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		Introduction

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 5 is the fifth 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 5 does not have a specific theme, however, related stories are included with each other to improve the reading experience. Enjoy.

		

	
		

		Practice Makes Perfect

		

		Tammi looked at the magazine with interest. It was a New Yorker, a magazine she had once subscribed to.

		That had been several years ago, however. So much had changed since then.

		First and foremost, Tammi had been Tamara back then. She had been a political junkie then, reading the New Yorker and other publications cover to cover every week.

		At the time, Tamara had worked in politics, working on local and regional campaigns during election season and then working for political groups as a lobbyist and adviser in the offseason.

		But then Tamara met Matthew. It had taken barely any time before Tamara had fallen madly in love with the man. He was wealthy and successful, handsome and kind, strong and gentle. Tamara would have done anything for him.

		As it turned out, she made several drastic changes for him. Despite his love for her, he needed something more from her to truly be happy. Tamara wanted nothing more than to make him happy and so she changed for him.

		Had Tamara understood Matthew’s bimbo fetish completely, she might have had pause. Instead, however, she jumped in with a gusto.

		Tamara had been a brash and unapologetic brunette who took no prisoners in her day-to-day life. She could completely eviscerate a political opponent and then stop for a relaxing lunch at a local cafe.

		However, Tammi was a near opposite. She acted like a stereotypical blonde bimbo for her boyfriend and eventual husband. She worked hard to make herself appear dumb and docile, even if she had been anything but.

		Tammi worked hard to hide her intelligence. She gave away the majority of her book collection. She stopped her subscriptions to magazines like the New Yorker. She traded her job for the duties of a housewife.

		But as far as she was concerned, the whole thing was an act. She played dumb to please Matthew. It was the exact opposite of who she was and she was always afraid her intelligence might show through.

		And that brought Tammi back to the New Yorker in front of her. She could not remember the last time she had read a copy. She had given it up before her subscription had run out, however long ago that was. Time meant so much less now than it once did.

		The cover looked intriguing. It was a hand drawn picture of some political figure. Tammi could not be sure. It had been a long time since she had paid attention to such things as politics. She had long ago broken herself of the habit of following politics in the news.

		Opening up the magazine to somewhere in the middle, Tammi was quickly confronted with a wall of text. The little letters practically swam before her eyes as she struggled to focus on them. She could not remember the last time she had seen so much text in one place. And this particular article had multiple columns of text, almost making the whole thing worse.

		Tammi quickly flipped the page, almost afraid she might develop a headache if she tried to look at the wall of text for much longer.

		On the next page, Tammi found a cartoon. She liked drawings and cartoons. She hoped this one might give her a hint at what the article was about, since she still had not figured that out yet.

		“I don’t get it,” Tammi said as she stared at the cartoon. The joke, if there was one, seemed to go right over her head. And from the context of the few words she picked out of the nearby text, the cartoon seemed to be completely unrelated to the article.

		Tammi put the magazine down, sad that she could not understand the cartoon or the article. Understanding used to come so easily to her. Now, it seemed like the simplest tasks of her pre-Matthew life were all but impossible.

		But then it came to her. It was a stray thought that was barely tethered to anything long enough to register, but it did register. All of Tammi’s hard work had paid off. She really was a dumb bimbo. The years of practice had worked.

		Tammi smiled knowing Tamara was finally gone. She was now the bimbo that Matthew wanted and deserved. She was finally the woman she was supposed to be.

		

	
		

		Kandi's Magic Boobies

		

		“W hat’s wrong, Kitty Cat?”

		“Ugh, Candace, you’re not helping.”

		“Hey silly, you’re supposed to call me Kandi now, with a K and an I.”

		“I’m not doing that. Just because you decided to act like a bimbo for some guy you’re dating now, doesn’t mean I’m going to play along.”

		“You mean Jeffy?”

		“Sure, whatever. All I know is you get hot and heavy with some guy, Jeff I guess, and then when you finally come home you look and act like a bimbo stereotype.”

		“But I am a bimbo.”

		“You didn’t used to think so. You were a smart woman with major career prospects. Now you’re acting like all you’ve ever wanted was to be a sex object for men.”

		“I am really good at sex. It makes me feel yummy. But one reason I’m so good at sex is because I practice, a lot. Jeffy is so good to help me practice. He says I’m getting loads better.”

		“Like I said before, you’re not helping.”

		“What’s the matter, Kitty Cat?”

		“Don’t call me that. My name is Caitlin. Not Kitty Cat or even Kate or Katie. Caitlin. Understand?”

		“What’s bothering you though?”

		“Some asshole at work is, well, being an asshole.”

		“Do you know what feels really good?”

		“Don’t say it. I do not want to hear about this guy fucking your ass. I’m not in the mood.”

		“Jeffy’s great, but okay. Ooh, I know. You want to know what always cheers me up? Looking at my boobies.”

		“Don’t you dare life up your top. I do not need to see your breasts. That will not help. That might work on guys, but as you might have noticed, I’m not some guy wanting to jump into your pants. And don’t pretend you’re not wearing a special bra to make your breasts look huge right now.”

		“But I’m not wearing a bra. They are pretty big though. They’re my big bimbo boobies. Are you sure you don’t want to see them? They’re so much fun and they make me super happy. I just love to play with them.”

		“Triple B’s it seems.”

		“Um, I’m pretty sure they’re like triple D’s, or something like that. Bras are no fun and they don’t let the girls breathe, you know? But that’s what makes my big bimbo boobies so great. I don’t need to wear a bra. And guys definitely like to watch them jiggle and bounce. Some girls too.”

		“Can we stop talking about your tits? This really isn’t helping me feel better. Wait, are you even listening to me anymore. Stop. You do not need to take off your top…”

		“That’s much better. If I could just, you know, walk around topless all the time, life would be, like, so much more fun. Guys would want to fuck me even more. Hey, is your hair turning blonde? That’s so cool.”

		“O-M-G, you’re right, Kandi. And look, I’m getting big bimbo boobies too. We’ll be boob sisters. Isn’t that super cool?”

		“I can’t wait Caitlin. We’re going to have so much fun together. Bimbo friends forever.”

		“Call me Kitti, with a K and an I.”

		“That’s such a bimboey name. It’s perfect for a hot little bimbo like you.”

		“Isn’t it?”

		“I bet Jeffy would like you. We should go see him. Maybe he can give you magic boobies like he did me. It’s super fun making people into bimbos.”

		“You have magic boobies? I want magic boobies too.”

		“Oops, that was supposed to be a secret. You know we bimbos aren’t good with secrets.”

		“L-O-L. Nope. But do you think he’ll give me magic boobies too?”

		“There’s, like, only one way to find out. Let’s go ask. If we’re really lucky, he’ll want to fuck us both.”

		“I can’t wait.”

		

	
		

		A Simple Escape Plan

		

		Escape could have been so simple. Miki could be free before anyone knew she was gone.

		It would be easy to hop the low fence and jump down, using the neighbor’s pool to break her fall. It was a short distance to the alley and then to the main drag where Miki was certain she could find someone to give her a ride. Maybe she would even be able to flag down a police officer for help.

		Miki glanced back at the house. The other girls were still inside trying to decide what to wear for the party. Miki had it easy. She had been requested to wear something specific, a shiny silver sequined dress, which went well with her long platinum blonde hair and contrasted nicely with her tanned skin. The beige platform stiletto high heels simply gave her beauty a platform.

		That was why Miki was outside, enjoying the sunshine while she could and contemplating her escape.

		Miki had not always been a bimbo. Her name had been Mikaela. She had once been a lawyer, but she had apparently crossed someone with power and her firm had dealt her away, like a sports trade. However, her new bosses were not interested in her for her intelligence or legal acumen, but for her looks.

		The brainwashing had been intense. Afterward, Miki could barely remember she had a life before being turned into a bimbo. The physical alterations had only cemented her new mindset. She was forced to put in hours of work every week to keep her body in top shape. The trips to the salon for her hair and tan and the trips to the surgeon for an improved bust and some minor facial reconstruction, meant no one would ever see her as anything else than a bimbo.

		But no matter how much Miki saw herself as a bimbo, she still knew this had all been forced on her. The parties she and the other girls attended were fun and they usually ended for Miki with a mind blowing orgasm, but she still lacked one simple thing. Freedom. Miki was not free.

		And that was why she stood there considering escape. The men were all busy supervising the other girls, making sure they stayed on task and would actually be ready in time for the party. It was the perfect time. And depending on the awareness of the men, they might not even know she was gone until they reached the party and the man who had requested she wear the silver dress was left disappointed.

		Miki stood there, trying to will herself over the fence. It only came up to her waist with her in her heels. It was glass, but it was sturdy. Miki had used it to support herself several times when parties were thrown at the house and she found herself with a man and his cock. She was not worried about the glass breaking under her weight.

