strong virile man who she hoped had a big cock.  Mandi was hungry and she knew the only thing that would satisfy her was some nice hot cum.

Finally realizing the doctor had asked her a question, Mandi said, "I feel great.  Thank you so much, Doctor."

Mandi was not even aware of what Dr. Larson had done exactly, but she knew he was a doctor and doctors helped people so she was sure he had helped her.  That was even more reason to suck him off, thanking him for all of his work.

"You're welcome.  It always brings a smile to my face when I see girls like you leave happy."

"Um, but I could thank you even better, if you know what I mean," Mandi said with a sexy wink as she dropped to the floor on her hands and knees and began to crawl toward where Dr. Larson was standing.

"I think I know exactly what you mean," the doctor said as he opened his lab coat and undid his belt.

By the time Mandi reached Dr. Larson, his cock had already been freed from its confines.  He was big, very big.  Mandi watched in awe as the doctor's cock steadily rose to attention, bobbing slightly with each heart beat, new blood coursing through his throbbing member.  She licked her lips at the thought of tasting him.

Amanda had never given a blow job in her life.  She had had sex a few times, but nothing she viewed as kinky.  Mandi, however, had no recollection of this fact and could not believe this was a new experience.  Her programming was so complete she had no idea she had previously been a smart, hardworking woman.  Now she was a classy office bimbo.

Mandi stuck out her tongue and licked the underside of Dr. Larson's shaft from base to tip, bringing him to full hardness and causing just the hint of pre-cum to appear.  She licked around the head, enjoying his musky flavors and her first taste of cum.  Mandi gazed up into Dr. Larson's eyes, an act of subservience she knew would drive him wild.

Once Mandi was confident the doctor was fully erect, she began working her mouth onto his cock.  Her now plump lips were perfect pillows for her work as she bobbed her head up and down Dr. Larson's shaft, taking more and more of him in each time.

Mandi, in response to the great pleasures she knew she was giving the doctor, could not keep herself from partaking in the hedonistic act personally.  With a free hand, she reached down between her legs to find her sopping wet sex.  Her pussy was hungry too and it was begging for penetration.  Without consciously thinking about it, Mandi plunged three fingers into her sex, timing her thrusts with the marvelous blow job she was giving the doctor.

Mandi's mouth was designed for the very act she was performing, however, the doctor's size prevented her from going all the way down on him.  After a while of Dr. Larson's cock pushing at the back of her throat, Mandi shifted her position enough to allow him access to her throat.  The feeling of the doctor's rod penetrating deep into her throat was unlike anything she had ever felt before.  There was no hint of a gag reflex.  She had none.  Her entire body was designed to give and receive pleasure.

Dr. Larson could not remember the last time he had had the pleasure of such a thorough blow job.  It did not take long for Mandi to push him to the edge.  He could tell that she had sensed this fact as she slowed ever so slightly, trying to prolong the inevitable and savor the experience.

However, Dr. Larson had other ideas.  He grabbed Mandi by the head with both hands and drove her onto his cock until he had bottomed out inside of her.  From there he fucked her hard, driving his cock in and out of her throat with reckless abandon.  Mandi squealed around his cock, absolutely loving the whole experience.  She was close to cumming too.

And then it happened.  Dr. Larson was cumming.  He had pulled out enough so that just the head of his cock sat in Mandi's mouth.  She drank it down as fast as she could, somehow knowing that Dr. Larson was going to be cumming a lot.

Mandi, however, was cumming too.  Her own ministrations had brought her to the precipice, the feeling of Dr. Larson's cum in her mouth sending her over the edge into a massive orgasm.  Her vision went white as her body shook with pleasure, her thoughts even more simplified to finishing her blow job.  She had never cum harder, but she felt as if this was what she was meant for.

The torrent of cum that poured forth from the doctor's cock quickly filled her mouth to overflowing despite her attempts to swallow, spilling out the corners of her mouth and sliding down her chin before dropping on her tits.  Her simplified mind ignored this and told her mouth to continue milking his cock for every bit of cum his balls could produce.

When finally Dr. Larson's cock stopped spurting his hot white cum, Mandi pulled off of him and swallowed his load, taking the time to savor the delicious flavor.  She then went back and licked the doctor's shaft clean before he returned it to the confines of his pants.

"That was amazing," Dr. Larson said, looking down on his latest creation.

Mandi simply smiled up at him and giggled, before looking down and seeing the drops of cum on her tits.  "Oopsie," she said before using her clean hand to wipe up the cum from her tits and her chin and feed it into her mouth.  She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, reveling in the deliciousness.  "Yummy," she said.

Dr. Larson helped Mandi to her feet.  She stood there, looking at herself in the mirror on the wall and absentmindedly began sucking her own juices from her fingers.  She found herself to be quite tasty as well.

"All right," Dr. Larson said, clapping his hands in satisfaction.  "It's time to get you ready to go back to work.  Your boss is staying late just so he can see the new you."

"Oh yeah, Mr. Cutter," Mandi said, referring to her boss who she now thought about with doe eyed wonder and lust.  "I need to get dressed and get myself ready for him."

"Yes, you do.  If you'll follow me, I'll take you to our dressing room.  You'll be able to pick out a new outfit for yourself and do your hair and makeup there before you go see Mr. Cutter."

"Oh goody," Mandi said as she clapped her hands and bounced up and down causing her tits to jiggle wildly.  Dr. Larson could not help but watch them.  When the doctor had finally had his eyeful, he led Mandi to the dressing room.

Mandi was left to her own devices in the dressing room.  Normally there were staff to help the new bimbos find their own personal style, but they were all recovering from their night out with the nurses.  It was only Crystal who had made it into work.

Eyes wide, Mandi stood in the middle of the room, shocked as she looked at everything around her.  There was so much it nearly caused her mind to shut down, overwhelmed by all of the possibilities.

"Oh my god," Mandi said, followed by a giggle.  "How can I ever choose what to wear?  I'm not very good at making decisions.  I wish the doctor or Mr. Cutter were here.  They would know what I should wear."

Knowing she would be getting no help and wanting to be quick about it so that she could go see Mr. Cutter, Mandi set to work finding the perfect outfit.  It seemed that each time she found something new she would squeal happily and bounce around the room until she set eyes on something else.

There was every style a bimbo could want to wear, but there was so much that while sexy, did not appeal to Mandi.  There were lots of revealing outfits that, while very nice and possibly great choices, did not convey the proper message.  She did work in an office after all, an office with clients that might not all appreciate her tits completely hanging out of her top or seeing her pussy when she bent over in a short skirt.  Sure the men would like it, but some of the clients were dowdy women and they would not appreciate it at all.

"I need something sexy, but tasteful," Mandi told herself.

Suddenly Mandi's eyes were drawn to a white dress hanging in the back of one of the closets.  It was considerably longer than just about everything else, nearly knee length, but it was perfect.  Mandi grabbed a little pink thong, pulling it up her svelte legs, before she slipped the dress over her now voluptuous form.

The dress fit perfectly.  It was low cut in a summer style, giving anyone who wanted to look a good look of her beautiful titties, the dress held up by two small straps over her shoulders.  They could easily be slid down her shoulders to give Mr. Cutter a full view of her favorite assets.

Next came the search for shoes.  Every pair of shoes had a giant heel.  The thought of wearing a flat now disgusted Mandi.  "How can women not wear sexy heels?" she asked herself.  After a long search through the shelves of shoes, Mandi found the perfect pair.  They were white with a silver bow at the toe.  Slipping the pumps on for the first time, Mandi suddenly felt complete.  She had not noticed, but walking barefoot had actually been rather uncomfortable.

With her basic outfit decided on, Mandi moved over to the makeup counter.  There was every color of every type of makeup imaginable.  However, Mandi was looking for a very specific look.  She had an image burning inside her head, informing her how she should look.  Everything was sedate, emphasizing her already great complexion and bone structure, but still eye catching.

Feeling good about her makeup, Mandi moved on to accessories.  Hanging in a closet, she found a beautiful pink and purple scarf.  Mandi knew right away that it was perfect for her new look.  Finding the scarf, the need for anything more was unnecessary.

That only left her hair.  The changes Dr. Larson had made in her hair were basic, but Mandi could not help but think that there was only one style that would work.  It took some time, but she eventually found the look she wanted, with her bangs sweeping across her forehead.

Satisfied, Mandi wrapped her head in her scarf and made a move for the door.  However, just as she was reaching out to the door handle, a reflection caught her eye.  There were plenty of mirrors in the room, but this was different.  Mandi turned and jumped with glee, her giddiness at her last minute find sending her chest into another fit of jiggles.  Sitting on the counter by the door was the perfect pair of sunglasses, perfectly matching her shoes and dress.  Grabbing them, Mandi made her way out the door.

The sun was bright in the Clinic B parking lot.  Mandi was glad she had picked up the sunglasses.  Otherwise she would have had to squint and there was no way to make that sexy.  Dr. Larson had been waiting in the hallway for her so that he could lead her out.

Mandi turned and waived to the doctor one last time before she set off back to her office.  She could not wait to see what Mr. Cutter thought of her now.  She licked her ruby painted lips in anticipation.

As Mandi made her way back to work, she was vaguely aware that she was now a different person.  Little bits of memory would flash into her mind, staying for only fleeting moments before happier sexier thoughts chased them away.  All Mandi knew was she was happy now and the flashes she saw included a woman who was neither as sexy or as happy as she was now.  She did not understand how the old her could have ever been hired as an office bimbo.

"Hello, Mr. Cutter," Mandi said seductively as she stood in the doorway to her boss' office.

Mr. Cutter looked up and his jaw practically hit the floor as his eyes bugged out at the sight of Mandi.  The Dr. Larson who had called him before had asked what a perfect Amanda Caine would look and act like, but he was sure it was not actually going to happen.  In fact, he did not even understand why he had told the man what he did.  He feared entrapment for sexual harassment, but he somehow felt compelled to answer anyway.  He had gotten what he could have only dreamed of.

"Hello--hello," Mr. Cutter said, clearing his throat.

"The doctor said you wanted to see me before you went home for the weekend.  Is there anything I can do for you?"

Mandi took the sunglasses she held in her hand and used them to pull at her dress, expanding the visibly cleavage for her boss.

"Um, I don't know," Mr. Cutter answered tentatively, still not entirely believing what he was seeing.

"Well, as the office bimbo, it's my duty to make sure morale stays up."

"It is?" he said with a gulp.

"But that's not the only thing that I like to keep up."

"Are you saying..." Mr. Cutter trailed off as Mandi slowly strutted up to his desk.

"I'm saying you can have me anyway you want.  I bet you're hard after working all day.  Let me help you relieve some of that tension."

Mandi moved around the desk and slid into Mr. Cutter's lap.  She could feel his growing hardness beneath her and she ground her ass into his lap to encourage that growth.  She knew she was doing the right thing when Mr. Cutter's hands reached around her and began fondling her tits.

"Oh yes, Mr. Cutter," Mandi said with a sigh as she leaned back into her boss, relishing the fantastic feelings of pleasure she felt from the work of his hands.

"My god, you really are an office bimbo now, aren't you?" Mr. Cutter said, his confidence gaining enough to take charge.

"Yup, I'm all yours.  Now are you gonna fuck me or what?"

Mr. Cutter did not answer.  Instead he grabbed Mandi by her expanded hips and picked her up with a strength he did not even know he had and pushed her forward onto his desk.  Mandi found herself bent over the desk, sprawled out, her tits squashed beneath her, her arms spread out, pushing a stack of papers to the floor.

"Oopsie," Mandi said with a giggle.

Mr. Cutter did not seem to notice or he did not care, his attention focused on Mandi's delicious rear end.  He pushed her dress up, revealing her tight bubbled ass.  His hands, like they had with Mandi's tits, turned their attention to her ass, gently fondling it.  Mandi in turn wiggled her butt back and forth, enticing her boss to do even more.

Mr. Cutter stood and leaned over his office bimbo, his lips right next to Mandi's ear.  "You're already wet for me, aren't you?" he whispered, gently blowing in her ear.

"Yes, always," Mandy said with a breathy voice as she squirmed in need.  She need to feel Mr. Cutter's cock in her steaming pussy.  She needed to feel him inside of her, splitting her open and filling her.

Mr. Cutter reached down with a free hand to the junction of Mandi's legs.  "Yes you are," He said as he ran his fingers along her thong covered slit.  "I think I'm ready to fuck you now."

Mandi giggled at the thought of what was about to happen, saying nothing as no words were needed.  Her boss was about to fuck her and she could not have been happier.

Mr. Cutter pulled Mandi's little pink thong over her ass and slid them down her legs.  Mandi stepped out of them with one leg, leaving them dangling on the other as she spread her legs and braced herself on the desk, ready and waiting for Mr. Cutter's next move.

"Here it comes, Mandi," Mr. Cutter practically roared before he slammed his dick into Mandi's soft wet folds.

"Oh fuck yes," Mandi screamed, the sudden burst of pleasure shooting through her body at its rough treatment.  She felt like she was in heaven.

There was no doubt about Mr. Cutter's intention.  He was working hard to break Mandi in, slamming his long hard cock into her with tremendous force.  In and out he went, paying absolutely no attention to Mandi's needs.  Her loud moans the only sign at how much she was loving her boss' shaft being rammed into her.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," Mandi chanted between thrusts, her whole body turned into a conduit of electric pleasure.  Her brain could focus on nothing but the carnal act, wanting more, needing more, needing to be filled not just with her boss' cock but with his hot cum, feeling it splash inside her.

"Oh fuck, you feel good," Mr. Cutter said with a groan as he continued to pummel his office bimbo.  "You're the best lay I've ever had."

The overwhelming pleasure coursing through Mandi's body had overtaken all brain function.  Mandi was lost to the world, not hearing the compliment she had been given.  Instead, all she was at that moment was a piece of fuck meat to be used and abused however her boss wanted.

And then it happened.  Mr. Cutter buried his throbbing cock deep into Mandi's pussy, holding himself there as he orgasmed, sending spurt after spurt of cum flooding into her.  Mandi screamed as she too climaxed, her body spasming under the great waves of pleasure washing over her and through her.  Mandi collapsed into a state of unconsciousness as her boss finished dumping his load into her.

When Mandi finally awoke, Mr. Cutter was still standing behind her, but now fully clothed.  She lifted her head and slowly looked around, a big dopey grin plastered across her face, the look of a woman who had been given the best fucking of her life.  Mandi had never been happier having served her boss to the best of her ability.

"That was amazing," Mr. Cutter said as he began sorting through the papers that had been pushed to the floor during their hedonistic act.

"Thanks, Mr. Cutter," Mandi said, slurring her words slightly as she struggled to recover from her earlier orgasm.  "I wish we could do this again soon."

"Yes, well it is Friday," her boss said with an air of disappointment.  "What if you came over to my place this weekend to--er--get some extra work done.  You could earn some overtime that way too."

"Really?"  Mandi asked excitedly.  She had lifted herself up off the desk and began working to put herself back together.  She always had to look her best.  "That would be awesome.  And I could use the extra money.  I'm gonna need a whole new set of clothes.  My old clothes are boring and they won't fit me anymore."

"Why don't you go to the restroom and get yourself cleaned up and then go outside and wait for me?  I just need to get a few things organized before the weekend starts."

"Sound like a plan to me," Mandi said with a seductive wink, before she turned and left Mr. Cutter's office.

Mandi stopped off at her cubicle on her way to the bathroom to pick up what few makeup supplies she had stored there.  She was sure her face had taken a beating from the great fucking she got from her boss.  It was a simple enough prospect of bringing her image back to something she deemed decent.  It was not going to be perfect, but she knew she would have the weekend to shop for new supplies along with her new clothes.

Outside, Mandi sat on a bench near the entrance to the office building, sitting in the shade, trying hard to look sexy for anyone who might pass by.  Her thoughts, however, were focused on what she wanted to do with Mr. Cutter when they got back to his house.  She had already used her mouth with Dr. Larson and had her boss use her pussy, which only left her ass as a hole that still needed using.  Then again, she was sure Mr. Cutter could use a good tit fuck too.

Mandi sighed with contentment.  She loved being the office bimbo and she could not wait for Monday when she would be able to please the rest of the staff with her sexy body.
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The phone was ringing.  Briana looked up and saw that it was the internal line.  She pushed the answer button.

"Front Desk, Briana speaking," she calmly spoke into her headset.

"This is Dr. Scott in Ward B.  I'm supposed to receive a set of personnel files and they haven't arrived yet."

"Just one moment Doctor.  I just came on.  Let me look for you.  Please hold."

Briana pushed the hold button with relief.  She had been working at the Los Angeles University Hospital long enough to know to keep the doctors in Ward B happy.  They had a way of causing serious problems for other hospital staff.  Briana thought they acted like they owned the whole hospital sometimes and Dr. Scott was no exception.

Briana took several moments to look around her desk for the personnel files Dr. Scott had requested.  At first she could not find them.  Fear crept into her thoughts over the reaction the man on the other end of the phone line would have when he found out they were not there.  However, much to her relief, Briana eventually spotted them underneath a stack of waiting room magazines that were sitting behind the desk.

"Dr. Scott?" Briana asked to make sure he was still on the line.

"You have them?"

"Yes, right here in front of me.  I'm sorry that they weren't sent up to you earlier.  I'll get them to you right away."

"Thank you, Briana.  That would be much appreciated."

Dr. Scott hung up, leaving Briana with a dial tone ringing in her ear.  She turned off the phone to silence the noise.  Looking up, Briana caught sight of Tiffany, the woman who had been working the front desk earlier.  Briana had always thought Tiffany was a bit of a bimbo, but she seemed to do her job reasonably well.

