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		Introduction

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 6 is the sixth book in a series of short story anthologies. Seven stories in this volume were first written for Patreon before they were removed from that platform. The eighth story is entirely new and is appearing here for the first time ever.

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

		Volume 6 does not have a specific theme, however, related stories are included with each other to improve the reading experience. Enjoy.

		

	
		

		The Detective

		

		Elise was impossibly close to being able to show up to work in civilian clothes. The 15-year police veteran had walked almost every beat the force had to offer. Now she was finally set to move up the ranks to become a detective.

		The steps required of her had been extraordinary, as was the case for all officers wishing to advance to the detective level. The number of exams she had taken, both written and oral, meant she spent most of her time outside of work with her nose in a book, studying.

		And now it was the final exam. This was a practical exam. It was one last chance for the command staff to get a look at the detective applicants. The fact the exam happened in the field made it even more important.

		Elise was paired up with one of the senior detectives as they were called out on a case. She was nervous as they headed out to the scene of a burglary. Elise had yet to be assigned to a detective department, but things like burglaries were considered safe for trainees.

		However, Elise could not help but feel more exposed dressed in civilian clothes. Yes, her clothes were more comfortable and less restrictive, but there was something comforting from the knowledge that a Kevlar vest stood between her strong yet thin body and a perpetrator’s bullet.

		Once Elise arrived on the scene, her training partner for the night let her take the lead, watching over her work to make sure she was not missing anything. If she did miss something, she would fail the exam and be forced to start the whole process over again when they reopened the process. It was not a yearly event. It all depended on how many retirements there were.

		The examination of the scene went smoothly. It appeared to be a simple breaking and entering. The homeowners had come home to discover a broken window and their belongings scattered around the place. It was unclear yet if anything was stolen.

		After surveying the scene before the forensics experts came in to look for evidence, Elise took the time to interview the family.

		“You’re a traitor to women,” the wife practically spat at Elise as she attempted to take her statement. The woman in question was rather scantily clad, wearing a short dress that also exposed a generous amount of cleavage. She had parked all that with high heeled shoes and plenty of gaudy jewelry.

		“Ma’am, if you would just please tell me where you were tonight and if you have noticed anything strange lately, like strange people in the neighborhood, we can be done with this quickly.”

		“You want to play detective?” the woman said. “Fine. But I think you’ll be changing your tune soon enough. Women are supposed to be at home or wherever else their man wants them.”

		Elise had experienced such opinions before, usually from officers who she had outshined in her duties, but never from a woman. But she knew to simply ignore the comments and keep doing her job. It was the only thing that worked.

		The woman spent a few moments mumbling. Elise could not tell what she was saying, but after that weird incident, she seemed much more pleasant to talk to, providing a statement without further incident.

		From what Elise could tell, she did a phenomenal job in her practical exam. The detective overseeing her work told her as much as they returned to the office.

		“You did good work tonight,” he said, “and I will be recommending you for promotion to detective. You’ll need to show up to your regular duty assignment tomorrow, however. Promotions take time.”

		“Thank you, sir,” Elise said.

		“One other thing though,” he said as they pulled into the parking garage. “Just because I’m out here wearing a suit jacket and slacks does not mean you need to be wearing high heels and a skirt.”

		“I’m not…” Elise trailed off as she looked down. The truth was, she had not been wearing a skirt or high heels when she started that evening’s assignment. She had been wearing comfortable walking shoes and pants, but sure enough, she looked down to see herself wearing a knee length skirt and a simple pair of heels.

		“Oh, um, thanks for the heads up,” Elise finally said. “I’ll be sure to do that.”

		When Elise returned home that night, she was surprised at what she saw in the mirror. Her crew neck top was now a v-neck. And her skirt seemed even shorter than it had just a little earlier back at the office.

		What was more, Elise could swear her breasts looked bigger. Then again, she was not used to looking into her own cleavage. That had to have made it a trick of the light.

		The following morning Elise arrived at her duty post on time and wore her uniform as instructed. She felt a little odd about what had happened the night before, but all of her clothes fit her as they were intended to. The rest she passed off as her own nervousness around the practical exam.

		Elise got started on her duties straight away. She started with paperwork. Then there was the staff meeting. Nothing seemed odd, except for how the gaze of her coworkers tended to linger on her longer than usual. Elise passed that off as jealousy. They probably had heard of her upcoming promotion.

		When Elise got in her car to head out on patrol, she barely noticed the clacking of her heels, her boots having transformed into a low pair of heels, similar to what she had found herself wearing at the end of the exam.

		It was a dull morning on patrol. Nothing happened, not even a speeding ticket was issued. When it came time for lunch, Elise stopped at her favorite restaurant.

		As she walked from her car up to the front door, she suddenly stopped at the sight of her reflection. She was still wearing her police uniform, but it was not the uniform she had put on that morning.

		Most noticeable was the fact her uniform pants were now a skirt. It even had the same stripe down the sides that her pants had. Her fun was still at her hip, but her top had changed too. She looked more like a meter maid than a cop. Her bulletproof vest was gone and there was no doubt about it, her breasts were bigger.

		Not sure what to do, Elise called her supervisor for advice.

		“Unless you’re puking your guts out, you stay on duty,” her supervisor told her. “I don’t care if you find yourself working in your underwear. We’re short handed today and we need every officer on the streets that we can get.”

		Elise tried to counter the order, but her supervisor would not listen.

		For her afternoon patrol, Elise opted to park her car in a quiet area under the guise of watching for speeders. It was there that she watched everything continue to change.

		It did not take long for Elise’s uniform to become a sexy parody of what it was supposed to be. Her tiny skirt barely covered her ass and her top did little to cover her now huge breasts.

		Elise looked in the mirror to see long wavy blonde hair flowing out from under a police cap. Her plump lips were painted pink. On closer examination, she was wearing heavy layers of makeup. Elise avoided makeup whenever on duty. It should not have been there. Then again, she should not have looked like a stripper dressed up as a police officer.

		When Elise finally returned to the station, the wolf whistles and sexist comments from her coworkers could not be avoided. She was so embarrassed, Elise was ready to hand in her badge. At least that was still untouched by whatever it was that had affected her.

		It took time for Elise to first convince her supervisor that it was her and that she was not joking. He nearly fired her on the spot, but he waited. She had been too good an officer to have all this happen to her.

		Forensics were brought in to test her. They eventually had her put on other clothes and then watched as they shifted into a sexier version. They confirmed her story, although they had no idea how it happened. Elise seemed to defy the laws of physics, as if some magical curse had been placed upon her.

		When alone at home, Elise had tried to wear her old clothes. They had fit reasonably well and had been comfortable, even though her breasts were much bigger and rather fake looking. But as she wore them, they would always begin to transform. Every pair of pants and shorts and every skirt she owned eventually shrunk down into a micro skirt. Every pair of shoes she had turned into sky-high heels. And every top she owned found some way to highlight her new assets.

		At work, because of her “issue,” as it had become to be known on the force, Elise was no longer eligible to be a detective. She could not project the proper image. Both the public and her fellow officers would not respect her if she showed up at a crime scene wearing some skimpy outfit.

		However, Elise was still committed to the force. While her body had changed and her clothing always gave off a sexy, if not slutty, vibe, she was still a smart and capable officer. She did not want to leave her job.

		“You can’t be a detective anymore,” her training partner said, breaking the news. As if she did not know that already. “But we have an idea that might work for you. We are in need of undercover officers. In most cases, we’ve had to work with informants, but those can always be misleading. There’s a new crime operation based out of a night club that we’ve been trying to get to, but they’re good. We think you could get in as an undercover. What do you say?”

		Elise looked the part of a bimbo, but she knew the detective was right. This was her chance to continue to serve. And with her body, she had no doubt she could pass herself off as the bimbo people wanted to see her as.

		“I’ll do it.”

		

	
		

		Magic Ink

		

		“Y ou may be the most squeamish customer I’ve ever had,” the man who had just pierced Alice’s ears said. “I’ve had people pass out from the work they've had done, but never just for pierced ears.”

		“Yeah, sorry about that,” Alice said. “I’ve never been good with pain. But I was tired of people not thinking I was girly enough.”

		“In this job I’ve learned never to ask why,” the man said. “Only to make sure I give the customer everything they want.”

		Alice failed to hear the man add under his breath, “and more.” Even if she had heard him, she would have no idea what the man meant.

		Instead, Alice finished paying and went home.

		Once home, Alice decided to change her clothes. She was not sure what it was, but there was something about her outfit that she did not like. But that was an easy fix.

		As Alice pulled off her top, she caught sight of herself in the mirror. On her ribs, just below her left breast, was a tattoo.

