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		Introduction

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 2 is the second book in a series of short story anthologies. The stories in this volume were first written for Patreon before they were removed from that platform.

		Past and future volumes of this series will feature former Patreon stories as well as brand new content.

		Volume 2 does not have a specific theme, however, related stories are included with each other to improve the reading experience. Additionally, One With the Bimbo Harem is a gender transformation story, in addition to being a bimbo story. Enjoy.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Undercover

		

		To Kat's surprise, however, the other women at the party were perfectly nice to her. It seemed this was a common occurrence at 

		Kat Dix was an up and coming agent with the FBI. It was still early in her career, but she had excelled at everything she had been tasked with.

		It was not every day that such a new agent was given an undercover assignment. Kat knew that as soon as it was proposed to her. And given the nature of the assignment, Kat's superiors made it clear it was voluntary. The risk was great and no one involved was to be forced into it.

		In some ways, the voluntary nature of the assignment was an antithesis to what was being investigated. Human trafficking was a growing problem in the United States and the perpetrators were getting better at hiding their activities.

		But finally there was a lead. By pure chance, a phone call had been intercepted about a dinner party the suspected heads of a trafficking ring were hosting. And through some miracle, another FBI agent finagled an invitation. And the invitation included a plus one.

		When it came to determining who should be the plus one, Kat was the first on the list. She was attractive, and while her colleagues had never seen her in formal attire, they had no doubts she could do it.

		For Kat, the offer was too good to pass up. She even got the Bureau to pay for a nice outfit for the occasion, because she did not have anything she deemed appropriate. The simple fact was, Kat had never been one for dressing up. She rarely wore a skirt and kept her makeup use to a bare minimum. She had more important things to worry about than looking nice, taking a utilitarian viewpoint on fashion.

		However, when it came time for the assignment, Kat nearly chickened out. She felt like such a fraud, dressed as she was in her skirt and sweater set. And she felt almost helpless walking in her heels.

		Still, Kat pressed on with the assignment, knowing it was too late to back out. She had run through the plan with her partner, Agent Jason Webb. She did not personally know the man, but he seemed like a great agent as they prepared for the assignment.

		The two of them arrived at the party just as other guests were arriving. Kat felt slightly underdressed as she and her partner entered the foyer of the house. She felt she could not compare to the other women who wore outfits that more resembled ball gowns. She could only hope she did not stick out too much.

		The plan had been for Kat and Agent Webb to work together. They were to keep constant contact between themselves, never leaving each other's sights unless absolutely necessary. Unfortunately, those plans went awry the moment they stepped inside. Kat was ushered off with the other women, cut off from Agent Webb and all the other men.

		Kat fought back against the rising panic inside of her. She could not risk blowing her cover, but nothing was going to plan.

		To Kat's surprise, however, the other women at the party were perfectly nice to her. It seemed this was a common occurrence at such events. The women did their thing while the men did theirs. Kat had a glass of champagne shoved in her hand. She took a sip, not wanting to appear out of place any more than she already was.

		Normally she would never have considered drinking in such a situation, but the need to keep her cover was worth the risk of drinking a small amount of alcohol. She figured she could nurse the one drink the most of the night and never risk actual inebriation.

		The night went on. Kat and the other women chatted, they ate, they drank. It all seemed ordinary, except for the fact that they never saw the men they came with.

		That was until the very end of the party. Kat had not been able to simply nurse her one drink. The other women encouraged her to let loose and enjoy herself. She remained guarded, but that first drink turned into three.

		As it turned out, however, those three drinks were the last of her free life. What everyone at the FBI, including Kat and Agent Webb, had failed to realize was that this specific trafficking operation specifically dealt with bimbos.

		And more, this specific event was aimed at bringing people into the fold. All the plus ones were to be bimbofied. As the party came to an end, several men entered the area of the house where the women had been enjoying themselves. None of the women, including Kat, were in a position to properly defend themselves.

		Not that Kat did not try. She kicked and hit back, but it ended being of no use. Once the tasers came out, it was over. Kat and all the other women were subdued.

		Kat was out for a full week. As soon as she was subdued, she was drugged. And in that week, everything changed.

		The bimbo conversion process took the entire week. Kat's body was altered, her breasts made bigger, her lips plumped up, her body sculpted into a more pleasing form.

		But the real changes were to Kat's mind. When she awoke a week later, she was no longer Kat at all. She had no memory of ever being Agent Kat Dix of the FBI. Now she was Kitty Dixonme.

		After passing the bimbo tests the bimbo masters put her through with flying colors, she was released into the wild. They were aware of who she had been and they did not want to put her to work and risk blowing their operation.

		Instead, Kitty was sent to the FBI. She giggled and licked her lips when she met with her old boss. She had no recollection of who he was, but she could tell he had a big cock.

		Kitty handed him a note explaining that she was a warning to the FBI. The trafficking ring was not to be messed with. It also explained that Agent Webb had been killed, before threatening the FBI director's wife with a similar bimbofication to what had been done to Kat.

		Not wanting to accept complete defeat, the FBI reassigned Kitty. She could no longer be an agent given her diminished skill set. And, unfortunately, she was not much use in the office either. She was just too much of a bimbo.

		Still, the powers that be decided it best to keep Kitty around, just in case she ever remembered what had happened to her. She proved to be a fantastic morale booster. For her part, she spent most of her time, when not boosting the morale of the male agents, taking selfies or shopping. Those were the only other two skills she had.

		However, a year later, the FBI reinstated Kitty's agent status. She might not be a capable agent herself, but she worked as a great plus one for other undercover events. Her partners certainly enjoyed themselves.

		Meanwhile, Kitty was oblivious of her role. She was just happy to go out for a party, dressing pretty and hanging on a man's arm. Kitty made sure to always show her appreciation to her partner of the night. What more could a bimbo like her want?

		

	
		

		One With the Bimbo Harem (TG)

		

		Doctor Kevin Brown woke up feeling groggy. His thoughts came slowly to him as he tried to remember what had happened to him. Even before he opened his eyes, he had a feeling that something terrible had happened.

		His memories only came to him in flashes. There were bright lights, magnified by rain drops on glass. Then there was a screech and a loud jarring crash. After that, nothing.

		Dr. Brown had always considered himself a smart man. His mind always seemed to work faster than everyone else he met, but it seemed to only fail him now. He could not fully reconstruct what had happened.

		Of course, Dr. Brown's work meant that many of the people he interacted with on a day to day basis were not the brightest. He had made a career out of turning women, and a few men, into bimbos at the Bimbo Ward. It was even more true at home, as Dr. Brown had collected his own bimbo harem in his time working in bimbofication.

		Dr. Brown's home life was no secret around the workplace. The other doctors admired his stamina. Most of the nursing staff wished they could join his harem when they retired from their Bimbo Ward posts. They just loved the idea of spending the rest of their bimbo lives surrounded by other hot and sexy bimbos.

		Unable to fully piece together what had happened, Dr. Brown opened his eyes for the first time that he could recently remember. He needed more information if he was going to figure out his predicament.

		Dr. Brown's vision was blurry to start. It took time for his eyes to focus and his brain to interpret the signals his eyes were sending it. First and foremost, however, was the color pink. Dr. Brown could not make anything out, but the color pink that invaded his eyes provided a calming influence.

		And the color reminded him of something, but it was just out of reach. He strained to remember what the pink meant, but his brain continued to operate at sub-par levels.

		It took about five minutes for Dr. Brown's vision to become clear, but for him it felt like hours. At least the color pink now made sense. He was in a pink room, laying down in a bed, looking up at the pink ceiling. He felt as if that should mean something, but in the moment, he could not recall what.

		"Oh goodie, you're awake," came a chipper voice from nearby.

		Soon the pink in Dr. Brown's vision was largely replaced by two impossibly large breasts, barely covered in a tight white smock.

		"I thought about just putting you in the machine while you were unconscious, but that wouldn't be any fun. I want you to know what's happening to you."

		"Wha..." It was all Dr. Brown was able to say. His vocal cords seemed unable to make complex sounds. He felt nearly paralyzed.

		"Don't try to speak," the woman said. "As your nurse, I made sure to give you lots of paralytic drugs. You're much too strong for a bimbo nurse like me. But I can't have anyone know what I'm doing, so I can't use their help."

		Dr. Brown tried to process everything the nurse said, but he could not seem to understand it all. He did get the basics. He had been drugged, which was why he felt the way he did and likely why his mind was not working properly.