"Tiffany," Briana shouted across the waiting room.

Tiffany turned to see who had called and smiled when she saw Briana.  Several patients looked up at the sudden outburst, but quickly went back to reading their magazines and looking at their phones.  Tiffany turned and walked back toward the front desk.

"What's up Briana," she said, smacking her gum loudly.

"You forgot to take the personnel files up to Dr. Scott."

"Oh my god.  I completely forgot.  I can take them up right now if you want."

"No, just watch the desk while I go up.  Dr. Scott is expecting me."

"Okay.  I'm really sorry about this."

"I'll be right back."

Tiffany plopped down in the vacated seat as Briana grabbed the stack of files and walked briskly to the elevator.  Once inside, Briana hit the button for floor thirteen.  She had always found it odd that the hospital even had a thirteenth floor listed, when they were generally skipped in most buildings, including the other tall buildings on campus, but even stranger was how Ward B got an entire floor to itself.

Stepping off the elevator, Briana found herself inundated with pink.  The walls on this floor were all painted a calming pink.  It was nice, but it always gave Briana the creeps for some reason.  She could never put her finger on the reason why.

It was a short walk to Dr. Scott's office.  Briana knocked on the closed door.

"Come in," came the call through the door.

Briana opened the door to find Dr. Scott sitting behind his desk, a patient's chart open in front of him.

"Ah you must be Briana," the doctor said as he looked the young receptionist up and down, his lips turning up into just the hint of a smile.  "You have the personnel files for me?"

"Yes, here," Briana said as she reached out and handed the files Dr. Scott.  "Sorry about them not getting here sooner.  Tiffany, the other receptionist is a bit of a bimbo sometimes."

"Ah yes, I completely understand," Dr. Scott said with a smile and a glean in his eye.  "Thank you for bringing these up personally.  Oh and by the way, when you see Tiffany next, do let her know that I would like to see her."

"Yes Doctor," Briana replied as she left the office, closing the door behind her.  "Now she's going to get it," Briana said quietly to herself as she made her way back to the elevator.  "These Ward B doctors always seem to hold a grudge."

Back down stairs at the front desk, Briana found Tiffany sitting behind the desk, smacking her gum and fully engrossed in some gossip magazine.  Briana could not help but roll her eyes at her coworker's actions.

"Thanks," Briana said when Tiffany looked up at her.  "I didn't want to make Dr. Scott mad."

"Yeah, he can be a grouch sometimes."

"Well, you were the one who was supposed to take those files up to him."

"I said I was sorry," Tiffany complained, assuming that Briana was holding a grudge.

"I know, I know.  I don't have a problem, but I'm afraid Dr. Scott might.  He said he wants to see you."

"He does?"

"Yeah.  He didn't say when though."

"Shit.  I better go see him now and get it out of the way.  Just my kind of luck.  This was the one night this week I was planning a night out.  I was going to meet up with my girlfriends, but then this comes up."

"I know what you mean," Briana said sympathetically, although she really did not.  She had never been much of the going out type.

"I'll see you later," Tiffany said as she turned back toward the elevators.

"Yeah, I'll see you," Briana called after her before she restarted her work.

Tiffany was not as observant as Briana.  She did not notice that this was the only building she had ever been in that had a listed thirteenth floor.  And once she had stepped out of the elevator, all she could think about was how nice and calm she felt, never linking it to the color of the walls.  She also had no foreboding feelings like Briana did, so it was with a smile that she knocked on Dr. Scott's office door.

"Come," the doctor called through the door.

Tiffany opened the door to see Dr. Scott sitting behind his desk, paging through the personnel files he had received minutes earlier.

"My name's Tiffany.  Briana told me you wanted to see me."

Dr. Scott looked up for the first time and looked the young receptionist standing before him over completely before he opened his mouth, "Yes, I did.  You certainly are prompt."

Dr. Scott smiled at what he saw.  The woman before him certainly had a great deal of potential.  He had always considered himself a bit of an artist.  With sculptors, they saw the potential of a piece of clay, block or stone, or chunk of wood to be turned into a piece of art.  Dr. Scott felt the same way about turning women into bimbos.  And in his professional opinion, Tiffany had the makings to be a great bimbo.

As the doctor looked his canvas up and down, he liked what he saw.  Tiffany's already blonde hair would not need severe alterations, just a little bit of lengthening and lightening.  Her chest would need serious enhancement, but in Dr. Scott's opinion, they always did.  No, the thing that truly made Dr. Scott excited about the woman who stood before him was in how she held herself and how she was dressed.

In Dr. Scott's eyes, it was clear that Tiffany was not the smartest woman around.  He could already tell that she was easily distracted.  But more to the point, her clothing choices screamed bimbo.  The short miniskirt and high heels screamed unprofessional.  He figured she had changed when she finished her shift, but she was still wearing the clothes nonetheless.  Tiffany's shirt did leave something to be desired, Dr. Scott believed.  While it was tight, it did nothing to show off her cleavage or her thin body.

"So, um, what can I do for you?" Tiffany asked after a while, starting to feel uncomfortable with the way the doctor was looking her over.

"Oh, yes, of course," Dr. Scott said as he quickly tried to recover from his day dreaming.  "My apologies.  I was lost in thought for a moment there.  So, let me get right down to it.  How long have you been working for the hospital Tiffany?"

"About six months."

"And in that time have you taken advantage of any of the hospital's services?"

"No, I wasn't aware that I could."

"Oh that is a shame.  When was the last time you had a checkup?"

"I think it was last year."

"So then you should be having a new one.  I have some free time.  Why don't we take care of that right now?"

"Um, I was planning to meet up with some friends tonight.  Maybe another time."

"Nonsense.  You can meet up with friends anytime.  We're talking about your health here.  You wouldn't want me to find something wrong with you when you finally did decide to come in and have it be too late, would you?"

"Um, no, I don't think I'd like that."

"So then it makes the most sense to take care of it now, right?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess it would."

"Good," Dr. Scott said with a big smile on his face.  He had won Tiffany over, and his impromptu plan was already working wonderfully.  "Let's get you to an examination room right away.  Follow me please."

Dr. Scott stood up and breezed past his new patient, walking out of the office and down the corridor.  Tiffany, now quite nervous, followed silently behind him, her heels clicking on the tiled floor.  The doctor never got tired of that sound and it would be one that Tiffany would be hearing frequently in her future.

The doctor was having a hard time keeping his excitement in check.  He was a bimbo aficionado, as he liked to call it, so he was always excited about helping women find their bimbo selves.  However, more importantly, he had just received a piece of new equipment from some colleagues in England.

In theory, this new device was an all in one bimbo converter.   If it worked as it was supposed to, all Dr. Scott had to do was stick Tiffany into the machine, set the programming settings and then push start.  If it worked, it would be a tremendous breakthrough in bimbo technologies.  He only wished he had invented it.  Still, this moment would provide the necessary trials to determine if the machine was viable.

"Right in here, if you please?" the doctor directed Tiffany into the room with his new toy.  "Now I'm going to be using a new piece of diagnostic equipment.  I'll need you to strip down naked and climb into the machine in there.  When you have securely closed the hatch, a light will go on to tell me you are ready and I will reenter the room.  Any questions?"

"The machine is safe isn't it?" Tiffany asked in a concerned tone.

"Of course it is," Dr. Scott said reassuringly.  "Like I said, the device is purely diagnostic in nature."

"Okay.  Thank you for doing this for me doctor."

Tiffany entered the room and closed the door behind her.  Dr. Scott meanwhile walked next door to the control room and began setting the different controls.  He could not believe how gullible the young woman was.  Briana had been right about how she was already a bit of a bimbo.  Now she would be one completely.

As soon as Tiffany had closed the door she began to strip off her clothes.  Originally she had hoped that her girls night out might lead to something with a guy and she had dressed with that in mind.  Pulling off her top revealed a push-up bra that held her breasts high on her chest and made them appear to be more than they really were.  Then off came the miniskirt to reveal a matching thong.

Tiffany stood there for a moment hesitating about going further.  Her conscience had started to tell her how strange all of this was.  Still, she was doing all of this under a doctor's supervision so it could not be bad.  Finally deciding that she was doing the right thing, Tiffany stepped out of her heels and quickly removed her bra and thong, laying them on top of her other clothes.

The machine was a formidable piece of equipment.  Tiffany reached out and touched the door handle and was surprised to find that the metal was warm, despite the fact that the air in the room was much colder than she had originally thought.  In fact, she was finding that her nipples were getting hard and her arms were breaking out in goosebumps.

It took another several moments for Tiffany to coax herself inside the machine.  The air inside was much warmer and much more comfortable.  After closing the door behind her, which made an ominous clicking sound once it shut, Tiffany stood there and waited for Dr. Scott to return.

In the next room, Dr. Scott saw a green light flashing at the top of the control console.  He smiled when he thought about all of the delicious things he could do to the likely former receptionist.  The doctor had not decided on Tiffany's new function yet, but he had a feeling she would be serving a new role at the hospital.  Dr. Scott finished his current set of inputs into the control console before he transferred those controls to the computer in the next room.  He wanted a front row seat to Tiffany's transformation.

Tiffany felt relief when she finally saw Dr. Scott reenter the room through the small window in the chamber door.  She had begun to worry he would leave here there, completely naked and vulnerable.

"How are you doing Tiffany?" Dr. Scott asked through a microphone that was connected to speakers inside the chamber.

Tiffany looked around for a similar device for her to speak into but found none.  She eventually answered back, speaking as if he was inside the chamber with her, "I'm nervous."

"I'm sure you are, but there is nothing to worry about.  We're just here to make a couple improvements."

"Improvements?" Tiffany said in shock.  "But you said that his device is for dia...diag...checking up on me."

Dr. Scott could not help but chuckle at Tiffany's difficulty speaking.  He knew part of it was her nervousness, but she simply was not smart enough to use big words like that.  Of course, she would probably be even less smart when the machine was done with her.

"Yeah, about that," Dr. Scott started to say, "I lied.  Let me start by asking if you know what we do up here in Ward B?"

"Fuck you," Tiffany screamed.  "Let me out of here right now."

Dr. Scott flipped a switch and Tiffany's tirade went silent.  Inside the machine she was still screaming her head off, but the doctor simply turned off the speakers so he did not have to hear it.

"Language, young lady.  If you don't be quiet, I'll do what ever I want to you, and you'll have no say in the matter whatsoever.  However, if you cooperate, you might just get a chance to direct what happens to you this evening."

Tiffany added a few extra choice words, but she eventually gave up her screaming, realizing that she was trapped and no temper tantrum would do anything to save her.  She figured her best strategy was to wait and try to escape at a later time when she might have the upper hand.

"That's better," Dr. Scott said when he saw that Tiffany had calmed down.  He turned the speakers back on so that they could have a conversation again.  "So I ask again, do you know what we do here in Ward B?"

"Um, no, I have no idea," Tiffany said through gritted teeth.  She was as much upset with Dr. Scott for putting her in this machine as she was at herself for letting him talk her into it.  Still, she knew she needed to play along, for the time being at least.

"Well then, tell me, what would you call a dumb and ditzy woman who was preoccupied by her looks and by sex?"

"Um, a bimbo, I think."

Tiffany struggled to follow where the doctor was leading her.  She could not figure how bimbos and a hospital ward could have anything to do with each other.

"Very good, Tiffany.  Let me give you a gold star."

Dr. Scott pressed a button on his console and the chamber began to buzz.  Tiffany could feel the air change around her.  It felt warm and comforting and arousing.  She did not think that could be right, but her body was responding in a very particular way.  It felt good, but given the situation, Tiffany could not help but be confused.

"I can see you like that," Dr. Scott said.

Tiffany's face grew hot when looked down to see her nipples standing at attention, hard as rocks.  In a way, she was thankful she was nude.  If she were wearing clothes, her nipples would be pushing out, tenting her shirt, even through her bra.

"I guess it won't hurt to explain everything to you," Dr. Scott continued, changing the subject.  "You'll be a happy participant in all of this when we're done here, so I guess it won't matter."

"I'm not in here for an exam, am I?" Tiffany asked.

"No, you're not.  At first I wanted to see you because you made a fairly serious mistake earlier, not sending up those personnel files like you were supposed to.  Your coworker, Briana, was forced to do it for you.  Did you know she thinks of you as a bimbo?"

"What, really?" Tiffany said in surprise.  Briana had seemed nice, if a bit curt with her.  Tiffany never would have guessed the malice Briana had for her.

"Yes, she even told me herself.  Of course, that gave me an idea.  You see, there is a reason we call this Ward B.  Another name for it is the Bimbo Ward."

"Bimbo Ward?" Tiffany said, verifying she had heard the doctor correctly.  "You mean you--"

"We turn women into bimbos," Dr. Scott said, interrupting Tiffany's train of thought.  "And we are very good at it.  While I lied to you about what this machine does, everything else I told you about it is true.  It's a new piece of tech we got from England to try out.  You're going to be our first trial."

"But why me?" Tiffany asked, almost pleading, hoping Dr. Scott might let her out.

"You crossed me," Dr. Scott answered.  "Normally, we leave the hospital staff alone, but we have had to retire a few bimbos from our staff and are in need of replacements.  The personnel files are to find us a new nurse.  As for you and Briana, I just think you would both have much more fun being full on bimbos."

"But what if I don't want to be a bimbo?" Tiffany pleaded.

"I don't think you realize how beneficial the bimbo lifestyle can be," Dr. Scott explained.  "I mean, you're already part way there.  Just looking at the way you were dressed, even if tonight was supposed to be a special night out with your girlfriends, you mostly look the part.  With just a few minor alterations, you would be perfect."

Tiffany said nothing.  She could not seem to find the words.  She had never thought of herself as a bimbo before, even a little bit.  Tiffany understood what bimbos were like.  Some of her friends were not all that far off, but she never thought she was.  Tiffany was the smart one in her circle of friends.  She just based her style off what her friends did and what guys seemed to respond to.

"Then again, there's a part of me that wants to see what this machine can really do," Dr. Scott said.  "In theory, the possibilities are endless.  Reality, however, is a different matter entirely.  That's why it needs testing."

"Couldn't you test this on someone else," Tiffany pleaded.

Dr. Scott ignored her.  Instead, he started playing with the computer controls, manipulating the different values listed, considering all the options.

"Hey, I wonder what you would be like as a cat girl," Dr. Scott said with excitement.  "You can have a tail and everything."

"What?" Tiffany said.  "Cat girl?"  An image of a woman with cat ears and eyes, maybe covered in bluish black fur with a tail that swished back and forth as she walked popped into her head.  Tiffany was sure she had seen cat people on t.v. before, but she could not place the show.  Not that it mattered.  The idea stuck in Tiffany's head.  In some ways, she was just as curious as Dr. Scott.

"Yes, a cat girl," Dr. Scott confirmed.  "I've never seen one before."

"Okay, but make sure my fur is bluish black," Tiffany said, almost surprised with herself for joining in.  "And I want long whiskers too."

Dr. Scott sat back, surprised at Tiffany's response.  He never would have guessed she was into this kind of thing.  Even though he had complete control and could change anything he wanted about her, it was refreshing to see a woman take part in her own transformation.  In the end, she might want to be a bimbo after all.

"All right, young lady," Dr. Scott said as he readied the machine.  "You've got it."

With the press of a button, the chamber began to hum.  Inside, Tiffany could feel the air vibrate around her.  For a moment she was scared, but then all her senses were subdued by a great heat.  The air was hot, Tiffany was hot.  Something was happening, but Tiffany could not get past the fact it was hot.  Little did she realize that the first changes to her body were starting to manifest themselves.

The changes began with Tiffany's head and face.  Her ears began to change shape and move up the sides of her head.  Her nose and mouth changed too, coming together into a cat's snout.  Her eyes changed too, her pupils becoming vertical slits while her irises expanded to fill the rest of her eyes and turned yellow.

After that, little black hairs began to grow all across Tiffany's body.  She was concerned for a moment.  Tiffany had gone through laser hair removal years ago because she hated shaving.  Seeing hair grow on her body shocked her until Tiffany remembered she was turning into a cat girl.  In moments, her pink skin was completely covered by bluish black fur, just as she had requested.

The biggest change was the growth of Tiffany's new tail.  The new appendage required a corresponding change to her brain so that it would not just be unusable tissue.  Her eyes went wide as she realized she could suddenly control it, swishing it back and forth.

"Beautiful my dear," Dr. Scott said.  "I never would have believed it before I got into this business."

Tiffany said nothing.  She was not even sure she could speak, not knowing how much Dr. Scott had changed her.  She simply stalked back and forth across the small chamber, her tail swishing to help her keep her balance.  It gave her a chance to inspect her new body.  Looking down, Tiffany noticed her breasts had grown.  They stood out more prominently on her chest.  Her hands too had changed.  Her finger nails had been replaced with retractable claws.

As Tiffany moved around the chamber, she was not bothered by the unexpected changes, namely her breast growth.  She just figured Dr. Scott was a breast man.  However, Tiffany suddenly jumped as something in her chest started to rumble.  After a moment, she realized she was purring.  She really was part cat now.

"What do you think?" Dr. Scott asked.

Tiffany opened her mouth to speak, but only a squeak came out.  She could not talk.

"Cat got your tongue?" Dr. Scott asked with a chuckle.  "Don't worry, this was just for fun.  I'm going to change you back now.  Although the purring intrigues me.  I may have to use that again some time."

Dr. Scott hit another button and the air inside the chamber got hot again.  Tiffany was almost disappointed that she was being changed back, but she was looking forward to speaking again.  She never wanted to be a cat girl if it meant not being able to speak like that.