		“What the hell?” Alice nearly screamed. “Bimbo?” she questioned, reading the curly text of the tattoo that she had never seen before.

		Seeing the tattoo was too much for Alice’s mind to comprehend. She collapsed onto her bed, fainting.

		The tattoo had been a fun little test by the man at the tattoo and piercing parlor. He had a special ink he was just itching to try out. And with Alice passing out in the chair, she provided him the perfect subject to test out.

		He had observed Alice, looking at her plain clothes and overall nerdy appearance. The thick glasses really sold the nerd look. He decided a bimbo would be her complete opposite. After all, she looked to be pushing 30 and she had yet to even have her ears pierced.

		The man selected an unobtrusive spot and simply tattooed the word bimbo on her torso, below her left breast. He only hoped he would be able to keep track of her to see what the ink would do to her.

		As she slept, her body began to shift. Her short brown hair lengthened and reddish highlights began to appear. The change was nothing significant. Her hair barely went past her shoulders and the red highlights could easily be explained away.

		Then there were Alice’s breasts. She had never been particularly big in the breast department. Bras were generally unnecessary, which was part of how the man was so easily able to give her the tattoo that he did.

		However, as she slept, her breasts began to grow. They bubbled up on her chest. They were still by no means large, but they were bigger than she had ever had before or could imagine having. They had the perfect composition where they were both soft and perky.

		Alice’s overall appearance began to shift as well. The special tattoo ink not only could change Alice physically, but it could also change the things around her. Her thick glasses became thin and stylish, her eyesight improving alongside the lower levels of correction in the lenses.

		Her clothes changed too, her once baggy pants became more form fitting, showing off her ass. The discarded top she had been wearing previously had shrunk slightly as well to better highlight her thin figure. The neckline opened to actually display some measure of cleavage and the hemline came up so that she would reveal her navel when she raised her hands above her head.

		But most important of all, was the ink that made up her new tattoo spread. A vine appeared from the letters on her chest and wrapped up her left side, onto her shoulder and then down around her upper arm, giving her a half sleeve of ink she had never had before. There were vines, flowers, and even a butterfly.

		When Alice finally woke, she once again looked at her tattoo, seeing how it had spread.

		“What the hell did he do to me?” Alice asked her reflection as she examined the spreading tattoo. “And bimbo? Okay, I’m not the smartest woman out there, but I’m no bimbo.”

		Little did Alice realize, her opinion of her intelligence had shifted along with the unnoticed changes to her body. Gone was any semblance of the nerd she once was, as her style, interests and attitude all shifted away from the woman she had been.

		“I need to find that asshole and give him a piece of my mind,” Alice said as she bent down to retrieve her top. She put it on, ignoring the bras that now resided in her dresser. Alice had not needed them before, and there was still some muscle memory remaining from before.

		Back in the car, Alice started to drive. She drove and drove, the whole time imagining how she was going to tell the man who did this to her off and to demand he pay for the tattoo removal. No matter how good the half sleeve looked, she was no bimbo.

		However, after an hour of driving, Alice had still not found the tattoo and piercing parlor she had visited before. Confused, she pulled over and pulled up a map on her phone.

		“Hey dummy,” she said to herself. “You’ve been driving in circles.”

		In fact, when Alice started to look for the tattoo and piercing parlor on the map, it seemed it did not exist. She was completely flummoxed.

		Not sure of what to do, Alice returned home.

		As she stepped inside, she felt a sudden wave of exhaustion overtake her. She barely made it to her bed before her legs gave out. The moment her head hit the soft bedding, she was out.

		As she slept, her body and life once again began to alter Alice’s reality. The ink that had been the cause of all the changes in her life thus far, once again began to grow. Her half sleeve quickly became a full sleeve tattoo.

		The words “Alice the Bimbo” appeared on the inside of her forearm, spelled out in a cursive script, surrounded by flowers. The words were positioned to make it easy for her to read them, as if she might forget who she was.

		Alice’s body continued its shift toward a more sexualized form. Her hair grew out so that it would reach the top of her ass. The dark red highlights she had previously sported took over entirely, further emphasizing the alternative look she had acquired.

		Alice’s ass swelled to become a perfect bubbly butt, the kind that both she and anyone who wanted would love to spank.

		Then came Alice’s breasts. They continued their growth, growing larger and rounder. They retained their earlier perkiness as they gained projection. They were just large enough to make hiding them difficult.

		That was Alice’s body, but her life continued to change as well. Her glasses completely disappeared, her eyesight perfected as well as making it easier to see her green eyes, even if they could be a little vacant sometimes.

		Her clothes changed too. Gone was any semblance of inhibition in how she clothed herself. Alice wore clothes that specifically highlighted her body, wanting people to see it and take pleasure from it, for that was what gave her pleasure.

		Her top changed into a slightly cropped halter top that did little to contain her large breasts. Her pants turned into a tiny pair of denim shorts that hugged her expanded ass and left every inch of leg on display.

		Alice’s shoes changed as well. Gone were the simple flat shoes that bordered on being athletic. They were replaced by high-heeled wedge slides that dangled from her toes as she was laid out on the bed.

		When Alice awoke it was closing in on evening. She sat up and looked at herself and the room around her.

		“I need to change clothes,” Alice stated out loud.

		It was not that her clothes were bad. She liked how she looked, but her outfit was the sort of thing one might wear around the house during the day or while out running errands. It was not the sort of outfit one might wear to a club. And that was where Alice felt she needed to go.

		Alice spent far more time than she liked to admit rummaging through her closet, looking for the perfect outfit for a night out. Part of the problem was the fact her closet was now overflowing with club appropriate outfits, but also Alice had a harder time deciding what to wear. Her mind was slow and she was easily distracted.

		Eventually Alice chose a short green dress that showed off her tits, as she now preferred to call them, as well as had cutouts just below her tits. The advantage of those cutouts was one of them displayed her tattoo below her left breast. The arm tattoo was for her. The one on her torso was to make sure other people knew she was a bimbo too.

		Alice was just finishing putting on her makeup when her doorbell rang.

		“Who could that be?” she wondered out loud as she minced toward the front door on her high heels.

		Alice opened the door to find the man who had tattooed her on her doorstep.

		“Oh, hi,” she said, surprised about the man’s appearance, but not concerned. Her earlier worries about the tattoo she had not asked for were long forgotten. And why would she worry? She loved her ink.

		“Don’t tell me you forgot that date you owe me?” the man said.

		Alice giggled. “Okay, I didn’t forget,” she said, even though it was plainly obvious that she had. There was some vague memory of trading some of his services for a date. It was all too fuzzy to properly remember. But if he said she had offered a date to him, she was sure he must be right.

		And he was pretty sexy, in an alternative kind of way. But Alice liked alternative. That’s why she got a sleeve tattoo, or so she assumed. All she knew is she liked the result.

		“Am I dressed all right for our date?” Alice asked. She did not like the idea of making him wait while she went and changed, but it was important to look her best for the occasion.

		“You’re dressed just like my little bimbo should be,” the man said as he wrapped his arm around Alice’s shoulder and led her on their date.

		Alice beamed up at the man, happy to be called his little bimbo.

		

	
		

		Psychology Experiment

		

		“B ridget, you can come in,” Professor Smith said. He had seen his student pacing back and forth in the hallway outside his office.

		It had been a matter of working through her anxiety. Professor Smith had been challenged by the rest of Bridget’s sophomore psychology class to prove he can use hypnosis to fundamentally change someone’s behavior. He accepted.

		Normally, Bridget would not have found herself in this position. She was the shy girl who carried a too heavy backpack around campus and sat in the corner, never saying anything in class, but studiously taking notes.

		Professor Smith said anyone who volunteered for the pool of candidates would get extra credit. Technically, she did not need it, but he had started class by handing back their last tests. She stupidly missed a question and the extra credit was the opportunity to get back a couple points. And what were the odds that her name would be selected in a random drawing?

		The odds may have been in her favor, but luck was not. It was Bridget’s name that was called out. And that was the reason why she was pacing in the hallway outside Professor Smith’s office. It was time for her first session with him.

		Stepping into Professor Smith’s office, he made every move to make Bridget feel comfortable. He had her sit down in a comfortable chair and put her at ease with calming words.

		After a few minutes of chatting, he gave Bridget several forms to sign. It was the standard legalese from the university. Bridget signed to say that she understood what she was doing and that she did not hold the university responsible for any adverse effects.

		That last part worried her, but Professor Smith assured her nothing he did would be permanent. He would reverse any changes at the end of the experiment. That helped put her at ease again.