		"You're probably wondering what happened to you," the woman said. "I suppose it won't hurt to tell you. It won't matter in a little bit anyway. You had a car accident. The ambulance brought you to the hospital here, but the emergency room was busy. When I heard you were coming, I decided to help you."

		Panic filled Dr. Brown's eyes as he heard the words "car accident." That explained why he was in a room like he was. He had been taken to the hospital. But worse, rather than be admitted to the emergency room, he had been admitted to the Bimbo Ward, better known as Ward B to those who had not been initiated.

		It was not that the Bimbo Ward did not provide stellar care. It was that the Bimbo Ward was in the business of turning people into bimbos. If he was in the Bimbo Ward that meant he was on the docket for bimbofication.

		"Don't worry," the woman continued. "When we're all done with you, you'll be happier than ever. And I will take over your harem. Just imagining all those girls you have at home lining up to lick my pussy makes me so wet. And just think, you'll have the honor to be the first of the harem to pleasure me. That will make you special."

		Dr. Brown could not imagine himself ever wanting to lick the nurse's pussy. He never degraded himself to such levels. Half the reason he kept a harem was so the girls could pleasure each other when he was not around. He also liked having a wide variety of bimbos on call to fuck. He simply got bored with the same girl over and over.  That was why his harem had grown to more than 10 bimbos at that point. He had so many he had to buy a bigger house.

		But Dr. Brown also knew that if the nurse followed through with her intentions, there would be nothing stopping her from getting her way. If she performed the right procedures, he would, assuming he kept his manhood, would gladly lick her pussy. The idea of what the nurse proposed terrified him.

		"Time to get you to the chamber," the nurse said as she started to pull Dr. Brown into a sitting position.

		Dr. Brown fought against the nurse with all his might, but the drugs he had been given did exactly what they were designed for. They restricted his movement. And all but the smallest of muscles seemed under his control.

		It was a little tricky, but the nurse eventually maneuvered Dr. Brown into a nearby wheelchair that had been previously kept out of his sight lines. From there, they were off to the chamber.

		Dr. Brown knew exactly where they were going. The chamber was a machine that could both alter the mind and body of anyone who was placed inside. In his weaker moments, he had created a remote program that could alter himself. Who would not want to be bigger and stronger and smarter.

		"You might be wondering how I'm able to do all this," the nurse said as she wheeled Dr. Brown out of his room and toward the chamber. "I stumbled on your remote program and figured out how to use it on myself. I didn't change much, but I made myself smarter so I could carry out the rest of my plan. Soon, rather than being Dr. Kevin Brown, you will be Keva, a happy little bimbo who loves serving her Mistress."

		If Dr. Brown had been capable of shuddering, he would have. Instead, he just sat there, impassive.

		In moments they had reached the chamber. It had already been turned on, prepped by the nurse. She had planned everything. The nurse did struggle to transfer Dr. Brown from the wheelchair into the chamber, but she eventually managed. She even stripped off his hospital smock, leaving him completely naked.

		Dr. Brown thought her eyes lingered on his cock longer than would have been normal for most people. Despite making herself smarter, he figured she had left her libido and enjoyment of giving blow jobs alone. When presented with a cock, she had to fight hard not to want to pleasure it.

		Not that it would matter soon. If all went to the nurse's plan, Dr. Brown would no longer have a cock himself.

		Once the chamber door was closed, it was a moment before he heard the nurse's voice through a speaker inside the chamber. "I spent a long time thinking about how to do this. I considered just doing it all at once, but then what's the fun in having you awake if you can't enjoy the process too? With that, I hope you enjoy the experience as much as I enjoy watching it."

		The nurse stopped talking as the chamber began to hum. Dr. Brown had heard it before, but always from the outside, never the inside.

		Situated as he was, in a seated position with his head more or less looking down at his body, he was given a perfect view of his transformation.

		It started with his body hair. Dr. Brown had been a relatively hairy guy. He, with the help of his bimbo harem, performed regular manscaping duties, but even with that, he never would have been mistaken for hairless. But suddenly that body hair disappeared, absorbed by his skin.

		Next came an obvious change. Dr. Brown began growing breasts. They pushed out from his chest, looking small but perky at first. But they continued to grow, pushing out from his chest like balloons were inflating inside them. When they finally stopped growing, he rivaled the nurse's own substantial pair. What was more, he could no longer see anything between his knees and his now giant tits.

		Dr. Brown's body continued to change, although he could only see a small portion of it. His legs thinned and shortened. Where his feet once touched the floor of the chamber, he was now too short for them to touch.

		He could feel his face rearranging itself, but he could not see the changes. Although his vision was now framed with long eyelashes. He could also feel his hair growing down his back. He had always kept his brown hair cut short. Now it tickled the small of his back and he had few doubts the nurse had chosen the most bimboish of blonde colors.

		If Dr. Brown had been able to move, he would have seen how his body had a similar template to many of his favorite bimbos. His big tits were counterbalanced by a large round ass and a tiny waist. His platinum blonde hair hung in loose waves down his back. If pulled straight, his hair would have reached his ass.

		What was more, Dr. Brown's once masculine face was no longer recognizable. His now blue eyes shone brightly, his nose shrinking and gaining such a shape that people would wonder if he had work done, and his lips gaining a volume that made it clear what their real purpose was.

		The penultimate physical change came to Dr. Brown's skin. Ever blemish disappeared while he gained a healthy all-over tan. The new Dr. Brown would never have tan lines, whether he wanted them or not.

		Finally it happened. Dr. Brown knew it would eventually. He could not hope to keep his cock. Not that he wanted to if he was otherwise forced to look like a teenager's wet dream. It was a strange feeling, having his cock disappear and gaining the proper female anatomy in its place. In many ways, Dr. Brown was glad that final change could not be seen.

		To Dr. Brown, it felt like a long pause. The chamber continued to hum, but nothing physically happened. It took a moment to come to terms with the new reality. Dr. Brown was now a woman. And if the nurse had performed the proper calculations, no one would ever question his, now her, womanhood.

		But as the moment continued, Dr. Brown came to the dreaded realization that the chamber had not stopped its work. Rather than continue to change her body, it now went to work on her mind.

		Dr. Brown searched through her memories, looking for anything that might be missing. The only problem was, she did not know which memories were being deleted, nor could she remember the memories once they were gone.

		Keva did not know when she started thinking of herself as Keva instead of Dr. Brown. The transition happened smoothly. It felt natural to think of herself as Keva.

		And the more Keva thought about things, she felt she had a pretty great life. She had big tits and a sexy body. She was horny, which just meant she wanted to have sex. Sex seemed like a fun thing to do. Sure, she might be dumb, but who cared about her brains when she had a smoking hot body and the knowledge to use it?

		When the chamber finally turned off, it was several moments before the door opened. The moment Keva saw the nurse, the final piece of the new her clicked into place.

		"Mistress," Keva said with a combination of excitement and lust.

		"Good girl," the nurse said. "Now we just need to get you some clothes and then you'll be ready to come home with me and meet your new bimbo sisters."

		The paralytic effects of the drugs were still making it difficult for Keva to move, but they were wearing off enough so that she could smile. Nothing sounded better to the new bimbo.

		"But first, why don't we see how talented that tongue of yours is?"

		The nurse revealed her pussy. Keva had to correct herself. Licking her Mistress' pussy sounded like the absolute best thing ever. Then she could meet her bimbo sisters and make sure they adopted Mistress as their Mistress.

		

	
		

		All Her Worth

		

		Nicole learned early on that she was judged on her looks. More importantly, she found her worth as a woman often came from the size of her boobs.

		Nicole never developed much in the bust department. After several years of trying to get ahead in the rat race, Nicole decided it was time to seek a surgeon's solution to her lack of cleavage.

		Her first augmentation gave Nicole a big boost in her life. Suddenly people, especially men, were paying attention to her. Sure, they were not specifically helping advance her career, but Nicole had a hard time caring. She was finally popular.

		In fact, Nicole started to find ways to enhance her popularity further, even at the expense of her career. She wore low cut tops that showed off her cleavage. She also generally took a greater interest in fashion, playing up her femininity.

		Then Nicole met Tristan. He was handsome, suave and rich. He lavished her with gifts and the sex was amazing. The only problem, although Nicole had a hard time taking issue with it, was Tristan making it clear he was only interested in her because of her boobs. For him, the bigger, the better.