		However, the longer Miki stood there, the rational side of her brain took hold. Jumping into the pool would mean her watch got wet, and it was not even water resistant. Not to mention the drop and the water would be enough to mess up her hair and makeup.

		After that, the run through the alley would require her to take off her shoes, and Miki could not imagine wanting to take off her heels. They did wonderful things to the shape of her ass.

		Finally there was the fact that the parties were actually quite fun. Incredibly fun, actually. And Miki hated to leave the man who requested her to wear her dress to be left wanting. It was a very nice dress and it helped make her look even sexier. It would be a shame to let it go to waste.

		It would have been so simple for Miki to escape and gain the freedom she dreamed about. But it was so much easier to go back inside and check on the other girls as she waited for another night of a lifetime. Escape could always wait for another day.

		

	
		

		The Interview

		

		“C areful, she’s a tough one.”

		Those had been the parting words of the secretary who led me into Ms. Bettina Jenkin’s office for my interview.

		The interview started out well enough. Ms. Jenkins introduced herself and I did the same. We shook hands and then sat down across from each other at the small conference table. It was just the two of us, which actually surprised me, not because my interviewer was a short woman who looked like I could easily overpower her in a physical altercation, but because she looked like the type of person who could kill with her stare.

		Ms. Jenkins’ reputation preceded her, even before the warning from the secretary. The Thatcher Corporation was notorious for the difficulty of its hiring process. That difficulty could largely be attributed to Ms. Jenkins. It was my hope that she would finally meet her match in me, or at least the device I had in my pocket, waiting to use on her.

		“I’ve looked over your resume,” she said. “Everything looks to be in order there, so I feel no need to ask you about it. That means we can get down to the meat of the interview. So starting out, Mr. Nelson, what do you believe are your three greatest weaknesses?”

		“Ms. Jenkins, please feel free to call me Miles,” I said as I reached into my pocket and turned the device on.

		“Mr. Nelson, you will find we maintain a professional atmosphere here at the Thatcher Corporation at all times. It is inappropriate for anyone to use another employee’s first name while on the job.”

		“That’s really too bad. I would have assumed as a woman you would have wanted to personalize yourself. It would help people relate to you if you went by Bettina here at work instead of Ms. Jenkins.”

		Ms. Jenkins looked stunned for a moment. Her eyelids fluttered and then she shook her head over so slightly, as if she were coming to terms with her new reality, which she was.

		“Oh please, call me Bettina. Everyone else does. Can I call you Miles?”

		“Please do,” I replied, happy to see the shift in her thinking and behavior. I nearly smiled, but I held back, not wanting to tip my hand too early in the interview.

		“Now back to the question at hand,” Bettina continued. “What do you view as your three greatest weaknesses, Miles?”

		“Well, Bettina, I think my biggest weakness is that I compliment others far too often. For example, I am very impressed you are able to maintain such a professional demeanor given how you have chosen to doll yourself up like a Barbie Doll.”

		“Barbie Doll?” Bettina said, sounding suddenly confused. She closed her eyes in concentration. As she did so, her body began to glow with a blinding light.

		I had been prepared for this. It was all part of my plan.

		By the time Bettina opened her eyes again, she had stopped glowing. However, her body had significantly altered in that time. Her breasts were large. They stood out on her chest, obviously from the touch of a surgeon. She held her shoulders back, creating further projection with her breasts.

		What was more, Bettina now sported bottle blonde hair and a set of lips that were just big enough to make people wonder if she had injections to go along with her implants.

		Despite the changes to Bettina’s body, she still kept her professional appearance. Her clothing had adapted to her new form, but her blouse did nothing to show what was underneath. To complete the picture, she wore her hair up in a tight bun and she allowed her glasses to dominate her face.

		“Thank you,” Bettina said. “I’ll admit, it’s hard to maintain my professionalism sometimes, considering these.” She held up her hands to reference her large breasts. “Although sometimes I wonder if I overcompensate for them. I’m not known as the easiest person to work with.”

		“You seem perfectly pleasant to me,” I responded, wanting to push things further. “Just because you’re hot doesn’t mean you need to live up to other people’s expectations of you. Embrace who you want to be.”

		Bettina again looked stunned. Her eyelids fluttered and she shook her head as her outfit shifted. She no longer hid her incredible assets. Bettina wore her blouse with the top buttons undone, giving a breathtaking view of her cleavage. While less obvious from my vantage point, I knew her skirt had shortened and her heels had grown higher, all to better highlight her incredible figure.

		“I always do,” Bettina finally responded. I could tell she was struggling through the changes I had made to her reality.

		The next step was where I knew I would be pushing things. If something went wrong, this was when it was most likely to happen.

		“To continue the interview,” I said, “what do you think is your biggest strength?”

		It was surprising to see Bettina simply roll with the role reversal. It had been she who was interviewing me, but I had turned the tables and had started interviewing her.

		“Definitely my energy,” Bettina began. “Whatever I do, I bring as much energy to it as I can. Go big or go home. That’s what I always say.”

		“And you certainly did go big,” I said as Bettina’s breasts got another size bump. There was no way anyone would ever be able to say they were naturals. She had gone big, very big.

		Bettina giggled. “Work hard, party hard. That’s my other motto.”

		“Yes, well, I do have some concerns about hiring you as the personal assistant to the Chief Financial Officer, which is me. I’m looking here at your resume and it seems to be missing important education information.”

		I did not actually have a copy of Bettina’s resume in front of me. It was just a piece of paper. However, I held the image of the resume I wanted for her in my mind, which seemed to work perfectly.

		“Um, yeah, I’m not, like, good at school,” Bettina admitted. “But I’m really good at lots of other stuff. I’m totally good at being an assistant and I’m really personal.”

		To highlight how personal she could be, Bettina began pulling gently on the neckline of her blouse, revealing more and more tit flesh. She recrossed her legs, making a show of the pink panties she wore under her skirt.

		“Stand up for me,” I commanded. Bettina rose to her feet.

		“Give me a slow turn,” I added. She slowly turned around, showing me all of her body.

		As she went, I made a few more small changes. Her hair fell out of its bun and flowed down to her now well sculpted ass. At the same time, I added several inches more to her height. This was achieved through extending the heels on her shoes and improving her proportions further with slightly longer legs.

		After that, it was easy enough to simply alter her clothing just a little more, making it even less work appropriate. My new colleagues might balk initially, but now that I had positioned myself within the company, I was sure I could get the other executives to see things my way.

		“If I were to hire you, what would your official job title be?” I asked.

		“Personal Assistant to the CFO,” Bettina recited.

		“But what would you really be?”

		“Your slutty little toy. Just a dumb bimbo to suck and fuck you or anyone else you want, whenever you want.”

		I smiled. My plan could not have gone better. Not only had Bettina Jenkins been taught a lesson for being such a horrible person, but I had made sure she would bring a smile to everyone’s face from now on.

		However, I had one last change to make as I offered her the job. “Bitsy Jenkins, you’re hired.”

		The woman formerly known as Bettina bit her lip as her new name settled in. “I may be Bitsy, but I ain’t itsy,” she said automatically. “And thank you so much. I promise you’ll never regret this. Now as my first act, is there anything I can do for you, sir?”

		“As much as I want to try out those lips of yours, I’m itching for some pussy. Lean over that chair. I’ll take care of the rest.”

		Bitsy did exactly as instructed. She bent over at the waist, bracing herself on the chair. It did not take me long to come around behind her, push her skirt up over her hips and to pull her little thong aside.

		Technically I had made myself the Chief Financial Officer, but I really liked to think of myself as the Chief Fucking Officer. Bitsy and all the other women in this company were going to find themselves on their knees a lot more going forward. And everyone was going to love it.

		

	
		

		Memory

		

		The memory was fresh. Or so it seemed, as if it had happened yesterday. Maybe it had. Or maybe it was years old. Who could tell?

		Jack had been out dressed in his finest clothes with one thing on his mind. He was on the hunt for a woman to fuck.

		But it was more than that. Jack did not just want some random woman who was down to fuck. He wanted someone he could brag about bagging later. He wanted a hot piece of ass to stick his cock into.

		It did not take Jack long before he found his first target of the night. He was at his first club of the night and he had already found a mark that met his standards. She was blonde, she was thin, and she was stacked. The only thing that would make it better was if she was as dumb as a rock. That was how Jack liked his women.

		Jack made his approach and gave the woman his super cheesy pickup line. After years of practice, he found it was the one that worked best for him.

		To Jack’s delight, the woman giggled at his line and batted her eyelashes at him as soon as she gave him a full look up and down. Right then, Jack was certain he had found the woman he was going to fuck that night.

