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		Introduction

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 1 is the first in a series of short story anthologies. The stories in this volume were first written for Patreon before they were removed from that platform.

		Future volumes of this series will feature former Patreon stories as well as brand new content.

		Volume 1 does not have a specific theme, however, related stories are included with each other to improve the reading experience. Enjoy.

		

	
		

		Company Loyalty

		

		Vivian Hong had never planned to make a career out of working at a coffee shop. It had started as a part time job to help pay for college.

		At the time, Vivian spent her free time studying. The pressure from her family all but required her to ace every test and paper. She needed to be perfect to uphold her family honor.

		But college did not come cheap. In fact, despite the scholarships she had earned and her family helping with her tuition, the money came up short. To stay in school, Vivian needed a job.

		That was where the coffee shop came in. Jason, the owner, was immediately impressed by Vivian's work ethic and her quest for perfection in everything she did.

		And if Jason was honest with himself, Vivian had a cuteness about her that he thought he could use to grow the business. But for his plan to work, he needed Vivian to give up on school. He needed her behind the counter full time.

		With Vivian as the focal point of Jason's plan, he slowly started increasing her hours. The first week, she did not notice. It was only two hours extra. She still had plenty of time to study and ace her classes.

		But as the weeks wore on, Vivian found herself working at the coffee shop more and more and studying less and less. Three weeks in, Vivian had complained, threatening to quit, but Jason was able to stay. He only needed her to work the extra hours until he found another barista to take some of the load.

		Jason never did hire another barista. Instead, he kept giving Vivian more hours. After unsuccessfully confronting Jason, Vivian turned toward her uncle. He was the patriarch of the family and he had always been the most influential person in her life. But he also had traditionalist views regarding honor and loyalty. Vivian came away from the meeting with instructions to do as her boss needed. It was important to be loyal, after all.

		Vivian knew her grades were slipping. Her once perfect test scores had begun to drop precipitously. She might not have actually been the smartest in her classes, but she succeeded through hard work and determination. But with her time spent at the coffee shop, she simply had not had time to put the work in and it showed.

		"Vivi, we have a new barista uniform," Jason announced one day. He had started calling her Vivi instead of Vivian not long after she first confronted him about her hours.

		Vivian was opening that morning. She had already worked it out where she would go straight to class from the coffee shop. There was not time to change. Now she would have to go to class in her uniform.

		The moment Vivian put on the new uniform, her cheeks turned red. The uniform was a tight little t-shirt with a deep scoop neckline and left several inches of her taut tummy bare. The accompanying miniskirt and high heels made Vivian feel completely on display.

		Without time to change, even her shoes, Vivian shuffled into class two minutes late. She had not accounted for her slower walking pace.

		The only noise in the classroom was of pencils on paper. All the students were bent over their desks writing away. It was test day and Vivian had completely forgotten.

		Vivian's entrance was noticed by all as she made her way to the professor's desk to pick up her test. The male students struggled to keep their eyes on their tests as Vivian made her way to an open desk and sat down to begin.

		Tears flowed as Vivian sat there after the test. She knew she had failed. In all her life, she had never failed before. She was devastated.

		Within two weeks of that first failed test, Vivian failed two more. After that, she basically stopped going to her classes. Instead, she found herself working at the coffee shop more and more. It was the one thing she found satisfaction in now.

		It helped that Jason was always complimenting her. Both her work and her appearance. That was why when Jason changed the name of the shop to Bikini Coffee, Vivian did not put up a fight. She happily wore the bikini uniform.

		But something else changed too. By this time Vivian had officially dropped out of school and moved out of the dorms. Luckily, she was making plenty of money with all her overtime at the coffee shop to afford a small apartment.

		Jason continued to compliment his star employee, but they came with veiled insults, putting down Vivian's intelligence and worth as a person. She was a "silly girl" or a "stupid slut."

		At first Vivian was hurt, but the more she tried to improve, the worse the insults became. No matter what she did, she was not enough.

		Her job had become everything to her. She needed to succeed. And then came a realization. Maybe Jason was telling her how he wanted her to be.

		From that point on, Vivian became Vivi and embraced the silly and slutty image Jason had built for her. And to her amazement, everything got better.

		Of course, it helped that Vivi now sucked Jason's cock on a regular basis. She was a slut after all. It was expected of her. Vivi's technique was not great to begin with, but over the next few weeks, she improved by leaps and bounds.

		By then, Vivi did absolutely anything Jason asked of her. She was loyal to the company. And as Jason was the owner, she was loyal to him.

		Vivi Hong still works for Bikini Coffee, although you will rarely see her wearing a bikini. Her usual work uniform is an apron and a thong. The apron is especially appealing now that she has recovered from her augmentation. The side boob alone keeps all the men coming back for more.

		Vivi has never been happier. She gave up all that hard thinking to be a simple-minded and slutty barista. But more importantly, she learned the importance of company loyalty.

		

	
		

		The Bimbo In the Bottle

		

		Kayli had not always lived in a bottle. She had been a normal woman, with a life, a career, a boyfriend.

		But then she found the bottle at a flea market. There was no reason for her to buy it. The garish pink color did not match anything she owned.

		Still, there was something about the bottle that stole her attention. She had to buy it.

		The cost of the bottle had been trivial, something Kayli could easily afford. The seller treated the exchange as nothing out of the ordinary.

		However, what neither seller, nor buyer, understood was that living inside the bottle was a genie.

		Once Kayli was home, she took out the bottle and stared into its depths. She could not help herself. Something about the bottle mesmerized her.

		"Master," came a deep rumbling from within the bottle. The glass began to vibrate and smoke began pouring out the top.

		Kayli jumped back, dropping the bottle onto the floor where it shattered into a million pieces.

		The air grew thick with pink smoke. The acrid smell made Kayli crinkle her nose. It smelled old and possibly moldy.

		As the smoke slowly cleared, a shirtless man stood where the bottle had broken, his arms crossed over his chest.

		"I am the genie in the bottle," the man said, his voice deep and powerful, the same voice that had come out of the bottle just before Kayli had dropped it.

		Kayli stood there, feeling small and powerless before the genie. Her petite frame made her look even smaller against the genie's heavily muscled body. He looked like he would have been home in a bodybuilding magazine.

		"I am supposed to give you three wishes," the genie said. His voice was unfeeling, emotionless.

		"However," the genie continued, "you have destroyed my bottle, thus breaking the curse that has held me for thousands of years. That is good for me, but the curse still lives. I cannot return to the bottle, but there is another here who can take my place."

		"You mean me?" Kayli squeaked.

		"You shall be the new genie in the bottle."

		"But I have a life," Kayli said, her voice only slightly louder. She could not believe this was happening. How was she supposed to disappear and become the new genie in the bottle? It made no sense. Then again, before moments earlier, she did not believe genies existed.

		"It matters not. Look, the curse is already taking its hold on you."

		Kayli looked down to see the remaining smoke begin to swirl around her ankles. Her sensible shoes shifted their appearance, forcing her feet up, and her body with it, changing into a pair of high heels.

		"Wait, stop," Kayli pleaded, but the former genie merely stood there and watched, a big grin on his face as Kayli's simple jeans morphed into white fishnet stockings.

		"I've always wondered what this looked like," the former genie said. "And I can't wait to get my wishes out of it."

		Kayli tried not to panic as she watched pink latex panties encase her, sitting far higher on her waist than she generally wore panties. But that was only noticeable because her top had all but disappeared, turning into pink faux fur attached to her white bra.

		The final change to Kayli's appearance was the change in her hair color. Her hair lightened and lengthened, now hanging in loose blonde waves down to the small of her back.

		The smoke once again cleared. Kayli looked down to see the broken bottle reform. She looked at it and could think nothing but "home." She was now the genie in the bottle.

		The former genie reached down and picked up the bottle and gave it a gentle rub. Kayli's body shuttered with a wave of pleasure. She closed her eyes, enjoying the sensations washing through her.

		When Kayli opened her eyes again, she looked up at the former occupant of the bottle with a kind of reverence she had never felt before.

		"Master," Kayli moaned. "How may I serve you?"

		The words were completely foreign to Kayli, yet they felt completely natural. She quickly realized, this was her new reality.

		"I am assuming I get the usual three wishes?" Kayli's master asked.

		"Yes, master," Kayli answered. The words came tumbling out of her mouth before she even knew what she was saying.

		"For my first wish, I wish to be a successful member of society."

		"As you wish, master," Kayli said. She could feel the magic build up inside of her. Then with a wave of her hand, everything changed. Instead of being in Kayli's old apartment, they were in a penthouse suite in the middle of the city.

		What was more, Kayli's master stood there dressed in a perfectly tailored suit, wearing an expensive gold watch and otherwise looking like the successful man he now was.

