
        
            
                
            
        

    
		

		Simple and Fun Volume 4

		

		A Bimbo Transformation Anthology

		

		Sadie Thatcher

		

	
		

		Copyright © 2021 by Sadie Thatcher

		

		All rights reserved.

		

		No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		

		

		 Created with Vellum

		

	
		

		Contents

		

		
			Introduction
		

		

		
			Hypnotized Girlfriend
		

		

		
			Cheerleader Recruitment
		

		

		
			The Butterfly Effect
		

		

		
			The Inheritance (Short Story)
		

		

		
			It's All In the Hair
		

		

		
			Just Another Doll
		

		

		
			The Price
		

		

		
			Just a Game
		

		

		
			A New Home
		

		

		
			Pride
		

		

		
			Three Wishes
		

		

		
			A Window Into the Soul
		

		

		
			Requested
		

		

		
			Caught In the Act
		

		

		
			About the Author
		

		

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		

		Introduction

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 4 is the fourth 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 4 does not have a specific theme, however, related stories are included with each other to improve the reading experience. Enjoy.

		

	
		

		Hypnotized Girlfriend

		

		Sandra had been seeing Joe for two months now. For the most part, he seemed like a great guy. He had just the right amount of manly charisma, but not so much that Sandra felt like a third wheel on their dates. He put the effort in to make sure that she was having as much, if not more, fun than he was.

		Their dates were always fun, something new that allowed Sandra to expand her horizons. She was learning so much about the world, as well as herself.

		Their sex life was fantastic too. Sandra usually waited before jumping into bed with a guy, sometimes as much as two to three months. But this time, she found herself between the sheets with Joe after less than a week. It just felt right. And if she was honest with herself, she had never cum so much before.

		Despite all those pluses, there was still something about Joe that bothered Sandra. The only problem was she had no idea what it was.

		Sure, some of Sandra’s behaviors around Joe could be considered out of character for her. Every date now started with her giving him a blow job. Her reasoning was she did not want him straining himself during the date. Not that her reasoning made any sense if she stopped to think about it.

		But Sandra did not stop to think about it. Whenever she tried, she found herself suddenly checking her face in the closest reflective surface. She had started carrying a compact almost everywhere she went, just in case.

		That was something else that had changed. Sandra had always worn a bare minimum of makeup, if she wore any at all. But now she was finding herself wearing more and more. Her application skills had never been strong, but spending her non-Joe based free time watching tutorials online had done wonders for her appearance.

		And with her new focus on her appearance, Sandra found her style beginning to shift. It started with her buying a new purse, something big enough to carry her growing number of cosmetics.

		But then the bag did not really match any of her outfits. That meant multiple shopping trips. Sandra had never liked consumerism, but she had to admit, there was nothing quite as therapeutic as buying herself something, the more expensive the better.

		Sandra was lucky that Joe not only approved of some of her new style choices, but he helped her fund some of her now frequent shopping excursions. That was important, as Sandra had nearly replaced her entire wardrobe.

		Gone were Sandra’s plain boring clothes. Her loose fitting skirts and sweaters had been replaced with tight fitting clothes that helped to highlight all the work she was putting in at the gym.

		Of course, the gym had become a new part of Sandra’s routine as well. She had always been happy with her body. It might not have been described as particularly feminine, but she had never heard a man complain. Now, Sandra was in the gym six days a week, focusing on increasing the size of her ass and making sure her stomach was flat.

		The doorbell rang as Sandra finished putting on her lipstick. The bright red color matched her red dress, a skimpy number that she never would have considered wearing before meeting Joe. Now it felt normal, much like the rest of the changes she had made in herself.

		Sandra made her way to the door, mincing along in her black and red high heeled pumps. She was sure it was Joe at the door. He had always been punctual. Sandra was excited for their next date together. She had always wanted to go mini-golfing and Joe had promised to take her. Her outfit might have been a little impractical for mini-golf, but the truth was, it was impractical for almost everything and that was why she liked it so much.

		As soon as the front door was closed behind Joe, Sandra sank to her knees and deftly freed Joe’s cock from the confines of his pants. She eagerly wrapped her lips around his hardening shaft, enjoying the taste and feel of him on her tongue.

		At this point, Sandra was well practiced, even if she had never given a blow job before meeting Joe. It did not take long before he was unleashing his load into her mouth as she greedily swallowed every last drop.

		Once Sandra was finished, she moved to return Joe’s cock to his pants. She was excited for her first trip to go mini-golfing. However, as Sandra finished her work with Joe’s cock, he pulled a familiar gold watch from his pocket.

		The moment Sandra laid eyes on the watch, she started drifting into trance. Within minutes, she was deeply hypnotized.

		From there, it was quick work by Joe to implant memories of mini-golf into Sandra’s head. Once that was complete, Joe moved on to other important matters, like instilling a preference for long blonde hair and a small-tits humiliation that will encourage her to want implants.

		Joe knew it would still be at least a year before Sandra was his perfect bimbo girlfriend. But he was already astonished with all the progress she had made so far.

		When Sandra woke up from her trance, she smiled, remembering the date of mini-golf with fondness. But now that the date was over, it was time for even more fun. She loved the way Joe fucked her after their dates and she was already wet for him.

		Sandra never would figure out what bothered her about Joe. She had no idea, but she was his hypnotized girlfriend and she would grow to love spending the rest of her life with him. Joe was certain of that.

		

	
		

		Cheerleader Recruitment

		

		"C harlene, why did you drag me here again?" Rebecca asked.

		"Because you need to get out of the library and what better way to show a little Thatcher College pride than by going to a football game," Charlene answered.

		Rebecca turned away from her friend and roommate and looked down at the field where the players were just finishing their warmups. This was not how Rebecca had planned to spend her Saturday afternoon. It was fall, which meant she would have preferred to be curled up in front of a fire with a good book in her hands, not outside with thousands of cheering idiots. At least that was how Rebecca saw them.

		As the game began, Rebecca found herself completely confused about the rules. She had never seen a football game in her entire life, deciding sports were not interesting early in her life. It was a belief she carried as she entered college.

		The nerdy looking Rebecca, with her thick black glasses and short brown hair, certainly did not look like she belonged at a college football game. Nor did she feel like she belonged. She was half tempted to pull the book that she had packed in her satchel out and simply begin reading, ignoring the game and the screaming fans as best she could.

		However, as much as Rebecca wanted to do that, she knew Charlene would try and stop her. As long as Rebecca attempted to watch the game, at least at the beginning, she was sure Charlene would care less if the book made an appearance later in the game.

		But after a few minutes, something started to click for Rebecca. Thatcher College scored and she found herself cheering with the rest of the student body and hometown fans. And to her complete shock, joining in with everybody else felt good.

		For as long as Rebecca could remember, she had always been a loner. Not only that, she had always preferred to be different from everyone else, to go against the grain and follow her own path. It was difficult at times, but she saw no reason to participate in any of the mass activities that people seemed to gravitate towards.

		Now, however, Rebecca could not help but smile as she stood up, throwing both hands above her head, and yelling with the thousands of fans, cheering on her school's team.

		And as the game continued, Rebecca found herself really getting into it. She cheered when a good play was made and groaned when something went bad for the home team.

		When the game reached halftime, Rebecca had not only become a fan of football, but she found herself fitting in with the other fans in the stands. While she had arrived wearing a thick sweater and a long flowing skirt, she now wore a Thatcher College sweatshirt and a pair of jeans. Her glasses had been replaced with a pair much more chic, barely noticeable while paired with her much longer hair. And that book in her satchel was nowhere to be found. Books did not belong at football games and Rebecca knew it.

		Unfortunately, the luck that had led Thatcher College to a narrow halftime lead did not hold up in the second half. The visiting team seemed to score with ease and the energy of the crowd simply vanished.

		Rebecca was beside herself, unable to believe that her fellow students and fans could not continue to support their team, even if they were losing. She was sure if the crowd got back into the game, the team would feed off that energy and get back into the game.

		And to Rebecca's credit, she did all she could. She threw off her sweatshirt to reveal a tight Thatcher College t-shirt that she had customized to be more revealing. Her jeans had transformed into a short skirt, furthering highlighting the growing attractiveness of her body. She then turned around and began leading the crowd in chants of support.

		The energy of the crowd grew as Rebecca led them on. And that in turn helped push the home team to make a comeback. Yes, Rebecca was a little cold, dressed as she was, but the energy of the crowd helped keep her warm. So did her new found dance moves.

		Unfortunately, Rebecca's efforts came up just short. The team had a chance to tie the game in the closing seconds, but just missed out. Despite that, Rebecca was still proud of her team. They fought hard until the end and that was what sports were all about.

		As the crowd filed out of the stadium, Rebecca stayed in the stands, continuing to cheer for the players. She even kept Charlene by her side, unwilling to let her friend leave just yet.

		Once the stadium was nearly empty and all the players had left the field for the locker room, one of the cheerleaders climbed the stadium steps toward Rebecca and Charlene.

		"Hey, you were pretty good there," the cheerleader said. "What's your name?"

