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PART ONE

Lindsey Adams parked her blue Ford Explorer in front of her three-story brick suburban house. As she exited the vehicle and went around back to gather her groceries from the rear, she reflected for a moment on her life. It wasn’t a bad life, exactly — her husband Rick was something of a local real estate tycoon, and his substantial commissions on the McMansions he sold made sure that the family wanted for nothing. Their two children, Chloe and Denver, were energetic and intelligent kids, well-liked and cheerful. And Lindsey herself had plenty to busy her days with: taking the kids to piano recitals and practices, making sure that nutritious home-cooked meals were on the table when everyone got home, and just generally being an all-around superstar mom. 
Except...
Well, sometimes it just seemed like something was missing. Lindsey had been something of a party girl once upon a time, and the memories of her vodka-soaked nights at her college fraternity still made her more than a little wistful. She missed those wild weekends out with her friends. But that was all in the past now. Is this all there is to life? She was often unable to avoid asking herself that question. 
As she lugged her shopping bags back around the side of the car, she caught a shadowy glimpse of her own reflection in the window of the SUV. Her face still possessed a great store of beauty. Though her graceful features were no stranger to laugh lines, the maturing effects of time had served only to change her once-girlish face into that of a confident and mature woman. Even after having two children, her body still held enviable curves. While she still turned heads and drew the occasional catcall from construction workers, her soccer mom haircut and J. Crew wardrobe confirmed that she had slipped firmly into a nesting phase of life.
Am I fulfilled? She’d have to give a qualified yes to that.
Am I happy? Again, yes. 
Am I satisfied?
Lindsey hitched up her shopping bags and looked carefully at her reflection. Something about the expression in her undeniably beautiful eyes told her that the answer to that question wasn’t yes. 
She sighed. What did it matter, anyway? Satisfaction was so fleeting. You could chase after it, but it would alway be gone before you knew it. And then you would just want something else after that, and so on and so on...
She walked up the path leading to the front door, kicked one of the dog’s worn chew toys off the front stoop, and struggled her grocery shopping bags inside. Same old, same old. 
Little did she know that she was being watched. 
 
* * *
 
“She’s entered.”
The bespectacled researcher was seated in a white van parked across from Lindsey Adam’s home. From the exterior it seemed to be like any other maintenance vehicle used for checking the power lines that crisscrossed overhead. However, it was not the checking of power lines that kept the van’s occupants occupied. 
It was the checking of MILFs. 
The man’s partner tapped an illuminated checkbox on his electronic tablet. “When did they administer the dose?” he asked. 
The bespectacled man checked his watch. “9:32 this morning. Approximately seven hours ago. Agent Sixteen was able to successfully slip it into her pre-Pilates Starbucks cup.”
His partner tapped a note onto his tablet. “The initial effects will kick in shortly.”
The bespectacled man rubbed an eye beneath the lens of his glasses. “I hope to god that this works. The first twelve experiments...all those lost souls...reduced to…”
His partner turned to look at him. “Focus. The Doctor said that this new formulation was absolutely infallible. The perfected culmination of all our research. This will usher in a completely new era in human evolution.”
The other man nodded. “Perhaps luck will be on our side. We’ll know soon enough. Her body should begin responding at any moment.”
The men lapsed into silence to watch their subject on the van’s monitors, the feed streaming live from the cameras concealed within hers home. The 13th Experiment had begun. They could do nothing now but wait for it to unfold. 
 
* * *
 
Lindsey took her shopping into her spacious kitchen and began to unpack her grocery bags. It was all so mind-numbingly boring. She reflected for a bit on what she should make for the family dinner. Pasta, probably. She just didn’t seem to have the energy for anything more elaborate today. For some reason she’d been feeling unusually tired, and she just couldn’t put her finger on why.
She put a pot of water on the stovetop to boil, then took out the necessary vegetables for salad  from the crisper in the refrigerator — cucumbers, carrots, a package of cherry tomatoes. She turned on the tap and began to rinse off the first cucumber. The kids weren’t normally big on polishing off their veggies, of course, but smother them with enough ranch dressing, and...
Just then a hot wave began to spread through Lindsey, seemingly from nowhere. Her legs felt weak. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling, exactly. In fact, it felt good. Extremely good. Too good. 
She put a hand on the edge of the sink to steady herself, then bit down on her lower lip. She recognized what the feeling was, now...it was need. Need, burning hot, insanely sexual, coming from — where? She was alone in the kitchen, nothing with her but...
Lindsey felt the wet cucumber between her fingers. A moment ago it had seemed like just a salad ingredient, but now it was...more, somehow. There was just something undeniably substantial and erotic about it. Its thickness. Its subtle taper...the ridges on its cool skin...
Unable to think, she felt her fingers creep to the metal button at her crotch. She was unbuttoning it before she could even truly grasp what she was doing. Soon her fly was open completely, and her jeans and panties had moved down a few sensual inches, exposing her soft, trimmed, and already-moistening snatch to the kitchen air. 
Lindsey let the pink tip of her tongue moisten the surface of her lips. Am I actually going to do this? Here, standing in the kitchen? With the kids due home any minute?
She realized that the answer was already expressing itself through her actions. Slowly, and with infinite care, Lindsey let herself slide the cold wet vegetable between the warm folds of her pussy. She let out a gasp — partially from the cold, but mostly from the shocks of pleasure that were now shooting throughout her body. “Ah—” she cried. It was all that she could bring herself to say.
With ever-increasing speed, Lindsey began to slide the cucumber in and out of her. She was so incredibly turned on, so incredibly hot, that she was almost unable to fathom it. Her other hand moved to her quickly stiffening clit, and she began to lightly knead the flesh there, her fingertips bringing her to ever-greater heights of sexual pleasure. 
A million fragmented thoughts clicked through Lindsey’s head, one after the next after the next. That first date she’d had with Rick, all those nights ago, when the both of them were young and the march of time didn’t matter. The way she’d melted together with him in the bed of his flatbed truck, all those nights ago. That night he’d proposed. The day they were wed. The passion on the night of their first honeymoon. 
All of it was coming back to her as she worked herself furiously with the rapidly-warming vegetable in her hands. What was this...madness? Her knees were becoming too weak to support herself now, and she let herself slide down to the kitchen floor. In and out...In and out. The slicks of her wetness felt warm against her fingers; flecks and droplets wicked themselves onto the smooth tile. She felt her orgasm approaching with the speed and power of a runaway locomotive. It was coming...she was just about to...about to...
Two simultaneous sounds then shook her from her she-bop reverie. 
The first was the hot sizzle/splash of the water over-boiling on the stove. 
The second was the sound of her husband. 
“Honey, I’m home!”
She was back on her feet in a flash. Lindsey dropped the cunt-slick cucumber into the sink, then hitched up her panties and blue jeans as speedily as she could. 
And just in the nick of time. The next moment, her husband Rick ambled cheerfully into the kitchen. Lindsey turned, still flushed and nearly breathless, to force a smile in his direction. 
“Everything okay?” he asked, his voice taking on an edge of concern at the pink in her cheeks. He couldn’t see the wet evidence of her kitchen misbehavior that had soaked through her panties, but anyone could see that she was hot and bothered about something. 
“Fine,” she said, moving her hands over to the knobs at the stovetop. “Just had a little accident, that’s all.” Lindsey turned down the heat. The foam on the boiling pot of water receded.
“If you say so,” said Rick in reply, giving his wife a peck on the cheek. She couldn’t be sure, but he sounded just a bit...odd. Like he wasn’t quite buying what she’d just said. “Anyway, the closing was delayed, so that means you’ll have to deal with me until kids come home tonight.”
Lindsey nodded and turned her attention once again to the salad — at least, all the vegetables that hadn’t just been on an erotic expedition between her legs. “That’s fine. Dinner’ll be ready at seven. Kids should be back soon.”
Rick nodded. “Pasta again?”
“Pasta again,” she replied, sighing. “Hope that’s okay.”
“Pasta’s fine,” said Rick. “I’m going upstairs to take a shower.”
Alone once again, Lindsey tried to push aside any last stray traces of erotic thought from her still-spinning psyche. What were you thinking, doing something like that? Get it together, Lindsey! she thought. She decided to chalk it up to the strange misfiring of her hormones, and turned her attention back to the simple dinner she was preparing. 
She didn’t know about the tiny pinhole camera in the ceiling above her — the one that had recorded her raw display of kitchen-floor sexuality and sent the live feed to the researchers waiting in the van outside. Nor could she know about the thin soft line of a smile on her husband’s face as he enjoyed his post-work shower, the one that signaled that he knew much more about her new and present condition than he was letting on.
In the van outside the house, the researchers were wearing grim smiles of their own. “First phase has been successfully achieved,” said the bespectacled one, making a careful note of the stimulating new data they’d just been sent. “The other Agents are in place. We’ll begin extraction tonight.”
 
* * *
 
The Adams clan had just sat down to yet another uninspiring spaghetti dinner.
“How was everything at school?” asked Lindsey.
“Fine, I guess,” said Chloe, sounding a little more sullen as usual as she picked slowly at her food. “I got a B+ on my social studies quiz.”
Denver was more cheerful than his sister. “Show and Tell was cool! The teacher said she really liked my insect collection! Except she said that spiders are actually arac…arca...”
“Arachnids,” said his sometimes too-brainy sister.
“Yeah, those,” said Denver, rolling his eyes. “So the teacher says they really shouldn’t count, but she was going to give me credit for them anyway.”
“That’s…nice,” said Lindsey. Normally she had a mother’s usual pride at the daily activities of her school-bound youngsters, but today their little stories and anecdotes seemed somehow distant and far away. She listlessly ate another half-forkful of pasta, tried to focus, but found that it was nearly impossible to concentrate. Her eyes kept drifting toward her husband Rick...thinking about him in ways that were both entirely sexual and completely inappropriate for the dinner table.
And yet there was more than that...a nearly impossible-to-ignore sleepiness that seemed to be growing with each passing moment. It all felt warm and pink and soft; a cloud of pink sex fluttering upward from somewhere unknown. Her eyes felt heavy.
“Everything okay, honey?” asked Rick, sounding not nearly as surprised as maybe he should have.
“Y…yes,” said Lindsey, sounding not at all sure of herself. “I just feel...I don’t know. Like I might be ready for bed a little bit early tonight.”
The kids looked a bit alarmed at that, but Rick’s voice was reassuring. “You should get yourself off to bed. I’ll clean all this up and put the kids to bed tonight.”
“Are you sure?” asked Lindsey, already putting down her fork.
“Absolutely,” said Rick, a gleam beginning to form in his eye.
Lindsey nodded. “Thanks, Hon,” she said, yawning. A few moments later, and she was taking the stairs up to the master bedroom.
“Is Mommy okay?” asked Chloe, her young voice full of concern. 
“She’s fine. Eat up,” said Rick, giving her hair a fatherly tousle. 
Yes, she’s fine, thought Rick. And soon she’ll be better than ever.
 