Several minutes later, Tiffany was fully human again, but with one difference from her earlier self.  "Hey, you didn't change my boobs back," she complained after looking down.  The sizable additions to her chest had remained, although they were no longer covered in fur.

"Yes, well, what can I say," Dr. Scott said, "I like big boobs on women.  They're even better when they're super sensitive like your's are."

Tiffany was all set to complain again when a stray hair slid over the slope of her right breast.  She shivered in pleasure, diffusing her anger.  "Oh wow," she said as she reached up and started fondling herself.

"Yes, that setting will do nicely," Dr. Scott commented.

"Wait, what?" Tiffany said, Dr. Scott's words shaking her from her pleasurable fun.

"It's quite simple really.  Our short-lived cat girl experiment, while a lot of fun, is over now.  And to be honest, it left me wanting.  I really am a bimbo man.  And I can guarantee you will be so much happier in the end.  Life is so much simpler when you're a bimbo, so much more fun."

"But I don't want to be a bimbo," Tiffany whined.

"You like playing with your boobies, right?"

"Um, yeah," Tiffany agreed.

"Wouldn't it be nice to play with them whenever you wanted?"

Tiffany had to think about that, the recent pleasure she got from fondling her breasts still fresh in her mind.  It had been nice.  And it would be nice to do that more.  As far as Tiffany could tell, Dr. Scott's logic was sound.  Then why did something still bother her?

"Are you going to answer me?" Dr. Scott prodded.

"Oh, um, yeah, I guess so," Tiffany said, flustered.  Something was wrong, but she could not put her finger on what it was.

"See, you're more like a bimbo than you want to admit.  Being a bimbo is all about having fun.  You get to look pretty and your life is full of pleasure.  Really, I don't understand why all women don't become bimbos.  It's both easier and more fun.  Who wouldn't want that?"

Tiffany could not deny Dr. Scott that fact.  Being a bimbo sure did seem attractive.  She was having a hard time remembering why she did not want to be one.  If Tiffany could play with herself whenever she wanted, it seemed like an easy decision.  Of course she wanted to be a bimbo.

"Okay, let's do it," Tiffany finally said.  "Make me a bimbo."

Without saying anything, Dr. Scott started altering the settings of the machine.  He already had a mental picture of the bimbo version of Tiffany in his head.  He just needed to make it a reality.

"Now that we have your mind and body worked out," Dr Scott said, "we still need to figure out how you're going to help us here on the Bimbo Ward.  You're not qualified as a nurse, so that's out.  You've been a receptionist, but based on your starting point, I don't like that for you.  You've already screwed up once today.  I don't want the rest of the staff doing your job once I've bimbofied your brain."

Tiffany tried to tune out Dr. Scott as she focused on playing with her breasts again.  She did not want to think about what the doctor was planning.  It was easier to just let him make the decision.  It was the bimbo thing to do after all.  Deep down, Tiffany knew Dr. Scott and Brianna were right.  She was a bit of a bimbo.

"We could always wait until after you're a bimbo," Dr. Scott said.  "That way we'll have time to find out if you have any latent talents.  How does that sound, Tiffany?"

"What?" Tiffany said, only just realizing Dr. Scott had asked her a question.

"I asked what you think of my idea?"

Tiffany wanted to know more, but her breasts were so distracting.  It was hard to focus on anything else.  "That sounds fine," Tiffany eventually said, deciding it was easier to agree with Dr. Scott than to make him repeat himself and then listen to him on top of that.  If she was going to be a bimbo, she might as well let him do all the hard thinking and make the changes he knew she needed.  It was easier that way.

"Okay, here goes nothing," Dr. Scott said as he finished keying in the instructions and hit enter.

Once again, the air grew hot inside the chamber.  Tiffany felt dizzy as everything around her seemed to shift.  She staggered around the small space, but somehow kept her balance.  Despite the fact her earlier transformation into a cat girl had been a greater deviation from her original form, the new transformation process, turning her into a bimbo, was harder on her mind and body.

It was several minutes after the machine finished its work that Tiffany felt capable of evaluating her condition.  With her transformation into a cat girl, she had had an idea of what to expect.  But the bimbo transformation seemed more open, up to the interpretation of Dr. Scott's desires.  It left Tiffany feeling out of sorts.

A cascade of platinum blonde hair falling in front of Tiffany's face was the first indication something had changed.  Then, as she pushed the sleek sheet of almost white hair out of her eyes, Tiffany saw her new hands for the first time.  There were two things that caught her attention.  First, her tanned skin, a deeper darker shade than she had ever reached with her previous tanning attempts.  Second, Tiffany's nails had grown out to almost half an inch long.

"So pretty," Tiffany practically squealed.  "I can't wait to paint my nails a pretty pink."

Tiffany covered her mouth in surprise, shocked to hear herself speak.  Her voice was so high now.  "What happened to my voice?" she asked.

"Don't you like it?" Dr. Scott said.  "You sound much sexier now."

Tiffany had to think about that for a moment.  "Of course, I love it," she finally said.  Her voice sounding sexier was all she needed to know to love the change.  Sex was now at the forefront of the few thoughts that trickled through Tiffany's bimbofied brain.

"And you're going to love the rest of you," Dr. Scott said.  "I promise."

"Oh goody," Tiffany squealed.

"Now let's get you out of there and into some more appropriate clothes.  You still have a night out with your girlfriends to get to."

"Oh yeah, I forgot," Tiffany said as she absentmindedly began to twirl a strand of hair with her finger.

Dr. Scott returned from the control room to help Tiffany out of the chamber.  He noted how her movements were more fluid and sexual.  The way she held out her hand when Dr. Scott helped her over the threshold made it clear looking sexy was more important than keeping her balance.

"Put your old clothes on until we can get you something new from our collection," Dr. Scott ordered.  "All new bimbos here at the Bimbo Ward get a brand new outfit, but you never know when grumpy women might wander onto the floor.  In the hallways, you must wear clothes."

"Oh phooey," Tiffany said as she picked up her old top.  "This thing won't show off my boobies at all."

"You won't have to wear it for long," Dr. Scott said.  "Now hurry up.  We don't have all day.  You have a night out to prep for."

"Oh yeah, sorry.  I forgot again."

"That's all right," Dr. Scott reassured her.  "You are a bimbo after all."

Tiffany smiled.  She liked being reminded that she was a bimbo.  It made her feel sexy and Tiffany liked feeling sexy.  She could hardly wait to try out her new body with a guy, or even a girl.  Although  getting a nice hard cock in her would be best.

The top did not really fit.  It stretched obscenely over Tiffany's now prodigious chest.  She did not bother with trying to put on her old bra.  It never would have fit.  Tiffany handed the bra and her old panties to Dr. Scott to discard.  The panties probably would not have fit either over her expanded rear end.

Tiffany struggled, bouncing back and forth and making her tits bounce in their tight confines, to pull her old skirt on.  By the time she got the miniskirt up over her ass, several minutes had gone by.  It looked practically painted on.  Tiffany could only think about how hot it made her ass look and how it was a good thing she was not wearing panties.  They would have ruined the lines of her skirt.

"Why would I ever wear such short shoes?" Tiffany asked as she slipped her feet into her heels.  The three-inch heels, while fashionable, were not nearly tall enough for the new bimbo.  Her feet and calves, having been adapted for wearing high heels with ease, almost hurt from the low height.

"You'll get new shoes too," Dr. Scott said.  "And there's a whole hair and makeup room too," he added when Tiffany started to try to fluff her hair out with her fingers.  She needed to look her best after all.

"Okay, Doctor," Tiffany said, indicating she was ready.

The hallways of Ward B were empty as Dr. Scott led Tiffany toward what some of the staff called the Salon.  It was the room where new bimbos could pick out their new wardrobe and practice their newfound sense of style.

"Here you are," Dr. Scott said as he opened up the door to the Salon.  Inside were rows upon rows of hanging clothes.  The back wall was covered in racks of shoes.  To the right was a large vanity with a salon chair sitting in front of the mirror.  On the vanity and in a row of glass cabinets was more makeup and hair products than Tiffany had seen in one place outside of boutiques.

"Oh thank you, Doctor," Tiffany squealed as she raced inside, mincing across the room, trying to decide what to look at first.

"I'm going to go back to my office to start looking through those personnel files," Dr. Scott said.  "I'll be back in an hour to collect you.  Don't leave this room until I return."

"You don't want to stay and fuck your new bimbo?" Tiffany asked as she shook her ass in Dr. Scott's direction.  She had just seen a piece of see through lingerie with little swatches of fabric with the words "Fuck Me" embroidered on them, expertly placed to cover the wearer's nipples.  Until that moment, she had been too distracted by finding a new outfit to notice how insatiably horny she was.

Somewhere, deep in the recesses of Tiffany's mind, she knew her priorities in life had changed.  She had never been particularly career driven.  Tiffany had taken the front desk job because she liked people and she liked helping them.  But now, all she could focus on was being sexy, having fun and getting fucked.  Fucking had taken on a whole new meaning.  The way her pussy was screaming at her for penetration, she was sure she would need to get stuffed by some nice hard man meat several times a day.  Then again, as Tiffany checked herself out in the mirror, she was sure she would not have much trouble convincing most men to fuck her brains out.

"Not right now," Dr. Scott said.  "Maybe you can suck me off when I come back."

"Ooh, that sounds fun," Tiffany said, licking her plump lips in anticipation.

Dr. Scott walked away wondering what job he could find for the newly bimbofied Tiffany.  With her forgetfulness, her life working at the reception desk was behind her.  And given what her base intelligence had been, there was no way she could learn to be a nurse or even an orderly.  Still there had to be something the young woman could do to help the bimbo cause.

Tiffany took her time exploring her different clothing options.  There were clothes for every kind of bimbo she could imagine.  The number of styles available were almost dizzying.  The one thing everything had in common was a penchant for showing off a bimbo's best assets, namely her big boobs and nice round ass.

With all the options, Tiffany was constantly having to remind herself what she was dressing for.  While she was meeting her girlfriends for drinks, her real purpose for going out was to find a man to take her home and fuck her.  That meant dressing slutty, something she no longer had any concerns about.  Tiffany would be willing to go out nude if it were not against the law.

"Ooh, that's perfect," Tiffany said as she found a little black dress that would show off her body in the sluttiest way possible.  The neckline of the backless dress plunged all the way down past her belly button, showing ample cleavage and side boob.  The hemline rose so high, Tiffany would not be able to sit without exposing her ass.  Her one thought was how the dress provided easy access.

Tiffany had liked the idea of wearing something brighter.  It would help her stand out even more than she already did.  However, Tiffany still had a certain sense of class, maybe even more so than she did before Dr. Scott got his hands on her.  With her new sense of style, she wanted to make a good impression, especially since she was going to be recommending Ward B to all her friends.  Then they could all be BBFFs--Bimbo Best Friends Forever.

With her dress decided on, Tiffany still needed to find the right pair of heels to go with her dress.  She felt like a girl in a candy store with all the different shoes displayed on the wall, all of them towering heels.  The lowest heel could not have been less than four inches.  Eventually, and after much deliberation, Tiffany decided on a pair of black stiletto sandals with straps that crisscrossed across each foot.  Happily, she noted she would need to paint her toenails as well.

With her wardrobe decided upon, Tiffany turned her attention to the vanity.  Somehow, despite the simplification of her mind, Dr. Scott's machine had given her the skills of a talented and well versed stylist.  It was with relative ease that Tiffany worked out a color pallet to use, with pink being a common component, and a hair style to work with her dress and the occasion.

When Dr. Scott returned, he found a smiling bimbo just putting the finishing touches on her hair, which fell down her back in platinum blonde waves.  Tiffany's plump lips were painted pink, matching the pink of her nails.  In all, her work had raised her from a solid ten all the way to eleven.  Tiffany was positive she would be able to find a well hung guy to fuck her silly.

But first, she had other things to attend to.  Tiffany licked her lips at the sight of Dr. Scott and the the way his cock was straining against his pants, wanting to get out.  Without a word spoken, she gracefully dropped to her knees before the doctor and deftly released his cock.  It sprang out of his pants in anticipation for what was to come.

Tiffany breathed deeply, letting Dr. Scott's scent fill her.  She had never known men could smell so good, so dominant.  If she were not already on her knees, the smell would have made her go weak at the knees.  Tiffany knew this was what she was meant for.  She was a bimbo.  Her purpose was to bring pleasure to others.  What better way to start than by sucking off the man who made her a bimbo?

It was not Tiffany's first blow job, but as she wrapped her pink lips around Dr. Scott's shaft, she felt a whole new set of emotions fill her.  She moaned as Dr. Scott's cock pushed into her throat.  Tiffany bobbed her head up and down, sucking him down to the balls, giving him all the love and adoration she could manage.  At that moment, Dr. Scott's pleasure was all that mattered to her.

Despite Tiffany's newfound talents, Dr. Scott's experience with bimbos made it so he could withstand even the top cocksuckers, at least for a while.  Eventually his cock twitched in Tiffany's mouth, indicating he was getting close, passing the point of no return.  That only spurred her on all the more.  Tiffany desperately wanted to taste Dr. Scott's cum.  She knew it would be tasty.

"Damn, you're a good little cocksucker," Dr. Scott groaned as he shot his seed into Tiffany's waiting mouth.  "I love a bimbo who can deep throat."

Tiffany swallowed every drop, savoring the salty taste.  She had never realized before how delicious cum could be.  She was already making mental notes to suck a couple cocks a day.  The taste was great and the protein would be good for her too.

"Why don't you fix your makeup and then we can get you set up to go off to see your girlfriends," Dr. Scott said as he helped Tiffany back to her feet.

"Mmm, yeah, your cum is so tasty," Tiffany said, still savoring the remaining flavors on her tongue.  "But you're right.  Can't go out without lipstick on."

Taking her time, Tiffany touched up her makeup in the mirror.  However, the sight of her own reflection was enough to make her start posing, pretending she was taking selfies.

"Tiffany," Dr. Scott said after clearing his throat.

"Hmm?," she said, turning back toward the doctor.  "Oh yeah, sorry.  I keep forgetting."

"I'll show you out now."

"Oh goody.  My friends are going to be so jealous."

Dr. Scott led Tiffany out of the Salon and back toward the elevators.  The whole way, Tiffany idly hummed to herself.  No one could have guessed what banal thoughts might be passing through her otherwise empty head.

"Now remember," Dr. Scott explained as they waited for the elevator.  "Tomorrow morning, instead of reporting to your old job, you're going to come find me.  I'm your boss now.  I'll take care of the details.  Now that you're a bimbo, you won't want to worry about those.  Not that you could worry if you wanted to.  Just come find me when you get in.  Do you got that?"

"Um, I think so," Tiffany answered, taking her time to consider her response.  "You're the boss now.  Does that mean you're gonna fuck me tomorrow?"

"If you're good."

"Oh goody," Tiffany squealed, jumping up and down so her tits almost bounced out of her dress.  "I can't wait."

The elevator dinged.  Dr. Scott pushed Tiffany through the open doors.

"I wouldn't stop and talk to your old coworker, Briana," Dr. Scott said.  "Let's keep you being a bimbo a surprise for later."

"Yes, Doctor," Tiffany said with a knowing smile.  While she had no idea what plans Dr. Scott had for Briana, she was confident they both would enjoy the results.

Tiffany could not help but giggle as she passed through the main reception area of the hospital.  Briana sat behind the desk, just as she had left her, none the wiser that anything had changed.

Tiffany ended up deciding it best to take a cab to meet her friends.  With the intention of going home with a man, she did not want to worry about leaving her car someplace and forgetting where.  Not that she had much of a desire to drive anymore.  It all seemed far too complicated for a girl like her.  Worse, working the pedals in her heels would be almost impossible.  Tiffany was not sure what she would do with her car, but she was sure Dr. Scott would have solution for her.  It seemed like he knew everything.

"Tiff, is that you?" came the voice of one of Tiffany's friends.  Her name was Jenny and she was the biggest bimbo of the group.  Or at least she used to be the biggest bimbo.  Tiffany definitely held that role now.

"Hey ladies," Tiffany said in greeting.  "Sorry I'm late.  I got a promotion at work today and with it I got a makeover.  You like?"

Tiffany raised her arms up over her head and spun around for everyone to see.  The wide eyed stares from her friends told her they were shocked, but that they liked what they saw too.

"You look so hot," Jenny said.  "Come and sit down.  You're behind on drinks."

"Sounds like fun," Tiffany said as she joined her friends.

"You want to go someplace for some fun after this?" Tiffany shouted, over the deafening sound of the music, at the man she was grinding up against several hours later.  It was Tiffany's third club of the night.  She had been the life of the party, dragging her girlfriends along behind her, encouraging them to give into their bimbo-like desires.  Usually she was the one being dragged along by her friends.  Most of the girls had already paired off with a guy, staying behind, having already agreed to inquire about getting their own bimbo makeovers.

Only Jenny had survived long enough to make it to the third club, the Lucky Seven.  Tiffany saw her dancing with a sharp dressed man on the other side of the dance floor.  She could only smirk at how much her friend was enjoying herself.  They were both going to get lucky.

"What did you have in mind?" the man asked.  Tiffany was not sure of his name, but she did not mind.  If he was good in bed, she would have him write it down with his phone number after they had fucked a few times.

"I'm up for anything," Tiffany said, trying to sound seductive over the loud thumping bass of the music.  "It all depends on what your cock is up for," she added, giving the tent in the man's pants a squeeze.  Tiffany licked her lips.  He felt big and he was not even hard yet.  She could hardly wait.