		Rebecca pushed her now long blonde hair off her shoulder, letting it fall behind her from her high ponytail, before answering, "I'm Becki."

		"Well, Becki, you should try out to be a cheerleader. I think you'd be great at it."

		Becki giggled. She had never considered being a cheerleader before, but now that she thought about it, it seemed like the perfect thing for her. And it might help her stay in school. Becki had discovered that college was far harder than she had ever imagined. The only reason she had not given up already was by the help and tutoring by her friend and roommate Charlene. And after all that time studying, it had been Becki who convinced Charlene to take a break from studying and go to the football game.

		"That would be totally awesome," Becki said. "I love cheering and stuff."

		"Great," the woman said. "The team is full for the season, but we have tryouts again before basketball season starts. You should join us."

		"That sounds super."

		The cheerleader turned to Charlene and gave her a knowing look.

		"I'll make sure Becki makes it to tryouts," Charlene said. "She's a bit of a bimbo, but she'd make a great cheerleader."

		And with that decided, Rebecca had found a new calling in life. She certainly seemed happy about it.

		

	
		

		The Butterfly Effect

		

		Kristen could scarcely believe the fact she was looking at herself, her younger self. It should not have been possible, but her eyes were not lying to her.

		Whatever Braden had done, it had worked. Time travel was not supposed to be possible. Yet, no matter how many times Kristen had told herself that, the fact she was standing less than 100 feet from her former self seemed to run counter to her previous beliefs.

		The year was 2011. Kristen, the Kristen from 2011, was 18 and still undecided if college was for her or not. Her indecision had led her to delaying her enrollment until the new year, giving her more time to make a decision.

		The Kristen of 2018 knew exactly what had happened. She went to college, got her degree, and had embarked on a thus far successful career working in insurance. She was only three years in, but it often felt like the sky was the limit as she had room to grow within her company.

		In hindsight, Kristen knew she had made the right decision. Yes, she took on some debt to pay for her degree, but the job market in 2011 was not such where she could have gotten a good paying job with no more than a high school diploma. Such was life coming out of the recession.

		But if Kristen could change one thing about her life, it would have been saying no to the offer of a date from Damien Myerson. That date had been the biggest mistake of her life.

		No matter how much Kristen knew the sexual assault was not her fault, she still felt as if it could have been prevented. She had gotten some creepy vibes from Damien, but she had ignored them in accepting the date offer. The assault nearly derailed her college career.

		“I can fix it,” Kristen said to herself. She had no idea how much time she had in the past. Braden had not exactly been specific. He rarely was. But that was not why she was friends with him. He was simply a genuinely nice guy. Had things been different in their lives, they might have even tried dating. Instead, they had remained friends.

		As Kristen made her plan, she reflected on the fact Braden had not warned her about changing anything. That seemed like the cliche thing that was supposed to happen before someone was sent back in time.

		Nonetheless, Kristen was not going to let this opportunity go to waste. She just needed to find a way to get word to her younger self not to go on the date with Damien.

		In the end, Kristen decided on a short note. She pulled a piece of paper and a pen out of her purse and wrote the briefest of possible notes. She did not want to explain too much, she did not want to give too much away. Too much information seemed dangerous. That left the simplest of warnings.

		“Do not, under any circumstances, go on a date with Damien Myerson your junior year of college.”

		Kristen considered scratching out the last part about college. Was telling her younger self the approximate time she was expected to meet Damien too much? She decided to keep it in the note. Why leave herself wondering when this mystery man would appear in her life? Knowing herself, that would only lead to anxiety.

		Getting the note to her younger self seemed simple enough. The Kristen from the future wore a long hooded coat. It was perfect to disguise her identity as she made her approach. From there, she would just need to be forceful, bumping into her younger self and pushing the note into her hand.

		And much to Kristen’s surprise, it worked. Her younger self seemed stunned by the sudden intrusion into her personal bubble, but she did not make a scene. In fact, she grew surprisingly quiet as she discovered the note in her hand.

		As it turned out, Kristen had only minutes to act. Before she had turned at the street corner, following the handoff of the note, she felt a strange tug somewhere behind her navel. She was being pulled back into the future.

		When Kristen returned to 2018, the world seemed to spin around her as she quickly sank to the floor, thankfully without injuring herself.

		“Are you okay?” Braden asked, jumping to her side and kindly holding her hand.

		Kristen looked up into Braden’s eyes, seeing him in a new light. The man before her was not just her friend, but he was her lover, her soulmate and her master.

		Master?

		Kristen tried to think where that thought had come from. However, as she began to look around the room to regain her bearings, she felt even more out of sorts. Nothing seemed right.

		“Whoa,” Kristen said as she looked down for the first time to find herself looking into a deep valley of cleavage, cleavage she never remembered having before.

		“Krisi, are you all right?” Braden said, rephrasing his question from earlier. “Just stay there until you’re ready to get up. I assume it worked. You time traveled.”

		Krisi?

		Another oddity. Kristen had always hated being called Krisi or any other variation of her name. Her name was Kristen and that was final. Except, hearing Braden call her Krisi felt so natural, as if he had been calling her that for years.

		“Something’s, like, weird,” Krisi said, her voice far more high pitched than she was used to. Yet somehow it felt completely normal to speak that way.

		“It might take you a few minutes to find your bearings,” Braden explained. “I’m sure traveling in time can be quite a shock to the system. I can’t believe you volunteered for this.”

		As she sat there, it was not so much that she found her bearings, but new memories began to pour into her mind. That note she had received in 2011 turned out to have been the deciding factor for her not going to college.

		And that life altering decision led her to where she now sat. Unable to find quality work, Kristen had started working at what some would consider a breastaurant. And it did not take Kristen long to figure out that by adopting the attitude of a bimbo, she got more tips.

		As time wore on, Kristen adopted her work attitude full time. It became natural for her to call herself Krisi and act like a complete airhead. It was fun too.

		Of course for several of those years, she and Braden had fallen out of contact. He was off at college, earning his degree, something Krisi no longer had any ambitions for, and she was waiting tables by day and going clubbing by night.

		But then one day Krisi ran into Braden. Despite her dying her hair blonde and dressing like a bit of a slut, he still recognized her. And to her surprise, he asked her out.

		Even more surprising was that Krisi said yes. She was not the type to go out with nerdy students, having preferred the guys with big muscles. But in hindsight, Braden had been her perfect match.

		Braden fully supported her. She quit her job at the breastaurant and focused all of her free time on looking her best for him. He was the one who paid for her implants that gave her such incredible cleavage.

		As Krisi’s memories finally slid back into place, she smiled. She felt much better now. Clearly her mistake had been trying to think too much. Braden had been working with her to turn her brain off more. It only seemed to get in her way. This had just been another example.

		“Okay, I’m, like, all better now.”

		“That’s what I like to hear,” Braden said before he bent down and kissed her.

		Krisi responded to the kiss with all of her energy. She loved kissing Braden. It turned her on so much. And on cue, Krisi felt the familiar tingle in her pussy, telling her that she wanted far more than to kiss Braden.

		“We should, like, totally celebrate,” Krisi said when she came up for air.

		“What are we celebrating?” Braden asked.

		“Your time travel thingy, silly,” Krisi said with a giggle. “And after that, you should, like, fuck me. You should fuck your time traveling bimbo.”

		This time it was Braden’s turn to smile. Yes, celebrating was exactly what they were going to do. Of course, he knew he could fuck Krisi at the same time. He was sure she would like that.

		

	
		

		The Inheritance (Short Story)

		

		When Holly and Andrew heard of Holly’s uncle’s passing, there were some small amount of bad feelings about his death. Uncle Donald had been a less than nice person in his life, so while his death was a loss of human life, few people wept after his passing.

		For Holly, who had grown up knowing the man and how awful he could be, she had distanced herself from him as much as possible. And so it was with great shock and surprise that she discovered he had left her and Andrew his entire fortune.

		Holly and Andrew were not in need of Uncle Donald’s money. They both had good paying jobs that could more than support their modest lifestyle. Simply put, they had no idea what they would do with that much money.

		The night before they were scheduled to meet with the executor of Uncle Donald’s estate, where they would learn the specific details of his will, Holly came up with the idea of donating his money to good causes. Uncle Donald might have been a bad person in life, but his money could do a world of good now that he was dead. Andrew immediately agreed that Holly’s idea was the right decision.

		However, there turned out to be a stipulation with the money going to Holly and Andrew. The couple could not just inherit all that money and donate it. Before they could take possession of it, they both needed to do something first.

		Neither of them understood what they were getting themselves in for, nor did they understand what Uncle Donald really wanted of them. The details were sketchy, even according to the executor of Uncle Donald’s estate. But both needed to go through a pre-specified training organized by B Enterprises.

		Both Holly and Andrew thought the request was strange, but it seemed a simple enough request that they had the executor set up appointments for them for as soon as possible.

		When Holly and Andrew entered the B Enterprises building, they had no idea what to expect. It was located in a nondescript office park in an area that supported mixed use commercial and light industrial businesses.

