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		Introduction

		

		This story started as a what if experiment, placing myself in the role of the bimbofied. It is purely a thought experiment and has no relationship with my own feelings and desires when it comes to sexual kink and fantasies. But I thought it would be interesting to break the fourth wall a little and make myself one of my characters.

		Nothing in this book can be considered to have any bearing in reality. I have drawn on some aspects of my life for this story, but even those aspects have been altered to make for a better story, including the end result of my personal view of the perfect bimbo.

		Further, I have never experienced a reader with quite the same level of enthusiasm and determination that appears in this story. I love hearing from my readers, although preferably through normal channels like email, Tumblr, or Twitter.

		Nonetheless, please enjoy this story and know that I will continue writing into the foreseeable future.

		

	
		

		The Author Gets Bimbofied

		

		Iwas walking home from a local pub when it happened. I had been meeting a couple friends for drinks. It had started as a happy hour meetup, but grew into something more. It was nearly closing time and the pub had already emptied out. My friends had left, leaving me to figure out why my credit card was having issues. Luckily, I had cash, however my credit card getting declined should have been the first sign that something was wrong.

		I wasn’t drunk, but I had been drinking. I pulled my jacket closer to my body as I walked toward home. It wasn’t far, only a few blocks. But it was a quiet night. There were not too many people out. Even the normally busy road was relatively quiet.

		“Hey, Sadie,” someone suddenly called out.

		I looked up, not even thinking they were talking to me. Sadie wasn’t my name. It was just the name I used in my writing, a pen name that allowed me to maintain some measure of privacy.

		“I thought that was you.”

		It was a man’s voice. I didn’t recognize it. Then again, I didn’t actually know that many people. My list of friends was short. And my list of acquaintances was just as short. I simply didn’t get out that much, due to working at home and writing full time. That was why the few times I did get to meet up with friends, I cherished those moments, letting happy hour extend late into the night.

		A man stepped out of the shadows. He was handsome, but I still didn’t recognize him. But there was no one else around who he could be talking to. It was just the two of us.

		“Are you talking to me?” I asked, looking as confused as I felt. I hadn’t told anyone my pen name. I had no idea how anyone could track me down, especially when I wasn’t even home. It would have been one thing if he had hacked some system I used that included my home address, but that wouldn’t have allowed him to find me on the street.

		“Yeah,” the man said. “I don’t see anyone else around here named Sadie Thatcher.”

		I stood there stunned for a moment. How did this man know my pen name?

		“You’ve got the wrong person,” I said as I turned and started walking away. This man was crazy and I didn’t want anything to do with him.

		“Oh, no I’m not,” the man countered as he started to follow me. His shoes were loud against the pavement, dress shoes I guessed. Other than that, he wore a long trench coat. I just hoped he wasn’t one of those guys that got off on exposing themselves in addition to being a stalker.

		Even though I had been drinking, any hint of inebriation had been chased away by the flood of adrenaline into my system. Fear gripped me and I was fully in my fight or flight response. The man was bigger than me and I didn’t have a weapon, having left my mace at home. My only option was to flee.

		I ran hard, my feet pounding the pavement. At first I didn’t hear anything. Maybe he wasn’t following.

		But then came the squeal of tires. The engine roared as a vehicle drove up beside me. There was no way I could outrun anything on wheels. I was a runner, but I wasn’t that fast.

		It was a white van without any windows in the back. The man hit the brakes hard, but the front still jumped up onto the curb in front of me.

		The sliding door of the van opened and the man jumped out. I didn’t have anywhere else to run. He grabbed me and put his hand over my mouth. I tried to scream, but I suddenly started to feel woozy. There was an odor. Then everything went black.
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		I woke up in a darkened room. I opened my eyes and could barely see anything. There was a computer screen in the corner that acted as the only source of light. I looked around me, but quickly discovered I couldn’t move. My body had been strapped down to a bed or table.

		“Help,” I called out automatically. In hindsight, I realized I was only telling my captor that I was awake, but I was still operating under the slim hope that someone might hear me.

		I yelled and screamed until my voice gave out. I wasn’t used to speaking much at all, so the yelling quickly wore me down. My vocal cords were getting fried and my mouth was dry.

		It was only when I grew silent that the door opened and someone stepped into the room. I turned and tried to make out who this person was, but it was too dark. I couldn’t even tell if it was the same person who had grabbed me off the street.

		“You’ll never get away with this,” I croaked. “My friends will call the police and they’ll find me.”

