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		Thanks for Giving

		 

		“Y ou mean I won?” Jody squealed as she was greeted at the door to her apartment by three men in suits.

		The out of work baker had thrown her recent unemployment time into taking part in a special baking competition for the B Foundation. Jody had never actually heard of the foundation before, but the marketing materials advertising the contest made it seem like they were responsible for a lot of good in the world. And not only had she baked the most cupcakes, but she had sold the most too, giving her a clear leg up on all of the other competitors.

		Of course, Jody only kept enough of the revenue to pay for the baking supplies. Everything else went to the B Foundation. Her contribution consisted of thousands of dollars. It almost made her want to go into business for herself, although the big selling point as she was selling her cupcakes was that all the profits went to charity.

		“That you did, Ms. Grant,” said the middle of the three men at her doorstep. “And as the top seller in this year’s B Foundation Bake Sale Contest, you get a free makeover from one of the foundation’s partners.”

		“Oh wow,” Jody said, unable to contain her excitement. “That would really help in my job hunt. The only reason I was able to participate this year was because I’ve been unemployed. Since I wasn’t having luck finding work, I figured I should do some volunteer work to fill in the whole in my work history.”

		Of course, Jody had never heard of the contest before this year. The whole money raising program tried to keep a reasonably low profile, which might seem counterintuitive, but the B Foundation did not want to draw too much attention to itself. After all, if people started researching deeply enough, they would see that the B Foundation did none of the things it said it did in its marketing materials. It was the non-profit financial arm of the Bimbo Ward, which focused on the research and development of bimbofication techniques.

		“Completely understandable,” the man said. “And I can assure you that you will love your new look.” What he failed to say was that Jody would not know how to dislike her new look when the people at the B Clinic were done with her.

		When the contest first started, winners were directed straight to the Bimbo Ward itself for bimbo conversion, but times had changed. Too many people got suspicious. Favors were called in, judges and elected officials were bribed. It was a. Huge mess and completely wiped out the money brought in through the contest. But going through a B Clinic took the heat off of the Bimbo Ward itself and made it so the program, and its rewards system, could continue.

		“Well, I’m excited,” Jody said. “When does this all happen?”

		Knowing her luck, she wondered if the makeover would take place a year from now, when it would be, hopefully, completely useless to her. That was how long some of these contests tended to take to pay out, or so she had heard. Jody had never really won anything before. But that was what made this win all the more special.

		“Just call the number on the card,” the man said as he held out a business card.

		“B Foundation Bake Sale Contest Winner,” Jody read out loud. Then there was a phone number listed below that.

		“They should be able to get you in by the end of the week if you call soon. Otherwise, it could be next week.”

		“Oh, that’s amazing,” Jody said. She had half a mind to jump up and hug each of the three men in turn, but they seemed a little too formal for that sort of thing.

		“Just make sure you give them your name and the fact you’re the contest winner when you set up your appointment. Enjoy your prize.”

		With that, the three men turned and left, leaving Jody alone to celebrate her bake sale win.

		“Woohoo,” she cried when she went back inside her small apartment. The signs of her big baking efforts still remained. There were left over supplies in the kitchen and on her small table that acted as her dining room table. The big bag of flour was still half full. She had simply run out of time to bake more cupcakes. She had done a phenomenal job in the contest, but she had wanted to bake even more.

		Without even skipping a beat, Jody picked up her phone and dialed the number on the card. She wanted that makeover to happen as soon as possible.
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		Jody was happy to see the B Clinic, where she was going to receive her makeover, was only a few miles away from her apartment. As much as she disliked her small beat-up car, she was glad that there was almost no risk of it breaking down on the short drive.

		She had no idea what to expect when she arrived. Her call had been handled by a nice sounding man who seemed to know exactly why she was calling. He handled all the details. She just needed to tell him when she was available for her appointment. He warned it could take all day, depending on the specific needs of her makeover. Luckily, from that perspective, Jody was in a fine position, since she was between jobs. She had all the time in the world.

		The appointment was set for the end of the week, a Friday. If Jody had been a more outgoing person, she might have had a date scheduled, but it had been far longer than she wanted to admit since her last date. Not that her dating history was anything to write home about either. She rarely lasted long in a relationship, the men who seemed to be interested in her were not the sorts with stable jobs or long term prospects. Then again, as an out of work baker, she had neither for herself.