		Once inside, it was only moments after they introduced themselves that they were ushered deeper into the building and eventually separated.

		Holly was taken to what amounted to an exam room by an impossible stacked nurse. Before she even really had a chance to argue, she found herself being stripped down and then strapped down to the exam table in the middle of the room.

		Soon after, a man in a white lab coat entered the room. He said nothing as he examined Holly’s prone body, making notations on his clipboard.

		Holly desperately wanted to ask the million questions floating around in her head, but she seemed unable to utter a sound. Instead, she simply laid there as the man probed her body with his latex gloved hands and made further notations on his clipboard.

		When the man was gone again, Holly simply laid there, helpless. That is until her eyes began to grow heavy. Holly had not realized how tired she felt. When her eyes finally closed, she entered a deep blissful sleep.

		Andrew’s experience began much differently. He fought back as four men in scrubs worked to secure him to a chair. It was only after one of them punched him in the gut that he finally stopped struggling.

		Shortly afterward, Andrew found himself sitting there with a visor over his eyes and headphones pumping strange music into his ears. When the screen turned on inside his visor, he was lost in a sea of flashing lights and happy sounds.

		As Holly slept, the doctors of B Enterprises went to work, reshaping her body and her mind in one fluid and well practiced symphony of motion. The petite brunette that had been Holly was soon replaced by the busty blonde whose brain power had been severely stunted and her libido increased to astronomic proportions.

		When Holly and Andrew were finally reunited at the end of their “training” sessions, they embraced each other with the same love they had always had for each other, even if Holly looked markedly different now.

		It was on the drive home, while Holly happily sucked her husband’s cock, that Andrew made the decision not to donate the money they had inherited from Uncle Donald. After all, now that Holly was a bimbo and Andrew had been brainwashed to prefer shallow women, like Holly now was, their relationship to money had changed. It was now a means to live the lifestyle they wanted.

		Holly would have to quit her job. She was far too dim to ever convince anyone she knew math, let alone to actually teach it. Andrew, on the other hand, still had all his mental faculties, but his interests no longer included working for non-profits as an accountant. Instead, he saw a future for himself in investment banking. Of course, with all the money they had inherited, Andrew was not going to need to work very hard to maintain a newly lavish lifestyle.

		Nonetheless, both Holly and Andrew seemed very happy with their new lives. Holly reveled in being Andrew’s trophy wife. And Andrew loved to spoil the idea of his wife as reward for all the different ways she would give herself to him.

		

	
		

		It's All In the Hair

		

		"G o blonde, they said," Bambi muttered to herself as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. "Why did I let them talk me into it?"

		Bambi had been trying to get others to take her seriously for years. It was all in her name. She did not know where her parents got the idea to name her Bambi, but it had not been good for her job prospects. It would be even worse now that she was blonde.

		"At least the dye was cheap. I won't have to worry about it in a few months. In the meantime, I guess I get to find out if blondes really do have more fun."

		Bambi had always considered herself a positive person. When life handed her lemons, she poured in all the sugar she could and made lemonade.

		However, little did Bambi know her chosen hair dye was far more than met the eye. Generally banned from sale due to its side effects, the product still somehow found its way onto the shelves of Bambi's local drug store.

		It took almost a week for Bambi to notice the first changes. She was getting ready for a friend's house party, nothing super fancy, but something she was dressing up a little for, when she found her dress fit a little more snugly than she remembered. More specifically, it hugged her ass and breasts more than she had remembered it ever doing before. Luckily, as far as Bambi could tell, the tightness of the dress was actually more flattering.

		But it was not just the tightness of her dress that got hers and others' attentions. At the party all the other women kept asking Bambi about her lipstick, wanting to know what she was using. It was only when Bambi checked her reflection in a mirror at the party that she discovered her lips were plumper than usual.

		Bambi tried to write it off as nothing important. So she had put on a little weight in very specific places. Big deal. If anything, she looked better for it. People treated her better, when they were not treating her like a dumb blonde.

		The problem was, as time wore on, Bambi found herself acting like a dumb blonde. She started to become more forgetful and her attention span seemed to decrease.

		But that was not the worst of it. More and more Bambi found her focus rerouting toward sex. She would be talking with a male coworker and suddenly the image of him bending her over the break room table and fucking her. After ending the conversation, having no clue what they had been discussing, Bambi found the need to visit the toilets for a little self care. That was her way of referring to masturbation.

		To Bambi's surprise, the blonde hair dye did not fade, nor did it seem to wash out. Three weeks later and her dark roots had yet to show. And in that time, the physical changes had only increased. Bambi's hourglass figure was the envy of every woman in the office.

		Of course, with both her changing body and her increasing focus around sex, Bambi could not stop herself from showing off her body, even at the office. That, paired with her substantial drop-off in productivity led to her firing.

		Bambi tried to save her job the best way she could think of. She offered her boss a blow job. He seemed to hesitate, fingering the ring on his finger, but he ultimately turned her down.

		Bambi upped the ante by offering him her ass. She had been fantasizing about anal earlier that day. Unfortunately, her final offer to save her job only resulted in a call to security.

		Bambi knew she was in trouble when she lost her job. She needed money for things like rent and new clothes. The latter seemed far more important. She might be stupid now, but she was not completely stupid.

		Somehow Bambi got turned on to camming. Using just her computer at home, she could broadcast herself around the world. To her surprise, men and a few women would pay her to see her on cam, even on days she simply lounged around in her pajamas. Not that her pajamas looked anything like what she once wore. Her fondness of revealing clothing and her expanded assets meant some part of her was always on display.

		Bambi could have been upset about what had happened to her. Her life as she had known it had been ruined. But the truth was, she had never felt better. Yes, she was just another stupid blonde bimbo, but she felt good and sexy, without any unimportant thoughts getting in her way. Life was great now.

		

	
		

		Just Another Doll

		

		“M aya, what has gotten into you?” I asked my best friend and former college roommate. She had been acting strange lately, barely responding to my texts and sounding distracted and distant on the phone.

		It had felt like a huge ordeal to get her to meet me for lunch. I had gathered there was a new man in her life. From what I could tell, the relationship was progressing quickly, but for as much as I wanted to know more, details were not forthcoming.

		From the sound of it, the problem in selecting a date and time for lunch had to do with this new man in Maya’s life. She was usually an independent person, so seeing her acquiesce to a boyfriend’s wishes seemed very unlike her. I figured she really must be falling for him.

		However, when Maya showed up to lunch, I couldn’t help but be surprised. Gone was the look of a stylish lawyer, of which she had worked hard to become. More so on the lawyer part than the stylish part. She had always had a knack for style.

		But seeing her now, she looked remarkably different. For one, her breasts. She had not mentioned once about getting implants, or even a desire to do so. Yet it was impossible to assume otherwise, as she more than filled out her top.

		Then there was Maya’s face and hair. She had always looked stylish, with just the right amount of makeup and a hairstyle that had been perfected for rushed mornings. But she showed up to lunch with heavy layers of makeup and her hair seemed to have grown nearly a foot in the past three or four weeks since we had last seen each other.

		The change in look definitely threw me off, but I didn’t say anything at first. I did the friendly thing and simply complimented her appearance. She did look good, after all, even if her look was a complete deviation from her norm.

		However, it did not take long to realize there was something more that mattered with my longtime friend. She barely said a word as we sat there.

		Maya had always been a talker. She usually carried our conversations. In comparison, I was the quiet one, and I wasn’t actually all that shy about speaking. But the Maya who joined me for lunch could barely find a word to say. She would giggle here and there, almost as if she didn’t really understand what I was saying. It was strange.

		And that was why I finally said, “Maya, what has gotten into you?”

		“George,” came Maya’s response, followed by another giggle.

		I expected more of a response. George. That was it. I clenched my hands, my patience already gone. I could assume George was her new man. But he had done something to her. I was growing certain of it.

		“How’s work?” I asked, deciding to change the subject. I would not have been surprised if her law office frowned upon this new version of Maya.

		She giggled again, before answering. “I quit, like, forever ago.”

		“Before or after you met George?” I pressed. I needed to understand what had happened to my friend.

		Maya stared blankly at me for a moment, almost as if she did not comprehend the question. “Um, forever ago,” she finally answered, raising the pitch of her voice on the final syllable as if she was not sure of the answer herself.

		“Okay,” I said, annoyed. This was not at all how I wanted to spend my lunch. “What do you do for work now?” I asked. “You have rent to pay and whatnot.”

		“Dolls don’t work,” Maya said, as if she were answering my question. “And dolls don’t pay rent.”

		I was about ready to get up and try and shake some sense into my friend. She was acting like some cult convert or like she was brainwashed or something.

		But before I could do that, a shadow fell over me. There was a man standing at our table, a well dressed man, but one who did not work at the restaurant.

		“George,” Maya said with a knowing smile. “Are you here to play with us?”

		“I am,” the man who appeared to be George said.

		“Goodie,” Maya continued. “I like being played with. You will too, Ella.”