		The woman was like putty in his hands. She responded to even his clumsiest moves with outright adoration and lust. Jack could do no wrong and it did not take long before he left with the woman to begin his real purpose for the night.

		As soon as they reached Jack’s condo, the clothes started to come off. Jack put his mouth on hers and kissed her hard. The woman responded in kind.

		Jack could remember wondering in that moment what the woman’s name was. He never had actually gotten it from her. Not that it mattered. To him, she was just a slam piece, a hot chick who served the single purpose of getting fucked by him. Her name meant nothing.

		And yet, the moment Jack pushed his cock into the woman’s wet and waiting pussy, he felt as if he was in heaven. She took all of him inside of her, milking him in a way Jack had never experienced before. It was pure ecstasy.

		When Jack came, he felt as if more than just his cum was shooting into the woman’s pussy. It was as if she was taking energy from him. It felt marvelous but so draining at the same time. It was so draining, Jack passed out.

		When Jack awoke, he was no longer Jack. Or at least he was no longer the man he had once been. In fact, he was no longer a man at all.

		The woman was gone. Standing over him was a complete stranger, a man who appeared to be middle-aged.

		“Jacki,” the man said in a deep voice. “Welcome to your new life.”

		And what a new life it turned out to be. As far as the world was concerned, Jack was dead. In his place was the woman of his dreams. Jacki was the big breasted blonde Jack had once preferred.

		However, moments of clarity, such as this one where Jacki could remember her past as Jack were rare. Most of the time, she was a simple and horny idiot, a dictionary definition of a dumb blonde. Not that Jacki would ever be caught dead reading a dictionary. Books in general were not her style.

		As for the man that came to dominate Jacki’s life, she never learned his real name. He had always been, and forever would be, Master.

		Master returned and Jacki could feel her clarity fade away. Another memory came to the forefront of her mind, one where she would get to recruit the next bimbo to join Master’s harem. Jacki could not wait to fulfill her Master’s wishes. It was what she lived for. After all, he had made her into the bimbo she was today.

		

	
		

		More Trouble Than She's Worth

		

		Sometimes bimbos seem like more trouble than they’re worth. As much as I love them, it’s true.

		Yes, bimbos are cute and sexy to downright hot. But their lack of brain power can be frustrating. Generally I don’t mind taking care of them, because the payoffs are so great.

		Nonetheless, sometimes I can’t help but shake my head at the trouble they can get themselves into.

		Take Nikki for example. She is your classic blonde bimbo who has the attention span of a gnat. She bounces around from one thing to the next, whether it’s some guy’s cock or the pretty pink shoes she sees in a shop window.

		Anyway, she comes home one day and as usual, she sinks to her knees in front of me and starts to suck my cock. This is normal. What wasn’t normal was how she kept her hands behind her back the entire time she was bobbing up and down with my cock in her throat.

		Now this is unusual behavior for Nikki. She is a cock worshiper. She gets her whole body into it, including her hands. Something was clearly wrong.

		As soon as Nikki finished her work, for I was not going to stop her mid-blowjob, I ordered her back to her feet and to turn around. It was not easy for her to climb back to her feet with her hands behind her back and wearing her high heels, but she eventually managed.

		“Why are you wearing handcuffs?” I asked.

		“Um,” Nikki started. She had never been that great with words. She was even worse with them since I took charge of her bimbofication. “They were this really hot guy’s idea.”

		“Which guy?” I pressed.

		“I, um, don’t, like, remember. Am I in trouble?”

		Nikki could be so cute sometimes. She played the embarrassed little girl card very well, even though she was in her late twenties and little was not a word that many would use to describe her. Her breasts were one of her dominating features. They were what made her bouncing around so fun to watch.

		“I’m not mad,” I said. “But we need to find a way to get those off of you eventually. Did he give you the keys?”

		“Um, I think he, like, said they were attached or something like that. I don’t remember so good. I was cumming.”

		“I don’t doubt it,” I said with a smile. She really was a cute bimbo. “Let’s take a look at these handcuffs.”

		Nikki obediently turned around. I got down on my knees to get a better look. My first thought was not seeing any keys attached like she said. However, it only took me a moment longer to notice the chain running from the cuffs down and then up under her skirt.

		“Bend over,” I commanded. Nikki responded immediately, bending at the waist as I had taught her. Her short pleated skirt slid up to reveal her bare ass. No surprise that she had misplaced her underwear at some point. Nikki often did.

		“You’re wearing a butt plug,” I said, seeing how the chain led to the plug. “You naughty girl.”

		“That’s what the guy said. He put me in handcuffs for being naughty.”

		“That fits,” I said. “But I don’t see any keys.”

		“Oh no,” Nikki said. “What’s gonna, like, happen to me?”

		“Calm down,” I ordered. It wouldn’t have done any good to get Nikki worried. She was useless when she worried, what with being out of practice since she became a bimbo.

		After a moment of thinking, all the while enjoying the view of Nikki’s round ass, I had an idea. “Give your ass a shake,” I ordered.

		On cue, Nikki began to twerk for me. I enjoyed that view even more, but it was the sound I was curious about. As expected, the chain on her handcuffs, including the chain leading to the butt plug, jingled. But there was a more muted sound that was very hard to hear.

		“Nikki, I have to take the plug out,” I said.

		“But I like being filled,” Nikki argued. However, like the good bimbo that she was, she had already prepared herself for me to remove her plug.

		The plug came out with a pop. I held it up, being careful to not touch anything beyond the base. I gave it a shake. The rattle was much more obvious this time.

		“The keys are in the plug,” I said.

		“Oh, duh,” Nick said. She would have hit her forehead with her palm, something she regularly did when she forgot something, a habit I had yet to break her of from before her bimbofication, but her hands were still restrained behind her.

		“Do you want me to unlock you?” I asked.

		“Um, could you, like, put the plug back in? I super duper like it.”

		I couldn’t help but chuckle at her. I returned the plug to her ass and sent her back on her way. Now that we knew where the keys were, she could get me, one of my other bimbos or some guy she wanted to pick up off the street to help her.

		Bimbos might be trouble sometimes, but I love them.

		

	
		

		Unintended Consequences

		

		Marie and Anne were best friends. They were also the only friends each other had. Both were shy and plain young women. They worked at the library, in the back, where they almost never had to interact with anyone but each other.

		That was all supposed to change, however. It had been Marie’s idea. Of the two, she was the most outgoing, not that she ranked high on that scale. Nonetheless, after spending another evening at home together, watching a romantic comedy, Marie decided they needed to get out and try and reinvent themselves.

		Both Marie and Ann lived in a perpetually depressed state. They were fully aware that they would never turn a man’s head or even rate high enough to ask out on a date. But they were smart enough to know that much of their problems, beyond the physical, was their confidence. Quite simply, they lacked it.

		And that was the idea behind the trip. Spend a week somewhere completely different where they could practice acting with confidence. Neither of them would be head turners, even if they went out naked, but surrounding themselves with new people might give them the cover to try to be like the characters in the movies they watched.

		Under normal circumstances, Marie and Anne would have chosen to vacation someplace relatively close by, at most a state or two away. As long as it was warm and sunny, they could manage.

		However, the pair were faced with a deal that simply could not be beat. Warm climate, white sandy beaches, nightly parties that even the most shy person could not help but open up at. It seemed perfect. That and the price was right.

		The only problem was neither Marie nor Anne could figure out exactly where the resort they would be staying was located. Even their best librarian research skills were not enough to break through the shroud of secrecy the resort had wrapped itself in. At least the transportation was included in the price, making the deal all the better.

		Marie had dragged Anne to the mall for a shopping trip to prepare for the trip. Neither of them had ever worn a bikini before, both of them lacking the confidence to do so. But if they were going to be new versions of themselves, they needed to break out of such negative thought cycles.

		Anne relented and they both came away with a vacation wardrobe that pushed the boundaries of anything they had worn before. Oddly, it had been Anne’s idea while they were packing to not bring any of their old clothes. They were only to pack the outfits they had purchased for the trip, or as much as they could get away with.

		Of course, even with an attempt to project confidence and see if they could act like different people, the pair maintained a few comforts of their own. Both women were nerds. When they were not spending their evenings watching romantic comedies, they were watching the latest science fiction or fantasy movie. Thus when it came to choosing some of their new clothes, they opted for nerdy variations. Marie, a Star Wars fan, found herself a Star Wars wrap that she could wear with her bikini. Anne countered that with a Star Trek racer back tank top that showed far more skin than any top Anne could remember wearing.

		The resort required a plane flight that lasted hours longer than both women had anticipated. It quickly became clear that they were leaving the country. The plane windows seemed stuck in the down position, making it impossible to know where they were actually flying. It was another secret of the resort.