		The outside of B Clinic was clean and professional looking. However, the storefront did not look like a salon, but instead a medical office. Jody reasoned with herself when she walked in through the front door that it was okay to look like a medical office. With the various aestheticians out there, she would not be surprised if facials and similar were a part of the whole makeover process.

		“Hello, you must be Jody,” said a man dressed in a well-tailored suit who seemed to be waiting specifically for her. “Or would you prefer I call you Ms. Grant? I just want your visit with us to be a positive one.”

		Jody blushed as she realized how attractive this man was. Despite the nice suit, he had a rugged quality about him that left her just a little bit turned on. Not that she expected anything to come of this. The man was just being professional. It just sucked that professional, or nice, was all it took to stand out and be considered a romantic interest sometimes.

		“Jody is fine,” she answered.

		“Fantastic,” the man said, clapping his hands and then rubbing them together. “My name is Curtis Clark. I know it’s an alliterative name. If you’ll follow me into the back, we can get your makeover started.”

		“How does this work?” Jody asked as she followed Curtis into the back. She soon found herself in a short corridor with several closed doors leading off of it.

		“Oh, right,” Curtis said. “I suppose I should explain all of that. We have some incredible technicians who are going to give you a whole makeover, inside and out. By the time you’re done here, you’ll feel like a whole new woman.”

		What Curtis did not say was she would think like a whole new woman. Her life as Jody Grant was about to come to an end. She would get a new name and a new vocation in life. But those details were to come from someone else. Curtis still had another year working for B Enterprises before he would get a bimbo of his own.

		“I guess that makes sense,” Jody said, being far too trusting with everything.

		Normally, she would have been faced with a ream of paperwork, contracts to be signed. However, her participation in the contest, along with the documents she already signed, gave the people at B Enterprises, on behalf of the B Foundation, complete control over her makeover process. They even had the rights to film and otherwise document the whole process, providing future marketing materials to better promote the services of B Enterprises.

		Of course, when it came time to sign those documents and read through the participation agreement, Jody had skipped it. She had no idea what she was getting herself into, but she did so happily, believing she was making a difference in the world. And she was making a difference, just not in the way she had originally anticipated.

		“Let me hand you off to our lead technician,” Curtis said as he opened a door into what appeared to be a small salon, complete with chair and sink. “Jody, this is Mimi. She’ll be guiding you through everything today.”

		However, the moment Jody set eyes on Mimi, her jaw nearly dropped in shock. Mimi was gorgeous, but in a completely unexpected way. Her huge tits were barely restrained within her small crop top. The plunging neckline left far more cleavage on display than Jody thought should have been appropriate, but she was not about to argue. She was getting a free makeover, after all. Nonetheless, between the deep cleavage and the top that barely made it past the bottom swell of her tits, Jody felt as if Mimi was far too underdressed.

		Not that it ended with her small top. Mimi wore a pair of overall shorts, but they were more a pair of tiny little shorts with suspender straps to keep them on. Not that they needed help to stay up. Mimi’s bulbous ass did more than enough of that on its own.

		But it was Mimi’s shocking pink hair that really did it. It looked like it should have been a wig, but somehow it was all real. And somehow it looked natural, as if Mimi’s hair grew that way on its own. Not that such a thing was possible, or so Jody thought. In reality, it was all real. Mimi was a product of the company she worked for, helping women embrace their bimbo natures, one at a time.

		“Hi, Jody,” Mimi said, her voice like honey as it caressed Jody’s ears, already making her fall under the beautiful woman’s spell. “I’m looking forward to making you into your new self. Hop up into the chair here and we can get started.”

		Jody said nothing. She simply followed Mimi’s directions. Curtis then excused himself, knowing he could watch everything on the closed circuit cameras that were recording everything.

		“It’s really simple,” Mimi explained. “I’m going to start by washing your hair. I always find that helps bring out the right mentality in a woman.”

		“Okay, sure,” Jody said. “You’re the expert.”

		Jody leaned back into the chair and let Mimi get to work. She had no idea that the water and shampoo Mimi used to wash her hair in the sink was specially formulated to bring about a certain susceptibility to change, to a new way of thinking. All Jody noticed was how good it felt to have Mimi wash her hair.