		After that, Bridget did not remember much. All she knew was the hour seemed to be over in an instant and Professor Smith was sending her back on her way.

		Not that the experiment was over. Bridget was scheduled to meet with Professor Smith five days per week for the rest of the month. Only then would the experiment be complete and he would set her back to normal.

		It was two weeks before Bridget noticed anything different about herself. Actually, that was not entirely true. From the first day of the experiment, she found herself going to the campus gym everyday.

		Bridget also made an appointment with the campus health center to get birth control. It was never something she had worried about before. Condoms had always been fine for her needs, but then again, she was not the most sexually active person. People found her cute, in a girl next door kind of way, but she was too shy to get very far most of the time. She had no idea why she decided to start taking the pill, but it was easy to put out of her mind. It was an easy change to make for herself.

		But after two weeks, Bridget found herself itching to be more outgoing. And with that, she decided to go out to an off-campus house party.

		There was a well-known party house that hosted events nearly every weekend. It was there that Bridget decided to go. She put on her little black dress and a black pair of heels.

		Admittedly, Bridget’s dress had only one resemblance to the classic little black dress: it was black. Still, it was the most stylish and party-appropriate outfit she had to wear.

		Arriving at the house, there was a party already in full swing. Loud music boomed out onto the street through the open door. Students were out on the large front porch, drinking and smoking. Bridget walked up the path to join in her first college party.

		“Excuse me,” came someone’s voice. “You need a cup to get in.”

		Bridget stopped to find herself standing beside a young man with a large stack of red plastic cups in one hand and a wad of bills in the other.

		Bridget gave an uncomprehending stair. She honestly had no idea what the guy was talking about.

		“They’re $2,” he offered. “It’s your ticket in and the way you can get beer. It’s like a cover charge, but we don’t actually call it that. The money helps pay for the keg, you see.”

		A wave of understanding washed over Bridget. But it was more than just understanding. She had brought neither money nor identification.

		Normally Bridget would have left. She was not going to spend money to get into a party. But standing there for a moment, she realized she had other options.

		Acting on what felt like instinct, Bridget leaded in close to the man, nearly letting her lips brush against his jaw line.

		“You know,” she said seductively. “You don’t really want to make me pay for that cup, do you? I can think of much more fun things to do.”

		The young man swallowed hard. “You can?” he asked.

		“Give me a cup and you can find out later. How does that sound?”

		“Great,” he answered, his voice breaking.

		“So I’ll maybe see you later then,” Bridget said as she plucked a cup from the man’s hands. She left him, continuing her trek up the front path toward the party.

		As Bridget climbed the steps up to the porch, she practically shook with enjoyment the pleasure of knowing she had outwitted the system. While others paid, she got in for free.

		Bridget recognized that her behavior was a first. She was not the teasing type. But she had to admit she had enjoyed it. And now that she had done it, she was sure she would do it again.

		The party itself proved to be a lot of fun. Bridget enjoyed drinking and dancing with her fellow students. She met new people and was accepted into various peer groups that seemed to congregate in different parts of the house.

		The opportunity even presented itself to go up stairs with a particularly attractive man. Bridget ultimately chose not to, knowing what would happen if she did. She was not interested in the stigma of being that woman. And this was only her first in what she planned to be many parties. The opportunity would surely present itself again.

		Bridget decided to make her exit when the man selling the cups outside had made his party entrance. She spotted him come inside, but she did not want to follow through on her earlier offer. It had become clear to her that he was not in her league. Circling through the house, she was able to sneak out before he caught sight of her.

		The party had been an eye opening experience for Bridget. It was as if her whole world had shifted in a single night. Bridget’s social life had never been particularly important to her. It had not even been shoved to the back seat. Her social life had remained firmly in the trunk of the car that was her life.

		Now though, Bridget brought it to the forefront. Rather than spend her evenings in her room reading and studying, she spent time with newly made friends.

		And what was more, Bridget found a certain skill in getting her new friends to open up to her. It was a Thursday night when she was lounging in the student union building with a new friend, Amy. Bridget somehow got Amy to talk about the guy Amy had a crush on and was considering asking out on a date. Bridget encouraged her friend to tell her everything, memorizing every detail.

		Unfortunately for Amy, Bridget had little interest in keeping secrets, even after being sworn to secrecy. Bridget reveled in the gossip, but she did more than spread the news of Amy’s crush. She actively torpedoed Amy’s intentions by talking to Amy’s crush and badmouthing her. By the time Amy was confident to make her move, with Bridget’s backing, it was too late. The guy had no interest in Amy.

		For Bridget’s part, her maliciousness had two reasons. First, she enjoyed teasing guys and they were easier to manipulate when they were not attached to someone already. Second, she simply reveled in other people’s misfortune at Bridget’s hand. Amy was a wreck for the next week, randomly bursting into tears. Amy shared the whole sob story with Bridget and Bridget struggled to hold back a smile. Amy had no idea that her love life had been sabotaged.

		Bridget had even managed to talk herself out of an alcohol violation from school administrators. She played up her innocence and was able to shift the blame onto others.

		When the month was up, Professor Smith called Bridget up to the front of the class. The student looked much different from how she had the month before. Her once plain clothes had been replaced with a more stylish ensemble that, while fully appropriate for school, certainly helped to highlight her feminine aspects.

		Bridget casually stood there, a piece of gum in her mouth, as she looked over the class with an innocent looking smile. Over the previous month, her behaviors had radically changed. No longer was she the shy and anxious nerd. She had become an outgoing and slightly devious vixen who reveled in controlling other people and breaking the rules.

		“Is there anyone who still wants to challenge me on my bet?” Professor Smith asked the class. “If so, raise your hand.”

		The students in the class sat quietly. None of them raised their hands. Everyone had seen the changes in Bridget. They were impossible to deny.

		“Bridget, you can take your seat again,” Professor Smith said. “Please drop by my office hours this afternoon to finish everything off.”

		“Yes, Professor,” Bridget said before she returned to her seat.

		Once Bridget was seated again, Professor Smith continued with class.

		Before Bridget visited Professor’s Smith’s office that afternoon, she made a visit to the campus gym. After her workout, she took some time to admire her body in the locker room.

		The month of workouts had done wonders for her. As had the birth control pills. The pills had a side effect of some weight gain, but with her time spent in the gym, the effects were minimal. Basically, Bridget had gotten a nice boost to her breasts, which made teasing guys easier and more fun. And her workouts, especially the squats, had helped develop her backside as well.

		As far as Bridget could see, the changes the Professor had made in her behaviors were nothing but good for her. She looked better, she had friends and her anxieties were all but gone. Yes, Bridget’s grades had dropped slightly, but instead of acing everything, she was still rocking better than a B-average.

		It did not take long for Professor Smith to become stumped when it came to undoing all the changes he had made in Bridget. He followed his plan perfectly. Both the theory and his own experience told him he should have returned Bridget to her former self.

		However, what he had not accounted for was that Bridget did not want to go back to the old shy and anxious person she once was. She liked her social qualities. She also liked playing her friends and classmates against each other, being her own version of a mean girl.

		In the end, Professor Smith had to count his experiment as a failure. Not that he ever told his students that fact. And luckily for him, the school year ended before he faced any questions.

		For Bridget, she rather enjoyed her new life. By the time she returned to campus in the fall, she had decided she wanted to be the queen bee of the university. And with two years to do it, that left plenty of time to enjoy herself.

		

	
		

		Welcome to Sapphic (TG)

		

		Kelly and his wingwoman Carey showed up at Sapphic: Las Vegas expecting to be inundated with beautiful women, as had been advertised in his Kelly's winning offer. "This could be you," read the advertisement.

		Kelly had figured his free trip had been offered to him by accident, mistaking his name for a woman's. That was why he invited Carey to join him. His neighbor was the most masculine of women he had ever met. They were friendly with each other, but neither could ever be considered to be each other's type. They both preferred women as romantic partners.

		Only, the moment the pair entered the brand new hotel after their free air travel, they found themselves disappointed. The advertisements made it appear as if there would be dozens of beautiful and especially busty women wandering the resort spaces, wearing tiny bikinis that left almost nothing to the imagination. Instead, all of the many women appeared entirely average. To say it was disappointing to the two newcomers would be an understatement.

		Checking in, no one bothered to question Kelly. He had reasoned his name made them think he was a woman, but all he got instead was a knowing look from the staff. He and Carey were scheduled to share a suite, but when they arrived at their room they discovered their suite actually included two separate rooms. There would be no awkward moments sharing a single room, much to both of their thanks.

		Kelly wanted to get his money's worth out of the experience and as soon as he had dropped his bag in his room of the suite, he went off to explore and to see if he could find himself the girlfriend of his dreams.