* * *
 
Lindsey walked heavily into the bedroom. She was so very sleepy, but her consciousness was still tinged with the pleasant pink erotic fog of her experience in the kitchen. She kicked off her shoes, flopped down on the bed, and closed her eyes. In a few moments she was asleep, drifting away into a fluffy dreamcloud.
And then, after what seemed like only a few moments later, she opened her eyes. Her lids fluttered as she tried to clear away the cobwebs of her sensual slumber. 
She let out a gasp. 
Where am...where am I? This isn’t my bedroom!
And indeed it wasn’t. Lindsey looked around to attempt to get her bearings, and was truly shocked by what she saw.
She was in a small but nicely-furnished room. The interior, however, was completely unfamiliar.
It was pink. The entire room, floor-to-ceiling, was done up in pink. The inch-thick fluff of the carpet was a hot pink that made her eyes almost water; the walls were a pale shade of baby pink that reminded Lindsey of strawberry milk. The fluffy blankets of the soft bed she was in, the recliner in the corner, the sofa alongside the wall, the curtains that fluttered in the breeze of the partially-opened window...everything she looked at was positively pink and undeniably girly. It reminded her of the way her bedroom looked when she was still shaking pompoms back as a varsity cheerleader — certainly not as a wife and mother well on her way to forty.
As far as she could see, there was no door. Wherever, whatever this pink Wonderland was, there seemed to be no escape from it.
Still, it felt somehow familiar…there was something about the pink of the room that seemed to match the pink fog clouding her head. She stood up unsteadily and walked over to the room’s full-length mirror to get a good look at herself.
Lindsey’s reflection was more or less familiar — the same mature beauty, the same confident stature of a woman with status in her life. Her clothing, however, was downright inappropriate for a woman her age. She was dressed in a sheer, transparent baby-doll nightie…pink, naturally, with fluffy wisps of cotton-candy fur at the hem. It left absolutely nothing to the imagination; the nipples of her proud, full breasts were easily visible through the fabric, as was the the pink thong she’d been fitted with.
A thong? I haven’t worn one of these in ages. Who on earth could have dressed me like this? she thought. The thong rode up between the curvature of her ass cheeks in a way that was undeniably erotic. However, there was another sensation on her ass that was proving to be equally distracting. It felt warm, almost hot, like she’d undergone a recent spanking. Lindsey turned around and looked over her shoulder to get a better look at her ass in the mirror.
She gasped.
There, right in the center of her right ass cheek was a recently-inked tattoo. In large black type, the characters formed a most cryptic message:
 
MILF 13
 
Her fingertips flew down to touch it gingerly. It was permanent, there was certainly no doubt about that. MILF 13!? she wondered to herself in complete shock. What on earth could that possibly mean?
As if to answer her unspoken question, a crackle of static reverberated throughout the pink room.
“MILF 13,” said the voice. “DO NOT BE ALARMED. REMAIN CALM.”
Lindsey’s eyes went wide in surprise. She looked around wildly for the source of the noise. It seemed to be coming from everywhere and nowhere.
“Who are you?” she cried. “What am I doing in this place? When my husband finds out what you’ve done, he’ll —”
“YOUR HUSBAND HAS GIVEN HIS FULL CONSENT TO YOUR PARTICIPATION IN THIS EXPERIMENT. YOUR BODY WILL BE ALTERED. TRAINED. MODIFIED. USED AS A LIVING PROTOTYPE OF A TREATMENT FOR MANY OTHERS. YOU SHOULD VIEW THIS AS AN HONOR. THE SOONER YOU ACCEPT THIS FATE AND YOUR ROLE IN IT, THE SOONER YOU WILL BE ABLE TO LEAVE.”
Lindsey’s eyes began to burn with the hot fire of indignation. “And if I refuse?”
She heard the faintest metallic whisper of a chuckle. “I AM AFRAID THAT REFUSAL IS QUITE IMPOSSIBLE.”
Suddenly, the same feeling of concentrated horniness that she’d experienced in the kitchen flooded back to her. Her mind was again a patchwork of semi-connected erotica. Together, they triggered a burning arousal that she knew she had no choice but to tend to. Is this coming from them? Can they really be controlling me so easily? The answer was obvious. In complete and utter disbelief at what she was doing, Lindsey stumbled back to the still-warm folds of her pink bedspread and flopped onto her back, wincing a bit at the soreness of her newly-tattooed ass.
Lindsey began pawing pathetically at the thin strip of silk covering her mound. She bit down on her lip in pure embarrassment as her fingers pulled it aside, and began to work their way into the damp pussy that had already managed to make a wet mess of her pubic hair. Her clit was swollen and engorged with need; she began to work at it with the slickness of her cunt honey. In and out went her now-wet knuckles, as the features of her lovely face contorted into an expression of pure desire.
And yet…
Yet she found herself completely unable to orgasm. The pleasure seemed to be a mountain without a peak — no matter how high she climbed, Lindsey found herself unable to reach the sweet release of climax.
“HAVING A BIT OF TROUBLE, MILF 13?” The voice on the intercom was still businesslike, but there was definitely a note of mirth behind the words.
“P…please,” she said, her formerly mature and authoritative voice now a plaintive whimper. “I don’t know how you….how you’re doing this…but, please. Please let me cum.”
“PERHAPS YOU REQUIRE FURTHER STIMULATION,” said the voice, with the air of a stern schoolmaster. “CHECK INSIDE THE NIGHTSTAND.”
Lindsey crawled as best she could to the nightstand and began to fumble with the knob on the drawer. At last she got it open.
Inside was a massive vibrator, at least nine inches long. Thick, rubbery, and smooth to the touch. Pink, naturally. Without even bothering to think, Lindsey grabbed it, thrust it inside her dripping snatch, and turned it on.
Hummmmmmm.
The powerful motors of the vibrator began oscillating, sending erotic shockwaves of pleasure coursing through Lindsey’s body. Everything felt so incredibly sensitive — a sensation completely unlike anything she’d experienced before. True, she’d had a small button vibe back in university, but this was on an entirely new level. Perhaps now she would be able to manage the orgasm that had been denied her just seconds ago. She worked the dildo in and out of her hungry flesh, trying to bring herself over the brink. Closer and closer…closer and closer…
Hummmmmmm.
Another vibration. Bound as she was by her ropes of mental ecstasy, Lindsey thought at first it was nothing but the sound of the vibrator buzzing away inside her. But then she saw that it was something much more. 
It was the wall. Across from her position on the bed the wall was sliding open, revealing a massive pane of glass. Behind it stood a neatly-dressed man in a white lab coat, holding an illuminated tablet computer. He raised a hand at the furiously masturbating test subject in front of him, then spoke, his magnified voice once again loud in her ears. 
“VERY GOOD. I HOPE YOU DON’T MIND BEING OBSERVED. IT IS VERY IMPORTANT THAT WE MONITOR YOU CLOSELY FOR ANY IRREGULARITIES AT THIS STAGE.”
Through her haze of lust, Lindsey gave him a seething glare. “D…don’t pretend you’re not just doing this for f...oh, oh god...for fun, you pervert.”
The researcher frowned. “WELL, IF YOU’RE GOING TO BE LIKE THAT, WE CAN ALWAYS END THE CURRENT STAGE OF THE EXPERIMENT AHEAD OF SCHEDULE.”
From her position of complete embarrassment on the bed, Lindsey saw the researcher’s fingers tap briefly on the tablet in his hand. Immediately the dildo’s vibration lessened considerably, dropping to just a whisper of movement in her hands. Then it stopped completely. Her need grew markedly more desperate; her ability to sate that need had just disappeared at the touch of a stranger’s finger.
Lindsey’s eyes widened, and the evidence of her hungry desperation began to grow in her throat. “Please . . . not that . . .” she whimpered, more furiously working the non-vibrating vibrator to try and coax some last scraps of pleasure from it. But it was no use. Without its battery-powered movements she had no hope of reaching the climax that she now maddeningly yearned for.
The researcher’s voice now seemed like nothing less than a god. “VERY WELL. THEN PERHAPS NOW WOULD BE A GOOD OPPORTUNITY TO DISCUSS TERMS.”
Terms!? she thought. With me like this — spread-eagled in front of a complete stranger, a dildo inside me, begging him to let me masturbate properly? Just who the hell does he think...
But there was nothing she could do. The desires of her already modified body could only allow her to squeak out her acquiescence. “Y...yes. Anything.” 
The researcher behind the glass took a cursory look down at his tablet. “DO YOU, MILF 13, AGREE TO RESPOND ONLY TO YOUR NEW DESIGNATION OF MILF 13?”
M...MILF 13!? The name was in a place beyond embarrassment — as derogatory as one could possibly imagine.
But her agreement to be called as such came quickly. “I do,” she said.
“JUST TO BE CLEAR: YOUR NAME IS?”
“M...MILF 13. My name is MILF 13.” Her voice was quiet, like a child confessing after being caught in a lie.
As soon as she spoke the words, MILF 13 — for that is what her name now was — felt the vibration return to the dildo in her hands. The movement was slight, almost imperceptible, but it was very real. She luxuriated in the utterly erotic sensations as they began to creep back. It was all unfair, hardly an agreement at all...but she was powerless to stop it. MILF 13’s lips parted, and she began to voice her rising needs to the air of the room. She realized that she was now panting.
“GOOD,” said the researcher over the loudspeaker, as he made the appropriate note on his tablet. “NOW THEN: DO YOU, MILF 13, AGREE TO SUBMIT TO A PROGRAM OF MODIFICATION AND CONTROL, IN ACCORDANCE WITH THE RULES SET OUT BY THE CORPORATION?”
The Corporation? MILF 13 was sure that she didn’t like the sound of that, whatever it was. Modification? Control? It was all too much.
She hesitated — and, as she did, the vibrator in MILF 13’s hands once again dropped in intensity. She let out a moan of disappointment and frustration, furiously working the plastic shaft in and out of her snatch in an effort to make up for the lost vibrations. It was no use, however. Once again, they had beaten her. She heard her voice once again signal its assent. “Fine, yes, anything. I do. There, I said it, okay? I agree!”
Once again the promise of reward had coaxed submission from her. MILF 13 gasped again as the luxurious vibrations once again began to sate her lust. Her slick fingers pushed the dildo yet further inside her, as the glistening fingertips of her other hand begin to once again to tend to her throbbing clit.
“FINALLY,” said the voice, “YOU WILL REFER TO ALL CORPORATION STAFF AS 'SIR' AT ALL TIMES. THIS IS TO SIGNAL YOUR CONTINUED COMPLIANCE IN THE PROGRAM.” The researcher adjusted his glasses upward on the bridge of his nose, pausing to look at the maniacally masturbating MILF staring wild-eyed back at him. “SIMPLY PUT, WE REQUIRE YOUR TOTAL SUBMISSION, MILF 13. IN NAME. IN ACTION. AND IN WORD. DO YOU AGREE TO GIVE IT TO US?”
MILF 13 knew then that it was far too late to do anything but comply. Whatever they had already done to her body, they — this Corporation, whoever they were — now controlled both her sexual response and her ability to sate it. Whatever game this experiment was...they had already won.
“MILF 13? YOUR RESPONSE?”
MILF 13 drew in a breath. “Y...es. Yes. I will. Anything you say.”
“INCORRECT RESPONSE, I’M AFRAID.”
Once again, the vibrator’s intensity lowered considerably. Once again, MILF 13 found herself chasing an orgasm that had again been plucked from her reach.
“SIR!” she cried, all at once realizing what she had forgotten. “I give it to you! SIR! Please, Sir, PLEASE…”
The researcher raised an eyebrow. “EXCELLENT, MILF 13. TAKE WHAT YOU HAVE EARNED.”
Her submission to the Program, to the Corporation — they were now complete. The researcher nodded with a slight incline of his head; he tapped again at his tablet. The intensity of the vibrator between her legs increased tenfold...at last she was being allowed to experience the release of her body.
She came.

