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		Introduction

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 3 is the third 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 3 does not have a specific theme, however, related stories are included with each other to improve the reading experience. Additionally, Don’t Want to Be Left Behind and The Beach House contain gender transformations, in addition to being a bimbo story. Enjoy.

		

	
		

		Finding Her True Calling

		

		Carrie loved her boyfriend. She especially loved his adventurous spirit and how he pushed her to be more adventurous herself.

		They had been on vacation when he had one of his ideas. When they had been planning their trip, they kept coming across pictures of beautiful women, wearing attractive clothing, posing on a large balcony or rooftop overlooking an impressive vista. Why not take some photos of Carrie like that?

		Carrie had been nervous at first. She had never been one for showing off. But she had yet to be disappointed by her boyfriend’s adventurous ideas. When he offered to pay for the outfit she would model, she had a hard time saying no.

		If Carrie was embarrassed by her revealing outfit, she never said anything. She had never deliberately shown off the tops of her stocking before. But in the moment, with her boyfriend taking the pictures of her posing on their hotel balcony, she could not think of anything more fun.

		More importantly, she felt truly sexy for the first time in her life. Sure, she had felt attractive before. And sex with her boyfriend was fantastic, but she had never felt truly sexy before, as if sexy was a state of being.

		Nor had Carrie ever felt so turned on before when the photo shoot finally finished. She stood there at the balcony railing, looking back at her boyfriend who was putting the camera away, eyeing him with a sexual lust she had never felt before. If he did not take her soon, she would pounce on him.

		Suffice it to say, Carrie could not remember ever having better sex before than she did after that photo shoot.

		However, the experience on the balcony that day had awoken something in Carrie. It turned out she liked being on display. She liked people looking at her and thinking of sex.

		It started simply at first. She would dress up a little more when she went out on dates with her boyfriend. She might show a little more cleavage or a little more leg. And if she were feeling particularly adventurous, then she might do both.

		But as the weeks wore on, Carrie found herself doing more for the return of that feeling. She began to change how she walked, how she moved, all to enhance how people saw her, especially her boyfriend.

		Carrie began to change how she dressed everyday, both at work and at home. At work, she started to look like a sexy secretary, even though she worked in accounts receivable. At home, she opted for tight tops and yoga pants or simply leggings. Those were great for showing off all the work she had been doing in the gym, the squats in particular.

		But it was not just how she dressed or how she walked that had changed for Carrie. It was the way she teased, making everything sexual. Even though she tried to remain professional, her double entendres were seeping into everything she said.

		But eventually not even that was enough to satisfy Carrie. Her boyfriend had been a great help already, paying for her new clothes, especially after she got fired for unprofessional conduct. Her biggest disappointment about that was how she did not have reason to be seen outside of home as much.

		For Carrie, she wanted nothing more than to be stared at. She wanted men and women to think sexual thoughts when they saw her. Nothing else, except maybe her boyfriend mattered anymore. Quite simply, Carrie was addicted to the lustful stares.

		By the time Carrie came to this conclusion she knew it was already too late. There was no going back. She, with her boyfriend’s help, had already scheduled the surgery. She was a good looking woman, but she knew she needed big tits to realize her potential.

		Over the coming weeks, Carrie devoted herself to her cause. She stopped reading. She stopped paying attention to the news or current events. Those things only got in the way of looking hot. If there was anything important, her boyfriend could take care of it. He was smarter than her anyway.

		A year after the surgery, Carrie looked nothing like the girl who had stood having her picture taken on that balcony. She was a hot bimbo with big tits. Men and women stared at her everywhere she went. She loved it.

		Sure no one considered her to be smart anymore, not even her. But smarts were not important. As long as she could figure out how to post a selfie or a photo her boyfriend took of her to Instagram, she was happy. Especially when all those likes and sexy comments came in. Carrie loved those. She had found her true calling.

		

	
		

		Don't Want to Be Left Behind (TG)

		

		Imagine there was something you could drink that would enhance your beauty and not only make you look younger, but make you feel younger too. Dr. Sydney Melvin had found just such a formula. She had discovered a fountain of youth.

		FoY, as she liked to call it, did not come without its drawbacks. Each dose Dr. Melvin completely transformed her into a beautiful woman who could rival the most attractive women on the planet.

		That transformation, however, was temporary. After a short time, she would revert back to her old self. Only some small part of her transformed self would remain.

		Dr. Melvin could not stop herself from drinking her formula. Each weekend she would take a dose and turn into a more beautiful and sexual version of herself. And each time she did, her transformed self became more extreme. Larger breasts, a larger butt, fuller lips, more exaggerated curves. She loved it, even if it made finding clothes to fit her ever changing form more difficult.

		But Dr. Melvin never anticipated what would happen if her husband consumed even just a little of the FoY. She had considered sharing its secrets with him, but she had no idea how the smallest drop might affect him. It needed more testing. The only reason she found she could use it was by pure chance.

		Dr. Melvin had been working in the lab one day when a lab accident left her drenched in it. And as much as she tried to avoid it, some found its way into her mouth. After that, the transformation was inevitable. Dr. Melvin turned into the sexiest woman she had ever seen, only to revert back several hours later.

		Still, that first transformation had left her with a healthy glow, the first steps toward the beauty she now maintained.

		However, Dr. Melvin was looking at what had been her husband a few hours before. Roger could be a bit of an airhead sometimes. He so easily got himself lost in his own head, thinking about the plot of his latest book, basic everyday activities suddenly became difficult.

		In this case, Roger failed to notice what he was pouring onto his morning cereal. Nor did he notice the strange sweet taste of the FoY as he ate his cereal.

		By the time Dr. Melvin discovered her husband, he no longer resembled his old self. Instead, she found an amazingly beautiful brunette sitting on the couch in the nude, playing with her pussy.

		It took Dr. Melvin a little while to figure out exactly what had happened. The only way she felt confident she was in fact looking at her husband was the birthmark on the woman’s hip. Roger had the same birthmark In the same place.

		It did not take long for Dr. Melvin to work out what had happened to her husband. The giggling bimbo on the couch could not explain it, but she found the empty FoY bottle on the counter. And she could smell traces of the FoY in his now empty cereal bowl.

		Dr. Melvin was torn. She felt deeply worried about Roger. With every moment that passed, she wished he would revert back to his old body. Yet somehow she knew that large of a dose could make the transformation permanent. The once successful writer had turned into a woman who would struggle to read a page of a book, let alone write anything longer than a sentence or two.

		But Dr. Melvin was also furious at her husband. It was not just that he used the FoY, but he had used the last of her supply. It had been hard enough sneaking such a large amount away from the lab. What was worse, she felt in need of a fix. She needed to become her beautiful self.

		Dr. Melvin never worked on the weekends. However, after making sure Rose, as she now called her husband, could cope on her own for a few hours, she made her way into the lab. There was only one thing to do. She needed to make more.

		The next five days were the hardest of Dr. Melvin’s life. She spent whatever time that she could with Rose. The new woman needed help adjusting to her new life. It did not help that Rose was quite the bimbo. Anything shiny or sexy would distract her, making even the simplest lessons last longer than Dr. Melvin could ever have imagined.

		The rest of the time, Dr. Melvin spent in the lab, making more FoY. She hated taking time away from her real projects, but there was no way she could go any longer without a hit. Yes, she knew she was addicted. She just did not care.

		To her surprise, Dr. Melvin made her next batch in record time. She also found several shortcuts that would allow her to make more at home. No more sneaking around the lab at work, stealing ingredients and using company time.

		As soon as she had her next batch at home, Dr. Melvin sat down at the dining room table, sitting across from Rose. Rose looked absolutely stunning In a little red dress that left nothing to the imagination. And from the look on Rose’s face, Dr. Melvin could tell her husband did not have a care in the world. Rose’s smile said it all.

		And then it dawned on Dr. Melvin. She was jealous of Rose. Half the point of taking the FoY was to become a more beautiful and happier version of herself. But looking at Rose, Dr. Melvin realized something else. She did not just want to transform for a few hours. She wanted it to be permanent, no matter the consequences.

		Without giving it another thought, Dr. Melvin put the beaker full of the FoY to her mouth and began to drink. And rather than take a sip or two as she usually did, she took swallow after swallow, chugging it down as fast as she could.