		“Just relax,” Mimi said. “Everything will turn out just fine. You’ll see.”

		And so Jody relaxed. She let her mind go blank as her worries and fears began to erode away. Only she had no idea that those worries and fears were going away forever. But that was only the beginning. The shampoo and water soaked into her scalp, its aroma wafted into her nose, leaving her open to suggestion at a level that the CIA would want to obtain for themselves, but which remained fully in the private hands of B Enterprises.

		Once Mimi finished washing Jody’s hair, she sat her up and started drying it with a towel. However, Jody paid little attention to that. Her eyes faced forward, entirely focused on the mirror that was supposed to be showing her reflection. However, rather than see her own face looking back at her, she saw a swirl of colors, drawing her in, making it impossible to look away.

		Once Mimi was satisfied that Jody’s hair was dry enough, she stepped away so the rest of the programming could begin. Mimi herself was actually unaware of what the programming involved. That was for someone else to handle, someone far smarter than a bimbo like her. Yes, she was given a certain amount of autonomy as a B Clinic technician, but she was still a bimbo and there were certain things she needed a man to take care of for her. Programming the mirror was one of those things.

		Once Mimi was clear of the room, the rest of the programming kicked in, including both auditory and enhanced visual effects. And Jody sat there taking it all in, letting it rewire her brain, changing the woman she had thought she was before and becoming someone new.

		Those worries and fears were gone, but so too were many of her memories. Somehow she managed to hold onto her baking and other culinary memories and skills, but other parts of her mind were completely written over, her brain acting like a computer hard drive with old connections disappearing and new ones constantly being written.

		Not that Jody noticed this in the slightest. She could do nothing but watch the mirror as the colors and shapes morphed and transformed, as the speakers played what at first sounded like relaxing static. However, the longer she sat there, the more the static began to change, transforming into what could loosely be described as music with a strange chant that Jody struggled to understand.

		The program was usually designed to turn the woman into a stupid slut, little more than a bimbo whore. That was the norm. It would implant new vocabulary into the woman’s mind, making her foul mouthed and sex-obsessed. However, that was not Jody’s fate. Her program was specially crafted. Not only was she the beneficiary of winning a contest, but so too was the man who ultimately designed Jody’s future life. Jody’s visit to B Clinic was a win for both her and another.

		And this other man, someone Jody had never met before, had particular interests and desires in his future bimbo. He did not want a generic bimbo slut who would only keep her eyes on him through purchased loyalty. He wanted his own personal slut, a woman who he could take to events and have her laugh at jokes while she hung onto his arm as a beacon of class and beauty. That was Jody’s future.

		As Jody sat there, her mind getting reprogramed, her whole life was transformed. Her thoughts began to focus on service toward a future husband, a man she had yet to meet and did not even know the name of, but she found herself caring for him greatly. But it was more than that. Jody found her confidence growing. She wanted to be an example for other women, showcasing a traditional lifestyle that would see her be the domestic goddess that she now desired while her husband continued to be the man in charge, two alphas in their respective roles, albeit with Jody’s man taking it to another level, fully dominating her in every way. He would be the only man who could put her in her place.

		When the program was finally complete, Mimi returned to the small room, smiling.

		“How are you feeling, Buttercup?” she asked.

		Jody looked up and returned Mimi’s smile. She no longer took issue with how Mimi was dressed. No, she was not someone who was going to dress like that unless her man asked her to do so, but she understood why a woman as good looking as Mimi would want to flaunt her body, her big tits, her small waist and her impressive curves.

		But more importantly, Mimi’s question also cemented her new reality, even going so far as to give her a new name. She was no longer Jody. That belonged to her old life, a life that held no meaning anymore. She was Buttercup now. It was a name that would forever cement her as a bimbo, despite her classy demeanor. It was a contradiction that everyone would find odd, to everyone but her. But it was a detriment that would prevent her from ever getting too big, too dominant. She would always be Buttercup and therefore saw a limit in her life.

		“I’m doing terrific,” Buttercup said, still smiling.

		“Good. Now let’s get you some more upgrades. Your makeover is really only just starting.”