It was an orgasm more pure, and more powerful, than any she had before experienced. An explosion of pink/white lightning exploded in her mind; the broken fragments of it danced behind her eyelids and swept backward into a rich black nothing. “Ahhh…unnnnnngggggh....!” she cried, her voice the stuttered and languageless cry of a newly-broken animal. Wave after wave of pleasure wracked through her body, and she shuddered with the sweet relief of release.
MILF 13 was a test subject now — completely the property of the Corporation. The great Experiment had truly begun. She arched her back, closed her eyes and allowed the tip of her tongue to slip past her bottom lip as she lay panting on her pink bed, the afterglow of her release mingling with the shame of being completely possessed. The dildo ceased its vibrations, then slipped from her dripping cunt and onto the soggy bedspread, its dark work now complete.
“If you’re quite finished, we still have one last thing to finalize for today.”
MILF 13 opened her eyes wide at the sound of the voice. It was the same as she’d heard over the intercom, except now it was at a normal volume…and coming from the figure standing in front of her.
The researcher. He’s standing right in front of me! she realized with a start. Reflexively, she covered herself with the pink bedspread and stared upward at him in embarrassment.
The researcher was standing over her with an air of detached professionalism, tablet tucked under one arm, holding what appeared to be a metal bowl. He was dressed with a scientist’s formality — the lab coat she’d already seen, along with a crisp suit and expensive-looking necktie beneath. The features of his attractive face were calm and impassive, yet curiously young. His true age, however, was impossible to determine.
His blue eyes flashed as he looked at the prostrate MILF in front of him. He seemed to read the surprise on her face. “Sustenance,” he said, his voice clinical, cold. “Feeding time. Along with the formula necessary to trigger the next stages of your treatment.” He placed the bowl at his feet, then tapped it with the edge of one of his shiny black wingtips.
MILF 13 could only stare for a moment as she tried to find the words she was grasping for. “You want me to eat from…from that? On the floor? Sir?” she asked, breathing a small sigh of relief that she’d remembered to add the Sir in time.
“Indeed,” said the researcher. He seemed satisfied that he’d been addressed correctly. “Part of the protocol. A vital part of the psychological reconditioning. Quickly, now — we’re on a schedule.”
She licked her lips. Her obedience already seemed inevitable, even to her, but she wasn’t going to go down without at least some sort of resistance, no matter how token. “And if I won’t, Sir?”
The researcher pressed his lips into the grim shadow of a smile. “As I told you during your earlier display of auto-erotica, resistance is quite impossible. As of now we only control your arousal level, but that is quite enough to obtain compliance.” The researcher took the tablet from under his arm. He tapped it with a finger. “Can you imagine if I were to increase your arousal far past even that which you just experienced? Left you like that for hours? Even days without release? You’d certainly go mad. And you wouldn’t want that, would you?”
MILF 13 shook her head, sending the waves of her sweaty and disheveled soccer mom haircut flying around her ears. “No. No, Sir. I wouldn’t.”
“Well then,” said the researcher. Ting. He again tapped the side of the feeding bowl expectantly.
His test subject had no further words of protest. She pushed the pink comforter off her still-flushed body, got off the bed, and fell to her knees. The bowl was full of what appeared to be a light pink cream. She sniffed it gingerly, then bent down to have a small taste.
Lick. The taste was incredible. Milky, creamy, with a floral sweetness…and also salty somehow, the aftertaste reminding her of something she couldn’t quite put her finger on…
But there was more than that. As those few first drops slipped down her throat, she felt an entirely new kind of pleasure. Sexual...though not entirely, perhaps. It was more like…satisfaction. It was a feeling of absolute acceptance, absolute surrender to what felt like her destiny. Whatever the delicious, mouth-watering substance was in the bowl, it was like the entirety of her being only served one purpose, and one purpose only — to lick up every last drop, and swallow it down.
This she did greedily. She couldn’t stop herself, nor did she want to try. In the space of a few minutes, the bowl was shiny-clean from MILF 13’s tongue.
“Good,” said the researcher, making a note on his tablet. His voice seemed far away to her now. Her mind was full of those warm, fluffy, impossibly pink clouds again. She wanted to wrap herself in the feeling, caress it, never let it go. “Now then, to bed with you,” he said.
MILF 13 raised a hand to her mouth, stifling a giggle. “Tell me a bedtime story, Sir?” A strange request for a woman of her age, but through the pink fog she was feeling…well, it simply felt right.
The cool almost-smile again returned to the researcher’s lips. “Another time, perhaps. You have a big day tomorrow.”
The researcher helped his subject into the bed and prepared her for her evening’s rest. Then he tapped a control on his tablet computer. Silently, a seamless doorway opened in the wall, allowing him to return to his laboratory.
“Wait,” said the MILF from her pink bed. “Who are you, Sir?”
The researcher turned. His glasses flashed in the dim pink light of the room. “I’m the Doctor. But Sir will do.”
In another moment, he was gone.
A moment later, the vibrator he’d left nestled inside MILF 13’s pussy began to vibrate, softly. She fell slowly into a pink and horny dreamworld of her own sexual consciousness…and there she remained until morning.



PART TWO
MILF 13 stirred in the soft fluffy folds of her bed, then awoke from her deep slumber. She sat up and blinked her sparkling green eyes as she looked around. It was as if she’d been placed in Cheerleader Barbie’s room — she was surrounded by an ocean of girlish pink, everywhere she looked. Through the faded haze of pink sparkly fog in her mind, she tried to think.
So it hadn’t been a dream after all, she thought. The memories came flooding back to her — her incredible horniness in the kitchen. Her solo session with the cucumber. Being brought to this place. The embarrassing way she’d masturbated for the Doctor — the mysterious clinical researcher that was able to control her arousal level at the touch of a button.
The way she’d been manipulated into total compliance with his Experiment.
It had been manipulation…hadn’t it? she wondered. Already she wasn’t quite sure. She felt as if she should feel more worried than she did. Some part of her signaled that this was all terribly wrong. The alarm bell going off in her head was just so muted, however, so distant, like it was all wrapped in the same type of pink blanket that was currently keeping her warm and snug.
Snug. There was another thing that was snug, and it was currently humming away nicely inside her drippy snatch. The dildo from the night before seemed to have an unlimited storehouse of energy. With a huge effort of concentration, MILF 13 managed to ease the slick vibe from the warmth of her pussy. She gasped as it slipped from between her thighs with an audible slurp, then readjusted the embarrassingly sodden thong that had ridden up into her ass as she’d slept. 
MILF 13 swung her legs over the side of the bed and staggered unsteadily to her feet. She felt undeniably strange. Whatever had been in the pink cream she’d lapped from that bowl on the floor the night before had certainly done a number on her.
She forced herself to focus. If I’m going to escape this place...perhaps this is my only chance, she thought to herself. The morning sunlight and a cool breeze were already drifting in from the window — which, as she now saw in the morning light, was heart-shaped. She padded over unsteadily to breathe in the scent of morning. 
As MILF 13 stepped to the window and drew back the curtain, she was greeted with a scene of almost unimaginable beauty. Below her she could see the rises of mist-shrouded hills poking upward toward the rosy blue sky of morning. The drop from the window was steep and precipitous, however — if any hope of escape still lingered in her pink-fogged imagination, the sensation of vertigo she felt as she looked down dashed it in an instant. Her room was in nothing less than a tower.
“Ah! Good morning, Madame. We are like Rapunzel today, oui?”
MILF 13 turned with a start.
The woman now standing in the room with her was an obscenely curvaceous parody of a French maid — a living, breathing sex doll, clearly designed for the titillation and gratification of the darkest corners of the male sex drive. Her makeup was elaborate and perfectly applied to her smooth features and high cheekbones, giving her an air of recently-humbled aristocracy. The outfit she wore was obscenity itself, from the black-gloss shine of her patent leather thigh-high boots, to the garter straps that snaked their way up the alabaster skin of her legs to disappear beneath the thin strips of flared fabric that made up her miniskirt. Her breasts were massive things, round globes of supple flesh pressed together to make a massive valley of cleavage. They seemed to defy gravity — not that they didn’t have help from the cruel black corset she’d been locked into. The entire affair was topped off by the frilly hat at the crown of the maid’s raven-black hair, like a dollop of whipped cream on top of a cupcake.
MILF 13 could only stare and stammer at her unexpected visitor. “I’m sorry — who are you, exactly? And why are you calling me Rapunzel?”
The maid raised a gloved hand to her ruby-red lips. “You will have to excuse me. I am Colette! I tend to things at zis Facility.” She pointed to the heart-shaped window that was illuminating MILF 13’s stunned form. “I merely meant that you looked like Rapunzel. From my storybook. I am sorry, I often read such books as these. To try and improve my English. To little effect, I am afraid. But zis is not important! May I clean?”
Without really knowing what answer she was supposed to give, MILF 13 gave a shrug and nodded in total confusion. Collette gave a small nod in return, a little curtsy, and began to go about the morning’s business.
The French maid produced a feather-duster from the little hook at her waist and started to dust, mincing her way around MILF 13’s bedroom with the grace and precision of a ballet professional. Not really knowing what else to do, MILF 13 collapsed heavily in the room’s recliner to watch the maid work.
Colette performed a poetry of curvaceous jiggling that threatened to spin out of control at any moment, but for some reason never quite did. She did her domestic dance with pure artistry, and without comment...though MILF 13 did think she spied a smile creep up at the corner of the maid’s lips when she located the damp dildo still humming away beneath the bedclothes. The maid picked it up, turned it off, and slipped it into a small silken bag; she then placed it alongside the neat heap of sweaty laundry she’d stripped from the bed to be tended to later.
“Now then, mademoiselle — we shall attend to you,” said the curvaceous maid, tottering on her boots over to the MILF in the chair.
“Me? What do you mean?” asked MILF 13, quite taken aback.
Colette tittered at the mature woman’s shyness. “But of course, you will be wanting a bath, non? And I will of course be attending to you.”
MILF 13 stood up slowly. A bath? I don’t recall seeing any kind of bathroom in this place. Now that she though of it, however, she realized that she needed more than just soap and shampoo. The call of nature was now quite strong indeed. Bath or no, MILF 13 knew that she would have to use the toilet...and soon.
Colette touched a small button on her glove, right where the end of it met her wrist. Another previously unseen doorway slid aside in the pink wall, revealing a glistening compliment of bath and shower facilities. Colette sashayed forward on her heeled boots to the doorway, then gestured at the interior with her hand. “You may relieve yourself first, of course. I promise not to peek.”
Not like I have any privacy anyway, thought MILF 13 as she gathered up her transparent pink nightie around her. She walked into the lovely interior of the bathroom, made use of the spotless toilet, and washed her hands at the sink.
And then she made the mistake of looking in the mirror.
The reflected image of the person looking back at MILF 13 was her...and it was not.
Her hair was certainly disheveled from her kinky sexual escapades the night before, but it seemed longer this morning, too. The normally Plain Jane mom haircut was longer now, reaching well below her ears. The color was more vibrant — while the years had changed her formerly red hair into a mottled brown, this morning it seemed markedly lighter, with streaks of crimson running through it here and there. Perhaps it was just the shock of seeing these changes, but MILF 13’s eyes seemed to be wider now, her lips just a bit fuller. Standing there in the bathroom, the reflection of the mature woman was that of a surprised schoolgirl.
It was then that she felt Colette’s gloved arms close around her waist. “Ah! Madame, how wonderful!” cooed Colette into MILF 13’s ear. “Zee beginning of zee Change. Eet has already begun, non?”
That touch at her waist made MILF 13’s mouth form into a small O of pleasure. She had never been attracted to women before — that ecstasy-fueled make-out session with her sorority sisters in university certainly didn’t count. But this morning, with Colette’s overinflated mammaries pressed into her back, the touch was like honeyed silk. Irresistible.
“What...what are you talking about?” she asked, trying to think. “What Change?”
Colette gave another of her impish crimson smiles. “Perhaps zee Doctor would be better at explaining this to you. But it is a happy thing! But now, for your bath.”
Colette’s heels clicked smartly across the tile floor of the bathroom and over to the enormous heart-shaped whirlpool tub in the corner. Bending elegantly from the waist, Colette busied herself with the running of water and the adding of sweet-smelling bubbles. 
MILF 13 then saw two things which made her gasp.
One was the butt plug that had been fitted into the pucker between Colette’s overly-curvaceous ass cheeks. All of her daily duties, the cleaning she constantly attended to — apparently all of it was done with the clench of her anus stretched inordinately wide.
The other was the tattoo. There, black against the pale skin of Colette’s flared bubble butt was a  tattoo that looked quite familiar indeed:
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It had been placed with a machine-like precision in precisely the same spot as MILF 13’s. She’s been through the same program, she reasoned to herself as she stared at the French maid’s plugged peach. Is this what I’m destined to become? An overenhanced mass of jiggles and high-heels, purposed only for service and endless discipline?
Colette seemed to sense MILF 13’s unbroken gaze; she looked over her shoulder with undeniably seductive eyes. “Admiring zee plug zey have placed in my ass?” she asked, getting the wrong idea. “They tell me eet is for...how to say? Motivational purposes. Eef I am careful with my duties, zey do not squeeze zee enema bulb inside beforehand.”
MILF 13 drew in a breath at those words — not merely at the idea of being rinsed and plugged during service, but also at the casual way Colette spoke of her fate. This isn’t an act, thought MILF 13. This is completely normal for her.
Feeling the heat rising in her cheeks, she decided to change the subject. “I was just looking at your tattoo, actually. It looks almost identical to mine. You were taken to this place as well? By the Corporation?”
A cloud seemed to pass across Colette’s face; she drew herself up to her full height. “I can tell you nothing about my early days here, Mademoiselle. Zey are very vague, I am afraid. I remember nothing of my life back in France. Eet is unfortunate, non? But no matter,” she said, the cheerfulness returning to her voice. “I am happy here. My days are full of work — and my duties are not without a multitude of pleasures. Alors! Speaking of which, you must get out of zat sweaty lingerie and into zee bath with me!”
Before she could reply, MILF 13 stared in complete shock as the curvaceous maid in front of her began to strip off her uniform and lay its frilly bits neatly on the hamper near the bath.
“Did...did you say together?” asked MILF 13 in disbelief.
“But of course, Madame. How else am I to wash you?”
 