		Upon arrival, Marie and Anne went straight to the room they were sharing. “Wow,” were the first words out of both women’s mouths the moment they stepped inside their room. It was a suite, with a living room and a bedroom.

		“It might be hard to leave the room,” Anne commented as she spotted the comfortable looking couch and the big screen television.

		“Oh, hey, look at this,” Marie said as she found the minibar. There were two bottles of pink liquid, some sort of pre-mixed cocktail with a name neither woman had ever heard of before. “It looks like we get free drinks. Want to try one of these.”

		“Maybe the booze will help my confidence to actually go to the pool in the bikini I bought,” Anne said as she motioned for Marie to give her one of the bottles.

		Anne took the offered bottle and quickly unscrewed the cap. “Here’s to a new us,” she said before taking a long pull on the pink cocktail.

		One drink turned into two and then a third. It only took moments before the bottle was empty in Anne’s hands.

		“It’s that good, huh?” Marie asked as she unscrewed the cap on her bottle.

		Anne nodded, but her eyes unfocused.

		Marie took a sip, figuring her friend had already been hit with the effects of the alcohol. However, before she could further contemplate Anne’s inebriation, she found herself doing exactly as Anne had, chugging down the pink drink as if her life depended on it.

		“I feel funny,” Anne said as she stood there. “Good, but funny.”

		Marie felt a warmth building inside of her. She did not drink often, and never to excess, but she supposed this was what getting drunk might be like.

		Anne started to giggle. She was confused. She was sure she was missing something, something important, but she could not think of what it was. In fact, thinking itself has become rather difficult. It was easier to giggle.

		As Anne stood there in a fit of giggles, the warmth Marie felt turned into heat. In only minutes, Marie felt as if she were stifled from it. Soon she was stripping out of her clothes, finding relief in cool air on her bare skin.

		Anne giggled. “You’re naked. I want to be naked too.”

		And soon she was. By then Marie felt awfully giggly too. Both women fell into such fits of giggles that they each flopped down onto the couch.

		It was there that the drinks really went to work on Marie and Anne. Their bodies reshaped themselves. Their hair became sleek and shiny, gaining volume and length, until it reached the small of their backs.

		Marie had always been a bit bucktoothed. Her face, jaw and teeth reformed themselves into doll-like features, smooth skin, a button nose, plump lips and perfect pearly whites.

		For Anne, her greatest facial flaw was her acne scars from her youth. It was only through medical intervention that she did not continue to deal with near constant outbreaks. All of those scars disappeared to be replaced with perfectly tanned features and a pair of lips that seemed designed for one thing.

		Across the board, both Marie and Anne lost pounds, as their bodies became svelte and toned. Their skin, like with their face, grew smooth and taut. Their legs became sleek and tapered down to slender calves atop dainty feet.

		The most noticeable changes were the curves both women developed. Their hips popped, growing wider with a fullness to their asses that would give them bubble butts.

		But if anyone was going to talk about them, it would be because of their breasts. Breasts had become too clinical of a word to use to describe the large and round projections on their chests. Marie ended up the bigger of the two, but only barely, her small nipples capping perfect tear drop shaped tits.

		Anne’s were a little smaller, but they were rounder, sitting higher on her chest. Their fake quality did not take away from their splendor, however.

		As their body changes ceased, their giggling subsided. However, as they regained their lucidity, the minds of the women sitting on the couch had transformed just as much as their bodies. Gone was their shyness and lack of confidence. Now the two busty bombshells were vivacious and sexual, with no other desires than to feel and give pleasure.

		“Oh my god, Anni, you’re so hot now,” Marie said, not even noticing how she had changed her friend’s name.

		“You too,” the now Anni responded, simply adapting to the new name. It sounded sexier anyway.

		“Hey, we should go out and party. I bet there’s lots of guys at this resort that will want to fuck us.”

		“You’re so smart,” Anni said, “because you’re totally right. Let’s get dressed and go to the pool.”

		The clothing Marie and Anne had brought with them did not even come close to fitting the two women as intended anymore, but that was just fine by them. As far as they were concerned, small and tight were exactly what they needed to best highlight themselves. After all, they wanted every man at the resort to know just how available they were.

		It was not long before the pair had made it out to the pool. It seemed like as good a place as any to start. They quickly found that they were not alone. All of the women at the resort appeared to have smoking hot bodies like their own. But both Marie and Anni knew the men would prefer them, because they were up to anything.

		Before long, Marie had dropped down to her knees as she prepared to give a hunk of a man a blowjob. The fact she had never given a blowjob before never occurred to her. She simply did what felt natural, and kneeling behind a tree while she gave fellatio seemed like the natural thing to do.

		Anni on the other hand, quickly found herself getting dragged away with a group of other men and women for a game. She had no idea how the game worked, but she knew she was losing. That was because she kept losing articles of clothing after every round. Not that she minded too much. Once her tits were in the open air, the other players kept getting distracted too.

		In the end, Anni still lost the game. Not that she felt bad about losing. After all, she ended up the prize for the two men who tied for first place. It was her first time being spit-roasted, but she vowed to not make it her last.

		At some point both Marie and Anni stumbled back to their room to change for the evening festivities. There was a big party with a band in the resort ballroom. The dresses the pair had brought with them would have been attractive on their previous bodies. Now, the dresses were sexy and bordered on scandalous. And with their new dispositions, that was all the better.

		The party turned out to be the best night Marie or Anni had ever had up to that point. They danced the night away, sexily rubbing up against any man or woman who wanted to dance with them, taking frequent breaks for a fuck or a suck, as they thought of it.

		Marie and Anne’s first day at the resort had been more than they had ever hoped for. After all, they were getting to act like entirely new people, just like they wanted to.

		And even better, they had six more days of fun before they were scheduled to leave. However, what their departure would actually look like was unknown. Would the pink cocktails wear off or would they forever more be the sexy and uninhibited bombshells they had become at the resort?

		

	
		

		The Office Flirt

		

		Ever since Kamryn started working at Thatcher Media, she had been known as the office flirt. It was simply who she was. She had a flirty personality.

		Not that Kamryn would ever go too far. She maintained her professionalism, but kept a light hearted manner that would at times border on the inappropriate. She was certainly popular with the men in the office.

		It was a normal day for Kamryn when the new company Vice President started at Thatcher Media. She was so far under him on the company hierarchy that she was not even fully aware a new Vice President had been hired. Kamryn simply went about her day.

		She was in the middle of filing when the new Vice President came into the room. She looked over her shoulder as she worked, having sensed his presence. Kamryn smiled and gave him a seductive wink, just like she did for all the other men in the office.

		That was the extent of their interaction. The new Vice President left and Kamryn returned to her work.

		However, unbeknownst to Kamryn, she had caught the eye of the new executive. Over the next several weeks they continued to have chance encounters. Kamryn continued to behave in her normal fashion, but that only seemed to entice the Vice President more.

		Finally it reached a point where the Vice President summoned Kamryn into his office.

		“I’m sending you to a business training,” he told her. “When you return, I plan to promote you.”

		Kamryn was shocked. She had worried her behavior had gotten her into trouble, as benign as it really was. Some people just did not have the sense of humor she did.

		Instead, she suddenly discovered she was being promoted. That was after she went to a business training of some sort. The Vice President had been slim on details, but he explained everything had already been arranged and paid for.

		Kamryn went to the training, only to discover it was not what she had assumed it would be. Hosted by Clinic B, it was actually a women’s re-education training. It was too late to back out.

		In the end, Kamryn learned a lot. She discovered that it was not only okay, but expected of her, to be more than the office flirt. It was her role to be the office bimbo and slut. Some of the lessons were difficult to process, at least at first, but when she came home, she felt like a whole new woman.

		On her first day back at the office, she announced to everyone that she preferred to be called Kammi instead of Kamryn. She had also replaced her suits and long skirts with short and tight dresses that highlighted her body.

		And true to his word, the new Vice President had promoted her. She was to be an executive level assistant. That was, as soon as she returned from her next assignment. The company had arranged to pay for a stay with Clinic B.

		When Kammi returned, she would look just as much the bimbo that she knew she was on the inside, big tits and all. She could hardly contain her excitement. In the meantime, Kammi was enjoying her final days in the file room.

		

	
		

		Entering the Unknown

		

		It was the big day. Hailey was finally getting married to the man of her dreams. Darren was handsome, kind and incredibly wealthy. Hailey felt as if she had hit the jackpot.

		It had been a whirlwind engagement. The pair had met last summer, but they hit it off immediately. It quickly became apparent that marriage was not an if, but a when. They were simply made for each other.

		Of course, Hailey never could have imagined what would happen when she finally did tie the knot. Marriage was such an unknown for her. She had friends who had married and they carried on like nothing had changed.

		However, Hailey could sense something different the moment she said, “I do.” It was as if her life had irrevocably changed. If only she knew how.

