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		"H e wants me to be a bimbo," Misty whispered to herself as she stared at her reflection in the mirror.

		Misty shook her head, not believing that she was even thinking about this. She had no idea what being a bimbo really meant. But she did know that there were a lot of them on TV and in movies. They were always blonde and usually wore skimpy outfits. Admittedly, Misty was not that far off in terms of blonde hair and skimpy clothing. She had both. But those two things alone did not make a bimbo. There was something more.

		Misty frowned at herself in the mirror. "Can I be a bimbo?" she asked herself.

		Misty was smart. She had gotten good grades in school and had gone to college. She had a job as an office manager before being fired because of the arrest. Could a bimbo do that? Misty doubted it.

		Misty sat on the edge of the bed and thought about what it would mean to become a bimbo for OG. If she gave up her mind, she would lose her intelligence. But could she actually do that? Could someone get dumber?

		Misty laughed nervously. "That's impossible," she said.

		Misty knew she was smart. But what if she could give up her intelligence and become a bimbo for OG? She would still be his girl. And he would still love her. But she would be a different person. She would be someone else. She would not be Misty anymore. At least not the Misty she knew.

		"I can't do that," Misty said quietly. "It's not me."

		But as Misty said the words, she knew they were not true. A part of her wanted to be a bimbo for OG. She wanted to give up her mind and become a dumb blonde. She wanted to be sexy and beautiful. She wanted to be a slut for him.

		Misty's heart raced at the thought of being a bimbo for OG. The more she thought about it, the more she wanted it. She wanted to be his perfect snowbunny bimbo creation. It was wrong and against everything she had ever believed in, but she could not deny her feelings. She wanted to be his bimbo.

		However, there was one question that stood out, that she could not get past. How? How could she become a bimbo? There was no way to just flip a switch and make it happen.

		"You worry too much." Those were not Misty's words. They were OG's. His deep voice floated across the room, wrapping Misty in a warm cocoon of security.

		"I'm sorry," Misty said as she turned to face him. "I didn't mean to worry. I just..."

		OG raised his hand, signaling her to stop. "Don't apologize," he said. "I understand your concerns. But I promise you that you will be happy."

		Misty bit her lower lip nervously. "But what about my intelligence?" she asked.

		OG sat down next to Misty and took her hand in his own. He smiled warmly at her. "You're smart enough to know that there's more to life than being smart," he said. "But if you're really worried, just know that I have everything planned out. You don't need to worry. A bimbo doesn't worry. She just lets her man take care of it."

		"But—"

		"No buts," OG said, cutting her off. "I've already made the arrangements. You're going to see a doctor tomorrow. He's going to take care of everything. You just need to trust me."

		Misty let out a deep sigh. She did trust OG. But she was still scared. He was asking so much of her. And she did not know if she could do it.

		"What if I'm not cut out to be a bimbo?" Misty asked.

		OG smiled and squeezed her hand gently. "You will be," he said. "I have faith in you."

		Misty stared into OG's eyes and saw only love and compassion there. He really believed in her. He really thought she could do it. And that was all she needed to hear. If he believed in her, then she would try her best to become the bimbo he wanted.

		"Okay, I'll do whatever is necessary," Misty said. "I'll be the perfect bimbo for you."

		OG leaned in and kissed Misty softly on the lips. It was a sweet, tender kiss. But there was also an underlying hunger there. A promise of what was to come.

		"I knew you'd say that," OG said as he pulled away from the kiss. "And you're going to be the most beautiful snowbunny bimbo ever."

		Misty blushed. She could not believe how much faith OG had in her. But she would do her best to live up to his expectations.
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		The nurse led Misty into the doctor's office. OG stayed behind in the waiting room. She was on her own now.

		Misty sat down in the chair across from the doctor. She looked around the room, taking in her surroundings. It was a typical doctor's office. Everything was neat and tidy. There were bookshelves lined with medical textbooks. There was a framed diploma hanging on the wall. It all seemed so normal. But Misty knew that what she was about to do was anything but normal.

		The doctor smiled at Misty as he sat down behind his desk. "Good morning," he said. "My name is Dr. Statler. I understand you're here to discuss some plastic surgery."

		Misty swallowed hard. This was really happening. She was planning to have surgery. "Yes," she said softly.

		Dr. Statler opened a file on his desk and looked over the paperwork inside. "You're here for a breast augmentation, rhinoplasty, lip fillers, and permanent eyelash extensions, is that correct?"

		"I am?" Misty asked, surprised.

		The doctor nodded. "Yes, according to this paperwork submitted by your, um, partner."

		Misty thought for a moment. OG must have already submitted the paperwork. He really had everything planned out. But Misty knew he had only done it because he wanted what was best for her. What was best for both of them.

		"Oh, right," Misty said. "Yes, I'm here for all of that."

		Dr. Statler smiled and nodded. "Very well," he said. "As long as you're aware of what you're getting into, we can proceed with the surgery."

		"Wait, now?" Misty asked.

		The doctor chuckled. "Yes, now," he said. "I've had my schedule cleared for this appointment. We're ready to go."

		Misty took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "Okay," she said. "Somehow I thought this was just a consultation, but I guess not."

		"Not to worry," Dr. Statler said reassuringly. "We'll take good care of you."

		Dr. Statler stood up from his desk and walked around to where Misty was sitting. He held out his hand and helped her stand up.

		"Now, if you'll follow me," Dr. Statler said as he led Misty out of the office and down the hall.

		They arrived at a room where a nurse was waiting. The nurse smiled at Misty and directed her to a chair. "You can undress here and put on this gown," the nurse said.

		Misty stared at the nurse in disbelief. She had not expected to have everything happen so quickly. But OG had made the arrangements, and she was going to do whatever it took to make him happy. Even if that meant getting surgery without her full input.

		Misty undressed and put on the gown. It was open in the back and barely covered her ass. But Misty was used to clothing barely covering her ass now. Her skirts were so short and her tops cropped so that her tattoo was always on display.

		"Please sit down here," the nurse said as she helped Misty onto the operating table.

		The nurse took Misty's blood pressure and checked her pulse. She asked some questions about allergies and medications. Misty felt like she was in a daze. Everything was happening so fast.

		"I'm going to start an IV now," the nurse said.

		Misty had never had an IV before. She watched as the nurse placed a needle into the vein in her arm. The nurse taped it down and hooked up a bag of fluids.

		"This is to make sure you're properly hydrated and to make sure you are ready to go under when it's time," the nurse explained.

		Misty nodded. She was nervous. This was really happening. She was about to have surgery. And she had no idea what to expect.

		Just then, the doctor entered the room. "Hello again," he said. "How are you feeling?"

		"Nervous," Misty admitted.

		Dr. Statler smiled. "That's normal," he said. "But I promise you'll be fine."

		The doctor began to explain the surgery. He pointed to diagrams and models as he described what he was going to do. Misty tried to follow along, but she was still in a daze. It was all so much to take in. But she got a few bits and pieces. Dr. Statler was going to use as big of implants as he could fit in her breasts. There would be no doubting by anyone that they were fake. Big and round. She was going to have bimbo boobs.

		"Let's get you into the operating room," Dr. Statler said as he pulled on a fresh pair of latex gloves.

		The nurse wheeled Misty out of the room and into another one where there was a large operating table. The lights were bright and the air smelled of antiseptic. After that, it was only a matter of time.
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		"T hey're so big," Misty mumbled as she stared at her new breasts in the mirror. She was still getting used to her new lips, along with "How am I supposed to handle this?"

		OG grinned as he stood behind her, his arms wrapped around her waist. "You'll get used to them," he said.

		Misty sank back against his body, melting into his warmth, taking comfort from his strength. But as she did so, she felt his hard cock press against her back, right where her tattoo marking who she belonged to was etching into her skin. Her own pussy throbbed with need, responding to his arousal.

		"I can't wait to fuck you," OG growled in her ear.

		Misty let out a low moan as she pressed back against his cock. "Please," she begged.

		OG chuckled softly. "Not yet," he said. "You're still recovering."

		Misty pouted, but she knew that he was right. She had just had surgery and needed time to heal.

		"In the meantime," OG said as he reached down between Misty's legs, "we'll have some fun with this."

		OG's fingers found Misty's clit. He began to rub it gently. It was a familiar feeling, but there was something different about it now. She knew he would not take her to completion. He would not make her cum. But she needed it so badly. She was so horny. And the feel of his cock against her back was driving her wild.

		Misty closed her eyes and let herself enjoy the feeling of OG's fingers on her clit. He knew exactly how to touch her. He knew exactly what she needed.

		"That's right," OG whispered in Misty's ear. "Just relax and enjoy it."

		OG continued to rub Misty's clit. He increased the pressure slightly. He wanted to bring her to the edge. But not over it. Not yet.

		"Please," Misty begged. "I need to cum."

		OG shook his head. "Not yet," he said. His voice had a calming influence, but it did nothing to stifle the fire that was burning inside of her. "You're not ready for that yet."

		Misty bit her lower lip as she fought against the urge to orgasm. It was so hard. She wanted to give in to the pleasure. But OG would not let her. He kept her on the edge. Always on the edge.

		OG smiled as he watched Misty struggle to hold back her orgasm. He knew that she would soon break. But he was not going to let her cum. No, cumming was not allowed during her recovery. Only edging.