		The man laughed. It was a deep belly laugh, the kind that told me he knew none of that would happen. I rarely talked to my friends. We chatted only occasionally and we met up even less frequently. I could be held captive for months and my friends might never even grow suspicious of my absence. And it would be even longer before my landlord started questioning things. My rent was automatically deducted from my bank account. I had royalties coming in that would cover rent for several months. Again, no one I knew would ever guess I had been kidnapped.

		“Why are you doing this?” I asked, tears coming to my eyes.

		I saw the man move. His arm came up from his side. He touched something on the wall.

		The lights flicked on, bright overhead lights that completely blinded me.

		I blinked my eyes rapidly, trying to get them to adjust to the new light level. It was hard to see.

		The bright lights proved to be a distraction. When I finally managed to see again, I found myself looking up into the curious face of the man who had captured me. He was handsome, even more so in the bright lights. The shadows did not do him justice.

		In almost any other scenario, this was the kind of guy I might have considered going on a date with. At least based on looks. Actually, he was probably better looking than most men I had ever dated. Not that I ever put myself in situations where I was regularly meeting new people. We had only met because he had accosted me on the street, stalking me and then kidnapping me.

		“Good morning, Sadie,” the man said. “I see you’re awake.”

		“That’s not my name,” I said, doing my best to appear cross with him. That was hard, because as angry as I was at this man, I was far more scared of him than angry.

		“I understand you don’t believe it to be your name, but it is,” the man said calmly, his voice almost having a lyrical quality to it. “Sadie is your chosen name and I prefer to call people by how they choose to be called.”

		I didn’t know what to say to that. The truth was, I had chosen the name for myself, but only as a pen name. It wasn’t my real name. Surely, if this man had tracked me down as he did, he had discovered what my real name was. And he was therefore refusing to call me by that name. So be it. I would try a different tactic.

		“Who are you?” I asked. I was going to get to why he had done this to me in a moment, but I wanted to know who I was up against first.

		“That is a good question,” the man said. “I am certain a writer such as yourself would make for a good detective.”

		“You didn’t answer my question,” I said, my voice as stern as I could make it when I was still quaking with fear. “Who are you?”

		“Just a fan,” the man said. “Or I was. Now I think I’m something else. You can call me Sir. I think I’d like that.”

		I grumbled audibly. There was no way I was going to call this man Sir.

		“Now, it’s all very simple,” the man continued. “I’ve brought you here, because I need information.”

		“You what?” I screamed. “You kidnapped me just because you wanted to ask me a question?”

		Now my anger was rising. This man had kidnapped me over something he could have asked in an email.

		“This is not me wanting to just ask you a question,” the man said with a sinister smile. “This is me needing to know what happens next.”

		I stared up at him with a mix of fear and anger, but his words didn’t make sense. How was I supposed to know what happened next? What next?

		“I need to know what happens next to Jessi in Fake It Until You Make It,” the man continued. “I need to know how the story ends.”

		My mind whirred as I tried to figure out how to best answer his request. The fact was, I didn’t know myself how exactly the story would end. It was a serial that I had started writing years ago. It had found a new home on Amazon’s Kindle Vella program, but I hadn’t actually planned out how it was all going to finish. I was making it up as I went along, writing a new episode each week, without even an outline to guide me.

		And it was also clear that there was no way I could get away with pretending I wasn’t the author behind the Sadie Thatcher name. This man had somehow figured it all out. How? I didn’t know, but that didn’t matter when he had me restrained on a table of some sort, completely at his mercy.

		“I don’t know what happens next,” I cried.

		“Liar,” the man screamed. “You’re the author. You’re supposed to know. So I’ll give you another chance. How does Fake It Until You Make It end?”

		I laid there, trying to get my mind to come up with an answer. My breathing was ragged and my heart pounded in my chest. My limbs felt wobbly from the adrenaline. I honestly wondered if this man was going to hurt me. I didn’t see any sharp instruments, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t arms somehow.

		“I swear I haven’t planned it out,” I said, tears streaming down my face. “I know she becomes a bimbo. She fakes it until it becomes real for her. It could take a semester or it could take all year. I only think a couple episodes ahead at most.”

		“That’s not good enough,” the man said. His body was almost shaking from impatience. I didn’t understand why this man was so obsessive about the story. It wasn’t a big deal for me, just something different that I worked on in my spare time, when I wasn’t writing regular books and novels.