* * *
 
Even if experienced all by her lonesome, the warm pink foam in the heart-shaped bath would have been quite enough to bring MILF 13 gasping into a world of pleasure. The mysterious cream she’d lapped from the feet of the Doctor the night before had heightened her body’s sensitivity to an almost obscene degree — simply dipping a toe in the sweet-smelling bath was enough to make her shiver with the first teasing of orgasm.
Having Colette in the bath with her, however, was quite a different matter — and an infinitely more erotic one as well. The orgasm she’d been forced into the night before simply couldn’t compare; the Corporation’s mysterious formula now coursed through her entire body, turning every inch of her skin into one connected erogenous zone. 
First came the soap — a sweet, foamy substance with the scent of honey candy. Colette applied it first to herself, soaping up the obscene curvature of her bimbified body with a almost detached manner as MILF 13 waited at the other end of the heart-shaped tub with a schoolgirl’s apprehension.
When the French maid’s body had been soaped up from butt-to-boobies, she turned upon MILF 13 with a wicked grin. “If you will allow me,” she said, a melodic trill in her voice. It was clearly not a question. MILF 13 knew that she had no choice but to receive the sapphic succubus’s attentions — her body simply gave her no choice. 
And what attentions they were. As Colette’s supple, soapy flesh slipped its way across the surface of MILF 13’s sensitized skin, she could only sigh with surrender and release. The pink fog was taking over again — weakening her will even further, opening a door to a previously locked-away sexuality. She was no longer a stranger, this soaped-up bimbo whose expert fingers were taking her to new heights of sexual bliss. She was a Sister. However, why-ever they’d both been brought here...it didn’t really matter. Pleasure, the lovely pink pleasure...that was all that mattered now.
And Colette was certainly doing her best to give it to her. The French maid’s enormous lathery boobs cushioned into MILF 13’s back as her slippery hands slid across every part of her body, making sure she was squeaky-clean.
“Your skin, Madamoselle! It is so soft.”
It was soft. MILF 13 couldn’t be sure if it was the water of the bath or the early effects of the bimbofication treatment she’d received, but there was an undeniable suppleness in her skin that she hadn’t felt in years. Colette made sure that she washed every inch of it — she slathered the pink lather over MILF 13’s breasts, paying a wicked attention to her nipples and areola. MILF 13 gasped, as the other woman’s soapy touch brought her closer and closer to the edge of a suddenly much-needed release...
The maid’s fingers crept lower still, to the place between MILF 13's thighs. “And what ’ave we here?” Colette cooed. “You are smooth as a baby here, are you not?”
Indeed, the soapy water had washed away any traces of MILF 13’s muff — her mound was now shockingly smooth. Now the pink in her cheeks was evidence of much more than the warmth of the bathwater. 
“But why?” asked MILF 13, as the maid’s attentive fingertips soaped her pussy. “I’ve...ooooh, Colette...I’ve never...”
It was true. Though her husband Rick had often requested it, she had always thought a shaved pussy to be something only whores did. But she was MILF 13 now — and her muff privileges had now been permanently revoked.
Colette's pink tongue licked at her earlobe as her fingers found MILF 13’s now-swollen love button. “Eet is because of ze treatment. Now your body ees like mine,” she said, breathing the words into her ear. MILF 13 could only sigh and squirm with pleasure as the warm soapy flesh of the maid’s body drew wave after wave of pleasure from her. The pink fog seemed to be everywhere now, a sparkly mass of candy-colored ambrosia that she had no choice but to drink in.
The maid turned MILF 13’s mouth to meet her overly-plumped red lips then. Just as her slippery fingers brought her to her shuddering climax, they kissed. The muffled cry which escaped her lips was immediately swallowed by the French maid — a delicious reward for a service sweetly rendered. 
 
* * *
 
Bathtime was all too brief. Soon MILF 13 was being toweled off and blow-dried, then given a dusting of sweet-smelling powder that reminded her of bubble gum and rainbows. Colette’s fingers then applied a generous layer of expensive cosmetics to MILF 13’s features, paying careful attention to a special set of printed instructions.
“Eet ees a shame, really,” said Colette as she applied the makeup. “I should like to have you for my own doll for a day, to dress as I please. I am afraid zee Corporation’s instructions are quite specific zis morning.” Colette chose a dress from the closet which seemed to satisfy the requirements she’d been given, then helped MILF 13 into it. Satisfied with her handiwork, the maid led her to the mirror so she could see for herself. 
Her eyes went wide when she saw her image in the mirror. The reflection was that of a 1950’s housewife — as drawn by someone with a more-than-perverted imagination. Her makeup was a propaganda poster for female domestication, with thick mascara and altogether too much eye shadow. Her lips were a deep crimson, with a high-sheen gloss that nearly rivaled Colette’s. Her eyebrows had been drawn impossibly high, giving her the permanently surprised expression of a wide-eyed schoolgirl. Her hair was a perfect Mary Jane cut, with not a hair out of place.
The dress, however — the dress was the most embarrassing garment she’d ever had the misfortune of wearing. It was a parody of a 50’s house dress, a pink-and-white gingham checked thing with poofy sleeves. It squished her breasts together obscenely, pushing the valley of her cleavage out of a little heart-shaped cutout just below her chin. The skirt flared out from her hips, and was so short that it barely covered her ass and unclothed sex. MILF 13 realized that she was actually locked into it, with a little heart-shaped lock affixing the silver zipper at her back to her collar. Six-inch heels held her feet snugly, making it almost impossible to do anything but totter around like a household sex object.
She was now the very picture of the domesticated woman — the good little housewife. Some part of her could understand just how wrong it all was, of course — how far removed this pornstar version of June Cleaver was from the independent soccer mom she was just a day ago. The pink fog was thick around her psyche now, however. Soothing her. Telling her that it was all right.
And yet she tried to fight.  If I concentrate…if I truly will myself to resist, perhaps I can…
“Ahem.”
It was the Doctor, holding that morning’s pet bowl of creamy pink goo. MILF 13 realized that her mouth was watering at the very sight of it. “Your appearance is acceptable for today’s training, I see. Feed her, Colette,” the Doctor said, handing the bowl to the maid.
MILF 13 felt her resistance once again fade into nothing. They could control her arousal, be it through Colette’s skilled fingers or the controls on the Doctor’s tablet. That meant they controlled her. The maid placed the pet bowl at the Doctor’s feet, and MILF 13 sank to the floor behind it. She lowered her mouth to the pink salt/sweet cream and began to slurp greedily from the bowl like a famished animal. It slid down her throat, filling her with the same warm sense of giggly satisfaction as that first bowl had the night before. 
MILF 13’s doggy position and impossibly short skirt meant that her baby-smooth mound and tight asshole were now completely exposed. Colette tittered at it. “She will have to be plugged, non?” she asked the Doctor. “This is indecent, is it not?”
The Doctor raised an eyebrow. “It’s on the schedule. But you forget your place, Colette. Attend to your remaining duties and then practice your English. I believe you were nearly finished with Cinderella, yes?”
The maid gave a little curtsy. “As you wish. And best of luck to you during today’s exercises, Madame,” she said, giving MILF 13 a loving pat on the head as she licked her breakfast from the bowl on the floor.
And then Colette was gone. 
The Doctor smiled grimly. “Ah, Colette. MILF 11, if memory serves. One of our failures. Used to be a bored housewife in Iowa.”
Iowa? Didn’t she say she was French? thought MILF 13, her feeding stopping momentarily — though only for a moment.
The Doctor seemed to read her thoughts. “Oh, it’s quite true. Colette is no more French than you or I. Her psyche simply broke during her training experiment. It was easier for her to assume the role of a French maid permanently to allow her to cope. Now she spends her days cleaning, pleasuring, and trying to improve that ridiculous accent by sounding out fairy tales to herself. The other MILFs share similar fates, I’m afraid.”
MILF 13’s heart began to beat a bit faster. It’s true, then. I’m going to end up a fetishized bimbo doll like her. If I’m lucky She knew that she should stop lapping the pink cream from the bowl like a good little pet, but its flavor was undeniably scrumptious. She needed it down her throat and filling her stomach, more than anything in the world.
And it was having its intended effect. The pink fog was everywhere now, the warm sparkly glow radiating through her entire body. MILF 13 drank greedily, her pink tongue darting in and out of her mouth to lap at the goo. Soon the bowl was licked shiny clean, and MILF 13 was looking up at her Doctor with a dreamy, brainless smile. A trickle of pink drool dripped over her bottom lip and slid into the crevasse of her cleavage. 
“Splendid — there’s a good MILF,” said the Doctor, tapping a few notes into his electronic tablet. “Now then — today your training begins in earnest.”
For some reason, it all sounded lovely. MILF 13 gave a warm little giggle, a drool-bubble forming adorably on her lip.
“Training, Sir?” she asked dreamily.
“Domestic training,” said the Doctor. “In two of the most important areas for any good bimbo MILF. Anal Compliance. And the Culinary Arts.”
MILF 13 could only blink vapidly in response. The little bubble of drool on her mouth burst with a just-barely-distinguishable pop. 
 