		"I can't take it anymore," Misty cried out. "Please let me cum."

		"No," OG said firmly. "Not until you're fully healed."

		Misty whined and complained, but there was nothing she could do. Even as she moved her hands between her legs, trying to push OG's fingers harder against her clit, his free hand batted them away. He would not let her touch herself. He would not let her get off. Not without his permission.

		Misty felt tears roll down her cheeks as the frustration grew. She needed to cum. But OG would not give her permission.

		OG continued to rub Misty's clit. He kept her on the edge. His breath tickled her ear as he whispered words of encouragement. "You're doing so good," he said. "Just a little bit longer."

		"I can't," Misty whimpered. "I need to cum."

		"Not yet," OG said. His voice was calm and soothing. But there was an undercurrent of command to it. A command that Misty could not disobey.

		Misty closed her eyes tightly as she tried to focus on anything but the pleasure that was building inside of her. She felt like she was going to explode.

		"Don't cum," OG reminded her. "I own your orgasms now."

		Misty's whole body trembled as she fought against the urge to orgasm.

		"Say it," OG said. "Say that I own your orgasms."

		"You... you own my orgasms," Misty stuttered.

		OG smiled. "That's right," he said. "And only I can give you permission to cum. And right now, you don't have it."

		And just like that, OG pulled his hand away from Misty's pussy. Her fingers immediately drifted south again, her body craving release, but his hands caught hers and held them at bay.

		Misty was left panting for breath. Her heart was racing. Her body was on fire. She felt like she was going to die if she did not cum soon.

		"I need to cum," Misty begged.

		OG chuckled softly. "No, you don't," he said. "Being a bimbo isn't just about having big tits. It's more than having a fuckable body. It's an attitude. It's a way of thinking. What we just did, it's called edging. And I want you to edge for me when you're alone. You don't get to cum. Only I can give you orgasms now. But you're going to keep pushing yourself right up to the edge until you're almost about to cum. And then you stop. You stop and let yourself cool down. And once you no longer feel an immediate threat to orgasm, you start again."

		"But why?" Misty asked.

		"Because it will make you more sexually responsive," OG said. "This is training for your body and mind. I want you to be so horny that all you can think about is sex. All you can think about is my cock. And edging will help with that."

		Misty bit her lip. She did not understand what OG was talking about, but she was willing to try it. She was already in so deep. She lost her job and her apartment. She got breast implants and even more. The woman in the mirror was unrecognizable, although that was partly because parts of her remained bandaged, and what was visible was bruised and swollen. But it would pass. She was becoming his bimbo. She owed it to him to try.

		"Just give me a second," Misty said as she sat down on the bed. She looked up at OG and smiled shyly. "I'm really horny right now."

		OG nodded. "I know," he said. "That's the point. And I'm going to leave you like that. But I want you to start edging as soon as your body has cooled off enough so you don't risk going over. Before you know it, your body will be so primed for sex, you won't even notice how your hands will be playing with your tits or buried in your cunt. It will feel normal. Just remember, no orgasms without my permission."

		Misty gulped. This was going to be harder than she thought. She was already so horny. How could she not cum? How could she not give in to the pleasure that was coursing through her body?

		"I'll try," Misty said softly.

		OG smiled and kissed Misty on the lips. "Good girl," he said. "Now, I have some business to take care of. I'll be back later. But remember, no orgasms until I say you can."

		Misty watched as OG left the room. She was alone now. Her pussy throbbed with need. She had to do something about it.

		Misty lay back on the bed and spread her legs wide. Her pussy was so wet. She could feel the moisture dripping from her slit. It was like nothing she had ever felt before.

		Misty's hand drifted between her legs. She gently touched her pussy lips. They were so soft and wet. It felt so good.

		Misty began to rub her clit. She moaned softly as she did so. She was already so close to orgasm. But she knew she had to stop. OG wanted her to edge. He wanted her to keep herself right on the brink of orgasm without going over.

		Misty stopped rubbing her clit. It was almost painful to stop. But she knew that if she kept going, she would cum. And she did not have permission to do that.

		Misty's body trembled with need. She felt like she was going to explode. But she had to hold back. She had to control herself. She had to do what OG wanted.

		"I'm gonna be a good girl for OG," Misty mumbled as she fought against the urge to masturbate.

		Misty waited until her body calmed down. She waited until the urge to orgasm subsided. And then she started again.

		Misty began to rub her clit once more. She moaned softly as she did so. The pleasure was almost too much to bear. But she had to hold back. She had to resist the urge to orgasm.

		Misty continued to edge for hours. Start and stop. Start and stop. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was like being in a constant state of arousal. It was pure sexual torture. But she would endure it. For OG. To become his bimbo, even if that felt like an impossible task in her current state following her surgery.
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		Misty's pussy was dripping wet as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. All of her bandages had come off and she was pain free.

		She spent a lot of time looking at her reflection. Just the sight of herself was enough to turn her on. Everything turned her on. Misty knew it was the result of her edging. She was always horny, always wet. And just the thought of OG's cock was enough to make her drool with anticipation.

		Misty ran her hands over her breasts, squeezing them gently. They were still a little tender from the surgery, but the pain was nothing compared to the pleasure that she felt when she touched them. They were so big and round. They looked fake. But that was the point. And they were all hers.

		"I'm so sexy," Misty whispered to herself as she continued to admire her reflection.

		Misty batted her lashes at her reflection. She was still getting used to the feel of them. She had gotten permanent eyelash extensions. Her lips were fuller and poutier, thanks to the lip fillers. And her nose was smaller and more delicate. It was like looking at a different person. Or maybe that was just her arousal talking.

		"You're just so fuckable," OG said as he walked into the room. He stood behind Misty, his eyes drinking in her reflection.

		"I know," Misty said as she turned to face him. "It's like I was made for sex."

		"You're certainly getting there. But I think it's time we up the ante and take the next step on your journey to become a full-on bimbo. A woman who is only good for one thing. Being a slut for my pleasure."

		Misty nodded. She knew that OG had something else in mind for her. And she was willing to do whatever it took to become his perfect bimbo. Seeing herself now made it all so much more real. Then there was the fact that when she turned to look at OG, she never actually looked him in the face. No, her eyes were drawn toward the bulge in his pants. It was like it called to her. Her aroused brain wanted nothing more than to please him.

		"What are you going to do to me?" Misty asked.

		"I've arranged to have someone visit you regularly to help train your mind further," OG explained. "He's a professional hypnotist."

		Misty frowned slightly. "You want to hypnotize me? Does that even work?"

		OG smiled. "It's very effective," he said. "You'll see."

		Misty wasn't sure what to think about the whole thing, but she was willing to give it a try. If it would make her a better bimbo for OG, she was more than willing to go along with it.

		"He's waiting for you downstairs," OG said.

		"What should I do?" Misty asked.

		"Go down there and listen to everything he tells you to do. It's that simple."

		Misty took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. She was still feeling nervous about the whole thing. But if OG thought it would help her become his perfect bimbo, she was willing to give it a try.

		Misty left the room and made her way downstairs to the living room. She almost had to do a double take, because when she saw the man, his pale skin stood out. It was only then that she realized how she almost exclusively hung out with black men. The lawyer, the doctor, and now the hypnotist were the only white men she interacted with recently.

		The hypnotist smiled at Misty as she entered the room. He looked her up and down, admiring her new body.

		"You're even more beautiful than I imagined," he said. "No wonder OG wants to turn you into a bimbo."

		Misty blushed and looked away shyly. Oddly enough, all her shyness returned when it came to interacting with this man, while around OG, she was ready to give him a show any time, any place. But she still felt some reservations about the whole thing.

		"Hypnosis really works?" Misty asked, looking back up at the hypnotist.

		"Yes," he replied. "It's very effective. You'll see."

		Misty sat down on the couch and the hypnotist took a seat across from her. He reached into his bag and pulled out a small device. It looked like a metronome for keeping time while playing music.

		"You can call me Maddux," the hypnotist said as he set the device down on the coffee table between them.

		"Maddux?" Misty repeated.

		"Yes," he replied. "It's my name."

		"Oh, right," Misty said with a giggle. "I'm Misty."

		"Yes, I know," Maddux said with a smile. "OG has told me all about you."

		Misty smiled shyly. "Really? What did he say?"

		"He told me that you're very eager to please him. He also told me how he wants to train you to be a bimbo slut. I understand he already has you edging."

		Misty nodded. "That's true," she said. "I really want to please him."

		"Well, then let's get started," Maddux said as he reached out and turned on the metronome.

		The small device began to swing back and forth. The movement was slow and steady. Misty found herself transfixed by it. She could not take her eyes off of it. It was so mesmerizing.

		Maddux began to speak in a soft, soothing voice. "Just listen to my voice," he said. "Watch the metronome. Focus on it."

		Misty stared at the metronome as it swung back and forth. She felt herself slipping into a trance. Her body relaxed. Her mind became clear. All she could focus on was Maddux's voice.

		"You're getting very sleepy," Maddux said. "Your eyelids are growing heavy. You want to close them. You need to close them."

		Misty closed her eyes. Her body felt heavy. Her mind was empty. She was completely under Maddux's control.

		"You're such a good girl for dropping into trance so easily," Maddux said. "Each time you do this, you will find it easier and easier. The more you give in, the better it feels. And the better you are, the happier OG is. All you want is to make him happy, right?"