		When Dr. Melvin put the beaker back down, it was empty. She had drunk it all.

		The changes only took a few moments to begin. Everything about the transformation process felt familiar. Her growing breasts, her shrinking waist, her expanding butt and her lengthening and lightening hair Were all par for the course.

		But this time there was more to it. The small sips she had taken before had only affected her body. Now Dr. Melvin’s mind was affected too. It slowed down, simplified.

		By the time the transformation was complete, Dr. Melvin, or Sydney as she would forever more prefer, smiled. She could not help it. She felt better than she ever had before. She was beautiful and sexy and she did not have a care in the world.

		Then Sydney spotted Rose still sitting across from her at the table. Sydney’s smile got even wider as she imagined all the fun she and Rose could have together. It did not take long before Sydney was dragging Rose by the hand towards the bedroom. Sydney had never liked girls before, but now her whole perspective had changed. And Rose was just too sexy not to want to play with.

		It was late that night, after Rose had finally passed out from a case of too many orgasms, a condition Sydney wished for herself, when Sydney found herself thinking.

		First off, this was Sydney’s new life. She knew that now. She would have transformed back hours ago if it were not permanent. But more importantly, she needed to share the FoY with more women. Every woman deserved to be beautiful, sexy and young like she and Rose.

		Sydney would need to make more FoY. But she could still do that. She had figured out how to make it at home. And more, she had written down the instructions.

		When Sydney finally fell asleep that night, with Rose laying beside her, her smile was the biggest it had ever been. This new life of hers was going to be amazing.

		

	
		

		It Ain't Nothing But a Family Thing

		

		Wendy spent too much time thinking about her family curse. She knew it to be true, but she could not stop herself. The curse had affected every woman in her family going back generations. It had been so long, no one was sure exactly how the curse came to be, but every woman in the family knew it would hit them eventually.

		And it was the curse that Wendy blamed her irreparable relationship with her mother on. Her mother was interested in one thing, men.

		Susan, or Susie as Wendy’s mother preferred to be called, was a bimbo. Wendy had long ago come to terms with that fact. She was dumb and horny. Susie’s only redeeming quality seemed to be the attraction she garnered from men and her willingness to put out.

		Of course, Wendy’s father had found those qualities endearing, marrying Susie and taking her to be his trophy wife, something he could readily afford.

		And thus, from a certain perspective, Wendy’s life had been ideal. She had a loving and wealthy family. But Susie simply could not understand why Wendy would even bother with trying hard in school when the curse would eventually take her and she would be a dumb sexy bimbo too, just like her mother.

		Wendy, however, had other plans. The curse had been carried for long enough to the point she knew it had to have come from some long forgotten magic, likely from the old country, wherever that might have been. Wendy found it incredibly difficult to track her family lineage when every woman in the family seemed to lose her ability to read and write at some point in early adulthood. Or at least they became preoccupied with other matters to not bother writing any of their history down.

		Susie had tried to instill her daughter with the inevitability of the curse. It was going to happen. Why fight it? It seemed better, at least in Susie’s eyes, that her daughter enjoy herself and not bother obtaining those advanced degrees that would mean nothing once the curse set hold.

		Maybe it had been a way of being rebellious, but Wendy did the exact opposite of what her slutty mother advocated for. She studied hard, taking a particular interest in history.

		College went much the same way. Wendy used her research findings to further direct her, searching for not only when the curse was set upon her family, but how. She never told her professors about the latter. Any dip into the occult could always be explained away by exploring the culture within which people lived in the past.

		Not that Wendy ever found an answer to the great question. The signs of bimbodom were ever prevalent in her family line. Information might go missing for a generation or two, the recording of current events not being seen as important. But when Wendy kept digging, she would find another bimbo in her family tree.

		The whole situation was infuriating. She graduated college with the highest honors. She had been accepted into the finest history graduate programs in the country. Wendy was proud of her achievements, but she did not know how long they would last.

		It had not helped when her mother came to her graduation ceremony. Susie had smiled and played the doting mother in public, but in private, she had chastised Wendy for wasting some of the best years of her life. That had been the last time Wendy spoke to her mother.

		And there were times when Wendy did wonder if she was just wasting her time. She spent another two years in grad school. She always impressed her professors, but she never felt any closer to finding the source of the family curse.

		The one good thing to come out of it all was meeting Brad. He was a fellow graduate student, but in a business program. Despite their careers moving in different directions, he fully supported Wendy and her research. He even joined her on a research trip to the Balkans in the summer between their first and second years of grad school. In his own words, “The sunny beaches were just a perk of the important work going on.”

		Not only was Brad supportive of Wendy’s work, but he was the first person she felt comfortable confiding in. And in turn, he gave Wendy something else to think about than the curse, which had consumed so much of her life. She had filled notebook after notebook with notes, figuring if she was unable to find a cure, someone in the future might. She could be saving the future women of her family from a life as a bimbo.

		When Wendy finished her graduate program, she opted not to continue and pursue a doctorate. She was 24 and from everything she had found, the curse seemed to set in during the mid-twenties. If she were to follow in the footsteps of her mother, she might not have much time left as an intelligent woman.

		Not that Wendy stopped her research. She had moved in with Brad by then and he was well on his way to moving up the career ladder. His starting salary was more than enough to support them both. And of course, he had proposed, although a wedding date had yet to be set. That event had almost caused her to call her mother, but she opted to text her father instead, just to keep him in the loop with the events of her life.

		It seemed as if life was going swimmingly.

		But then Wendy turned 25. Brad had asked about throwing a big party for her, inviting all of their friends. It would have been fun. But Wendy nixed that idea. She wanted something small, just the two of them. It was her birthday and Brad wanted to give her what she wanted.

		The real reason for Wendy wanting it to just be the two of them was that she was afraid of what might happen during the party. Her 25th birthday fell right in the middle of her mid-twenties. In her mind, it seemed the most logical time for the curse to take effect.

		And so the big party with all of their friends was replaced by a quiet night in. Brad cooked dinner and they ate under candlelight. It was a beautiful and romantic evening.

		But something strange happened when it came time for the cake. Wendy blew the candles out, all 25 of them, and then she giggled. Wendy had not giggled since she was a little girl. But she did this time.

		That as it turned out was the first indication that something was happening. Wendy found herself suddenly salivating over not the cake, but Brad’s cock. She begged him to let her suck him off as a birthday present for her.

		If Brad understood what was happening to Wendy, he said nothing. But how could he refuse her such a request. And it was as she bobbed her head in his lap, giving him the blowjob of a lifetime, that the physical transformation began.

		Her once short dirty blonde hair lightened to near white and quickly grew down to at least her ass. Brad did the only thing he could think of, which was to hold her hair out of her way so that she did not need to pause her ministrations on his cock.

		But Wendy’s hair was the least of the changes. Her face subtly changed shape, her eyes becoming bigger, her eyelashes lengthening, her nose reforming into a cute little button, but most noticeably was her lips plumping up to a size that made it clear what their purpose really was. Brad, of course, could not see this, but he certainly felt the added pleasure of Wendy’s plump lips on his cock.

		Her body went through similar changes. The weight Wendy had put on after years of sitting in libraries simply melted away. Or they went to her tits and ass, because they practically ballooned in size.

		Wendy had never been a curvy woman. Her weight always seemed evenly distributed on her body with no one feature taking prominence. That quickly changed, however, as her waist shrunk down and her breasts and ass expanded.

		Had Wendy been in a position to analyze her situation, she would have expected pain. If not from the transformation itself, then at least from her old clothes finding it impossible to contain her new features. Instead, it seemed as if all the various clasps and buttons on her clothes decided to fail all at once.

		Wendy’s top and bra were simply pushed aside by her growing tits, spilling out into the cool air. Her nipples became hard, which only served to turn her on all the more.

		Likewise, Wendy’s pants opened and somehow slid down over her ass before the real growth began. Her panties stretched across her expanded backside, but there was enough elastic to avoid any pain.

		Wendy was too caught up in sucking Brad’s cock to think about her draining intelligence. Her entire brain began to rewire itself, cutting away the connections that made her a fantastic researcher and top student. Instead, the connections she had made over the years regarding fashion and sex seemed to grow and strengthen. She might not be an expert on those things, but it would be the only area in which she would be able to call herself a fast learner ever again.