		The night of their nuptials, Darren carried her over the threshold of his manor house, taking her to bed for the first time as his wife. However, first he had a gift for her.

		“A fur coat?” Hailey asked. She had always been conscious of the cruelty in the fur industry. But could she really turn down such an exquisite gift?

		”Try it on, please,” Darren said, his love for his wife obvious in his voice.

		”For you, anything,” Hailey finally said, letting Darren place the fur onto her shoulders.

		Hailey took a deep breath, enjoying the scent of her gift. She felt its warmth envelope her, comforting her and making her feel better than ever.

		The fur coat changed everything for Hailey. She had simple tastes when she and Darren first began dating and that had not changed. That is until she received the fur coat.

		From then on, Hailey always had to be dressed her very best. She cared about her appearance, going to the tanning salon, having her body waxed regularly, spending hours shopping for expensive clothes and jewelry.

		More and more Hailey found herself looking down on other women. Marrying Darren had provided her with a status other women could only dream about. It was a status she never could have imagined before, but she was not about to go back to the way things were before.

		But with that status came certain responsibilities. Hailey hung on Darren’s arm at every major social event he needed to attend. Her one job was to look her very best, standing out as his trophy wife.

		But it turned out Hailey’s responsibilities did not end there. It was not enough to just look her best, but to look how her husband wanted her to look. Even think how he wanted her to think.

		Hailey had balked at that at first. However, all it took was the gift of another fur coat to start to bring her around.

		Soon, anytime Darren wanted something significant from her, all he had to do was buy her another coat and she would do whatever he wanted.

		First it was the breast augmentation. Then the facial reconstruction. Finally it was the hypnosis that would forever leave Hailey as the bimbo trophy wife that she appeared on the outside.

		And after all of that, if Hailey had any regrets, she certainly did not show it. She loved being her husband’s dumb little play thing. Just a bimbo who wanted to please him in any way that she could, including sending him midday photos of her latest outfit acquisition.

		Hailey might have changed, but she was certain it was for the better.

		

	
		

		The Honeymoon

		

		Kayla had always been an independent woman. Many were surprised when she agreed to marry Logan. She did not seem like the settling down type.

		Even on their honeymoon, Kayla made it clear to Logan that she needed her alone time. On their very first day, she ordered him out of the hotel room so that she could do yoga on the hotel balcony in the sun.

		Of course, Logan was not oblivious to what he was getting himself into when he married Kayla. He was well aware of her independent streak and it was something he had already made plans to cure her of.

		Logan’s only interest in Kayla was for her beauty. She was tall, fit, and a natural blonde. And while her skills in bed were not the best, she had a pussy his cock absolutely loved.

		The process Logan had undertaken to reach this point had been enormous. He wined and dined her. He had studied feminist literature so that he could hold conversations with her that she found meaning in. He had even encouraged her independence, pushing her to go out and do things on her own.

		The last part had also been a blessing for himself. Logan wanted nothing more than a doting wife who wanted nothing more than to please him. He wanted a woman who did not think for herself and would let him dominate her in every way.

		As Kayla was nothing like that, he needed his time away from her for his own sanity, as well as to continue plotting. He loved Kayla’s body, but he had made plans to fix the rest of her.

		The plan had been devised months in advance. From the moment Kayla had accepted his marriage proposal, Logan began putting his plans into action.

		He had planned their honeymoon to take them out of the country, specifically someplace with a less than stellar reputation when it came to enforcing the laws. Logan then arranged for a team of specialists to fly in to perform the necessary work to make Kayla his perfect wife.

		As Kayla practiced her yoga on the hotel balcony, Logan was making the final arrangements. By the end of the week, Kayla would be the dumb bimbo he desired and then the real honeymoon could begin.

		It was that night as the pair walked to a nearby restaurant for dinner that it happened. An unmarked van pulled up beside them. Two men jumped out and grabbed Kayla and dragged her back into the van. It was speeding off before the door had even been closed.

		The police were called, but Logan had already facilitated the bribes that would get them to drop the case. The kidnapping did not even make the local news.

		Logan could have overseen Kayla’s transformation, but he instead liked the idea of the surprise when he got to see his wife again. His requests had been specific, but they still left room for a certain amount of variation. Logan had no doubt Kayla would be perfect when she returned and he could not wait to consummate the rest of their relationship.

		The Kayla who returned to Logan was everything he could have hoped for and more. Her mind had been curtailed, her focus turned toward only him. He had become her life. Nothing else mattered.

		Of course, the men Logan had hired had done more than just alter Kayla’s mind. The team included one of the finest plastic surgeons in the world, giving her the face and the breasts a bimbo like her deserved.

		Logan had planned for everything. When Kayla returned to him, he had already arranged for a new wardrobe to fit both her new body and her new style.

		The moment she saw him, she rushed to him. The embrace and accompanying kiss were brief. After a week apart, Kayla had other concerns. She dropped to her knees and deftly pulled out Logan’s cock. Technically, it was her first blowjob, but Kayla could not believe that, and Logan would have been hard pressed to believe it as well, given her skill level.

		Kayla barely left the hotel room for the rest of their honeymoon. She was insatiable, her body primed for pleasure. But she never forgot her place. She was Logan’s bimbo wife and his wants, desires, and pleasure always came first.

		Returning home, Logan had already arranged for them to move away. He had bought a house for them in another state. He had no interest in people questioning what had happened to Kayla. Reintroducing her to people she used to know might undo all the hard work the psychologists had put into making her the bimbo Logan truly loved.

		As they walked up the steps to their new home, Logan could not help but take a picture of his bride. She wore all white, a short skirt and a cropped top that left much of her large breasts on display. It was the perfect photo to signify the beginning of their new perfect life together.

		

	
		

		Edged Out

		

		Amy and I seemed as if we were made for each other. Meeting our freshman year at Thatcher College, we quickly developed a relationship. What started as a standard college hookup, turned into a steady and loving relationship.

		One of the best parts was our sexual chemistry. It always seemed as if we were naturally on the same page. And our kinks were mutual. One week I would suggest something to try and Amy would be completely willing to try it. The next week she would suggest something and I would wonder why I hadn’t thought of it before.

		Amy was both smart and completely stunning, which made me feel like a million bucks every time we were together. What was more, she had a deeply inquisitive mind, enjoying learning of all kinds, especially reading. There was not a moment that seemed to go by when Amy did not have a book within arms reach.

		As our college days went on, we only seemed to grow closer and closer. But by the time we reached the summer after our junior years, we faced a conundrum.

		The plan had been for both of us to take summer internships together in the city. We could live together while we both gained valuable work experience to help when we graduated from college.

		Our grand plans fell through when Amy didn’t get her internship. She had a stellar resume, but she was edged out by an employee’s daughter. Worse, she couldn’t afford to live in the city without the income from that internship. I felt awful, being unable to support her.

		Luckily we were able to work out a solution to the problem. Amy didn’t need the internship to graduate, like I did. She would instead spend the summer at my uncle’s home, playing house sitter while he was traveling.

		My uncle lived only a couple hours from the city and he had a massive library. Amy could spend her summer enjoying herself, reading and learning. And I could come visit her on the weekends.

		I went with Amy to my uncle’s house to help her get settled in. The library was indeed massive. Amy’s eyes lit up the moment she saw it. The large room with almost every wall surface covered from floor to ceiling with books. Amy could spend all summer, reading every minute of the day, and she would never read even half the books in the room.

		“I’ve got a little game for you to play this summer,” I told Amy before I left her at the house to make my trip into the city to start my internship. “Every time you are reading, I want you to play with yourself. I want you to push yourself right up to the edge of orgasm, but never cross the threshold. The only time either of us gets to cum is when we are together on the weekends.”

		“Ooh, that sounds fun,” Amy said. “I’ll do my best to not go too far.”

		“I know you will,” I said. “That’s why I love you.”

		We said our goodbyes, prolonging them with frequent and passionate kisses.

		As soon as I was gone, Amy wasted no time in getting started in the library. She pulled a book off the shelf, found a comfortable spot on a couch, unbuttoned her shorts and cracked the book open. As she read the first lines, she was already gently fingering herself.

		When I returned to see Amy a week later, she practically jumped me the moment I was inside the house. She had apparently been in the middle of reading when I arrived. All she was wearing was one of my old button-down shirts.

		“Please, fuck me,” Amy begged. There was no foreplay involved. Amy simply started unbuckling my pants, trying to get at my cock.

		It was only after I gave Amy several screaming orgasms that we were able to interact like a normal couple again. I mean, I certainly didn’t mind the sex as soon as I walked in the door, but it was rather unexpected.