		"Yes," Misty replied softly.

		"Then listen closely, because what I am about to say will be etched into your brain. It will guide your thoughts and actions."

		Maddux began to recite a list of mantras, programming them into Misty's mind.

		"I'm sexy. I'm hot. I'm horny. I'm here for one thing only. To please my man."

		"Don't think. Just edge."

		"Edging makes my thoughts go poof."

		"All I care about is fucking OG."

		"Stop thinking, just feel."

		"My cunt is always wet and ready for cock."

		"I want big black cock all day long."

		"I am a dumb little bimbo."

		"Bimbos like me are for fucking, not thinking."

		Maddux drilled each mantra into Misty's head, making sure that they were deeply ingrained in her psyche. He wanted her to believe them. He wanted her to live by them. They were the key to her transformation into a bimbo.

		"What is the most important thing to you?" Maddux asked.

		"Pleasing OG," Misty replied automatically.

		"That's right," Maddux said. "Pleasing OG. Whatever he wants, give it to him. Whatever he tells you to do, do it. There is nothing more important than pleasing him."

		"Yes," Misty breathed. "I want to please him. I need to please him."

		"That's right," Maddux said. His eyes swept over Misty's body. She was perfect for what OG had in mind. "And how does he want you to act?"

		"Like a bimbo," Misty replied.

		"That's right," Maddux said with a smile. "You're going to be his perfect bimbo. No matter what it takes, you're going to become the slut he wants you to be. The only thinking you want to do is about sex and how to be sexy for OG. Your value is in your body, not your mind."

		Misty nodded slowly. She knew that was what she wanted. She wanted to be OG's perfect bimbo. She wanted to please him in every way possible.

		"How do you feel right now?" Maddux asked.

		"Really horny," Misty replied. "I want to fuck so bad."

		"That's good," Maddux said. "I want you to focus on that feeling. Focus on how horny you are. Let it fill your mind. Let it drive you. Because when you're horny, you're a bimbo."

		Misty inhaled deeply as she thought about how horny she was. Her pussy was so wet. She could feel the moisture leaking through her panties. It was almost unbearable.

		"Some people will call you stupid," Maddux continued. "But being stupid is part of being a bimbo. There's nothing wrong with it. You just don't need to think about anything except how to please OG. That's all that matters. He is the most important person in your life. You exist to serve him. Does that sound nice? Dumb and sexy and happy?"

		Misty nodded as she whispered, "Yes." She could see it now. She could see herself as OG's bimbo. It was what she wanted. It was what she needed.

		"You are a dumb bimbo," Maddux said slowly. "You are a bimbo for black cock. Your mind is empty except for sex. You are here to be a slut. You are here to please OG."

		"I am a dumb bimbo," Misty repeated. "I am a bimbo for black cock. My mind is empty except for sex. I am here to be a slut. I am here to please OG."

		Misty could feel the words sinking into her mind. They felt right. They felt true. She was a dumb bimbo. She wanted to be a dumb bimbo. She did not want to think or have responsibilities. Her only purpose was to be a slut. To be a bimbo. To be OG's bimbo.

		"Very good," Maddux said as he watched Misty repeat the mantras. "I want you to say those words every morning when you wake up and every night before you go to sleep. And if you ever find yourself thinking when you know you shouldn't, you need to use your mantras to cut off your train of thought, to reorient your mind to your singular purpose of being OG's bimbo."

		"I will," Misty said. She could feel her body growing hotter. She needed to cum so bad. She was so horny.

		"Now, I'm going to count down from ten," Maddux said. "Each number is going to bring you closer to wakefulness. You will remember everything we talked about. But you will feel more and more relaxed and at ease with it all. By the time I reach one, you will be wide awake, refreshed, and excited to continue your training."

		"Yes," Misty breathed. "I want to continue my training. I want to become a bimbo for OG."

		"Ten," Maddux said.

		Misty could feel her body tingling. The tension was building.

		"Nine."

		Her heart was racing. She was on the edge of something big. Something life-changing.

		"Eight."

		She could see it all now. The future she wanted so badly. The future that was just within her grasp.

		"Seven."

		Misty felt like she was on the verge of an orgasm. Except she knew she could not cum. That was not allowed. Only OG could let her have an orgasm. He owned them, much like he owned her.

		"Six."

		The pleasure was almost too much to bear. It was like nothing she had ever experienced before. It was like being in a constant state of arousal.

		"Five."

		Misty clenched her hands into fists as she fought against the urge to orgasm. She would not cum. She could not cum. Only OG could give her permission to do so.

		"Four."

		Her whole body trembled as she resisted the urge to climax. It was like being in a constant state of near-climax, as if she were always just on the verge of tipping over the edge.

		"Three."

		Misty bit her lower lip. Her breathing was rapid. Her heart was racing. Her body was throbbing with need.

		"Two."

		It was almost too much for her to handle. The pleasure was overwhelming. But she would not give in. She would not let herself cum. She was a bimbo for OG and OG only.

		"One."

		Misty's eyes snapped open. She gasped for air as she came out of her trance. Her body felt amazing. She was on fire. She needed to be fucked.

		Maddux smiled at Misty. "You did great," he said. "I'm sure you'll be a perfect bimbo for OG."

		"Thank you," Misty said as she squeezed her thighs together in need.

		"And now that you're awake, I have a question for you. What is six times seven?"

		Misty frowned in confusion. The question caught her off guard. "What?" she asked.

		Maddux laughed. "It's a simple question," he said. "Six times seven. What is the answer?"

		Misty thought about it for a moment. But then instead of answering, she giggled and said something else instead. "Bimbos like me fuck, not think."

		"That's right," Maddux said reassuringly as if talking to a small child. "Now, let's try this again. Six times seven?"

		Misty smiled and batted her lashes. "Um, I don't know," she said with a shrug.

		"How about two plus two?" Maddux asked.

		Misty made a face as if she were thinking really hard. Except her mind was filled with images of OG's cock. She was not really thinking at all. "Um, like, why are you asking me all these silly questions? I'm just a dumb little bimbo."

		Maddux nodded approvingly. "Yes, you are," he said. "Just a dumb little bimbo."

		In all actuality, it wasn't that Misty could not answer the questions. Math had once been one of her favorite subjects in school. But her time in trance had reoriented her mind, creating new paths to follow that were entirely devoid of complex thoughts. If she really had to access that knowledge again, she would be able to, but the goal was to train her mind to simply skip over all of that and just play up being dumb. Coupled with her heightened libido thanks to the edging routine OG had given her, Misty was well on her way to becoming the bimbo he wanted her to be.

		However, one session would not be enough to completely reprogram Misty's brain. Maddux would return for regular sessions, doing what he could to keep Misty from falling back into thinking for herself. Every part of what she learned today under trance would be re-enforced again and again until it truly was second nature, until the old Misty was completely wiped away, replaced by a bimbo who could not think for herself. And if OG had his way, she would have plenty of incentive to stay in line and always remain horny.

		As if on cue, OG came into the room, a big smile on his face. "How did it go?" he asked.

		"Really good," Maddux said as he sat forward to retrieve his metronome. "She's a good student."

		OG looked at Misty with a glint in his eyes. He loved seeing her as a bimbo. He loved seeing the slightly glazed look in her eyes, a signal that she was not really paying attention to what the men were saying. That was good. He wanted nothing more than to include her in his criminal discussions, not as a participant, but as an ornament. However, he did not want her to retain anything that then could be used against him or the gang if she were arrested again. Not that he wanted that to happen. Once was enough.

		"Excellent," OG said as he extended a wad of cash to Maddux. "Then here's your payment."

		Maddux smiled as he took the cash and pocketed it. He stood up from the couch. "It was a pleasure doing business with you," he said. "I'll see you next week for her next session."

		OG nodded. "See you then."

		Maddux left the room, leaving OG and Misty alone together. Misty looked at OG with lust in her eyes. She was so horny. She needed to be fucked.

		OG smiled at Misty. He knew what she wanted. He knew what she needed. And he was more than happy to give it to her.

		"Did you enjoy your time with Maddux?" he asked.

		Misty batted her lashes as she crawled across the couch and toward OG. "Yes," she said breathlessly. "He's so good."

		OG chuckled. "And how do you feel now?" he asked.

		Misty licked her lips as she reached out and placed her hands on OG's thighs. "I feel so horny," she said. "Dumb and horny. Like a proper bimbo. But this bimbo needs fucking by a big black cock."

		"You want me to fuck you?" OG asked.

		Misty nodded eagerly. "Yes, please," she said. "I need it so bad."

		OG smiled as he reached out and grabbed Misty by the waist, pulling her into his lap. "I think you've healed enough. And if you're going to keep acting like the bimbo you're supposed to be, I think I need to reward you for being a good girl."

		Misty giggled as she ground her ass against OG's cock. She could feel it hardening beneath her. She was so wet. She needed to be fucked. She needed to be used. She needed to be dominated.

		"I'm ready for you," Misty said in a sultry voice.

		OG chuckled as he reached down and pulled his cock out of his pants. It was hard and throbbing. He wanted nothing more than to bury it deep inside Misty's pussy. But first, he wanted to try out those new lips of hers.

		"You want this cock?" OG asked as he stroked his shaft.

		"Yes, please," Misty begged.