		When Brad finally came down her throat, Wendi shuddered as an orgasm flowed through her body. She had never felt so good before. She sat there on her knees before her man, a fresh load of spunk in her stomach, and her mind floating on a fluffy pink cloud.

		Wendi looked up at Brad lovingly. In a matter of minutes, he had become her world. She wanted nothing more than to please him in every way that she could.

		To Wendi’s great delight, Brad seemed to have been ready for this moment. He had a beautiful dress and a pair of ridiculously tall high heels wrapped in bright pink wrapping paper for her.

		Wendi tore at the paper and could not stop babbling her thanks for such a perfect gift. It was only after she kissed Brad, a thorough affair that had her straddle him and make out with him for several minutes, that she raced off to the bedroom to change into her new dress.

		While Wendi busied herself in the bedroom, Brad took the free time to send a few texts and clean up. That included throwing out another gift, still in its wrapping paper, a book that Wendy had wanted. Brad also took the time to add the many notebooks of research to the trash. Wendi would not be interested in them anymore, and quite frankly, he figured she would want any girls they had together to embrace the bimbo lifestyle when they came of age.

		When Wendi bounced back into the dining room, she posed for Brad, holding her hands up above her head. She looked absolutely stunning with the tight pink tube dress that barely covered both her tits and her ass. Both were made even more prominent with the height of her matching heels.

		Despite having never been a fan of makeup before, Wendi was able to make herself look amazing, with a matching palette to her outfit. And on top of that, she had even found it in her to style her hair.

		“Ready for your real party now?” Brad asked.

		“Yippee,” Wendi cheered, before she sashayed over to Brad and wrapped him up in a big hug. She could feel his hard cock press against her stomach. Wendi would have loved to have him fuck her right there, but they did have a party to get to. Not that they could not have some fun at the party. There was a reason she was not wearing panties.

		Wendi was simply brimming with energy as Brad escorted her into the club he had rented out for her party. All of her friends and family were there, including Susie. It was the first time she had seen her mother since her college graduation.

		Wendi practically raced across the club floor, her barely restrained tits bouncing and bounding wildly with each step, and hugged her mother, pressing her tits into her mother’s sizable pair.

		”I’m so sorry, Mommy,” Wendi said. “You were right.”

		”I just want you to be happy,” Susie said. “I love you.”

		”I love you too, Mommy.”

		”Now get back there to that boyfriend of yours. I better see you pulling him off somewhere to fuck you at least three times tonight. You’re the birthday girl.”

		Wendi giggled. “I will,” she added.

		The night was a huge success, with Wendi playing the starring role. Her old friends, how few there were, were simply happy to see her so happy. But those people were outnumbered by Brad’s friends from work. It became clear to Wendi before she pulled Brad away to fuck her for the second time that night, that she would fit right in with Brad’s friends. The guys were all rich and hot, like Brad, and the girls were slutty little trophy wives like she would someday be.

		That night was the first day of the rest of Wendi’s life. And she could not have been happier. She knew she was going to love being a bimbo.

		

	
		

		What's Wrong With Chastity

		

		“S ir?” Rika asked, knocking on the open office door. Inside the office, sitting behind his desk, was Rika’s boss, Peter Jacobson.

		”Hello, Rika,” Mr. Jacobson said. “Please come in.”

		Rika stepped into her bosses office, slowed by her towering heels and tight skirt that severely limited her range of motion. Her outfit was not meant for function, purely for show, as she showed off her thin body to the best of her ability.

		”Have a seat,” Mr. Jacobson said once Rika had reached the two chairs that sat in front of his desk.

		”Thank you, Sir,” Rika said nervously. She carefully smoothed out her skirt before sitting down. She then leaned forward slightly, giving her boss as good of a look down her blouse as she could manage.

		”No need to be nervous, Rika,” Mr. Jacobson said. “What can I do for you?”

		”Well, Sir, I’m worried about Chastity.“

		”How so?”

		”She isn’t acting right, Sir. She seems to think she’s not a bimbo like all the girls here.”

		”She doesn’t think she’s a bimbo?”

		”No, Sir. She kept going on about how all the girls here, like, changed or something. As if we weren’t always dumb bimbos. It was weird.”

		”Yes, I can imagine that would be weird, Rika. But don’t feel the need to worry about Chastity anymore.”

		”A good bimbo doesn’t worry,” Rika said on instinct, repeating a mantra from her own bimbo training.

		”That’s good, Rika,” Mr. Jacobson said. “Now that you’ve brought this to my attention, I will make sure to set everything straight. In fact, as a reward for telling me this, how would you like it if the company paid for a new set of boobs for you.”

		Rika could not help but smile at that. She felt sad sometimes she did not have the sexy body of some of the other bimbos in the office. What man would want her with such tiny boobies? But the idea of Mr. Jacobson and the company giving her implants was the best thing her little bimbo brain could think of.

		”Thank you so much, Sir,” Rika said. “I don’t know what to say. It’s a dream come true.“ After that, Rika simply started babbling, her excitement getting the best of her.

		”Not a problem, Rika,” Mr. Jacobson said. “Now you can get back to work. I’ll arrange it so you’ll report to the basement clinic first thing in the morning for your new tits. Okay?”

		”Yes, Sir.“

		”You’re dismissed,” Mr. Jacobson said.

		However, Rika did not get up. She continued sitting.

		”Yes, Rika?” Mr. Jacobson asked.

		”Um, Sir, since you’ve been so nice to get me a new boob job, I was wondering if I could thank you with a blowjob?”

		Mr. Jacobson did not say anything. He simply pushed his chair back from his desk. That was all the invitation that Rika needed.

		The following morning Mr. Jacobson took a detour to the basement while he took a coffee break. He had been given word that Rika’s breast augmentation was about to get underway. However, that was not the reason he made his way down to the basement clinic.

		Mr. Jacobson made the trip downstairs to visit another patient of the clinic. Chastity had somehow been unaffected by the various means with which the women in the office had been bimbofied. And despite safeguards in place to prevent people from slipping through the cracks, it seemed Chastity had done just that.

		”Good morning, Chastity,” Mr. Jacobson said before he took a long drink from his coffee cup.

		“Fuck you,” Chastity spat back. She was naked and strapped to a gurney. It was not how she had ever envisioned herself while at work.

		”Tisk, tisk, tisk,” Mr. Jacobson. “That’s not the way for a girl named Chastity to speak. Such foul language should never grace that tongue of yours again.”

		Chastity simply glared at her boss, sending daggers of hate with her eyes.

		”You don’t seem very happy right now,” Mr. Jacobson commented. “Trust me. When all this is over, you’ll be the happiest girl around.”

		”Why me?” Chastity squeaked.

		“It’s simple, really. Your friend Rika came to me yesterday, telling me that you were behaving strangely. She was worried about you. And that led me to making a few phone calls while she sucked my cock to make sure that you would be making a visit to the clinic here this morning.”

		”You did something to Erica, to all the women in the office. Where is Erica? I want to see her.”

		”That might be a little difficult right now,” Mr Jacobson said. “Rika, as she prefers to be called now given her new bimbo leanings, is next door getting brand new bimbo tits. She was ever so excited to get them. And just think, you’ll be getting your own bimbo tits soon enough.”

		”You’re a monster,” Chastity spat. She could not believe what she was hearing. So much had changed at the office. Erica had started going by the name Rika and she had started wearing revealing clothing to the office. It was completely unprofessional. Chastity tried to talk sense into the woman, but it was like talking to a child. Rika simply did not see anything wrong with her behavior. She had embraced being a bimbo through and through.

		”That may be,” Mr. Jacobson allowed. “But the simple fact is, every girl who has been bimbofied here in the office has enjoyed it in the end. Think about it while you still can. No more worries. No more hard work. All the sex you can imagine. Doesn’t that sound amazing?”

		”No,” Chastity countered. “It sounds awful.“

		”Well, to each their own,” Mr. Jacobson said. “I think you’ll see things differently in a little while.“

		”So you’re really going to do this to me?” Chastity asked. She was still coming to grips with the situation.