		In hindsight, I should have been paying more attention to Amy’s behavior as the summer progressed. Each weekend I would arrive and she would beg me for sex. It was increasingly clear she spent her weeks sexually frustrated. It was only when I arrived that she found release.

		The problem was actually the sex. Or more accurately, it was the over abundance of sex each weekend. We spent almost every available moment building up to, having or recovering from sex. At the time I thought it was great, but looking back on it, that over abundance hid a scary fact about Amy.

		I only figured it out when Amy and I returned to Thatcher. After a summer of edging while reading, she had shorted out her brain. Every time she opened a book, her hands immediately went to her pussy. It had become habit. She didn’t even realize she was doing it.

		But what was more, she didn’t seem able to actually read anymore. If she could, after a summer spent connecting books with sexual pleasure, she couldn’t focus enough to actually complete the task of reading.

		But it wasn’t just that. Amy seemed giggly and slow. She struggled to hold complex conversations. More often than not, she found some way to make the conversation sexual. It was a behavior that did not work well in an academic environment.

		My solution was to keep Amy out of actual class. She stayed at home, usually “reading.” Really that meant she spent her days mindless edging herself. I then took on her class load. I wrote her papers and did her homework, all of it on top of my own classes and homework. It was a killer. Luckily, I did just enough to keep Amy enrolled.

		I explained what had happened to my uncle. He laughed at first. But then he really came through for me. He offered me a good paying job at his company for when I graduated. And given Amy’s love of books, he offered us to come live with him.

		Amy and I both graduated, although by the time we did so, I don’t think Amy understood what graduation meant. She giggled through the entire ceremony. Afterward she dragged me off someplace for a quickie.

		Once we were settled in at my uncle’s house, Amy quickly fell into a routine. She would spend her days in the library. She definitely wasn’t reading, but she still found ways to occupy herself.

		There was no doubt about it. The edging had turned Amy into a bimbo. But the best part was she was my bimbo. She would do anything I told her to do. And as much as I loved her, I had to admit I was intrigued by that. The truth was, I always fancied blondes with big tits. I couldn’t help but wonder how Amy would look with platinum blonde hair. And with the salary my uncle paid me, it wouldn’t be long before I had enough saved up for Amy’s boob job.

		

	
		

		Look Into the Light

		

		Look into the light.

		Judith found herself staring into the light. It appeared to be a simple LED bulb. Judith had bought it wanting to be energy efficient and to cut down on her monthly electric bill.

		The voice had appeared after she had installed the bulb. She could not actually hear it. It sounded as if it was inside her head. Judith did not have to do what it said. She could look away anytime she wanted. Yet there she was, staring into the light.

		Look into the light.

		Judith did as she was told. As time wore on, she found it harder and harder to find the will to resist. It was simply easier to do as she was told.

		However, the light was doing more than removing her will power. It was burning away at her mind, reducing her ability to think, simplifying her ability to reason, even cutting unneeded memories.

		As Judith sat there staring, her memory of winning the middle school spelling bee was erased from her mind. So too were all of her major academic achievements in her life, from her elementary school days up through college. Any memory or piece of information the light determined Judith did not need was burned away, never to be thought of again.

		Look into the light.

		The voice was incessant. It never gave up and it kept the now dumb and docile woman doing exactly what she had been told. Her entire focus was on the light. In that moment, it was all that mattered.

		But eventually the light began to give back where it had once taken. Judith had been reduced to the bare minimum of a person. And now she needed to be rebuilt.

		It started with her name. Judith was the name of the person she had once been. But that person no longer existed. Now her name was Judi. It was a better fit. It was simpler. It was more fun.

		That was who Judi was becoming. The light gave her a new name and a new personality. Judi would never be considered smart. She was dumb and ditzy. Her thoughts, when she had them, would naturally turn to sex. She would live her life in the open, making it plain to anyone who she was and what she was capable of. She was a bimbo and proud of it.

		Doesn't that sound nice? Imagine how good it would feel to be like Judi. She smiles because she is happy. She goes about her days being the happy bimbo she has become. Wouldn't it be nice to feel that way too? There's just one thing you have to do.

		Look into the light.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Hair

		

		Nicole held the box in her hands. It was supposed to be delivered to her neighbor, Rikki. It appeared Rikki was not home, so the delivery man left the box with Nicole.

		The two neighbors were nearly completely opposites of each other. While Nicole lived her life with her nose often in a book, living vicariously through the characters described on the pages, it seemed all Rikki cared about was looking sexy and having everyone’s attention focused on her and her well developed body. Quite simply, Nicole was a nerd and Rikki was every bit of a bimbo.

		Nicole had always wondered about Rikki. The two of them had nothing in common. On the few chances they had conversed, it quickly became clear they operated on different wavelengths. Rikki was dim in everything but what it took to make herself look sexy. That and sex. Nicole figured Rikki had to be an expert on sex. Nicole could not imagine not wanting to know everything she could about the world, even if she selectively ignored certain subjects, including fashion.

		Nicole had not seen Rikki for days. She had no idea when her neighbor would return home. She sometimes disappeared for weeks at a time. Nicole figured she got an offer to make an extended stay in Las Vegas. That or some wealthy man paid her to spend the time with him on his yacht in the Mediterranean.

		Intrigued by the package and curious what a bimbo like Rikki would order, Nicole decided to peak inside. If Rikki even bothered to question her on the package, she could just blame the delivery guy.

		”Shampoo?” Nicole questioned out loud as soon as she pulled away at the wrapping. The small box contained a single bottle of something labeled B Shampoo. The tag line read “Fulfilling Every Woman’s Dream.” Nicole set the bottle down and went about her day.

		It was two days later when Nicole remembered the shampoo. It had been sitting untouched by the front door. She would have taken it over to Rikki, but as far as she could tell, her neighbor had yet to return.  The reason she remembered it, however, was that she discovered that she was out of shampoo. She had forgotten to get more.

		”I guess it couldn’t hurt to use Rikki’s shampoo,” Nicole told herself. “I can always buy her a new bottle. And given how good her hair looks, it must be good stuff.”

		Rubbing the shampoo into her hair, Nicole felt as if many hands were massaging her scalp. She closed her eyes and let the pleasurable feelings wash over her. If this was always going to be her reaction to B Shampoo, she knew she would become a convert.

		It was only later, when Nicole was choosing an outfit for the day that she realized something was different. First, her thoughts on her wardrobe were new. Never had she had a problem with the clothes she owned, but all of a sudden she would look at her collection of sweatshirts and baggy pants with disgust.

		Still trying to figure out what to wear, Nicole caught sight of herself in a mirror. “Damn, I’m a hottie,” she commented to herself. The words were out of her mouth before she even realized what she was saying. However, her words were true. Gone was the mousy and nerdy Nicole. In her place was a woman with looks to rival Rikki.

		Nicole eventually found herself something to wear. The black tank top worked wonders when it came to showing off her new found cleavage. She was pretty sure  she did not always have such a bimbolicious rack, but she had a hard time caring when she saw the deep line of cleavage. Not to mention the great projection they had on her chest. They were drool worthy.

		Pants were out. Nicole could not bear to cover her well sculpted thighs. She found a pair of black shorts that appeared almost painted on given her new attributes. The long black socks had been from a time when she tried to join an adult soccer league. She lasted one week before deciding such an activity was not for her. Now, they added a sexy dimension to her outfit.

		Then there was Nicole’s hair. She had short brown hair before. Now she had long blonde hair that she tied up in a high ponytail.

		Once dressed, Nicole felt the need to document her outfit of the day. She posed herself on the floor of her bedroom for an impromptu photo shoot using her phone. Nicole saved photo after photo. She did not know what to do with them yet, but she was certain she would find someone to send them to soon.

		After a week’s worth of using B Shampoo, Nicole, or Nikki as she had started calling herself, was excited for the upcoming return of her neighbor. She had started texting Rikki, wanting her advice on clothes and makeup. They were quickly becoming the best of friends.

		Rikki had promised to show Nikki all the best clubbing spots in town. But she warned of the importance to keep using B Shampoo. Nikki knew she was a bimbo now and that she was not smart, even when she wore her smart looking glasses, but she knew there was no way she was ever going to stop using that magical shampoo. She loved being a bimbo and never wanted to go back to being plain Nicole. Being Nikki was so much better.

		

	
		

		Coffee Shop or Strip Club

		

		“H ey, Leah, thanks for waiting,” Bonnie said as she slung herself down into the seat opposite, letting her sports bag fall to the floor. “Ultimate practice ran long.”

		Leah looked up at her friend, slightly envious of her blonde hair and slim body. It was an envy she had learned to live with in their almost five years of friendship, going back to when they met their first year of high school. Now it was nearing the end of their freshman year at Thatcher College.

		“Well, you made it,” Leah said. “I’m surprised you can fit everything in. I know how hard you study.”