		Nicole knew the relationship was superficial, at least to begin with. But the more attention Tristan lavished on her, the more she found herself falling for him. And he too admitted his infatuation with her boobs was becoming more.

		Then came the big commitment. Tristan offered to pay for another upgrade. Nicole loved the attention, but she questioned whether she could really go bigger. When she was with Tristan, she was already Nikki, his big-boobed bimbo. It was just a fun name, but if she went bigger, would that become the real her?

		A month after her surgery, she was Nikki full time. She even legally changed her name to make it official. She fully adopted a bimbo mindset. Her life was all about looking sexy for Tristan and pleasing him in any way she could.

		Nikki's worth as a person was now all about her boobs. Her brain did not matter, her opinions, her thoughts, her personality. She was a big-boobed bimbo.

		When it came time for her and Tristan's anniversary, she found a special top to wear for him. "I love you with all my boobs," it read in big capital letters.

		It was the perfect slogan for their anniversary. Nikki was just a big pair of boobs. And she loved Tristan completely. She would never have found herself if it were not for him. Nicole/Nikki had finally made it.

		

	
		

		More Than She Bargained For

		

		Betsy sat down across from the owner of the private jet. She had found it a little strange to conduct the interview on the plane. But what was she going to do?

		The move from working for a major airline to that of a private client on a private jet was a big step, but Betsy was sure she was making the right choice. The pay was supposed to be better and the work much easier.

		Understanding that her interview would be on the plane, Betsy had decided to dress as if she already had the job. She was sure not to wear anything that identified her current employer, but it was not hard to put together a generic stewardess outfit. Her reasoning for such a move was simple. She wanted to show that she had confidence in herself.

		Meeting Mr. McLaughlin for the first time, Betsy was impressed by both his aircraft and his presentation. He wore a perfectly tailored suit. Every single thing about him was a demonstration of his success and wealth. In all honesty, Betsy found him intimidating, but she did her best not to show it. 

		The interview itself was straightforward enough. They went over her work history, her experience in exotic locations, even her experience making drinks from when she worked at a bar six years before.

		During the entire conversation, Betsy found Mr. McLaughlin looking her up and down, evaluating not only her experience and personality, but her body as well. She had expected this. It was half the reason she had chosen a blouse that gave a good view of her chest. She might not have had much to show off, but she understood how many liked to look.

		However, the second half of the interview started to go in a different direction. It started with Mr. McLaughlin asking Betsy to make him a drink. He had very particular tastes and expected his stewardesses to be able to handle that.

		Betsy made her way to the onboard bar and got to work. As she looked through the collection of liquors, Betsy was impressed. Not a single bottle could be found retailing for under $200.

		When Betsy returned with the drink in hand, Mr. McLaughlin immediately took a sip. She stood there, hopeful, but his expression gave away nothing. Had she done well or had she failed?

		"Here, you can have the rest," Mr. McLaughlin said, handing her back the drink.

		Betsy took a tentative sip, afraid that she had messed up. In her mind, she thought it was the best drink she had ever had. It helped that it was also the most expensive drink she had ever had.

		"Relax," Mr. McLaughlin said. "You've got the job. Finish that off and then go make two more. We need to celebrate."

		Betsy never expected she would get to party with her new boss on his private plane. That was not a part of the job description, but she certainly was not going to complain.

		The liquor continued to flow, but had Betsy been paying attention, she would have realized she was the one consuming most of the alcohol.

		At some point, Betsy had passed out. She had already started to slur her words after that second drink. After four, she could barely keep her eyes open.

		However, when Betsy did wake up, she found herself in a pink room and not on the plane any longer. Her head pounded and it felt as if her mouth was full of dry sand. Where was she? Betsy had no idea.

		It was about 20 minutes later when Mr. McLaughlin appeared. He walked into the room and smiled when he saw Betsy awake.

		"I'm glad to see you're awake," he said. "You had a bit too much to drink yesterday. But don't worry, I had you brought here to Ward B for treatment. The staff assure me you will make a full recovery. Of course, with how much money I have donated to this place, they better produce results when I want them to."

		Betsy's thoughts moved slowly as she fought against the headache that felt like it was breaking her skull. The only benefit to being in her current situation was the calming pink walls of what Betsy now realized was a hospital room. And she could only hope her drunkenness on the plane did not change Mr. McLaughlin's mind about hiring her.

		"At this point I might as well fill you in on all the details," Mr. McLaughlin continued. "I think you will make a fine stewardess for me, but I have certain requirements in my female staff and sadly, you do not measure up. At least not yet. And really, that is the reason I brought you here. While the official name of this place is Ward B, I prefer to call it the Bimbo Ward. The doctors and nurses here will make sure you meet my exacting standards. And don't worry, you'll love the new you. You won't even know how to not love Bimbo Betsy."

		The next time Betsy walked onto Mr. McLaughlin's plane, she looked and acted like an entirely different person. Her once brunette hair was now blonde. Her eyes, once showing the brightness of an intelligent mind, were now pools of limpid light, showing how little complex thought she was now capable of.

		Betsy's body overall had not needed much changed. She was an attractive woman. But now it was as if all of her features had been dialed up a notch. Her breasts were made bigger, her ass plumper, her lips fuller, her skin tan and blemish free.

		But the most important change in Betsy was in her view of what service really entailed. She was more than a caterer flying in the sky. Every part of her body was available to Mr. McLaughlin and whoever he chose to fly with.

		That was why she did not balk at the uniform Mr. McLaughlin instructed her to wear, the skirt being so short it was nearly impossible to avoid showing her lace panties. Those too were a part of the uniform.

		In her first flight with Mr. McLaughlin, Betsy did not know where they were going. She did not know how long the flight would be. All she knew was Mr. McLaughlin planned to initiate her into his own personal mile high club. And Betsy could not wait.

		

	
		

		The Start of the Bimbo Club

		

		Janet was a stickler for rules. It created tension between herself and her coworkers, especially as she was head of Human Resources. It meant every company rule came under her purview.

		That tension always seemed to come to a head at the annual company picnic. It was why Janet never wanted to go. Unfortunately for everyone, attendance was mandatory. Only a doctor's note could get you out of it. And the 48-year old could never bring herself to obtaining a fake note.

		And so each year Janet went to the company picnic. She always wore work clothes to the event, always wanting to project a professional appearance. It was something she wished her coworkers would do as well, but company policy allowed for more casual dress at company social functions.

		Except this year, because of the record breaking heat across the country, the powers that be opted to change the venue for the picnic. Instead of renting out a covered area at the local park, an indoor location, one with air conditioning, was selected.

		Janet arrived at the new venue and was immediately confused. All she had was the address of the space they were using for the event. But the given address was a strip club. Flashes of anger welled up inside of Janet as she realized what was happening. She was sure there were rules or regulations against hosting a company event at a strip club.

		Janet sat there, trying to decide what to do. Should she call her boss to double check everything? Should she just leave, refusing to enter such a disgusting place? Never in her life had she stepped foot inside a strip club and she did not want to break her streak.

		However, after several minutes of sitting there in her car, trying to decide what to do, she saw her boss walk into the club with his wife. Seeing him, and the casualness with which he carried himself, told Janet that this was no mistake. Someone had planned this. Janet wanted to know who so she could kick him squarely in the balls. Not that she would, of course. Such an act would definitely run afoul of the rules. With no other recourse, Janet decided to follow her boss inside, resigned to the fact her strip club free days were over.

		Janet stepped inside the club dressed in the same fashion she did at the office. She wore a white blouse, tastefully buttoned up to give no hint of her shape beneath it. Over that she wore a black blazer, fitted just enough to show she was a woman, but not enough to give anyone something to look at. Janet wore slacks, preferring pants in the office to skirts. You could never go wrong with the length of slacks, while you definitely could with a skirt. Her shoes were simple and black with no heel.

		It only took a moment to find her coworkers. Janet's boss welcomed her with an unwelcome hug and then shoved a drink into her hand. It only took a moment for Janet to decide she would cut her time at the company "picnic" as short as possible. One drink and she was out of there.

		Janet looked into her cup to try and figure out what the liquid was. The lighting was poor in much of the club with most of the light coming from the stage. Janet averted her attention from there. She had no interest in seeing scantily clad women dance for spare change. Unfortunately, the lighting was not good enough to tell what it was, but it smelled faintly of strawberries.

		Taking a sip, Janet was first impressed by the alcohol. She rarely drank and always preferred drinks where you could not taste the alcohol. But then the flavor of strawberries hit her. It was delicious.