		“No. No, no, no.” I could see where this was going. George had clearly done something to Maya. He had changed her. He had brainwashed her. She had quit her job and gotten implants just so she could fit his image of a doll. I was not about to let it happen to me.

		“It’s okay, Ella,” the man said. “Maya is right. You will like being played with. All girls do. After all, you’re just another doll.”

		I couldn’t understand what had just occurred, but George’s words seemed to trigger something inside of me. I froze as a feeling of bliss overcame me. I looked straight ahead, in the direction of Maya, but my eyes refused to focus. I stared blankly ahead, my ears and mind open to the man standing above me.

		It did not take long for George to explain my new life to me. I didn’t know how I could have been so wrong about how I led my life before. I wasn’t meant to be smart and successful. I wasn’t meant to be independent and strong. I was just a doll. I just didn’t know it yet.

		As George escorted his latest acquisition out of the restaurant, followed closely by Maya-Doll, Ella-Doll was happy to learn what kind of doll she would be. Ella had always hated Barbie and everything she had stood for, but Ella-Doll loved the idea of being a Barbie lookalike with long blonde hair, big boobs, a tiny waist and long legs that always seemed to be in high heels.

		There was a lot of work ahead for Elle-Doll, but it was all going to be well worth it. Then Ella-Doll could be reunited with Maya-Doll and the real fun could begin.

		And if Master George required another doll, both Ella-Doll and Maya-Doll would gladly find him new girls to join his dollhouse.

		

	
		

		The Price

		

		Heidi did not like her breasts. They had always bothered her. While the women in Heidi’s family were all well endowed, especially from an early age, Heidi remained flat chested into college.

		It was with great excitement that Heidi made her appointment with the plastic surgeon. Now in her mid-twenties, she finally felt ready to take the plunge and get the breasts she had always dreamed of.

		Unfortunately, like many people Heidi’s age, she did not fully have the means to afford the expensive surgery that implants required. But that was where a new loan company came in. B Loans helped women fund their elective surgeries with low interest rates and friendly repayment plans.

		When Heidi walked into a family gathering for the first time with her new breasts, she could not help but smile. She finally felt like she fit in with the other women in her family. Sure, hers were fake and theirs were self grown, but the origin of her breasts had no effect on how she now filled out a top.

		However, it was only six months after the surgery that Heidi lost her job. The company she worked for was downsizing, cutting workers in an effort to improve the bottom line and increase the dividend paid to investors.

		Despite taking out a loan to fund the majority of her surgery, Heidi had still decimated her meager savings to reduce the overall loan size. Six months later, she had struggled to save enough to cover her bills without an income.

		It did not take long before B Loans came knocking for Heidi’s missed payment. She had never imagined she would lose her job so soon after the surgery and she had no contingency for such a situation.

		As it turned out, however, B Loans had a solution. They had a job for Heidi, although it was different from what Heidi was used to doing. No more office work for her.

		Heidi had a college degree and experience in middle management. She could have found another job, but the prospect of getting right back to work, even if she gave up some autonomy in the process, seemed like a prudent choice. It would certainly keep her in good standing with her creditors.

		“You want me to be a promo girl?” Heidi asked in surprise on her first day of work. Her boss, a man about 10 years her senior wearing a tailored suit, stood before her, holding the outfit she was expected to wear.

		The man said nothing. He simply smirked, as if he knew something that Heidi did not. Heidi took the offered outfit, not expecting an answer to her question.

		When Heidi walked out onto the convention floor, she felt completely self-conscious. To say her top highlighted her breasts would be an understatement. They were almost completely on display, barely covered with the logo of some new drink covering her nipples.

		“At least my midriff is covered,” Heidi told herself. And it was, although the tightness of the outfit did little to hide the little bit of extra weight she carried around her middle.

		To Heidi’s surprise, she was quite popular among the convention attendees. Man after man came up to her to get the free samples she was handing out.

		Heidi had never heard of Hard before. Apparently it was a drink produced by a sister company to B Loans. Whatever it was, it certainly seemed popular with men. And of the three promo girls handing out Hard, she seemed to draw the biggest crowd.

		And to Heidi’s surprise, her first experience as a promo girl was a good one. Once she got past her embarrassment at how she was dressed, she actually really got into her role. The drink her boss gave her, something called Pink, seemed to calm her nerves and help her enjoy the moment.

		After Heidi’s third assignment as a promo girl, she resigned herself to the fact that was her life now. She was to be a pretty face to help pitch products like Hard, among others.

		Heidi always tried to do her best. In her previous job, she worked as hard as she could, going to trainings in her free time so that she could do more and move up the corporate ladder.

		Once it became clear that she would be using her looks, such as they were, in her work, Heidi doubled her efforts at fitness. Instead of the weekly jog and yoga session, she joined a gym and began going everyday.

		And to her surprise, the extra weight Heidi had carried around since college simply melted away. She was working hard in the gym and improving diet at home. She was especially appreciative of the recovery smoothies she was given through work. They were both tasty and left her with a happy smile on her face each time she drank one.

		“You know, you’d be a lot more popular as a blonde,” Heidi’s boss told her one day after an event.

		Heidi had been posing next to a sign. She had not even needed to hand out free samples. She simply needed to stand there, look pretty, and smile. With her improved body, that seemed to be something she was good at. And she was popular too.

		Despite the popularity Heidi had already achieved at the events she worked, she was still eager for ways to improve. She had long ago grown used to prancing around scantily clad with high heels. But the idea of dying her hair to be even better at her job seemed like a no brainer.

		As soon as Heidi had finished that day, she called her salon to see if she could get a last minute appointment. Her luck was with her as there had been a cancellation.

		Heidi could scarcely believe how great it was to be a blonde. She had never considered changing her hair color before, but as soon as she saw the reactions at her first event as a blonde, she knew she would never be going back to having brown hair. She would forever more be a blonde.

		However, Heidi found there was a side effect of being a blonde. There was a part of her that was disturbed at how people treated her like she was dumb. Her opinions were ignored, her advice not even sought, and her abilities were frequently discounted.

		On the other hand, Heidi found the way she was treated oddly freeing. Yes, it was frustrating how no one seemed to take her seriously, but conversely, she had no demands placed on her. She was free to just do what she wanted, assuming she maintained her appearance. As a promo girl, that was paramount. She needed to look her best.

		Luckily, focusing on her appearance had a certain zen-like quality to it. She could switch off her brain and just live in the moment. Heidi had never felt better.

		Of course, it did not take long for Heidi’s mind to begin to atrophy. She found herself letting others take charge more and more, telling her what to do, where to go, how to comport herself. She had even stopped watching the nightly news, not wanting to go to bed with a frown on her face from all the bad things happening in the world.

		Along with Heidi’s behavioral changes came several important changes to her look. On her boss’ suggestion, she visited a piercing parlor. Heidi had never had more than her ears pierced, but it was not long before she had studs in her navel, nose and tongue. The dermal piercings just above her ass were another nice touch, or so she was told.

		When Heidi’s boss suggested she get another set of implants, she was already far too gone to argue. She eagerly accepted the idea and even brought him to her appointment with the surgeon to help choose the best look for her. The model chosen for her would result in giant breasts that stuck off her chest as if they had been bolted on.

		Her one disappointment when she was put under was how she had been unable to have one of her smile-inducing smoothies before the surgery. They had become a staple in her diet, but she needed an empty stomach for the surgery.

		After the surgery, Heidi could scarcely recognize herself. So much about her had changed. But as scary as that prospect was, Heidi was happy. She had never been more popular than she now was. Every guy she met seemed appreciative of her body, especially of her tits.

		Of course, it helped that Heidi had further altered her style to better highlight all the improvements she had made. Short tight tops that showed off a long line of cleavage had become the norm. As had tight skirts and shorts that showcased all the work she had put into her ass while at the gym.

		Looking at Heidi, no one would have suspected she had ever been a normal and respectable woman. She merely looked like a sex-object now, something she regularly heard from her boss to the point that she thought of herself that way.

		Unfortunately, it turned out promo work did not pay enough to properly pay back all of the money B Loans had spent on her. She had been charging all of her improvements to her account, not understanding that she was racking up charges faster than she could pay them off with her job.

		Eventually Heidi’s boss started giving her new responsibilities. She was still a regular on the promo circuit, but her job did not end when the event was over. Each night she got to dress up and go out with a handsome and/or rich man.

		Heidi was not expected to have sex with the men who rented her for the evening, but after months of being told she was a sex object, what else could she do. It was who she was. When she was alone with a man, fucking them was simply a part of who she was.

		Not that she minded, however. Her nights as an escort were even more fun than her days as a promo girl. After all, what better way to live her life as a sex object than to dress up pretty and let whichever man was taking her out for the night fuck her any way he pleased.

		Heidi had no idea when her life would change again. She vaguely recalled a time before she had become a bimbo, but those memories were hazy and certainly no fun to think about. It was much more fun to think about wearing a pretty dress or about sex.