		“I can’t tell you what I don’t know,” I cried, exasperated at this man’s treatment of me. He had nabbed me off the street and carried me away in a van. Now I was here, probably in a basement, although I couldn’t tell for sure. Wherever I was, there were no windows to give me any hint of where I was, let alone what time it was.

		The man’s face softened for a moment. I wondered if my pleas had finally reached him. Maybe he now understood what I was trying to tell him. But then his expression hardened again. A sinister smirk appeared on his face, leaving me to panic. I had no idea what he intended to do with me since I couldn’t tell him about the end of the story.

		“I didn’t want to do this,” the man said. “But as you can see, I have no choice. Luckily, I believe I have just the thing that will drill what I need from you out of your head.”

		With the words drill and head, I started to panic. I didn’t know what he had planned, but just the idea of someone drilling into my skull scared me. I was certain he was going to end up killing me. And before I knew it, the fear got to me. I couldn’t handle it. I passed out before the man could even finish setting up.
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		When I woke up, it was to the sound of humming computer equipment. It took me a moment to figure out where I was and what had happened to me. It helped that the room wasn’t bathed in darkness as it had been when I woke up the first time after being taken.

		The man was still there, although his attention was elsewhere at the moment. His eyes were glued to the computer screen. I was calmer now, too calm as I laid there and thought about it. I wondered if the man had drugged me, giving me some sort of calm inducing drug. I really didn’t know. I could have done anything to me while I was out. Although I didn’t seem to be any worse for wear. I was still me, just without the fear and panic coursing through my system.

		“Ah, good,” the man said when he looked over and saw me awake.

		Despite my inability to feel fear or anxiety over my situation, I still struggled against my bonds. I pulled at my wrists and ankles, trying to free myself, but everything held fast. I was going nowhere. I just wasn’t strong enough to break the restraints.

		“I suppose I should tell you what I’m going to do to you,” the man said as he walked across the room toward me. As soon as he reached the table, he held out his hand. I watched his movements like a hawk, not wanting anything to do with him. However, he used the back of his hand to gently push a lock of dark blonde hair away from my face. Despite his intentions, he was being gentle.

		“Go to hell,” I spat. I might not feel fear or panic, but I was still angry at what he had done to me.

		“Tsk, tsk, tsk,” the man said. “I was hoping this would be easier, Sadie.”

		That name again. I didn’t say anything, but him using my pen name made me even more angry with him. He was ignoring me and only paying attention to what I had exposed of myself, posing as Sadie Thatcher, online.

		“Since you are so unwilling to tell me what happens next or cooperate with me at all, I will just have to go in search of the information myself,” the man continued. “I’ve never used this machine before, but I’ve heard it’s good for getting information out of people. And it’s all automated. I just need to place the band around your head and then start the program. The computer will do the rest.”

		I couldn’t resist as the man slipped some sort of headband around my head. It rested on my forehead and wrapped around the back of my head, just above my ears. I moved my head, trying to shake it off, but it didn’t budge. It squeezed against my head and hair, almost growing tighter the more I struggled. I couldn’t see any wires coming off of it, but I could feel some resistance as I moved my head, just not enough to dislodge it.

		“Please don’t,” I cried.

		“It’s too late for that now,” the man said. “You’ve brought this on yourself. You could have told me what happens to Jessi, but you decided to keep that information to yourself. And now you’ll have to live with the consequences of your actions.”

		The man returned to the computer screen. He used the mouse to click something. I couldn’t see what was on the screen. But the humming of the computers grew louder as soon as he clicked the mouse. It had started.

		“I’ll leave the computer to do its work,” the man said before he left the room, but I barely heard him. My focus was mostly taken up by the strange sensation in my head. I felt like my mind was in one of those cotton candy making machines I had seen at the fair. My mind spun around and around. I couldn’t stop it.

		I don’t know how long I laid there for. Time didn’t have a lot of meaning anymore. Instead, all I felt was my mind slowly being picked apart. I would have assumed it would hurt or at least be uncomfortable, but it actually felt good. As much as I wanted to fight what was happening to me, I found myself enjoying the whole process, finding pleasure in the mindlessness that resulted from my mind getting slowly pulled apart.

		At some point the computer stopped. The whirring and humming returned to its previous level. I couldn’t move, still strapped down to the table, but that didn’t seem to matter so much anymore. And I still felt good. I felt really good, actually. I didn’t know what had happened to me, but I didn’t really care. I just enjoyed the pleasure. I enjoyed the pleasure of not having an overactive mind and the pleasure my body felt. Maybe with my mind all empty, I was finally able to listen to my body. I didn’t know, but that seemed like a good line of reasoning to me.