The man needed no further prompting.  Not even waiting for the current song to end, he took Tiffany by the hand and led her out of the club.  The night air was cold, but she did not mind.  Tiffany was far past caring between her inebriation and bimboness.  If anything, the cold air helped make her nipples even more prominent as they pushed out at the thin fabric covering her big tits.

"Hey, what's your name, baby?" Tiffany asked as she all but sat in the man's lap in the back of the cab.  The driver kept sneaking looks in the rear view mirror.  Not that Tiffany minded.  As a bimbo, she liked having an audience.  It was important to make sure others knew how dumb she was and how slutty she was.  How else could she ensure smart men would help her?

"Rick," the man said.

"Ooh, I like that," Tiffany cooed in his ear.  "Rick rhymes with dick and I can tell you've got a big dick.  I can't wait to see it."

"Driver," Rick announced.  "It's another twenty if you get us there in less than ten minutes."

The driver said nothing.  He put his foot down on the accelerator and the cab zoomed forward into the night.

 

Tiffany walked across the hospital parking lot as fast as she could.  In her high heels, it was not very fast at all.  She was late for work.  There was a time when that would have bothered her, but she was sure she could make it up to Dr. Scott.  And she was not that late, just half an hour.  It had been hard finding something decent to wear, something appropriate for her new job and new outlook on life.

It had not yet even been a full day.  Tiffany's promotion, along with her bimbo makeover, had come only the night before.  Still, the smile on her face told the world that she was as happy as could be with her new position in life.

The reasons for Tiffany's lateness were simple, yet unavoidable.  It all started with her adventures with Rick the night before.  Tiffany had yet to test more than her blow job skills.  She had been excited to test out all the other ways she could pleasure a man's cock.  And, as it turned out, Rick was more than up to the task.

It was not actually the night time adventures that made Tiffany late to work.  It was the overwhelming need to feel Rick's cock in her pussy one more time before the two parted company in the morning.  Tiffany left feeling slow and sated, but even then, she still had time to make it to work on time.

What did it was her need to find something to wear.  While Tiffany's dress was great for clubbing, it was not exactly appropriate for working in a hospital, even in her new, yet-to-be-defined position.  It had been hard work sorting through all of her old clothes, looking for just the right outfit for the occasion and her expanded assets.

In the end, the Tiffany who walked across the parking lot could not be described as anything but a slut.  Not that she would have considered that to be a bad thing.  She was a slut, and a damn proud one at that.

Tiffany based her wardrobe on her shoes.  It was not her first choice of method, but considering the high heels she had picked out the night before were her only bimbo appropriate footwear, her options were limited.  The black micro miniskirt that barely covered Tiffany's ass had been a part of an old Halloween costume she had chickened out on wearing.  She had found it at the bottom of a drawer, not even aware she still had it.  It was one of the few skirts Tiffany felt comfortable wearing now.

Deciding it would be good to look professional on her first day in her new position, not knowing what it might be, she wore a simple white fitted blouse.  Or at least it used to be fitted.  While the blouse fit properly around her midriff, the sudden growth spurt of Tiffany's breasts could not be contained by the thin fabric.  She did not even try to make it close all the way, leaving it unbuttoned from somewhere below her tits, announcing to the world she was not wearing a bra.

As Tiffany walked through the automatic sliding doors, she was faced with the familiar sight of the hospital lobby.  Sitting behind the reception counter was a haggard looking Briana.  She must have been called in to work Tiffany's vacated shift.  The bimbo vaguely recalled that it was supposed to Briana's day off.

"She'll be happier when Dr. Scott is done with her," Tiffany told herself as she walked past the reception desk toward the elevators.  She wanted to stop and console Briana, but Dr. Scott's instructions not to talk to Briana rang in her ears.

Tiffany's heels clicked on the floor as she made her way to Dr. Scott's office on the thirteenth floor.  As she walked, she could not help but notice how her hips swayed sexily with each step.  It felt completely natural.  Tiffany understood it was partially a response to her choice in footwear.  The tall heels required her body to move in new ways.  However, she could not understand why she did not try sky high heels sooner, considering all the three inch heels she had in her closet from before.

When Tiffany reached Dr. Scott's office, she gently rapped on the door with her knuckles, being careful not to hurt her nails.

"Come," Dr. Scott's voice could be heard through the door.

"God morning, Doctor," Tiffany said cheerily as she sashayed into the office.  "Sorry I'm late, but I had the hardest time figuring out what to wear.  I'm going to need to go shopping for all new clothes."

"Better late than never," Dr. Scott said as he eyed Tiffany up and down, examining his work from the night before.  Tiffany twisted her body back and forth, enhancing the show and making sure he got an eyeful.  "Just try not to be late again."

"Yes, Doctor."

"You know what?" Dr. Scott started.  "Why don't you climb under the desk here and suck me off while I finish up this paperwork.  In a little bit I have the first nursing candidate coming in for her interview.  I'd like you here to watch.  More and more you impress me with your style.  I want to hear what you think after she comes in."

"Thank you, Doctor," Tiffany beamed.  She was just happy to give Dr. Scott a blow job, but it seemed he actually had real work for her to do.  She got to be a sex object and a contributing member of Ward B.  What bimbo could ask for more?

"Oh, that is heaven," Dr. Scott said as Tiffany wrapped her plump lips around his cock.

Tiffany could only moan as she savored the heady flavors of Dr. Scott's cock, anticipating the salty frosting she would get to suck down, adding protein to her earlier breakfast of fresh fruit.

While there were no explicit instructions to do so, Tiffany kept her ministrations slow and sensual, prolonging Dr. Scott's pleasure.  Her own wellbeing and pleasure was secondary.  It was the one downside to being a bimbo, not that Tiffany minded.  Sucking cock had become a whole new experience with its own innate pleasures that could not be measured with sexual satisfaction or orgasms.

Even if Tiffany had been wearing a watch, she never would have considered checking to see how long she sat there between Dr. Scott's knees.  She was just happy to be of service, using her lips, tongue and throat to give the kind of blow job only a bimbo could.  However, while Dr. Scott had a great deal of experience in resisting the talents of the many bimbos who had sucked on his pole, he was only a man.  Eventually the pent up pressure got to be too much.  He reached down and pushed on the back of Tiffany's head, driving his cock deep into her throat.

"Oh fuck yes," Dr. Scott groaned with satisfaction as he came in Tiffany's mouth, shooting rope after rope of hot white seed into his new bimbo employee.  "That's what I've needed for hours."

Dr. Scott looked down between his legs to see Tiffany's smiling face looking up at him adoringly.  She opened her mouth to show how how full he had made her mouth before she swallowed it down with gusto, savoring the intricate flavors her new boss had provided her.

"Come on out and get yourself put back together," Dr. Scott said as he put his cock away, to Tiffany's displeasure.  She would have been perfectly happy to stay there and suckle on his cock all day.  "The first interviewee should be here any minute."

"Oh gosh," Tiffany said.  "Good thing I brought my compact."

Tiffany reached into her purse, digging through everything, a look of deep concentration on her face, her tongue sticking out ever so slightly, as she looked for her compact.  The one thing that had not changed about Tiffany was the size of her purse.  It had always been large so that it could hold all of her makeup and hair spray.  She also kept condoms in there too, but she did not see the need so much anymore.  She was pretty sure Dr. Scott had fixed it so she would not get pregnant.  Not that she would have minded getting pregnant.  But caring for a baby would be so hard.

The call came just as Tiffany was finishing reapplying her lipstick.  "That was Briana," Dr. Scott said when he hung up.  "She's sending up Missy Cutler, our first nursing candidate.  Based on qualifications, she's my first choice, but there's more to a nurse than what shows up on paper, just like there's more to a bimbo than how big her boobs are."

Tiffany pushed her chest out proudly, happy to have Dr. Scott looking at her big tits.  She was very proud of them.  Without tits the size of her head, people might think she was another dumb blonde.  She was a dumb blonde, but more importantly, she was a bimbo.

Tiffany stood behind Dr. Scott, staring absentmindedly toward the closed door, twirling a lock of hair with her finger.  She hated having to wait, even before Dr. Scott turned her into a bimbo.  Patience had never been one of her virtues.  Luckily, now that Tiffany lacked any appreciable attention span, coupled with limited brain processing power, long waits were barely noticeable.

A light knock came at the door, making Tiffany jump in surprise.  She had already forgotten what they were waiting for.

Dr. Scott got up from behind his desk and walked around it to open the door.  "Welcome, Ms. Cutler," Dr. Scott said with a smile.  "Please come in."

"Hello," the woman said with obvious nervousness.

"I'm Dr. Scott and this is Tiffany.  She's going to sit in on our interview."  Tiffany gave an excited wave, not knowing how she was supposed to act.  "Please take a seat and we can get started."

Missy Cutler sat down in the same chair Tiffany had sat in the night before.  However, Tiffany paid that fact no notice.  She was more interested in the woman's appearance and demeanor.  Dr. Scott had said she would likely be a good nurse, based on her qualifications, but it was unclear if she would make a good bimbo nurse.  There was a big difference, Tiffany was sure.

Physically, Missy looked like an average woman.  Not too short or too tall.  She was a little on the heavy side, but being in America, that was no surprise.  Tiffany was not a huge fan of Missy's short cropped hair, but she knew if Dr. Scott hired her, her hair would be an easy fix.

"First, I think I need to tell you to just relax," Dr. Scott said.  "You look tense.  There's no reason to worry about anything."  Missy's shoulders visibly relaxed, dropping into a more natural position, as she sank back into the chair.  "Now we'll get to your qualifications in a moment, but I was wondering what you know about us here in Ward B."

Missy cleared her throat.  While her body language was more relaxed than it had been, her eyes still showed her nervousness.  "While I am aware that this is a research hospital, I have heard very little about what you do here.  Not that I haven't tried to find out.  I can only guess you deal with government contracts or something.  Not that that bothers me."  Missy was starting to get into her spiel.  "Research nursing positions are hard to come by and that is what really interests me.  I like the idea of helping doctors perform cutting edge research.  I guess you could say, that is my passion."

"That is terrific to hear," Dr. Scott said with a smile.  "And I can understand that you don't know much of what we do here.  It is  closely guarded secret.  Unfortunately, I won't be able to go into more until you are hired, assuming we do hire you."

Missy swallowed hard, her nervousness returning.  She could never have guessed how different working in Ward B could be from other nursing jobs.  She had figured a nondisclosure agreement would be a part of employment, but the fact Dr. Scott was being so secretive concerned her.

"There's nothing illegal about this, is there?" Missy asked.

"Not at all," Dr. Scott assured her.  "And before you ask, we don't do animal testing either.  It's just that we are in competition with several other research groups around the world.  Medical research is a cut throat business, even though we try to keep the business side of things away from all the people we help."

"I completely understand," Missy said.  She was still left confused, but that was largely because the interview was not going where she had expected.  She had not practiced for this conversation.

"Now that I have an idea of your reason for applying, let's get into your qualifications," Dr. Scott said.  "It says here you went to Thatcher College for undergrad?"

"Yes, that's right.  I majored in pre-med, but I opted for nursing school instead, because I was afraid the load would be too much.  That, and I was getting tired of school and didn't want to lose another four plus years."

"And you did your nursing education at Thatcher as well?"

"Yes.  It was the easiest thing to do at the time.  My boyfriend at the time got a job in town, so I decided to stick around."

"We have worked with a lot of people over the years from Thatcher College," Dr. Scott said.  "I know it's a small school, but I also know that is not a knock against it.  So no worries on that front."

"I'm glad to hear that," Missy said, letting out a laugh that sounded a lot like a sigh as she exhaled some of her worries.  Again, the interview was not going in the direction she thought it would, not that she had any control over it.

"You had decent marks in school, so we have your past work experience and a few other things to cover.  It says here you have been working at a small clinic.  Can you talk about what you do there?"

"Sure," Missy said, remembering back to the cue card she had written about just this topic.  The card was in her purse, but she could picture it in her head.  "Admittedly, it was the best job that I could find straight out of school, but it has proved to be quite good.  I never imagined I would get so much hands on experience in good old fashioned nursing as I do at the clinic.  They are understaffed there, so I've ended up doing a little bit of everything."

"That must have been hard," Dr. Scott commented.

"It was, but I don't mind that.  However, I am looking forward to working someplace that is not lacking for funds.  The administration at the clinic seemed to hand out supplies with an eyedropper.  If we'd had a tuberculosis case, I do wonder if they would be willing to prescribe a full set of antibiotics or not.  Still, it's been great work, but it's not exactly what I want to spend the rest of my life doing.  Hence why I applied for your opening."

"That gives me a good feel for your past," Dr. Scott said.  "And I must say, you have excellent recommendations.  This Dr. Walker wrote about how he considered writing a bad recommendation so that you would have to stay at the clinic.  I get the impression they are going to miss you at the clinic if you leave."

"What can I say," Missy said with a shoulder shrug.  "I've been there for two years now and it's time to move on."

"Yes, and speaking of moving on, I have several other questions to ask you.  I apologize if these questions are personal, but with the secretive nature of our work here, I feel compelled to assess your security situation."

"Um, okay," Missy said.  The entire interview was getting away from her.  Even her explanation of her work at the clinic had quickly deviated from her cue card.  However, the fact she had gotten this far had to be a good sign.

"You mentioned a boyfriend kept you at Thatcher for nursing school," Dr. Scott said.   "Can you go into that a little more."

"There's not much to say.  We broke up during my first semester of nursing school.  I think he expected to come home to dinner waiting on the table everyday, but I was too busy with school to play homemaker for him."

"And since then?"

Missy laughed.  "I've been working overtime for two years.  I haven't had time to even go on a single date since I graduated."

"Any other family connections we should be aware of?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Why?  You afraid my dad might try and pump me for information he can sell?  My mom's dead and I haven't seen my dad since I left home for college.  With how fucked up my childhood was, I can't believe I have gotten as far as I have."

"You've had a hard life then?" Dr. Scott said sympathetically.

"I guess you could say that.  Life hasn't been easy.  I've had to fight for just about everything."

"Well, should it interest you, we here on Ward B are known for taking care of each other.  We are a very tight knit group.  And there are just too many perks to mention.  Tiffany just joined us and I can guess she has never been happier."

"Oh yes," Tiffany said excitedly.  "I love it here.  Ward B is the best."

"That's comforting, I guess," Missy said.  "Does that mean I have the job?"

"Well," Dr. Scott said while he shifted some papers on his desk.  "I'll admit, coming in you looked like our top candidate.  And talking to you here, I think you could do good work with us."

"But..." Missy said, knowing there had to be a catch.

"But there is one more thing," Dr. Scott explained.  "You see, the job requirements are rather unique.  If you were to join us, you would have to make some changes.  In the big picture, they're not serious, but some women freak out when they hear about them."

"Look, I really want this job," Missy pleaded.  "I know you haven't disclosed the details, but I don't care.  For four years I've wanted to be a research nurse.  With my schooling and qualifications, those types of jobs are not easy to come by.  I would do anything to come work for Ward B."

"Hmm," Dr. Scott said, scratching his chin as he considered what Missy had said.  She would do anything?  That was a big statement to make.

Missy looked from Dr. Scott to Tiffany, hoping she might see something in Tiffany's eyes.  Did she have a chance at the job?  Missy felt like she had been backed into a corner.  What she had failed to mention was how she needed the money from the Ward B position.  Despite her overtime hours, after a failed investment in a now ex-friend's startup business, she barely had enough money to cover rent, let alone feed herself.  The base pay at a university hospital was better than what she was making at the clinic.

"I think I need to confer with with my colleague here," Dr. Scott said, referencing Tiffany.  "Could you wait in a the hall for a moment while the two of us talk.  I promise it won't be long."

"Um, okay," Missy said.  She stood up and walked out of Dr. Scott's office, closing the door behind her.

"Please, please, please," Missy chanted to herself as she leaned her back against the wall outside Dr. Scott's office.  Even if there had been a place to sit down, she would not have been able to.  Missy was too nervous and desperate.  She needed this job and she did not care what it would take to get it.

"So do you want to confer with my pussy or do me in the ass instead?" Tiffany asked as she hiked her skirt up, revealing her lack of panties.

"Um, not right now, little bimbo," Dr. Scott said.  "As strange as it sounds, I actually want to hear what you think of Ms. Cutler."

"Really?  Well, um, okay.  I guess she seems all right.  I mean, her body could be hotter, but she seems nice."

"If she were a bimbo like you, would you want to play with her?" Dr. Scott asked.

"If she were hot and dumb, hell yeah," Tiffany said, already fantasizing about the woman standing in the hall.  "And if she were a good pussy licker too.  That sounds so hot.  I think I'm getting wet."

"You're a bimbo," Dr. Scott said.  "You're always wet."

"Oh, yeah.  I forgot.  So can she be a bimbo too so she can lick me out?  I'm really horny."

"She's not ready for that yet, but I think Ms. Cutler could make a great bimbo nurse for us.  And when I'm done with her, you can see if she wants to play with you."

"Yippee," Tiffany squealed, clapping her hands as she bounced up and down with vigor, making her boobs pop out of her blouse.  "Oopsie," she said, looking down at her large melons sticking out of her top, but not bothering to do anything about it.

"I want to call Ms. Cutler back in so I need you to put your girls away and cover up your pussy."

"Um, sorry about that," Tiffany said as she reluctantly covered her boobs with her blouse and pulled her skirt back down to cover her pussy.  She would have preferred being naked, but Dr. Scott was the boss and she did not dare disobey him.

As soon as Tiffany was decent again, Dr. Scott said, "Why don't you invite our guest back in?"

"Okie-dokie," Tiffany answered as she sashayed over to the door.  "The doctor will see you again," she said to Tiffany.