		OG laughed. "Then suck it," he said. "And show me what you've learned."

		Misty climbed off of OG's lap and sank to her knees between his legs. She reached out and took his cock in her hand. It felt so good. So right. She knew that she was meant to be a bimbo. And that she was meant to serve black men. She would do anything for them. She would do anything for OG.

		Misty wrapped her plump lips around OG's cock. He let out a long groan of pleasure as she began to bob her head up and down on his shaft. He reached out and grabbed a fistful of Misty's hair, using it to control her movements. She looked up at him with lust in her eyes as he guided her mouth along his cock.

		"That's right," OG grunted. "Just like that."

		Misty sucked OG's cock like her life depended on it. She wanted to please him. She needed to please him. She would do anything to please him.

		OG smiled as he watched Misty suck his cock. He knew that she was going to be a perfect bimbo for him. She was already well on her way to being just the kind of dumb slut he liked. And with more training, she would become even better. He could not wait to see her in action, acting like a bimbo at his parties. He had no doubt that she would win over every man there. She was already winning him over.

		As Misty sucked OG's cock, he leaned back and relaxed. It felt so good. It felt so right. It felt like she was meant to be there, on her knees, sucking his cock. And that was all the reassurance OG needed to know that he had made the right decision in turning her into a bimbo for him to fuck. This was not the end—it was far from it—but it was confirmation that he had made the right choice in selecting Misty. One look at her and he saw her potential.

		Misty was overwhelmed with desire as she sucked OG's cock. She could feel his shaft throbbing in her mouth and throat. She could taste his pre-cum on her tongue. She knew that he was getting close to cumming. She wanted him to cum. She wanted him to cum in her mouth. She wanted to taste his seed. She needed it. She needed to be rewarded for being a good girl.

		OG looked down at Misty as she sucked his cock. He knew that she was going to be the perfect bimbo for him. She was on her way. He could not wait to see how far she would go. And he was eager to see what else Maddux, Dr. Statler, and her edging routine could do to her body and mind.

		Misty looked up at OG as she continued to suck his cock. Their eyes met and something passed between them. A mutual understanding. An agreement. A commitment.

		OG smiled as he held Misty's gaze. "Here it comes, slut," he growled as he got ready to cum.

		Misty grinned around OG's cock as she prepared to receive his load. She was so horny. She was so ready. She needed this. She needed to be used by him. She needed to be fucked by him.

		"Take it all, bitch," OG grunted as he shot his load down Misty's throat.

		Misty swallowed every drop of OG's cum. She did not want to waste a single drop. His seed tasted like ambrosia on her tongue. She knew that she would never get enough of it.

		OG's eyes rolled back in his head as he came. It felt so good. He knew that he had made the right decision in choosing Misty to become his bimbo. She was perfect for him. She was perfect for his gang. She was perfect for everything he wanted to do. And he was only getting started with her.

		Misty smiled up at OG as she continued to suck his cock, draining every last drop of cum from his balls. She was so happy. She was so content. She was so horny. She loved his cock. It was like a drug. And she was addicted to it.

		"Good girl," OG said as he rubbed Misty's head. "You did a good job."

		Misty giggled around OG's cock. She felt so proud of herself. She felt like she had finally found her place in the world. She was OG's bimbo.

		"Are you gonna, like, fuck me now?" Misty asked once she pulled back. "My cunt is always wet and ready for you."

		OG laughed. He laughed at her, finding her devotion amusing. Misty's mind, still under the influence of the hypnotism, did not understand what was funny, so rather than be left out, she giggled along with him. She found his amusement infectious. It was enough to make her happy. But it also made her more determined to serve him.

		"I just fucked your mouth," OG pointed out. "Why do you think I would fuck your cunt next?"

		Misty furrowed her brow as if she were thinking hard. However, that only resulted in her reminding herself of one of her mantras. "Don't think. Just edge."

		As if following an order, her hands drifted between her legs and before she even realized she was doing it, she was moaning as she fingered her clit, pushing herself right up to the edge. But never over. She knew that, even in her bimbofied state. And she was going to continue being a good girl for OG.

		"That's right, baby. Don't think. Just edge."

		Hearing OG speak her mantra was almost enough to send her over the edge, but she held back. She was a good girl.
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		"P lease, fuck me," Misty begged from her knees. She was almost crying from how horny she was. Her pussy throbbed with need. Barely any of her thoughts could be focused on anything other than sex and serving OG. "My cunt is always wet and ready for your perfect big black cock."

		OG smiled down at Misty. She was so desperate for him. So willing to do anything for him. He knew that she was that for him. She was everything he wanted and more.

		"You really want my cock?" OG asked.

		"Yes, please," Misty said. "I'll do anything, OG. I just need your cock in my cunt. I've never been so horny before. It's, like, totally crazy. Like, all I can think about is sex."

		"How often have you been edging yourself?" OG asked.

		"I don't even know anymore. I can't count that high," Misty replied. "It feels so good to be dumb and horny. I never want it to end."

		OG laughed. "Don't worry, baby," he said. "I'm going to make sure you're always horny for me. You'll never be allowed to cum without my permission. But there's something I want you to do before I fuck your cunt."

		Misty was only too eager to hear what OG had to say. She was desperate for any task he might give her. She would do anything for him. "Anything," she repeated. "Just tell me what you want me to do."

		"I want you to get more tattoos," OG said.

		Misty agreed so fast that OG could barely believe it. He smiled down at her and reached out to touch her cheek. She was such a good girl for him.

		"That's a good girl," OG said. "Now, come on. Let's go."

		Misty stood up on shaky legs. Her pussy was dripping wet. She could feel the moisture soaking her panties. She needed to cum so bad. But she would wait. She did not have a choice.

		Once on her feet, Misty adjusted her skirt, making sure it actually covered her ass. She wore her skirts so short that they had a tendency to ride up, exposing her panties. That was not a problem at the villa or the condo, but when going out, even with her mind focused on sex, Misty knew she needed the extra modesty.

		And as soon as her skirt sat properly on her hips, she took a moment to adjust her tits in her top. Even though her top covered her nipples, she felt like they were constantly exposed. They were so big and sensitive. It was almost like they were always being stimulated.

		"I like seeing you like this," OG said. "You're so sexy."

		Misty giggled shyly as she blushed. She loved being told how sexy she was. It made her feel good. It made her feel wanted. And she loved the attention.

		"Thank you," Misty said. "It's all for you, baby."

		"Let's go," OG said, motioning toward the door. "I've booked you an appointment for tattoos and piercings. The limo is waiting."

		Misty squealed with excitement as she followed OG out of the villa. She was so happy. She was so excited. She was so horny. A pleasure drunk smile spread across her lips as she felt herself growing more and more aroused. She could not wait to get back to the villa so that OG could fuck her brains out.

		In the back of the limo, Misty sat in OG's lap, letting him hold her. Letting him play with her. He seemed particularly fond of playing with her tits.

		"They're so big and round," he said. "I love it."

		Misty giggled. "They're all for you, baby," she said. "Just like my cunt. It's always wet and ready for you."

		OG chuckled as he tweaked Misty's nipples. She gasped in pleasure and surprise. Her nipples were so sensitive.

		"You like it when I tweak your nipples, don't you?" OG asked.

		"Yeah," Misty breathed. "It feels so good."

		"I bet it does," OG said. "And I bet they'll feel even better once we get them pierced. I'm not just taking you to get more tattoos, but some piercings, too."

		Misty bit her lower lip as she thought about getting her nipples pierced. She had never really considered it before, but now that OG mentioned it, she could not think of anything else. She wanted it so bad. She needed it so bad.

		"Anything for you," Misty cooed. "I just want to be your sexy bimbo."

		OG did not answer. He just kept playing with Misty's tits, distracting her as the limo took them to a small shop in the city. It was where the gang members got their tattoos and piercings. The best tattoo artist was only found in a place like this.

		The moment the limo pulled up in front of the shop, OG and Misty exited. OG held Misty's hand as he led her inside. Once inside, Misty immediately recognized the man who had done her tramp stamp. She always made sure it was visible, wanting people to know who and what she was.

		"I'm so glad I get to work on you again, Misty," the artist said. Then he turned toward OG. "I understand we're doing tattoos and piercings today?"

		"That's right," OG replied. "And we want you to do something special."

		The artist looked intrigued. "Oh? What is it?"

		"We want you to pierce her nipples and belly button, then give her matching roses and vines tattoos on both arms."

		We want was a stretch. That was what OG wanted. But Misty wanted what OG wanted. Her foggy mind struggled to differentiate her desires from his. In her mind, he was a perfect, sexy god who could do no wrong. He owned her body and she would do anything for him. So that meant any idea he had was automatically something she wanted.

		"That sounds like a good challenge," the artist said. "It will take all day, but it's doable. What kind of rose are you thinking of?”

		OG grinned as he pulled out his phone. "I'm glad you asked."

		OG showed the artist several pictures of black and pink roses. He chose the simplest one, which also included leaves and thorns. The plan quickly came together, all while Misty stared off into space as she rubbed her pussy against the arm of the chair she was perched on, waiting. She could not help herself. She was so horny and aroused by everything. It felt like nothing could distract her from how wet and horny she was.

		Both the tattoo artist and OG chuckled when they noticed Misty's behavior, but she remained oblivious to their machinations. She was so out of it that she did not even realize they were talking about her. The artist worked out a plan for Misty's tattoos, trying to keep the design consistent between both arms.