		That was the truth. Bonnie had to work hard to keep her grades up. She was not as smart as Leah. Even though they took different classes, Bonnie frequently came to Leah with homework questions. School just did not come as naturally for her as it did for Leah.

		“Don’t remind me of the stack of books back in my room,” Bonnie said. “They say college is all about the experience, but that’s hard with all the studying I have to do.”

		Feeling bad for her friend, Leah changed the subject. “I already ordered for you. Our coffees should be here any moment now.”

		“Thanks,” Bonnie said. “You’re a great friend.”

		Leah blushed, her face turning almost as red as her short cropped hair.

		The time for Leah to respond to her friend’s compliment of her was interrupted by the waitress coming by and placing their drinks on their table.

		“You’re both 21, aren’t you?” the waitress asked. “I forgot to ask earlier.”

		“Of course,” Bonnie said. “Do you want to see our ID’s?”

		“No, that’s okay, I just needed to ask.”

		“Oops,” Leah said. “I don’t even remember if I brought my fake with me. After all that trouble you went to getting that for me, I probably shouldn’t leave it at home when we go out like this.”

		“You ordered Long Island Ice Teas?” Bonnie asked with a chuckle. “Are you trying to get me drunk?”

		“What do you mean?” Leah asked in return, confused. “I chose those because I didn’t think they’d be very alcoholic.”

		“They’re almost all alcohol.”

		“Oh…”

		“I don’t mind,” Bonnie said, picking her up. “Cheers!”

		The two young women toasted and began to drink. Neither noticed how the coffee shop they had started in was now a bar. As with the change in venue, so too had their outfits changed, losing the casualness with which they were originally dressed, each now wearing summer dresses.

		“My mom would kill me if she knew I was drinking at a bar,” Bonnie said. “She still thinks I’m some goodie-goodie.”

		“At least she thinks something of you. My parents don’t care as long as I get straight A’s.”

		“You do get straight A’s,” Bonnie said.

		“That’s what I mean,” Leah explained. “They only care when I do something bad.”

		“Here’s to doing something bad?” Bonnie said as she again raised her glass.

		The moment the pair clinked their glasses together, a heavy dance beat flowed over them. Reality warped around them as the bar transformed into a nightclub.

		Instead of single cocktail glasses in front of them, they each had a flight of shots. Bonnie took her nights out seriously.

		“I can’t believe you’re making me do this,” Leah said, talking over the loud music.

		“You know you love it,” Bonnie countered with a knowing smile.

		“How many nights out has it been for you this week?” Leah asked before she downed her first shot. Bonnie was already ahead of her. She needed to keep up.

		“Shit, I don’t know,” Bonnie answered, her face already beginning to grow flush from the alcohol. “I can still scrape a C-average going out every night. Why wouldn’t I? I mean, getting drunk and hooking up with hot guys is half of what college is about.”

		Bonnie ran her hands down her sides, enjoying the feel of her stretchy short dress. She had studied hard all day and ultimate practice had not worn her out enough. That was why she partied so much. She had too much energy.

		Leah was similarly dressed, but completely at Bonnie’s urging. If they were not such good friends, Leah would still have preferred to be back in her room with a book. It was outings like these that she participated in because of her long friendship with Bonnie.

		“What do you do when you hook up with guys?” Leah asked.

		“What do you think we do?” Bonnie said. “I know you’ve had sex. You’ve told me every time you’ve done it. When I hook up with a guy, we have sex.”

		Bonnie stopped speaking and turned off to the side for a moment, biting her lip.

		“Mmm, do you ever just get an itch that only a guy can scratch?” Bonnie asked. “God, I’m horny.”

		Suddenly a hot specimen of a man was practically standing on their table. All he was wearing were an impossibly tight pair of bikini briefs and a gold chain around his neck.

		Bonnie picked up one of the bills sitting on the table before her and tossed it on stage.

		“Woo,” she shouted over the music. “That’s what I like to see.”

		Leah blushed at her friend’s brazenness, although she too had to admit all the men at the male strip club they had visited were hot.

		The more the man danced before them, the more Bonnie kept throwing bills onto the stage.

		“Do you have a pen?” Bonnie asked Leah.

		“Why?”

		Bonnie did not answer. She bit her lip and gave a quick nod toward the man dancing for them.

		Leah shook her head in disbelief before digging into her purse for a pen. Of course she had a pen. Leah, the perfect student always carried a pen.

		Bonnie wrote something on a scrap of paper, then threw it onto the stage among all the bills.

		“Thanks,” Bonnie said as she returned the pen. “Let’s drink. This is going to be a good night.”

		Leah laughed, but joined her friend in another drink. She had to admit, she was having fun.

		After the man’s set was complete and he had collected the money from the stage, it was not long before Bonnie’s phone began to buzz.

		“Ooh, a text,” Bonnie said excitedly.

		She tapped out a message on her phone. The conversation lasted for several minutes. Then Bonnie looked up.

		“You want in on this?” she asked Leah.

		“Um, maybe another time,” Leah answered. “I have an early class tomorrow. Thanks for the offer though. Definitely next time.”

		Bonnie and Leah parted with smiles. The truth was, Leah was interested in Bonnie’s offer, but she worried about her inexperience. She had never been part of a threesome before. Leah was jealous of her friend and how casual sex was for her. But she was not about to give up her perfect grade point average for a night with a male stripper.

		For Bonnie, she made a quick note in her head. This was going to be the third night this week she was going to be spending away from the dorms. At some point she was going to have to call home and play her goodie-goodie act. But that night was not tonight. She was very much going to enjoy herself.

		

	
		

		A Trick of the Light or Something Else

		

		There they were, Charity and Raven. Of all the places drugstores they had to walk into, they had to walk into mine.

		The pair walked up to me at the counter, failing to notice who I was. Of course, they wouldn’t now. I had gone through a lot of changes since the days they had bullied me. I wasn’t the fat and needy young woman they had loved to pick on anymore. I had gotten my life together and was finally happy.

		So there I was, running my own old fashioned drugstore, with accompanying soda fountain. I spent my downtime steeped in the occult, teaching myself the chemistry of witchcraft. That was part of how I had changed myself

		Charity and Raven had gone through a few changes since then as well. Charity looked every bit of the preppy cheerleader I knew her to be. Interestingly, Raven had gone the opposite direction, embracing her name and sporting a goth look. Still, they remained friends.

		“We wanted to get some hair dye to make sure we look good for graduation next week,” Charity said.

		“Five years of college and we finally made it,” Raven added.

		“Congratulations,” I said. “You’re in luck, because we’re having a sale on our branded hair dye. It’s the best dye on the market. I use it myself.”

		I gave the two women a little hair flip to show off my silky and full-bodied hair.

		“That sounds great,” Charity said.

		“What colors would you like?” I asked, already certain I knew the answers.

		“I want something really light blonde, almost white,” Charity said.

		“And I want the blackest black you have,” Raven added.

		“I’ve got just the colors for you,” I said as I turned to the shelves behind me and took down two bottles of hair dye. “I’ve got Bimbo Blonde and Bitch Black.”

		Both women turned up their noses at the names.

		“Don’t worry, it’s just alliteration,” I lied. “It’s just taking those colors to their extremes.”

		“I don’t know,” Charity said, turning to her friend.

		“It’s on sale,” Raven countered. “I don’t care about the name. And it’s not like there aren’t blonde bimbos or bitches with black hair. It makes sense.”

		“Fine, we’ll take them,” Charity relented. “Your hair does look really good.”

		“Thanks,” I said. “And you won’t regret it. I can promise you that.”

		I rang the two women up, giving them each their own bag with their asked for color. Actually, that is a lie. I switched the labels on the bottles. Charity thought she was getting Bimbo Blonde and Raven thought she was getting Bitch Black. In reality, they got the other’s asked for color. Not that they would know. It was not until after they had applied the hair dye that they would discover the “accident,” but by then it would be too late.

		“Hey, when is graduation?” I asked. “I like to go every year, but I haven’t heard this year.”

		“Next Saturday,” Charity said with a smile. “Maybe we’ll see you there?”

		“Maybe,” I answered.

		When I showed up to graduation, I could already see that my trick had played out to perfection.

		I wished I could have been there when the pair applied their hair dyes and began to change. The breast growth would have been impossible to ignore. Watching Raven literally lose her mind would have been fun to watch, her once intelligent eyes becoming glassy as her thoughts slowed and her memories began to fade.

		Charity, on the other hand, did not lose any intelligence. Instead she got an overwhelming dose of attitude. She would forever be the bitch that she had been to me.

		It was impossible not to spot the two busty women who had once been Charity and Raven. They looked like cartoon caricatures of their opposites.