		Unfortunately, Heidi’s desire to wear a new dress every night would prove to be her undoing. Again, she was charging more than she made back for B Loans. Someday, her life would need to change. Until then, however, she was going to enjoy herself. After all, the price had not come due yet.

		

	
		

		Just a Game

		

		Gabrielle liked to role play in the bedroom. Her boyfriend, a man she hoped would one day become her husband, had always been creative in coming up with roles for each of them to play.

		In their games, she had played both dominant and submissive roles, but she enjoyed playing the submissive part the most. She had played a French maid, a school girl, an intern and secretary, and even a puppy.

		However, when Gabrielle’s boyfriend suggested she play a Barbie-esque bimbo, she found herself torn. Gabrielle had never told anyone of her secret childhood desire to be Barbie. The doll had seemed perfect when she was a girl. But Gabrielle knew better now. She was an ardent feminist, believing women needed to make up for thousands of years of lost time in equality.

		Gabrielle looked down on superficial women, women who obsessed over appearance and finding their next lay. She believed women should pursue whatever kind of life they desired, but it seemed like such a waste, almost a betrayal of all the women who had fought for women’s rights and equality.

		Despite her hesitation, Gabrielle agreed to role play as a bimbo. Her boyfriend seemed especially into it, playing the role of straight up alpha male.

		Admittedly, it took Gabrielle a little while to find herself in her part. When she had played other roles, she was able to think through them and if not become the part, at least fake it enough to move the fun along. But in trying to act like a bimbo, Gabrielle found herself overthinking the role. That, of course, was because she was overthinking not thinking.

		Once she finally turned off her brain and allowed her boyfriend to run the scene, it was as if she was suddenly opened up to a whole new experience. Every nerve in her body seemed to have been turned on, every sensation sent shivers of pleasure down her spine and straight to her pussy.

		In minutes, Gabrielle, or Gabbi as her boyfriend called her in the scene, was more aroused than she could ever remember being before. She was practically begging her boyfriend to finally stick his cock in her.

		Not that her boyfriend was quite so generous. He played his role perfectly, forcing Gabbi to wait, to suck his cock, to be his perfect little bimbo.

		When Gabbi finally got what she so very much desired, she came again and again, each one harder and more intense than anything she had ever experienced before. It was sexual bliss.

		It was days later when Gabrielle finally got up the courage to talk with her boyfriend about the bimbo role play. It was not that she did not want to do it again. She did. In fact, she would have gladly given up every other bedroom game they played and just replayed the bimbo scene over and over again.

		However, Gabrielle wanted more than that. It was not enough to just play the bimbo in the bedroom. For the first time, she wanted to bring a role out of the bedroom and into their everyday life.

		“I want you to call me Gabbi from now on,” she explained. “And I was thinking of dying my hair blonde.”

		To say that her boyfriend was supportive of Gabrielle’s decision would have been an understatement. He readily supported her and even suggested a specific shade of blonde to start.

		That night, Gabbi lost herself in her bimbo role as the two enjoyed each other's bodies in carnal acts that Gabrielle might have felt shame about in the past, but now found it in herself to revel.

		It took Gabbi less than a week to decide that blondes really did have more fun. People treated her better and the added attention made her want to blush.

		Of course, the attention that really mattered was from her boyfriend. It was as if he could not keep his hands off of her whenever they were together. Sex was no longer an occasional activity, but a daily occurrence. And the sex only seemed to get better as Gabbi’s boyfriend took the lead more and more.

		As time wore on, Gabbi found her priorities changing. Day-to-day, the changes seemed unnoticeable. She did what felt natural. It was only that her natural tendencies had changed. Her tastes in clothing kept moving toward tighter and more revealing. It had become rare to see her without makeup on.

		Gabbi’s general attitude had begun to shift as well. Gone were her sour and dour days. Her bimbo role play had taken hold and she went about her day with a bubbly and light hearted attitude.

		It helped that Gabbi felt protected and shielded by her boyfriend. She felt free to make mistakes and make a fool of herself, because she knew her boyfriend would be there to pick up the pieces should she fail.

		The most noticeable difference came in who Gabbi spent her time with. She had always had a large circle of friends. As time wore on, Gabbi gravitated toward the prettier and more superficial of her friends, women who put effort into their looks and cared less for intellectual pursuits.

		Again, Gabbi’s boyfriend did not mind these changes in her. He enjoyed seeing her dress up for girls’ nights out. She would wear skimpy dresses and high heels, coming home drunk and wanting nothing more than to have him fuck her fast and hard.

		“Ugh, I don’t want to go to work tomorrow,” Gabbi complained one evening as she and her boyfriend got ready for bed. She had already sucked him off and she knew by morning she would be horny for something more. However, there was rarely time for a full bout of sex when they both had to get ready for work. It would be easier if her boyfriend fucked her and then she helped him get ready for work.

		“Then quit,” her boyfriend replied.

		Gabbi sat there in bed, slack jawed and flabbergasted. She had never considered quitting her job before. Could she do that? What would she do for money?

		The truth was, Gabbi had grown to dislike her job. She might have even hated it, but her bubbly bimbo personality did not have it in her to hate something. Nonetheless, her job felt more like a drag on her life than something that improved it.

		“I’ll make you a deal,” Gabbi’s boyfriend said. “You do something for me and I’ll support you fully: financially and emotionally.”

		“Really?” Gabbi said, her excitement growing. The prospect of not going into work the next day at the forefront of her mind.

		“Absolutely.”

		“I’m in.”

		“You don’t even know what I want from you,” her boyfriend said with a chuckle.

		“Oh, yeah,” Gabbi conceded with a giggle. She did not giggle often, but when she did, it almost always followed her saying or doing something dumb. “So, like, what do you want me to do?” Gabbi asked playfully.

		“You’ve got the bimbo look and the attitude down,” he explained, “but I think you could be so much more. That’s why I want you to get implants and lip fillers. If you’re going to be a bimbo full time, you should really go for it.”

		“I don’t know,” Gabbi said, suddenly feeling paralyzed by the deal put before her. Surgery seemed like such a big step. Could she really do something like that? It seemed awfully permanent.

		“That’s just it,” he said. “You don’t have to know. Gabbi, you’re a bimbo now. If that’s what you want to really be, it’s time to go all the way. Go total bimbo and be the woman you were meant to be. Just think about it. With a proper set of bimbo tits, you can just focus all your time on being pretty and sexy. And don’t forget what those bimbo tits can do with my cock. Doesn’t giving a tittiefuck sound great?”

		Gabbi’s already bimbofying mind quickly grabbed onto the image of her giving her boyfriend a tittiefuck. She was already growing wet from it.

		And it was that realization that told Gabbi she had already crossed the point of no return. She was going to do it, not because she specifically wanted to, although she did, but because her boyfriend wanted it. That was going to be her life now.

		“Sign me up. No work and big boobies sounds great to me.”

		As it turned out, Gabbi did go into work the next day, but under a slightly different context. She had several weeks of vacation time and sick leave saved up. She could use that while she healed from the surgery. Her final appearance at work would then be when she went in to pick up her last paycheck.

		On that fateful day that was Gabbi’s last time going into work, she had the hardest time deciding what to wear. She desperately wanted to show off her new tits, even if they were still healing to some degree. Of course, with their obscene size, it was impossible not to show them off. Gabbi’s boyfriend had wanted them that way and Gabbi was quickly learning to love them for that fact.

		Of course, it was not just Gabbi’s tits that were new. Her lips had been plumped up so much she sometimes struggled to close her lips all the way. They looked like their purpose was sucking cock. And in Gabbi’s bimbo opinion, that was exactly what they were for.

		Gabbi made a big show of walking into her old job to pick up her final paycheck. She wore a pink cropped off-the-shoulder top that both showed off the size of her tits and left a good amount of her midriff bare. The short and tight skirt and sky-high heels helped her play up her bimbo look.

		Everyone who saw her knew what her life would be like going forward. She was just a bimbo, a woman who was only good for looking at and fucking. Nothing that came out of her plumped up lips needed to be listened to. And that was exactly how Gabbi wanted it.

		Of course, the most important part of her outfit could easily go unnoticed, despite its size and shininess. The engagement ring on Gabbi’s left hand sparkled in the light. She was not just going to be a bimbo, but a trophy wife too. Gabbi could not be happier knowing her life as a working woman was over and her life as a trophy bimbo was set to begin.

		And to think, it all started as a game.

		

	
		

		A New Home

		

		Daniella could not believe her bad fortune. She had finally found a home for her content and now it was being taken away from her.

		Not Safe For Work. Those four words had suddenly become the bane of her existence. Daniella had traveled the world of cyberspace, looking for a community to call her own, to find a place for her bimbo themed content.

		It had been hard enough garnering a small following. Latina bimbos were not exactly popular. It was all about the tall blue-eyed blondes. But through hard work and carefully crafting a space for herself, Daniella had found life as an erotic writer and photo manipulator specializing in Latina bimbos.

		Now her fledgling blog seemed ready to fall into the trash heap of history just as it was finally taking flight.

		Daniella knew she was not the specific target of the new NSFW ban. It was just bad timing.