		Carey, meanwhile, felt weary from the long cross country flight. She opted to relax in her room and rebuild her energy levels to go on the prowl later that night to find her own sexy girlfriend.

		Seeing the free minibar in her room, she could not stop herself from enjoying the unique drinks available, Carey decided on a restful drink as she relaxed in her room. She started with a small bottle of a liqueur she had never heard of. It appeared to be a flavored and colored vodka. It was pink, but Carey was not afraid of pink, even if it generally represented a far more feminine look than she preferred for herself. However, after her first bottle, Carey found herself falling asleep.

		Kelly found himself starting with a massage. He laid down on the table with only a towel providing him any modesty. Finally he found himself in the presence of a truly beautiful woman. His masseuse was an example of the kind of women featured in the Sapphic advertising.

		Normally, he would have found his cock hard in such a beautiful woman's presence. Yet despite the feeling of arousal that filled his body, he was not hard. In fact, his cock barely had any feeling at all. But more importantly, Kelly's aching muscles released the tension they had been carrying, leaving him feeling more relaxed than he could recently remember.

		When the massage was finished, Kelly took his time getting dressed. He wondered if he needed a haircut, his hair seeming to have grown two inches over the past hour. What was more, his face appeared smoother and his clothes smaller, tighter against his seemingly thinner body.

		From there, Kelly went to the sauna. As it seemed he was one of the few men at the hotel, he had the men's sauna to himself. Sitting there and sweating out some of the toxins in his body, his body continued to shift and change. Small breasts began to bud on his chest. Other changes, including a shortening of his stature and a shifting of his bone structure-becoming more feminine-also occurred. And continuing his hair growth, by the time Kelly left the sauna, his hair hung down to his jaw.

		Afterward, as Kelly dressed, he found his clothes had further changed. His button down shirt had transformed into a feminine blouse that barely reached past his belly button, his torso now completely hairless. His pants too changed, shifting into a tight knee length skirt. Finally came his shoes. His once comfortable athletic shoes had transformed into a pair of sandals with a low heel, giving him back a little of his lost height. Despite the massive changes to his wardrobe, Kelly was oblivious, enjoying the new look on his feminized body. The new outfit made him feel sexy.

		Back in the suite, Carey was finally waking up from her nap. She felt alive with renewed energy. Carey turned on the television and navigated to a music channel. The pop music that filled the room was not a normal part of her listening preferences, but it seemed to fit her mood.

		Carey danced around the room, moving to the rhythm of the music. She caught sight of herself in a full length mirror and stopped, liking what she saw. As she stood there, she watched her short cropped hair gain significant length and volume.

		Her dancing resumed as she began to run her hands through her now long and voluminous hair, yet she kept her eyes fixated on her image in the mirror. Her flannel shirt grew thin and tightened around her thinning body. Carey had never been overweight, but she was strong and built like a brick from years of playing rugby. Her body was quickly losing her athletic physique and developing a much more feminine appearance.

		As Carey watched herself transform, she could not help but become turned on at the woman she was becoming. She felt herself grow wet as her top turned into a small crop top that left her narrow waist and ballooning breasts on display.

		Carey's pants shortened, revealing sculpted legs as they retreated upward. She loved the new look, especially as her legs gained an added curve from her shoes, which changed from hiking boots into stiletto high heels with a strap around the ankle.

		"I'm a hottie," Carey said with a giggle as her breasts continued to grow. She gave her chest a shimmy and enjoyed watching her tits jiggle. "But a hottie like me needs, like, a hotter name. I'm Kari now and I can't wait to have some fun."

		The newly minted Kari opened her suitcase to find a barely there bikini that had not been there when she arrived. She quickly changed, but decided to keep her heels on. She felt worse than naked without the right heels to compliment her body and outfit.

		Meanwhile, Kelly had discovered Sapphic's spa services included a wine bath. He happily climbed into a tub full of red wine, warmed to just the right temperature. As he let his body soak, his final transformation took place. His budding breasts expanded into a proper pair of tits as the rest of his body took on a fully feminized form. The last step was Kelly's cock shrinking down to become a clitorus as his balls pulled up inside his body and turned into a wet pussy.

		It was Kelli who came out of the wine tub, giggling with glee at how hot she had become. She was at least as attractive as the women in the advertisements and she could not wait to hook up with all the other hot women who were guests at Sapphic: Las Vegas.

		For Kelli and Kari, it was already the best vacation they had ever had in only the first day. And the best part was, it was all free.

		

	
		

		Be the Change You Want In Life

		

		Janet hated the idea of Las Vegas. She truly saw it as Sin City and wanted nothing to do with it. Unfortunately, the organization she worked for was hosting an event in Las Vegas. She had to go.

		Knowing the real reason why her bosses had chosen to host the event in Las Vegas, for the easy access to gambling and hot women, Janet got permission to stay at another hotel. She did not want to see or hear her coworkers and their debauchery.

		When Janet came across the advertisement for Sapphic: Las Vegas, it seemed like the perfect place for her. It was on the end of the strip, so it would be quieter, or so she assumed. The beautiful women in the ad made her jealous. The middle-aged Janet wished she could be young again. But it wasn’t all about youth. She wanted to be beautiful too, just like the women in the ad.

		When Janet checked into the hotel, it was late. The sun had set and she had passed thousands of partygoers riding in the shuttle bus from the airport. She was thankful she did not have to work until the morning. She could just go to her room, relax in bed and read a book without worrying about anything.

		As soon as Janet was in her room, she set about unpacking. She wanted to hang up her clothes, since she was going to be staying for a while. Janet hated living out of a suitcase.

		Yes, even Janet would admit her clothes were frumpy. She wore lumpy sweaters and long skirts that were neither stylish nor particularly comfortable. With her graying hair, she had a cat lady vibe going on. Then again, Janet had three cats at home.

		The moment Janet climbed into bed, she felt more relaxed than she ever remembered being before. She never did open her book. Moments after she pulled the covers over her, she was fast asleep.

		When Janet woke up the next morning, everything had changed. When Janet looked in the mirror before taking a shower, she discovered that she appeared 10 years younger.

		Her breasts were bigger too. Nothing drastic, but Janet wondered if any of her bras were going to fit. She was not the type of woman who would ever consider going out appropriate clothes.

		However, as Janet opened the wardrobe where she had hung up her clothes, she discovered they had changed as much as she had. Her bras were bigger, her panties smaller and her clothing overall more form-fitting.

		The big change came from the fact her sweaters and long skirts were gone. In their place were dress clothes of a type Janet had never worn before. When she showed up at the convention for work, she did so wearing a fitted blouse underneath a navy blue suit jacket. She wore a matching navy blue skirt that went down just past her knees and a pair of shoes with a low heel.

		Janet expected everyone who knew her to be surprised by the sudden change in her, but none of them bothered to give her even a second glance. Her coworkers were not ignoring her, but they saw nothing special in the way she was dressed, as if she were always dressed this way.

		After a long day, Janet had expected to be dead on her feet. After all, she never wore heels, even ones with such low heels. However, much to her surprise, Janet was still brimming with energy. When her coworkers invited her out to dinner that night, she readily accepted.

		When Janet made it back to her room at Sapphic, she was a little unsteady on her feet. She had not meant to drink as much as she had, but doing so had simply fit the evening.

		Janet could not remember ever letting loose like that before, but it felt good. For the first time she could remember, she felt sexy. Of course it helped that there were guys at the club they all went to that were hitting on her. Deep down, Janet knew she should not have enjoyed it, but it felt good to be desired for once.

		Like the night before, as soon as Janet was in bed, she was asleep.

		Waking up, Janet felt full of energy. Despite her rarely drinking, she felt no after effects from her night out with her coworkers.

		It was not until Janet was walking out the door of her room that she realized she had once again changed. She had simply gone through the morning routine that felt natural to her, operating on instinct.

		Janet used the mirrored walls of the elevator to examine her new appearance. Once again, it appeared that she had lost a significant number of years off her age, something she was not going to complain about.

		Then there were her breasts. Once again, they were bigger. And bigger to a degree that no matter what she did, there was no way she could ever completely hide them. They were not obscene, but she would always stand out because of them.

		Not that Janet’s dress did anything to specifically highlight them. The stylish black dress left her chest covered, even if it left part of her back bare. The hem was shorter than anything she had worn before, coming down just past her thighs, but when paired with her high heels, Janet had to admit that she looked good.

		As the day progressed, Janet found her work role changing. Rather than working behind the scenes in logistics, she had a much more forward facing role. When conference attendees had a problem, it was her job to fix it. To her surprise, she was good at her new job. Having a chest that left some men dumbfounded had not hurt either.