* * *
 
The click-clack of MILF 13’s heels rapped a grim staccato on the tile of the facility hallway.
It was the first time she’d been allowed to leave her pink fairy tale room since she’d arrived. The brisk walk felt good. Then again, wrapped as she was in the rapturous hazy afterglow of her gooey breakfast, everything felt good: the breeze caressing the smooth skin of her newly-bald pussy; the way the arches of her feet stretched deliciously in her obscenely tall high heels; the way the heart-shaped “MILF 13” dog tags attached to her new collar jangled against her neck, tinkling softly, whenever the Doctor tugged her leash to ensure she kept up a proper pace.
Her surroundings were less interesting. For a long while there was nothing but the sterile grey of the facility’s seemingly endless hallways and keycard-activated elevators, punctuated by the Doctor tapping on his tablet to make sure the great Experiment was still proceeding on its scheduled timetable. But then MILF 13 noticed something very different in the air.
She inhaled deeply. Someone is baking something REALLY good down here, she thought happily. I wonder if I can get a taste?
MILF 13 wouldn’t have to wonder for much longer. “We’ve arrived,” said the Doctor, pushing open a heavy steel door. “Welcome to the Test Kitchen.”
The leashed MILF’s eyes sparkled at the warm and inviting scene in front of her. Everywhere she looked were pies, cakes, cream puffs, cupcakes…a thousand and one delicious pastries arranged on neat racks. It was a bakery fit for royalty — and the smell was an enchanting hot perfume of nutmeg, brown sugar, and freshly-caramelized rolls.
At the far end of the room, bent over from the waist to retrieve a tray of madeleines from an enormous oven was yet another tattooed woman. The now-familiar marking on her ass said it all:
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“Oh my god! It’s another one! Um, Sir,” MILF 13 squeaked happily, still clearly under the effects of the pink goo. The sound of her high-pitched voice reverberated around the kitchen. Did I always have the voice of a sugar-rushing preteen? wondered MILF 13. She truly didn’t know anymore.
The woman turned at the sound of MILF 13’s voice. With a firm tug of her leash, the Doctor led MILF 13 over to make the proper introductions.
“MILF 13, this is Betsy,” said the Doctor, as he fastened MILF 13’s leash to one of the large metal food preparation tables. She barely noticed this new constraint, however. She was much too taken with the vision of the woman in front of her. 
If the pink frock MILF 13 had been squeezed into was supposed to tease at a 1950’s submission to all things domestic, then Betsy was the realization of everything that could mean. The luscious flared curves of Betsy’s bimbo body had been forced into a tightly-laced powder blue frock — an outrageous vinyl parody of a traditional homemaker’s dress. Her frilly white apron both accentuated the outline of her clearly erect nipples, while at the same time forcing the obscene balloons of her EE chest upward to nearly meet her chin. The tattoo on Betsy’s left tit was a cheeky counterpoint to the one on her ass; it read, in a lovely and decorative script, TASTE MY PIE.
“Well, aren’t you a sweet-looking one?” sad Betsy in a soft drawl, glancing up from her cooling madeleines. “Is this the gal I’ll be working on?”
“It is,” said the Doctor. He put his hand on MILF 13’s back, pushing her firmly forward over the table. “Bend for me. Spread your legs.”
Pink goo or no, MILF 13 was rather taken aback by this — but she did as she was told. “Yes, Sir,” she squeaked as she bent forward, exposing her ass to the warm air of the kitchen. A moment later, she felt something hard, slick, and cool against the pucker of her asshole. A butt plug? Am I actually being...plugged? Like Colette?
“You see,” said the Doctor, as he slowly worked the lubricated dildo into MILF 13’s ass, “we deduced via careful research what went wrong with the others. Colette, the other MILFs — Betsy here.” MILF 13 looked up at Betsy, who gave her a dramatic wink at the sound of her name. “It was a matter of force. The training regimens of our previous Experiments required our test subjects to assume only one role. Invariably they’d crack under the strain.”
“It’s true,” said Betsy with a satisfied-sounding sigh. “I just bake now.”
There was a slick slurrrrp as the butt plug nestled snugly into MILF 13’s ass — she moaned at the utterly new stretching sensation. “However,” the Doctor continued, giving MILF 13 a paternal smack on her still-tender tattoo, “we realized that a proper Bimbo MILF should have more than simply one duty. So this experiment will help us determine which you are better suited for. Baking apple pies, like a good little kitchen tool? Or getting endlessly fucked in your tight asshole?”
The Doctor handed a small black remote control to Betsy, who took it and slipped it between the soft mounds of her cavernous cleavage. “We’re gonna be baking pies today!” said Betsy. “Apple. Your husband’s favorite. And they’re gonna be just perfect, or I’m gonna be stretching that tight pucker of yours with my little remote control here,” she said, giving her flour-dusted bimbo tits a little wobbly shake in MILF 13’s face. “Now won’t that be fun?”
A domesticated kitchen kitten, or an anal queen. Some choice. The embarrassment of the situation was enough to sober her up from her pink fog a bit — and she knew better than not to reply. MILF 13 nodded. 
“Yes, Betsy.”
Betsy laughed. “I don’t think you’ve earned the right to a first-name basis in my kitchen. You will call me Mommy Dear. Say it for me.”
The pink rising in MILF 13’s cheeks nearly matched the shade of her gingham dress. She hadn’t called anyone mommy in decades, but it was obvious that that large-breasted matron wasn’t kidding. Her lips formed the words, her voice a supplicant simper: “Yes, Mommy Dear.”
The Doctor nodded. “I’ll leave you to it,” he said, then checked his tablet and left the room. 
“Now we bake,” said Betsy, flashing her plastic smile. 
 
* * *
 
In the hours that followed, MILF 13 was treated to the home economics class from Hell. 
Betsy set about teaching MILF 13 how to make a classic apple pie — from absolute scratch. Everything had to be done by hand, under the strict and watchful eye of her Mommy Dear, from peeling the apples to weaving the crust. Betsy’s movements were perfect, of course — to an almost robotic degree. Her first pie was flawless, fit for a hard-working husband or the glossy cover of a pastry magazine. MILF 13’s first pie was a misshapen mess of over-browned pastry. 
“Tut tut,” said Betsy in her drawl, looking at the embarrassing excuse for a pie. “Now honestly, sweetie: could you really serve this here pie to your husband? Apologize.”
“I’m sorry, Mommy Dear,” squeaked MILF 13.
Betsy’s perfectly manicured nails were already reaching between her boobs for the remote, however. “Your baking tells me you’re better suited for being bent over and butt-fucked, sweetie. Oh well, we can’t all be chefs...”
“No!” cried MILF 13. “Wait, I...”
Betsy clicked a fingernail on the remote control. Instantly, the butt plug in MILF 13’s ass began to expand, obscenely stretching her virgin asshole. Then came a sharp and merciless vibration in her anus, sending an electric shock of previously unknown sensation throughout her body.
“There! I’ve just stretched out your asshole,” cooed Betsy, returning the remote to its nestling place between the jiggly globes of her massive prow. “Between that plug and the formula the Doctor’s had you slurping down, I’d say you’re only a few more bad apple pies away from being a permanent Backdoor Princess. And what do we say to show our appreciation, darling?”
MILF 13’s voice was barely a whisper. “Thank you, Mommy Dear,” she said through gritted teeth.
“Good girl. Now hurry up and grab that rolling pin. I hafta see how much you mess up all these other pies before I wreck your asshole even more.”
 
* * *
 
It was done.
MILF 13 was on all fours now, the leash on her neck extending upward to Colette’s hand as she crawled back to her room.
The maid had been sent to fetch her at Betsy’s request. Though it had taken a half-dozen attempts, MILF 13 had finally produced an apple pie that Mommy Dear had deemed ‘husband-worthy.’
Her punishments for her failures had left her asshole stretched shockingly wide — a change that MILF 13 had been informed was most certainly permanent. It was beyond embarrassing to contemplate, but she’d ended up adding not one, but two skills to her list of Bimbo MILF abilities. She could bake a hell of an apple pie. And she could now take a hell of a cock up her ass. The Doctor would be pleased.
Walking was, for the moment, quite impossible. It was not the pain so much — the formula she’d been drinking seemed to make her entire body more pliable, more able to cope with the stresses of being altered and trained. It was the orgasms that her still-buzzing ass plug kept milking from her. Those made even crawling at Colette’s patient pace a genuine chore.
But they reached her pink room again at last. She wanted to get straight into bed — to shut her eyes, fall into a dreamless sleep, wake up and have everything be back to normal... 
Then she looked up.
The Doctor was there, smiling grimly at the progress of his Experiment, holding yet another metal bowl of the delicious pink goo for MILF 13’s well-deserved dinner. He bent down slowly and placed it on the floor in front of her.
She looked at him and blinked. The pink fog was already rolling in, obscuring any other thoughts.
Her mouth began to water.