Missy followed the bimbo back inside the office as they both returned to their places.  Missy could not help but notice the shortness of Tiffany's skirt or how tall her heels were.  She had been too focused on Dr. Scott to notice how Tiffany was dressed.  Neither seemed professional, but Missy figured she was in no position to complain.  It was her job on the line, not Tiffany's.

"Congratulations," Dr. Scott said.  "You're hired."

"Really?" Missy said in near disbelief.

"Absolutely.  Of course, there are a few provisos to cover first, but considering your desire to work for us, I don't think they will be a problem."

"Yes, whatever you need, I'll do it," Missy said as she tried to get over her shock.

"That's what I like to hear," Dr. Scott said as he opened a file folder on his desk and withdrew a set of papers.  "This here is your contract and a few other papers to sign.  As soon as you sign these documents, I can give you the rundown on what we do here."

Without bothering to read anything, Missy grabbed a pen from her purse and started signing the papers.  Given her situation, she did not want to give Dr. Scott the time to change his mind.  She needed this job.

As soon as Missy was finished, Dr. Scott collected the papers and put them away.  "Welcome to Ward B," he said, "or as I prefer to call it, the Bimbo Ward."

"The what?" Missy asked, sure she had heard wrong.

"The Bimbo Ward," Dr. Scott said.  "That's what we do here.  We research how to turn women into bimbos."

"You've got to be kidding," Missy said in surprise.

"There is one thing I don't kid about and that is my work with bimbos.  When this hospital was first being built, a wealthy alum donated a large sum of money for a secret ward to be built with the purpose of turning women into bimbos.  You see, he had an antiquated view of the role of women.  And while I don't believe all women should be bimbos, I must agree with him that most women would be much happier that way."

Missy said nothing, her mouth hanging open in shock.  She had heard rumors that such things being possible, but she had attributed them to various male fantasies printed in fetish magazines.  There was no way it could be real.  Although, she had to admit it made sense given the number of bimbos in L.A.  She had always assumed it was just because of the nice weather and happening night life.

"I realize this is a lot to take in all at once," Dr. Scott said.  "You're actually handling it better than most women when they find out.  And if you really think about it, the bimbo lifestyle has many benefits.  Happiness, no matter the situation is a big one.  Tiffany joined the ranks of the bimbofied last night."  Dr. Scott shifted his attention to the bimbo behind him.  "Tiffany, do you like being a bimbo?"

"It's the best," Tiffany exclaimed.  "I wasn't all that bright before, but now it's not a problem.  I'm hot and sexy and always happy.  I wish I'd met Dr. Scott way before so I didn't waste so much time trying to be smart."

"Straight from the bimbo's mouth," Dr. Scott said.  "Thank you, Tiffany.  Now, Ms. Cutler, you see it's not so bad.  Tiffany here is happier than she's ever been.  If you just open your mind to new possibilities, you'll see what we do here isn't so strange."

For the first time, Missy really paid attention to Tiffany.  Her focus had been on Dr. Scott before, as he was conducting the interview.  During the few moments she had looked at the bimbo, she did not spend much time thinking about her.  However, Missy had to admit there was something appealing about Tiffany.  She certainly looked happy, if a bit dim.  Her rocking body obviously made up for her mental weaknesses.  No man would turn down helping her when she needed it, especially if they had a chance of scoring with her.  And from the looks of it, Tiffany had no qualms with exchanging help for a proverbial roll in the hay.  She would probably agree without actually getting anything in return.

"Are you telling me I'll need to be a bimbo to work here?" Missy asked, speaking before she thought it through.

"To be honest," Dr. Scott said, "yes.  But there's a reason we're looking for an actual nurse for this job.  For example, Tiffany doesn't have the knowledge or experience to perform your job.  She's not a nurse and she never was going to be one.  She was actually pretty close to being a bimbo before, struggling in her job as a receptionist downstairs.  If I hadn't promoted her last night, she would have been the one who called up to let me know you had arrived earlier.

"But that's beside the point.  There are certain expectations on this ward and the most important one is that all the women working here must be bimbos.  Now, I can tell you straight away you won't be getting the same treatment as Tiffany did.  Each bimbo we make here is unique.  Just like no two people are exactly alike.  Bodies are different.  Personalities are different.  Required skills are different.  A bimbo nurse is a nurse who also happens to be a bimbo.  While those two things may seem contradictory, I assure you, they are not."

"Before you continue," Missy interrupted, "can I ask you what happened to your last nurse?  The way you make it sound, I am replacing someone."

Dr. Scott looked flustered for a moment, but he quickly recovered.  He had not expected to have his speech be interrupted.

"She was forced to retire," Dr. Scott answered.  "Unfortunately, there is only so much that can be done to keep a woman spry and youthful.  Nurse Roberts had been here for going on forty years if you can believe it.  She obviously predates me.  In her time here, I understand, she went through several procedures to keep looking her bimbo best.  While I have been here, she never looked a day over thirty.  It is one of the perks of working on the Bimbo Ward.

"However, Nurse Roberts was getting on in years, pushing seventy, and her body just could not keep up.  She is now living with one of our high end donors as a live in maid.  And from what I hear, she is quite happy.  Even now, most people would think she is in her mid-thirties."

"Wow," Missy said.  She had not understood what Dr. Scott had meant when he mentioned the many benefits of working on the Bimbo Ward.  As a woman who was approaching thirty herself, she could feel the years catching up with her.  It took more effort to look good, not to mention her body not responding in the same way it did in college.  The ability to roll back the clock would be a godsend.

"Wow is right," Dr. Scott said.  "It wasn't until I got to spend a long weekend with Nurse Roberts that I had any idea of her real age.  When I started here, I figured she was just a young and very hot nurse.  I never would have guessed she had been working here since before I was born."

Missy's eyes glassed over as she imagined herself in thirty years, still looking like she was in her mid-twenties.  Suddenly, becoming a bimbo seemed much more appealing.  If only it were just about looks.

"Now back to the matter at hand," Dr. Scott continued, shaking Missy out of her fantasy.  "Normally I quite enjoy turning women into bimbos against their will, but in the case of the nursing staff, I take a different stance.  I would prefer you take an active role in all of this, but if I have to, I will force things.  The paperwork you did not read when you signed gives Ward B power of attorney over you.  We like to slip that in to make things easier down the road.  But I would much rather have you be an active participant in all of this.  It will make our working together much easier."

"You wouldn't mind if I look through those papers again, would you?" Missy asked.  "I'd like to see what I signed up for.  Then I'll tell you if I'm cooperating."

"I'll do you one better," Dr. Scott said.  "I'll even leave you alone with them for twenty minutes.  A show of faith, if you will."

"Deal," Missy agreed.

Dr. Scott handed the papers back to Missy.  "Tiffany, why don't you join me next door while Missy reads through her contract?"

"Ooh, that sounds fun," Tiffany replied as she followed Dr. Scott out of the office.

"So what do you think?" Dr. Scott asked as soon as they were both in the small conference room next door.  The large table in the middle of the room had a brass pole sticking out of it, reaching up to the ceiling.

"Um, I'm thinking about how you should fuck me," Tiffany answered.  "I'm so horny, I can't remember the last time I came."

"That wasn't what I meant, but seeing you standing there, who am I to say no to your libido.  I'll make you a deal.  You let me try out your new tits and I'll make sure you cum.  That work for you?"

"Oh yes," Tiffany said, her voice full of lust.

"Good.  Now take your top off."

Dr. Scott pulled a bottle of lube out of his pocket and squirted a large amount in his hand.  Given his job, he always kept lube on hand, not knowing when it would come in handy.

"Of fuck yes," Dr. Scott called out as Tiffany slid his cock between her large tits.  She could only manage to giggle between deep breaths.  "You're going to be a tittiefucking queen," he added.

Tiffany beamed up at Dr. Scott from her place on her knees as she continued to stroke his cock with her large round tits.  The way her nipples scraped his body, she thought she might cum just from that.  Not that she cared at the moment.  As a bimbo, her first priority was getting her partner off.  And in this case, Dr. Scott was not far off.

"Cum for me," Tiffany said.  "Cum on my titties.  I want to lick your spunk off my tits."

"That did it," Dr. Scott called out as his cock twitched.  A moment later a small geyser of cum erupted from the the tip of his cock, covering Tiffany's substantial chest.

"Ooh, yummy," Tiffany cooed after she sucked Dr. Scott clean and then returned her attention to her cum covered titties.

"God damn those are nice tits," Dr. Scott commented as he put himself back together.  He checked his watch and saw they still had time.  Tiffany was proving to be a talented bimbo and a fast learner when it came to knowing how to get a man off.

"Thanksies," Tiffany said.  She recognized the compliment, but she was too busy eating Dr. Scott's cum off her tits to actually comprehend what he said.

"Let's have you hop up on the table and hike that skirt up," Dr. Scott said.  "It's time for your reward.  You've been a very good bimbo today."

Tiffany dutifully did as she was told, pulling her skirt up around her waist and then laying back on the table, presenting her pussy to the man whose cum she was still eating happily.  Dr. Scott reached into his other pocket and withdrew a special device that he developed himself.  He pushed it up against Tiffany's swollen clit and flipped the on switch.

"Of fuck," Tiffany called out, her eyes rolling into the back of her head from the pleasure.  "I'm cumming.  I'm cumming."

And she was.  The moment Dr. Scott activated his device against Tiffany's clit, her body orgasmed.  And it kept on orgasming, over and over again.  Tiffany's head had emptied of everything but pleasure.  It was all her body knew.  In that moment, nothing else existed.

Within seconds, Tiffany's words had degraded into garbled moans.  Her body continued to orgasm under the onslaught of Dr. Scott's device.  Tiffany felt like her body had been lit on fire, the pleasure completely overwhelming.  Her body bucked and flailed about with a total loss of control.  Tiffany could sense nothing else.  Her nerves could only feel the pleasure.

"That's probably long enough," Dr. Scott said as he glanced at his watch again and pulled the device away from Tiffany's clit.  "Two minutes of that is more than enough reward for your good behavior."

Tiffany laid there, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.  Her mind was still a complete blank, her neurons struggling to restart after shutting down in response to the small device.  Dr. Scott looked down on the new bimbo, enjoying how she looked with her big tits with bits of his cum still covering them.  The machine from England he had used on her would revolutionize the bimbo community.  And really the fetish community in general, based off of how Tiffany had been a cat girl for a short time.

"What the fuck was that?" Tiffany finally managed to say as she slowly came down from her orgasmic high.

"You liked that?"

"Fuck yes," Tiffany said.  "I came so much.  But what was it?"

"Something special I developed," Dr. Scott answered.  "I sometimes use it with patients who are going through a hard time adopting a sex-positive mindset.  In your case, it seemed like a fun way to reward you for sitting through the boring interview without getting me to fuck you."

Tiffany continued to lay there on the table, her legs hanging off the side, leaving her pussy completely exposed.  Not that she minded, but she was too well fucked to do anything about it.

"Use these to clean yourself up," Dr. Scott said, tossing several baby wipes onto the table next to Tiffany from a dispenser on the wall.  "We need to get back to Ms. Cutler.  She's had more than enough time to see what she signed up for."

Several minutes later, Dr. Scott reappeared in his office with Tiffany in tow.  Missy was reading through the contract for the third time, making sure she had not missed anything.  From what she could tell in her amateur opinion, the contract was airtight.

"Sorry that took longer than I had meant it to," Dr. Scott said as he returned to his seat.  Tiffany once again stood behind him.

Missy looked up to see both her hosts smiling.  She could only guess what the pair had gotten up to next door.  The fact Tiffany's chest was still shiny from some remaining lube was sign enough their time had been spent on something sexual.  Her smile left the impression too that she was freshly fucked.  Missy almost felt jealous.  It had been a long time since she had anything between her legs that did not run on batteries.

"Let's get down to business," Missy said as she dropped the papers on the desk.  For a short time, she had considered ripping up the contract and the power of attorney.  She doubted a judge would enforce the contract as it was signed without an understanding on her part.  Still, there was something about all of this that intrigued Missy.  With no friends or family, a change in direction would not be unwelcome.  "So what changes did you have in mind for me?"

"So you're going to participate?" Dr. Scott asked, hopeful.

"Let's just say I'm open to hearing what you have in mind."

"Well, you're going to need a body upgrade to start with," Dr. Scott explained.  "Thinner body overall, but with nice curves.  Your fitness will have to be increased as well, but that's all part of the package.  You've got a decent face, so no major changes there, I'm guessing, although I'd have to see where things stand once you're thinner.  The hair will have to change too.  Long and blonde is the way to go for a bimbo nurse."

"And I get to choose specifics?" Missy asked, her interest seriously piqued.  She liked the picture forming in her head.  She would be a nurse Barbie.

"Within that framework, yes."

"And what about psychological changes?"

"There's no way you could do your job if I made you as dumb as a pile of rocks.  It is the one thing afforded to bimbo nurses.  They get to keep their intelligence.  However, your priorities would need to shift.  Obedience and loyalty would be important.  Following orders is paramount in this job.  Caring and almost mothering instincts would need to be emphasized as well.  Some of our procedures leave women confused at times and you would need to help them realize how great their life is going to be."

"There's one thing I fear you're not telling me," Missy said.  So far, she could not find anything she could particularly object to.  The whole idea of turning women into bimbos, especially against their will was concerning, but not nearly as much as she had thought it would be.

"The sex," Dr. Scott said, admitting to the biggest of psychological changes.  "Yeah, that's a big part of it.  You're going to love sex, any kind you can get.  Nothing will be off limits.  You won't even care about remembering names.  But I can assure you, sex when you're a bimbo is unlike anything you've ever felt before.  Your body will be primed for it.  Even giving a blow job will be pleasurable."

"I'm guessing I don't have time to think this over," Missy said with a longing look toward the clock on the wall.

"I'm afraid not," Dr. Scott said.  "I've got time booked for you in the same machine I used on Tiffany.  It's going to revolutionize the way we make bimbos.  Before I actually made Tiffany into a bimbo, I made her a cat girl.  I'm still considering giving her back the ability to purr.  If she did that during a hummer, ooh boy, that's got to feel amazing.  I wish I'd tried it out before."

Missy shook her head, trying to get the image of Tiffany with a tail out of her head.  It was an alluring thought.

"It's really easy," Tiffany added, trying her best to convince the nurse to just go with it.  "And you'll be so much happier afterward.  Being a bimbo is the best."

"Thank you, Tiffany," Dr. Scott said in such a way that also said for Tiffany to shut up.

Missy sat there working through all of her options.  The more she considered it, the better it seemed.  She wasn't a huge fan of Dr. Scott, or anyone else for that matter, going through her head and changing how she thought.  That would essentially be changing who she was.

But yet, Missy could not help but feel disappointed with where her life had ended up.  She loved nursing, but she had fallen into a rut at the clinic.  The opportunity to work on Ward B, no matter how twisted it was, was much more attractive.  And it was not like Missy had much going for her outside of work.  After her ill conceived investment in her now ex-friend's business, she was left with no one outside of the doctors at the clinic.  She was lonely.

And sitting before her was a man who could change all that.  Missy the nurse was boring and had no life.  But Missy the bimbo nurse would be happy and could make friends easily.  Some of her friendships would likely be of a more shallow nature, but that was to be expected when her body and priorities shifted to that of a bombshell who would put out at the drop of a hat.

"Okay, let's do it," Missy said.

Dr. Scott leaned back and looked at Missy, studying her for a moment.  When she first met him, this would have bothered her.  But now, it was different.  Missy sat up straight, proud to have Dr. Scott examine her.  She was going to start a cushy job in a research hospital.  She might not get to help develop cures for scary diseases, but as least she would be helping make a lot of women very happy, just like she was going to be shortly.

"Tiffany," Dr. Scott said.  "Could you lead Nurse Cutler to the machine.  She's going to need your help undressing.  I'll go straight to the control room."

"Yes, Doctor," Tiffany said before she came around the desk and helped Missy to her feet.

Moments later, Missy found herself being whisked down the hall, Tiffany babbling about how pretty she would be.  Missy tried keeping track of where she was being taken, but it was hard when all the doors looked the same.  Other than the numbers above each door, there was very little signage.  She wondered if that was to keep people from knowing too much about what went on here.

"This is the machine," Tiffany said as she held open a door for the new nurse.  "You'll need to take your clothes off before you go in."

"Thanks," Missy said as she leaned against the bimbo while she took off her shoes.

"And I'll get rid of these for you," Tiffany added.  "They're not going to fit you and you probably won't want to wear anything so plain.  Don't worry, we have a whole salon and wardrobe room where I can help you find something new to wear and help make you pretty."

"Thanks," Missy said again.  She kind of wished there was a robe for her to wear, but she realized she would not be able to wear it in the machine, whatever it was and however it worked.  That was a big mystery.

Missy actually wondered if she would still ask those kinds of questions once she came out of the machine.  Would she care about how things work, or would she just roll with it and let the doctors do the hard thinking?  She could see the value in both possibilities.  At least if she did not care, she would not be worried about it.  It would be nice not to have to deal with anxiety.

"Are you ready?" Dr. Scott's voice came through a speaker.

"Um, yes," Missy said, not knowing if she needed to speak into a microphone.

"Good to hear," Dr. Scott said.  "Just hop on into the machine then."

Missy looked at the open door of the machine.  Inside was a sizable chamber.  She knew when she stepped out, she would be a very different person.

"Here goes nothing," Missy said to herself as she stepped inside.

Nothing happened.  Missy was almost positive something would happen the moment she stepped inside.  She knew Dr. Scott controlled things from the room next door, but she had expected something ominous to happen, like the door closing on her heels.