		Eventually the man returned. He looked at me and I smiled back. He really was a pretty handsome guy. If he hadn’t been all mean to me earlier, I would have considered at least dating him. I might have even considered hooking up with him.

		“How are you feeling, Sadie?” the man asked as he looked at the computer screen.

		Sadie? Was that my name? I suddenly realized that I couldn’t remember my name. It had been picked out of my head by the computer. But if the man was calling me Sadie, that must have been my name. I was just being so silly.

		“I feel really good,” I purred.

		“Good, good,” the man said as he continued to stare at the computer screen. I didn’t know what was wrong with him. He had a willing woman restrained on the table and instead he was looking at the computer screen. He was probably a nerd who didn’t know how to talk to girls. Maybe he’d give me the chance to teach him.

		“But it’s not here,” the man cried out. He looked over to me and my smile grew wider. “Oh no, what have I done?”

		I didn’t understand what he was complaining about, but that didn’t seem to be a bad thing. I couldn’t bring myself to care about computer things. They just seemed like they were too much trouble for my mind to handle. Reading and writing seemed about at my limit intellectually and I wasn’t even that good at those, I was certain.

		“What did you do?” I finally asked, since the man wasn’t answering his question. And I definitely didn’t have any ideas of what he’d done.

		“I bimbofied you,” the man said. He seemed shocked by it all.

		“You did?” I asked before pausing for a moment. “That’s so cool. I love bimbos. Now I’m one too.”

		The man returned his gaze to the computer screen and he kept muttering to himself. I couldn’t make it all out, but I caught a few words here and there.

		“… her fantasies… bimbos… I should have known… telling the truth…”

		Finally the man stopped looking at the computer and returned his attention to me. He was a handsome man. He made my pussy get wet just by looking at him. I kind of hoped he would fuck me soon. That sounded like a lot of fun. I was pretty sure I liked getting fucked. But then again, I was kind of a bimbo, so of course I liked sex. I wasn’t smart enough to do smart things so I got men to fuck me.

		“I’m so sorry,” the man said. “Let me help you get home and I’ll figure out what to do for you.”

		“Thank you, Sir,” I said.

		The man turned and looked at me. “Sir,” he said. It was like he had connected the word to a memory. Not that I could be expected to remember anything like that. I wasn’t good at remembering stuff, because I was a bimbo. I was more focused on the now than on the past or the future. But I knew if he took me home, I might be able to get him to come inside and then cum inside me. That sounded like a really smart plan. Or maybe it was just a sexy plan. Probably just a sexy plan, because as a bimbo, I knew I wasn’t very smart.
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		Sir was really nice in helping me get settled in at home. He helped me buy new clothes. He helped me clean out my closet so I could get rid of all those old boring clothes that I guess I used to wear. It didn’t make sense to me at all. I was a bimbo. Why did I own boring pants and big bulky sweatshirts? It didn’t make any sense.

		Then again, most things didn’t make sense. I just accepted that and lived my life. It was kind of like having a super power. I could always see the good side of things. And if there wasn’t much good there, I could always do something sexy to make it good.

		But there were chores Sir made me do before he helped me with some things. I had to write a note to all of the people who read my bimbo stories, telling them that as a bimbo, I couldn’t write them anymore. I didn’t even remember writing anything before, but a lot of people responded happily about my situation, wishing me the best, so I must have done that at some point, probably back when I was wearing boring clothes. Afterward, Sir sent me to a salon for a manicure and pedicure. When I came back, I had pink nails and my fingernails were nice and long.

		Sir was great in helping me be the best bimbo I could be. The only thing he didn’t do was fuck me. He helped me find other guys to fuck though, so it wasn’t all bad. Sir handled it all for me, but I’m pretty sure he took money from the guys I fucked. The more time I spent with those other men, the more Sir charged them.

		“I’m saving the money for you,” Sir explained one time when I asked him about it. “You want fake tits, don’t you?”

		I hadn’t mentioned my tits to him, but every time I saw a sexy girl with big tits on tv or in a magazine, I wished I had big tits. I just had my itty bitty guppies. I wanted a proper pair of bimbo titties and I knew those cost a lot of money. I was glad he was around to help make them a reality for me.