		“Lead the way,” Buttercup said as she stood up, ready to follow Mimi wherever she led. Her goal was now to look as good as she could for her future husband and that meant looking as good as she could thanks to the wonderful people like Mimi and Curtis. This was just the beginning.
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		Now that Buttercup’s mind had been rewired, she needed no persuading to do anything Mimi asked of her. When Mimi asked her to strip down, she did so without question, immediately pulling off her clothes.

		What Buttercup revealed was a body that had consumed plenty of calories from her baking efforts, cookies, cakes, and all other kinds of sweets that rounded her middle, but added little else to the rest of her body. She was not even pear shaped, just round in the middle and skinny everywhere else. Coupled with her stringy brown hair, she lacked the natural features that would attract a man of wealth, class, and dominance.

		But where nature had been hard on Buttercup, Mimi and the people of B Enterprises could be magnanimous. And this particular B Clinic happened to have some of the latest technology from the Bimbo Ward, the research and development arm of B Enterprises.

		“Stand up on the platform and keep your arms tucked down at your sides,” Mimi directed, motioning toward a small dais in the middle of the room.

		Buttercup did exactly as she was instructed, not wavering in her commitment to become the best Buttercup that she could be. She knew deep down that the people at B Clinic, people like Mimi and Curtis, were looking out for her best interest. They would help shape her into the perfect woman. That was what she needed. That was what her future husband would desire from her. She wanted to be perfect, to fulfill her purpose.

		As soon as Buttercup was in position, Mimi moved to a large computer console. She pushed a large yellow button to start things off. A loud whooshing sound came from overhead. A moment later, a clear glass tube descended from the ceiling, surrounding Buttercup and closing her in.

		When she was still Jody, she would have struggled with this step. Jody had never been put in a situation like this before, but she had a mild case of claustrophobia and would have had difficulty remaining calm, even with her ability to see out of the glass tube that contained her. But those sorts of fears and worries had been eliminated during her mental reprogramming. Buttercup did not fear enclosed spaces. There was a reason why the mental programming took place before the physical programming.

		“The computer already has your body modification specifications loaded,” Mimi explained. “All I have to do is press the start button. Are you ready to look like a whole new you?”

		Buttercup looked down at her body, finding herself disgusted by what she saw. Her standards had changed considerably since she first stepped foot in B Clinic. And now it was time to fix her final issue. She had the mind she needed to be Buttercup, now she just needed the body to match.

		“I’m ready,” she finally said. “Let’s do it.”

		Mimi pressed the big green button and the computer went to work. The buttons had not always been big and specially colored, but it had been found that the big colored buttons helped the more bimbofied technicians, like Mimi, remember what to push and when. Even though they had been given mental faculties that other bimbos were not granted, they were still on the bimbo spectrum and needed help here and there. It was better not to confuse them too much and lots of buttons could do that.

		As the device warmed up, so too did the air within the tube. This technology was based on another that had made its way to the Bimbo Ward at one time. The older tech heated the air to almost unimaginable temperatures, leaving the person within the chamber to worry that they might die. There were some close calls too, with patients going in dehydrated and suffering fixable but scary medical issues during the transformation process.

		However, the updated technology simply increased the temperature within the chamber to that of a warm summer’s day. It was notable, compared to the air conditioned air of the room but it was otherwise not noteworthy. Mimi did not even warn Buttercup about the increasing air temperature inside the chamber. Not that Buttercup would have worried. She still had the ability to worry, but her level of tolerance to concerning situations had increased to the point that a little heat would be of no issue to her.

		The changes to Buttercup’s body started slowly. To an outside observer, it would have looked like her gut was slowly getting pulled inward, almost as if she was wearing an invisible corset and the strings in the back were slowly getting pulled closed. The machine kept going until she had an impossibly small waist, becoming as narrow as was possible without causing physical damage to her internal organs.

		The fat and extra weight simply melted away, giving her a look where a day of careful diet and serious flexing would allow a six-pack to faintly be seen. Not that Buttercup was amazed by this result. She looked down and watched, but it was more relief than anything. Already she was feeling better about herself. Her confidence, already higher than it had been when she was Jody, continued to soar.