		"Okay, I'm ready for you," the artist said.

		Misty blinked. "What?"

		OG stood up and grabbed Misty's hand. He pulled her off of the chair. "It's time for your tattoos and piercings," he said.

		Misty squealed with delight. She was so excited. She could not wait to have more tattoos and piercings. She knew that OG would love them. She knew that they would make her even sexier. And she could not wait to show them off.

		Misty sat down in the tattoo chair and the artist got to work. It took hours, first completing her left arm tattoo, then her right. The artist took short breaks, enough time to grab a snack and relieve himself. Misty used that time for the same, although there was no way she would have been able to handle the pain without OG being there, holding her hand, the whole time. But she got through it, only letting out the occasional whimper. It helped that she could so easily slip into a fantasy where OG was fucking her hard and fast.

		Once her tattoos were complete, the artist applied a cream and bandaged them up to protect them while they healed. All that remained was her piercings.

		"Take your top off," the artist said.

		Misty unhooked her top and let it fall to the floor. Her big tits were on full display, causing the artist to lick his lips. He could not help himself. Misty was so sexy. But he was professional, at least for the moment.

		"And do you ever wear skirts or pants with a higher waist?" the artist asked.

		Misty giggled. "Not usually. I can't even, like, remember the last time my belly-button was covered."

		OG grinned. "She doesn't," he confirmed. "I like having her body exposed and available at all times."

		Misty giggled again. It was true. She was practically always ready to fuck.

		The artist nodded as he stepped toward Misty. "Then there shouldn't be a problem with the piercing getting irritated while it heals." He put on a pair of gloves and grabbed a marker. He carefully drew an outline of where he would place the piercings on her navel. "Now, hold still."

		Misty's breath hitched in her throat as the artist made the first incision in her skin. It was only slightly more painful than the tattoos had been. But it was over in a moment, and before she knew it, she had a shiny barbell in her belly-button.

		"And now for the nipples," the man said.

		He performed the same actions on each breast, piercing Misty's nipples with a pair of matching barbells. The pain was sharp, but then shifted to a dull ache. She would have to be careful with how she dressed for a while, but that was okay. She would be able to handle it, even if she had to stay at home and remain topless until they healed. And it was worth it if it meant making OG happy.

		Misty squealed with delight when she saw herself in the mirror. She loved her new piercings and tattoos. It was so easy to see her as a gangster's snowbunny bimbo now. OG certainly seemed pleased, too.

		"Perfect," OG said as he checked out Misty's tattoos. "Now I just need to pay up."

		The artist nodded as OG took out his wallet. The gangster gave the man an extra large tip for the service. And even though Misty was already plenty wet from being a good girl all day, seeing OG part with that much cash only made her pussy throb even harder. She could barely contain herself as she put her top back on and OG led her back out to the limo.

		And once they were behind the tinted glass in the back of the limo, neither Misty nor OG could contain themselves any longer. It opened with a kiss. A hot, passionate kiss. All the pent up sexual tension from the day came pouring out.

		Misty's nipples ached under her shirt as she kissed OG. She could feel his hands all over her body. He was touching her everywhere. He was so strong. So powerful. She could not get enough of him.

		"I'm going to fuck you stupid," OG growled as he grabbed Misty by the hips and pushed her down onto the limo floor.

		"Oh, yes, please," Misty moaned. "I need your big black cock so bad. I can't wait any longer. I'll do anything."

		OG laughed. "So desperate, so horny." He was amused. And seeing her first tattoo staring up at him from the small of her back as he held her on her hands and knees was one of the most arousing things he had ever seen. He loved that he had his gang's mark on her. His mark. It was a powerful feeling. It made his cock even harder.

		Misty bit her lower lip as she stared back at OG over her shoulder. He pulled down her skirt and then her minuscule thong panties. Her pussy dripped with her arousal. It was so hot. It was so sexy. She was so horny. And it was all for him.

		OG lined up his cock with Misty's pussy and slammed into her. She let out a long moan as he filled her. This was what she had been missing since her surgery, since she started edging almost nonstop. This was the pleasure she craved. And she could not get enough of it.

		"Yes," Misty cried out as OG began to fuck her hard and fast. "That's what I need."

		OG laughed. He knew exactly what Misty needed. Even before he started to actively turn her into his personal bimbo slut, she had developed a need for his cock, but that addiction had been dialed up to eleven. The hypnosis sessions with Maddux had left her mind a hollow shell. The edging kept what was left of her mind completely focused on sex and being a stupid sexpot for him.

		"I'm cumming," Misty screamed as her first orgasm in longer than she could now remember raced through her. It felt like a bolt of lightning shooting through her body. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the pleasure consumed her.

		But OG did not slow down or stop. He kept fucking Misty, just like he always would. She belonged to him. And she would never get away from him. When her arms finally gave out and she collapsed, that just improved the angle as OG continued to pound into her from behind. She was nothing but his sex toy.

		Misty could not control her body anymore. She just let OG fuck her. She just rode the waves of pleasure, moaning like a good little bimbo slut for her man. It felt so good.

		And even as she recovered from her first orgasm, she was already building toward a second one. It was almost too much for her. It was like being caught in a riptide. But she did not want to fight it. She wanted to be pulled under. She wanted to drown in the pleasure. She wanted to give herself completely to OG.

		"You're mine," OG growled as he slammed into Misty's pussy over and over again. "Say it."

		"I'm yours," Misty moaned. "I'm your bimbo slut."

		OG laughed. "That's right. You're my bimbo slut. You'll always be my bimbo slut. I own you."

		Misty was barely coherent as she nodded. She was too focused on the pleasure. On the orgasm building within her. She needed it. She needed it more than anything. And she knew that OG was the only one who could give it to her.

		"I'm going to cum," OG grunted.

		"Yes," Misty screamed. "Do it. Cum inside me. I need it so bad."

		OG kept fucking Misty as he approached his climax. He could feel his cock throbbing. He could feel the pressure building. He was so close. He was right there.

		And then it happened. OG let out a long groan as he came, shooting his load deep inside Misty's pussy. She moaned in pleasure as she felt his seed fill her, sending her over the edge into another orgasm of her own. Her body trembled with pleasure as she came around OG's cock. It was pure ecstasy. It was everything she needed.

		As OG's orgasm subsided, he pulled his cock out of Misty's pussy. She collapsed onto the limo floor, utterly spent. She could barely move. But she was so happy. She had finally gotten what she needed. She had finally gotten fucked. And it was everything she could have hoped for.

		OG put himself back together and returned to his seat. He left Misty on the floor, knowing she needed to rest. They remained like that for the rest of the ride back to the villa.
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		Misty could not remember the last time she sat behind the wheel of a car. Not that she wanted to drive. The very thought of being in control of a massive hunk of machinery terrified her. And now, sitting in the back of OG's limousine, she would have no hope of navigating her way to the mall with such a cumbersome vehicle.

		Today's trip to the mall was special. It was not a special occasion, but OG was meeting her there. That was what made it special. Misty loved trying on clothes and jewelry, giving him a fashion show. And he loved seeing her in all the slutty outfits. It was a win-win for both of them. But OG was a busy man—he had a city-wide empire to run—and he could not always be with her.

		Misty barely noticed the trip as she used one of her toys to edge herself during the drive. It was so easy to just spread her legs and push her thong aside while she slid the vibrator against her clit. The pleasure built and built, but never enough to send her over the edge. And every time she came close, she would take the toy away from her pussy and place it on the seat next to her. She knew that only OG could give her permission to have an orgasm.

		Just before arriving at the mall, Misty stashed the toy back in her purse. It would not do for her to be seen using it in public. Even though her edging routine and her sessions with Maddux had largely removed any semblance of modesty Misty had left, she still understood the need to not be a complete wanton slut in public. If OG chose to use her body in public, that was his choice, but she knew better than to initiate such displays without his permission.

		"We're here," the driver said over the intercom.

		Misty nodded, although the man could not see her. "Thank you," she said. And then the limo came to a stop and the driver exited the vehicle to open her door.

		The moment she Misty stood on her high heels, she took a moment to adjust her outfit, making sure her body was properly on display. She wanted to look completely fuckable when she met OG. She wanted him to know that she was his slut, and only his. And as she adjusted her outfit, the men passing by stopped and stared at her, checking out her body.

		Misty giggled as she fixed her lipstick with the mirror in her compact. She could feel their eyes on her. She loved being the center of attention. It made her feel sexy. It made her feel wanted. And it turned her on like nothing else.

		But none of the men who looked at her were worthy of her attention. She was OG's bimbo snowbunny slut. She belonged to him. And she would never give herself to another man. Not unless he ordered her to. But she had a feeling that would never happen. He was too possessive of her. He loved her too much. And she loved him back with every fiber of her being.

		Misty's heels clicked against the tile floor in the mall as she strutted toward the fountain where OG said he would meet her. She knew she was turning heads, but she did not care. All she cared about was getting to OG so that they could go shopping together. It was one of her favorite things to do.

		"Hey, babycakes," a man shouted as Misty walked by. "Why don't you come over here and give me some sugar?"

		Misty smirked, planning to ignore the comment, but something in her made her stop. She paused, finding herself being gawked at by the man and his three buddies. The men were probably around her age and they looked like they worked out. They had big, bulging muscles in their arms. But Misty was only interested in one kind of muscle, and none of them had any to speak of.