		”Of course. I can’t have an office full of bimbos and have one hold out. It’s an all or nothing kind of thing. My only question is should we change your name or not. I have to say, I kind of like the irony of a bimbo being named Chastity.“

		Mr. Jacobson did not hear anything more from Chastity that day. He had work to do and simply returned to his office. He could have left her with a departing word, but he knew it would not matter. She would not remember much of anything from her former life once the bimbofication process was complete.

		The next time Mr. Jacobson did see Chastity, she swayed into his office on impossibly tall heels, wearing the shortest of pleated skirts that barely concealed her now bulbous ass while standing and a wrap top that left more of her enhanced chest on display than covered it.

		He could not be sure why he chose Chastity to be his personal assistant. He had to admit that Rika, after her augmentation, seemed like a better fit. But there was something about Chastity that gave him pause. The reason he gave was something to do with the opportunity to regularly fuck a bimbo named Chastity.

		But if Mr. Jacobson were truly honest with himself, it was likely more to do with the fight Chastity had before she had been bimbofied. She was a conquest unlike anyone else he had bimbofied in the office.

		And with preparation for her new role in his office, Chastity had been given the full bimbo treatment. She might not have been a great employee anymore since he doubted she could even read or write at that point, but she was perfect for the slam-piece he wanted as an office decoration.

		”How does it feel to be a bimbo?” Mr. Jacobson asked when Chastity finally presented herself to him.

		Chastity giggled before she answered. “I love it, Sir. It’s, like, the best thing ever. Do you need me to suck your cock?”

		Mr. Jacobson chuckled at his new personal assistant’s forwardness. Not that he minded such attitudes. And through be told, just looking at her was giving him a hard on.

		”Come on over here and let’s see how talented that tongue of yours is, Chastity.“

		Chastity obeyed immediately. She gracefully dropped to her knees and deftly freed Mr. Jacobson’s hardening cock from the confines of his pants.

		Mr. Jacobson let out a moan the moment Chastity wrapped her lips around his cock. “Yes, there’s definitely nothing wrong with you now. You’re a perfect little bimbo.”

		Chastity beamed at the praise, but she did not let it distract her from her work. She was a working bimbo, after all.

		

	
		

		Turning Around a Depressing Day

		

		Chelsea looked out the window at the gray skies, letting out a sigh. Fall had arrived.

		The hard part was how sudden the change had been. The long stretch of warm and sunny days had suddenly been replaced by cool and cloudy with a constant threat of rain.

		Chelsea did not mind the rain usually. She was sure that in a few weeks she would adjust and everything would be good again. It was just the abrupt change in the weather that got her down.

		But Chelsea had a solution for her doldrums. There was a new drug that had hit the local party and club scene. Chelsea herself was a rare attendee of such events, but she had joined a few friends for a night out a few weeks prior.

		Chelsea knew the drug simply as H. She assumed the street name was short for the word happy, because that was essentially what the drug was. It was happiness in pill form, the kind of happiness that left you laughing and enjoying any possible situation.

		She knew H was not a drug that offered long term solutions. Chelsea was sure it had the ability to create dependency if taken too much. But she had seen plenty of use it over the summer with no ill effects.

		And the best part was, Chelsea still had some from that last outing with friends. It had been a fun night, especially when they all took a hit of H. All of a sudden, everything about the evening became fun. It had been Chelsea’s best night out that she could remember.

		With the doldrums of the day, Chelsea figured a hit of H would be the perfect solution. She could sit back and enjoy her day without the weather change bringing her down.

		It took Chelsea a moment to find the H. It was left over from that night out with friends and she had not previously paid much attention to where she had placed it. After a little sleuthing, she did, however, eventually find it in a drawer in her nightstand.

		”Here goes nothing,” Chelsea said as she popped the little pill and let it dissolve on her tongue.

		The familiar tingling sensation on her tongue was enough to make her smile. Chelsea could tell it was already working.

		However, Chelsea had failed to spot something important. The H tablets had all been stamped with the letter H in the manufacturing process. However, the extra pill Chelsea had did not have an H on it but a B.

		Little known to Chelsea, there was a sister drug to H, known as B. The difference between the drugs was hard to spot, but the effects differed drastically.

		H simply made one happy for a short time. B, on the other hand, did far more. B not only made the user happy, but quite dim too. Further, there were unsubstantiated reports of some versions of the drug causing certain physical changes in the users. Worse, the drug had been shown to have permanent consequences for some people.

		Chelsea could feel the effects of the drug almost immediately. Her smile widened as she sat there enjoying life. Normally, this was as far as H went. Chelsea would have been able to go about her day normally, but with a big smile like it was the best day of her life.

		But it did not take long for Chelsea to notice something was different. Namely, her clothes did not seem to fit properly anymore. She had sat down wearing a t-shirt and jeans with a bra and panties underneath. It was the kind of outfit she wore on days at home.

		It started with tightness, specifically caused by Chelsea’s bra and panties. Not wanting to get up, Chelsea tried to shift her position on the couch, hoping she could find a position that would alleviate the tightness.

		However, the tightness soon turned to pain, namely from her bra. Not able to take it anymore, and vaguely wondering what was happening, Chelsea got up and went to her bedroom so that she could investigate.

		After pulling off her top and then freeing herself from the restrictive and painful bra, Chelsea stood there for a moment and giggled. She caught sight of herself in the mirror and giggled again, enjoying the jiggle of her breasts.

		”My tits are, like, bigger,” Chelsea said stupidly. She giggled again at her words. “I sound super dumb.”

		She did sound dumb. Her voice seemed to have raised nearly a full octave, making her sound even more comical.

		It did not take long before Chelsea started to explore her expanded assets with her hands. Her breasts, or tits as she now thought of them, had more than doubled in size. They sat high on her chest, with a projection that would make anyone take note of them.

		Chelsea giggled again as she thought of everyone looking at her big tits. She liked the idea of showing them off. It turned her on to think of everyone watching her, thinking sexy thoughts about her.

		Eventually Chelsea pulled her gaze away from the mirror. She found herself looking outside and the idea of spending the rest of her day at the mall, shopping, popped into her head. With her sudden growth spurt, she certainly needed new bras. And she figured she could use a new outfit to better show off her big tits.

		It was an hour later when Chelsea finally made it to the mall, despite it only being 10 minutes away by car. She had the hardest time figuring out what to wear. Apparently she had nothing fun to wear. That was just another reason to go shopping.

		Walking into the mall, Chelsea wore her highest heels and her shortest skirt, neither of which did much in her opinion to highlight her body. That was something that now seemed to be forefront in her mind. She had to look her sexiest.

		Chelsea’s chosen top was just a t-shirt. She had chosen it for being tight and for its large v-neck. Her nipples easily tented the cotton fabric, as she did not have a bra that fit her, assuming she wanted to wear a bra at all. They suddenly seemed so confining.

		Putting her tits on display was not the only thing Chelsea’s top did. Given all the work it had to do to keep her tits contained, the hemline rode up exposing a belt of taught flesh. Anytime she raised an arm or shrugged her shoulders, she exposed her belly-button.

		Chelsea was thankful for her credit cards as she made her way through the mall. She twice had to go back to her car and deposit bags of fun new clothes, shoes and makeup.

		By then, Chelsea had changed into a much more fun outfit. She wore a black backless top that showed off just the right amount of side boob, although it did not display any cleavage. The top was stretchy enough for her to pull it to the side and flash anyone she wanted to.

		Her skirt was now much shorter. The pale pink contrasted nicely with her black top. It also did a poor job of covering her when she sat down. Her bright pink low cut thong would be seen by many.

		It was only on her way out of the mall for her final time that Chelsea spotted the salon. She knew she desperately needed help in the hair department. It was not her usual place, but thinking about it Chelsea decided her usual place was far too stuffy for a fun loving girl like her.

		It was dark when Chelsea finally arrived home that night. She decided going blonde was the best decision she could have made. Walking out of the mall, she got asked for her number three times, something she could never remember happening before.

		Not that Chelsea impressed her suitors with her intelligence. She seemed to have forgotten her phone number and had to look it up all three times. She felt like such a dunce, although she had a hard time finding it in her to mind.  She was a blonde now.

		After spending an hour replacing her old wardrobe with her new one, Chelsea sat down, wondering what she was going to do with herself. She was still brimming with energy, a smile still plastered on her face.

		Chelsea had a vague idea that she should be coming down off the H, but she did not feel the familiar effects. If anything, she felt better than ever.