		That one drink ended up turning into three. Janet had a hard time stopping herself from getting refills. And from the looks of it, neither could her coworkers.

		What Janet did not notice was a side effect of the strawberry drink that had her and her coworkers entranced. Her hair, which had been held up in a tight bun, now hung down her back in rich waves.

		Janet's clothes had changed too. Her once professional outfit was looking less and less professional. Her blazer shrunk, becoming more fitted reaching the point where it could no longer close in front. Of course, some of that was because it was more than just Janet's clothes that were changing. Her body was too.

		Janet's breasts started growing, pushing out against her blouse. They grew larger and larger, as if two balloons were getting blown up from inside her chest.

		The changing blouse, Janet wore could barely keep up. The top itself shifted, opening at the neck to provide a good view of a long line of cleavage. But even with that release, the blouse was still tight, straining to keep Janet's growing tits in check.

		The blouse did more than change to show off cleavage. The hemline of the top pulled upward. Soon it could no longer remain tucked in. But it kept rising and eventually reached the point where it could no longer keep Janet's belly button covered.

		If Janet was concerned about the changes to her clothes and body, she did not seem to show it. Her desire to remain professional also waned. She began to dance to the beat of the music that played throughout the club. And further, she found herself watching the dancers on stage, enjoying their erotic displays.

		As Janet started working on her fourth cup of the magical strawberry concoction, more of Janet's outfit began to change. Her pants tightened around her body and then made a slow retreat up her legs. The newly revealed skin was flawless, silky smooth with no hint of body hair.

		Janet's pants continued to rise, but the rate at which they did so only seemed to increase as her shoes also began to change. Her heels were pushed up off the ground as her shoes reshaped themselves into high heels. By the time Janet found herself standing in four-inch heels, her pants had transformed into a short skirt that now HR manager would ever consider work appropriate.

		"Who wants to dance?" someone in the crowd said. Janet could not be sure who said it, but suddenly she found herself wanting to do exactly that.

		"I do," she practically shouted before she made her way to the stage.

		Standing next to the stage was a large man with large muscles. He wore a tight fitting t-shirt with the club's name on it.

		"Can I dance?" Janet asked. She could have just climbed up. The idea of the bouncer grabbing her and pulling her off the stage actually sounded fun. With being such a large man, surely the rest of him was large too. Janet did not even realize what she was thinking. She had never in her life considered sex with a man she had not even met yet. But the fantasy played out in her mind and made her smile.

		The bouncer glanced across the room, as if checking for permission before making a move. The bouncer nodded and then stepped aside.

		"Woo," Janet shouted as she climbed up onto the stage. A new song began to play and she let the music carry her around the pole.

		With each article of clothing that Janet discarded, more about her changed. She had been middle aged, but as she danced, she grew younger and younger, soon losing close to 20 years.

		But the most significant changes were internal. Janet's mind completely transformed. Her thoughts slowed, her memories grew vague and she developed a new confidence in herself.

		While Janet had entered the club, it was Janee who walked off the stage, carrying her discarded clothes in her hands and at least $50 in tips tucked into her thong.

		It took Janee some time to put herself back together backstage. It was hard enough calming herself down after her performance. Her body was revved up, excited at the sexuality of her actions. It wanted the satisfaction that could follow the teasing eroticism of her performance.

		When Janee finally returned to her coworkers, she wore tall platform heels, a tiny skirt with the top of her thong pulled up over the top, a blouse that she had simply tied off under her massive tits and a bolero jacket that did little more than cover her arms.

		Janee grinned and giggled when she rejoined the group. She got to work with such great people. While she had been on stage, they too had undergone transformations of their own. The men and women alike looked much as Janee did. Big tits and small brains were the order of the day, bimbos every one of them.

		Soon however, the night was approaching an end. Janee loved the monthly meetings of the Bimbo Club. Every month they met at a different strip club around town. And it seemed like every night it was Janee jumping up on stage and dancing before she found a man to take her home for the night. Bimbo Club meetings were the best.

		

	
		

		Joining the Bimbo Club

		

		D.J. and Vivienne had been driving all day. The cross country road trip, a second honeymoon of sorts, had left the pair tired and hungry as they rolled into town well after dark. Road construction had caused unexpected delays.

		After checking into their hotel, D.J. asked the clerk if any restaurants were open at such a late hour.

		“The only place open this late is the strip club down the street. Not ideal, I know, but the food is supposed to be pretty good from what I’ve heard.”

		D.J. gave the clerk his thanks and then returned to the room to give Vivienne the bad news.

		“Something is better than nothing,” Vivienne said. “And it’s not like we haven’t seen women naked before. Really, I’m too hungry to care at this point. Let’s go.”

		And so they did. D.J. and Vivienne got back in their car and drove the short distance down the street to the strip club. It was easy to spot. The neon sign featuring a large breasted woman in a bikini meant it could not be missed.

		Even with the lateness of the hour, the club was hopping. Loud music could be heard every time the front door to the club opened. And it opened frequently as scantily clad women went in and out.

		“You sure about this,” D.J. asked.

		“Like I said, I’m too hungry to care at this point. Let’s get in, order, eat and get out as fast as possible.”

		The married couple walked through the front door and were immediately inundated with flesh. The club was packed, primarily with the same kinds of women they had seen going in and out. The male to female ratio of the place was definitely dominated by the female side.

		“You new?” asked one of the waitresses.

		“Um, yeah,” D.J. said, trying to keep his eyes from straying to all of the large breasted women who seemed to take the idea of showing off their bodies to an extreme. At least the waitress seemed to be normally proportioned and conservatively dressed compared to the patrons. “We’re new.”

		“And looking for food,” Vivienne added, wanting to make their mission clear.

		“Right this way,” the waitress said as she grabbed two menus and led them to a table.

		Vivienne followed directly behind the waitress with D.J. behind her. That gave him the freedom to scan the room and enjoy the attractiveness of all the women around them. He had never seen so many spectacularly beautiful women in one place before.

		As soon as the married couple were seated, the waitress said, “I’ll be right back with your complimentary drinks.”

		That was a surprise to both D.J. and Vivienne. They had not been expecting such treatment. They could not help but wonder if they had stumbled into some organized event and been mistaken for other people.

		However, before either could think on their predicament much longer, the waitress returned with two tall glasses filled with a pink liquid. “Here you go. I can come back and take your food order in a couple minutes.”

		“Thank you,” D.J. said as Vivienne took a tentative sip.

		The drink was strong, the high alcohol content obvious. Vivienne put her drink down first, unhappy with it. But then a delicious taste of strawberries hit her tongue and she returned the drink to her lips, taking bigger and bigger sips.

		D.J. found the taste intoxicating from the start. In moments he had downed the entire glass, letting out a satisfying sigh as he wiped the hint of a pink mustache off his upper lip.

		When the waitress returned, she replaced the first set of drinks with another fresh set before taking the couple’s order. Neither of them had actually opened their menus, but the steak on the cover looked good. They both ordered that.

		Nothing was said between the pair as they worked on their second glass of the pink drink. Neither seemed to care that they were getting drunk. Any thoughts of driving back to the hotel anytime soon were forgotten.

		By the time the steaks arrived, Both D.J. and Vivienne had finished off three glasses of what had become their favorite drink. What was more, the steaks came with fourth glasses.

		Of course, as the couple sat there drinking and eating, neither of them noticed the changes that were occurring. They were completely oblivious not only to the transformations they were undergoing, but the transformation the other was undergoing as well.

		Vivienne had entered the strip club wearing a simple outfit of jeans and a sweatshirt. It was what she had worn in the car all day when comfort was preferred over style. However, as she sat there her clothes began to shift.

		It started with the neckline of Vivienne’s sweatshirt. It began to fade away, the opening growing larger and larger. In moments both shoulders became exposed. Simultaneously, the sleeves slid up her arms until there was only a small band of fabric wrapped around each of her upper arms.

		The hemline of Vivienne’s sweatshirt shifted too, rising up and displaying taut tanned skin as it went. Of course, another reason for the hemline rising was a sudden swelling of Vivienne’s breasts. They went from a small size that barely required a bra for support to large with high profile implants inside of them for maximum projection, leaving a sizable amount of cleavage on display.

		The pant legs of Vivienne’s jeans fused together and slowly made their way up her now svelte and tanned legs. The hemline kept rising, passing her knees and then continuing to slide up her thighs until the skirt barely covered her ass while she was standing. In her seated position, her thong meant her ass cheeks made contact with the chair.