		Luckily it seemed as if almost the entire bimbo community had collectively moved to a new platform. Daniella, not wanting to start completely over, followed the wave.

		However, when she opened her account on the new platform, she did not do a good job of reading the platform’s terms of service. In fact, no one did. Little did she know that through forces no one entirely understood, including the site developers themselves, the new platform left an indelible mark on its users.

		Daniella did not notice anything at first. She was just thankful to have a new home for her content. The fact her hair seemed both longer and more voluminous went otherwise unnoticed, even though she had recently had her hair trimmed. It was longer and thicker than ever.

		It was when her bras stopped fitting that Daniella started to become wide to her situation. The band was too big, but the cups were too small. Her breasts had grown while the rest of her had shrunk.

		Daniella did have to admit she looked good. She had not been so thin for years. Her attempts to lose weight had always ended in failure. Now, the pounds seemed to just melt away. And what she did hold onto seemed to congregate in her breasts and ass.

		It was only a few days later that Daniella gave up wearing pants. She simply could not fit her expanded backside into any of her pants. Luckily she had plenty of stretchy skirts. Of course, given how much they were now forced to stretch, those same skirts did not seem as capable of covering much of her legs anymore.

		Daniella was idly swaying to the music playing at the mall, twirling her long black locks around her finger when she came to a slow, but important, conclusion. She had been out shopping for new clothes, a new favorite activity for her, when she decided it was time to change her name. Daniella seemed so stuffy and proper. She was a sexy and fun loving chica and her name should match that fact. From then on, Daniella decided she should be Dani.

		Dani’s content production changed at that point too. While she originally wrote stories about Latina women becoming bimbos, she now simply posted pictures of videos of her going about her day. After all, she had become the bimbo she had written about.

		And the best news came from her follower count. Daniella had such a small following compared to Dani. As much as people liked reading about women becoming bimbos, they loved watching one in action.

		There was a part of Dani that knew something was wrong. She was not supposed to be a bimbo, even if she had dreamed about it for years. And yet, there she was, a perfect example of a Latina bimbo for all the world to see. She knew she was not very smart anymore and that she might struggle with aspects of life in the future, should her looks ever begin to fade, but those worries were so hard to focus on when everything else about Dani’s life now felt so good.

		Dani was now a bimbo until the end and she had her new platform to thank for that, even if she did not realize it.

		

	
		

		Pride

		

		Samantha took great pride in her work. She had made her entire life about helping other people, giving of herself selflessly.

		And all of Samantha’s good works meant she was almost universally loved. She was a friend to everybody she met, whether she had known them for years or only minutes.

		In a world that can be cynical and soul sucking, Samantha was a breath of fresh air. She was a beacon of light, proof that there was still goodness in the world.

		However, it was Samantha’s selflessness that left her unable to cope when dark forces entered her life under the guise of love and friendship.

		Darren was the heir to a pharmaceutical company, one known for raising prices when people needed its drugs the most, milking the dying for every penny that could be squeezed out. However, that was not what had attracted Samantha to Darren. That would have been enough for her to start a crusade against the company, but Darren had her convinced he would run the company differently, that he would use ethics and morals to guide the company into a new and better future for all.

		Samantha had not been prepared for Darren lying to her. He spoke with support for all that Samantha believed in with a forked tongue. For Darren was not interested in Samantha’s mind or beliefs. Instead, he saw potential in her body. And as the rich heir to a pharmaceutical empire, he liked the idea of bringing his greatest adversary to heel, to reshape her mind and body so that she would be his perfect trophy wife and so that he could watch her embrace her pride and turn it into greed.

		Samantha was unaware that Darren had been drugging her from the day they first met. He had access to drugs that could never make it to market. They were not even deemed ready for the CIA. But that did not stop Darren from using Samantha as his test subject, slowly increasing the dose until her mind began to dull and she became receptive to ideas that were alter her at her core.

		It was Samantha’s pride that Darren used against her. She had pride for her work. Slowly but surely, over weeks of date nights, Darren began to convince her that she should have pride in her appearance. It was only natural. If she was going to take so much pride in her work, it was important to take pride in her appearance. People would respond better to her when she looked her best.

		Darren was happy to see the dress Samantha had chosen for their three-month anniversary. It was not as revealing as he would have liked, but Samantha still looked fantastic in it, especially when paired with her high heels, diamond accessories, and with the blonde highlights she had recently added to her hair.

		Samantha looked amazing and she felt amazing, dressed as she was. She had struggled with the cost of everything she wore, but Darren had foot the bill, so she was at least able to put that part out of her mind.

		That night ended up being special for more than how Samantha had dressed. It was the first time she begged Darren for sex. They had been on the drive back to Darren’s penthouse apartment in the city when an unbelievable urge came over her. Before she knew it, she was panting and moaning, her arousal growing and growing to levels she had never experienced before.

		Of course, that had been a new drug Darren had added to the cocktail he was now giving Samantha every time they met. The aphrodisiac worked far more effectively than he had counted on, leaving her begging him to pull over and fuck her.

		Darren managed to get her to the apartment before her needs actually reached that point, but she could have easily been mistaken for a drug addict in her aroused state as she did anything she could to take her mind off the insatiable fire inside of her.

		The following morning, when Samantha woke up beside Darren, she could not help but smile at the memories of the night before. She vaguely knew she had been a horny mess, but it had felt too good not to remember fondly. If sex with Darren was going to continue in a similar vein, she could really get used to it.

		That was the beginning of Samantha’s sexualization. Even without the aphrodisiac in her system, she found herself easily growing aroused at the thought of sex with Darren. And with his encouragement, she found herself letting her arousal guide her, choosing clothing and accessories she thought Darren would enjoy on her. The fact it was Darren paying for them made it even easier, to the point she had stopped looking at price tags all together. She knew he could afford it and if it was too much, he would tell her.

		Darren and Samantha’s six-month anniversary fell on the same day that Samantha was set to receive an award for her humanitarian work. The moment she walked into the event, everyone could see she was simultaneously overdressed and underdressed. Her gown, if it could be called that, was far too expensive for the event, as were the many pieces of jewelry she wore. However, given her new sexual style, the gown left far more of her skin exposed than it covered, leaving her completely on display.

		Samantha noticed none of this, however. She was too caught up in how good she felt as well as the tingle she felt in her pussy, the remnants of the tryst she had with Darren in the car on the drive over. She could still feel the lingering effects of her orgasm, leaving her a little dull witted and giggly.

		From the perspective of the event organizers, Samantha’s presence was a disaster. She seemed far more interested in people ogling her than she was in receiving her award or attempting to inspire others to do the same kind of great work she had.

		It did not help matters when after she received her award and stumbled through an acceptance speech that made her sound like a giggling idiot, she had dragged Darren off to satisfy her once again growing arousal. Her orgasmic screams could be heard throughout the building and everyone knew it was her.

		After that night, Darren started calling her Sammi. It seemed far more fitting a name for the now completely blonde woman. Sammi accepted the new name as she seemed to accept everything else Darren provided and decided for her. Life was just so much better when she did not have to deal with the little details and she could instead focus on looking her sexy best.

		When Sammi went in for her breast augmentation, she merely giggled as she was put under. She had no memory of meeting with a surgeon or even talking to Darren about it. Still, she assumed it would all work out. It always seemed to. Darren knew what he wanted from her.

		After healing from her implants, Sammi spent most of her time shopping. She had to buy all new outfits to fit around her massive tits. They only helped to emphasize what a bimbo she was, between her clumsiness adapting to her new center of gravity and her propensity for tight and revealing clothes. Looking at herself in the mirror was enough to get her wet and start thinking about Darren fucking her.

		Darren had finally weaned Sammi off the drugs he had been giving her since they met. To his relief, she remained the sexy little bimbo he had turned her into.

		What was more, she had entirely given up her selfless life. The only people she cared about were Darren and herself. Darren would come home from work, explaining how he had increased the cost of another drug, she Sammi simply giggled, knowing it would mean Darren could buy her more clothes and take her on fun vacations.

		Sammi was already fantasizing about their honeymoon. She loved the idea of wearing sexy bikinis all day on a yacht in the Mediterranean. She fingered the big diamond on her engagement ring as she imagined herself as Darren’s perfect trophy wife. It was a dream come true. If only she understood it had not always been her dream. Either way, Sammi was happy in her new life.

		

	
		

		Three Wishes

		

		“M istress, you have released me from my long sleep. As the genie of the bottle, I will grant you three wishes.”

		Rose stood there flabbergasted at the sight before her. She had merely been cleaning up the prop department of the local community theater when she had inadvertently rubbed a glass bottle sitting on one of the prop tables. Smoke billowed out moments later and Rose was suddenly standing face to face with a shirtless man with red glowing eyes.

		Rose’s first thought was that she was the victim of a prank. She was a frequent victim of pranks. It came as part of her neediness and her desire to spend most of her time alone and out of sight. That was why she was cleaning the prop department to begin with.

		“I assure you, Mistress, this is no prank,” the genie said, clearly reading the look on Rose’s face. He had enough experience as a genie to know that few people believed him when he first introduced himself.