PART THREE
The naked Bimbo MILF’s eyes fluttered open.
If there were one word to describe the way MILF 13 felt as she awoke from her pink sparkly slumber that morning, it would be the word full.
Her ass was full. Her anal pucker had been stretched obscenely and permanently by her Mommy Dear’s kitchen training the night before. Like Colette, she would now go about her days and nights with a massive vibrating butt plug keeping her constantly reminded of her new appetite for backdoor action.
Her pussy was full. Just after reading her a children’s bedtime story in her breathy French accent, Colette had strapped another large dildo inside MILF 13’s sodden snatch and set it for a constant low pulse. The never-ending chain of miniature orgasms it milked from her cunt filled her dreams with flickering scenes of service and submission. Several times during the night she awoke and came full-force in an awesome wave of pink, her juices squirting around the edges of the vibrator to stain her frilly bed. She was forced to sleep in a damp puddle of her own making...like an incontinent child. 
But more than her ass, more than her pussy...her mind was full. Full of dreams, images of her kneeling, cock rammed down her throat, suckling in absolute bliss as she looked up to carefully check the face of the One she was meant to serve. The images of just who she served in her dreamy mind’s eye changed constantly. Sometimes it was her husband. Sometimes it was her Doctor. Sometimes it was even Colette, with 13 suckling a rubber strap-on as the maid cheerfully fucked her face. It didn’t matter who it was, she knew — just as long as she had the honor of being used and abused, of servicing others with her drooling fucktoy mouth. 
When the mix of dreams and vibrations had brought her awake for the final time, MILF 13 was struck by just how hungry she was. Hungry to make those dreams an erotic reality. But most of all for her breakfast — another bellyful of the sweet/salty goo that made her head swim with the blissful pink fog. The fog that was changing her, more and more, into the Corporation’s perfect Experiment: the ideal Bimbo MILF.
Just then, the curvaceous jiggling figure of Colette appeared in front of her. “Good morning, Madame,” she said, bending down to press the glossy crimson O of her pillowy lips to MILF 13’s own. The sapphic kiss of the French maid was enough to easily elicit a moan of pleasure from the MILF in the bed. So it’s true, she thought to herself. They’ve managed to make me completely bisexual.
This realization was tempered by something else, though. The kiss…it felt different than the one she’d experienced the day before after the bath. Her lips felt…well, they felt odd. Changed.
Colette smiled as she broke off her Good Morning smooch. “Madame! Zee treatments of the Experiment — zey are taking hold! Come and see for yourself!” she trilled excitedly. She took MILF 13 by the arm and helped her out of the warm pink bed. Though the vibrators working away inside her made the walk a sex-packed challenge, she managed to make it to the mirror with Colette’s help.
She sucked in her breath.
The changes were beginning to become far more obvious now — her steady diet of creamy goo wasn’t just filling her head with the pink fog of coerced compliance now…the changes were becoming increasingly physical as well.
She now knew why her lips had felt strange during that kiss. They were plumper now, fuller…almost like they’d been bee stung and rubbed with pepper. Her eyes were even wider than they’d been the day before, and no doubt about it. They stared back from the mirror with a vacancy that shocked her — an effect that was certainly enhanced by the high arches of her surprised-looking eyebrows. Her hair was lighter, redder, and much longer now, falling in ringlet tresses around her shoulders, and now streaked here and there with strips of blonde. It looked like an expensive dye job for a high-end stripper…and wildly inappropriate for a soccer mom.
And then there was MILF 13’s body. Her hips seemed fuller, rounder; the globes of her plugged ass like two halves of a juicy melon. Her stomach was flatter, smoother — a look that no amount of calorie-counting and tummy crunches had been able to give her at home.
But her boobs…there the changes were perhaps the most dramatic. Though she’d never been small, the breasts MILF 13 now found on her chest didn’t even seem to belong to her. Before she’d had a modest C-cup. Now she had a proud, high pair of DDs. Her nipples were puffier, fuller…and now more than a little sensitive. Just the disturbance of the air from Colette’s warm breath were making them stand at attention as if it were a freezing winter morning.
The French maid smiled. “Zey are coming along nicely,” she said, cupping MILF 13’s breasts from below with both hands. “Now, shall we get zem washed along with zee rest of you? You have another big day ahead of you, Mademoiselle.”
There was no point in arguing. Some very faint voice in the back of MILF 13’s head was telling her that this was all terribly wrong…but she knew it was pointless to resist. Besides, she wanted her bowl of pink goo. She was now completely addicted to the stuff, and she knew it.
Colette began to get MILF 13 ready for her day. The dildo and butt plug slipped from her moist orifices with a pop and a slurp, giving her a tiny taste of freedom from her constant mechanical fucking — but only long enough to allow her to relieve herself in the toilet. Then she was douched and lubed, stuffed once again with her apparently waterproof toys, and then taken to the heart-shaped bath for another of Colette’s lesbian-flavored soapsud specials. 
When it came time for her dress-and-makeup session, Colette was ebullient. “I think you will be very happy with zee choice for today, Madame,” she lilted, as she double-checked the requirements on the daily schedule. “Today’s selection will be...how do you say...a bit more fun, perhaps?”
“And then...and then breakfast, right?” asked MILF 13. Her stomach let out an enormous growl that reverberated throughout the pink bedroom.
Colette raised a hand to her giggling mouth. “Zee pink stuff...it seems as if you will never have enough, non? But you need not worry, Madame. You will have it soon enough. First we give you today’s makeover, yes?”
MILF 13’s mouth watered with anticipation at the thought of the sticky goo running down her throat, but she nodded. “I’ll leave it to you, Colette,” she whispered.
The French Maid tittered. “Yes. Leave it to me!”

 
* * *
 
MILF 13’s reflection was now an exercise in incongruity.
It began at the floor with the six-inch platform heels she now tottered atop. Between the twin dildos humming away in her ass and pussy, the new center of gravity forced on her by the swell her new curves, and the shock of seeing herself in such a state made walking a barely-manageable challenge. The heels were a shocking shade of streetwalker purple — all except for the little silver locks which fastened them securely to her feet.
And her dress for the day — well, that was another exercise in base humiliation.
At least yesterday’s dress had been designed with an eye for a woman my age — no matter how perverted, she thought to herself. But this!?
It was a cheerleading shell. At first blush it seemed familiar — and MILF 13 realized with a start that it was the same purple/white color scheme as she’d worn all the way back in high school, when she’d been a sixteen-year-old HSGILF, shaking her ass for the football team.
But there the similarities ended.
The skirt, if it could even be called such a thing, was nothing more than a thin strip of vinyl that completely failed to cover the open slit of her crotchless thong. This slutty bit of underwear provided her no modesty at all. If anything, it only helped force the butt plug she wore a little more snugly into her anus.
Her belly was on full display — not that she minded its new flatness being shown off to others. Her boobs, however...they were certainly the first thing anyone would notice as she bounced into view. They’d been mashed together, lifted like two preposterous balloons, threatening to fall out of her top at any moment. Across the stretched fabric which just managed to contain them were the words BIMBO MILF, set in cheerful collegiate letters.
Those words left no doubt about who and what the Corporation was transforming MILF 13 into. But if any remained, it would have been wiped away by the airbrushed perfection of her slutty makeup. Colette had outdone herself this morning. Her plumped lips were slathered with a rich pink smear of lipstick and gloss, immediately conjuring up an image of a drooling pussy just waiting to be fucked. The rest of her makeup was the perfect compliment, making her look more than ever like a come-hither sex doll. It was all topped off with a hairstyle she hadn’t had since high school: two adorable pigtails of blonde-streaked red, flapping out from the sides of her head. They made her look like a confused puppy.
“Ah! Good to see you up and about,” said the Doctor, entering the room and looking at the MILF cheerleader tottering on her heels in front of him. “You may leave us now, Colette.”
The French maid gave one of her perfect jiggling curtsies, then stepped out the door to attend to her other duties at the facility.
“Well, well,” said the Doctor, taking in the bimbified caricature of a cheerleader in front of him, “aren’t you coming along nicely. You’ve made the transition from Pie-Baking Butt Slut to Cum-Hungry Cheerleader with the greatest of ease.” He tapped a few notes on his tablet computer. “Now fetch your leash. You’ve got a full day of training ahead of you. And I promise you plenty of very physical activity.”
MILF 13 gave a little reflexive curtsy of her own, sending her new pigtails bobbing. “Yes, Sir,” she squeaked, hurrying to fetch her leash. The breathy girlish vapidness of her voice surprised her. “But, um...couldn’t I get some...uh, some of that yummy-num goo stuff first? Sir?”
Did I actually just say ‘yummy-num’!? It had been long enough since her last dose of goo that she could realize just how completely stupid she sounded. But there was no fighting to be done on that front now. She was going to have to accept the irreversible results of the Experiment: the longer she remained in the Facility, the more she was destined to sound like a ridiculous childlike airhead.
And now all her thoughts were on getting more of that delicious goo inside her belly. The Doctor smiled. “You’ve certainly earned your breakfast. But I’m afraid we haven’t time for the pet bowl today. Here — this sport bottle should compliment your sporty new look nicely.”
He handed MILF 13 a very unique-looking plastic bottle — a long plastic thing with a large circular reservoir of her beloved goo at the bottom. Every time she put her lips over the tip of the bottle and squeezed just-so, the bottle would deposit a fat delicious mouthful of the succulent slime into her mouth. She savored the taste of the first glob for a few pregnant seconds before swallowing it down greedily into her gullet.
The pink sparkly fog was back in full effect once again, crowding out any stray thoughts of embarrassment or resistance. Once again there was only the need to submit — submit to the giggling bimbo ideal they were making her into. She sucked another dollop of cream out of the bottle and cooed. It’s, like, saltier or something today, she thought to herself, but yummier than ever!
The MILF’s healthy appetite seemed to satisfy the Doctor. He clicked her leash around the collar at her neck and gave a tug. 13 gave a docile series of giggles and jiggles, then began to follow the Doctor down the hall to the next stage of the Experiment, still happily suckling the goo from the phallus between her ripened lips.
 
* * *
 
The gymnasium the Doctor led MILF 13 to next smelled of sweat. A loud, bass-heavy techno remix of dancefloor classic Call On Me thumped over the speakers set into its high ceilings, sending the spandex-swathed class below into a perfectly synchronized display of obscene gyrations.
It was an aerobics class — one completely different from any MILF 13 had ever seen. The all-female class was young and almost impossibly fit, their taut young asses squeezed into the type of exercise gear that could start fistfights and traffic accidents. But their teacher was something else entirely — an overdeveloped bimbo with a waterfall of golden curls, smiling enthusiastically for her class to keep up the pace.
“Are they, like, Bimbo MILFs too? Um, Sir?” asked MILF 13, her vapid curiosity getting the better of her.
The Doctor gave a thin smile of professional pride. “Their instructor used to be MILF 7. But the others are part of a pilot program. High school recruits from a local weight-loss camp. It’s a much simpler task to make a girl into the right sort of woman if you get them early. And I’m sure they’ll be MILFs soon enough. Just look at them — training their bodies for the cocks of their future husbands. It’s a foregone conclusion.”
Just then, the music cut out. “All righty — that’s it for today!” bubbled the aerobics instructor. “Hit the showers, ladies. Don’t forget to pick up a bottle on the way out! Gotta get those fluids, girls!”
One by one, the girls got off the floor and headed off to the locker room, each one careful to get one of the phallic sport bottles from a strategically-placed table. The bimbofication process was clearly well under way for each of them. MILF 13 watched them go, giggling and slurping from their bottles of goo, as they jiggled off to the showers to soap each other down. 
“So this is the new recruit?” asked the instructor, bounding up to them. From her massive mammaries threatening to jounce free from her spandex unitard, to the explosion of poofy blonde hair that haloed her body like an angelic beach bunny, the woman was all Bimbo MILF — one-hundred-percent. She snapped a massive wad of bubble gum as she looked MILF 13 up and down. “Was the cheerleading uniform really necessary, Doc? We’ve got plenty of spandex around here. And those platforms are gonna be...”
“Quite necessary,” replied the Doctor, his voice curt. “At her husband’s request.”
Her husband. Normally being reminded that her husband had wanted all this for her would have made MILF 13’s psyche completely crumble, but now...
Now it was too late. MILF 13 simply sucked harder at her goo-bottle, blinking vapidly at the spandex-squeezed aerobics instructor, who introduced herself simply as Coach. She smiled at MILF 13. “Cup the balls, cutie,” she said, showing her new student how to properly stroke the bulbous end of her sports bottle. MILF 13 did as she was told, and was immediately rewarded with a double-large mouthful of goo so plentiful that she lost half of it down her cleavage. 
“Whoopsie!” giggled MILF 13. “Like, that was a surprise.”
The instructor MILF laughed along with her. “Well, there’s plenty more where that came from! It’s all waiting for you on the other side of this workout. We’re gonna find out if you’d rather learn how to be the Perfect Cheerleader...”
“Or the Perfect Airhead,” finished the Doctor, checking the parameters of the Experiment on his tablet. The next stage of MILF 13’s bimbofication training was about to begin. 
 