		And it was then that she decided the best way to spend her time was to go out. She pulled out her phone and started texting her friends, urging them to join her at a club. Chelsea was in the mood for fun.

		

	
		

		The Voice

		

		“I ’m dumb.”

		Simple statements like that had been floating through my head for nearly a year now. I tried to ignore them at first. I wasn’t dumb. I was a college graduate and had been considering going back to school for my Ph.D.

		I was familiar enough with mental illness that when the voice first started, I immediately sought out the help of a doctor. After a battery of tests and months of therapy sessions I was nowhere. The voice still spoke in my head, acting as if it was me and I simply tried to put it out of my mind.

		The problem was, the voice sounded just like me. It wasn’t someone else talking to me, telling me to do things. It was as if I was telling myself these things, even though what the voice said were things I would never say.

		But at a certain point, the nagging voice started to have a ring of truth to it. You can only tell yourself that you are dumb so many times before you actually start to believe it. Maybe I’m not as smart as I thought I was. Even though I could have gotten into grad school, that wasn’t actually a reason to call myself smart. No matter what I did, there would always be smarter people than me.

		At some point, I couldn’t tell you exactly when, the voice started to change. It still sounded like me, but its statements started to become more complex. “I want to look good for my date.” “Guys like girls who don’t think for themselves.” “I’m too pretty for math.” “Dumb girls like me giggle.”

		And as hard as I tried to keep the voices from affecting me, it was a losing battle. I did want to look good when I went on dates. And those guys seemed to like it when I didn’t give my opinion or showed that I did much thinking.

		Don’t even get me started on math. At this point I can’t even work out how much to tip. Numbers just swim in front of my eyes when I see them. My only response seems to be to giggle.

		I won’t lie. I’ve lost my job. I’m just too dumb for working. I don’t even know how I graduated from college with how dumb I am. That’s assuming the diploma thing on my wall isn’t a fake. I wouldn’t be able to tell if it is or not.

		But everything seems to be working out super great for me. I have a couple sugar daddies supporting me now. They buy me clothes, pay for my penthouse condo overlooking the beach, and one of them even bought me my new titties.

		And the truth is, I’ve never been happier. I have no worries, I don’t have to think, I‘m completely taken care of, and I look so sexy now. The voice is still there and I love it. It reassures me of who I am and what I’m good for.

		I’m just a hot and sexy bimbo. I don’t know why I ever thought I was anything else.

		

	
		

		Planting the Seed

		

		Sandy walked into the first day of her summer internship with a smile on her face. Having just completed her junior year at Thatcher College, she was looking to gain real world experience she could use in her future.

		Sandy had a save the world mentality. In her first three years at Thatcher, she had helped bring clean drinking water to a community in Africa, spearheaded the efforts to unionize a meat packing plant near her hometown, and created a successful elementary school program that encouraged kids to eat healthy and get daily exercise.

		Now Sandy was taking her do-good attitude to the corporate world. As an international relations major, Sandy hoped to one day take on governments and multinational corporations to create positive change for all people in the world. Of course, to do that, she understood she would need to be attending law school.

		While Sandy had not yet taken the LSATs, she had studied for them thoroughly and no one doubted she would not easily pass. Given all of her hard work over the years and success in the classroom, she would have her pick of law schools to attend.

		In the meantime, she chose to intern for a prestigious law firm that specialized in international relations. Her interview had gone perfectly, as she had impressed her interview board with both her knowledge and her personality.

		Sandy’s good looks had not hurt her either. A natural blonde, Sandy had never had to work hard on her appearance. Of course, she took care of herself, exercising regularly and taking the time to care for her long hair. But it all paid off, especially when the all male interview board offered her the internship on the spot.

		“Hello, Sandy,” her new boss greeted her at the door. “Welcome to the office. I hope you get the experience you need for your future here.”

		”Thank you, Mr. Reid,” Sandy said. Her smile was bigger than ever. “I’m excited to be here.”

		”Normally we have our interns spend their first week with us training, but we have a brand new training program that we would like you to try. It will be an hour every morning throughout the entirety of your time here with us. At the end of the summer, we would very much like to get your feedback on how you felt it went.”

		”Of course,” Sandy said. She had not particularly been looking forward to spending her first week training. Sure, learning the phone and file systems was important, but she wanted to get her hands dirty, so to speak, as soon as possible. Spreading her training out over weeks instead of days definitely sounded better.

		”I’ll get you started on your first training session now. After that, I’ll take you around to meet everyone.”

		Mr. Reid led Sandy through the office, taking her to a back room with several computers sitting on a long table. Each of them had a VR headset attached.

		”State of the art,” Sandy casually said she took in her surroundings.

		“As I said, the training program is brand new. You will be the first person to ever train with it.”

		Sandy took a seat at one of the computers and Mr. Reid started up the training program. Sandy had played a few VR games in recent years, usually at small parties with friends. She had never been particularly good at them, but they were fun enough.

		”I’ll come back in about an hour,” Mr. Reid said, leaving Sandy alone to complete her training.

		Sandy quickly discovered the VR training was just as boring as she had expected a normal job training session to be. She did not understand why she needed to wear the headset, since it seemed her first training session was primarily reading company rules and regulations. She could have done that on a regular computer screen or read a printed out manual.

		The nice thing, however, were the pretty colors that seemed to dance around the edges of Sandy’s vision. They were not exactly distracting, but they did provide her eyes the chance for the occasional break. The head phones had also seemed largely useless, but the barely audible white noise did help improve her concentration throughout the training session.

		When the training session finally finished, Sandy removed the VR headset and stretched. She had been sitting for far too long it felt like, even though it had only been an hour.

		After waiting for several minutes for Mr. Reid to return, Sandy realized her hair must have looked like a mess. That was a problem with wearing a VR headset for so long. It could seriously mess up her hair.

		”Damn,” Sandy cursed as she looked through her purse. She had not brought anything to fix her hair, including something as simple as a hair brush.

		Normally Sandy would not have been all that concerned. She put only a minimum of effort into her appearance, relying on her naturally good looks to get her by. But now that she was working in the corporate world, she suddenly felt the need to look her best.

		Luckily, between using her phone’s camera and her fingers, Sandy was able to make a solid attempt at getting her hair just the way she wanted it. However, she promised herself she would need to bring brushes and possibly more for her second day.

		The rest of Sandy’s day seemed to go by in a flash. She met nearly everyone who worked in the office, greeting them with a big smile and a can-do attitude. She really wanted people to like her and to accept her as one of them. That was why it bothered her so much that her hair was not as perfect as it should have been. Despite the day seeming to pass quickly, Sandy could not help but think about the sad state of her hair. The seed had been planted that she needed to look good at the office.

		And when Sandy’s second day came, she was prepared with brushes and hair spray. Her hair was always going to look perfect.

		But as it turned out, having her hair always done perfectly was not enough. Sandy did not understand why, but she felt the need to look even better. By the end of her first week, she had already made three trips to purchase new makeup. She even started wearing false eyelashes, something she had never felt the need to do before.

		Each day of her internship, Sandy spent an hour using the VR training program. And each day her compulsions to look good at the office grew and grew, growing from a tiny seed to an all encompassing need.

		And soon it was not even enough to just look good at the office. From the moment Sandy woke up in the morning to the moment her head hit the pillow every night, she worked hard to look her best.

		Of course, it turned out that her internship being paid was a good thing. It was not long before Sandy had completely replaced her wardrobe. She no longer had the need for her casual clothes from before.

		Sandy’s friends were surprised by her new found vanity. When they were out for a girls’ night out, Sandy was always the best dressed and whenever the conversation lagged, Sandy would pull out a mirror or just use her phone to check on her appearance.

		At some point during her internship, Sandy found her interest in international relations to be waning. It was just so boring compared to studying up on the latest fashions. And her daily training failed to hold her attention. If it were not for the pretty colors and relaxing sounds, she was sure she would end up sleeping through most of her training.

		But as Sandy’s interest in the material of her internship began to fade, her interest in the men who worked there, and really men in general, increased. She started taking long lunches with her bosses, laughing at their crude jokes and wishing it was appropriate to do more than just talk.