		Also changing were Vivienne’s shoes. Her once simple sneakers had turned into impressive high heeled shoes, colored pink to match the pink color her now bandeau top sported.

		To complete the physical transformation, Vivienne’s face broke out in layers of expertly applied makeup, her lips turning an especially peppy pink color. Her short cropped brunette hair grew out into long waves, turning black as it flowed down her back. Vivienne had been wearing simple studs in her ears, but once her ears were covered by her now luscious hair, the studs transformed into large gold hoops that nearly reached her now bare shoulders.

		The transformation D.J. went through was even more impressive. He entered the strip club wearing long plaid shorts and a blue long sleeved button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up.

		However, first and foremost, D.J. lost size and mass. He was a tall man naturally, but as he sat there, he slowly shrunk, the pounds and inches miraculously disappearing. At the same time his body feminized, his body hair, including his five o’clock shadow, disappearing as his shoulders became less pronounced and his hips widened.

		D.J.’s shirt began to shift and change. The sleeves unfolded until they reached his wrists. The body of the shirt grew tighter around his torso until it was skin tight. His neck line opened as the hemline of the short began to move up, revealing a taut and toned midriff.

		At the same time, D.J. developed breasts. They quickly grew large and strained against the thin fabric doing its best to contain them. As the shirt continued up his torso, the buttons disappeared, the shirt reforming itself into a white blouse with the ends tied off underneath his large tits.

		Much like Vivienne’s jeans, D.J.’s shorts legs fused together to form a skirt. It then shortened, revealing more of his long sexy legs. The skirt maintained its plaid coloring, but developed pleats.

		As the skirt grew shorter, so too did D.J.’s manhood. His cock, which had been hard in the presence of all the beautiful women in the club, got smaller and smaller. Then in one quick instant, it disappeared entirely, to be replaced by a very wet pussy.

		D.J. already had sandy blonde hair, cut short on his head. Now it grew out in long sheets of straight platinum blonde, with a pink headband forming on his, now her head.

		D.J.’s shoes were the last physical change. The running shoes he wore everywhere turned black and transformed into high heeled Mary Janes with a two-inch platform under the toe.

		The two women sitting at the table finishing their meal looked nothing like the couple who entered the strip club. However, outside of their inability to notice the physical changes in each other, they still thought the same as they always had.

		That changed as the magic of the bimbofying drinks went to work on their minds. Vivienne, or Vivi as she now preferred, lost all sense of her former life. Instead, her focus in life was sex. She was always on the prowl, looking for a hot man or two to take her home and fuck her senseless. Beyond that, her mind was as empty as the middle of her hoop earrings.

		For D.J., the mental alterations were a bit more severe. After all, he went from being a testosterone filled man to a bimbo with a school uniform fetish. Because of the severity of the alteration, D.J.’s mind was reduced all that way back to school. She might not be smart enough to have ever graduated, but between the bubblegum in her mouth and the valley girl dialect, everyone would see the bimbo she now was at heart.

		Once the pair were finished with their meals, two other bimbos from the crowd approached them.

		“It’s so great to have new sisters,” one of them said while they pulled Vivi and D.J. to their feet.

		“Yeah, welcome to the Bimbo Club,” the other said.

		Both D.J. and Vivi giggled at their two new friends.

		“Now let’s go party,” the first bimbo said.

		D.J. and Vivi disappeared into the crowd of bimbos as they embraced their bimbo futures forevermore as the busty bombshells they had become.

		

	
		

		A Bimbo Miracle

		

		Lauren was the small shy girl everyone forgot. Always overlooked, never leaving a lasting impression, still waiting for a party invitation or even getting asked out on a date, she would have found it funny if it did not make her life seem so tragic.

		And it was not as if Lauren sat alone in her room simply waiting for Prince Charming magically to appear. She put herself out there, she tried to talk to people, she even tried to physically run into people so that people would at least say something to her, even if it was just them cursing her clumsiness.

		Lauren even tried dressing up her looks. She went to a salon to dye her hair blonde. The salon lost her appointment and they were booked solid for the next three months. When she tried shopping for a new style, her credit card stopped working. It worked just fine when she went to the bookstore afterwards.

		After years of feeling invisible, Lauren had finally given up on ever doing anything more than existing. She had accepted the fact she would die an old maid, never having experienced a man’s touch, let alone sex that did not include her fingers.

		Cut off from the world, Lauren had found herself adopting a simple life. She got up every morning, drank a cup of coffee, and then went into work. After eight plus hours of mind numbing office work, she went home, made herself a small dinner and then sat on the couch, either reading her latest book acquisition or watching a movie that would have been more enjoyable watching in the theater with another person, any person.

		At least Lauren had her fluffy bed. Every night she would sink down into it as her fantasies carried her off to sleep. It was her nights when the dream Lauren could finally come out to play, never ignored, never lacking for friends and male companionship.

		Of course those were only dreams. And they only lasted until Lauren awoke afresh, ready to start another day of what constituted her life.

		That was until one Friday evening. Lauren had just arrived home from work. The traffic on the drive home was worse than usual, adding half an hour to her regular Friday commute.

		While most people enjoyed their weekends, Lauren never did. The only difference between a work day and a week day was whether she went into work that day. Lauren might do a bit of cleaning with her extra time, or make a trip to the grocery store, but without anyone to spend her time with, she had long ago realized there was no real difference between the different days.

		But this time was going to be different, whether Lauren wanted it to be different or not.

		Some say there is no god. Others are firm believers in one god or many. Lauren herself had long ago given up on believing in a god or gods. If they did exist, they were surely laughing at her constant misfortune.

		For what happened to Lauren that night, it could have been a god or gods. It could have also been some sense of karmic retribution within the universe. Or it could have been pure random chance, a quantum level event that was so drastically improbable that nearly every single person would say it was impossible.

		Regardless of the underpinning reasons, Lauren would think back on that moment and believe it to be a dream come true, a real miracle.

		It started when Lauren opened up her closet after she stripped off her work clothes. Just because she felt invisible did not mean she could ignore the office dress code.

		Lauren had never had a large collection of clothes. She had no need for anything but the simplest of outfits. No one ever paid her any attention. Why spend money on uncomfortable clothes no one would ever see her in? But suddenly Lauren found her closet not just full of clothes, but as far as she could tell, they were clothes that clearly belonged to someone else.

		Dresses galore. And not copies of the ankle length dresses Lauren wore on occasion. These dresses were short and flimsy, often adorned with sparkling sequins and glitter.

		Lauren stared slack jawed into her own closet, trying to figure out how an entirely new wardrobe had replaced her own. None of these were clothes someone like her would wear, the perpetual fly on the wall.

		Pulling out several dresses, making sure her eyes were not deceiving her, Lauren found that not only were the dresses designed to show off her, or someone else’s, legs, but they were cut low to show off cleavage that Lauren had never possessed.

		After dropping the dresses on her bed, Lauren moved to her dresser. She had to see what else had been replaced. The closet switch could have been a prank, although she knew no one well enough to have them attempt such a thing.

		If Lauren’s closet caused shock, her dresser caused disgust. Opening the top drawer, Lauren had expected to find her boring old cotton underwear, the kind that she only replaced when the holes became too big for even her uncaring tastes. Instead, she found lacy wisps of cloth that could barely be described as underwear. Colorful thongs and push-up bras seemed to the order of the day. Lauren had never worn such things, having been denied the opportunity before. And at this point in her life, she had vowed she never would.

		Knowing she must be losing her sanity, Lauren rushed into the bathroom to splash water on her face. Still nude, she found herself looking into the mirror and seeing an entirely different person. The woman looking back from inside the mirror was blonde, with long wavy hair. Her hair contrasted nicely with her tan skin, which again contrasted nicely with her long pink nails.

		Of course none of that could hold one’s attention for long when the woman’s breasts were finally considered. Large and round were the simplest adjectives to use. At their size, it was hard to call them just breasts. Even boobs seemed too small. No, Lauren decided, the woman in the mirror had tits: big, likely fake, tits.

		It took Lauren a moment to realize that the mystery woman exactly mirrored her own movements. A look of confusion crept across the blonde woman’s face as Lauren attempted to grapple with this odd state of affairs. That confused look appeared awfully natural on the blonde, as if she spent much of her time confused.

		But it was only when Lauren looked down that she began to understand. She found two tits jutting off her chest, identical to the ones on the blonde. Lauren reached up and touched them. She was gentle at first, but her hands felt good on her big tits, so she pushed and prodded harder, careful not to scratch herself with her long pink nails.