		That night, Janet once again found herself going out with her coworkers. This time, she had apparently packed herself a party outfit in her bag before she left her room. When Janet hit the dance floor that night she was stunning.

		Of course, she could not compare with some of the bimbos Las Vegas was known for. But the more Janet looked at the women around her, the more she realized it was not just that she wanted to look young and hot, but she wanted to be with one of those bimbos, to see long blonde hair on a woman who was in the middle of licking her pussy. It sounded so good and so hot.

		When Janet got back to her room that night, she was still very drunk. Drunk and horny. Unfortunately she had been too shy to invite one of the hot bimbos who had been at the club to come back to her room with her.

		Janet had planned to drunkenly masturbate in bed, but as soon as she had climbed under the covers, naked, she was fast asleep.

		When Janet woke up for the third day of the conference, she woke with a feeling that it was going to be a good day. She stretched lazily before bringing her hands up to caress her tits. To be young and have big sensitive tits. Janet loved it.

		Of course, what Janet would have loved even more was to wake up next to a sexy woman. Normally, she liked men, but when she was away from home and could live with no regrets, it was women she liked to share her bed with. And if the woman had more tits than brains, all the better.

		Janet eventually made it to the conference. She was not late, but her job did not require her to be there right away. As long as she was there when the conference began every morning and she stayed until it ended, her bosses were happy.

		Janet knew she was aging out of the promo girl role. At 27, she was not the young sexy thing that guys drooled over. At least not in the same way as when she was 21. Not that Janet looked significantly older. She just had a maturity about her.

		That was why Janet was working toward opening her own business, an agency to help place women in promotional roles. Her bosses had already agreed to be her first client. Even they had to admit, she had an eye for talent.

		“I’ve still got it,” Janet said to herself as she walked out onto the floor for the first time that morning. Eyes were drawn to her as she wore the thin and tight clothing that sported her company’s logos.

		Janet enjoyed the feel of her bouncing breasts on her chest. Of course, with the scoop neck of her top, she had a long and deep line of cleavage on display. Not that she minded. Janet enjoyed the looks she got from men and women as she moved in low-cut tops, short skirts and sky-high heels.

		It was just at the close of the conference that Janet finally spotted the woman she knew she would be taking back to her room that night. The vapid bimbo looked entirely lost. She was just Janet’s type.

		“Sorry boys,” Janet told her coworkers when the offer came to join them at a strip club. “I’ve got my own stripping to do.”

		They looked at Janet’s prey and knew how they would have much preferred to spend their evening. Nonetheless, they left Janet to her fun as she made her move on Kiki.

		Janet was so glad she had chosen to stay at Sapphic. The added privacy was just what she wanted as she took little Kiki to bed with her.

		

	
		

		Longer

		

		Sally checked into Sapphic: Las Vegas with one thing on her mind. Unlike most unsuspecting guests, she knew exactly what she was getting into. She planned to take full advantage of the transformative effects the newest and hottest hotel on the Strip had to offer.

		It all stemmed from a bad divorce. After 15 years of marriage, Sally was finally happy to be rid of Bob and his cheating ways.

		“You’re just not hot enough for me,” he told her after she uncovered his long history of infidelity. It had been a complete blow to her ego.

		Sally knew she was not the prettiest woman on the planet. But she was a complex woman and she thought that complexity more than made up for her lack of model-looks. And the truth was, she was plenty attractive, just not hot like her husband had wanted.

		“Why did you marry me then?” Sally finally asked him.

		Bob simply shrugged his shoulders, but Sally had a feeling she knew the answer. He had married her for her money. She was a successful woman in business and her long hours at the office had allowed him to exercise his cock more discreetly than he otherwise would have. He lived well and fucked whomever he could while she toiled at the office, providing him with that lifestyle.

		Sally was thankful Bob had signed the prenuptial agreement. With her proof of his cheating, he got nothing from her in the divorce.

		And all that brought Sally to Sapphic. She needed a change in her life. She was tired of the rat race. She had married young and started work young. Because of that, she felt she had not really experienced life. And given the wealth she had accumulated in her 15 years, she realized she could finally treat herself and do whatever she wanted.

		For many, a stay at Sapphic came with a surprise. Guests were never the same again. Sally had done her research and she made her reservation with a plan.

		“Your room is all ready for you,” the woman at the front desk said. She was unbelievably beautiful; clearly a product of Sapphic herself with large breasts, a slim body, and a perfectly sculpted face. “You have a massage scheduled in two hours.”

		“That’s right,” Sally said as she picked up her keycard with a knowing smile. The massage was to be the first of her transformations.

		It did not take Sally long to settle into her room. She had not packed very much, knowing that part of her trip would involve shopping. After all, her old clothes would soon no longer fit her. And she had little doubt she would find herself favoring more fashionable styles.

		The massage did wonders for Sally’s mental state. Years of tension were worked out of her muscles. And the added benefit of the massage was improved skin, both in feel and in color. When Sally returned to her room that evening, she did not look like she had spent the past 15 years in a stuffy office. She looked like someone who regularly saw the sun.

		And with her new tan came a desire to show it off at the pool. Sally waited an hour after she ate a light dinner to make her way to one of the Sapphic pools. She chose the pool carefully with the foreknowledge of what each of them did.

		Wearing a bikini for the first time, Sally enjoyed showing herself off for the first time. Not that her skin was reason enough to steal people’s attentions. Her short cropped brown hair and petite body could not compete with the busty women showing themselves off around the edge of the pool.

		Sally stepped down into the poll until the water was at waist height. Then she dunked herself completely under before swimming out into the deep end.

		Sally was a reasonably talented swimmer. It was how she stayed fit, taking advantage of the pool in the basement of her office building. However, the Sapphic pool was not made for swimming laps, as nice as that sounded to Sally in the moment.

		Instead, Sally lazily swam around, treading water most of the time. The important part was to keep certain parts of her submerged. After all, even the Sapphic pools provided a transformative experience.

		When Sally woke the next morning, she took her time getting up. She stretched lazily under the covers, enjoying the feel of the blankets against her bare skin.

		Her body was already just about where she wanted it. The pool had done its work, giving her the ass and breasts she had wanted. Forevermore, she knew where people would look when they saw her. If she were facing them, they would be looking into her cleavage. If she were facing away from them, they would be watching the enticing sway of her ass.

		Sally did not sit around her room for too long, as she knew she had another appointment, this time at the in house salon. With her body made over, it was time to complete the picture with her face and hair.

		After throwing on a loose dress, something she knew would fit her new curves, Sally headed down to the salon for her appointment. With minimal waiting, she found herself sitting in front of a mirror.

		Full lips, long lashes, prominent cheekbones, and a beautifully sculpted nose were all a part of her facial treatment. The idea was to take what she already had and to take it up another notch or two in terms of beauty.

		Mindy, Sally’s stylist, went straight to work and in short order she had the face she desired. But then came Sally’s hair.

		As with everything else, Sally had pre-booked everything. She needed to tell Mindy nothing of what she wanted. Sally had done her research and chosen appropriately.

		For hair, Sally wanted to be blonde. She also wanted a longer style than she had arrived with. The Sapphic salon could easily turn Sally’s hair blonde and make it grow that color permanently. It was easy.

		Significant growth, on the other hand, could sometimes be more complicated. For that, Sally had chosen a treatment with what the literature described as a minor side effect. The rapid hair growth formula could cause a slight decrease in certain mental faculties.

		Sally understood the risks, but she also figured the side effect did not occur in every user. She hoped she would be one of the lucky users who did not lose any of her intelligence. But even if she did, one treatment would not hurt her too much. After all, she had plenty to spare and had no plans to return to the world of business.

		As it turned out, Sally was not one of the lucky people. She fell asleep during the growth process. When she awoke, she awoke to a slightly different reality.

		Sally was still plenty smart. She still had all her memories and all the knowledge she had accumulated in her life. She was just a little slower. She could do everything mentally that she had before, just a little bit slower now.

		As Sally made her way back to her room, she took a mental inventory, trying to decide how she felt. The truth was, she felt good. Sally felt as if a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. With her brain running at a slightly slower speed, she found her worries and anxieties easier to push aside. They came at her slower and she was able to ward them off before they could affect her mood.

		Sally could have been happy with her transformation and left. She had gotten everything that she had wanted. But knowing this was a vacation before the rest of her life began, she had booked a longer stay.

		When Sally woke up the next morning, she spent time in front of the mirror, assessing her new look. She loved it, but there was still something nagging her. It was her hair. It was longer than she normally kept it, but it still only reached her jaw. Sally decided she wanted longer hair.