		"For my second wish, I wish you were a stupid and sexy bimbo who can't count."

		Again, Kayli could feel the magic build up within her. But unlike the first wish, this time the magic stayed inside of her, moving into her head. Kayli could feel a pink fog seep into her brain, pushing out all those old icky thoughts and numbers. Especially the numbers.

		Once the magic had finished its work, Kayli looked up at her master with a longing and lustful stare, licking her lips at the thought of what he could do to her.

		"For my second wish," her master began, "I wish for you to suck my cock."

		For the briefest of moments, Kayli paused. Something about the wish did not seem right to her. But that feeling passed and Kayli dropped to her knees and deftly opened her master's pants before she took him into her mouth for the first time.

		Kayli lived a happy bimbo life as her master's genie slut. While she most enjoyed pleasing her master, she also enjoyed living in her bottle. The pink decor just made her feel all fuzzy inside.

		Her master had rigged up some sort of telephone inside her bottle so he could call on her even if he was not near the bottle. During the sometimes long periods when he was gone, Kayli took to fantasizing about licking her master's cock, just like that first time. Sadly, in Kayli's bimbo state, she used the phone receiver as a stand in.

		Not that Kayli minds. For her, she is living the perfect bimbo genie life. She never wants it to end. And with her master calling the shots, it may never end.

		

	
		

		If You Can’t Beat Them…

		

		Idid everything I could to stop them. But in the end, it all seemed so hopeless. How could I have ever thought I would win out over them?

		It all started when Kathryn came back from her vacation from the office. She had left a severe brunette who was a stickler for rules and regulations. She returned as a bubbly blonde with a penchant for double entendres. She preferred to be called Kitty.

		I didn't mind at first. She was actually nicer to the people in the office. Not that I was willing to call her Kitty. She would always be Kathryn to me. And the men liked her more too, although I think that had more to do with her showing off cleavage I had never known her to have before. While I didn't think her short skirts and low-cut tops were necessarily appropriate, I was glad that she wasn't a constant drag, making people work harder, myself included.

		Everything was going swimmingly until Georgia returned from a three-day weekend, her red hair colored platinum blonde and her previously nonexistent breasts plumped up to the point where they absolutely dominated her figure, no matter what she wore.

		Kitty and Gigi, as Georgia now insisted everyone call her, were practically inseparable. When they were not performing the duties of their job, which they seemed to do with a much more lighthearted attitude than their previous selves did, they were always together, chatting, gossiping, giving each other makeup tips. I even once overheard them talking about sex in the break room.

		With just the two of them, I could have lived with it. But it didn't end there. Slowly, but surely, the other women in the office began to change too, one at a time.

		Beverly called in sick with the flu, but when she returned she called it the boob flu. Her breasts were even bigger than Gigi's. I didn't even understand how she could stand with those monsters on her chest.

		Then there was Abigail, Nicole, Josephine, Kiandra and Michelle. They had once all been serious hard working women. They all became bimbos, joining Kitty and her bimbo clique.

		It shouldn't have bothered me. They were free actors and could live the lives they wanted to, but I knew something sinister was going on. Seeing them like that just made me work all the harder in my job.

		But they did affect me. While they got the easy assignments, I was always handed the difficult cases, the ones with minimal margins that made it look like I wasn't holding up my end. My annual performance review came back with a "needs improvement" statement. I was working 10-hour days, doing everything I could to keep afloat. Meanwhile the bimbos regularly left early for shopping or for a salon appointment. The men didn't seem to mind.

		And so here I am, waiting for Kitty to return from lunch with the other bimbos. I finally broke. I can't keep this up. If you can't beat them, join them. I can't say I want to be another bimbo like the rest of them, but what else am I supposed to do? Quitting wasn't an option for me.

		When Kitty finally returned, an hour later than she was supposed to and wearing an entirely new outfit from the morning, I explained why I wanted to see her.

		Kitty smiled at me and told me to wait a moment while she went and poked her head in the boss' office. She returned a moment later and led me to the elevator.

		Once the elevator doors closed, Kitty turned to me and told me how I would need to suck the boss' cock for letting me go early. I was so shocked I didn't know what to say. I could feel my face flush. I had never sucked a cock before. Was this how the bimbos got away with so much? They were exchanging sexual favors for leniency? We rode the elevator down in silence.

		Kitty took my hand as we exited the elevator on the ground floor and she practically pulled me toward her car. She could move surprisingly well in her high heels. I had never mastered anything with much more than two inches. Kitty was rocking five or six-inch heels.

		It didn't take long before we arrived at Kitty's condo. As soon as we were out of her car, she once again took my hand and silently pulled me behind her. Once inside, it looked just like I imagined a bimbo's home to look. There was pink everywhere. Although, the walls hadn't been painted yet. They were still what I assumed was the original beige. So there was still some small part of the original Kathryn present, even if I assumed it would not be much longer before Kitty had taken over entirely.

		Kitty sat me down on the couch, a soft pink one that was amazingly comfortable. Then she shuffled off to another room. When she returned, she was holding what looked like a basic pebble.

		She took my hand and pressed the pebble into my palm. I took it from her and held it. I didn't understand what was going on.

		But then to my complete surprise, the pebble began to emit a pink light, a pink light that seemed to reach out and bathe me in its warmth. It was nice and made me feel content, like everything was perfect.

		The changes began with my hair. I could feel a tingle across my scalp. My hair began to grow, lengthening from the short bob I always had into long luxurious locks of platinum blonde hair. Within moments it had grown past my elbows, continuing to grow until it pooled slightly on the couch  behind me.

		Next came changes to my face. I had always been a brown eyed brunette with a largish nose and thin lips. I was now a blonde. I looked ahead to see my reflection in a mirror on the opposite wall. My eyes turned blue and seemed to grow bigger, my nose shrunk in size to become a perfect little button, and my lips plumped up to the point they almost didn't close naturally. I looked almost doll-like, a sex doll.

		Of course, I wasn't done yet. I might have the face and hair of a bimbo, but the rest of me was still plain old me. The magic pebble, for clearly it had to be magic to do this to me, seemed to move its focus from my body to my clothes. My simple white blouse shifted and changed color. In mere moments, it was a yellow low cut wrap top that left my belly button bare and tied off just above my left hip. My dress slacks changed too, becoming a short blue circle skirt that barely reached the top of my thighs. What was more, I could tell I wasn't wearing underwear anymore. No bra or panties for this future bimbo, I guessed.

		My shoes changed last. They went from simple black flats to blue stiletto heels that almost forced my feet completely vertical. It felt odd enough sitting there like that, but I couldn't imagine walking down the street dressed as I was. What would people think?

		With my clothes changed, the pebble returned its focus to my body. The few extra pounds I had gained in my midsection over the years of office life suddenly seem to shift around. Some headed down to expand out my ass, forcing me to change my posture on the couch. The rest moved up and went straight to my tits. I had not even considered them tits before, always breasts, but nothing this big could have such a clinical name. I had tits, and they only continued to grow, large and perky. It was a good thing my top was stretchy and I wasn't wearing a bra, because fabric would have ripped with my expanding assets.

		Was I going to be the biggest in the office? I couldn't help but wonder as my tits finally stopped growing. I could barely see my knees, obscured by the impressive view of my tits. They still tingled. But unlike my scalp earlier, this tingling was of a more sexual nature.

		The pebble continued to rid me of my flaws, sculpting my arms and legs, altering my body to better fit my new role in life, as well as make it possible to walk without falling over in a pair of sky high heels. I doubted I would ever stand flat footed again. The final physical change were my nails. They grew out to a length that would make me useless in the office. No more typing for me, that was for sure. They turned a nice shade of pink.

		Once the pebble finished with my body, it moved its focus to my head, namely what was inside of it. If the pebble's pink glow felt warm on my skin, it felt like a warm blanket wrapping around all my thoughts. It felt really nice and I couldn't help but smile.

		I could feel my worries, my anxieties, my thoughts slowly get stripped away. I was sure the old me would have been terrified by what was happening, but I couldn't find it in me to be concerned. The fact was, not having all that bouncing around in my head was freeing. Sure, I wasn't particularly bright, but what had my smarts really ever gotten me?

		With my mind simplified, the pebble began adding. A whole new world flashed before me. Suddenly I understood how to use my body, how to turn on men and women, how to perform sexually, in all manner of ways. Suddenly I felt complete, like my life had purpose. I had never felt that way before. Sure, I was a dumb bimbo, but I was hot and my role in life was to look pretty and give others pleasure. It all made so much sense.