		”O-M-G,” Lauren squealed, not only using that phrase for the first time, but also using the text-speech as if it were completely natural to her. “I’m hot now.”

		And it was true. Lauren had seemingly transformed into the woman of her dreams. With that realization, she knew exactly what she was going to do. Lauren would have stayed in on a Friday night, but this new her was made for going out and enjoying all of life’s pleasures.

		Lauren had no idea what exactly she needed to do to get ready for a night out on the town. She had no experience in the matter. Luckily, Lauren found it easier to just turn off her brain, to let her new body do what it was best at.

		Within an hour, she was dressed and ready to go, having chosen a blue dress with shiny sequins that would ensure everyone‘s eyes were on her throughout the night. The dress itself was short, barely going past the curve of her now curvaceous ass and that showed far more of her tits that it covered.

		Lauren had worried about being able to walk in the tall heels she had selected, but once they were on her feet, they felt more natural than walking barefoot ever had, as if her feet and legs were now made to wear high heels.

		Getting her hair and makeup ready had been the most time consuming. Lauren merely watched as her body seemed to know exactly what it was doing. She moved with what appeared to be practiced ease, even though she had no memory of using many of the products that now graced her vanity. Then again, she had never had a vanity before.

		It was much longer before Lauren found herself strutting into a club, bypassing the long line to get in due to her incredibly good looks and her willingness to show them off.

		After that, Lauren barely had time to enjoy dancing to her first song when she was approached by a handsome man asking to buy her a drink. Deep down, she knew the potential danger of dealing with strange men at a club. But following the lead of her body had worked great so far, she opted to once again let it take charge.

		Lauren giggled and nodded her head, accepting the man’s offer. She joined him at the bar and was soon tossing back her first drink of the night. It was the first of many with the first of several men throughout the evening.

		By the time she left the club, she had decided to go by Lauri instead of Lauren. Lauri was a fun name. It fit this new version of herself far better than Lauren did.

		And the night of firsts continued for Lauri. Still a virgin at the start of the night, she did not end the night that way, having drunkenly pulled one of the many men she danced with at the club back to her apartment for some extracurricular fun.

		While Lauren had no sexual experience, it seemed Lauri’s new body knew exactly what it was doing. After starting out with a blow job, Lauri then rode her guest to multiple orgasms, each one seemingly better than the last.

		It was a smiling, although slightly hungover, Lauri that awoke the next morning. It seemed as if her fun night had simply merged with her sexy dreams, giving her the impression that her night had gone on for hours and hours.

		Lauri’s only disappointment upon waking was to discover the man, whose name she could no longer remember, had left at some point in the night. She had wanted to continue the fun of the night before, figuring he was good for giving her another couple orgasms at least.

		When Lauri finally pulled herself out of her soft comfortable bed, the only thing that seemed to have remained the same from the life of Lauren, she spent some time in front of the mirror, getting a better sense of her new body and the woman she wanted to be.

		Lauren had wanted to start a new book this weekend. It was the highlight of her week, let alone her month. Now though, Lauri found her interests shifting. Reading a book sounded boring. Why read when she could do a bit of shopping and then repeat her Friday night out at the clubs? That seemed far more enjoyable to her.

		It was that moment that Lauren disappeared forever. There was only Lauri now. And it turned out Lauri was not just some hot chick who liked to go clubbing and have sex. She turned out to be quite the bimbo.

		Not that Lauri minded in the slightest. Being a bimbo was just who she was. Rather than spending all her time trying to be smart, she simply enjoyed life as it came to her.

		By Monday morning, Lauri could not count the number of orgasms she had had since Friday night. Not only could she not remember, but she could not have counted that high if she had wanted to.

		Stepping through the doors at work, Lauri looked everything like the hot blonde secretary that she now was. Her outfit pushed the company dress code to the limits, making sure to show off as much as she could but avoid getting fired. The height of her heels and the length of her skirt might have been pushing things a little, but she doubted anyone would pull out a ruler to check her. They all, the men and the women, seemed to enjoy having her around as eye candy. Considering how little she could actually do at the office, she was sure that was the reason she was kept around.

		That, and she had secured her place by giving the CEO occasional blow jobs. But she would have done that if he was not the CEO. He was a handsome man and he had a cock that just made her mouth water sometimes.

		As Lauri sat down at her desk that morning, she looked over her small personal space. Everything was as she expected it to be. She had her computer that she rarely used and several photographs. Most showed her at company functions, since she had to remain respectably dressed for those. But one was a simple portrait of her old self, of Lauren.

		Lauri smiled. It was a bimbo miracle.

		

	
		

		Taking the Girl Out of the City

		

		Alice had always been a city girl. She found greater comfort in the man-made world of the city than she ever had in nature. Even some parks were too green for her tastes.

		In Alice’s mind, a perfect evening was spent on the roof of a tall building, watching the sun set over adjacent rooftops. There was just something magical about those moments. Whenever someone asked, she never felt that she could explain it properly.

		What was more, however, was Alice’s love of the city did not extend to all man-made establishments. For her, suburbs were a crime. Never ending pavement and single-family dwellings bothered her. If humans were going to live in close proximity to each other, let it be truly close, in large high rise buildings.

		It was not just preferable to Alice, but she knew it was more efficient too. Cities benefited from an economy of scale that no other human dwelling could rival. Yes, rural countryside was necessary to produce the food and materials people needed for survival, but that did not mean Alice needed to live in or even visit such places.

		Overall, Alice thought she had her life planned out pretty well. Her love of cities had led her into a career for urban planning. But it was not just a passion for the young woman, but an obsession. It was all she seemed to talk about, and if she was honest with herself, it was all she really cared about.

		That, obviously, did not lead to much interest from men. When Alice did go out, she had no trouble finding men to date. She was an attractive woman, after all. But no man seemed to stick around for long. They usually disappeared after a few weeks, once they realized that Alice had so little interest in anything but cities and their design.

		That was until Roger came along. Alice had no idea how long he had been watching her. She was too consumed in her own world to notice him watching from the shadows as she churned through man after man.

		When Roger first approached her, Alice was taken aback by his handsomeness. She knew of her own social limitations. But despite her own beauty, she still felt this man was out of her league.

		Not that Alice was stupid enough to turn down a chance with such a man. From the moment she set eyes on him, she knew he had money. He looked like a banker, at least to her untrained eye. Certainly, banking was an occupation that attracted city dwellers. Or so she assumed.

		When Roger took Alice to a rooftop bar for their first date, she knew right then that they were meant to be together. He understood her in a way no one else ever had before. Had he proposed that night, she likely would have said yes.

		Not that Roger did propose. Marriage, while on his mind, was still a long way off. Alice, in his mind, was not ready for what marriage meant to him. She had a long way to go before they would be saying their I do’s.

		In the early days of their relationship, Alice continued to talk his ear off about city planning and the importance of designing cities for the future. It was her obsession after all. And when Roger did not disappear after those first few weeks, she honestly thought he was just as interested in the subject as she was.

		Alice could not have been further from the truth.

		Roger chose Alice on a bet. She had gained a reputation as an impossible woman to deal with. She did nothing but drive people away from her. And after being challenged by a friend of his, Roger‘s goal was to finally tame the untamable woman.

		The idea that Alice needed taming was absurd, at least at face value. City dwellers give up a certain wildness about them so they can reside in such proximity to each other. It is the same with domesticating animals so that they can better function around and with humans.

		But Alice had set herself apart from everyone else. Despite her love for the urban environment, she had not fully assimilated to it. She was a wild woman stuck in the city. And now it was Roger’s goal to break her and pull her from the place she held so dear.

		Alice had been right about Roger being rich. And in a way he made his money from banking. But while investment bankers often made their money by frequent trading and large fees, Roger took a more patient approach and it had paid him dividends again and again.

		With Alice, Roger took a similarly patient approach. Winning the bet had no timeline. He just needed to break her. And to do so, he thought it best to first indulge her obsession.

		Once Roger had Alice hooked, it would only be a manner of shifting the world around her until her mind finally broke. For Roger, it all started with books.

		Alice was excited to see Roger’s library. He promised her books after book dedicated to the science and art of urban planning. She only wished his library was in the city instead of out at the coast.

		Alice had no problems with the idea of the coast. There were plenty of great cities that abutted the coastline. Water was an attractive feature of some cities. But Roger’s library was not in a city. It resided in a “beach house,” a residence Alice never would have imagined herself visiting before.