		"Sorry," Misty said with a flip of her hair. "I'm not into guys with small cocks. If you want me to fuck you, you'll need to grow bigger."

		"Oh yeah?" the man said. "Well, I got a big cock for you. Why don't you come over here and have a look?"

		Misty rolled her eyes as she stepped forward. She had nothing to fear from these men. Especially because she had spotted OG up ahead. He watched her and she knew he would step in and completely ruin these men if they so much as touched her.

		"You want me to come over there and see your cock?" Misty asked as she placed her hands on her hips. "You think that's what I want?"

		The man grinned. "Of course it is," he said. "You said you like big cocks, right? Well, I got a big cock for you."

		Misty giggled at the thought of these men having any chance with her. She looked at each of them in turn. They were all decent looking guys and they might have once held some attraction for her, but they did not hold a candle to OG. Not only was he far more handsome, but his presence was overwhelming. These men could never compare.

		"I can, like, guarantee you don't have what I need," Misty said.

		"Is that right?" the man asked. "Well, how about we go into the bathroom and I show you what I got? Then you can decide for yourself."

		Misty thought for a moment before shaking her head. "I've been blacked, boys. I only fuck real men with big black cocks. You just can't, like, compare and stuff."

		"Fucking snowbunny bitch," one of the other men muttered under his breath.

		Misty smirked. "Exactly. I'm a bimbo snowbunny slut!" She turned and started to walk away from the men. "Now, if you'll excuse me, my man is waiting for me."

		As Misty walked away from the men, she could hear them fuming over her response. But she did not care. She actually liked it when they got angry. It was so much fun to taunt them and watch their reaction. It was one of the perks of being a sexy and slutty bimbo with a man who dominated her completely.

		"Hey, baby," Misty cooed as she approached OG.

		OG smiled as he stepped forward and wrapped his arms around Misty's waist. He pulled her in for a passionate kiss, claiming her as his own. It was intense and full of desire.

		"That was so hot," OG said after pulling away from the kiss. "You handled those men like a pro."

		Misty giggled. "Thanks. I'm glad you enjoyed it."

		But as OG continued to hold her, his hands drifted down toward her ass. He gave it a squeeze. Misty gasped at the sensation. She loved it when he touched her like that.

		"We're going to need to make this ass bigger," OG said. "It needs to be bigger. And rounder. Will you do that for me?"

		He already knew the answer, but it was fun hearing it anyway.

		Misty nodded eagerly. "Of course. I'll do anything for you."

		OG grinned. "Good. Then let's go shopping. But nothing for your lower half. Shoes and tops. That's all we're buying until you have the phat ass you deserve."

		Misty squealed with delight as she grabbed OG's hand and pulled him toward her favorite stores. She could not wait to get new clothes. And she could not wait to please him with her new ass.
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		Misty lounged on her stomach as she watched porn on the big screen in OG's luxury condo. He was out taking care of gang business and would not be back until later. That meant she had time to spend on edging herself while she healed from her latest round of surgery. Her ass was massive now. The implants completely changed how her butt looked. It stuck out behind her, following her wherever she went.

		In actuality, her ass was now a perfect complement to her tits. They were both big and round. They were both obviously fake. But they looked good on her. And more importantly, OG loved them. And as long as he loved them, she was happy.

		And as she watched the porn on the screen in front of her, Misty let out a moan as she pushed her fingers into her pussy. It was a little awkward to do so while lying on her belly, but she did not have much choice. She could not sit or even lay down on her back until her ass had healed. It was weeks of torture, but she knew it would be worth it. OG had promised to fuck her ass as soon as she could take it.

		Before meeting OG, Misty had never even entertained the idea of a man fucking her ass. But now that she had been reduced to his bimbo slut, it seemed like the most natural thing in the world. And she could not wait to feel him inside her, filling her up in a whole new way.

		But until then, Misty would have to be satisfied with edging herself while watching porn. She had come to love watching blonde sluts like her get fucked by big black cocks. It was so easy to put herself in the actresses' places. She could imagine what they were feeling. And it made her feel good. It made her feel sexy. It made her want OG even more.

		As Misty edged herself, she began to repeat some of her mantras out loud. "I am a dumb slut. I am a bimbo snowbunny whore. I am here for black cock." She licked her lips as she thought about being used and fucked by black men. It was all she wanted now. It was all she could think about.

		"You look like you're having fun," OG said as he stepped into the room.

		Misty blushed. She had not realized he had come home. "I'm sorry. I didn't hear you come in."

		OG laughed. "You were preoccupied. But that's okay. I don't mind you watching porn."

		Misty smiled. "Thanks. I just can't get enough of it."

		OG shifted in front of Misty, blocking her view. She was about to complain when he opened his pants and his massive cock flopped out. "It looks like those new lips of yours need to be put to work."

		Misty stared at OG's cock as if it were the most beautiful thing she had ever seen. In many ways, it was. This was the cock that had turned her into his bimbo slut. The cock that owned her body and soul. The cock that would soon fuck her ass and claim her completely.

		"I love your cock," Misty said. "It's so big and thick and perfect."

		OG laughed. "That's right. It is. Now, open up."

		Misty opened her mouth and let OG shove his cock inside. He was gentle at first, but then he pushed deep into her throat. He grabbed her by the hair and fucked her face, giving little regard for her need to breathe. And all the while, her fingers remained buried in her pussy as she continued to edge herself.

		"Fuck, I'm so glad I had Dr. Statler fill up your lips even more," OG groaned as he fucked his bimbo.

		While Misty was in getting her ass operated on, the doctor also performed another round of injections in her lips. There was no longer any doubt whatsoever what her mouth was for. They were bigger than ever, pouty and plump, ready to suck cock at a moment's notice.

		"Oh yeah, baby," OG groaned as he continued to fuck Misty's face. "Take that cock. Take it all."

		A normal woman would have gagged on OG's massive member, but Misty had trained herself to take his cock all the way down her throat. And now that she had been outfitted with even bigger lips, it was all the more pleasurable for him.

		"That's it, baby," OG grunted. "Take that cock."

		Misty did not even bother answering. She could not answer. All she could do was hold still and keep fingering her pussy. Her brain did not even comprehend that she could stop. This was who she was, what she was. There was nothing else. There would never be anything else. She was a dumb bimbo slut and she was happy.

		OG smiled as he looked down at Misty's face. She looked so sexy with his cock stuffed down her throat. And the way she looked up at him with those big blue eyes just drove him wild. It was everything he had ever wanted from a woman. It was everything he would ever want from a woman.

		As OG fucked Misty's face, he could feel himself getting closer to the edge. He was ready to cum. And he knew that she would be, too, if he let her. She was always ready to cum for him. He loved that about her.

		"I'm cumming," OG yelled as he shot his load down Misty's throat.

		Misty smiled up at OG before proceeding to suck and lick every drop of cum from his cock. She wanted to make sure that she did not miss anything. She wanted to make sure that he was completely satisfied. And most of all, she wanted to make sure that she demonstrated how much she loved him. And the only way she knew how to do that was to lavish all of her attention on his cock, making him feel good.

		"That was amazing," OG said as he pulled out of Misty's mouth. "You're such a good bimbo."

		Misty giggled and beamed up at OG. "Thanks. I try."

		OG chuckled. "I know you do. And it shows. You're the best bimbo I've ever had."

		Misty could not help but blush. She knew that she was good at being a bimbo, but it felt even better to hear OG say it. She needed constant validation, to know she was sexy enough for him, that she was slutty enough for him, and most important of all, that she was dumb enough for him.

		OG stepped aside and dropped into a nearby chair. Misty's eyes tracked him until he put his cock away. Then she went back to watching the porn on the TV. The current video was getting to the best part where the man with the big black cock was about to cum in the blonde bimbo's ass. And from everything she saw and heard, Misty knew the woman was loving it. Misty and the porn star were of like minds and bodies. And Misty could not wait until she too could feel the pleasure of getting fucked in her big bubble butt.
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		The music was loud in OG's villa. He had decided to host a party that had drawn not only all of his gang, but all of their women, too. But Misty was by far the hottest woman at the party, with her enhanced curves and single minded desire to please OG.

		However, Misty was not just there to look pretty. OG liked to show her off, but he also wanted her to have fun. She had been through so much over the last few months and she deserved to let loose and have a good time.

		Misty walked around the villa on a pair of ridiculously high heels. The shoes made her feel tall and sexy. And when she wore them, she always felt like she was walking with a little extra sway in her hips. And that sway was even. more pronounced with the size of her ass as it shifted back and forth with each step.

		It was so easy to let the heavy rhythm of the hip hop music guide her movements. Then again, it might have had something to do with the fact that Misty was flying high. OG had given her something to smoke, and ever since, everything had been so much more fun. The colors were brighter. The music was louder. And she felt like she was floating on a cloud. It was like being drunk, only better. She had not even thought to ask what it was. Misty trusted OG completely and let him guide her in life. After all, she was just a dumb and sexy bimbo. What would she know?

		And speaking of sexy, Misty could not get over how hot she felt. Her skin felt so sensitive, as if she could feel every single one of her nerves. Even the fabric of her top felt good against her breasts. Her nipples, as always because of her piercings, were hard. Everyone could see how turned on she was, but it did not matter. They all knew she belonged to OG. And if they touched her, they would have to deal with him.