		I looked back down at the pebble in my hand. It had stopped glowing and looked entirely normal again. I then looked up at Kitty and saw her smiling at me. If I didn't know better, I thought I could sense lust in her too. Was that a new skill of mine, knowing when people were turned on? That would make things ever better.

		I dropped the pebble on the coffee table and then pushed myself to my feet. My proportions were completely different and my feet were pushed up at a ridiculous angle, but it all felt natural, felt right.

		I giggled as I stepped toward Kitty and kissed her, hard. Our generous tits pressed together as we probed each other's mouths with our tongues. It was amazing.

		No, we didn't let things go beyond that first kiss. As Kitty reminded me, we needed to get back to the office. I had to suck the boss' cock. That sounded like the best idea now. I would suck his cock anywhere, anytime. It's what I was for.

		Of course, after I was done at the office, I had a lot of work to do. Not that I could call it work. But the fact was, I needed to go shopping. I needed new sexy outfits, both for the office and for the rest of the time. But hey, not that I was a bimbo, that was expected of me. It was great finally being able to live up to everyone's expectations.

		

	
		

		Catching Up With Old Friends

		

		"O -M-G," came a woman's voice, nearly making Marcy jump as she sat reading her book, waiting at the coffee shop for her old friend, Jessica. "It's so good to see you."

		Marcy looked up to see a blonde haired bimbo standing above her, perched on impossibly tall heels and with a chest that looked ready to burst out of what she called a top. It took a moment for Marcy to realize the bimbo was talking to her. And another moment to realize the bimbo was Jessica.

		"Jessica?" Marcy asked as she stood up to greet her old friend. It had been years since they last saw each other. The last time they had seen each other, Jessica was a glasses wearing, dark haired bookworm, not unlike Marcy. The woman standing before Marcy now looked almost nothing like the Jessica she once knew.

		"Yeppers," the bimbo said, sounding more chipper than Jessica ever had. "And call me Jessi. Everyone does now."

		Jessi reached out and wrapped her arms around Marcy in a tight embrace, pushing her substantial chest into Marcy's nearly nonexistent one. Marcy hugged her old friend back, although she felt strange doing so. What had happened to Jessica?

		Soon the pair were sitting across from each other at Marcy's table. The more Marcy looked at her friend, the less she understood what she had done to herself. The blonde hair she could understand. Marcy herself had considered dying her hair before, but she always found excuses not to.

		But Jessi's breasts could not be easily explained. They were clearly fake, large round projectiles bolted onto her chest. And they were well displayed in her low cut top that also showed off her taut midriff and sparkling belly button piercing.

		"So what happened to you?" Marcy finally asked. She could not believe the incredible changes in her friend. They were so drastic.

		"Like, what do you mean?" Jessi responded innocently.

		"You used to be a shy bookworm. Now you're..."

		"Hot?" Jessi said with a giggle. "And you're not too bad yourself with that blonde hair."

		Marcy looked shocked at Jessi's comment. She, a blonde? That was impossible. She had always been a brunette. However, Marcy took a lock of her hair in her hands and held it up in front of her eyes. There was no doubt that she was a blonde now.

		"Thank you," Marcy said as she remembered the frequent trips to the salon to have her roots touched up. She had been taking meticulous care of her hair for years now, growing it out so that it now reached the small of her back.

		"But what have you been up to?" Marcy asked, still trying to understand how her friend had changed so much.

		"Oh, you know, like, I've just been trying to have fun and not let the world get me down."

		"But you went and got implants?" Marcy said, questioning her friend. The idea of plastic surgery had never appealed to her and she struggled to understand why Jessi would go through with something like that. They looked good, but they were really big. Too big in Marcy's view.

		"Well, yeah," Jessi giggled. "I couldn't let you have all the fun. I mean, you put me to shame with your twins. I might have to, like, go back for a second round like you did."

		Marcy suddenly felt a huge weight on her chest, pulling her forward. She looked down to see her top pushed out, blocking part of her view. It took her a moment to realize that the weight on her chest were her breasts.

		Marcy looked back at Jessi with a knowing smile. "You definitely should," she said as her simple sweater shifted into an off the shoulder top that left a large amount of cleavage on display. "Going bigger was the best choice I ever made."

		To emphasize her point, Marcy reached up and squeezed her large breasts, forcing them together and up even more than they already were. They were so big and round, she rarely bothered with a bra. It made things a little uncomfortable sometimes, but she could not pull off all the looks she liked with the heavy duty bra straps her big tits would otherwise require. And she figured by the time they started to sag it would be time for another upgrade anyway.

		"What kind of fun have you been up to, Jessi?" Marcy asked. In Marcy's eyes, Jessi looked hot enough to get any guy she wanted.

		"Well, there's, like, this one guy I've been seeing on the regular, but it's not, you know, exclusive. He fucks me so good, but I can't just keep to, like, one cock, you know." Jessi giggled. "Of course you know. You're, like, a bigger slut than I am."

		Marcy wanted to argue against Jessi, but her thoughts drifted back to last night. She had been at a club in a ridiculously skimpy dress and ended up going home with a group of five guys. She fucked them all and was still wanting more. She could not remember the last time she was not horny. Men, women, it did not matter as long as they made her cum.

		"Hey, is that, like, your book?" Jessi asked, pointing to the book on the table between them.

		Marci pushed her glasses onto the top of her head so that she could see better. The blue eyed woman did not need glasses, but she liked to wear them sometimes to look smarter than she really was, which was not very smart at all. Marci felt years of reading and learning disappear from her mind, leaving behind almost nothing. Her only remaining thoughts were generally centered on sex and fashion. What else was a bimbo like Marci good for?

		"O-M-G," Marci said as she looked at the book. "You know I don't, like, read and stuff." Marci pushed the book away as if it might be diseased. She could not remember the last time she had opened a book. They were for smart people, not dumb bimbos like her. Who cared what was in a book when you could look hot and get fucked whenever you wanted?

		"I could, like, use a good fuck," Jessi said. "You wanna come find a guy or two with me? Or we could go back to my place and fuck."

		"Mine is closer," Marci said as she rose to her feet. It took her a moment to find her balance, almost as if she had not just moments earlier been wearing her sky-high heels. She took a moment to adjust her cropped sweater and her skirt, making sure they preserved what little modesty Marci had.

		"I like your thinking," Jessi said, making them both giggle. They both knew neither of them did much thinking. They were too focused on looking sexy.

		The two bimbos left the coffee shop, dressed nearly identically, with nearly every eye watching their swaying asses or bouncing breasts as they walked out, arm in arm.

		What had started out as old friends catching up had become two bimbo best friends forever beginning a new journey together.

		

	
		

		Changing Moods

		

		Amy looked across the table eagerly at her husband. Her friends had warned her that Frederick was too old for her. He was twice her age when they married, but none of that mattered to her.

		Amy had not planned to become a trophy wife. But while on a girls trip to Las Vegas she had met Frederick by the pool and they had started talking. That conversation led to a trip to Monte Carlo a month later and marriage soon after.

		Since then, Amy had let Frederick control how she looked, how she behaved, what she did with her days. It was only fair, after all. He spent so much money on her, including on several physical upgrades, he deserved to make choices for his trophy wife.

		Amy had hoped their second anniversary would include a trip to some exotic locale, but Frederick's business interests had suddenly grown complicated and those plans had been scrapped so that he could take care of business. That was why they spent their anniversary dinner at a local restaurant. It was the finest restaurant in town, but that was the norm anytime they dined out.

		Dinner had been delicious, as expected. It did not take Amy long to become accustomed to the finer things in life. Frederick only paid for the best.

		Amy had been expecting some sort of gift after dinner. And as expected, Frederick reached into his pocket and withdrew a small box. He held it out to Amy and opened it.

		Amy practically squealed at the sight of the ring. Yes, she already wore a wedding ring, but she always enjoyed receiving new jewelry.

		"I had the hardest time picking something out for you," Frederick said. "Nothing can replace the trip we had been planning, but I think you will enjoy this. I love you."

		"I love you too," Amy said automatically as she took the small jewelry box. Inside was a ring with what looked like a multi-color stone. It was strange, but Amy could not help but think it looked like a mood ring.

		Amy would have questioned the gift if it had come from anyone else. But since it came from Frederick and she had already given herself to him completely, he could have her wear whatever he wanted.

		"It's beautiful," Amy said as she slid the ring onto her right ring finger. She nearly jumped out of her seat as she felt the ring heat up and her scalp tingle. For a moment she wondered if she was allergic to the metal, but the feeling passed. Her smile returned as she looked into Frederick's eyes.

		"As are you," Frederick said. "Now, more than ever."

		Amy did not know what to say, but she kept on smiling. She was happier than she ever could have imagined. And to be honest, she was growing more and more aroused. Despite Frederick being in his 50's, he could still turn Amy on.