		Once Buttercup’s middle was taken care of, the machine split its focus, transforming her lower body and her upper body at the same time. Moving down, the machine gave her a serious boost to her caboose. It was nothing obscene, but it looked like she had just gotten a lifetime’s worth of squats completed in the last few minutes. Her butt was round and definitely gave the impression of a bubble. It was big enough to get noticed, but not so big that attention would turn negative. It was merely to balance out some of her other enhancements.

		And those other enhancements were spectacular. Where her ass had only barely been given bubble butt status, her breasts were allowed to expand much more. They grew big and round, projecting off her chest with an intent to always be prominent. There was no way to hide them, giving her a tits on a stick impression even with her expanded ass. But again, they were not too big. They were not so big that they could not be dressed down. They just could not be hidden. Everyone would be able to see them and know that they were big.

		But that was the point for Buttercup’s new life. She was meant to be seen. She was meant to be admired. And she was meant to run a household for her man. She could do both, maintaining a level of class that huge tits simply could not provide. Instead, she was given tits of a size that remained classy, barely. And despite that distinction, they were still bigger than almost any pair of tits anyone else would have.

		However, unlike with implants, Buttercup’s new tits came with muscular upgrades that would not only relieve the pressure on her back, but also keep her tits looking nice and perky for years to come. Yes, she might need an upgrade in a few years. Nothing lasted forever. But by then she would have already gotten some solid years as being both the biggest around and the most classy when it came to social events, whether at the country club or at large banquets.

		Returning to her lower half, the machine gave her legs a slight boost in the muscle department, giving her a more athletic appearance to match her ass. However, her feet, ankles, and calves were all altered to make the wearing of high heels not only more bearable, but preferable. Walking barefoot was possible, but Buttercup would do so primarily on her toes. The only time her heels would touch the ground naturally was likely to be while performing squats to keep her ass in tip-top shape.

		Once past the breasts, moving upward, the machine began to make other alterations. Her arms, which had always been a little stubby, were lengthened to better match her body. Her nails were grown out too. Buttercup was not a woman who worked in a bakery all day. She could afford to wear long nails. Her baking skills remained, but they were not focused toward her future husband, not for profit. Likewise, her neck got just a little boost, lengthening to give her a more regal appearance.

		But it was the face and head where Buttercup got the most significant upgrades. Yes, her tits and ass had been expanded, but they did not radically change her appearance as transformed facial features would. By the time the machine had finished, the old and the new Buttercup looked completely different. Beyond the DNA, there was nothing to connect the two of them.

		Buttercup’s eyes were made to appear larger, even changing from green to blue in color. Her eyelashes grew out thick and heavy, making the need for flash lashes less severe. Her nose was slimmed down, the bump on the bridge removed entirely. Her cheekbones were raised, making them more prominent and her jaw was slimmed down ever so slightly, enhancing her feminine qualities above and beyond what was normally needed. She was a contest winner, after all.

		But it was Buttercup’s hair and lips that stood out the most. Her lips were enhanced, plumped up into a perfect pair of dick sucking lips. They were big, but not too big, inviting, but still classy. At rest, her perfectly white teeth could be seen. She could close her lips, yes, but they remained parted when she was relaxed. Coupled with the big lips was long flowing golden blonde hair that grew out thick and easily reached the small of her back. Platinum was too light and too colorless for Buttercup’s ideal look, but the layered textures in her hair would ensure everyone wanted to look at her, even before they noticed her tits or ass.

		“There,” Mimi said as she pushed the big red button at the conclusion of the process. The glass tube slid upward, back into the ceiling.

		Buttercup stood there, her hands still at her sides, but her gaze turned downward, lost in her incredible cleavage. She could not see her feet from her perspective, but that no longer mattered. Besides, as she stood on her toes, it would have been harder to see them anyway. Their profile was smaller.

		“Let’s get you fixed up and ready to meet your man,” Mimi said, holding out her hand to the newly transformed Buttercup.

		“Thank you,” Buttercup said, her voice coming out higher pitched and softer.

		She paused and put a hand to her throat.

		“Do you like your new voice?” Mimi asked. “I think it sounds beautiful.”

		And it did. Buttercup was certain of that. It was just unexpected. It surprised her. Given everything else that had happened, that had changed about her, it was her voice that threw her off, as she no longer sounded as she felt she should inside her own head. But Mimi was right. Her new voice sounded beautiful. She vaguely wondered how it would sound to sing. She would need to test that out sometime, but not now. Now, she needed to get ready to meet her man. She did not know who he was, but she felt her legs go weak at the thought of how strong and handsome he likely was.