"Tiffany, would you be a dear and close the door for Nurse Cutler," Dr. Scott said.  Tiffany jumped right into action, not delaying for a second.  "And then could you find a robe for our new bimbo to wear when she gets out.  You should be able to find something in the salon."

"Sure thing, Doctor," Tiffany said in obvious pleasure.  It seemed to Missy she liked taking orders just as much as she liked fucking.  Or so she assumed.  Missy had not seen Tiffany do anything sexual, despite the signs that she and Dr. Scott had enjoyed themselves while she was reading her contract.

"How are you doing, Nurse Cutler?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Um, I'm a little nervous, I guess.  And you can call me Missy.  It's a pretty bimbo sounding name to start with, so you might as well start breaking it in."

"We run a professional operation here, Nurse Cutler, despite what we do here.  To you, I will always be Dr. Scott, or just Doctor.  And you will always be Nurse Cutler, or Nurse.  It is important to remember that this is a hospital.  Tiffany does not have a title yet and thus is just Tiffany.  Of course, given her aptitudes, she will probably never be anything other than just Tiffany.  Understand?"

"Yes, Doctor," Missy said, following Dr. Scott's directions.

"Then let's begin.  I'm going to have the machine make you thinner so that we both get a better idea of what we have to work with."

Dr. Scott keyed in several settings to the control console before he hit enter.  Within moments, Missy noticed how the air suddenly got warm.  She started to worry that something bad was happening when she could see it wave back and forth, distorting her view of the walls and door of the chamber.  However, just as soon as the air started behaving strangely, it stopped.  The air still felt hot, but Missy could tell it was slowly cooling.  The first step was over.

Missy looked down to see years of fat had just melted away.  She was thinner than she had ever been before.  She only wished she could see herself in a mirror.

"You should have a mirror in here," Missy announced.

"You know what, I've never considered that before," Dr. Scott said.  Missy could tell from his voice he was pondering her suggestion.  "It's too late now, but we may have the first research assignment for you to work on when we're done here.  Of course, I'm guessing you will want to explore your new body rather than jump into work right away.  But back to our work before us, what do you think?"

"From what I can tell, this is great," Missy said as she turned this way and that, trying to get a good look at her self.  "I don't have boobs or a butt anymore though."

"Not to worry," Dr. Scott said.  "That's step two."

"Bring it on," Missy said.  As much as she liked being thinner, she was already missing the two things being a big woman gave her, namely a chest and a butt.

"I like your attitude," Dr. Scott said.  "Let's bring on the boobies."

Again the air got hot.  Missy looked down to see her breasts already growing.  "Wow," she said as she watched them expand, growing bigger and bigger, and yet remain surprisingly perky.

"Wow is right," Dr. Scott said.  "No bimbo is complete without big titties.  But I wonder, what do you think about them?"

"They're big, all right," Missy said.  She brought her hands up to hold them, lifting their heft.  "Not as heavy as I would have expected though."

"I altered your musculature to handle your larger chest.  We can go bigger if you like, but this is a good baseline."

"Hmm, let me think," Missy said as she poked and prodded her new chest.  Despite their size, they looked surprisingly natural.  Yes they were big, but they hung like perfect teardrops.

Missy stood there fondling her boobs, thinking back to old fantasies she used to have.  She had always wondered what it would be like to be thin and busty.  But the two boobs hanging on her chest, something felt wrong.  They were plenty big enough, but they were the wrong shape.

"Could you make the fuller on top?" Missy asked.

"Are you thinking about a bolted on look?" Dr. Scott pressed, trying to understand Missy's desires.  He was quickly finding one downside to the setup of the machine was how it limited communication with the patient.  There was only so much that words could convey.

"Um, I guess I am," Missy answered after considering Dr. Scott's question.  "Big and round so they don't even need a bra."

"I think that can be arranged.  Do you want actual implants or just the look."

"Can we try it with implants first?" Missy asked.  "I'm curious what those would feel like.  But no scars please."

"Implants, coming right up," Dr. Scott said.

Moments later the air turned hot once again.  Missy looked down to see her boobs ripple and move, growing into two round balls sticking off her chest.  They were big and round and obviously fake.  Missy reached up and touched them.  They felt really good.  She loved how they stuck straight off her chest.  And she could feel the implant underneath the skin too.  Somehow, Missy found that hot.

"So what do you think?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Bigger," was the only word that came out of Missy's mouth.  In her eyes, they were almost perfect, with one exception.

"How big?" Dr. Scott pressed.

"Out to here," Missy said, holding her hands out several inches from her nipples.  "Whatever it takes to reach out to here."

Dr. Scott looked at his screens.  There were several cameras pointing at Missy, giving him a fantastic view of the bimbo he was creating.  He worked several calculations in his head, deciding exactly how big to go.  He typed these new parameters into the control console.  However, just as he was about to hit enter, he notched the size up one last time.  He had to have a little fun.

Once again, the air grew hot around Missy.  She kept her hands where they were, wanting to watch as her boobs expanded out to reach them.  But to her surprise, they kept growing, pushing her hands farther out.

"They're huge," Missy said in shock.  She had never imagined she could have such big tits.  They were absolutely gigantic, yet they held their shape and position with ease.  She started running her hands over them, across the tops, and underneath, being sure to also reach the sides, including in her cleavage.  Every top she ever wore would be almost obscene.

"Did I go too big?" Dr. Scott asked, knowing what the eventual answer would be.

"Um..." Missy started to say, but she got distracted when her hand brushed a nipple.  She knew they were too big.  She should have told Dr. Scott to drop them a size or two.  But she could not bring herself to do it.  There was something about being two big tits on a stick that appealed to Missy.

"Nurse Cutler?" Dr. Scott said, trying to get her attention.

"Oh, yeah, this is good," she said.  "Actually, they're perfect.  I love them."

"That's great to hear.  Now let's move on."

Missy and Dr. Scott continued to work, slowly altering her body to that of a perfect and fake looking bimbo.  Despite Missy's early reluctance, as the process continued, she got more and more into it, pushing for more and more drastic changes.  Within an hour, she was almost unrecognizable with long blonde hair hanging down to her bulbous ass.  Missy had to stand on her tip toes because her feet and legs had been altered to accommodate ridiculously high heels.  Dr. Scott, however, could not wait to get her pillow lips around his cock.

However, when it was time for the mental changes, Missy clammed up.  "Just get it over with," she had said, afraid of what she would be turned into.

"What's wrong?" Dr. Scott asked, concerned over the mental health of his new bimbo nurse.  He hated the idea of having to limit her to keep her happy.  She would not be nearly as good a nurse that way.

"I'm afraid," Missy sobbed.  "I'm afraid I won't be me anymore."

"You have nothing to worry about," Dr. Scott assured her.  "It'll be better this way.  Trust me.  All your worries will disappear.  That's all this is really.  But if you want, we can stop for a while."

Missy considered Dr. Scott's offer.  He was starting to grow on her.  When she first sat down for her interview, he scared her.  But now, he really seemed to care.  And while he had set the baseline for her new body, it had been Missy who pushed him to take her to the next level.  She had done a lot of this on her own.  In some ways, she wanted this more than he did.

"No, keep going," Missy said as she fought back her tears.  It was not an end, but a new beginning.

"You sure?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Absolutely, Doctor."

"All right then.  Welcome to bimbodom."

Dr. Scott pressed enter.  For the final time, the air in the chamber grew hot.  Missy already had the body she wanted, but her mind needed altering as well.  She felt a fog roll into her head, clouding her thoughts, as the machine did its work.

It took several minutes for Missy to blink the fog away.  She felt different.  There were no doubts about that.  But she did not feel bad or dumb.  She could still count, still do math, even if her numeracy skills came to her a little slower than they used to.

The biggest difference came from the way her body made itself known to her.  Missy could feel her pussy calling to her, crying out for a nice hard cock to jackhammer inside of her.  There was no question, she liked it rough.  Thankfully, her body was built to handle it.

Before Missy could fully explore how her mind now worked, the door to the chamber opened.  Standing outside were Tiffany and Dr. Scott.  Missy salivated at the sight of Dr. Scott and the hot little bimbo standing next to him.  She smiled devilishly at the thought of all the sexy fun they could all have together.  Missy had never considered what it would be like to be with a girl before.  Now she could not imagine never being with one, especially if she was as hot as Tiffany.

"How do you feel?" Dr. Scott asked the naked nurse.

"Fantastic," Missy said as she posed for the doctor, working to show off her body to best affect.  She was already dripping wet.  For the slightest of moments, Missy wondered of Dr. Scott had turned her libido up too high, but those thoughts for fleeting.  There was no such thing as having too high a libido.  She was a bimbo now.  It was expected that she was always horny.

"Tiffany, hand Nurse Cutler that robe," Dr. Scott commanded.  "And why don't you take our new nurse to find something suitable to wear in her new position.  You can play with her hair and makeup too.  When you're done, I want you both to report to my office."

"Yes, Doctor," Tiffany and Missy said in unison.

"Come on," Tiffany said as she handed Missy the robe.  It was too small, but Missy did not mind.  She tied it off around her waist, making sure her nipples and pussy were covered.  They barely were.  The rest of her was on complete display.  Not that she minded anymore.  Showing off was fun, especially now that she was a hot bimbo.

"This is going to be so much fun," Tiffany squealed as they reached the salon.  "I know just the look for you.  You're going to be the sexiest nurse in the world."

"Lead on," Missy said, feeling confident in the hands of her fellow bimbo.  From everything she could tell, Tiffany really knew her stuff when it came to clothes and makeup.  Depending on how things went, Missy was already contemplating recommending Dr. Scott appoint Tiffany to work in the salon full time.

Tiffany moved around the room with practiced ease as she picked out the various items she would need to clothe Missy.  She started with picking out a pair of white platform pumps with a heel so high Missy would be sure to be able to walk comfortably.  From there she grabbed a pair of white stockings and a matching lace garter belt.  No panties or bras would be needed for this outfit.  From there, Tiffany visited a corner of the salon that had various fetish costumes.  As it turned out, there was an entire rack devoted to sexy nurses.

"Perfect," Tiffany commented as she pulled a white latex dress off the rack.

Missy took her time dressing.  She slid the stockings up her legs, making sure the seams were straight, before hooking them onto the garter belt.  Missy let out a sigh as she stepped into the new shoes.  She had been walking and standing on her tip toes and it was a relief to finally wear appropriate footwear.

The dress was a tight fit.  Tiffany had to help stretch the material around Missy's generous backside.  The dress was almost all white with red piping along the hem, a red zipper down the front and a red cross over the left breast.

"I like it," Missy said as she looked at her reflection.  It was the first time she had seen her reflection since her body had been changed.  The zipper on her dress could not handle her gigantic tits, stopping somewhere below them.  Like Tiffany, she left a lot on display.  "And I'm legal too," Missy added.

"Legal?"

"I can't get arrested for indecent exposure," Missy answered, almost surprised she could remember things like that.  As much as she felt like a bimbo, Missy still retained all of her education.

"Oh, that makes sense," Tiffany said.  "Just don't sit down on the bus and spread your legs."

"This dress is pretty short, isn't it," Missy commented.

"Is that a problem?" Tiffany asked, her voice showing just a hint of worry.  It was a very unbimbo-like quality.

"Of course not sweetie," Missy said, feeling her mothering instincts kick in.  She hated to see Tiffany upset.  "I just have to be careful who I flash."

Tiffany giggled, her earlier worries completely forgotten.

"So what next?" Missy asked.

"Oh yeah, the doctor said to do your hair and makeup.  You're gonna be so pretty when I'm done."

Tiffany sat Missy down in the chair and started fiddling with her hair, pulling out various styling products as she worked.  Tiffany turned the chair away from the mirror, keeping Missy's reflection just out of sight.  As soon as she finished with her hair, she moved on to her face.

"There we go," Tiffany said as she turned the chair back around.

Missy looked at her reflection in shock.  She looked like a bimbo playing nurse for Halloween.  Tiffany was right.  She was the hottest nurse around.  Her heavily made up face complimented her fake looking body and stylish hair that hung down her back in waves.  The pink lipstick set it all off, screaming bimbo.

"You did amazing," Missy said, complimenting Tiffany's work.  "You deserve a good eating out for this."

Missy brought her hand up to her mouth in shock.  Had she just said that?  Missy could not remember ever saying something so naughty.  But as she considered it, it was a just reward.  And Missy did want to eat out her new friend, even if she had had no interest before she entered the machine.  For the first time, she realized how much her priorities really had changed.  She had never considered sex with a girl before, but now, it felt completely normal and equally desirable to sex with a man.

"Thanks," Tiffany said with a giggle.  "It helps when you're so hot to start with."

"I think I know how to thank you even better," Missy said with a seductive smile.

"Huh?" Tiffany said, confused.

"Why don't you have a seat," Missy said as she slipped to the floor on her knees.

"Um, okay," Tiffany tittered.  She still was not sure what Missy was going to do.

"I haven't had a chance to break in my new lips yet and you're just so edible looking."

A light bulb went off in Tiffany's head, a look of comprehension and excitement in her eyes.  "Oh goody," she said as she jumped into the chair and hiked her skirt up around her waist.

"You know you do have a very pretty pussy," Missy commented as she got in close, her head already between Tiffany's knees.

Tiffany giggled in anticipation.  Even after Dr. Scott had used his device on her, she was still horny beyond belief.  Her nymphomania urges had become her new normal.  Not that Tiffany was one to complain.  It was just part of being a bimbo.

"Smells good too," Missy added.

Tiffany's clit had poked out from under its hood, a clear sign of how aroused she was.  Missy looked at it lovingly and then reached down with her luscious lips and began to suck on it.

Tiffany let out an unintelligible squeal as she flailed about, bucking her hips.  None of this fazed Missy however.  Despite her inexperience, she somehow knew exactly what to do and how to drive Tiffany even wilder.  But sucking on Tiffany's clit was only the beginning.

"Aya-aya-aya," Tiffany exclaimed as Missy drove her tongue as deep as she could into her pussy.

At some point Tiffany's blouse came off.  As Missy worked diligently between her legs, Tiffany began playing with her tits, driving her arousal ever higher.

"I'm cumming, I'm cumming," Tiffany called out as her body erupted in climax, spraying her juices all over Missy's face.  Tiffany collapsed back into the chair, her body still shaking sightly.  Missy kept licking, cleaning up all the spilled juices.

After Tiffany had finally recovered, she gave Missy a smile, calling out, "My turn."  Rather than exchange places, Tiffany leapt at Missy, pushing her back onto the floor.  Missy's short dress rode up naturally, exposing the pink fleshy lips of her pussy.

Tiffany knew just what to do.  She was slightly more experienced, having fooled around with several of her girlfriends at various times when they were both blackout drunk.  Despite only having scattered memories of the events at best, Tiffany drew on muscle memory she did not know she had.

Before Missy knew what was happening, she was crying out in pleasure as her first bimbo orgasm hit her.  It felt like a massive wave crashed down onto her with every nerve in her body loudly announcing it was happy.  The pleasure was completely overwhelming, canceling out any thoughts Tiffany's talented cunnilingus had not already erased.

"Fuck, that was good," Missy said as she laid there on the floor, still awash in little climatic aftershocks.

"I know, right," Tiffany agreed.  "But we need to get you cleaned up and presentable again.  Your makeup is all streaked and stuff."

"Right, thanks," Missy said, her thoughts still coming to her slowly.  She looked at Tiffany.  The other bimbo was topless, her blouse in tatters on the floor beside them.  "Um, you're going to need a new top," Missy added.

"Oops," Tiffany said, not even bothering to cover up her nakedness.  "I guess it's lucky we're in a room with all these clothes."

The two bimbos helped each other to their feet.  They both still had shaky legs.  Tiffany wiped off the chair before helping Missy into it.

"This time, I'm going to show you how to do some of this yourself," she said.  "I won't always be here to make you look pretty."

"Thanks," Missy said as Tiffany got to work.

Thirty minutes later, the two bimbos walked out of the salon hand in hand.  Missy looked much as she had before she ruined her makeup from eating Tiffany's pussy.  Tiffany, on the other hand, wore a cropped white sweater that struggled to reach the bottom of her tits with a plunging neckline.  She paired that with a navy blue micro miniskirt with slits up the sides, making it clear she was not wearing panties.

"This is almost a perfect picture," Dr. Scott said when he saw the two bimbos enter his office together.  "And I love how you two are bonding.  Nurse Cutler, it's great to see you embracing the bimbo lifestyle.  You certainly look happy."

"Thanks," Missy said with a giggle.  "And freshly fucked too."

Missy's smile hid the thoughts in her head as she realized what she had just admitted to.  Using such language was completely unlike her.  She should have been appalled with herself.  And yet, she could not make herself care.  Dr. Scott was right.  She was happy.  Sure, her life now revolved around being sexy, but what was wrong with that.  Even better, she was going to help other women be happy too.

"A good bimbo is always freshly fucked," Dr. Scott said.  "Now to turn our attention to our jobs.  Nurse Cutler, this afternoon I'm going to need your help with our newest bimbo.  I've decided Briana from downstairs needs an attitude adjustment.  She's going to be joining us as our new receptionist.  It's probably a good idea to have someone by the elevators to give us a heads up in case an angry patient arrives.

"We also need a job for our little Tiffany.  You have proved yourself to be a great bimbo and I think I have just the job for you.  You've done such a good job helping Nurse Cutler get made up, you're going to be our in ward stylist.  From here on out, you're going to help make all of our patients pretty.  Once they've been bimbofied of course."

"Yippee," Tiffany squealed as she and Missy hugged, mashing their gargantuan boobs together.