		Of course, Sally could have waited. She could have gone home and grown her hair out naturally. But with the salon so close at hand, she figured there was no reason to wait.

		“Are you sure you want another treatment?” Mindy asked. “You’re aware of the—”

		“I’m not worried,” Sally interrupted. “Can you fit me in?”

		“Of course,” Mindy replied.

		An hour later Sally was walking back to her room, absentmindedly humming to herself. Her hair came down to the bottom of her shoulder blades.

		Sally was happy. And to celebrate her happiness, she spent the rest of her day shopping for new clothes, ones that actually fit her now. Sally had a little trouble figuring prices, especially for items on sale, but she decided it did not matter.

		That happiness lasted until the next morning. Her hair was still not long enough. Sally had always kept her hair short and now that she saw it longer, she wanted more, finding a new desire inside of herself: a desire that she could not wait to fulfill. She once again made a trip down to the Sapphic salon for another hair treatment.

		In fact, Sally made the trip to the salon every morning that she stayed at Sapphic: Las Vegas. Mindy gave up trying to argue against the treatments.

		When Sally returned home, she was every bit the bimbo on the inside that she looked on the outside. She was not one for thinking anymore, but with her new body and a proclivity to show it off, she had no problem finding people to help guide her new life.

		And as far as Sally was concerned, giving up her mind for her long blonde hair was a great trade. After 15 years in the rat race, her life was now a constant party. And without the inhibitions that had guided her life before, she was free to enjoy every aspect of her new body with as many people as she desired, whenever she desired.

		And it was all because of an unknown desire for longer hair.

		

	
		

		Working the Front Desk (TG)

		

		George was at wits end. At 45 years old, carrying nearly 100 pounds of extra weight and not having a job since he was fired from his hotel manager’s job five years ago, he had few prospects remaining. It did not help matters that he found himself living in his mother’s basement.

		It did not help George that he was fired for skimming profits from the hotel into a personal bank account. He had thought he was being clever as he stole a penny here or a dollar there, but it did not take long for the accountants to discover his theft. He was fired before the money he stole had even reached $100.

		Nor did it help when George’s last girlfriend went snooping through his computer to discover the essays written where he explored the fantasy of being a woman. But not just any woman. His fantasy required blonde hair, big tits and not the smartest of minds. When she found the essays, she not only broke up with him, but posted them online for all to see. It was impossible to search for his name and not find out about his sexual fantasies.

		When Sapphic: Las Vegas announced its grand opening and search for hotel staff, George jumped at the opportunity. In the five years since his firing, he had learned to be upfront with prospective employers. There was no way he could hide his past, especially with parts of it online for the world to see.

		Much to George’s surprise, he not only got a response back, but he was invited to Las Vegas for an interview. The invitation mentioned the importance of second chances. He was not about to disagree. He needed a second chance.

		George spent the little savings he had to get himself to Las Vegas and to find a place to stay. There was no way he could afford to stay at one of the big casinos on the Strip during his time in Las Vegas.

		When George showed up for his interview at the new Sapphic hotel, his suit was wrinkled and he looked like he had barely slept the night before. He had not been able to afford to check a bag on his flight, which would have enabled him to keep his suit looking nice, and his bed the night before seemed to be both too hard and too soft at the same time, making sleep fleeting.

		George had done his due diligence before flying out to Las Vegas. He had thoroughly researched Sapphic. Their publicity shots all showed stunningly attractive women with unusually large breasts. They were about as close to George’s fantasy as could be.

		Therefore, it was not a huge surprise when his interview committee was made up of all women. They all looked like they had come out of the company’s promotional materials.

		George had not known what to expect in his interview. He tried very hard to keep his expectations low. Yes, they had invited him to interview, but given his past, he was certain they would pass him over for a candidate with a better past.

		Therefore, it was a complete shock when George was offered a job to work the front desk. The women who had interviewed him seemed impressed with his promises that his past would remain in his past. And they never did bring up the essays he had written that his ex-girlfriend had posted online.

		Before George left the interview, he had signed all of the necessary employment paperwork. The company was even providing him a place to live in Las Vegas. The hotel had purchased housing for its employees, which made the job offer even more attractive, as he had no idea how he would be able to scrounge up a deposit for an apartment.

		A week later, George found himself moving into his new home. There was little he needed to do back at his old home. His mother simply wanted to see him gone. She had never wanted George living with her to begin with, but she relented when it was clear he had nowhere else to go. Now, it seemed, he had his life back on track.

		However, it turned out there were a few added stipulations George discovered when he reported to his first day of training. First among them was he needed to look the part of a Sapphic employee. There was a reason he had been interviewed by an all-woman panel. Every employee at Sapphic was a woman.

		George was confused upon learning the news. “Why did you hire me then?” he wanted to ask. But after a short while, it dawned on him. His smile had never been so big.

		The transformation process had taken a week. When he was not spending time with the Sapphic Technicians, the impossibly beautiful women behind all of Sapphic’s transformation techniques, he was learning all the important roles he would need to fulfill as a valued member of the Sapphic family.

		When the first guest walked through the lobby on the day of the grand opening, they were greeted with George’s big smile. She had officially changed her name to Georgia, but often went by the nickname Gigi.

		Standing there, it would have been impossible to guess at her past. The extra weight she had once carried as a man was long gone. She sported a long svelte body with breasts that were impossible to hide.

		Georgia looked professional by Las Vegas standards. She wore a pink blazer over a white button-up blouse that showed off her generous cleavage. Her tight pink skirt was long enough to maintain her decency, but would have been viewed as inappropriate in most other lines of work. The pink platform pumps with a sky-high heel were just icing on the cake, making sure Georgia was always perched to perfectly highlight her new assets.

		“Hello, welcome to Sapphic: Las Vegas,” Georgia said to the customers. “My name is Georgia. How may I help you?”

		Those lines had been well practiced. During the transformation process, George, while he was still George, had been given some choice about his future self. He had insisted on long blonde hair.

		However, when faced with some of the mental options presented to him, he chose the one that would likely prevent Georgia from ever rising above her entry level position working at the front desk. George had wished he could be a bimbo in his essays. Now he finally got that chance.

		Georgia had spent days practicing every aspect of her job. The reason had been her diminished intelligence could not handle thinking on the fly. As long as she could follow set procedures, she would be fine. For anything more, she would have to call in the desk manager.

		Nonetheless, Georgia quickly discovered how much she enjoyed working at Sapphic. Her old life as George was gone and Georgia, or Gigi depending on the situation, had found a new lease on life. And she was enjoying every minute of it.

		

	
		

		Sin & Atonement

		

		“B less me, Father, for I have sinned. It has been one month since my last confession.”

		It had become a monthly activity. I wasn’t even Catholic, but I found a sense of healing in the unburdening of myself each month. It made the coming month more bearable. Unfortunately, my confessions of late had become rather repetitive. It was always the same thing. I was rude to the women who seemed more focused on their appearance than on their intelligence.

		I unburdened myself on the priest, telling him about all the times in the past month that I had yelled at or put down the image obsessed women I came across in my day-to-day life. Sometimes I felt like I was the only person who could see how image obsession was the fatal flaw of humanity. It seemed all that people cared about was how they looked or how they were perceived. No one cared about the results of their actions. No one cared if they left a positive mark on society or not.

		“Blair,” the priest said. “Every month you come to me confessing your sins and every month it is the same story. I know that you are not Catholic, but I have still given you penance for your sins. Have you done them?”

		“Yes, Father,” I said automatically. And it was true. I had done just that. I had said my Our Fathers and Hail Marys, even though they meant nothing to me. They were just words with no real meaning as I wasn’t Catholic.

		“And yet you have continued to sin. You have continued to maintain your behavior. Do you not feel guilt over what you have done?”

		“I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t feel guilt over it,” I answered.

		“And yet you do not let that guilt guide you away from sin,” the priest pressed on. “I believe it is time to take you in a new direction. It is time for you to walk a mile in the shoes of those you wish harm upon.”

		“But—“

		“No buts,” the priest said, cutting me off. “Tomorrow, when you wake, Blair, you will find your life very different from it is today. And we shall see if you can find it in yourself to change your sinful ways. Now go and waste my time no longer.”

		“That was weird,” I said as I walked out of the church that day. I had never expected anything like that. I had a feeling the priest had broken into the sacramental wine and had a few drinks too many. But that was no skin off my back. He could do what he wanted. As long as he didn’t attempt anything funny with me, he could do as he pleased.

		The rest of my day was entirely normal. I stopped off at the library to return a few books, as well as pickup my latest set that I had placed on hold. I spent the rest of my day at home, reading. That was how I usually spent my free time when I wasn’t at my monthly confession.