		"Happy and horny, I see," Frederick commented. "I suppose we should retire. I wouldn't want to leave you wanting."

		Amy was completely confused at what her husband meant, but he was correct. She was happy and horny and she could not wait to get out of the public eye.

		"Just let me fix my makeup and I'll be ready to go." Amy stood up from the table, her purse in her hand, and she made her way to the restroom.

		Her eyes opened wide the moment she saw her reflection. Her face looked perfect, her lips not even needing touching up after eating dinner. It was her hair that shocked her. It still sat in the bun on her head, but the color was all wrong. She had always had medium blonde hair. She had offered to dye it for Frederick, but he did not want her to damage it. Except now Amy's hair looked very much dyed.

		Staring back at Amy in the mirror was a platinum blonde trophy wife with pink streaks in her hair. It made no sense. Where had the color come from?

		Doing her best to ignore her hair, Amy took a moment to touch up her makeup, making sure it was perfect. She was sure she would be sucking Frederick's cock in the car. Then once they were home, he would fuck her until she came like a banshee. And it was warm enough to do it on the balcony of their penthouse suite.

		Amy pretended nothing was amiss when she returned to Frederick's side. He had already paid for their meal and he was ready for them to leave. As she approached, he put an arm around Amy, pulling her close and kissing her on the top of the head before he led her outside to the waiting car.

		As soon as they were off, Amy began to wiggle in need. She could not remember the last time she wanted to suck Frederick's cock this much. She reached her hand over into Frederick's lap and began to massage his growing hardness.

		"Go ahead," Frederick said as soon as they were on the freeway with the cruise control set.

		Before Amy deftly freed Frederick's cock, she took one more moment to check her makeup, especially her lipstick. Her pink lips were a perfect match to her pink hair. Wait... That was not right. Amy looked again, verifying her hair really was all pink now.

		"Better get to it," Frederick said, bringing Amy's attention back to her husband's cock and the task at hand.

		Amy had always considered herself a talented cock sucker. And now that Frederick's cock found her mouth nearly everyday, her skills had only improved. Despite her head being in her husband's lap, she could sense where they were. Thus she was able to time the blow job so Frederick came just before they needed to get off the freeway.

		As Frederick pulled the car into the parking garage of their building, Amy was still savoring the taste of cum. She loved Frederick's taste and it only turned her on more to know what would happen next. Once they were upstairs Frederick would give her the fucking she needed.

		Riding up in the elevator, Amy was once again confronted with her now pink hair. She turned to Frederick, hoping he might have an explanation. "My hair," she said, "it's pink."

		"I know," Frederick responded. "I think it looks good on you. Don't worry though. I'll be ready to go again shortly so you can get that fucking you need."

		"I don't get it," Amy admitted. She had been a reasonably smart woman, but several years of playing trophy wife had created some brain atrophy.

		"The ring," Frederick said. "It changes your hair color to match your mood. Blonde is happy, pink is horny, red is angry and black is sad. There might be other colors, but those are the only ones I know about."

		"Why?" was the only thing Amy could think to say before an anger started to boil up inside of her. How could Frederick do something like this to her? Did he not understand how much effort she put into her appearance?

		Amy looked at her reflection in the mirrored elevator walls. Her pink hair was becoming streaked with red. It was red for anger.

		"Because I wanted to," Frederick responded simply.

		Amy got the fucking she needed that night. It was the first time in a long time she fucked angry. It was primal and absolutely wonderful. By the time Amy fell asleep that night, a smile had returned to her face and her hair looked like a platinum blonde halo around her head.

		She briefly thought about what the ring and its effects would mean for her life, but it was too much to think about after the series of massive orgasms she had received throughout the evening. At least it would make it easier for Frederick to understand how she was feeling. She literally wore her feelings in her hair now.

		Amy's one hope was that she would never need to see herself with black hair. Luckily, she was a pretty happy trophy wife. Of course, by the time Frederick returned from work the next day, she expected to be sporting pink hair. That was going to be something she would have to get used to.

		

	
		

		The Running Bimbo

		

		Shannon started out for her daily run just as she did everyday. The weather was finally turning toward summer, which meant the sun was out and despite it still being early, she did not need to bundle up to stay warm.

		Instead, Shannon wore a t-shirt from a local race she had competed in the month before over a simple sports bra. Her shorts were utilitarian, simple and comfortable. Shannon did not care about how she looked. She just wanted to be comfortable as she put in the miles

		Shannon set off at a steady rhythm, nothing too taxing. She was coming off a hard workout the day before, so her pace was not a concern. She just wanted to work out the kinks from the day before.

		As Shannon found her body sliding into sync, her breathing matching her strides, she had no idea what was about to befall her.

		The first obvious sign that something was changing was Shannon's t-shirt. It began to tighten around her body, becoming more fitted and stretchy. Shannon, lost in the hypnotic rhythm of her breathing, noticed nothing.

		Shannon's t-shirt continued to shrink, the hemline rising to reveal her taut midriff and a belly-button piercing she had never had before. At the end of the first mile, no one would have guessed Shannon had started her run wearing a t-shirt at all. It had shrunk to the point where it was a second sports bra.

		Never having been big enough to warrant needing to wear a second sports bra when she exercised, Shannon's breasts began to grow, bubbling out with each bounce, pushing at the stretchy fabric containing them to the point that they began to push out over the top, desperate for escape.

		Next came a change to Shannon's shorts. Like what had happened to her t-shirt, her shorts began to tighten, changing from loose fabric to a spandex short that hugged her hips and ass tightly.

		Along with the shrinking shorts came a growing ass. Big and round ass cheeks pushed back against the spandex, pushing out slightly from the bottom.

		What had started as a long distance run, an easy pace to get ready for the next day's hard bout, had become a chance to show off her body for Shannon. Her stride, once smooth and silky, had become a bounding affair, designed to be seen with little thought of the actual exercise benefit.

		Shannon turned into the homestretch, getting very close to home. Her shoes had changed from functional running shoes to stylish athletic shoes. Her once strawberry blonde hair tied back in a simple ponytail had become platinum blonde and tied in pigtails.

		As soon as Shannon finished her run, she immediately checked her reflection in the side view mirror of a nearby car, wanting to make sure her makeup was still perfect. Of course it was. She never worked hard enough to break a sweat, but that was fine with Shannon.

		Shannon liked to "run" for two reasons. She got to show off her bimbo body and it warmed her up for her favorite exercise activity, stretching. How else was she supposed to stay limber for the sexcapades she got up to every night.

		Once back inside her condo, Shannon fired up her computer and webcam. Men seemed to like to watch her stretch. She certainly was not going to complain. Shannon loved showing off.

		

	
		

		Rival Competition (Short Story)

		

		April and June had been rivals from the day they met. At the time, they had been freshmen in college. Whatever one of them did, the other needed to do better.

		Their focus in college had been on their academics. When June announced she planned to graduate a semester early, April countered with a plan to graduate a full year early. June could not let that one-up-man-ship stand. They both graduated in only three years, both of them earning the highest honors with degrees in finance.

		It would have been easy to go their separate ways after finishing school. But after three years of only focusing on beating the other in their academic pursuits, the closest thing to friends they had were each other. With that fact clear to both of them, they opted to move in together.

		Of course, that only further fueled their rivalry. They always applied to the same jobs, their pettiness always seeming to prevent their hiring. Growing desperate, they decided to try for something simpler.

		It was supposed to be a job that saw them perform a mix of duties. It was not the high society job they had been looking for, but the Lucky Seven dance club paid them well enough to afford a better lifestyle than they had been able to afford since leaving college. Both April and June would help with the club's books. They would also spend time working the floor, serving drinks, among other things.

		August, the owner and manager of the Lucky Seven, was tall, dark and handsome. Both April and June found themselves attracted to their new boss, but they did not dare admit that to the other. One, they would instantly begin fighting over him. Two, the risk of the other winning was too great.

		From their very first night working, they found a new way to compete. The rules were that the tips the girls working the floor were theirs to keep. There was no sharing tips like at other establishments. Any cash handed to the girls were theirs to keep.

		That first night, June won the tips battle. It was only a difference of $5, but it was enough for April to try and figure out a way to earn more than her rival.

		On their second night, April responded by dressing better, wearing a tight dress with a hemline much shorter than she had ever felt comfortable wearing before. And the response to the people at the club was great. She went home that night with a $100 advantage in tips over June.

		Of course, June saw what April was doing and immediately made changes to her work wardrobe. June upped the ante by wearing a dress that both showed off her legs and showed a generous amount of cleavage. Once again, June came out on top.

		The pair went back and forth, always finding a way to improve her appearance to win the tips battle. April was the first of the two to have her hair dyed blonde. June countered by getting long fake nails.