		The party had been going on for a few hours now, and Misty had been there for all of it. She felt so alive. So sexy. So fucking horny. But OG told her to enjoy herself, and that meant dancing with everyone who wanted to dance with her.

		As she moved to the music, a pair of hands landed on her hips. She recognized the touch immediately. It was OG. He had been busy, using the party as a reason to talk gang business with several of his lieutenants. But now that he was finished, he had come to find her.

		Misty let OG take control of her body. She let him guide her hips back and forth. It felt so good to be in his arms. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her. She pushed her big ass back against him And every time he squeezed her body, her tits bounced in her top. They were so big. So round. So fucking hot. And they were all for him.

		OG growled when he leaned in and kissed Misty on the neck. She smelled so good. And she tasted even better. He loved having her in his arms. He loved being able to feel her body. And he loved knowing that she was his.

		"I'm going to fuck you tonight," OG whispered into Misty's ear. "I'm going to fuck you and fill your cunt with my cum. And I'm going to do it right here in front of everyone."

		Misty felt a shiver of excitement go through her. She wanted it. She wanted him. She needed him. And if he wanted to fuck her in front of all his gang and the associated hangers-on, then she was more than happy to oblige.

		"Please," Misty begged. "Please fuck me. I need it so bad. I need your cock inside me. I need you to fill me up."

		OG laughed. He loved how desperate Misty was for him. It was such a turn on to know that he could make her beg for his cock. And he loved it when she did.

		But OG was not done teasing Misty yet. He needed to see just how far he could push her. And he had the perfect way to do it.

		"I'm going to fuck your ass," OG whispered into Misty's ear. "I'm going to fuck your ass and make you cum."

		Misty's breath caught in her throat. She had been waiting for this day for what felt like forever. But OG told her she had to heal from her latest round of surgeries before he would take her ass. The fact he was offering it now meant she must have been healed.

		"Please," Misty begged again. "Please fuck my ass. I need it so bad. I need to feel your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me and make me cum."

		OG grinned. He knew exactly what he was doing. This was the culmination of all of his manipulations. He had used his top lieutenant, Spider, to scare her into his arms. Then he had wooed her and love bombed her. From there, she gave herself to him completely. If she had not, he would have found a way to force the issue, but she was fully his. She was his dumb bimbo snowbunny slut. Every part of her had been crafted for his pleasure, but this was the pinnacle of what he had made her.

		"I'm going to fuck your ass now," OG whispered into Misty's ear. "I'm going to fuck your ass and make you cum in front of everyone. And then I'm going to fill you with my cum. Would you like that?"

		Misty bit her lip and nodded. She was so horny. She needed it so badly. She could barely think straight. She wanted OG to fuck her.

		OG reached beneath Misty's tiny skirt and quickly found her bare pussy. No panties tonight. It made things so much easier for him. And it gave him the idea to pick her up and carry her over to a couch. Two men who had been sitting there got up as he draped her over the back, her ass sticking up at the perfect height for his cock.

		"Fuck me," Misty pleaded. "I need it so bad."

		OG laughed. He loved seeing her like this. He loved seeing her desperate for his cock. It made him feel powerful. It made him feel like the king he was.

		And then OG pulled out his cock and lined it up with Misty's pussy. He fully planned to fuck her ass, but he was not going to do it dry. And Misty was wet enough to make sure they both enjoyed it.

		With one smooth motion, OG slid his cock into Misty's pussy. She let out a moan of pleasure as she felt him fill her. She loved it. She loved the way his cock stretched her. She loved the way it made her feel. Even though she felt confusion about why his cock was in her pussy, Misty did not question it. She never questioned anything. She took the world exactly as it came to her. All sense of curiosity was gone. She was just a shell of a human being, designed for the singular purpose of pleasing cocks.

		"Fuck yes," Misty screamed into the cushions. "That's what I need."

		"You love my cock, don't you?" OG growled from behind Misty.

		"Yes," Misty yelled. It was all she could say.

		But as quickly as OG plunged his cock into Misty's pussy, he pulled it back out again. She let out a little whine at the sudden emptiness. But that did not last long. OG was already lining up his cock with her ass.

		Misty had never been fucked in the ass before OG took her. He was the first and only man to take her ass. But she loved it the moment his cock pushed past her tight anal ring. It was so intense. It was so pleasurable. And it was something she never wanted to end.

		"Yes," Misty screamed again. "Yes, yes, yes!"

		OG grunted as he began to fuck Misty's ass. She was so tight. So perfect. So completely his. And he loved every second of it. He loved the way her ass felt around his cock. He loved the way she screamed for him. He loved knowing that everyone in the room was watching them.

		Misty was completely lost on the rough seas of pleasure. Her body was rocked back and forth as OG fucked her. Her tits rubbed against the cushions on the couch. And her ass was on fire with pleasure. It was everything she had ever wanted. It was everything she had ever needed.

		In and out, in and out, OG's cock plunged into Misty's ass over and over again. Each thrust sent a wave of pleasure through her body. She was so close to cumming. She could feel it building inside her. She was so close.

		But this was unlike her previous orgasms. It felt different somehow. Bigger. Better. More intense. She could barely comprehend what was happening to her body. She was on the edge of something new. Something big. And she wanted it more than anything.

		"I'm cumming," OG exclaimed in the middle of his latest thrust. And as his seed splashed against her inner walls, Misty screamed out as her body shook with orgasm.

		Misty's mind went blank. She was completely lost in the pleasure. Her body was overcome with ecstasy. It was more than she could handle. But it was everything she wanted.

		Misty was breathless as she lay on the couch, her ass in the air. Her tits were squeezed into the cushions and she felt like she was going to pass out. She had never cum so hard before. It was almost too much for her.

		OG pulled out of Misty's ass and admired his handiwork. His cum leaked from her ass and ran down her legs. She looked so sexy. So beautiful. So completely fucked. And he loved every second of it. It made him feel powerful. It made him feel invincible. It made him feel like a king.

		"Look, but don't touch," OG said, speaking to the gathered guests who had elected to watch him fuck Misty. "She needs time to come down from her high."

		OG slapped Misty's ass and then stepped away. Spider stepped up to him and handed him a drink. But Misty was happy to just lay there, completely on display. Her body hummed with erotic energy. Her mind was a complete blank. There were no thoughts. There was only happiness. Misty had achieved perfection as OG's bimbo snowbunny slut. It was all she wanted to be. It was all she ever would be. She had gone from a boring and shy woman to a complete slut for the most notorious gangster in town. And even if she understood how she had been. manipulated into becoming his bimbo, she would not have changed anything. Misty had found her fate.

		

	
		

		ABOUT THE AUTHOR

		

		Sadie Thatcher is a longtime author of erotic fiction, especially related to transformations and bimbofication. She likes to say “I have thrown off the shackles of my conservative upbringing and now write erotic stories.”

		She maintains a special blog devoted to her writings, including a behind the scenes look at her writing process, and bimbos in general, as well as highlights works by other authors. They can be found at:

		

		
			https://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com
		

		

		

		 

		

	
		

		ALSO BY SADIE THATCHER

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Tegan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Susan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Joy

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Katherine

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Sarah

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Salt and Pepper

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Amanda

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: The Staff

		

		Mistaken Identity

		

		My New Bimbo Life

		

		Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

		

		(Virtual) Reality

		

		Side Effects

		

		Plaything of Olympus

		

		Experiment in Submission

		

		Bimbo Bet

		

		Snow White and the Evil Witch

		

		Twelve Days of Bimbo

		

		Chosen

		

		The Faerie’s Gift

		

		The Bimbo in Yellow

		

		Bad Role Model

		

		Truth or Bimbo

		

		Truth or Bimbo College Edition

		

		Bimbo Dome

		

		Acting the Part

		

		Subliminal Society

		

		Inheritance

		

		Company Morale

		

		His Bimbo Girlfriend

		

		The Bimbo Room

		

		The Bimbos of Blossom

		

		Dr. Jekyll and Missy Hyde

		

		Second Chance

		

		From M&As To T&A

		

		Trading Places

		

		The Bimbo Nutcracker Suite

		

		Milked and Herded

		

		Fitting In

		

		Clowning Around

		

		Transformative Ink

		

		Choices

		

		Rival Competition

		

		Alien Womanhood

		

		Invasion

		

		The Princess and the Bimbo

		

		Bimbo Labyrinth

		

		The Legend of the Werebimbo

		

		Power and Corruption

		

		The Simulation

		

		The Collar

		

		Fate

		

		Out of Love

		

		Party Girl

		

		Payback is a Bimbo

		

		Santa’s Bimbo

		

		Bimbo Legal

		

		College Investigation Journal

		

		Click

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni

		

		The Bimbo Professor: The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag Book 3

		

		Anything for the Job

		

		Anything for the Job 2

		

		Anything for His Job

		

		The Bimbo in the Mirror

		

		The Bimbo in the Mirror 2

		

		Astrid and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Bella and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Cali and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Desiree and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Ember and the Bimbo Bee

		

		Fiona and the Bimbo Bee

		

		The Intern

		

		The Lawyer

		

		The Hacker

		

		Cause & Effect

		

		Witless Protection

		

		Stealing Sally

		

		Trial and Error

		

		Beta Testing

		

		Exposed

		

		Bimbo for a Weekend

		

		Bimbo for a Week

		

		Bimbo for Life

		

		Surprise!