		The first time Sandy fucked one of the men from her office marked the halfway point of her internship. It had been a Friday night and Mr. Reid had invited her to continue their lunch time conversation after work. She was not about to let an opportunity go to waste.

		After that, Sandy’s work in the office seemed much more for show. She spent her hour everyday training and the rest of her time delivering files to her bosses and making sure they were not overly stressed. Sandy event started to help close deals with a few clients.

		With four weeks remaining on her internship, Sandy found out some great news through the training program. It was probably the only information she had actually retained in weeks. Part of the company benefits, even for interns like herself, was cosmetic surgery paid for by the firm.

		With her compulsion to always look her best, Sandy had already been feeling less than ecstatic about certain aspects of her body, namely the small size of her breasts and lips. She simply was not big enough to properly fuck a man with her tits and she knew her blowjobs would be much better with plumper lips.

		And so Sandy immediately took advantage of the company benefits. Her bosses were great about giving her time off for the surgery and to allow her to heal. They were all as excited as she was to see the new her. They only asked that she maintain her training during her recovery, providing her with a headset and computer to use.

		With nothing better to do during her recovery at home, Sandy found herself using the training program far more than the required hour per day. Instead, she spent hour after hour training, learning about the company and about her role in it.

		When Sandy finally returned to her internship, she was met with cheers and applause. She had made sure to look her absolute best, highlighting her enlarged breasts and great legs with a dress that would have gotten her reprimanded in most office environments. Her breasts had not yet healed enough to put them to use, but Sandy had a goal to suck every cock in the office at least once with her new lips before the week was through. And when Sandy made a goal for herself, no matter what it was, she always reached it.

		By the time Sandy’s internship ended, she had no interest in returning to Thatcher College. School was far too boring for a pretty girl like her. School required thinking, and that was no longer something Sandy liked to do. She much preferred spending her time trying to look sexy. Then there was the fucking. Sure, Thatcher had plenty of hot men for her to play with, but they did not have the power that the men she had spent the summer with had.

		Luckily, on Sandy’s final day, Mr. Reid presented her with an employment contract, among other papers to sign. On that day, Sandy dropped out of college and became a full time office bimbo. She was paid enough to keep up with her shopping habits and she never went a day without getting fucked by one of the men in the office, if not more than one. And finally, Sandy was presented with a chance to change her name. She no longer cared about such silly matters, but Mr. Reid insisted that she change the y in her name to an i. And that was the beginning of Sandi.

		Of course, Sandi did the only thing she could think of to celebrate. She fucked Mr. Reid right there in his office. Then she went out shoe shopping. Even while shopping, Sandi needed to constantly make sure she looked her best. And she certainly did. There was nothing else she could have done. The seed had sprouted and it was well on its way to blossoming.

		

	
		

		The Beach House (TG)

		

		“T his place was a steal,” Joe commented as the four college students stepped inside their weekend getaway. School started next week, but they wanted one last chance to enjoy their free time before they were all lost to their studies for another school year.

		”No kidding,” Joe’s fraternal twin, Hannah, added. “This whole place looks like it should have cost $1,000 per night. And we got it for less than $100.”

		“The tourist season is over,” Erin commented. ”Places like this get discounted in the off-season.”

		”As long as the promised snack bar is still free, I don’t care how much this place costs,” Jean said as she pushed into the beach house, her eyes looking for the free food the house owners had promised.

		This was not going to be a party weekend for the quartet. None of them were partiers. In fact, the only reason they were friends was because they were social outcasts together.

		Erin was a nerd. She spent most of her time with her head buried in a book. Her nerd status was only heightened by a birth defect that resulted in a strong asymmetry in her face.

		Jean had an eating problem. Food was her lifeblood and her biggest interest. She studied art history, but her real passion was culinary arts. Or more accurately, her passion involved eating other people’s culinary arts. Jean also had an aversion to every form of physical exercise. That combination, unfortunately, left her severely overweight.

		Joe and Hannah were usually not the sort to go out and they struggled to make friends. The pair had only been able to befriend Jean and Erin. Normally neither of them would have considered spending a weekend at a beach house, but Jean had organized the trip and all but forced them to agree to join the trip.

		Of course, while the four were friends, they were not such good friends where they held similar interests. Once the quartet got themselves settled in their rooms, each of them having their own in the opulent house, they went about their normal behaviors.

		Erin pulled out the latest fantasy novel she had been reading. The thousand-page tome had been joined by two others in her luggage. However, Erin was worried she might not have brought enough reading material.

		Jean, of course, was exploring the kitchen. She had already started enjoying several of the food options the house came pre-stocked with. When she finished those, she had packed a full suitcase of other delectable foods.

		Joe and Hannah made themselves comfortable in the living room and began playing a card game. That was something they frequently did together. They were good at entertaining themselves.

		None of the four students considered going out and enjoying the last of the summer sunshine, whether that was spending time on the beach or in the water. The choice to spend their last weekend at a beach house was thus strange. But the price was right and there they were.

		By that night, they had all done a fantastic job of mostly ignoring each other. Joe and Hannah’s card game had devolved into each of them playing solitaire. And when Erin finally went to bed that night, as she was the last to head up to her room, no words had been spoken in the house for over two hours.

		But as it turned out, this particular house was special. It was the kind of house that wanted to host hip parties at night and to send its occupants out onto the beach for sun and relaxation during the day.

		And with the current occupants, the house was not getting what it wanted. Therefore, it made the sentient decision to change the occupants to better fit its ideal.

		Jean was the first person the house changed. It started there because her physical transformation would take the longest. It needed time to suck away the excess fat from her body. Not that the house was going to take it all. It had no plans to touch her tits, leaving them big when the rest of her shrunk down.

		And while the house worked on Jean’s body, it also went to work on her mind. Most notably, it shifted Jean’s obsession with food toward an obsession with cock. Jean was to become a slut, someone who would do anything and everything to get a man’s cock. That would be her sole interest from then on.

		When it came to Erin, the house recognized her wasted potential. Defying the laws of physics, the house was able to look at possible alternate futures for its occupants. Had Erin not been disfigured at birth, her life would have been drastically different. Instead of a shy nerd, she would instead could have been a model who felt more comfortable wearing a bikini than wearing regular clothes. The house made the simplest decision it could, switching the two Erins in the timelines.

		Joe and Hannah being twins posed an ethical problem for the house. It feared even the slightest possibilities of incest. Therefore, it decided that the fraternal twins should become identical.

		The changes were simple when it considered it already had a genetic template. As the pair slept in different rooms, Joe‘s body shifted, growing more feminine. In fact, it took less than an hour before he looked more like Hannah than he did like himself.

		But making the pair identical was not enough for the house. It might have had an ethical core, but those ethics were twisted. The house transformed both of them into identical women with doll-like features, obviously enhanced by a doctor’s touch. Fake breasts, plumped lips, surgically sculpted thighs. Nothing was off limits for the twins.

		However, the house was not done there. It also lowered the intelligence of them to the point they would frequently get confused as to who was who. Were they Joey or Hannah? Their quest to surgically perfect their bodies to look even more identical only made their confusion worse. They answered to both names, not knowing who they really were anymore.

		When the quartet came downstairs the following morning, they were nothing like the people they were the night before. All four were already wearing bikinis. In fact, that was really all the four former students had brought with them. And they all now had plans to spend their day on the beach before hopefully attracting men back with them to the house for some late night fun.

		Erin planned to meet up with a photographer she had been chatting to on Instagram. He wanted to shoot her while she stood in the surf. From what she had seen, the photographer was hot and she definitely had plans to do more than just take photos with him.

		Jean had a thing for playing volleyball. Her tremendous bosom would cause her some pain, but she knew the looks from guys would be worth it. Her only goal was to get men hard so they might fuck her.

		Joey and Hannah did not really have plans, at least nothing beyond laying out on the beach all day. They figured the pair of them could attract some men to play with. It always seemed to work out for them before, as they now remembered.

		The four women enjoyed their beach weekend more than any of them had originally planned. When they returned to their normal lives, they were nothing like the students they once were. And while they might never stay at that beach house again, they were certainly going to make sure they spent plenty of time at the beach in the future. After all, there was something about the place that just felt natural there, like they were meant to be there.

		

	
		

		Freedom

		

		Beth had been fighting ever since her capture. What had started out as a simple night out on the town with a potential boyfriend had turned into her worst nightmare.