		It was not long until the girls had exhausted the obvious physical changes. They would show up at the club each night, dressed their slutty best with long blonde hair and gaudy jewelry that the male patrons seemed to like.

		It was April who first noticed that the girls the high tipping guys brought with them were not the brightest bulbs around. Some of them were quite dim, giggling at the most inane comments. Her first attempt at adopting a similar persona worked well and she once again came out on top again.

		This time it took several days for June to catch on to April's act. She could not understand how acting dumb meant guys paid bigger tips, but the moment she tried it, she was astonished to learn the truth. They did.

		But breaking even once again with April was not enough for June. She still needed to win. She took her time studying the other girls who got a lot of attention and she started to see a pattern. They did not just serve the patrons, but they actively flirted with them, often brazenly with both men and women. Her first attempts were a little sloppy. She had little recent experience in the flirting department, but those early attempts fueled her desire to improve. Before long, she had rocketed past April in her nightly tips earnings and was feeling mighty impressed with herself.

		It did not take long for April to see what June was doing. Seeing June flirt with the customers made her seethe with anger. How dare she go to such underhanded methods to win? April, of course, would not be left behind. And while she found flirting fun, she found it hard to force herself to do it.

		That was when April turned to the internet to learn more in the art of seduction. She applied everything she learned, but it never became easy for her. That was until she learned about edging. The first time she tried masturbating, pushing herself to the edge, but just holding herself there, she did not understand what the big deal was. A week later, she did.

		April felt like her libido had been turned into overdrive. Suddenly, everything about life had sexual connotations. And flirting at work not only felt easy, but completely natural. She even found herself flirting with June several times.

		June was flabbergasted by the change in April. She had watched her rival clumsily flirt, with only marginal results. But then suddenly she became a natural. Suddenly April had the air of a dimwitted girl who flirted with everyone, even June.

		It did not take long for June to figure out what April had been up to. The long hours spent in her room could have been for anything, but the regular moans gave June a good hint. Then one day June overheard April muttering "gotta edge" as she walked into her room for what was clearly a masturbation session. A short internet search later and June too began to experiment.

		August had watched his two new employees with amusement. He understood April and June's relationship. They were rivals and would do anything to beat the other. He also saw that they had an ongoing tip war, always trying to outdo the other in the amount they were tipped.

		He had watched their transformations over several months. He knew where they were headed and he knew he would eventually intervene. His intervention would not be to stop them, but to push them further down the rabbit hole they were already descending. When he was done with them he planned for nothing of the old April or June to be left.

		By the time August suggested April get breast implants, she was already a shell of the honors graduate she had once been. It had been over a month since she last had an original thought or questioned something. Instead, she had focused on going with the flow and being as sexy as possible for her shifts at the Lucky Seven. Her time working with the financial books for the club were long behind her. April trusted August and she immediately booked an appointment with a plastic surgeon August suggested.

		June had lasted a little longer playing accountant, but she too eventually found herself in a similar state to April. When August suggested she would look sexier with lip fillers, June too immediately acted on his suggestion.

		Little by little, August molded the two girls, encouraging certain behaviors and suggesting ways they could be sexier. April and June ate it up, doing absolutely anything they could to be better.

		It did not take long for August to begin to take advantage of them. He started by breaking in June's new lips. Her blow job showed inexperience, but he continued to work with her everyday, perfecting her technique. Then when April had finally healed enough from her operation, August saw the wisdom of breaking in her new tits. April had never known the pleasure of having a cock between her tits before.

		It was the one-year anniversary of April and June first joining the Lucky Seven. Both of them were in August's office giving him a tandem blow job. At some point he had convinced them of how much sexier they could be when they teamed up instead of fighting each other. Since that moment, April and June did everything together. They worked together, they shopped together and they fucked together.

		In all their lives, April and June had never been happier. Sure, their degrees were left wasted in the back of their closet, but they had finally found balance in their relationship and purpose in their lives. They were happy, sexy bimbos together, forever.

		

	
		

		Blind Date

		

		Annalise sat in the coffee shop waiting. She had been set up on a blind date and the man she was set to meet was late.

		Under normal situations, Annalise would have never agreed to a blind date. She had never had trouble finding decent guys to date. But even she had to admit she was going through a dry spell. It had been two years since her last good date. The biggest reason Annalise said yes to her friend's offer to set her up was that the man in question, Eli Bader, was a doctor.

		However, Annalise was beginning to have second thoughts. Did she really want to risk a relationship with a man who could not even bother to be on time to their first date? She decided to wait a few more minutes, but he would need to have a good reason for being late or this would be their one and only date.

		Annalise was not even entirely sure the connection between her friend and Eli. From the little that she followed from her friend's description, Eli was a friend of the brother of a friend. It was all too complicated for a woman who worked a waitress job to cover her bills while she worked on the great American novel, of which she was now in her third year of work.

		Annalise was a minute away from leaving when a tall handsome man came up to her and introduced himself. "You must be Annalise. I'm Eli. I am so sorry about being late. I got caught up with a patient at work and I realized I didn't have your number to let you know I would be late."

		Looking up at her date, Annalise found herself immediately flustered. He was far more handsome than she had been led to believe. It took her a moment to fully comprehend his apology. She supposed she could not hold it against him for being late due to working with a patient.

		Eli joined Annalise and the pair both ordered coffee. Eli sat across from her at the low table and he set his satchel down beside him. From there, the conversation just seemed to flow naturally. It did not take long for Annalise to explain all about how she worked as a waitress for her day job while writing her novel in her spare time. It was clear her passion was in writing and becoming an author.

		On Eli's part, he was indeed a doctor. Annalise did not fully understand his specialty. It seemed he performed medical research relating to the hybridization of eastern and western medicinal techniques around alternative cures. It sounded like a mouthful, but Annalise had no doubt Eli was successful in his work. He was certainly more successful than she was.

		Two hours at the coffee shop simply flew by. Annalise was completely caught up in the moment and had failed to even glance at her watch once the entire time.

		"Look," Eli said as it became clear the coffee barista was starting to close the shop. "I like you and I'd like to continue this date. There's a place across the street where we can get a drink. Would you be interested?"

		Annalise knew she was going to say yes before the offer had even been made. Somehow, she could not find it in herself to say no to him. As far as she was concerned, this was the best date she had ever been on and she never wanted it to end.

		"Yes, let's do it," Annalise said. She was unable to hide her enthusiasm.

		Eli escorted Annalise across the street to a bar. The bar itself appeared both bright and modern, although it had a few classic touches, like a pool table.

		They grabbed a private booth before Eli went and ordered them drinks at the bar. For a split second Annalise thought it odd that Eli did not ask her what she wanted to drink, but she quickly decided she liked it when a man was confident enough to simply order for her.

		The date continued on. Annalise never did find out what the drink was, but she found it delicious. Soon they were on their third drinks and she was feeling really good. Her inebriation seemed to perfectly fit the occasion.

		"I have to admit," Eli eventually said. "I brought a few of my work projects with me. I've even been using a few on you from the moment I sat down at the coffee shop."

		"You did?" Annalise asked. She was far beyond the point where she could ever get mad at Eli. He was too great a man to ever get mad at.

		"I did. Would you like to see what the rest of them can do?"

		Eli opened his satchel to reveal a bevy of small objects, none of which even a sober Annalise would have guessed their purpose. In her current state, she would have found almost anything impressive.

		"Oh yes, please show me," Annalise said, practically bouncing in her seat.

		Eli pulled out one of the small devices. "This can change your hair color. You look great with brown hair, but why don't we try darkening it? Usually I go with blonde, but I really think you'd look better with black hair."

		Annalise barely had a chance to comprehend Eli's words before he was pushing a button on the device. She could feel a warm tingle spread across her scalp. Then a black curl of hair fell in front of Annalise's eyes.

		"Wow," Annalise said. "What else can you do?"

		"This can improve your body tone," Eli explained as he pulled another device out of his satchel. Before Annalise even had a chance to say anything, he had turned it on.

		The warm tingle she had felt on her scalp spread across her entire body. All of her imperfections began to disappear, those trouble areas that no matter how much she exercised, they would never go away. They went away in an instant.

		"And this one is good for your lips," Eli continued, this time with another device. Again, he turned it on before Annalise had even come to terms with her now more toned body. Her lips plumped up. She could not see them, but she could feel them. She suddenly wished she had a lollipop to suck on. Or Eli's cock.

		Annalise had no idea where that thought had come from. She had never given a blow job in her life, but suddenly it just felt natural, especially with Eli. He was the kind of guy who should get regular blow jobs. And that was the job of a good girlfriend.