		“Hi, Doctor,” I said when I finally walked into the surgeon’s office. Sir had arranged for everything for me. He just told me where to be and at what time and I made sure I was there. Actually, he plugged the appointment into my phone and I used that to help me figure it all out. I was no good at trying to remember anything beyond that. All I knew was I was supposed to meet the surgeon at his office and for me to bring an extra big purse with lots of cash to pay for everything.

		“It’s Miss Thatcher, isn’t it?” the doctor asked. “Or should I just call you Sadie?”

		There had been some confusion about my name for a while, but Sir got everything sorted. Supposedly people thought I had a different name, but that didn’t make any sense to me. Hadn’t I always been named Sadie? Either way, Sir solved all those little problems. I had to sit around at the DMV forever to get a new ID card with my real name on it. Afterward, I sucked off the guy who helped me, partly because I was horny, partly because Sir wanted me to practice my blowjob skills, but mostly just because I wanted to say thank you for his help. Blowjobs were a great way of thanking guys. I used them all the time and really loved it. There was nothing quite like having a hot throbbing cock in my mouth.

		“You can call me Sadie,” I said with a giggle. The doctor was hot. I didn’t know his name, but that didn’t really matter. I rarely knew anyone’s name anymore. It was too hard for me to remember all those details.

		There was a part of me that wondered if I had always been this dumb. It seemed like I struggled with even the simplest things. If it wasn’t sex or fashion related, I was just completely useless. I didn’t even drive anymore. I got other people to do that for me, usually rewarded with money and a blowjob. But somehow I knew I wasn’t always this way. I used to be smart. Now Sir did all the hard thinking for me. I didn’t know how that man did it. He was so much smarter than me now.

		“I understand you are here for a breast augmentation,” the doctor said.

		I nodded my head. A part of me wished Sir was here, but then I remembered that this was for me. And besides, Sir had his own life to live. It wasn’t like we were together. He just looked after me and made sure I had enough money so I could always go shopping and stuff.

		“How big were you wanting to go?” the doctor asked.

		I smiled. “As big as you can make them,” I answered. I didn’t even need to think about it. “I want the biggest bimbo titties you can give me.”

		Now it was the doctor’s turn to smile. “Let me see what I can do.”

		The surgery and recovery was really hard, especially because I wasn’t expecting to get the surgery right then. I thought I was supposed to just meet with the doctor and then come back later. But apparently he had an opening and he had the implants he wanted to use on me in stock, so he could start right away. Not that I could even think of turning down that offer. I wanted those titties so bad.

		But when I returned to see the doctor for my follow-up appointment, I was so happy. It had been a month or something and I was almost climbing the walls with horniness. The doctor said no sex until he said I was healed enough. That was hard, because I had sex, like, all the time. I loved it and Sir was really good about lining up guys to fuck me. But it was hard going that long without. I could still give blowjobs, but it just wasn’t the same without getting cock in my pussy and ass all the time. I just had to keep reminding myself that it would all be worth it in the end.

		I walked into the doctor’s office a second time with my tits entering first. They always led me wherever I went, which was awesome. I didn’t remember how big they were, but they made me very happy. They were bimbolicious titties and I loved them. They were so big and round.

		I wore a tiny top with cutout sides that had to be tied back together with string and a large keyhole cutout in the middle that made it clear I wasn’t wearing a bra. The top shows so much of my tits, I almost exposed my nipples. I mean, sometimes that happened, what with nipple slips and all, but I knew that wasn’t supposed to happen unless I was someplace private. Then again, the doctor’s office was somewhere private. The top barely came down past the massive swelling of my tits, leaving my entire midriff bare.

		My whole look was definitely bimbo slut. That was the idea I was trying to convey with my outfit. I had a tiny top that barely covered my tits. I had dyed my hair platinum blonde and was in the process of growing it out. In the meantime, the salon added extensions that gave me hair down to my ass. That was what people saw from behind. From the front, other than my tits, they were greeted with a sexy belly-button piercing that matched the pink of my nails.

		Then there was the itty bitty skirt that barely covered my ass. I had to be careful, because I wasn’t wearing any panties. They usually just got in the way when I guy wanted to fuck me. And to be honest, I usually forgot I wasn’t wearing any panties and ended up leaning over, showing off my pink little pussy. I just couldn’t help myself.