* * *
 
The Doctor and the bouncing mass of jiggles and spandex that was her Coach took MILF 13 to a room at the far end of the gymnasium. It was like a smaller version of the previous room. The floor was a soft, rubberized mat that squished a bit under MILF 13’s platforms. It seemed perfect for exercise.
Along one side of the room sat a panel of five researchers. They were even younger than the Doctor — and they seemed somehow more inexperienced. They tapped on their tablets with obvious excitement. Whatever this next Experiment was...they were clearly anxious for it to begin. MILF 13, her psyche now pink-sparkly from her morning goo, gave the researchers a little wave. They didn’t wave back, but MILF 13 was sure she could see a couple of them smile. 
Just then, MILF 13 felt something cold behind her ear. “Brr!” she said. “Like, what’s that?”
“This is a neural recalibration module,” said the Doctor, making sure it was snugly attached. “As I said, you will again be given a choice. Your Coach will show you a series of simple dance routines. You will do your best to copy these routines. The researchers will assign a score to your performance according to how arousing they feel it was. If it is a good performance, you will be given a small neurochemical reward. If not, your IQ will be dropped by a few points. Like I said, you can be Captain of the Cheerleading Team, or Brainless Bimbo MILF. Your choice.”
The Doctor nodded to his team of researchers and then left the room.
“Okay!” said the blonde Coach. “See if you can follow these moves!”
A bass-heavy thumping of dance music filled the room. The Coach started swaying side-to-side in a dancefloor routine more appropriate for the champagne room at a strip club than a gymnasium. It was simply, undeniably hot — a display of grinding dancefloor sex that raised more than a few eyebrows at the research table.
Then it was over. The Coach was breathing heavily at her place on the floor, covered in a sheen of sweat, her tawny boobs heaving against the thin fabric of her spandex top.
The researchers tilted up their tablets in approval. 5, 5, 5, 5, 5. A perfect score. 
“Think you can do that?” asked the Coach. There seemed to be a note of gravity behind her eye-shadowed baby blues. “If you can’t make it perfect, just make it hot.”
MILF 13 was too blissed-out by the goo to truly understand the importance of the situation. “Like, I’ll totally try!” she said cheerfully, getting into position. 
The dance soundtrack again thumped into life, and so too did MILF 13. To the best of her ability, that is. While her enthusiasm was certainly the equal of her Coach’s, and the lickable curves of her goo-bimbified body undeniably sexy, it was impossible for her to copy the Coach’s dance moves to any reasonable degree. The constant chain of mini-orgasms from the didos vibrating away in her ass and pussy; the platform shoes that made her feel like a little girl in her mother’s heels...it was all too much for her. MILF 13 gave a few enthusiastic jiggles, shook her pigtails and boobies for all she was worth, and then tripped, falling unceremoniously onto the tattooed peach of her ass.
*Owie!* she said, smiling dizzily. “Um...go Team Research Guys! Yay!”
The music cut out. The row of researchers conferred for a few moments in hushed voices, then tapped out their judgement of MILF 13’s performance onto their tablets.
Her score was no more impressive than her performance: 1, 2, 2, 0, 1.
“I’m afraid that won’t do at all,” said the researcher at the far end of the table. He tapped at the screen of his tablet. Immediately, MILF 13 felt a tingle behind her ear. She’d never experienced the feeling of losing intelligence before. Everything seemed suddenly fuzzier, less distinct — and much more confusing. She giggled at the sensation. “Um, like...try, try again!” she bubbled with a smile. 
Her Coach helped her to a wobbly standing position. “That’s the spirit!” she said with a concerned smile. “Okay — let’s take it from the top!”
Once again the aerobics instructor put on a nearly pornographic display of bouncy athletic prowess, her curves and rhythm once again earning her a series of perfect 5s from the panel of researchers. And once again, the pigtailed MILF with the 13 on her ass ended up tits-over-elbows on the soft padding of the floor.
Her score was no better this time: 2, 2, 0, 1, 0.
Again she felt the tingle behind her ear — felt the device once again leeching another measure of her remaining intelligence away. Getting...getting soooo hard to think, she thought. About anything other than, like, sex… That part of her, those desires — the device didn’t seem to dull those in the the slightest.
And anyway, those science guys are, like, total liars! she thought. This is totally getting them hard.
It was true. No matter how clumsy her dildo-stuffed stumbling was, it was clear to see from the fabric tenting their pants that the researchers were getting aroused. The thought of getting to service those five cocks made 13 want to make the next dance better than ever.
But sadly it was not to be. 
*Ouchie!* cried out MILF 13 once again as her third cheer dance attempt yielded the same results. The next tingle at her ear was a big one — her IQ dropped precipitously this time, her lips parted, and a thin line of glistening drool slipped over her bottom lip.
1, 2, 0, 1, 0.
When she saw the numbers, MILF 13 balled up her hands into fists. Tears began to trickle down her cheeks to drip against her new DD tits.
“I’m...I’m thorry, Coach! I’m thorry, Sirs...I doesn’t wanna be a dum-dum...” The device behind her ear was playing havoc with even her voice now. If her new lisp weren’t so amusing, the scene of a fully-grown MILF in a cheerleader costume sobbing over her own clumsiness would have seemed downright pathetic.
Then one of the researchers spoke. “There, there. I think we might be able to make some kind of…exception.”
One of the other researchers nodded. “In cases like this, it’s sometimes a good idea to offer extra credit. Allow a test subject to make up for deficiencies by performing other tasks.”
It was hard for her thick brain to process, but she managed to get the happy gist of what the researcher meant. She was being given another chance. 
“Oh, fank you, Sir!” squealed MILF 13 in her new breathy lisp.
The researcher smiled. “There’s a good girl,” he said, tapping a control on his illuminated tablet. The dildos buzzing inside MILF 13 began to increase in intensity, making her squeal with erotic delight. “Now, then. You will crawl over here and tend to our cocks. You there — leash her,” he said to the Coach. “See that she earns her extra credit.”
“Yes, Sir,” said the Coach. In a moment the lead was attached securely to MILF 13’s collar; her dog tags jingled like tiny bells as her Coach tugged her forward under the table to the crotch of the first researcher. As she approached, the heady scent of male arousal filled her nostrils. She was drooling in earnest now, partly from horniness, partly from being leashed like a good little bimbo puppy...and partly from the fact that her few remaining IQ points were focused on getting a warm cock between her well-glossed lips as quickly as possible.
“Can I pweese suck your pee-pee, Sir?” she simpered to the first researcher, looking up from the floor with shining eyes. 
“You may,” said the researcher, adjusting his pants to give MILF 13 better access to the zipper holding back his erection.
The Coach gave MILF 13 an encouraging nudge with the side of her foot; it was time to get to work. 13 reached up with trembling fingers, found the pull of the zipper, and slid it down with her perfectly manicured nails.
The sight of the researcher’s beautiful erection set MILF 13 drooling all the more — her mouth now resembled nothing so much as a wet and perfectly smooth vagina, desperate to suck. She parted her plump and glistening lips, leaned forward, and slid the researcher’s thick member into the soft moist depths of her bimbo mouth. 
“Good girl. That’s very...mm...that’s very good, 13,” said the researcher. 
The compliment made MILF 13 feel incredibly warm and happy. She tried to mumble a thank you, Sir as she bobbed her head forward and back more quickly, but only managed a muffled slobber. Her Coach gave her a playful swat on her tattooed ass, then rested her foot on the end of the vibrating butt plug protruding from MILF 13’s asshole. “Hush,” she said, her voice a bit chastising. “Show your thanks with that drooling cheerleader mouth of yours, not your stupid voice. Just pretend it’s like your sports bottle. Use your tongue. Cup the balls!”
MILF 13 curled her tongue around the head of the researcher’s cock and began to tease it furiously with her wet tongue-tip. With the warm palms of her hands she gently held the researcher’s testes, feeling their pleasant weight against the smooth skin of her hands. The researcher gave a little moan of appreciation, then wove his fingers into the poofy pigtails at the sides of the bimbified MILF cheerleader’s head.
He tugged 13 forward into his crotch. Her eyes widened as she felt the fat member slide further into her throat; for a moment she wondered if she would choke and sputter and cough like a bad little girl...
But no. The goo was focusing all her remaining brain power on servicing that delicious cock — and if that meant deep-throating, then so be it. MILF 13 felt the muscles in her throat relax just enough to allow the cock to pass into it, and she gagged down the turgid member all the way up to the hilt, her puffy lips staining the researcher’s shaft with a smear of pink lipstick. 
Again and again he pulled, the blonde-streaked fluffs of her pigtails now nothing more than handles to better allow MILF 13 to be properly face-fucked.
I’m a good girl. MILF 13 is a very, VERY good girl.
She served a purpose. She existed to be used. This realization filled her with emotion, and the tears of happiness began to spill out of her eyes and down her cheeks as the researcher leisurely assaulted the back of her willing throat. And then, just as the first mascara-runny droplets of her crying began to spatter against the padded floor, the researcher pulled the MILF’s pigtails toward himself one final time. He came. 
The salty gush of ejaculate rocketed down MILF 13’s throat with a gurgle. She drank the sticky seed greedily, savoring its exquisite flavor. Never in her life had she tasted anything better. It was so like her beloved creamy goo — but stronger, more pure. Her entire body gushed with the evidence of what the Corporation had done to her:
They had turned MILF 13 an addict. She was now addicted to cum. 
His balls now spent, the researcher slowly eased his semi-erect member out of the bimbo cheerleader’s throat. MILF 13 gave a little disappointed gurgle, trying desperately to suckle the last glistening traces of semen from the hood of the researcher’s cock.
He looked down at her and smiled. “That was very good, 13. You’ve certainly earned your extra credit. A perfect score.”
The researcher showed MILF 13 the 5 he’d entered on his tablet; in its polished surface the reflection of the bimbo MILF cheerleader’s semen-stained smile beamed happily. Her mascara-stained cheeks glowed with the pride of a job well-swallowed. 
“Now then,” said the researcher, zipping himself back into his pants, “you will attend to the rest of my colleagues. See that you don’t spill a drop.”
 
* * *
 
The next hour was a flurry of bobbing pigtails, jiggling cleavage, and the steady slurp slurp of MILF 13’s suctioning mouthcunt. She relished every second of being used, each time being rewarded with voluminous gushes of researcher sperm. The Coach held her leash, helped her crawl to each researcher in turn. True to her instructions, MILF 13 made certain that every drop went past her tonsils and into her cum-hungry tummy.
Not that there wasn’t at least one close call. The final researcher pulled out of MILF 13’s throat at the last possible moment, depriving her of an easy swallow. Instead, he sprayed her face, coating her shocked features with thick ropes of his seed.
It was her Coach who saved her perfect score. Gasping with worry, she fell to her knees next to the leashed cheerleader and began to slurp hurriedly at her face, making sure that her tongue caught every stray bit of ejaculate from MILF 13’s overly made-up features. When her mouth was full, she pulled the other girl’s lips to her own with a firm tug of her semen-stained pigtails. Their slurping sapphic kiss divided the prize of the researcher’s cum between them. 
They both swallowed in unison…breathless, sticky, and satisfied. 
The researchers were now satisfied as well. They gave each other flushed nods of approval.
“Well done,” said one of the researchers. “I believe we have all the data we need for now.” He gave Coach a pointed look. “Well? What are you waiting for? Get her cleaned up and back in her room.”
The Coach stood, nodded demurely, then gave MILF 13 a little pull on her leash. The cum-sticky bimbo MILF padded along on all fours behind her Coach toward the inviting warm water of the gymnasium’s showers.
 