"Yes, it's a special day," Dr. Scott said.  "Tiffany, I want you to get yourself set up in the salon.  That's your space now.  If you need anything, let me know.  And make sure you don't run out of stuff in there.  Let me know as soon as something gets low so I can order more."

"Yes, Doctor," Tiffany said as she stood up straight and thrust her chest out toward the Dr. Scott.

"Get going," he said.

Tiffany turned and strutted out the door, happy to be able to contribute to the Bimbo Ward.

"Now that leaves you, Nurse," Dr. Scott said, turning to Missy.  "We've got a long afternoon ahead of us.  I think a lunch break is in order.  How would you like to suck my cock with those beautiful lips I gave you?"

"I'd love that," Missy said as she gracefully moved around the desk to find Dr. Scott sitting there with his pants already around his ankles.

"And if you're lucky, I give you a good fucking before we call Briana up."

"I can't wait."

 

Briana sat in the break room eating her lunch.  She sat by herself, still seething over being called in to work.  It was supposed to be her day off.  Worse, after her late shift the night before, she had had to cut her sleep short.  Angry and tired did not make for a good mood for a receptionist.

This was not the job Briana wanted.  She had only taken it to get a break on tuition.  However, with her work schedule, she only had time to take a class or two at a time, making her progress toward her degree painfully slow.  Still, a college degree in seven years time was better than no degree, at least in Briana's opinion.  With two years to go, she was not about to give up.

It had always been Briana's plan to go the usual route, completing her college education in four years.  She was a smart woman who did not tolerate people, especially other women, who did not make intelligence an important part of their lives.  To that end, Briana could only tolerate her coworker, Tiffany.

From the start, Tiffany had come across as a bimbo.  Briana wondered how she had been hired, let alone managed to keep her job over the years they had worked together.  It was Tiffany's forgetful behavior that got to her the most.  As far as Briana was concerned, it was pure bimbo behavior.  The fact Tiffany seemed so oblivious to it all made it all the worse.  However, little did she know just how much things had changed.

A note and a replacement receptionist was waiting for Briana when she returned from her lunch break.  For the briefest of moments, she thought she would be going home.  Briana was already dreaming of taking a nice long nap to catch up on her missing sleep.

"I'm here to fill in for you," the waiting woman said, handing the note to Briana.  "And Dr. Scott needs to see you before you leave."

"What about?" Briana asked as she gathered her school books she had left on the counter behind the desk.

"Not sure.  I only know what's on the note."

"Thanks," Briana said, forcing a smile.  The woman was only doing her job.  Briana knew they were not paid to ask questions, just get the job done.

It had only been last night when Briana last made a trek up to the thirteenth floor.  "Ward B," she said to herself as she rode the elevator up.  Briana tried to guess what Dr. Scott wanted.  She could only hope Missy Cutler, the nursing candidate she had sent up earlier had found her way.  It was not hard, but hospitals can be confusing.

Briana stepped off the elevator and walked straight down the hallway, past an empty reception desk.  It seemed Ward B did not have enough personnel.  Then again, with it being a university hospital, there was a lot of turnover.  Briana figured the receptionist had left recently.

"Come in," Dr. Scott called after Briana knocked gently on his office door.

"You wanted to see me?" Briana asked hesitantly, clutching her school books to her chest.

"Yes, it's time for your employment mandated physical."

"Wait, what?" Briana said in surprise.  "Mandated physical?  When did this happen?"

"It's happening today," Dr. Scott answered, ignoring Briana's confusion.

"But I'm not even supposed to be working today," Briana argued.  "I'm tired and want to go home.  I wouldn't even be here, but Tiffany got transfered or something.  I don't know the details, except that I was called in to work her shift today."

"Oh, I'm fully aware of the details," Dr. Scott said.  "Tiffany is working for me here on Ward B now.  And I must say, she is quite talented.  I'm sure you'll be getting to see her soon."

"Look, can't we just do this later," Briana pleaded.  "I'm really not up for a physical right now.  We can schedule something for another time.  I didn't even know physicals were mandated.  Actually, now that I think about it, I think this should wait.  I should talk to someone in HR about this."

"I'm afraid there isn't time for that," Dr. Scott said as he stood up from behind his desk.  He walked around toward Briana, briefly pushing a button on the phone.  Briana barely noticed the movement of his hand, not being sure what it meant.

"How about I come back tomorrow?" Briana said.

"Relax," Dr. Scott said.  "Here, let me take your books.  There's no need to carry around so much unneeded weight."  Dr. Scott pulled Briana's school books from her arms and set them down on his desk.  "That's better, isn't it?"

"Um, I guess," Briana said, thoroughly confused as to what was going on.  "But I really don't see the point.  In all my years working here, I've never been forced to take a physical.  This is ridiculous."

Before Dr. Scott could answer, the door opened.  Briana turned around to find a fetishized nurse smiling at her.

"Um," Briana started to say, her eyes getting lost in the nurse's impossible cleavage, but she was interrupted by Dr. Scott grabbing her from behind.

"Let me go," Briana yelled as she thrashed against Dr. Scott's strong arms.

"Don't make me call an orderly," Dr. Scott said in Briana's ear.  "They have a tendency to fight back."

Dr. Scott's warning did little to stop Briana from fighting back herself.  However, with each effort, Dr. Scott's arms only tightened, making it harder to breathe, let alone move.  But still, Briana fought with every ounce of energy she could muster.

"Do it," Nurse Cutler," Dr. Scott said.

Briana could barely understand the doctor as she continued to fight him, her brown hair falling in front of her eyes.  But through the curtain of hair covering her face, she caught a glimpse of something shiny.  It was a needle.  The nurse with the giant breasts was going to drug her.

Briana fought harder, but her energy was waning.  In her tired state, she had not been ready for this, even with the added adrenaline boost.  Then she felt something cold press into her arm.  Briana stopped fighting.  Everything went black.

Briana woke with a start, the remaining adrenaline in her system giving her an added jolt, forcing her to her feet.  She looked around her with wild eyes, searching for answers to questions that had not yet formed in her mind.  Slowly her situation began to dawn on her.  She was in a metal chamber of some sort.  That was all Briana could tell.

There was a door.  Briana tried to push it open, but there was no handle on the inside.  The door did not budge.  She was stuck.  Briana could feel her heart pounding in her chest, but she knew better than to get carried away with her fears.  She slowed her breathing and willed her heart rate to slow.

"Where am I?" Briana finally asked as she started to calm down.  She said it out loud, but she was sure no one could hear her.  When no answer came, she was not surprised.

"Wait a minute," Briana said with realization as she looked down at herself.  "Why am I naked?"

"It wouldn't do to cause you pain when your old clothes stop fitting," came Dr. Scott's voice through a hidden speaker.

"What the fuck's going on?" Briana yelled.  "What have you done to me?"

"Relax, Briana," Dr. Scott said calmly.  "We haven't done anything to you, yet."

That was a relief.  Nothing had happened.  Briana was safe.  But then...

"What do you mean you haven't done anything yet?" Briana asked as Dr. Scott's words began to sink in.  "You and that nurse person drugged me, took my clothes, and stuck me in this, this, this thing.  You sure as hell have done something.  Tell me what the hell is going on."

"I suppose you deserve a full explanation now that you've been transfered," Dr. Scott said.  "And it's a shame you don't remember Nurse Cutler.  You only met her this morning.  I can see she did not leave much of an impression on you.  Then again, she's gone through some changes since then."

"Wait, that was Missy Cutler?" Briana asked in surprise.  "But she was such a nice person.  What did you do to her?"

"I made her a bimbo," Dr. Scott answered plainly.  "She wanted to be a nurse here on Ward B, but to do so, certain changes were required.  I can assure you she is both happy and horny now."

"That doesn't make any sense," Briana complained as she grabbed her head in frustration.  "You can't just change people like that.  It's impossible."

"Not impossible, just improbable.  We here at the Bimbo Ward take our bimboization very seriously.  I assure you, with our modern methods, which we are always trying to improve, we can easily make a bimbo in only a few hours.  Just ask Tiffany.  I did her last night before she headed out to meet her girlfriends."

"Wait, you did Tiffany too?" Briana asked in shock.  It all seemed unbelievable.  Still, it explained a few things.  "And what do you mean by 'Bimbo Ward?'"

"Yes, I did.  Gave her a new job here too.  And 'Bimbo Ward' is just a little nickname we've picked up.  You see, that's what we specialize in, bimboization research.  We find new ways of making women into bimbos."

"That explains why I got called in today."

"Yes, well I can tell you, you won't be going back to your old job anymore.  I've had you transfered up here.  You're going to be our new receptionist."

Briana did not like the sound of that.  She hated bimbos.  Tiffany had been bad enough.  Briana could not even imagine what Tiffany was like now, but if Missy Cutler was an example of the doctor's work, she wanted nothing to do with him.  They could not force her to work on the thirteenth floor.

"I quit then," Briana said.  She stood there, looking toward where she assumed the speaker was.  Briana had her hands on her hips, standing defiant, with fire in her eyes.

"That won't be an option," Dr. Scott said.  "When I'm done with you, you'll love working here.  It will be your favorite thing, after getting fucked of course."

Briana shivered at the thought of becoming a sexy simpleton who really only cared about finding a cock to ride.  It was the last thing in the world she wanted.  Briana wanted to hit Dr. Scott, punish him for drugging her and putting her inside the chamber.  But she was stuck there, unable to affect change to her situation.

"Okay, fine, I'll work for you, since you seem to have the upper hand," Briana admitted.  Despite her outward appearance of defiance, her voice sounded defeated.  "Just let me out of here and I'll pretend the whole thing never happened.  I'll go sit at the front desk and do my job.  Will that suffice?"

Briana looked around her, hopeful Dr. Scott would find her proposal satisfactory.  If the nurse who had drugged her really was the same woman who had come in that morning for a job interview, Dr. Scott certainly seemed able to do what he said he could.  The breasts on the nurse were absolutely gigantic.  Briana had never paid much attention to breasts other than her own, but there was no way the round orbs on the nurse's chest could be real.  It was amazing she was already up and working after such a major surgery.

"I'm afraid it's not that simple," Dr. Scott said.  "There's a certain expectation that all the women who work for us need to be bimbos.  You are obviously not a bimbo, but whether you like it or not, you'll need to be one to work in your new position."

"But why are you doing this to me?" Briana asked, desperation in her voice.  "You could have chosen another woman."

"Look at you," Dr. Scott said.  "Already forsaking the sisterhood.  You'd rather another innocent end up in my clutches?  For shame.  Whatever happened to taking one for the team?"

Briana did not know what to say.  She had always considered herself a feminist.  Women needed to stick together if they were going to improve their lot in life.  And yet, Briana had asked Dr. Scott to find someone else.  She wanted to sacrifice someone else to his sadistic ideas.

"I thought that might get to you," Dr. Scott said.  "Not that it matters.  I've chosen you as our new receptionist and our new receptionist you will be."

"Why me?" Briana asked, sobbing.  Her earlier fire was gone, erased by despair.  As far as Briana saw it, her life was over.  She had wasted five years working her way through school.  Surely, bimbos and college did not mix.

"To be honest," Dr. Scott said, "it was your hatred of Tiffany.  You called her a bimbo.  While I'll admit, she wasn't far away from one when I got my hands on her, she was still a woman who deserved your respect.  The fact you were willing to sacrifice your coworker because she made an honest mistake is disgusting.  It's clear you need an attitude adjustment.  Luckily, I can give you that and a body to match."

"Just get it over with," Briana cried.  As much as she hated Dr. Scott and what he had planned for her, she hated herself just as much.  It would have been easy to say Dr. Scott's actions were uncalled for.  But it takes a real woman to accept the wrongs she has committed.  Briana knew she had been a bitch.  Now she was paying the price for it.

"Any requests?" Dr. Scott asked.  "I can't promise anything, but I thought I'd ask."

"I don't care," Briana said as she slumped into a ball on the floor.  Her tears continued to streak down her cheeks, falling onto her small breasts.  For the first time, she felt ashamed at being naked.  And worse, she hated herself for letting her emotions get to her.  Briana had always considered herself to be a strong woman, someone who could soldier on through the worst of situations.  But not anymore.  She was broken.

"All right then," Dr. Scott said.  "It will take me a few minutes to key in all I have planned for you.  You're going to love the new you.  I'll be sure of it."

Briana sat there, the cold metal floor slowly warming from her body heat.  She had no idea what had happened in that same chamber over the past twenty-four hours.  Even if she had been aware, she did not want to know the details.  As far as Briana was concerned, her life was over.  Whatever she became, the bimbo receptionist, she would be but a shadow of her former self.

"Wait," Briana called out, her voice cracking.  "I have one request.  Don't make me a blonde.  Let me keep my brown hair."

"Hmm," Dr. Scott said, considering Briana's request.  "That's an interesting idea.  I'll admit, I like my bimbos blonde, but there's something to be said for a sexy brunette."

"Please," Briana begged.

"Now that's an idea," Dr. Scott said, referring to his own thoughts.  He hurried back to work, ignoring Briana's continued pleading.

Several minutes later, Dr. Scott had finished his work.  "That should just about do it," he said, sitting back, satisfied with his work.  "This does get easier the more you use it," he added, commenting on the ease of use of the control interface.

"Stand up so I can see you better," Dr. Scott commanded.  "And don't worry, this won't take long."

Briana sniffled as she got to her feet.  She kept her hands in front of her, covering her sex.  Now that she had found shame, it seemed fitting.

"Are you ready to meet the new you?" Dr. Scott asked.

"Just get it over with."

Without warning, Dr. Scott pressed enter.  The first indication something was happening was the heat.  The air in the chamber suddenly got warm, turning hot in short order.  Briana was about to comment about how the air was starting to look funny, like heat rising off a hot surface.  However, as much as Briana wanted to pay attention to what was happening to her, a fog rolled into her mind, clouding her thoughts and memories as the machine went to work.

Bri opened her eyes to see Missy looking at her through the open door of the chamber.  She looked so sexy standing there with her giant tits practically hanging out of her dress.  All Bri could think of was how much she wanted to play with the nurse's titties, sucking on them.  That seemed like the best thing ever.

"How are you feeling?" Missy asked.

Bri stood there for a moment, considering the question.  She could already tell she was not very good at answering questions.  Still, this was one she should know.  "I feel, like, totally great," Bri finally said with a big smile.

And she did feel great.  Bri was vaguely aware she had been changed into a bimbo.  She could hardly wait to start exploring her new body.  Already, from what she could tell, her body was sending her happy and horny signals, wanting her to play with herself.  Or better yet, find someone to play with.  Not that Bri was capable of feeling sad.  Negative emotions had been erased from her brain.  She would be Ward B's happy little bimbo receptionist.

"Come on out," Missy beckoned.  "We've got to get you ready for your job.  Tiffany can't wait to see the new you."

"Tiff is, like, here?" Bri asked with excitement, looking around her, hoping to find her former coworker.

"Not in this room," Missy said with a giggle.  Bri giggled too.  It was her first of many.  "She's in the salon, waiting to find you clothes and then do your hair and makeup.  We bimbos have to always look our best."

"Yippee," Bri exclaimed, jumping up and down and clapping her hands in excitement.  Nurse Cutler tried in vain not to stare at Bri's new bouncing tits.  Still, she remained somewhat professional, not diving in to start playing, no matter how much she wanted to.  "Tiff's gonna make me, like, so pretty."

"And you need to put this on," Missy said as she held out a robe for Bri to wear.

"But why?" Bri asked with a confused look on her face.  She could see no reason to cover up her nakedness.  Guys would be more likely to fuck her when she was already naked.

"Hospital rules," the nurse said, not wanting to start an argument at the moment.  "No nudity in the hallways."

"Okay," Bri said, sounding slightly dejected, her lips turned into a pout.  But within seconds, her smile returned to her face.  That was as sad as Bri could get with her bimbofied brain.

Bri slipped the robe over her generous chest and tied it off around her slim waist.  The robe was short, only just barely falling below the swell of her bulbous ass.

"I'll show you the way," Missy said as she led the new bimbo out of the room.

"Pretty," Bri commented to herself about the pink walls as they walked down the hallway.

"Just the right color for the Bimbo Ward," the nurse agreed.

The walk down the hallway gave Bri a moment to think about her new life.  She remembered trying to be smart, working hard to earn her college degree.  All that was a distant memory, however, as Bri saw how much easier life was going to be as a bimbo.  It felt like all of her worries and anxieties had been lifted off her shoulders and erased from her mind.

There were a few negatives.  Complex and critical thinking was beyond Bri now.  She would be lucky to solve even the simplest of problems.  But as a bimbo, those things did not matter anymore.  Bri knew there would always be nice smart men to look after her, helping her make decisions.  It really was better this way.  She could not understand why she had not seen it before.  All girls should be bimbos.

"Oh my god, Briana, you're so pretty," Tiffany squealed when Nurse Cutler led Bri into the salon.  Tiffany ran across the room in her high heels and hugged Bri tightly, mashing their tits together.

Bri had a confused look on her face as she tried to place the bimbo hugging her.  Realization dawned on her and her smile only got bigger.

"Tiff, you're totally hot now," Bri said.

"You too," Tiffany replied.  "I'm so glad we get to work together again.  Isn't it great being a bimbo, Briana?"

"It's, like, Bri now.  Dr. Scott changed me."

"Isn't he sexy," Tiffany said, her eyes glassing over as she relived the last time she had sucked the doctor's cock.

"Totally," Bri said.  "I hope he'll fuck me later.  Is it, like, better as a bimbo?"

"Definitely," Tiffany answered.

"If I can interrupt," Missy said, feeling torn between jumping into their gossip and sex talk and her nursing duties, "I have rounds to do.  First one to Dr. Scott's office gets to suck his cock."