		Finally came the high heels. When Sir first brought me home, I didn’t have any good shoes. My highest pair probably only had a one-inch heel. Now the shortest pair I have is probably about four inches. And this pair was even higher, but that was partly because of the thick platform under the toe. I couldn’t walk very fast in these heels, but that didn’t matter, because it gave guys more time to appreciate my body.

		I still had moments where I got confused about who I was supposed to be. But those moments happened less and less. And when they did, I usually just ended up giggling and moving on, knowing life was so much better now that I was a bimbo.

		The doctor welcomed me into his office and motioned for me to take off my top. I was already doing that before he could finish closing the door. I stood there, proudly displaying the tits the doctor had given me. His hands roamed over my massive boobs, checking me over completely. He seemed impressed.

		I let out a long ragged moan when he pinched both of my nipples at once. I knew that wasn’t part of the checkup, but I didn’t care. I was already turned on. I was always turned on, but not getting to fuck for a month did a number on a bimbo like me. It was a real struggle to keep from jumping the nearest guy and begging him to fuck my slutty little brains out. Not that I had much in the way of brains left to fuck out.

		“Yes, I think you are my best work yet,” the doctor said. “You’re a true bimbo slut whore.”

		I simply nodded, knowing the doctor was right. And even if I didn’t know all of that to be true, I would have believed him. He was a man, after all.

		“And now I think it’s time we break you in,” the doctor continued.

		There was a couch along one wall of his office. He stepped away from me and started to loosen his tie. I knew exactly what he was thinking. I shimmied out of my skirt as he undressed himself. I kept my heels on, but otherwise, I stood there naked in front of him, waiting for him to tell me how he wanted to fuck me.

		The doctor laid back on the couch, his cock already hard. “Come and ride me, little bimbo.”

		I didn’t need telling twice when it came to sex. Most other things, yes, but not when it came to sex. I hurried over and enthusiastically climbed over him, straddling him. I thought about how I wanted to ride his cock, but then I realized what I needed to do. The doctor wanted to examine my bimbo titties while he fucked me. That meant I needed to face him.

		I guided his cock into my wet and waiting pussy. The sensation of him filling me felt so good. I had missed this. A bimbo like me could not be expected to not have sex like I had for the past month, but as the doctor reached up and squeezed the big tits he gave me, I knew it had all been worth it. Not only were they big, but they were even more sensitive than before. I loved them and I loved riding the doctor’s cock.

		I bucked and gyrated my hips as I slid up and down on his big cock. He pushed deep inside of me with every thrust. Stars and bursts of electricity formed in front of my eyes from the pleasure. It was better than anything I had felt before, mostly from the knowledge that I was finally complete. I was finally the big-fitted bimbo slut that I was meant to be. It was like fulfilling my destiny.

		The doctor finally came, shooting his hot seed up into my pussy. I came with him, my whole body shaking as it felt like a bomb of orgasmic pleasure exploded inside of me. I collapsed, falling forward with my tits pressed into his chest and my head resting on his shoulder, his cock still inside of me. It felt so good to just lay there. His cock felt so good, even as it slowly deflated. I was sure that it happened slower because it was inside of me. Without even thinking about it, my pussy muscles were milking his cock, trying to urge it to get hard again. However, he was only human.

		“Wow, that was quite a performance,” the doctor said. “I pronounce you a proper bimbo slut. If you ever want to go bigger, let me know. It’s been a pleasure working on you.”

		I beamed with pride, already dreaming about what it would be like to be even bigger. My tits felt huge on my body, but I could vaguely imagine them being even bigger. No man would be able to resist me then.

		When I left the doctor’s office that day, I was once again fully dressed, although the doctor’s seed was ready to drip out of my slit. That would have been a good reason to wear panties, but it was easier to make sure the guy who drove me home got a look at my pussy as I sat in the back of his car, my legs spread so he could definitely see up my skirt.

		I knew deep down that I hadn’t always been this way. I hadn’t always been a slut and a bimbo. I vaguely remembered being the writer I had once been. Now, such an idea was completely laughable. I couldn’t even spell, let alone write more than a couple words before I got bored or horny. But if I had to choose, I would choose to be the bimbo instead of just writing about them. This way I can actually enjoy all that sex and make myself look as feminine and sexy as possible. Before, I could only imagine. Now I just need to be me and all those fantasies come true.

		I knew Sir helped me because he felt bad for turning me into a bimbo with his computer machine, but I loved what he had turned me into. There was nothing better, in my dumb opinion, than being a bimbo slut. It really is the best life for me.
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