		"And finally there is this," Eli said, holding up one last device. It looked like a laser pointer. Eli pointed the device at Annalise's head and turned it on. A purple light shot out the end and hit Annalise square in the forehead.

		"This is my favorite, because it warps your brain so that you're nothing more than a bimbo. That writing career of yours is over. Bimbos don't write. They don't read either. I bet you can feel your IQ dropping. I've heard it's a pleasant feeling from my patients. Not that I would ever use it on myself to find out."

		"Yeah, it feels so good," Annalise practically moaned.

		"You know what," Eli said. "Annalise isn't a good name for a bimbo. Way too sophisticated. You're Anna now. And you're going to be my bimbo. At least until I get tired of you."

		"Oh goodie," Anna said, her world quickly shifting around her. She was now just a bimbo. She did not read or write. Her purpose was to serve Eli, to do anything he wanted. She did hope he would let her suck his cock. She licked her lips at the thought.

		"That should be much better," Eli said as he turned off the device and returned it to his bag. "Normally I'd be inflating those tits of yours, but that will have to wait until I can get you into the lab. I have a portable device, but it only grows tits naturally and I prefer them fake."

		Anna imagined herself with a big pair of fake tits on her chest. The image made her wet.

		"That will have to wait until tomorrow, I'm afraid," Eli continued. "For now I have a dress for you to change into. When you come back from the bathroom, we can play a game. I know how much  bimbos like to play. And when that's done, I'll take you home with me and fuck the few brain cells you have left out of that silly little head of yours."

		Anna could not think of a better plan. Eli had thought of everything. She quickly took the offered dress and went into the restroom to change. The only item of clothing she kept were her heels. Nothing else fit the new bimbo version of herself.

		When Anna came back out, she found Eli at a pool table. He had already racked the balls and was about to take the break. At the best of times, Annalise had been an abysmal pool player. Anna was no different, however, Anna knew that the game of pool was merely foreplay for the real games that would come later.

		When it was Anna's turn, she did not even bother to pick up a cue. She simply climbed up on the table and posed herself, letting her mind go blissfully blank. She knew it would not be long before Eli was doing just what he said, fucking the rest of her silly little brain away.

		

	
		

		Accident In the Lab

		

		Casey had been careful to hide his tracks as he prepared his samples. He had been stealing little bits of time from his official projects each day to devote to his side project. He had been stealing the various chemical ingredients too, but those he had disguised even better.

		If anyone were to catch on to what he was doing, it would be the folks in human resources. Not that Casey had any plans to be caught. He had covered his tracks well and if the few people he had dealt with in that department were any indication, none of them were capable of figuring out his deception.

		In his stolen time, Casey had feverishly been developing a bimbofying agent. The plan was to spike his girlfriend's drink with the concoction and within the hour she would be a stupid and horny bimbo with big tits. It was a dream come true for him.

		Not that Miranda had any idea of her boyfriend's plans for her. She had always prided herself on being a strong independent woman. She was already well on her way to a great career. Her relationship with Casey was merely a bonus, but one she would give up if it meant moving forward with her own life and career.

		Casey had never directly brought up his interest in bimbos. He had posed various hypotheticals when Miranda was in a philosophical mood. Female submission and implants were two of the conversations that led to the biggest arguments. Miranda would have none of it.

		For Casey, that was his motivation to develop the bimbofying drug. He loved Miranda, but he needed more from her than an equal partnership. He needed a bimbo. He fantasized about Miranda with big fake tits and plump lips, her begging to suck his cock. When they had sex, Casey always came with the image of bimbo Miranda in his head. It was the only way he could cum now.

		Casey had made two samples. He wanted a backup in case something went wrong. He could always count on one of his coworkers being stupid and tossing his carefully prepared samples. Having a backup was just prudent.

		Also, Casey had no real idea of what the dosage should be. A second sample was necessary in case it took more of the drug to turn Miranda into a bimbo.

		It was late Friday afternoon when the drug was finally ready. Casey had waited until his lab team had left for the weekend, many eager to take advantage of the holiday weekend, getting out of town, enjoying the nice weather.

		Casey had planned his weekend as well, although most of that time would be spent at the mall, he presumed. Miranda was going to need new clothes to fit her bimbo body and new sense of fashion.

		But then after weeks of hard and careful work, something finally went wrong. Casey had anticipated every conceivable variable except for his own clumsiness.

		He had been carrying one of the test tubes of the pink bimbofying liquid across the room when he slipped and fell. As Casey fell to the ground, his arms flew up in counterbalance. He watched in what felt like slow motion as the test tube left his hands, flying through the air.

		Casey, not wanting to lose the hard work he had already spent on the off-the-books project, reached out his hands as he continued to fall. His fingers wrapped around the test tube. He secured it in his hand.

		However, the moment Casey's ass hit the concrete floor of the lab, his hand tightened around the test tube, cracking the glass under the pressure. The glass did not shatter, but the little crack that formed was enough for the liquid to find a way out of its prison.

		It took Casey a minute to recover from his fall. That minute was all the pink fluid needed to leach into his skin. Casey sat there, rubbing his aching backside and staring at the empty test tube in his hand.

		Alarm bells rang inside Casey's head. The moment he saw the test tube was empty, he knew there would be problems. He had specifically designed the formula to work on women, but he had never thought to consider what it could do to men.

		Casey tried to enact chemical spill protocols, but by the time he had started washing his hands, only a small trace of the pink liquid remained on his skin. The rest of it had been absorbed.

		Casey grabbed his stomach as he began to feel sick. He doubled over before dropping to his knees. As much as he wanted to call for help, he was not in any condition to do so. The lab was sound proof and his cell phone was in his locker just outside the lab.

		As he sat there on the cold concrete, Casey began to hope his formula had been wrong and that nothing would happen. Or that his Y chromosome would somehow protect him.

		However, those hopes were soon dashed when he began to see long blond hair begin to frame his vision. Casey's hair was growing at an alarming rate, and with a color that was at least 10 times lighter than his regular hair color. Before he knew it, his hair nearly reached his ass.

		The next changes came together and Casey could barely keep track of them all. Most noticeable was the massive growth in his chest. In only minutes, Casey had developed breasts that any bimbo would be proud of. They were big, they were round, they were perky and they were heavy.

		Along with the breast growth came several changes to his skin. He gained a dark tan and his body hair disappeared, leaving behind flawless skin.

		What Casey could not see was an overall change in the shape of his body. He lost his manly physique, the broad shoulders and easily built muscle from the high levels of naturally produced testosterone. His bones reshaped themselves to give him the feminine curves of Casey's own dreams. Only he had dreamed they were Miranda's curves and not his own.

		Also changing without notice was Casey's face. The strong chin disappeared as his face transformed into a feminine heart shape, his nose losing prominence and becoming what would best be described as a button nose. His lips plumped up, growing in size so that it was clear what their best use was.

		Then came the final physical transformation. Casey had always liked his cock. He would even admit that he let his cock guide him far too often, including in this insane attempt to turn his girlfriend into a bimbo. Now he appeared to be that bimbo himself, but for one thing remaining.

		Casey could sense his cock was shrinking. He could not describe how he knew it, but he was sure. It was the final change before everyone who saw him would call him a woman, for that was what he became when his cock disappeared and became replaced by a new pussy.

		With everything that had happened, Casey sat there catching his breath. His new breasts severely impacted his vision. It felt like a whole world had been cut off from him as he looked down, unable to see what else had happened to his body.

		Casey did take a moment to look at his arms and hands. They no longer looked like they belonged to him. No her. Casey reprimanded herself. She was a woman now, as much as she hated that thought. Thin arms, hands and fingers ended in long nails. She was sure no one, not even Miranda, would recognize her now.

		Casey was completely overwhelmed by the massive changes to her body. She could scarcely come to grips that she was a woman now and no longer a man.

		But then came a new sensation. Casey placed a long nailed hand to her temple as she tried to fight back against a growing headache. The pain increased and intensified, making her want to scream out, but finding herself unable to do so.

		Had Casey been able to watch herself as a third party, she would have observed how the drug that had already created massive changes in her body had now turned its attention to her brain, scrubbing away the unneeded parts and leaving behind only what a good bimbo required.

		When the pain finally passed, Casey smiled. She could not help it. She felt great.

		Casey pushed herself to her feet, finding her balance with the two big tits on her chest pulling her forward. She found her ass did help counterbalance her stature, although she could not think in those terms. She just liked the size of her ass.

		Pushing her hair out of her face, Casey found herself looking in a mirror above the sink. She saw a stupid girl with a surprised look on her face staring back at her. It took a moment to realize the stupid girl was her and the surprised look was natural. Instead of resting bitch face she had surprised bimbo face.