		

		Best Laid Plans

		

		No Going Back

		

		Bigger

		

		And Bigger

		

		The Recruit

		

		United Love

		

		The Journalist

		

		The Promotion

		

		The New Student

		

		Breaking the Curve

		

		Graduation

		

		The Spice of Life

		

		Going Deeper

		

		All the Way

		

		A Summer of New Experiences

		

		Personal Plaything

		

		The Billionaire’s Bimbo

		

		Stereotype

		

		Gimbo

		

		Modelesque

		

		Seeking Help

		

		Searching for Answers

		

		A New Truth

		

		Utopia’s Fall

		

		Utopia’s Secret

		

		Utopia’s Rebirth

		

		Oasis

		

		Community

		

		Money and Truth

		

		The Collar of Suggestion

		

		Stolen Suggestions

		

		Suggestions Lost and Found

		

		Impossible New Year

		

		New Year, New Bun

		

		Worst New Year Ever

		

		Benedict Amber

		

		Sara Takes to the Sky

		

		Vexing the Vixen

		

		Love and Giggles

		

		Hot for the Boss

		

		Free to Be

		

		Déjà Vu

		

		One Day at a Time

		

		Time Flows Like a Bimbo

		

		Milkville Farm

		

		Milkville Beauty Queen

		

		Mystery in Milkville

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 1

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 2

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 3

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 4

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 5

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 6

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 7

		

		Fake It Until You Make It Season 8

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 1

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 2

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 3

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 4

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 5

		

		Simple and Fun Volume 6

		

		Silly Bimbo Volume 1

		

		Silly Bimbo Volume 2

		

		Silly Bimbo Volume 3

		

		Bimbo Halloween

		

		Bimbo Christmas

		

		Bimbo Technology

		

		Dorm Room Bimbo

		

		Carissa’s Magic Pen

		

		Spirit Walk

		

		Muscle Memory

		

		The Case of the Bimbo Wife

		

		Changes

		

		Changes 2

		

		New Year New You

		

		The Bimbo Dream

		

		The Wedding Gift

		

		The Cure

		

		Backfire

		

		Bim & Bo Yoga

		

		Wishing for Each Other

		

		Bimbo Roots

		

		A Bimbo at Oktoberfest

		

		The Lost Bet

		

		The Fountain

		

		Bimbo Ghost

		

		Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice

		

		Basic Bimbo

		

		A Helping Hand

		

		Bimbos in Space

		

		Christmas Train to Bimboton

		

		Letters to Bimbo Claus

		

		Gone Fishing

		

		The Bimbo Behind the Mask

		

		Rival Wishes

		

		What’s in a Name?

		

		Playing the Game

		

		Friendly Wishes

		

		My Chemical Bimbo

		

		To Be Young Again

		

		Something Bimbo Calls Him Home

		

		Wishing for Him

		

		The Author Gets Bimbofied

		

		Bigfoot and the Bimbo

		

		Bimbo Zero

		

		Going Native

		

		Thanks for Giving

		

		Working for Bimbo Claus

		

		The Spirit of Bimbo Christmas

		

		The Bimbo Sweater

		

		What Really Happened to D.B. Cooper

		

		Starting Over

		

		Milk and Bliss

		

		The Fighter

		

		The Help

		

		The Bimbo Resort

		

		Awakening

		

		Bubblegum and Latex

		

		Vanity

		

		Christmas Wish

		

		Bad Bimbo

		

		Pumpkin Spice

		

		Don’t Have a Cow

		

		The Devil Is in the Details

		

		Naughty and Nice

		

		Give the Gift of Bimbo

		

		Snowbound Seduction

		

		Body Swap Rings: Happy Anniversary

		

		Body Swap Rings 2: Wedding Night

		

		The Bimbo Experience

		

		The Bimbo Experience 2

		

		The Bimbo Experience 3some

		

		The 4th Bimbo Experience

		

		Bimbo Genes

		

		Bimbo Genes II: The Virus

		

		The Bimbo Genes III: The Epidemic

		

		Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

		

		Bimbo Juice: Grape

		

		Bimbo Juice: Mango

		

		Bimbo Juice: Pineapple

		

		Bimbo Juice: Red Apple

		

		Bimbo Juice: Veggie

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: The Muse

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Street Racer

		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Score

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 1

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 2

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 3

		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 4

		

		Bimbo Party: Kennedy

		

		Bimbo Party: Esme

		

		Bimbo Party: Ariana

		

		Bimbo Party: Tara

		

		Workout Buddies

		

		Wishful Thinking

		

		Wanting More

		

		Bimbo Harem: Annabelle

		

		Bimbo Harem: Josie

		

		Bimbo Harem: Nikki

		

		Bimbo Harem: Tiana

		

		Giggle Dust

		

		Giggle Dust 2.0

		

		Giggle Dust 3.0

		

		Giggle Dust 4.0

		

		Bimbo Takeover: The First Step

		

		Bimbo Takeover: Teammates

		

		Bimbo Takeover: Going to the Top

		

		Bimbo Takeover: Revenge of the Bimbos

		

		Thanks for the Mammaries

		

		A New Beginning

		

		Copying Kat

		

		Spreading the Love

		

		Discovering Eden

		

		Building Eden

		

		Spring In Eden

		

		Saving Eden

		

		The Perfect Girlfriend

		

		The Perfect Engagement

		

		The Perfect Wife

		

		The Perfect Woman

		

		Be Hot, Not Smart

		

		No Thoughts for Thots

		

		Be Art, Not Smart

		

		The Cream of the Crop

		

		A New Kind of Passion

		

		Getting the Sugar

		

		A Second Lease on Life

		

		Summer

		

		Autumn

		

		Winter

		

		Spring

		

		Edge for Me

		

		Edge Together

		

		Edge and Deny

		

		The Boutique

		

		Lawyer or Beach Bunny

		

		Choosing Sides

		

		Accidental Mayhem

		

		Controlled Mayhem

		

		Planned Mayhem

		

		Jealousy

		

		Desire

		

		Fame

		

		Lessons in the Lab

		

		Nurse Bimbo

		

		Brain Drain

		

		A New Self

		

		Giving In

		

		Corrupted

		

		Bimbo No. 5

		

		Scent of Bimbo

		

		Forbidden Obsession

		

		Goddess Within

		

		The Message

		

		Bimbo Queen

		

		Bachelorette

		

		Beneath the Gown

		

		Honeymoon Surprise

		

		New Rules

		

		Embrace It

		

		Not So Smart

		

		Best of Friends

		

		Joining Bimbodom

		

		Bimbo Salon

		

		Bimbo Vision

		

		Spiral

		

		Rerun

		

		Housemates

		

		One of Us

		

		Inevitable

		

		Life in Plastic

		

		Plastic Guilt

		

		Plastic Fantastic

		

		Leadership

		

		Founders

		

		Hostile Takeover

		

		Cheers

		

		Happy Hour

		

		Date Night

		

		Emergency

		

		Faint

		

		Just a Job

		

		Zora’s Vacation

		

		Rekindled Love

		

		Stowaway

		

		Age of Discovery

		

		The Law

		

		Judge Bimbo

		

		Early Bird

		

		Missed Connection

		

		Fashionably Late

		

		The Politician’s Wife

		

		Seducing the Senator

		

		The Bimbo on the Ballot

		

		First to Fail

		

		Naughty Natasha

		

		Winner’s Circle

		

		The New Neighbor

		

		One by One

		

		The Mayor’s Harem

		

		From the Top

		

		Making a Star

		

		Bimbomaniacs

		

		Keeping Up With Ashley Jones

		

		Showing Off for Ashley Jones

		

		Taking Over for Ashley Jones

		

		Signed Up

		

		A Sign of Devotion

		

		The Stray

		

		Deadline

		

		Acceptance

		

		Runaway

		

		Welcome to America

		

		Climbing the Corporate Ladder

		

		Embracing Her True Self

		

		Patriotic Duty

		

		In the Navy

		

		On Leave

		

		Style

		

		Attitude

		

		Fake

		

		Xera’s Adventure

		

		Yvaine Versus the Berserker

		

		Quindra’s New Power

		

		Ring in the Bimbo

		

		Pink Pantymonium

		

		A Brush With Bimbo

		

		Missing Memories

		

		Blank Canvas

		

		Stripped

		

		Blonde Out

		

		Standing Apart

		

		Bleached Brains

		

		Blooming Beauty

		

		Chromatic Catastrophe

		

		Twinkle Twinkle Glitter Wife

		

		The Bimbo Who Knew Too Much

		

		On the Run

		

		Lost Forever

		

		I Dream of Bimbos

		

		Neighborly Librarian

		

		Breaking News

		

		On Her Knees

		

		Conforming to the Culture

		

		A Bimbo in the Office

		

		Growing Into the Job

		

		Six Days to Bimbo

		

		Rescued by the Gangster

		

		Submitting to the Gangster

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-T3IM39SC.jpg
S ffdhisegigaait cher

'l‘hg‘nimb@‘cﬂ'ﬁl-
‘the Gangster

Gang Bimbo Book 3

AMBimbo Transformation Novella





OEBPS/Images/image-GNIVUD8E.png