		Going to bed that night, I took a moment to look at my reflection in the mirror. My brown hair had been tied up in a loose ponytail all day, but now it hung freely around my shoulders. The sleepwear I had changed into consisted of a baggy t-shirt and a pair of loose pajama pants. I looked shapeless and, other than my longer hair and feminine face, gender neutral. And that was fine by me. If more people looked like me, there would be fewer problems in the world. I was certain of that. Smart and sexless was definitely the way to live life. I was sure of it.

		Waking up the next morning, however, I knew something was wrong the moment I opened my eyes. I was looking up at my ceiling. Light came pouring in through the open window, the gentle breeze came in along with the warmth of the sunlight. The ceiling was pink. It wasn’t the generic white ceiling I had woken up to every morning for as long as I had lived in my little condo. It was pink.

		I looked around the room, scanning for other changes, and the pink did not end at the ceiling. The walls were a darker shade of pink, a stark contrast to the former baby blue walls I had before.

		“What the H-E-double hockey sticks?” I said, trying to find an understanding of why my bedroom had changed color without me knowing about it.

		But as soon as I heard the words come out of my mouth, I slapped my hand across my mouth in shock. I had never had trouble saying the word hell before. It was a completely normal part of my vocabulary. And yet, as much as I wanted to say the word, I couldn’t.

		“Wait,” I said into my hand. I pushed out my lips and felt them with my fingers. I had always had thin lips. It was the way I was born and I saw no reason to change them. I fully realized there were women who were obsessed about making their lips plump and full, but I had never cared for that. However, my lips no longer felt thin. They felt plush and full, exactly like all those women I was rude to and made fun of.

		I jumped out of bed and raced to the mirror, needing to see my reflection. This was all wrong. Everything about my room and me felt wrong.

		“Girl,” I said the moment I saw my reflection. “You look fine.”

		The woman I saw looking back at me in the mirror only had a passing resemblance to the me I had known all my life. Gone was my brown hair, replaced with a bright blonde color. And rather than hang down to my shoulders, my hair hung down my back in loose waves all the way to my butt. My lips were huge compared to what they had been the night before. All I had to do was press my lips together and it looked like I was pouting or making that duck face that some girls did when taking stupid selfies.

		However, it took time before I could get the full picture of myself, because there was far more about me that had changed than just my hair and my face. To start with, there were my breasts. They were absolutely huge on my thin frame. With their size and projection, they were clearly fake. There was no way they could look like that without the help of a serious bra, and I could tell I wasn’t wearing a bra. My cropped tank top was stretched thin across my chest, my nipples poking at the fabric obscenely. The cleavage I had on display, as well as my taut and trim midriff made it all the worse. And when had I gotten my belly-button pierced.

		“On no,” I exclaimed as I continued my reflection observation, moving down my body. My pajama pants had been replaced by a tight pair of shorts that really looked more like underwear than shorts. They exposed half of my butt, which itself was considerably larger and rounder than anything I had ever had before. And then there were my silky smooth legs narrowing down to dainty feet with pink toenails.

		It was only when I saw the color on my toes that I thought to look at my hands. My fingernails were long and decorated in the same color of pink. However, in addition to the pink of my now impossibly long nails, they were also decorated with little silver gems that sparkled in the light.

		“This isn’t me,” I said, my voice coming out high pitched and breathy. I sounded like a young woman on the hunt for sex.

		And yet, as I stood there, examining my body, I found a tingle growing inside of me. I had felt it before, but I had always been able to ignore it. It was arousal.

		“No,” I practically shouted. “No, no, no, no, no.” It couldn’t be. I was getting turned on by looking at my own body. How could that be? How could looking at my sexual fantasy of a body be turning me on? I had never shown any interest in sex, with men or women. Why was my own body getting hot from seeing itself? It didn’t make any sense.

		“Oh, fiddlesticks,” I exclaimed as I ran back to my bed and stuck my hand down my shorts. I needed relief. It didn’t even dawn on me that I wasn’t wearing panties. Then again, with how small my shorts were, there wasn’t really room for panties. And besides, even a g-string or thong would show with how tight my shorts were now. I couldn’t have that.

		Before I knew it, my free hand had pushed my top up over my boobies and were playing with them. I had never been a particularly sexual person, but my needs were too strong. My body was making demands on me and I was powerless to resist. How could I fight back against such insistence? How could I deny myself such pleasure?

		For pleasure was all that I felt. I felt like my body was on fire. My hands stimulating my breasts and my pussy felt so good. I had never felt anything like this before. It had only been a few minutes in this new body and I was already finding myself addicted. The only question was what I was addicted to.

		I came hard. My whole body shook and shuddered under the onslaught of the best orgasm of my life. A dopey smile formed on my face as I laid back, my blonde hair bunching up around my head like a halo, as I looked up at the pink ceiling. I sighed contentedly, finding the pink colors of my room to be calming. My mind went blank as I just laid there while completely at peace with myself.

		However, my peaceful state was soon interrupted by the sound of my alarm. I always set an alarm to make sure I got up in time to go to work. Not that I had a job I was particularly proud of, but a paycheck was a paycheck and I needed money to eat and live.

		I hopped up off the bed and walked into the bathroom, stripping off my clothes as I went. I paused in front of the mirror again. I couldn’t help but smile at my new body. I looked hot. Everything about me screamed sexy. It was a new feeling, but I found I liked it. I could just imagine how my coworkers would react to the new me. Their jaws would drop when I walked into the office, assuming they could recognize me at all, their eyes glued to my hair, my lips, my boobies, or my nice round tush. I was sexy enough to, well, have sex with.

		It was hard to stay focused as I stepped into the shower. The hot spray only served to turn me on again. Not that I actually felt completely sated from my previous play session. My body seemed to be primed for sex. My baseline arousal was enough to always turn my thoughts toward sex. I didn’t know how I was going to make my way through the day, but I was determined to try. What other choice did I have?

		Once out of the shower, I discovered that my new life was markedly different from my past one. It wasn’t just about how I looked, but the whole process of getting ready to leave my condo was new to me and considerably more involved. There was no rushing out the door as I put my hair up into a ponytail. No, I had to spend half an hour styling my hair and applying makeup. My face already seemed flawless, but I still put on copious amounts of makeup, including smothering my lips with a glossy pink lipstick.

		I checked the clock when I returned to my room. I knew if I didn’t leave right then, I was going to be late. But instead of quickly throwing on an outfit and rushing out the door, I found myself pondering over what I should wear as I stood naked in front of my closet. With the door open, the closet was overflowing with clothes. I had never owned this many clothes in all my life combined, but this was the new me, I supposed.

		I started slowly, first picking out a top and skirt. The top was a white blouse, something that I figured would be appropriate for the office. However, as soon as I held it up to my body, I knew there was no way anyone would consider it appropriate. The neckline plunged far too low. My big boobies would be on full display. Worse, on close inspection, the blouse was incredibly thin, making it nearly see through. At least the black skirt was fully opaque, although as soon as I held it up to my body, I saw how short it was. How could I wear these clothes without getting fired?

		As soon as I decided on my outfit, which I was appalled to wear while at the same time excited by how well it would look on me, I turned my attention to underwear. With the transparent nature of my blouse, I needed to wear a bra. Not that I could imagine going around braless with how big my boobs were. They might not have looked like they needed the support, but I could feel their weight on my chest. And there was no way I was going to risk showing off my nipples at work.

		Of course, the trouble with underwear is finding the right set to go with the outfit. I seemed to already understand that my bra and panties needed to match. I had never cared about that before, but now it felt like sacrilege to ever wear mismatched bras and panties. I simply couldn’t do it.

		Luckily, it didn’t take me long to go through the drawers of my dresser to find the perfect set. Although perfect was certainly in the eye of the beholder. Bright pink was not what I normally would have expected to be acceptable office colors, but I couldn’t help but bounce on the balls of my feet, showing my excitement as I pulled out the bright pink articles and began to put them on.

		The bra turned out to not so much support my tits as lift them up, presenting them. I was already big and now I looked even bigger. The panties, a tiny little thong that barely covered my pussy left me feeling far more exposed than I ever could imagine being as I got dressed for work. The skirt followed shortly after, giving me some semblance of coverage, but with the new size of my butt, the skirt did not cover nearly as much as I had first imagined. It was short, barely reaching the tops of my thighs. I was reminded of the school dress code when I was in high school and how skirts and shorts needed to fall below fingertip length. Even while ignoring my long fingernails, it was obvious I would have been in violation of those rules. I could only hope my boss would be more accepting than my former principal would have been.