		Eventually Casey was able to pull her thoughts away from her own reflection. She was vaguely aware of where she was, even if her old life held absolutely no meaning for her any longer. She took a moment to try and fix her hair and clothes, but finding nothing to help her in that task.

		Casey finally felt semi-comfortable with her appearance. She had pushed her hair behind her ears, keeping it out of her face. It draped down her back in cascading blonde waves naturally. Her clothing posed greater problems. Underneath her too big lab coat, she wore a simple pair of jeans, which she now had to tighten the belt as far as it would go to keep the pants from falling down to her knees. The t-shirt she wore was far too big and nerdy for her new tastes, but she found a pair of scissors to make a few alterations, alterations that left her midriff bare and also gave a decent view of her cleavage, because that was important to her now.

		Casey left the lab that afternoon wanting desperately to go shopping. However, she knew she had one other task to take care of first. Casey could not wait to enjoy her new body and new life. But first, she needed a friend. So it was with the second vial of the pink liquid that had created the new Casey that she paid the planned visit to her former girlfriend. Casey and Miranda might not be boyfriend and girlfriend anymore, but she was sure they would be the best of bimbo friends once Miranda had been exposed.

		

	
		

		Accident In the Lab 2

		

		Casey sat behind the wheel of her car, parked in front of Miranda's apartment building. In her hands was the remaining vial of the bimbofying agent she had created before the accident.

		The accident in question had turned Casey the man into Casey the bimbo. A broken test tube exposed him to his own bimbofying agent. It only took a few minutes before his life began to change forever.

		Now a woman, Casey had one thing on her mind. She wanted Miranda to join her in bimbohood. Casey could already imagine all the fun they would have shopping for hot clothes and picking up cute boys to fuck.

		Casey shook her head to clear her thoughts. She could not let herself get distracted by hot fantasies before she had dosed Miranda. The problem was she did not know how to do it.

		As a man, Casey had a whole plan worked out. He had planned to spike her drink and then enjoy the results. Casey the bimbo, however, doubted she could do that. Even as a bimbo she realized Miranda would treat her as a stranger. Or at least she would until she too had been turned into a bimbo.

		Casey came up with several scenarios. She considered pretending she was a neighbor needing to borrow something. She considered using the key she had from when she was Miranda's boyfriend and sneak the drug into one of Miranda's drinks. She even considered trying to explain everything that happened to her.

		All those ideas seemed way too complicated to Casey. She really was not in a position to do anything complex, unless it involved makeup, shoes, clothing or sex. She was a bimbo after all.

		Knowing she could not just sit in her car forever, Casey eventually decided on what she was going to do. She closed the car door gently, not wanting to draw more attention to herself than necessary. Normally she would have basked in the attention her body and actions brought her, but that got in the way of her mission.

		It took Casey three times to enter the code to enter Miranda's apartment building. Her memory was not what it used to be. That, and her long nails got in the way.

		Once inside, Casey went straight to Miranda's door. Luckily, her legs knew the way from pure muscle memory.

		Casey knocked. She pulled the stopper out of the vial.

		Miranda opened the door, her facial expression turning from surprise at having a visitor to shock when she saw the bimbofied Casey standing there.

		Casey wasted no time. She threw the contents of the vial at Miranda, hitting her in the face.

		Miranda stood there for a moment as her mind tried to comprehend what just happened. It was so unexpected. Who threw liquid into strangers' faces? She never reached the question of how this strange woman even got in the building before the bimbofying agent began to affect her.

		Miranda doubled over in pain, much as Casey had only hours before. Not wanting to cause a scene, Casey helped Miranda into the apartment and closed the door. Miranda was in no shape to argue.

		Following a similar path to Casey's transformation, the first indication that she was changing came from her hair, which turned nearly white as it grew out at a rapid pace. Within a minute her hair was long enough to reach past her ass.

		Next came the growth to Miranda's breasts. They ballooned out into two large orbs practically bolted on to her chest. She screamed out in pain until a ripping noise sounded out, her bra quickly reaching its breaking point.

		Her body reshaped itself, her waist tightening, her ass expanding, her hips widening ever so slightly to fit her new frame. Miranda's legs and arms became tight and toned. Her skin became smooth, all of her blemishes disappearing as she developed a deep tan.

		Next came the changes to Miranda's face. Her lips plumped up into plush pillows, her nose grew smaller and her eyes grew bigger.

		"What the fuck?" Miranda said as the pain from the physical changes subsided. Or at least that was what she meant to say. With her new lips, she could not avoid a heavy lisp. They would take some time to get used to.

		For a moment, Casey worried that Miranda's transformation was over. While she looked every inch a bimbo,  Miranda's eyes still showed the intelligence she had always possessed.

		But Casey's worries quickly abated as Miranda held her head in her long nailed hands, a response to the bimbofying headache. Not that Casey had it in her to worry for very long. She was a bimbo after all.

		Miranda's mind rearranged itself. Her interests in her career, in reading, in being a strong woman, all disappeared. In their stead were new interests in fashion, in exhibitionism and in sex.

		However, there was more than a simple swapping of interests. Miranda's whole sense of self shifted. She was a dumb slutty bimbo who could barely read or perform the simplest arithmetic operations.

		It took a moment for Miranda's bimbofied mind to clear. She stood there looking around and feeling out of place. The apartment was way too high brow for her, what with the many bookcases filled with books.

		But then Miranda's eyes fell upon a hopeful looking Casey. Seeing someone who looked like she felt was like a lifeline pulling her out of the abyss that used to be her old life. But there was a problem.

		"Like, who are you?" Miranda asked. "And what, like, happened to me?" she added before Casey had a chance to respond.

		"I'm Casey, silly," Casey answered. "I made this cool stuff that turned me into a bimbo. I wanted you to be my friend, so I used it on you too. Now we can be best friends."

		"We can?" Miranda said dumbly. She liked the idea of having a hot friend like Casey. She was so sexy.

		"It'll be great. We can go shopping for hot outfits and pick up cute boys to fuck. Doesn't that just make you all hot inside?"

		"O-M-G, it totally does," Miranda exclaimed. "Can we, like, go shopping now? These clothes are totally boring."

		"Let's go!"

		The two new bimbos practically skipped out of the apartment and out to Casey's car. Soon they would be decked out in their bimbo finest and at a club looking for hot guys to fuck. Neither of them had any hope of holding onto their jobs, but they were not about to worry about that. They were having too much fun. And given how hot they were and how easy it was to get into their pants, there would be plenty of men willing to help them out.

		

	
		

		The Mistaken Pledge

		

		It was spring pledge season at last. Eve had been looking forward to this time ever since she first found out she would be roommates with Lexi. She could never understand how the two of them had been paired together.

		Lexi was guaranteed a spot in any sorority she wanted to pledge. She was outgoing, hot and liked by everyone. Everyone but Eve that was.

		In comparison to Lexi, Eve was nearly the exact opposite. She was a bookish nerd who was too shy to make friends and she had no confidence in herself. She could not wait until Lexi moved into the sorority house and she could be left alone.

		It was on secret which sorority Lexi would pledge to. It was almost determined from the moment she first stepped onto campus in the fall. Beta Iota Mu Beta Omega. The name might have been a mouthful, but it was the most popular sorority on campus. Eve would have added that it was the sluttiest sorority on campus too.

		But then something happened that Eve never could have imagined. She was quietly reading a fantasy novel in her room while Lexi was off taking a shower. She had had a late night at a party and had then slept until past noon. Eve had not minded, because it meant she had more quiet time to read.

		The door burst open and three figures dressed all in black appeared. Eve barely had time to look up before a black bag was shoved down over her head and she was carried off.

		Eve tried to call out for help, but her voice caught in her throat. She felt completely helpless as she was kidnapped. And she was certain Lexi would not even realize her roommate was missing.

		The stress of the situation caused Eve to pass out. When she came to, she had no idea where she was or how long it had been. All she knew was she was more or less on her knees, leaving against what felt like a wall.

		"Help," Eve called out, hoping someone might be in earshot who could help her or at least raise the alarm.

		"Quiet," came a female voice in response. "Pledges don't talk."

		It was the first time Eve realized she was not alone. As she quietly whimpered, she could hear other people. Some sounded like they were uncomfortable bound as she was, but she could also distinctly hear footsteps. They must have belonged to her captors.

		However, under the weight of her panic, Eve failed to notice that she had been referred to as a pledge. She did not understand that this was all a part of a sorority's pledge process.

		"Welcome members of the Beta Iota Mu Beta Omega pledge class," came a commanding woman's voice. "As chapter president, I am pleased to say we may have the best pledge class we ever have. As you know, we have exactingly high standards. We must maintain our status as the hottest sorority here at Thatcher College."