		It could have been Evan, the man she was seeing at the time. He could have been the one who kidnapped her. Or he could be a captive, just like her. Beth had no way of knowing.

		It had been days, probably weeks, maybe even months, since Beth was first captured. She struggled to tell time, what with being in a plain gray room with a few pieces of gray furniture. Beth would not have been surprised if she was underground. There were no windows. She had no idea where she was. Her small gray room was the only place she knew since her capture.

		Beth was certain her captors were messing with her mind. She could not identify how they were messing with her, but she was certain they were. Her sense of time was off. So too was her ability to sleep. The gray and tasteless food did not help matters. Nor did the odd times they seemed to deliver it. A slot in the wall opened and a tray of food appeared.

		Sometimes food would appear when Beth felt as if she had just eaten. Other times it felt like she went hungry for hours, maybe even days. Her sense of time had been thrown off completely.

		It would have been tolerable, as tolerable as being held against one’s will can be, if her captors had provided her with some kind of entertainment, something to pass the time with. Instead, she was simply stuck there with her own thoughts. Beth had quickly realized her thoughts were not that interesting.

		Beth’s only source of enjoyment in what was left of her life was working out a plan to escape. Her quest for freedom was the only thing that kept her going. She plotted day and night, or so she assumed, waiting for the perfect moment to escape.

		Not that Beth’s captors made escape easy. They even made planning difficult. Food arrived without utensils. Just a bowl filled with some sort of gray gruel. The blanket she had to sleep under was sturdy enough to make it nearly impossible to rip, but oddly thin enough to not keep her warm when she tried to sleep.

		Most maddening of all was the total lack of human contact. Beth assumed there was someone on the other side of the food slot, but she had never seen them. Otherwise, Beth had not seen a soul since she had been captured.

		The days definitely stretched on into weeks. Beth was becoming sure of that as time passed. She could feel her senses becoming dull. So too was her mind. More and more she was finding it difficult to remember what the outside world was like. The smell, the feel, the look, all of it seemed foreign to her now. Beth would not have been surprised if she ever did get out, she would recoil at the sight of color.

		As the weeks surely turned into months, Beth’s hope of escape had all but faded. This was her life now. Her mind had slowed to a crawl, atrophy from lack of use. Beth knew it, but she could do nothing about it. Attempting to play mind games with herself to keep herself sharp took too much energy. She felt like her entire being was wasting away.

		It was only when Beth’s last hope for freedom had been extinguished that two men entered her cell and retrieved her. Beth looked up at them with uncomprehending eyes. She had been broken.

		The old Beth would have used the sudden opportunity to make a break for it. Her captors had not been careful. They left the door wide open as they inspected her and her cell. She could have made a break for it.

		But the broken Beth was too tired, too dull, to even think of such a thing as escape. Her life was the cell and she could do nothing about the sudden intrusion into her life that these men had brought.

		When the two men pulled Beth to her feet and escorted her out of her cell, she went willingly. She simply put one step in front of the other as she allowed the men to lead her to the next stage of her life.

		“Has she been properly broken?” asked a voice. Beth could not see the source through her long unkempt hair hanging in front of her face.

		”Definitely,” came the voice of one of her escorts.

		Beth stood there, only able to listen, unable to comprehend. She could not remember the last time she had heard someone speak, other than herself. She could not even remember the last time she had heard her own voice.

		”Get her on the table and I can install the personality chip.“

		Beth was picked up and placed on the table face down. There was a padded hole that fit her face. She felt her hair get swept aside. Then a sharp prick. Then there was darkness.

		When Beth next opened her eyes, she could not help but smile. Her life had purpose. She was free from thoughts. She was free from worries. She was free from decisions. She was a slave, ready and waiting to be sold off to the highest bidder. Beth had never been happier in her life and she was thankful for Evan making her a slave. She was excited to see how much money she could make for her temporary master.

		Of course, before Beth was ready for sale, Evan planned to put her through a rigorous round of testing. But Beth knew as long as she did as she was told, like a proper slave should, she would pass with flying colors.

		

	
		

		Georgia's Dream

		

		Georgia sat in the middle of the library. Her being there was not unusual. She was a librarian. But her simply sitting in the middle of the library, as opposed to behind the reference desk, was odd.

		But as she sat there, the scene began to change. The bookcases jumped out of the way as a modeling runway appeared, with her sitting front and center at the end.

		Georgia could do nothing as she felt glued to her chair, unable to get up and try and stop the absurdity of hosting a fashion show in the middle of the library. It was not the place for such things, but Georgia could not even bring herself to speak out, her voice remaining silent.

		When the loud music began to play, Georgia nearly fainted. To think the library could be used in such a disrespectful manner. It was supposed to be quiet so that people could read, study and work.

		And then came the models. Overhead lights flashed different colors as women began to strut out onto the runway, walking toward Georgia. When they reached the end of the runway, mere feet away from the librarian, they paused, looked at her with sympathetic eyes and then turned with a flourish and returned from where they appeared.

		Woman after woman made her way down the runway. At first the horror of seeing such an absurdity in the library had distracted Georgia from truly seeing the event unfold in front of her.

		This was not an average fashion show. The women were all beautiful, of course, but they were not built like runway models. Namely, they all seemed to have bountiful breasts and well proportioned backsides.

		Georgia had never seen so many large breasted models before. She imagined it might be common at a porn convention, but not in a library.

		And as the show went on, the models seemed to favor more risqué clothing styles. What started as showing a little bit of cleavage turned into showing more of their breasts than they covered.

		Georgia knew she should have been disgusted by such obvious sexual displays. Again, this was a library, a public place, even if it only seemed to be her and the models.

		But as the show continued, Georgia started to find that seeing all of these beautiful and scantily clad women was actually turning her on. As much as she tried to sit there and maintain her prim and proper demeanor, Georgia found her hands involuntarily moving to her lap and pressing between her legs. It was not even really masturbation, but it still felt good.

		Finally it seemed as if the show might be ending. The music was beginning to wind down and only one model now walked toward Georgia on the runway.

		However, when the woman paused at the end of the runway and looked down at Georgia, she did not then perform her turn and return the way she had come. Instead, she bent down, bending at the waist and giving Georgia a deep view down her top.

		The woman took Georgia’s hands in her own and guided the librarian to her feet. “Come on up here,” the woman said with a giggle. “You know you want to.”

		Georgia tried to fight it. She tried to say no. However, by the time she started to find her voice, she had already been lifted to her feet and was stepping up onto the runway.

		And as she stepped up onto the runway, she began to change. Her shoes were the first to change, transforming from basic flats to a flashy set of heels. Her pants then began to melt away, revealing tan sculpted legs.

		Her pants continued to disappear until they stopped near the bottom of the swell of Georgia’s now much bigger ass. Her pants were now a skirt, so short that she would regularly flash her bright pink g-string.

		Before Georgia’s sweater began its change, she grew a pair of sweater puppies that rivaled the woman who had helped her onto the elevated runway. Big, round and proud, was how Georgia suddenly thought of her tits.

		Then it was Georgia’s sweater’s turn to change. The spacing between the knitting began to grow and grow, until it more closely resembled a net on top of a barely there bikini top.

		The final physical transformation came to Georgia’s face and head. Gone were her short brown locks, replaced with long curly blonde hair that nearly reached her ass. So too did Georgia’s thin-lipped and severe expression. Her lips plumped up and out as her facial muscles relaxed, allowing a sexy look that sat somewhere on the spectrum between a pout and a smile.

		”What happened to me?” Georgia asked, still not believing what had just occurred.

		“Here, this will help,” the woman said as she reached up and removed Georgia’s glasses.

		To Georgia’s surprise, she could still see. But as the seconds passed without her glasses, she could feel her intelligence diminishing. With her understanding of the world waning, she looked into the other woman’s eyes with quiet admiration and thanks for freeing her from the drudgery of her previous life. Or at least that was how Georgia now viewed her past.

		The woman once again took Georgia by the hand. This time, however, she led her back down the runway.

		When Georgia stepped behind the curtain she opened her eyes to find herself staring up at her bedroom ceiling.

		It took Georgia a moment to put her thoughts together. Normally this would have been excusable by the fact she had just woken up, but this time it felt different, more permanent.