		My blouse followed my skirt. I was right that it had a plunging neckline, yet it was not so low that my bra was openly visible. Not that anyone could be oblivious to my bra’s color, given how the bright pink showed through the thin white material. But as I stood there, observing myself in the mirror, I had to admit I looked good, if on the slutty side. I really didn’t know how I was going to get away with such an outfit in the office, but I didn’t see much other choice than to try. And I did look hot. There was that.

		Shoes completely my outfit. I opted for a black pair of stiletto-heeled pumps with a thick platform sole. I had never been a heel wearer before. They had always struck me as impractical and painful. Yet for some reason, the moment I slipped my feet into the impossibly high-heeled shoes, I felt as if they were the easiest things in the world to walk in. There was no pain and I didn’t even feel at risk of losing my balance. In comparison, walking around barefoot had been less comfortable.

		Normally, I would have considered myself ready to leave at this point. I had arranged my hair and makeup, even though I generally didn’t care, and I had gotten dressed. But I wasn’t done yet, because I didn’t realize I needed to accessorize my look. First came the big hoop earrings. They were bright pink, matching my underwear, and plastic. Then there were similarly styled bangles for both wrists, followed by rings on multiple fingers. The bling was getting out of control. Finally, however, I finished with a simple necklace, a gold cross that nestled perfectly in my cleavage. I wasn’t even religious, but I wore it anyway.

		With my outfit complete, I took a moment to double check my hair and makeup. I needed to look perfect. There was no other explanation for it.And then, once I felt confident in my appearance, I picked up my purse and sashayed out the door.

		I was late to work. There had been no avoiding it. I had spent too much time getting ready. And then there was the problem of my car. I had expected to see my old beat up car in my spot when I went down to the garage underneath the building. Instead, there was a pink convertible sitting there. I spent almost five minutes worried that someone had stolen my car and that someone else had parked in my spot. But then I looked in my purse and pulled out a key fob that was a matching pink. Not only did I have a different body and wardrobe, but I had a different car as well. And of course it was pink.

		Then there was the matter of actually driving to the office. I had made the trip more times than I could count. I could have almost driven there with my eyes closed. I knew every turn and every intersection. Yet despite all that experience, I nearly got turned around and lost. It was only pure chance that I ended up at my office in a reasonable amount of time. Still, however, it was a delay, making me even later than I had already been slated to be.

		But as I walked into the office, no one seemed to mind that I was late. My coworkers looked at me and smiled. Several people, especially the men, greeted me with a smile and a wave. I returned the kindness, never having received such a response before. It was unnerving, but at the same time, it felt really good. Then again, the way I seemed to be walking, with lots of hip swaying movement that additionally translated into my boobies jiggling in my bra made me all the more enticing to look at. I was sure I was quite a sight. Luckily, no one said anything about my sudden overnight transformation.

		“Blair,” came the loud dominating voice of my boss. “Get in here right away.”

		I didn’t even swing by my desk. I immediately changed directions and walked to see my boss in his office.

		“Yeah, boss?” I said in my newly high pitched voice. I didn’t know how to respond. Was he mad at me for how I was dressed? Was he mad at me for being late? Did he even notice the massive change in my appearance? There were so many mysteries.

		“You’re late for my morning blowjob,” my boss said as he sat down in his seat.

		“Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said as I dropped my purse on an empty chair and rushed around the desk to greet him, dropping gracefully to my knees at his feet. “Is there anything I can do to make it up to you? Would you like to use one of my other holes?”

		“Bend over the desk,” my boss said. “I want your ass.”

		I did exactly as my boss asked of me. I even shook my tush as his rough hands pushed up my short skirt and pulled down my thong. The mere idea of being so exposed should have embarrassed me, but I couldn’t help but get wet and excited at the idea of my boss filling up my backdoor.

		It was a whole new experience for me. I had never done anything like that before. And yet, I had the sense that this was not my first time, with my boss or anyone else. The whole situation felt oddly familiar even as I had no actual recollection of it happening before. It seemed as if not only had my life changed from what it once was, but people’s memories and expectations of me had changed as well. This new bimbo version of me was all they knew.

		“Thank you, boss,” I said when he had finished unloading in my butt. It hadn’t hurt that I had cum too. But sadly, despite the wonderful orgasm my boss had provided me, I still felt no more sated than I had before it all started.

		“Just remember,” he said. “Don’t be late again.”

		“I’ll try,” I said with a giggle. I had the sense that I was frequently late and my punishment was simply performative.

		After collecting my purse and returning to the main work floor, I walked straight toward where I expected my desk to be, but instead found that someone else was sitting there. And it was not just someone sitting in my seat. The cubicle was definitely not mine anymore. It had been completely redecorated, the walls covered in pictures of someone else’s family.

		“Lost again?” asked the man sitting at what had once been my desk.

		I giggled and nodded my head before I could even think of how to answer his question. The man let out a sigh and pointed toward the other end of the room.

		“Thanksies,” I said with a genuine smile. I wanted to grimace and chastise myself for letting myself appear so airheaded. I might look like a bimbo on the outside, but I wasn’t dumb. Or at least I didn’t think I was dumb. It was all just so confusing.

		I followed the man’s directions and found myself standing in front of a large reception desk. Stacy, one of the image obsessed women I so often made fun of, was sitting there already. She was painting her nails while talking on the phone. I couldn’t tell who she was talking to, but she sounded serious enough that I figured it was work related as opposed to extracurricular.

		The moment Stacy saw me, she waved me over and motioned me toward the empty chair at the reception desk. It seemed that this was my workspace now. It wasn’t just that my body and condo had changed, but so too had my job. And it became even more obvious that this was my proper place of work when I spotted the name placard in front of the seat Stacy motioned for me to use. It had my name on it. I was just part of the secretarial and receptionist pool now.

		The day passed by in a blur after that. There were people to greet, phones to answer, and men to have sex with. I didn’t even get a proper lunch break. My lunchtime ended up requiring me to get my lunch via a man’s cum. I didn’t even remember who I had sucked off. I just got called into an office and I was ordered to crawl under the desk and suck the man off while he ate his lunch at his desk. It was completely humiliating, but I still thanked the man for letting me suck him off and swallow his cum before I left. And that was a tame part of my day.

		As soon as the workday was over, I knew what I had to do. I needed to see the priest who had done this to me. I was certain it was his fault.

		“Daddy,” I said as I stepped into the priest’s office. He was not doing confessions at the moment.

		The priest looked up and smiled when he saw my heavily painted face. “Blair, I see you’ve gone through quite a transformation. You look wonderful, albeit a little inappropriate for church.”

		“You did this to me,” I said, pouting. “Change me, like, back and stuff.”

		I hated how dumb I sounded. I had been throwing in extra likes and finding other ways to make myself sound like I was the dumb woman I appeared to be. It didn’t help that the more people focused on my appearance, the dumber I felt. And the dumber I felt, the more I wanted to look my best. It was a vicious feedback loop, a spiral that seemed never ending.

		“I set this in motion so that you would learn what it’s like to walk in other people’s shoes, so that you might finally find it in yourself to stop being mean and rude to people who care about their appearance.”

		At the mention of my appearance, I pulled out a mirror from my purse to check my makeup. I had been doing that all day. Anytime I passed by something reflective, I found the need to stop and primp for a moment.

		“But don’t worry,” the priest continued. “The situation you find yourself in has a simple end clause. All you have to do is stop sinning and everything will return to normal for you.”

		“Um,” I said as I thought back through my day. I had been nice to Stacy and the other women at the office that I had viewed so poorly. However, the problem I now faced was the sex. I knew it was frowned upon to have sex outside of marriage. It was even worse that I had sex with several people who I knew were married. I had allowed adultery to take place. And that was an even bigger sin than just being mean and rude to people who cared about their appearances.

		“You haven’t been doing anything else you shouldn’t have…”

		“I better go,” I said, not wanting to immediately confess my latest sins. I had learned my lesson about how I treated people, but there was no way I could give up the sex. After a single day, I was already addicted. There was no turning back. All I could hope was to make the best of it.

		“I hope to see you on Sunday,” the priest said as I rushed out of his office.

		“You will,” I shouted over my shoulder, not wanting to even look back at the man who was behind my latest troubles. But at the same time, I had to admit, there were perks to being this way. The sex was fantastic, even if my libido was through the roof and I couldn’t keep myself from engaging with people I shouldn’t. I was trapped, but as I returned to my car, I realized that I was happy. I was happy being a bimbo. I was still a sinner, but my sins were a lot more fun than being mean to sexy women like myself. Life just got a whole lot more interesting.
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