		Raven was getting the most attention. Her long platinum blonde hair cascaded out from under her graduation cap and down her back in loose waves and ringlets. Even under her graduation gown I could tell that she was much curvier than when she had been in my store the week before.

		Most noticeable was the vapid expression on Raven’s face. She looked like she didn’t have a thought in her head. Then again, after using the Bimbo Blonde hair dye, she could barely comprehend anything that did not fit the categories of pretty or sexy. Everything else was above her ability level. Anyone seeing her walk across the stage would think she fucked her way through school.

		Charity stood beside her friend. She was not quite as busty looking as Raven, but she certainly looked different from how she had the week before. Her long straight black hair cascaded down her back. She wore a smug and superior expression. Whenever she looked at Raven, a flash of annoyance spread across her face.

		“Hi, Charity. Hi, Raven.” I walked up to the pair after the ceremony. Both still held their diplomas in their hands.

		“You’re the lady we got the super cool hair dye from,” Raven said, recognizing me. “Do you like my pretty dress?”

		Raven opened her robe to reveal a figure hugging dress with a scoop neck that left a tantalizingly long and deep line of cleavage on display and didn’t even reach her thighs. Sitting was not an option if she wanted to maintain her modesty, but I had a feeling she didn’t have any modesty left.

		“You did this to us,” Charity said, pointing a long nailed finger at me menacingly.

		“It’s what you deserve,” I countered before Charity could get going. “You bullied me for years. Now I got even.”

		“Bullies are mean,” Raven said, pouting with her bee-stung lips. “I don’t like mean people.”

		“Shut up, Riki,” Charity said, shooting a glare at her friend.

		“Yes, Mistress,” Riki added. “Was Riki a bad bimbo?”

		Charity sighed. “You’re not bad, just stupid.”

		Riki beamed at Charity. It seemed she took pride in being stupid.

		“If Raven is now Riki, what, pray tell, are you called?” I asked Charity.

		“I go by my middle name now, Mercedes,” she answered. “Mistress Mercedes.”

		“Show her your sexy outfit, Mistress,” Riki said. “You’re so sexy.”

		Mercedes opened her gown to display herself wrapped in tight black leather. She wore a leather corset that cradled and pushed up her breasts. Beneath that, she wore a tight leather skirt that was almost as short as Riki’s dress. The knee high leather boots completed the look.

		“I take it you're not going to be a cheerleader anymore?” I said, unable to keep a smile off my face.

		“Ugh,” Mercedes said. “Not for this, bitch. And just so you know Riki can’t play in a band anymore. She’s too clumsy and stupid to keep a rhythm.”

		“Unless it’s sex,” Riki said happily. “I fuck super good.”

		I laughed. “I’m sure you do. Now I hope you two learned your lesson.”

		“You can’t tell me what to do,” Mercedes said. “But it doesn’t matter now. What you don’t realize is you gave me power. And you gave me a bimbo who is completely devoted to me. You wouldn’t believe what she can do with her tongue.”

		“Close enough,” I said. “Just be careful, Mercedes. If you ever cross me, you might just find yourself joining Riki here as a bimbo.”

		“Whatever,” Mercedes said. “Come on, Riki. It’s time to exchange graduation gifts.”

		“Oh no,” Riki said. “I didn’t get you anything.”

		“Don’t worry your dumb little head,” Mercedes said. “I got you a pretty pink collar and I got a leather riding crop for you to give me.”

		“Pink is pretty,” Riki said.

		With the two friends planning their post-graduation fun, I took my leave, happy to see some kind of justice in the world. I didn’t need to do what I did, but it felt good. Now I just had to hope someone else came into my store that I could have some fun with.

		

	
		

		The Unicorn

		

		Amy always had a thing for unicorns. She owned stuffed animal unicorns, unicorn pillows, unicorn figurines, even unicorn slippers. And as far as Amy was concerned, she had no shame about still having such a childlike interest in such a thing.

		One day while out shopping, trying to avoid the fact Christmas was fast approaching, Amy saw a pair of pajamas that she could not wait to buy. And what was more, they were the last pair on the rack.

		Not even bothering to try them on or even check to see if they were her size, Amy grabbed them and rushed to the checkout counter. Despite owning unicorn slippers, she did not own unicorn pajamas. This was something she now knew she needed to remedy.

		When Amy got home with her new prize, she could not wait to try it on. Even if the pajamas did not fit, they would still have a place in her collection. She could not stand to give up anything from her unicorn collection.

		“Wow, they fit,” Amy exclaimed as she looked at her pajama-clad self in the mirror. The fit of the pajamas was a little different from what she was used to. They were tight, hugging her form, but also low cut, showing off far more of her chest than she had expected.

		“Oh no, what’s happening?” Amy practically screamed as she watched her image begin to shift and change beneath the fabric of the pajamas.

		Most notably, Amy watched as her breasts grew. They expanded out from her chest like two balloons filling with air.

		Less noticeable was her waist shrinking and her ass growing beneath the fabric of the pajamas.

		“O-M-G,” Amy squealed as her hair turned blonde, her mind equally affected as her body. “I’m, like, a hottie.”

		And Amy was. The pajamas had turned her into a unicorn loving bimbo. She loved the idea of showing off her big tits. The pajama top even allowed her to give a tittiefuck without taking it off.

		And it was that thought that made Amy realize how horny she was. Amy had never been a particularly sexual person. She had put most of her focus into her unicorn obsession.

		But now things were a little different. While Amy’s brain power had actually diminished from the moment she first put on the pajamas, the things she cared about to a high degree had expanded. Without the worries of a career or other adult responsibilities, Amy could focus on what she now loved, that being unicorns, looking pretty and sex.

		Amy took a few more minutes in front of the mirror admiring herself and how sexy she looked in her yummy unicorn pajamas. Deep down she knew she acted like a child sometimes, but she also knew she could get away with it when she had a smoking hot body and big tits.

		With her self admiration complete, Amy reached for her phone and texted her favorite guy friend to see if he was free to come over for a midday fuck. She then curled up on her bed and awaited an answer. That had become the hardest part of her life. Waiting. And she did not mind at all.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Juice (Short Story)

		

		Jenna had been a normal woman once. The petite redhead enjoyed traveling and helping people with their struggles.

		It was the reason Jenna sometimes found herself in the bad part of town. Helping people meant meeting the people she was helping where they were.

		For Jenna, this was not a religious crusade. She was not helping people with the hopes of bringing them closer to God. She was doing it because she simply thought it was the right thing to do.

		Of course, when Jenna traveled, while she spent some of her time helping those less fortunate than herself, she also took time to see the sights and generally enjoy herself. It was for that reason that she found herself in a nightclub on one unfortunate night.

		Inside the club, Jenna found herself bombarded with loud music, the base reverberating in her chest. Usually such a place was not her cup of tea, but she liked to try new things and she had read good reviews of the club.

		Jenna sidled up to the bar and flagged down the bartender. He handed her a menu with the club’s signature drinks on it. The list itself was lacking in imagination, or so Jenna thought. Outside of a few small variations, the drinks could have been obtained at nearly every bar she had ever visited.

		However, at the bottom of the menu, written by hand, was the name of another drink. Or so Jenna assumed. She had never heard of Bimbo Juice before, but Jenna was always up to try new things.

		”I’ll have a Bimbo Juice,” Jenna practically had to shout over the music. She pointed to the words on the menu to help get her point across.

		The bartender looked Jenna up and down for a moment and then smiled and nodded his understanding. Jenna passed off his momentary look, figuring it was just the guy being a jerk.

		When the bartender returned with a tall glass filled with an orange liquid and ice with a straw sticking out of it, Jenna pushed a few bills across the bar. She guessed it was enough. The handwritten drink had not included a price.

		Jenna took her first sip and her eyes went wide as the drink hit her tongue. She had never tasted anything like it before.

		Jenna quickly downed her first Bimbo Juice and ordered another. With each sip, her body changed. She was quickly losing her petite body. Her breasts and butt grew big and soft.

		But more importantly, each sip worked to simplify Jenna’s mind. She smiled at the passing men, pushing her chest out at them, trying to entice them with her body.

		At some point, after her third Bimbo Juice, Jenna left the bar and somehow a man handed her a new dress and pushed her into a bathroom. Jenna had been excited to satisfy her growing arousal, but the man had not followed her.

		However, it did not take Jenn’s bimbofied mind long to understand that the dress in her hands was much sexier than the dress she was wearing. She quickly changed into the red leather dress, leaving her other one behind.

		When Jenna returned to the bar, she ordered one last Bimbo Juice. It just seemed right to have another. She was definitely drunk, but she could take her time on the last one as she finished scoping out the scene. Once she knew she was ready, she would hit the dance floor and be the best bimbo she could be. That was sure to attract a guy who would take her home for the night and fuck what was left of her brains out.
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