		“So you are a real genie?” Rose asked hesitantly. Her eyes kept darting around waiting for someone to jump out at her and begin laughing.

		“I am. And as thanks for freeing me, even for a short time, I am tasked with granting you three wishes.”

		“Wow,” Rose said, finally letting the truth of the situation sink in. “This is so unexpected.”

		“Yes, well, as much as I enjoy the chance to stretch my legs outside of my bottle, I do want to direct your attention back to your wishes.”

		“Oh, yeah,” Rose said with a nervous giggle. To say that she had planned for this would have been a lie, but to say she had fantasized about the opportunity to meet a genie and make wishes was sadly true.

		Rose thought back to her fantasies, trying to remember what she had chosen for herself. She had to admit to herself that her fantasies had focused more on the outcome of the wishes than on the wishes themselves.

		Suddenly one of her wishes bubbled up to the surface and she was speaking almost before she realized it. “I wish to always make the sexiest choice I can.”

		Rose had long struggled with confidence and all things sexual felt foreign to her. She figured if she made sexier choices, she would gain the confidence needed to be a regular functioning member of society.

		“Very well,” the genie said. He folded his arms across his massive chest and blinked. “Your wish is granted.”

		Rose stood there for a moment trying to decide if anything had changed. She did not feel particularly different. She figured only time would tell.

		“Would you like to make your second wish now, Mistress?” the genie asked.

		“Oh, yes,” Rose said with a smirk. “And I know exactly what to wish for. Genie, I wish to be the hottest blonde, big-titted, slut that I can imagine.”

		“Your wish is my command, Mistress,” the genie said as he again crossed his arms over his chest and blinked.

		This time the genie did not need to say he had granted Rose’s wish. That fact was obvious from the moment she looked down to see the large valley of cleavage displayed from her now low-cut top. She was exactly what she had imagined, even if the Rose from only minutes earlier never would have wanted to look as she did now.

		The new Rose had long blonde hair flowing down her back and all the way to her ass. Her breasts were large and clearly fake, sticking out from her chest as if she had balloons stuck inside and inflated until they nearly popped.

		But those were the things Rose had specifically asked for. The genie had to reach into Rose’s mind for the rest of the transformation. The woman who was now Rose looked nothing like the nerd she had once been. Her eyes were a bright blue, her nose a small button and her lips just thick enough to make people wonder if she had work done on them.

		Rose’s body thinned out, her waist shrinking down to the point her abs were almost visible. Her hips and ass, however, grew, balancing out the size of her breasts. And finally, Rose was now perched on long svelte legs with feet that were all but designed to wear high heels all the time.

		Rose gave a shudder as she became more present in her body. She suddenly felt a deep need inside of her, an ache of desire for the orgasms her body was now primed for. Rose was horny, but she understood that this was her baseline, her new normal. She was a slut now.

		It did not help matters that the genie was so attractive. He looked like a chiseled masterpiece of a man. She almost used her third wish so that he would fuck her, but she held off. Rose had a much sexier choice to make.

		“For my third wish,” Rose said without the genie prompting her, “I wish to have a lifestyle filled with money, fun, and sex.”

		For the third and last time, the genie folded his arms over his chest and blinked. “Your wish is granted.”

		Rose blinked several times as she stared ahead dumbly. She looked down at her diamond encrusted watch, but she could not actually make out the time. That bothered her for a moment, but her worry quickly passed. Rose was no longer the type of woman to worry. Worrying was no fun and she was all about fun now.

		The genie disappeared back into his bottle, unnoticed by the now bimbofied Rose. She looked around the room, not understanding where she was or why she was there. She shrugged her shoulders and started for the door. She had probably just gotten lost. That happened to her all the time now.

		Rose knew she was not very smart. It was something she even played up, probably making her ditziness even worse. Not that she minded. Guys liked her for her sexy body, not her brains, or lack thereof. They certainly showed it by showering her in expensive gifts. Life was so easy when you were a sexy bimbo.

		

	
		

		A Window Into the Soul

		

		Carla hated her body. Ever since she hit puberty, she was disappointed in her lack of womanly development. That disappointment had only grown in intensity over the years.

		“I’d sell my soul for a proper set of boobs,” Carla said one morning as she took one last look at herself in the mirror before going to work.

		“That can be arranged,” replied a booming voice.

		Carla jumped at the intrusion. She turned around frantically, looking for the source of the voice. However, she was alone.

		“The contract is on your dresser. All that you have ever wanted can be yours, should you have the courage to take it.”

		Carla should have been scared. Somehow she knew that, but she was not scared. She was intrigued. The voice spoke to her, reverberated with her core.

		Taking tentative steps toward her dresser, Carla saw the contract of which the voice spoke. It looked like a simple enough piece of paper, although some of the fine print was especially small, nearly impossible to read.

		Carla picked up the contract and began to read. The voice had been right. It did give her everything she had ever wanted. Most notably, the large breasts she had always dreamed of, but had never developed on her own.

		When it came to the fine print, Carla tried her best to read it carefully. The text was so small that she struggled to make it out. And the legalese was strong enough that she struggled to understand all of the stipulations. She did her best to at least skim it and figured she had the gist of it.

		“I’m ready to sign,” Carla finally said. She was not about to let this opportunity pass her by. And while her soul was important, she did not really appreciate it enough to see it as a valuable asset. She figured a more perfect figure was much more important in the world.

		A pen appeared on the dresser as soon as Carla announced her decision. She quickly picked it up and scrawled out her signature.

		“Enjoy,” the voice said as both the contract and the pen disappeared from Carla’s hands.

		For a moment Carla began to wonder if she had been cheated. She looked down to see the same flat chest she had always known.

		Carla let out a disappointed sigh. She had the worst luck. She could not even sell her soul for tits.

		But then Carla felt a heat building up in her chest. She looked down to see her breasts growing. They grew slowly at first. A bystander likely would not have noticed, but Carla was so in tune with her body that she could tell there was a difference.

		Soon, however, they were growing in earnest, pushing past what most people would consider decent and into a range that would guarantee everyone would notice them, men and women.

		Carla giggled with glee at the sight of them. She could feel their weight on her chest, how her center of gravity had shifted, how her back muscles had grown stronger to preserve her posture.

		Carla’s top was stretched to its breaking point. The fabric had turned nearly translucent, showing off her straining bra that would never have any hope of fitting again.

		Just before Carla’s top would have exploded off of her, her breasts stopped growing. Instead, the magic that had fulfilled her dreams of a rack she could finally be proud of, transitioned to transforming her outfit. A poorly fitting bra and top would never do.

		Carla’s bra grew in size, properly supporting and containing her new assets. Before, she had never really needed a bra. Carla wore one just to avoid the stigma of going without. Now she definitely needed one.

		More importantly, Carla’s top changed. The baby blue shirt became a white ribbed thin sweater that fit perfectly around her now large tits and her thin waist. But most important of all, a large keyhole opening appeared, creating a window to properly show off Carla’s now generous cleavage.

		Unfortunately for Carla, there was one transformation yet to be done. She looked fantastic, but the contract she signed had certain stipulations that still needed to be fulfilled. What she had failed to pick up on was the fact her breasts were to become the center of her world. For that to truly happen, Carla would experience a certain amount of brain drain.

		Carla let out another giggle as she stood there admiring her reflection. All thoughts of going to work had left her. She could barely think of anything that did not have something to do with her tits anymore. But she had to admit she did have great tits. She loved to show them off, because that was like showing off who she was. They were the window into the person she now was.

		

	
		

		Requested

		

		“I t’s really company policy that I send you a picture of what I’m wearing at work?”

		“It is important to keep tabs on the conduct of our probationary employees. The way you dress at work, Stacy, reflects on all of us. And as your boss, I want you and the company as a whole to succeed.”

		“I guess that makes sense.”

		Stacy sent her boss a selfie she took of herself in the office bathroom.

		“That’s fine for now, but I’ll request a mirror to be installed in your office. The lighting should be much better there.”

		Each day of Stacy’s new job she sent her boss a picture of her outfit. As much as she found starting her day with a selfie annoying, she had to admit doing so was a boost to her confidence. She would have been the first to admit she felt a little over her head in her new position, but she had taken a chance in applying and to her surprise, she had gotten the job. Best of all, it came with a private office, one that now sported a full length mirror.

		Stacy’s boss usually replied to her selfies with an approving remark. After the first week she had expected the need for such things to wane. Clearly she understood the office dress code. Her pantsuits were both professional and stylish.

		In her second week of work, Stacy’s boss did not seem so approving in his replies. They were not negative, but instead of replying with a message of “Excellent” or “Perfect” he replied with variations of “Good enough.”

		By the third week, Stacy was sure her boss was trying to drop hints. “Pants again?” was his Friday message. By then Stacy had gotten the hint. She spent her weekend shopping for skirts to match her suits. And skirts meant heels too. At least her salary allowed such occasional spending binges.