		“Yes, I love it,” Buttercup finally said. She reached out and took Mimi’s hand, excited for the next step in her journey.
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		Mimi led the newly formed Buttercup back to the salon room so that she could do the new bimbo’s hair and makeup. Buttercup did not mind that she was still nude in the slightest. Her old clothes, even if they had fit her, no longer interested her. She preferred nudity over such drab and boring clothing.

		And once Buttercup was situated in the salon chair, Mimi led her through everything she did, making sure her client and patient understood how to reproduce her new look. Starting with her hair, Mimi walked Buttercup through several styles that she might want to use at various points. She taught her how to put her hair up in both a classy bun and in a messy bun, depending on her desires. She also taught her how to properly style her hair for various other activities, including keeping it down in loose waves.

		Then came makeup. Buttercup’s face already looked nearly perfect, but that just meant she had more to enhance, rather than conceal. They talked about the different color palettes that would work with her skin tone and hair color. The goal was not to go overboard with makeup. She was not someone who needed nor desired a heavily made up face. Instead, her style was more understated, focusing more on her plump lips and making sure her eyes stood out properly.

		Buttercup ate up all this information, learning it as if it was the most important information in the world. In so many areas, her mind was a sieve, but when it came to managing her beauty, her mind was like a steel trap, retaining each and every piece of information that might make her a better bimbo and eventual wife. This was who she was now and it was important to maintain her beauty to the highest standards.

		Once done, the woman looking back at Buttercup looked nothing like Jody had when she first entered the salon room. And the truth was, other than being based on the same platform, the same basic bodily components, they were entirely different people, both inside and outside.

		“Great,” Mimi said as she stood back and admired her work. “Now let’s get you dressed so you can meet your future husband. You’ve got a gala to go to tonight.”

		Buttercup shuddered with pleasure at the thought of her hanging on the arm of her future husband at a fancy gala, wearing an exquisite gown, and looking every bit the combination of trophy wife and perfect housewife. Everything she had learned and become since arriving at B Clinic for her makeover would be put to the test. It was a perfect first night as a proper bimbo.

		Normally when a bimbo was dressed at a B Clinic, she was given an outfit that she could wear multiple times, something that could work for multiple occasions. However, Buttercup was a special project. As the winner of the makeover, she got certain privileges that others in her shoes would not. Then again, her transformation was all together different from most, because hers was a double reward, not just for her in raising the most money for the B Foundation through the bake sale, but also for the top donating man that would get her in the deal.

		Jody would surely have been beside herself if she had known that the makeover process would have given her to a man she had never met. Buttercup had different views on the matter. This was what she had been created for. Her past life held no meaning. Her memories from before her visit to B Clinic were fragmented at best, just present enough to give her the skills and knowledge she would need in her new life. Beyond that, Jody was gone, missing and forgotten.

		Once in the large room that doubled as a giant clothes closet, Buttercup found herself trying to decide what to wear. She only knew she was going to a gala. She knew nothing about the theme or what her future husband would be wearing. However, that did not mean she was lost. Actually, knowing what she knew, it was liberating. It gave her the freedom to put her newfound beauty skills to the test.

		The first and most obvious decision to make was how much Buttercup wanted to show off her tits. The bimbo inside of her wanted to wear a slutty dress, something that showed off amazing cleavage and possibly even more. However, again, not knowing the kind of gala she would be attending, she decided to keep the slut side of her a secret, waiting to let it come out when she was back home with her man when she would be showing off her newfound sexual skills.

		Not that Buttercup could hide her tits. They were too big for that. But she did not need to stick them in people’s faces. Classy before slutty. That was her motto now.

		Once the amount of cleavage had been decided on, it became easy for Buttercup to narrow down her choices. Black was the obvious choice for the gown. Again, she did not want to stand out for being inappropriate. That would reflect poorly on her future husband.

		In the end, she chose a black strapless gown that covered most of her tits, but still left an appetizing line of cleavage, not to mention a bit of side boob as well. The floor length gown featured a slit up the side that went high enough to make sure her svelte legs could be seen, but without risking her modesty.