		"Wait, I'm-"

		"I said not talking."

		Eve tried to explain. She was not pledging. She was there by mistake. But she was cut off by someone else, another woman. She punctuated her remark by hitting Eve's shoulder. That alone was enough to silence the shy girl.

		The opening pledge ceremony continued. Eve sat there quietly on her knees afraid of what she might be made to do. She only lightly paid attention. Her mind raced with trying to figure out what had happened. Why had they taken her?

		Then came the pledge rituals. These particular rituals were specific to the Thatcher College chapter of the BIMBO sorority. They had been developed since the very first pledge class the year that Thatcher first opened.

		Eve was forced to take part, the whole time remaining blindfolded. She could see nothing as she was subjected to each and every ritual. Eve was forced to walk across the Trust Pit, the sorority girls shouting at her, giving her direction as she crossed the narrow board that spanned the pit.

		Eve survived, finding the sorority sisters did in fact give her good directions. She did nearly fall several times, but that had more to do with her own natural clumsiness.

		But then came an exercise called the Fault Finder. Eve was stripped of her clothing, all the while she was kept blindfolded. When an offending piece of clothing would not easily come off, it was cut off with a pair of incredibly sharp scissors.

		Standing there naked, Eve felt ready to once again pass out. What had she gotten herself into? She wanted to scream out in terror, but she could not find the words to do so.

		It seemed, however, that the other girls could find the words. Their words came in the form of felt pens writing on bare skin. The sorority sisters wrote faults on each pledge's skin. Eve could not help but notice how it felt like they were writing on every square inch of her skin. Was she really that ugly?

		Once the Fault Finder ritual had passed, each pledge had their blindfolds removed in turn. Eve was last.

		The moment Eve's blindfold was removed, she felt inundated with light. She squinted, trying to make out the scene before her.

		As the room came into focus, she realized she was in the main room of the Beta Iota Mu Beta Omega sorority house. Or at least she assumed so. It looked exactly like the stereotypical slutty sorority house. She stood there in a group of about 10 naked women. Surrounding them were 30 other women dressed in their finest party dresses.

		"Hey, where's Lexi?" one of the sorority sisters asked.

		Eve looked around too, hoping to see her roommate. However, Lexi was nowhere to be seen.

		"Wait, who is she?" asked another of the sisters, pointing at Eve.

		Eve blushed in response. She always hated attention. Standing there naked while everyone in the room looked at her was even worse.

		"I think that's Lexi's roommate," another of the sisters said. She turned to several other girls and added, "How could you be so stupid as to grab the nerd? We have standards to maintain."

		"And we can't just let her go," the first sister asked. "She has already gone through half the ritual ceremony. She could expose everything."

		"Girls," came the matronly voice of another woman, someone much older who Eve had not noticed before. Her voice drew everyone's attention. Then again, despite being much older than the sorority sisters, she was by far the most attractive woman in the room. "As sorority mother, I have a possible solution to this egregious situation. I think we need to consider making her into one of us."

		The sorority sisters whispered to each other. They knew of what the house mother spoke of, but none of them had ever seen it used. It had only been used in years when there were not enough suitable candidates for the sorority, a problem that had not arisen in many years.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		"Fetch the Golden Hair Dye," called the sorority mother. "And prepare our new pledge."

		Two of the sisters disappeared to bring the hair dye while the others advanced on Eve. Two sisters grabbed Eve by the arms. She tried to squirm out of their grasps, but she quickly gave up the fight. There were too many of them and Eve was not even sure she was strong enough to get away from the two holding her.

		Eve was led out of the main room into a much smaller room, in the middle of which stood a salon chair and washbasin. The two sisters holding her pushed her down into the chair. Eve felt the cold vinyl against her bare skin, making her breakout in goosebumps.

		"Seniors only, please," the sorority mother said as she entered the salon room. "Everyone else is to watch our pledges in the main room."

		The two sisters who had brought Eve to the salon room retreated. In their stead, 10 sisters filed in, including the two who had retrieved the Golden Hair Dye.

		"What is your name?" the sorority mother asked soothingly as she stood beside Eve.

		Eve took a moment to clear her throat before she said, "It's Eve."

		"And I am guessing you are a virgin?"

		"Y-yes." Eve practically choked on her words as she forced them out. She had no idea what any of this was about, but she felt completely powerless in the matronly woman's presence.

		"Not for long," the woman said, laughing. The senior sisters joined her, laughing at Eve's shy demeanor. The Beta Iota Mu Beta Omega sorority had the reputation of being filled with sluts. Sure, they were the hottest girls on campus, but that only seemed to fuel their sexual behaviors.

		Once the laughing stopped, the sorority mother tipped back Eve's chair and turned on the water in the washbasin. "You will be glad of this in the end," she said softly as she began to rinse Eve's hair.

		From there she began to apply the special hair dye. As soon as she began, Eve could feel a tingling in her scalp. It was strange, but oddly pleasant.

		Eve did not have long hair. Therefore it did not take long to apply the dye.

		"Just stay sitting there and soon you will be one of us," the sorority mother explained. "We'll leave you alone while it sets. But don't think about trying to wash the dye out."

		The moment the sorority mother said those words, two of the sisters stepped forward and attached straps to Eve's wrists, cuffing her to the chair. She was stuck and completely at the sorority sisters' mercy.

		The women filed back out of the salon room, closing the door behind them, leaving Eve alone. She guessed they would resume the ceremonial initiation rituals, whatever those entailed. For Eve's part, she just wished this could all be over so she could go back to her room and return to her book.

		However, as Eve sat there, she found the tingle in her scalp had begun to spread. It slowly moved down her head, past her face and neck as it continued down her body. Within minutes, every inch of her skin tingled.

		"Oh no," Eve said as she began to realize the hair dye was doing more than changing the color of her hair. As she sat there, looking down, she could see her breasts growing. She had always been rather flat, but that no longer seemed to be the case. Soon they were the size of oranges and still growing bigger.

		But a new sensation began that took her thoughts away from her still expanding assets. A heat built up inside of Eve that she had only rarely felt before. It was the heat of arousal, but she had never felt it as strongly before.

		Suddenly Eve wished her hands were free. Not so she could escape or wash out the dye from her hair, but so she could masturbate. She had experimented on rare occasions, but she had never before felt such a dire need to cum.

		Eve ground her thighs together as she fidgeted on the chair. She had never felt so needy before.

		However, as Eve sat there, she found her mental perspective changing. Always having been shy and quiet, she almost did not recognize the confidence building inside of her. Her fidgeting slowed as a smile crept across her face.

		"Damn, I'm sexy," Eve said as she looked down and admired her breasts. She shook her head to see long waves of blonde hair at the edges of her vision. "I've got big tits, a killer body and long blonde hair. I'm going to be the best BIMBO sister this chapter has ever seen. But first I'm going to need some cock."

		When the sorority mother returned, she found a smiling Eve, sitting there proudly, her body changed to perfection. The writing on her skin had disappeared, for she no longer had any faults.

		"Feeling more like a Beta Iota Mu Beta Omega sister now, Eve?"

		"Call me Evie. Eve isn't a name for a slutty sorority sister like me."

		The sorority mother simply smiled as she untied Evie. Once unbound, Evie rose to her feet and stood there examining her body. Just the sight of herself turned her on.

		"Let us rejoin the other girls. You need to finish the ceremony."

		Evie returned to the main room, walking proudly, not bothered one bit who might see her nude form. By the end of that night, Evie was a full fledged member of the Beta Iota Mu Beta Omega sorority and proud of it.

		It did not take long for Evie to put her body through its paces. All the girls were given clothes to wear home. The next day they would be moving out of the dorms and into the sorority.

		However, Evie did not make it home that night. She crossed paths with one of the quarterbacks. He was a likely contender to be drafted after his senior season. Evie was vaguely aware that he had a girlfriend, but that did not matter to her. She was horny, he was hot, so why not fuck?

		It was the first of many sexual escapades for Evie, who quickly gained the reputation as the hottest slut on campus. And she could be quite the bitch too.

		The bitchy and entitled attitude first showed itself when Evie was moving out of her dorm room. Lexi was there, upset that she had not been able to pledge.

		"Maybe you can work hard on being a hot bitch this next year and pledge as a sophomore," Evie had said, looking down on the confused Lexi. "Not that any self respecting sorority would take a sophomore."

		Lexi burst into tears. She could not understand how her roommate had changed so much or even how Evie seemed to now be a member of the hottest sorority on campus. That was supposed to be her moving out of the dorms and into the BIMBO sorority house.

		Evie strutted out of the dorm, ready for her life as a hot and slutty sorority bitch. She was sure she would rule the school by her senior year. And it would be great fun fucking all the hot guys along the way.
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