		Then Georgia tilted her head down and saw the unnatural projection of her tits. She smiled, happy in the fact that her dream had come true.

		Georgia closed her eyes and blissfully fell back asleep, knowing the morning would bring a new day for the newly minted bimbo.

		

	
		

		Georgia's Nightmare

		

		Georgia sat in the middle of the library. Her being there was unusual. Georgia was not the kind of woman who one would normally find in a library. She could not even remember the last time she had read more than a sentence or two at once.

		Not that Georgia was looked upon as someone who would either spend time in a library or be much of a reader. Georgia was a bimbo. She lived her life in the moment, using her impressive body and her strong sexual appetites to get by in the world.

		But as Georgia sat there, she could not help but notice how her tits no longer framed her vision. She looked down and could not see them at all. Technically, that was not true. She could see them, but they were so much smaller than she had seen in a long, long time.

		It was not just Georgia’s lack of tits that concerned her. Her outfit was strange to her as well. Georgia could not remember the last time she was dressed so conservatively. Her turtleneck seater did nothing to highlight her body, making her look lumpy and frumpy, rather than hot and sexy.

		In fact, Georgia looked nothing like the bimbo she was known as. Rather than sporting long blonde hair, her hair was short and brown. She was not even wearing heels. Georgia could not remember the last time her heels came within two inches of the ground.

		However, the worst of it was yet to come.  Georgia found herself being approached by library patrons. They had questions, like where to find certain books or what methods the library provided for research purposes.

		Georgia felt like a deer in the headlights. Her normal response to such questions normally would have been to giggle stupidly and play with her hair. If the questioner still did not get that she did not have much of anything happening in her head, she would give her tits a bounce, distracting them so she would not have to answer.

		But it did not take Georgia long to understand that her usual responses would not work. She did not even have the tits to distract with, nor could she pull off the dumb blonde look. Her hair was not even long enough to effectively twirl.

		Instead, Georgia found herself not only answering the library patrons’ questions, but she did so with a confidence she could not remember. Georgia had been confident in her beauty, not her brain. But this librarian version of herself seemed to be the exact opposite.

		By the time Georgia finally got a break, she was exhausted. Her feet hurt in her flats and she had a growing headache. But Georgia’s break was fleeting. She was soon after given the task of shelving a cart full of books.

		That was too much. Georgia’s heart raced as fear gripped her. She was not this librarian. She could not keep up the pretext anymore. She started to scream.

		Georgia sat up with a fright. The room was dark. She looked down and saw the familiar sight of her big tits standing proudly from her naked chest. It had all been a dream, a nightmare.

		”Babe, what’s up?” came a voice from beside Georgia. She looked over to see the man she had brought home for the night prince beside her. Just seeing him was enough to make her forget her dream. She was horny.

		”You ready to go again?” Georgia asked, her hand already reaching under the covers to find the man’s hardening cock. Her night was not over yet.

		

	
		

		Keeping a Secret

		

		The war was over. Emily could not be happier. Her country was the winner and much of that came from her work as a spy and code breaker.

		Soldiers get the glory, but it was the intelligence that Emily helped procure that led to victorious battles.

		Even with modern encryption methods, which  made cracking enemy codes and ciphers almost impossible, Emily had found a way. Her work pushed computing and mathematics beyond imagination. She was a modern day Alan Turing, the man who developed the Enigma breaking machines in World War II.

		When Emily joined the Defense Department, she knew if her country was victorious, she would get no parades or awards. Her work would remain a secret, probably for the remainder of her lifetime, and likely much longer than that. Even after the war is over, you do not tell your former enemy that you had broken their codes and ciphers. That will only make such work harder in the future.

		Emily had been perfectly happy to take the secrets she had uncovered, the discoveries she had made, with her to her grave. It was a natural part of such work. Spending four years in the shadows had made her very aware that she would be spending the rest of her life in the shadows.

		Yes, there were moments when Emily wanted to share her story, shout it at the top of her lungs, especially whenever someone said something completely inaccurate on the television or radio. But Emily had made a promise and it was one she intended to keep.

		Unfortunately, the new government leadership was less trusting. She would forever need to be watched, forever suspected of giving away secrets. Even if she never again worked in the fields of mathematics or computer science, she was still a potential threat. And it was the leadership's decision that the threat must be eliminated.

		That placed the government in a bit of a quandary. The leaders had campaigned on civil rights and humane treatment of people. That had been half the reason for going to war in the first place. The government could not kill Emily. It would not only be hypocritical, but a major scandal if knowledge of such an action became known to the public.

		Fortunately, another option was presented to the government leaders, one that kept Emily and others like her alive, but completely neutralized the threat.

		B Enterprises, the business arm of Ward B, had never held a government contract before. The company had always remained in the shadows, much like Emily now did. But in the aftermath of the war and people wanting to see smiling faces, the company board decided it was finally time to step out from the shadows and make its presence known to the world.

		Emily had no idea why she had been summoned to a meeting in the capital. Her invitation included plane tickets and a reference to receiving an award she justly deserved. She thought the whole thing odd, but the opportunity to travel was not to be overlooked, especially on the government's dime.

		Of course the trip was a ruse. When Emily arrived at her hotel, she was met by three large men in scrubs and a fourth man wearing a white doctor's coat. She was escorted up to her room which had already been filled with various pieces of equipment of which she would never understand their purpose.

		Emily knew there was no point in struggling. She simply sat down where ordered and found herself quickly falling unconscious after being given a shot.

		Once she was out, the doctor went to work, using the various machines to transform Emily’s body. She was made taller, both with longer legs and a longer torso. Her muscles were reshaped and reformed to better represent a fit young woman who spent most of her time in high heels and with weights strapped to her chest.

		Of course, those weights happened to be large breasts, the kind in which no man and almost no woman would be able to ignore. The doctors also took the time to round out Emily's rump and make minor changes to her face, namely plumping up her lips to make it obvious what they were best suited for.

		Normally the doctor would have done more facial work. He felt Emily needed it. However, his orders were clear. He had full discretion when it came to her body, but Emily still needed to be recognizable. If someone were to go looking for her, she would need to be found.

		When Emily awoke from her sleep, she found herself in a very curious situation. She had been strapped naked to a chair and devices had been inserted into her pussy and ass.

		Emily looked around to discover she was still in the hotel room with the four men. It was dark outside, but that could have meant she had been there for a few hours or a few days. She had no way of knowing.

		However, it did not take long before Emily began to notice the differences in her body. She could move her head enough to see the massive size of her breasts. She could barely see her knees with how they obstructed her view.

		The rest, unfortunately would have to wait, although Emily could feel differences in her body. She felt like she made more contact with the chair and she also could sense that she was taller, even though she was seated.

		"Anything you want to say before I take away your mind?" the doctor asked.

		Emily sat there defiantly, accepting of her fate, but knowing full well why she was in her current predicament. "I would have carried the secret to my grave. This will only guarantee it."

		The doctor said no more. He simply placed a helmet onto Emily's head, covering her eyes. Soon lights began to flash in her eyes and sounds began to play in her ears. And soon after, Emily was no more.

		When Emi awoke, she smiled brightly. She felt great, as if a million pounds of weight had been lifted off her shoulders. She sat proudly, thrusting her chest out, excited at the fact there were four men in the room with her. She might be a bimbo, but that did not mean she did not understand what men liked to see.

		After a thorough round of testing in the hotel room, Emi was dressed and escorted to a government building. It was there that she met the men who had ultimately decided her fate. To her, however, they had only provided the means for her to live out her dream, to be the bimbo she had always wanted to be. And she saw it in herself to reward each and every person there.

		If you were to search for Emily today, you would find a bimbo and a slut. She is particularly well liked in the top circles in the capital, as she regularly attends the various social functions for both companionship and entertainment. Emi never has a problem staying cozy with the men and women holding the levers of government.

		However, if one were to speak to her, she would gladly tell her story. How she spent the war as an unhappy woman and finally achieved her dream by becoming the bimbo that she is today. And if you were to think that Emi might have any information about the government leaders she spends so much time with, you would quickly discover that Emi has the attention span of a gnat and an even worse memory.

		She is useless as a source. But if you try to pump her for information, she is more likely to give you a good pumping or licking. She is particularly good at it now.
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