		Not that Buttercup had any modesty left. She would have been perfectly comfortable walking into the gala wearing only a pair of heels and nothing else. Her beautiful and erotically charged body would be on complete display that way. Just the mere idea made her wet, knowing everyone would be able see her in all her bimbo glory. Sadly, despite the lust the idea generated, it was not to be. Her body was reserved for one man. It was that simple.

		“Wow,” Mimi said when she finally saw Buttercup fully dressed. The gown was beautiful and needed no tailoring to her bimbo body. Then again, all the outfits available at B Clinics were designed for bimbofied proportions. Her heels were high, making sure she looked her absolute best. And coupled with her hair and makeup, she was a vision to behold. Where once Mimi was the most beautiful woman in the room, that distinction now fell to Buttercup. She truly was a sight to behold.

		“Thanks,” Buttercup said with just a hint of a giggle. She posed for her technician, throwing her hands up over her head and sticking out a leg through the slit in the gown. She looked better than ever.

		“I think you’re ready to meet your man,” Mimi said. “Would you like that?”

		“Oh, yes,” Buttercup nearly moaned as a burst of pleasure shot through her body. Just the thought of meeting her future husband, even though she had no idea who he was, made her wet with arousal. She was certain she would love him. And she would. Her programming required it of her.

		“Then let’s go,” Mimi said, showing Buttercup the way to the rest of her life.
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		When Kawano Takeshi found out he had been the top contributor to the B Foundation in the past year, he knew what that meant. However, unlike Jody, Takeshi knew what he was getting himself into. It was one of the reasons, although not the only reason, he had given so much.

		Takeshi was a different sort of man from many of his wealthy peers. The new money, of which he was a part, always seemed to be trying to show off that wealth with ostentatious acts. They liked to flash their cash. He, however, preferred a more subtle way of demonstrating his position in society and his wealth. Having come from Japan, his past also gave him a very specific set of values, many of them conservative in nature.

		For that reason, believing a woman’s place was not in the world of business, but in other more domestic activities, had been a major driver in his giving to the B Foundation. He understood what the Bimbo Ward did. Their values did not exactly line up, but they were close enough that he decided to use a chunk of his opulent fortune and give it to the foundation. He knew that it could land him a woman of his own, but he did not plan for it to happen.

		It was a minor miracle that Takeshi had not already found himself a wife. There were many women who were interested, but he never found himself the right match. Too often they were only interested in his money or in the status he could provide them. But in a B Clinic girl, he knew he would finally have the woman of his dreams, someone who could not match him intellectually, but could partner with him and manage their domestic affairs, all while looking great on his arm at social events.

		Designing his perfect woman had not been easy. Did he want her to be Asian or even Japanese? He definitely considered it. However, in the end, he decided to allow her own background to dictate the type of woman she appeared to be. He was not going to force a racial change upon her, even if she was manipulated into slightly less radical ideas for herself.

		Big tits were a given. Takeshi had always liked big and round tits on a woman. After that, everything flowed out, creating his perfect woman. He even named her. Yes, he knew Buttercup was a silly name, especially for such a classy woman, but there were some things he felt were a necessity. And as it turned out, that name was a necessity, a result of a strange fantasy he had that he could now make real.

		The moment Takeshi laid eyes on his Buttercup, he knew he was in love. She was perfect, exactly as he had imagined her to be when Curtis sat down with him and designed her body. The blonde hair, the big tits, the plump lips, everything was exactly as he had desired. Her age was perfect too, as was her voice the moment she spoke.

		“Good evening, Takeshi-san.”

		She had used the proper language to address him when she first met him. It was more than he had hoped for. Clearly someone had coached her, but he had no problems with that.

		“Buttercup,” he said in response as he waved her forward.

		Buttercup’s knees nearly gave out as pure happiness flowed through her. She had done well. She went to him, her big tits jiggling in her gown as she went to him. He took her hands in his and looked deep into her eyes. He saw everything that she now was contained within them. There was love, there was lust, and there was an innate desire to please him. She was perfect.

		“We have something special for the two of you,” Curtis said as he produced several documents. “They will need to be filed with the court, but that shouldn’t be a problem, assuming you both meet each other’s requirements.”