		On Alice’s arrival, she was shocked to see that Roger’s beach house was far more than she had expected. She had expected a small house on the coast, adjacent to or in a small town. She had expected the kind of place that people use to escape the hustle and bustle she loved in the city.

		Instead, the house would have been better described as a mansion. There were apartment buildings in the city that were smaller than the house. The opulence of the place disgusted her, but the lure of the books contained within were too great.

		The moment Alice stepped into the library, she nearly fainted from the sight of so many books. It seemed as if Roger had amassed a collection that included nearly every urban planning book ever written. Alice felt like a girl in a candy store as she went around, pulling books off the shelves at random, constantly amazed at all that Roger had stowed away in his library.

		By the end of that first day at the beach house, Alice knew she would be spending a great deal of time there. As much as she wanted to return to the city, she could not turn her back on such a fountain of knowledge. She would need to stay so that she could read it all.

		And so they did. Alice spent her days in the library, reading. Roger did not mind at first. He had plenty to attend to, what with looking after all of his investments. He also needed to plan the next stage for Alice.

		One would have thought Alice’s constant immersion in the world of urban planning might have eventually bored her. But Alice was no ordinary girl. Her mind had the ability to latch onto something and embrace it in a way few people could.

		But it turned out Roger could be very persuasive when it came to pulling Alice away from the books she loved so much. After two weeks at the beach house, in which Alice did not go outside, even once, Roger managed to guilt trip her into spending time with him. The candlelit dinner on the deck at sunset seemed appropriate.

		And it was that night on the deck that Roger put the next part of his plan in motion. It was not enough to simply break Alice. There were a million ways to do that. But Roger was not interested in just breaking her. He wanted a return on his investment, beyond what the bet would pay out. If he was going to spend all this time and money on her, he was damn well sure she would be marriage material when he was finished with her.

		Roger had needed Alice out of the library so he could have some sound equipment installed. He did not want to risk Alice asking too many questions if he forbade her from going in when the work was being done. While the two ate a romantic meal on the deck, overlooking the ocean, workmen were inside installing the equipment that Roger hoped would be his girlfriend’s downfall.

		That night had been Roger’s favorite of all the nights he and Alice spent together up until that point. For the first time in since they officially met, Alice did not once talk about urban planning. It helped that she had nothing to reference. Looking out over a pristine beach with the only man-made object within sight being the house, there was nothing to distract Alice from the meal and her boyfriend. For Roger, it hoped this would be the first of many such occasions.

		The sound system installation had been expensive. So too had engineering the audio that would help transform Alice into a woman Roger would consider marrying.

		Every time Alice entered the library, she would be bombarded by sound. Only it was a kind of sound that the conscious mind could not comprehend, let alone detect. However, studies had shown that the unconscious mind was perfectly able to listen and absorb the audio. That was perfect for Roger’s purposes.

		As Alice sat and read her books, her unconscious mind was inundated with a voice, a voice that sounded much like her own, speaking of another kind of existence.

		Day after day, Alice unknowingly listened as her unconscious mind slowly absorbed the new information and assimilated it piece by piece, creating a new her.

		The first sign that it was working was when Alice started to take books out onto the deck to read. She mentioned wanting to enjoy the beautiful weather. It was never something she would have done on her own. Of course, by that point Roger had had the whole house wired for sound, including the deck and other outdoor areas on the property. He only had to make sure that the audio stopped playing when he was present, which was not particularly difficult to arrange.

		After that, Alice began to develop an interest in her appearance. She had always looked good, but it seemed good was no longer good enough anymore. Great had become the bare minimum. Luckily, Roger was there with his money to make sure Alice had everything she needed.

		Before long, it was not uncommon to see Alice out on the deck, sunning herself in a small bikini while she read. Why not work on her appearance and read at the same time?

		Alice nearly broke down when she realized she had devoured four romance novels in recent days, rather than spend her time reading the still massive collection of urban planning books that remained unread. She had not even realized she was doing it. She had merely picked up a book and started reading. It only seemed natural to read the complete series.

		When Alice returned to reading the old books, she found them so much less interesting than she used to. She found herself sometimes reading the same page over and over again, never actually retaining anything from it. Instead, she found herself longing to read something less academic, something fun and even a little sexy.

		”Just one more,” Alice told herself as she picked up a romance novel. But a month later, she had read nothing but romance, showing no interest in picking up another urban planning book.

		It was at this point that Roger knew his future wife was ready for the next stage. For him, it was not enough for her to have left behind the academic world of cities and the planning behind them for one that involved looking pretty and enjoying more carnal pleasures. Even he had appreciated the increased sexual desires in Alice. It was not uncommon for her to search him out after she had read a particularly hot scene. Now it was time to finally mold her and break her of her past.

		It all happened while Alice slept. It was easy enough to drug his sleeping girlfriend, making sure she would remain asleep until she could be strapped down into her home for the next several weeks.

		Using a combination of drugs and audio recordings, Roger planned to fully break Alice of nearly everything that made her an independent woman. Gone forever would not only be her interest in urban planning, but her knowledge of the subject. Instead, she would be the submissive trophy Roger had always envisioned for himself.

		When Alice awoke in her bed, she laid there awash in happy feelings. She smiled as she simply looked up at the ceiling. Her mind now had become controlled and simple. Her thoughts moved like molasses, slow, but filled with a sweetness that few could equal.

		Alice turned her head and her smile only widened as she saw Roger next to her, sleeping. She knew she was lucky to have him. How such a smart man would ever have chosen to be with such a dumb girl was beyond her. At least she had her body to make up for her lack of intelligence. Being sexy for him was the least she could do for him, given his generosity toward her.

		On their one-year anniversary, Roger proposed. They and another couple, friends of Roger’s, had taken a trip together to Hawaii. Rather than stay in a big resort, they had opted for a much more remote destination. The sights were amazing, as they seemed practically pristine and untouched. In Alice’s mind, it was so much better to be out in nature with Roger than in some city with all those people. It was better to be alone with her favorite man in the world.

		It was two years to the day when Alice and Roger wed. By that point Alice had chosen to make herself even sexier for her man. The implants were obvious, the way her breasts now stuck off her chest, completely defying gravity and no longer requiring a bra.

		The wedding had been a small affair. She did not even wear a traditional wedding dress. Alice wore white, but the flimsy white dress looked more like it belonged on the beach than in a wedding, what with the way it showed off her now large breasts and legs.

		Then again, the wedding was on the beach, so her dress fit in that regard. And it looked fabulous on her, contrasting nicely with her tanned skin. She spent so much time outside, it was impossible not to tan.

		But the most important part of it all was Alice’s smile. She could not have been happier to officially become Roger’s trophy wife. After all, he deserved to have a pretty little thing like her dangling on his arm whenever he went somewhere important.

		As for Roger, he won the bet. His winnings happened to be the ring with which he proposed to Alice with. It only seemed fitting that she should enjoy his win as much as he did.

		They say you can’t take the country out of the girl. Roger at least proved you can take the city out of the girl though. Maybe if the bet had been different, he might have been able to do the opposite.

		

	
		

		Listen to the Voice

		

		“I sn’t it a beautiful day,” Claire told herself as she stopped to enjoy the morning sun on her face. She really could not think of a better way to spend her morning.

		Claire always kept a running monologue in her head. Even on a morning such as this, she was never alone. She always had her thoughts to keep her company.

		Not that Claire spent much time with only her thoughts to keep her company. She was an attractive and popular young woman. She had a large group of girlfriends to spend time with and plenty of male suitors to satisfy her more carnal urges.

		But then one day something changed. Claire did not even notice it at first.

		“The sun feels so good on my skin.”

		It was the sort of thing Claire would have said to herself. Only, she did not say it. She did not think it. It was certainly true, because the sun did feel good on her skin, but it was not a part of her internal monologue.

		Claire quickly put the thought of the voice not being hers out of her mind. It was silly to consider that there was a voice other than her own in her head.

		”Don’t be silly, it’s just me.”

		Claire shook her head, clearing her thoughts. Of course, it was just her. It was silly to think there was another voice in her head.

		After that, Claire’s life started to go sideways.

		Her internal monologue more and more started to be replaced by this other voice, the voice that she had convinced herself was her own. Getting dressed in the morning, she would find herself saying, “Today’s a good day to wear a thong.” Claire never thought such things. Her few thongs were for nights out, not regular days when she was preparing to go to work. She listened and did it anyway.