		Stacy was happy to see her boss was once again happy with her outfit come Monday. And as much as she did not like the idea of being told she should wear a skirt instead of pants, she did have to admit she had good legs. They had always been one of her best features.

		However, it was not long before Stacy’s boss was less than pleased with her attire. Suddenly she was projecting too stuffy of an image. It took her a while to work out what her boss really meant. She had been wearing her blouses buttoned up to her neck. Undoing a couple buttons seemed to placate him. As much as she disliked having a man tell her how she would dress, she had to admit, she did look better this way.

		Eventually the hints turned into requests. Stacy’s boss requested she leave the suit jacket at home. He requested she leave more buttons undone. He requested she wear shorter skirts and higher heels.

		And as much as Stacy wanted to fight her boss on what were clearly sexist requests, she always acquiesced. Every time she did as requested, she looked better. And in turn, she felt better about herself as well.

		“It’s none of the company’s business what I wear, or don’t wear, outside of work. I am a free woman.”

		“The way you comport yourself outside of work most definitely has an effect on the way the company is viewed. Just look at all those awful people losing their jobs once the public finds out where they work. You don’t want to be like them.”

		“I guess that makes sense.”

		It did not take long for her to begin enjoying her new routine. Anytime she changed clothes, she sent a picture to her boss. Putting herself on display did wonders for her self-confidence. Of course it helped that she started regularly attending the gym. That was another perk of her job. It also gave her an excuse to send her boss a picture of her in her workout attire.

		Not that the more frequent photos changed the response Stacy got to sending them to her boss. He critiqued her style, sent requests for the future. There was never anything she needed to act on immediately, but she definitely found her clothing tastes change with his requests.

		By the time her boss was making requests about her underwear, Stacy was long past complaining. The fact was, she did feel better wearing matching bras and panties. And she enjoyed the feel of sexier and more revealing lingerie beneath her clothing. Stacy, her boss, and any guy she might bring home were the only ones who ever saw it, but she was certain it was worth it.

		That was something else that seemed to change along with her style. Stacy spent more nights out, visiting clubs and bars. She was by no means a lush, but she could hold her own, especially when a handsome man was buying.

		Stacy would have thought that her spending her off hours wearing revealing clothing and picking up men in bars and clubs would have put the company in a bad light, but her boss only seemed encouraging. After all, if she was going to wear matching lingerie, she wanted it to be seen by someone.

		As time wore on, it seemed to Stacy that her outside of work outfits were starting to make appearances at work. That tube dress that was too short and tight to wear anything underneath would be worn, pulled down to just under her breasts so that it was a work-appropriate length, or at least close enough. She would then pair that with a cropped blouse that she would tie off under her breasts.

		It was at that point that Stacy started making in-person appearances in front of her boss too. He liked giving her a more physical inspection. Stacy would often have to tie her blouse again or fix her skirt after these encounters. Her boss was very thorough.

		“I don’t think sucking your cock would be appropriate, sir.”

		“You are happy to spend your nights sucking and fucking strange men. It makes far more sense to do those things with people you know. When you are out at a bar or club, you don’t know who you might end up with. But here at the office, I will always be here to help you satisfy your needs.”

		“I guess that makes sense.”

		If Stacy was honest with herself, she was finding it harder and harder to make it through her workday without sex or masturbation. Her off-work hours had turned her into a bit of a nymphomaniac. When she started wearing her outside-of-work clothes to the office, it only served to flip a switch inside of her and leave her in a constant state of arousal.

		It was not long before Stacy’s boss had taken her in every way imaginable. She would do anything to please him. Absolutely anything.

		“You want me to stop thinking for myself? That doesn’t seem right.”

		“You don’t need to think when I’m here to fill your head up with any important thoughts. It would please me greatly if you were my empty headed bimbo who did exactly what she was told.”

		“I guess that makes sense.”

		In that moment Stacy let her brain go blank. She had been prepped and primed for it for so long, it only took a moment for her to give up all thoughts of her own. Stacy would forever more be her boss’ bimbo.

		A dopey smile formed on Stacy’s lips. Her mind was blank, but somewhere deep inside of her she could sense that she had pleased her boss, her master. He had requested she become his bimbo and that was exactly what she now was.

		

	
		

		Caught In the Act

		

		"H i, John," the two beauties said in unison, both of them smiling, happy to see me.

		"Hello, ladies," I said, returning a smile. I was definitely happy to see them. And after a long day of work, I was looking forward to all the pleasures they could bring me.

		Most days Ally and Mika, formerly Allyson and Mikaela, greeted me with excitement and it took only moments before we all began to disrobe. I always enjoyed coming home.

		"We need to talk," Mika said. She wore her buttoned shirt open well past her bra, making it obvious what black lingerie she was wearing.

		"Yeah," Ally piped in. "We know what you did."

		I swallowed hard, wondering how I could talk myself out of this. I had always known there was a chance I would get caught. I just never expected it this late in the game. Ally and Mika had been living with me for months. Had I let something slip without realizing it?

		My mind was awash with recollections, trying to pinpoint what happened. How did they find out? I couldn't understand it. Their happy bimbo personas should have been permanent. They were thinking far beyond their means.

		Thinking quickly, I knew my best option was to play dumb. Their horniness might push thoughts of how they had been bimbofied out of their minds. That was my best hope and easiest solution.

		"I don't know what you're talking about."

		"Yes, you do," countered Mika.

		If either of them were going to keep pressing this, I was sure it would be Mika. No matter how much I tried, she still retained a few brain cells. Between the two of them, Ally was the airhead. Although Mika spent most of her time in ignorant bliss herself. She just had the occasional habit of thinking too much.

		"You made us, like, bimbos and stuff," Ally added.

		"Ally, Mika, I have no idea what you're talking about," I continued feigning ignorance. "Where did you get this idea that I turned you into bimbos?"

		"We remember what you did," Mika said. "We remember life before this."

		I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My understanding of the process was that they shouldn't have had any memories from before. Nor should they have memories of the process. And yet, here they were before me, saying they remembered. Why would they lie to me? They had always loved their lives with me. At least until now, it seemed.

		"And what exactly do you remember?" I asked, hoping they were putting me on. I could only hope they were trying out a new game, some roleplaying before things turned sexual.

		"I was a secretary," Ally chimed in. "And then you, like, put that helmet thing in the basement on my head and I got all happy and sexy and dumb after that."

		"And I was a lawyer," Mika said. "You and I were both on the fast track to make partner. When it came down to just the two of us, you used the helmet on both of us, turning us into bimbos."

		I couldn't believe what I was hearing. That was exactly what had happened. Allyson had been Mikaela's secretary at my firm. Both Mikaela and I were up for partner, but they would only take one of us. I wanted the position more than Mikaela, because I was the one that eliminated her as a threat.

		Allyson wasn't a part of my original plan, but she was cute. And her leaving too meant it would be easier to tell the lie that Mikaela had left to start her own firm. She didn't take any clients, but she took Allyson. Or so the other partners assumed. They never really checked into it. I think they suspected the pair might be lesbian lovers. While that was not entirely true, they were now rather intimate with each other.

		"I don't know what to say to that," I said. "I won't try and argue with a couple of bimbos though. You know how silly you two can be."

		It did not take me long before I discovered how much they liked being called dumb and silly. It was like it gave them an instant boost to their arousal.

		Already I could see Ally starting to squirm, just as I had anticipated. But she was the easy one. It was Mika who would be harder to win over. I could see how she was using her few remaining brain cells to remain focused on the topic. She wasn't going to let this go like Ally was about to.

		"We're not mad," Mika said. "We've never felt better. Being a bimbo is great."

		The turn of the conversation threw me for a loop. Was I not in trouble?

		"Yeah," Ally added as she bit her lip seductively. The conversation had moved past her ability to comprehend, let alone participate in. Still, she liked to feel like she was contributing.

		"We want more," Mika continued. "More bimbos. You deserve more of us. And then we can have more fun when you're at work doing all that hard lawyering."

		Mika turned and opened the laptop sitting on the counter. On the screen were pictures of three women.

		"We vote for Jennifer," Mika said, referencing the blonde in the middle. She was a paralegal with the firm. "She'd be so much happier living here as Jenni, don't you think?"

		"Yeah, we want Jenni," Ally squeaked. Her hands had started to explore her body. She was brimming with arousal.

		I stood there thinking for a moment. To be honest, I had had my eye on Jennifer for a while now, but I didn't want to press my luck. But with Ally and Mika pressing for her addition to the household, how could I say no? Not that I would let them have their way that easily. I was still in charge around here.

		"Well, ladies, I think you need to convince me," I said with a smug smile. My heart still pounded in my chest from Mika's accusations, but soon it would be pounding for a very different reason.

		"Yes, Sir," Mika said, slipping off her chair and making her way across the kitchen toward me, her hips swaying seductively with each step. Ally soon followed, a big smile plastered on her face. She might be dumb, but she knew when playtime was about to begin.

		Let's just say Mika and Ally did a remarkable job convincing me. Now I just need to figure out a way to make Jennifer disappear so that Jenni can join us.
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