		Buttercup had no idea what was going on, but she kept her mouth shut, not even letting a giggle escape her lips. She could play up her disinterest in worldly topics later. For the moment, she was just going to marvel at getting to spend time in Takeshi’s presence. He was her everything.

		Takeshi smiled as he read the main text at the top of the first form. It was a marriage certificate. Normally he would not be one to jump into marriage so readily, but this was no ordinary situation. Buttercup was the ultimate creation of the Bimbo Ward. And therefore, he was willing to sign the paperwork without question. So too was Buttercup. By the time they left B Clinic, they were husband and wife. They only needed to consummate it to make it completely official.

		They left together in Takeshi’s limo. They were both already dressed for the gala, Buttercup in her black gown and Takeshi in a black tuxedo. It was an amazing experience for them both to walk around the gala together. Buttercup stuck out her chest with pride as people introduced themselves. Some people she remembered the names of, those who were important. Everyone else, she simply tossed aside the memory, knowing she would likely never see them again.

		And all throughout the event, everyone commented both about how beautiful Buttercup was, but also how classy she was. She moved with tremendous grace, especially considering her new proportions were brand new to her. Yet every movement spoke of class and a personal strength that was difficult to mimic.

		For the most part, Buttercup kept quiet, not wanting to interrupt her husband as he spoke with various people. But when she was asked to speak, she did so without hesitation. Her soft voice was honey for the ears, further attracting people, especially men, to her. Takeshi could have been frustrated by the attention she garnered for herself, but whenever they were alone, she managed to whisper all of the things she wanted him to do to her when the gala was over. She was completely devoted to him, now and forever.

		As soon as the gala was over, after Takeshi and his wife Buttercup had made their presence known, both for the society pages and for the rest of society as a whole, they retired to the limo. However, this was no ordinary limo ride. For one, Takeshi did not care to make the long drive back to his home. Instead, he arranged for a hotel suite for the two of them in the middle of the city. He could show Buttercup her new home in the morning. For now, they needed to get to know each other better and consummate their marriage.

		Buttercup kneeled on the floor of the limo, right between Takeshi’s legs. She deftly pulled his hard cock out of its confines and eagerly sucked into her waiting mouth. Her lips were designed for this task and she put them straight to work as only a bimbo knew how. And with every moan that escaped Takeshi’s lips, she knew she was doing a good job, providing him pleasure, just like a wife should for her husband.

		However, Buttercup’s goal was not to make her new husband cum. Her goal was to keep him hard, to act as a cock sleeve until a more appropriate time when he could actually fuck her. Besides, she had no idea where they were going. Takeshi did not need to tell her. She would find out either when they arrived or when he decided she needed to know. In the meantime, she was going to keep his cock nice and warm and hard, just like a proper slut wife should.

		Twenty minutes later the pair were in their hotel suite overlooking the city. Buttercup was naked, except for her heels. She had never bothered with underwear, knowing that Takeshi could take her any time and any place he wanted to fuck her. Now her big tits were pressed up against the window as she looked out across the city with Takeshi fucking her from behind.

		His cock was bigger and better than she could have imagined. But all that mattered now was that she pleasure his cock with her body. And thankfully, Takeshi was a skilled enough lover to make sure she felt pleasure as well. She loved how her nipples hardened against the cold glass, but she loved it even more when he stuffed his big cock into her slick folds, completing not only their marriage pact, but also treating her life the domestic goddess that she wished to be, little more than his personal slutty bimbo and housewife mixed together.

		And when Takeshi finally came inside her, Buttercup came too, her body shaking with orgasmic delight, pinned between her hunk of a husband and the windows overlooking the city. It was just their first time together, but it would certainly not be their last. Buttercup was going to make sure of that. When it came to sex, she was going to need access to his cock several times per day. After all, she was a product of the Bimbo Ward and their corporate connections.

		But as Buttercup came down from her first orgasm in her new body, she smiled happily, knowing she had the perfect life. It was all she could have asked for. And after a night of thorough fucking, she knew Takeshi would take her to their home and she would begin to run the household like a proper bimbo housewife. Everything was working out perfectly. And it was all because of their genuine spirits, wanting to give back to the world. And they were rewarded in their efforts, a thank you for their giving nature. Nothing could have been better.
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