"Huh?" Bri said as she watched Nurse Cutler sway out of the salon.

"We have to make you pretty," Tiffany said.  "And it looks like we better hurry if you want a chance to suck Dr. Scott's cock.  She's a really good cocksucker.  And a good pussy eater too."

"Can we?" Bri started, hoping to play.  All the talk about sucking cocks was heating her up.

"Not right now.  We need to pick an outfit for you first."

"Ooh, that sounds totally fun," Bri squealed, her attention suddenly on all of the possible clothes.

"Okay, now we just need to figure out what would be perfect for you.  Take that robe off so I can see you better."  Bri happily shed the robe, dropping it carelessly on the floor.  She enjoyed the feeling of bare skin.  If she could, Bri would always be naked.  Considering how hot she was, she figured most guys would not mind.

Tiffany sized Bri up with a careful visual inspection.  She had a talent for picking out fitting clothes.

"How slutty are you thinking?" Tiffany asked as she shifted her focus to the different clothing options.

"Like, totally slutty," Bri answered.  "I want to, like, be the sluttiest bimbo receptionist ever."

"I like your thinking, but I don't think Dr. Scott would like you being too slutty.  As much as we would all love it, we're not allowed to just fuck wherever.  There's a time and place for everything and the reception desk, while the perfect height for getting fucked from behind, just isn't the place."

"Phooey," Bri pouted.  "But how will guys know to, like, fuck me and stuff?"

"Simple," Tiffany said.  "You don't need to dress like a complete slut to get guys to fuck you.  You just have to show your tits and ass as much as is allowed."

"Are you sure?" Bri asked skeptically.

Tiffany ignored her and started digging through a rack of dresses.  With so many choices, there had to be a good one for Bri.  She needed to be presentable, as the ward's public face, but she still needed to advertise her bimbo status.  There was a part of Tiffany that wanted to get on with the regular patients, because she could make them as slutty as they wanted.  The fact was, she wanted to make Bri look slutty too, but she also knew there were limits to how far she could take her.

"Ooh, this is perfect," Tiffany exclaimed as she pulled a dress out.  "You're just going to love this, I know it."

"Like, what is it?" Bri asked excitedly.

"Close your eyes," Tiffany said.  "I want to make it a surprise for my new best friend."

"I'm, like, your best friend?" Bri squealed.

"Of course, silly," Tiffany said.  "Now close your eyes."

Bri squeezed her eyes shut as tight as she could.  If she looked silly and stupid before, she looked even more so now.  Tiffany could not help but giggle at the new bimbo.

"Just give me a moment," Tiffany said as she moved Bri around like a doll, dressing her.

Bri kept her eyes closed, but she could not help but smile.  She had no idea what the dress looked like, but she could feel a faint breeze on her exposed skin, and there was still a lot of it.

"Okay, you can open your eyes now."

"Oh my god, I totally love it," Bri said the moment she saw her reflection.  The white dress pushed her tits up, held up by a thin strap that tied off behind her neck.  Below her tits, the dress split off into several straps that crisscrossed around her body until they rejoined in a short little skirt, exposing a great deal of her midriff along the way.

"See what I mean by professional?" Tiffany said with a knowing giggle.  They both knew the dress would not pass muster at a law office, but it was perfect for a bimbo receptionist at the Bimbo Ward.

Bri giggled too.  "I, like, see what you mean."

"Now I just need to find you the right shoes."

Tiffany started perusing the large shoe collection, looking for just the right pair.  There were so many choices.  With the all white dress, she knew Bri would need a white pair.  The heels had to be really high too--six inches at least.  Bri was already walking on her tiptoes.

"Here we go," Tiffany said as she grabbed one of the taller pairs that were not ballet heels.  Bri was not ready for those yet.  Although Tiffany liked the idea of Bri mincing around in them.

In the end, Bri and Tiffany lost the race with Missy.  The nurse had easily made her rounds and sucked off Dr. Scott before Bri was even close to being finished.  There had been a delay when Tiffany started on her makeup.  The two bimbos had been unable to help themselves.  As soon as Tiffany was done with Bri's hair, they started making out.  It did not go past that, but when they finished, both of them breathing hard, Tiffany needed to fix her makeup too.

However, the added time turned out not to matter.  In fact, it gave Dr. Scott time to recover from having his balls drained by the new nurse.  The moment he saw the made up Bri, he was already hard again.

"Like, hi, Doctor," Bri said with a giggle as she swayed into his office.  In addition to her makeup and styled hair, Bri was wearing white plastic bangles on each arm that clacked with every movement, big white plastic hoop earrings and a little silver necklace with a B that hung down to the top of her cleavage.  Bri was not sure if the B was for her name or for the fact she was a bimbo.  Not that she particularly cared.  "What do you think?"  Bri added a sexy little spin to show off her whole body for her new boss.  "I hope this is a appro, app, okay for my new job."

"Just perfect," Dr. Scott said as he pushed his chair back from behind his desk.

Bri knew just what to do.  She made her way around the desk, excited for what was going to happen next.  She giggled when she saw Dr. Scott already had his cock out.  She started to slide to her knees.

"Not yet, my little bimbo," Dr. Scott said, helping her stay on her feet.  "I have a different idea of how I want to break you in."

"You do?"

"Yes, I do.  But first, I want to tell me what you think of the new you."

"Oh gosh, I, like, totally love it," Bri said enthusiastically.  "Being a sexy bimbo is, like, the best thing ever.  Every girl should be bimbo."

"I'm glad you like it," Dr. Scott said with a smile.  "I think you're going to make a great receptionist for us.  But before we get to the fun stuff, I have one last question to ask.  Do you know why you're now the dumbest bimbo on the ward?"

Most women would have taken being called dumb as an insult.  However, Bri knew she was an idiot and wore the badge of stupidity proudly.  She was a dumb bimbo and could not imagine her life any other way, even if she had been a smart and capable woman only a few hours earlier.  Then again, she was not getting regular fuckings in her old life.  As a bimbo, she could just about assume she would never go more than a few hours without getting a nice cock in her or playing with her new bimbo friends.

Bri sucked on her finger innocently as she turned back and forth.  She clearly did not know how to answer Dr. Scott's question.  Rather than guess, she did her best to look dumb and cute so that she would be given the answer.

"It's because of how you treated Tiffany," Dr. Scott said.  "You were mean to her, even if you never said anything to her face.  But it was also because you wanted to keep your hair color.  I like my bimbos blonde, but your one request was to stay a brunette.  So I got an idea to make you dumb as dirt.  You're basically a dumb blonde without the blonde hair.  I'm going to love the irony."

"You want to iron my hair?" Bri asked, completely confused.

"No, my little bimbo," Dr. Scott said reassuringly, "I want to fuck you."

"Oh goody," Bri squealed.

"Why don't you sit down on my cock and ride me."

"Yes, Doctor," Bri said with a giggle.  She hiked her dress up around her waist and backed up toward Dr. Scott.

"Let me help you," he said, placing both hands on Bri's hips, guiding her down onto his rock hard cock.

"Oh fuck," Bri called out as she was split open.  She had never felt anything like it before.  Awash with pleasure, Bri let her new body's instincts take over as she began to buck her hips, slowly gyrating her body as she fucked her boss.

"Yes, you're a good fuck," Dr. Scott commented as he reached up and began to play with Bri's tits, mashing them in his hands.  Sparks went off in front of her eyes as she was manhandled.

Bri braced herself on the desk with her hands as she rode Dr. Scott and his impressive shaft.  Her eyes were as blank as her mind as she let herself succumb to her body's desires.

"Boom goes the dynamite," Dr. Scott called out as he came, shooting his seed deep into Bri's pussy.

His hot white cum splashing against her pussy walls set off her own climax.  Bri screamed out unintelligibly as she came, her whole body spasming in pleasure, every nerve firing off, telling her brain one thing--she was cumming.

"That was, like, super hot," Bri said as she started to come down from her orgasmic high.  Already, she was thinking about her next cock, knowing it could be a little while before Dr. Scott was ready again.

"Now go make yourself useful," Dr. Scott said as he swatted Bri's ass playfully.  "Go to your post and I'll be out in a few minutes to show you the ropes."

Bri, now standing, worked to make her dress presentable again.  "But I thought I was the receptionist.  I don't know anything about, like, ropes.  Unless it's ropes of cum."  Bri punctuated her last sentence with a giggle.

"Just get out there," Dr. Scott said.  "I hope I didn't make you too dumb."

"Psh," Bri said as she started toward the door.  "That's impossible.  A silly little bimbo like me can't be too dumb.  You're being silly."  Just as she reached the door, she flipped up the back of her dress and wiggled her ass at Dr. Scott.  "I can't wait to have you teach me," Bri added as seductively as possible, before pulling her dress back down and sashaying out of the office.

The next morning, all three new staff bimbos were starting their first full day together on the Bimbo Ward.  They had ended up going out together the night before, staying up late as they partied as only bimbos could.  The trio ended up getting a hotel suite for the night, inviting back several studs they picked up along their journeys.  It was a fun night, especially considering it was only the first of many they would be spending together.  It had been Missy's idea that they should all move in together.  It would just make things easier.

While Missy had maintained her intelligence, she was still all bimbo when it came to clothing and men.  After work, they all went shopping for new wardrobes, knowing their old clothes were no fun and did not fit anymore.  From there, they hit the clubs.  Missy looked out for the other two, especially Bri, who nearly got arrested after a guy in a car shouted to take her top off.  Bri, of course, consented, only to have a nearby police officer see her.

It had been quick thinking by Missy to suggest to the officer just how three willing bimbos could make his night if he overlooked Bri's public indecency.  Of course, the triple bang in the nearby alleyway was public indecency too, but at least everyone got off and no one spent the night in jail.

Missy had already reported to Dr. Scott and started making her rounds.  While the machine that had made the new staff bimbos was nice and fast, there were other patients who were on a different bimboization plan.  For some, their stays would take a month or more.  And it was Missy's job to check in on all of them.

Bri was sitting behind her desk, perusing a magazine.  She skipped over the articles, finding that reading more than a few sentences at a time gave her a headache.  Not that she minded.  This particular magazine was more about the pictures, especially pictures of big titted women getting fucked in the ass.  Bri squirmed, digging her ass into her chair, pushing the plug she had inside her even deeper.

Tiffany stood idly next to the reception desk, chatting about something that Bri was having a hard time following while looking at the pictures in her magazine.  Bri was only able to handle one thing at a time.  Tiffany, however, did not seem to notice her friend's lack of attention.  She was just bored.

"There's no one to make pretty right now," Tiffany complained as she leaned against the wall.  "Dr. Scott said he might have someone for me after lunch, but that's so long from now.  If I could do the math, I could tell you exactly how long, but I can't.  I just want it to be lunch already."

Occasionally, Bri would say something when Tiffany's chattering caught her attention for a moment, but the conversation never lasted long.  To be honest, both girls knew how to pass the time, but Dr. Scott had made it very clear that they were not to fool around on company time.  On break, they could fuck all they wanted, but not when they were representing the hospital.  Of course, behind closed doors, those rules were not always heeded, even by him.

"Um, excuse me," came the voice of a man.

Bri looked up with a smile.  "Hi, I'm Bri.  How can I, like, help you?"  Her words were well practiced.  Before Dr. Scott let her go yesterday, he had made Bri practice it over and over again.  However, no matter how many times she said it, she could not avoid adding a 'like' into it.

"Yeah, is this Ward B?" the man asked.  There was hesitation in his voice.  He looked nervous.

"Sure is," Bri said, her voice a model of cheeriness.

"Good.  I'm here about bimbofying my wife.  It's kind of an emergency.  She found out I've been having an affair with my secretary.  She's out in the car, waiting for me, thinking I'm in here refilling a prescription of hers.  I'm afraid when I go back out, she'll castrate me."

Both bimbos winced at the thought of castrating a virile man.

"Not to worry," Bri said with confidence.  "I know just what to do."

Bri looked down at her phone, trying to remember what Dr. Scott had told her to do.  Her eyes lit up with recognition when her memory clicked.  Bri pushed the big pink button on the phone for a Code Pink.  It was only to be used in emergencies.

Within moments, Dr. Scott was at the reception desk.

The man explained his situation.  Dr. Scott knew just what to do.

"I'll send a couple orderlies out to pick her up," Dr. Scott said.  "Just write down your car's color, make, model and license plate number and leave your keys."  He pushed a pad of paper and a pen across to the man.  "Bri, I need you to call Nurse Cutler and tell her to prep room three.  Can you do that?"

"Like, of course, Doctor," Bri said as she picked up the phone and pushed the button next to Missy's name.

"Tiffany, it looks like you're going to have someone to make pretty this morning, after all."

"Yippee," Tiffany cheered.

"Now get going," Dr. Scott said, sending her away with a swat on the ass.

"Now why don't you come back to my office with me," Dr. Scott said to the man, "and we can discuss what is needed.  I can guarantee your wife won't mind you sleeping with your secretary after today.  In fact, she might want to join in."

Bri finished her call with Missy just as Dr. Scott and the man disappeared around the corner.  She sat back in her chair with big smile on her face.  She had a job she loved.  She was super sexy without a care in the world.  She got to fuck and suck men and women all the time.  And she was about to welcome a new bimbo into the world.  Bri had never been happier and she knew things were just getting started.  Life was definitely better as a bimbo working on the Bimbo Ward.
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Other bimbo themed stories:

The Case of the Bimbo Wife: A Bimbo Transformation Mystery

Amber Maddox is down on her luck. The private investigator is in a new city, hiding out from her old bosses on the other side of the country. But as luck would have it, a rich client appears, a Mr. Davis, one who could Amber back on her feet. All she needs to do is discover who bimbofied Mrs. Davis.

However, the true nature of the case makes itself apparent when Amber discovers she is a target of the same people who turned Mrs. Davis from a high end lawyer into a giggling bimbo. Will Amber shed the light on these clandestine bimbofiers or will she become a bimbo herself? Find out in The Case of the Bimbo Wife.

This 10,000 word short story is an erotic bimbo transformation story that contains descriptions of body alterations, including breast enlargement, and 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.

Twelve Days of Bimbo: A Bimbo Transformation Novella

David and Jessica's relationship was on the rocks. Their engagement was at a crossroads. In David's eye, they needed a miracle to stay together. That miracle comes from a man named Nick and his cute elves with a return to the celebration of the Twelve Days of Christmas. All David has to do is give twelve gifts to Jessica over twelve days.

Only it turns out that celebrating the Twelve Days of Christmas has a bigger effect on David and Jessica than returning romance to their lives.  With each gift, Jessica changes, both physically and mentally.  And David is the only one who notices.

What will become of Jessica?  Will she and David's relationship survive? Find out in Twelve Days of Bimbo.

This 19,000 word novella is an erotic bimbo transformation story that contains descriptions of body alterations, including breast enlargement, and 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.

Snow White and the Evil Witch: A Bimbo Transformation Fairy Tale

Only one person stands in the way of the evil witch becoming the hottest woman in all the land. That person is Snow White, a well known bimbo. The witch has a simple plan to send her body guard to kill Snow White, allowing her to the hottest of them all.

However, the witch's plan goes wrong. Snow White lives, finding seven dwarfs to live with. Not only must the body guard, Captain Magnus Gallus, be punished for his betrayal, Snow White must still be dealt with too.  And by the end, Snow White might not be the only bimbo around.

What will the witch do? What will happen to Captain Gallus? Will Snow White survive? And what role might the prince end up playing in it all? Find out in Snow White and the Evil Witch: A Bimbo Transformation Fairy Tale.

This 21,500 word novella is an erotic bimbo gender transformation fairy tale that contains descriptions of oral sex and body alterations including breast enlargement and 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.

Bimbo Bet: A Bimbo Transformation Novella

It was a simple bet. The loser of a game of skee ball would have to go inside the Bimbo Machine. Neither Kirby or Yasmin knew what the Bimbo Machine was, but just going inside would not cause any harm. Or so they assumed. Before they can stop it, they both begin down the path toward becoming bimbos.

It is none other than Mr. Patterson, owner of the Bimbo Machine and the president of the company, who finds them exploring where they should not have been during a company party. While Yasmin had always been quiet and shy, Kirby, her best friend, had an adventurous spirit. It was her idea to leave the party and go exploring. What they did not anticipate was finding Mr. Patterson's Game Room, which included the Bimbo Machine. Only, when he finds them, it is already too late.

What will become of Yasmin and Kirby? Will they become insatiable bimbos? Or will they find a way to halt the process and change back to their original selves? Will they want to? And what role will Mr. Patterson play in it all? Find out in Bimbo Bet.

This 15,000 word novella is an erotic bimbo transformation story that contains descriptions of oral sex and body alterations including breast enlargement and includes dollification and 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.

Experiment in Submission: A Bimbo Transformation Novel

It all started with a solution for Emily's migraines. The pressure of college was becoming too much. Luckily, her boyfriend, Jack, knew something about hypnosis. And it works. Emily's migraines begin to ease. However, what began as a simple way to relax and relieve tension takes a dark turn when something inside of Emily is awoken. Not only does hypnosis leave her relaxed, but aroused as well. 

Before Emily can fully comprehend her actions, she offers Jack free reign with her mind. Her one desire after finishing college is to become his fantasy woman. Jack takes his newly offered power seriously, devising a plan to make Emily his, heart, body, mind and soul. The only question is, what kind of woman will Emily become? Find out in Experiment in Submission. 

This is a bimbo transformation novel involving consensual hypnosis as a means of transforming into a bimbo, told through diary and journal entries. It contains descriptions of masturbation, oral sex, anal sex and body alterations, including surgical 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.

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.

(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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