		Over time, the voice spoke up more and more. ”Wear this” or “Do that.” After several months, Claire stopped having original thoughts. All her thoughts came from the voice. And she was only too happy to follow what it said. After all, she thought it was her voice.

		Not that Claire took any issues with the decisions the voice had made for her. Sure, she might have chosen different clothes to wear on occasion. Or she might not have ended a date by sucking the guy’s cock. But over all, she was happier than ever. Life just seemed so much easier.

		But the voice was not done shaping Claire. Once she started simply following what the voice said, without her own thoughts getting in the way, the voice began to speak differently.

		Claire had been out with friends and she was asked a question. “Just giggle,“ the voice said. “You’re just a dumb blonde after all.” And Claire did giggle. Had she been paying attention, she would have been horrified with herself. She also would have been surprised that such a response worked. Claire’s giggling was enough for the question to go unanswered without anyone else seeming to mind.

		The voice continued to use such language, calling Claire a dumb blonde, a bimbo, a doll. And as much as Claire would have once fought such references about herself, she no longer had the fight in her to disagree with the voice.

		And so Claire became the woman the voice told her she was. At some point she lost her job, but that was okay, according to the voice. There were men who would take care of her.

		After a year, Claire experienced something new. Silence. She sat there and for the first time that she could remember, she had no thoughts. She simply sat there, staring off into nothing. The voice had gone silent and so too had any semblance of thought.

		It was sometime later, Claire could no longer sense the span of time, that her boyfriend came into the bedroom where she sat.

		“Hey babe,” he said. “How about a blowjob before dinner?”

		Claire fluttered her eyelashes as his words worked through her slow mind.

		“Um, okay,” she said with a giggle. “Whatever you say.”

		The voice never did return to Claire, but luckily she had other people to do her thinking for her now.

		

	
		

		A Reminder

		

		“W hy are you doing this?” I asked. I felt as if I was pleading for my life. There I was strapped down to a metal gurney, completely naked, and completely at the mercy of a man I had never met before.

		”It’s simple really,” the man replied, although he said no more. He just continued his work, turning on various machines and computers.

		I felt as if I was in a mad scientist’s lab. And given my current state, not to mention the odd behavior of my captor, I had little doubt that was in fact where I was.

		If there had been windows, I might have had an idea of where I might be. The simple fact was I remembered nothing of my abduction. I certainly did not agree to come to the lab I now found myself in.  All I could remember was walking down the street, going home after a long day at work. I had got off the bus and was walking the final couple blocks home. Then I woke up here.

		”There, that should do it,” the man said. He turned his attention back to me and I suddenly wished he had not. His eyes roamed over my body, devouring it. I could tell what he had on his mind. He practically oozed with sexual thoughts, about how he wanted to violate my body.

		“Do what?“ I asked, my fear fully taking hold, making my voice quiver. I was completely helpless.

		”Everything is ready for Trinket,” he said, finally answering one of my questions with actual details. Although I had no idea who or what Trinket was. The truth was, I didn’t want to know, but I had a feeling that was no longer up to me.

		The man looked at me again. I was practically shaking with fear, my body quaking as cortisol flooded my system. What was I supposed to do? I was trapped. I could neither fight nor flee.

		”Don’t be so scared,” the man said as he gently stroked my cheek with the back of his hand. “In a little while this will all be over and you can be happy again.”

		”Again?” I wanted to ask, but no words came out. I had always thought of myself as a happy person. At least until I was abducted and strapped down to a cold metal gurney. The air temperature was cold too. As was I, since I had nothing but the nylon webbed straps covering me.

		“Soon you will be Trinket and everything will be right with the world. To think I had lost her. But then seeing you, you reminded me of her. I had to have her back. That’s what all these machines are for. Everyone thought my experiments were crazy, but they’ll see once I get Trinket back.”

		It felt as if my fear was turning into a ball that slowly made it up into my throat. I had never felt this bad before. This was happening to me just because I reminded this crazy guy of someone he knew. I couldn’t believe it, but I was past the point of being able to do anything about it. My last remaining hope was that this man was just as crazy as he appeared and that none of his machines in the room actually worked.

		”Time to go to sleep now,” the man said. He had a needle. I could only see it out of the corner of my eye. He stabbed my shoulder and then emptied the contents of the syringe into my bloodstream. Everything faded and turned to black.

		The first thing I saw when I woke up was Daniel’s smiling face looking down over me. It was a familiar sight, or at least I assumed it was. My memories were kind of hazy. Not that anything like that mattered when I was in his presence. He was like a god to me.

		“Good morning, Trinket,” Daniel said. I couldn’t help but smile back. “It’s so good to see you finally awake. I hope you slept well.“

		“I did,” I answered, although my voice sounded funny to me. Did I always speak in such a high pitched voice and did I always have a lisp?

		”When you’re ready, I’ll help you up and help familiarize you with our new house. You were sleeping for a long time. Lots of things have changed.”

		”I’m ready to get up,” I said.

		”That’s good,” Daniel said as he put a hand behind me and helped me to sit up. My body felt strange to me. I couldn’t describe it though. Then Daniel helped me turn and slide my feet into a pair of high heeled slides. From there, he pulled me to my feet.

		Standing there, my balance felt off. I looked down to see the large breasts I‘d had for several years. Daniel bought them for me. It was one of the reasons I loved him so much. He spoiled me. It was almost like my body didn’t know how to move right.

		“You slept for a long time,” Daniel explained. “It will take some time for you to get back to your old habits. Your muscles might need retraining a little too. But I’m sure you‘ll be my little slut again in no time.”

		Hearing Daniel refer to me as his little slut was like music to my ears. Sure, I was pretty much a bimbo, too dumb to actually get by in the world without my looks and my love of sex, but Daniel understood me and cared for me, always making sure I had an outlet for my sexual desires.

		Daniel helped me to the bathroom so that I could get a look at myself in the mirror. It took me a moment to remind myself that the girl in the mirror was really me. I couldn’t be sure if it was just me being dumb or if sleeping for a long time can do it, but for a moment I thought I was looking at someone else. Again, I couldn’t begin to explain it, but there was something different about my reflection than I remembered.

		I shook off that feeling and giggled. I could barely stop myself if I‘d wanted to. Giggling was just what I did. And my smile got even larger when I finally started to take everything in. There was my long blonde hair, my big tits of course, my trim little tummy, my delicious bubble butt and the thick cockpads that were my lips. I looked absolutely perfect.

		It wasn’t much longer before I was dressed and ready for Daniel to take me out to breakfast. I was so hungry. Not even the load I sucked from him before taking a shower was enough to satisfy my hunger. If only I could have lived on cum alone. I would have been the happiest bimbo around.

		I stepped out into the sunlight wearing a cute cropped off the shoulder top that really showed off my tits. I had paired that with a super tight pair of pants that made my ass look awesome. And then there were my heels. You never found me without wearing heels. They were my favorite part of my wardrobe. Although I had to admit they did not feel nearly as comfortable as I remembered. I wondered how much my long sleep was to blame.

		”New rule for you,” Daniel said as he held the passenger door open in his BMW. “No driving. I can’t lose you again.”

		”Okie dokie,“ I said. I didn’t know what Daniel was talking about, but if he didn’t want me to drive anymore, I would stop driving. Just as long as he was okay taking me shopping, everything would be perfect. And it was one less thing to worry about. I didn’t like to worry.

		I didn’t actually know where we were going. All that mattered was that Daniel knew where the restaurant was. I could have asked, but I preferred the surprise. When you don’t know stuff, you’re constantly surprised. It’s kind of cool.

		But once we were out on the highway, Daniel started asking me questions.

		”Do you remember what happened during your long sleep?“

		”Of course not, silly,” I said. “I was sleeping.”

		Daniel nodded. “And do you know who Susan is?”

		I took a moment trying to think if I knew a Susan. I decided I didn’t. And should that have been a surprise? Just the name Susan sounded stuffy. She couldn’t be fun like me. Trinkets were meant to be played with, which worked out great, because my name was Trinket. And I liked to be played with.

		”I can’t believe it really worked,” Daniel said. “Too bad I can’t tell anyone.” Then he turned from me, taking his eyes off the road for a moment. “If you suck my cock, I’ll buy you ice cream later.”

		I didn’t need telling twice. I practically lunged for his crotch, excited to use my lips for a second time that morning. The idea of ice cream was just a bonus.
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