* * *
 
The interior of the shower room was almost deserted. True, there was one soggy pair of locked-at-the-lips young high school girls that had managed to break away from the main group, but they took their fingers out of each other and left as soon as the Coach and 13 entered.
The Coach slipped the bedraggled cheerleading outfit off of MILF 13’s sweat-slick body and eased her twin dildos from her orgasm-shaky fuckholes. She then stood, and went off to warm up the shower. When the sound of rushing water was loudly echoing in the room, the Coach returned with another of the ubiquitous sport bottle phalluses that seemed to be everywhere in the gymnasium.
“Drink up,” said the Coach. “You had plenty of fluids during that workout, but...well, I know you can never get enough.”
Though her tummy was still warm and full of the researchers’ cum, MILF 13 found her throat parched at the sight of the sports bottle. “Fank you, Coach!” she bubbled, reaching out for it. Wasting no time, 13 gripped it by the shaft, slid the tip between her lips, and began the now-familiar action of cupping the bottle’s base to release the thick goo.
Splortch. The expected dollop of sticky cream exploded into her mouth, and she swallowed it down greedily. The taste was...
Different. While the texture seemed normal, MILF 13 noticed that the taste was distinctly different. There was none of the succulent sweet/salt semen taste of the normal formula. This goo was bitter...almost medicinal.
The bottle fell from MILF 13’s hands and clattered to the floor of the shower room. She felt dizzy, woozy. Her mind seemed to be rearranging itself...the cobwebs and pink fog seemed to be lifting...
She was back. 
Lindsey Adams. Her former self. Not the simpering sex-toy simpleton that the Corporation had been carefully molding her into. The mature family woman she’d once been, the soccer mom that shopped for groceries and tended to a suburban McMansion…she had returned...
Except she was trapped. Trapped inside the form of MILF 13, the rapidly-modifying body of a breathless, lispy bimbo. 
The only difference was that she now knew it. 
The normally vacant stare of her widening eyes said everything — silently conveyed the desperate why that was now echoing through her head.
With her newly-returned intelligence, MILF 13 could see the desperation behind the other woman’s wide eyes and dazzling plastic smile...but her Coach simply pressed a finger to MILF 13’s lips. “Come on, cutie,” she said. “Let’s get you soaped up.”
She led MILF 13 to the now-hot shower, and began to foam up her body with raspberry-scented liquid soap from a wall dispenser. She leaned in close.
“You’ve got to play along,” said Coach, her voice a hoarse whisper of urgency. “Cameras everywhere. Pretend you’re enjoying this.”
She took her mouth from MILF 13’s ear and then pressed it to her lips. MILF 13 realized that she didn’t have to pretend to enjoy it at all — the heightened sensitivity of her goo-addicted body made the pleasure of the Coach’s kiss inevitable.
But this isn’t me! she thought. I’m not a bimbo, or a lesbian...what have they done to me!?
Still, she knew better than to fight the Coach as her soapy hands roamed her body — as her tongue explored her mouth. Whatever this was, Coach was clearly risking everything to make it happen. 
The sweet-smelling shower suds slid downward over MILF 13’s tummy, and as her Coach moved her soapy hand to wash 13’s bare vagina, she felt something glide inside her pussy. The Coach brought her mouth once again to MILF 13’s ear. “A message. I’ve slipped it inside you. Read it tonight after they’ve put you to bed.”
She licked 13’s ear lobe for the always-watching cameras, then looked into MILF 13’s doll-like eyes. Her smile was still perfect, but MILF 13 could see the haunted look behind her glassy stare. Her Coach was as much of a prisoner as she was.
But they both knew they were being watched. Monitored. So they did what good little bi-bimbos are supposed to do in the shower — turn it into a brainless lesbian love session, and then primp themselves for use. 
Except now . . .
Now MILF 13 could hardly keep back her tears.
 
* * *
 
That night as she lay in the fluffy bed of her darkened pink room, MILF 13’s tears truly did fall. 
While her old life had certainly had its share of problems, nothing could compare to this — being  modified into a barely-human parody of submissive bimbo sexuality.
But she’d managed to keep her mind together for the sake of everything her Coach had risked; for the sake of the secret message that had been squirreled away inside her vagina. Through the agony of that night’s dose of goo. Through the singsong idiocy of Colette’s bedtime story.
Now the darkness told her it was late enough. Now it was time. MILF 13 slid the dildo out from between her bare cunt lips, and slowly worked her fingers upward toward the small capsule-like object the Coach had placed there. She fumbled with it for a moment with the tips of her wet fingers, but managed to at last work it down and out of her.
I don’t have much time, she realized. Moving as quickly as she could, MILF 13 crept over to her room’s heart-shaped window and drew aside the curtain. She took a deep breath, broke open the capsule, and unfolded the tightly-wrapped message concealed within. And there, by the light of the moon, she began to read:
 
13 --
Forgive me for not addressing you by your true name. Perhaps someday I will be able to call you by it, but for now we must be cautious. You must remain 13, and I must remain your Coach. For now.
I am a member of a Resistance movement -- a proud group of women who fight against the Corporation and their bimbofication efforts. The formula that I gave to you today contained a serum developed by our top fem-scientists. As of now, it can only restore a subject’s intelligence and their sense of identity. Perhaps we can one day reverse the physical bimbofication process as well — the semen addiction, the heightened sex drive. Our research continues.
I have Awoken you because we need your help and your intelligence. Help us escape this place. Help us tear down this Corporation and punish them for what they have done to all womankind!
For now you must never let the Corporation know of your Awakening. Do as I do -- play their games, take part in their twisted experiments...act the part of the perfect bimbo MILF. When we are ready for your involvement, we will tell you more.
For the Sisterhood of the Resistance,
“Coach”
 
MILF 13 sucked in her breath, then opened the window and let a draft carry the message away into the night. If there was any hope of being rescued, any hope of reclaiming some semblance of her former self...
That hope lay in the Sisterhood of the Resistance.
But for tonight there was nothing more to be done. The Corporation would notice her absence from the bed in short order, she reasoned. That, or the fact that her vibrator was currently pleasuring nothing but the empty bed.
Exhausted, MILF 13 walked back to her sleeping place, slid the now-chilly dildo into her sex, and let it bring her again into a dark dreamscape of forced mini-orgasms.
There were difficult days ahead — that much she knew. 
But at least now there was a glimmer of hope.



PART FOUR
MILF 13’s eyes opened in a manner that was now routine.
Her first thoughts that morning were of her old life — the one she’d been stolen away from by the Corporation’s cruel Experiment. The days of shopping for school supplies and bandaging scraped knees. The suburban nights of pasta dinners and video on demand.. For a moment she found herself wondering what she was going to prepare for the family breakfast that morning.
Then her eyes opened fully, she sat up...
And she remembered.
It was the same sea-of-pink room she’d awoken in every morning since they’d brought her to the Facility. Just the sight of it made her feel like an embarrassed little schoolgirl, sent to her Princess Barbie room for being naughty. Then again, at this stage in the Experiment, it shouldn’t have seemed like a punishment at all. Between the doses of drug-laced synthetic semen she’d been made to slurp from the floor every morning — for that is what the salty goo truly was — and the IQ-sapping gadget they’d subjected her to during her gym training the day before, she should have felt right at home.
But she didn’t.
Her Coach and her Awakening serum had seen to that. Now MILF 13 was experiencing an all-new version of hell: she was trapped in the body of a bimbo, but she retained her former identity and intelligence, buried deep inside her mind. If she didn’t want to arouse suspicion, she was going to have to act the part of a Bimbo MILF every second of every day — with the voice of her true Awakened persona screaming in her head about just how very wrong that was.
Colette jiggled into MILF 13’s pink nightmare right on schedule that morning, her curves spilling out of her overfetishized French maid outfit like some obscene prostitute-doll. MILF 13 felt herself recoil inwardly. She knew that looking at Colette was like looking at her own future — a prancing amalgam of tits and tights, head full of pretty things, tottering around like a docile little fool. 
“Good morning, Mademoiselle!” said the maid in her ridiculous trilling lilt. “Are we not zee sleepyhead today? I have let you sleep a half-hour extra. I believe this is worth zee extra kiss of thanks, non?”
Colette bent seductively at the waist, playfully pushing the overripe peach of her plugged ass into MILF 13’s face. It smelled of lavender and honeysuckle — apparently Colette even made her jiggling rear as pleasant as possible before attending to her daily duties. Does she really expect me to kiss her…her ass? wondered MILF 13 to herself. Only yesterday it would have seemed carefree, playful and erotic...but now that she’d been Awakened by the Coach, she could see every part of the Experiment for the embarrassing torture that it truly was.
But she had no choice. I have to keep up this charade, thought MILF 13. Humiliating though it was, she puckered up her pillowy lips and pressed them to the soft flesh of the French maid’s tattooed ass.
Colette laughed and gave a little delighted squeal, shaking her plump rump with pleasure. “Oui! Zee best way to say thank you! Now, to get you prepared for zee day! I have a feeling you will very much enjoy today’s attire.”
First, of course, was her daily bath and morning playtime with Colette. It was incredible to think that yesterday she’d relished being in the suds with the bimbo MILF maid. This time, each orgasm that Colette forced from her slippery clitoris felt like a betrayal of everything she was. But the orgasms did come…as did the simpering coos that accompanied each of them, slipping reflexively out of MILF 13’s mouth. Resistance to the pleasure was impossible. 
It was later, though, when Colette had dressed her and carefully dolled up her face that she nearly cracked. Her ability to keep her Awakening a secret was being tested to its very limit.
Colette had been very careful about steering her away from the mirror that morning. Not that MILF 13 hadn’t wanted so very much to see herself; to check her reflection, to check her sickening progress toward utter MILF Bimbodom — it had been the first thing she’d wanted to do after the humiliating ass-kiss she’d planted on Colette’s peach. Her lips had felt strange at that moment — very strange indeed.
But Colette had been firm. “Non, non. You must wait until you get zee full effect, Madame!” Colette had said with an idiotic titter.
And so 13 had waited, as Colette fussed and creamed and powdered every inch of her body and face, as she squeezed her new curves into the costume the Doctor had scheduled for her daily experimental training...
“Voila, Madame! See how lovely you are today!”
At last Colette allowed MILF 13 to view herself in the full-length mirror.
Her mouth fell open. She was…
She was a secretary.
Normally that wouldn’t have come as such a shock to MILF 13 — even back in her old life in suburbia, a few of her friends worked part-time as administrative assistants doing light filing in dentists’ offices and the like. 
But that was not what the Corporation had in mind for MILF 13 that day. Quite obviously.
The outfit Colette had worked 13’s body into made the cheerleading outfit she’d worn the day before seem almost modest. At least that outfit had worn its sexuality on its sleeve. But this...no, this was in a completely different realm of fetishism altogether.
Her face had been transformed by Colette’s fingers into a big-bimbo version of an office floozy — the kind that spent most of her time on her knees under the boss’s desk, doing the only job that mattered. The synthetic semen goo that MILF 13’s body now endlessly craved had further transformed her mouth into a suckling fuckpot — she found that unless she made a truly concerted effort, it was nearly impossible for her to make her lips meet together completely. Between that and the wild peaking arches of her obscenely high-drawn eyebrows, she looked locked in a constant state of dumb surprise. The lensless glasses that framed her now ridiculously overlarge and overly made-up eyes did absolutely nothing to give her any semblance of intelligence. Her hair was an overteased poofy nightmare — and it was still growing, day by day. 13 noted with dismay that it now reached down below her shoulders. Its shocking red-and-blonde coloring was a perfect match with the long crimson fingernails of her impeccable manicure.
As if to erase any remaining doubt about what she was, the delicate golden IDIOT necklace around MILF 13’s neck gave a little yellow flash in the light of the morning sun streaming through the window. The filigree charm was balanced precariously atop a truly enormous pair of breasts. The Corporation’s goo had transformed them into a full set of EE mammaries. The nipples were puffy and at least the size of a fingertip now; they pressed through the fabric of her shirt, straining to free themselves, threatening to stage a tumble-and-bounce at any time.
The shirt was a tied-off bra top that only gave the slightest suggestion of being work-related. Though the fluffy pink cashmere cardigan that was thrown around her shoulders helped add to the illusion, the micro-miniskirt her flared legs and inflated jigglebutt had been painted into made obvious just what her purpose would be in any office in the universe.
She was the quintessential Office Bimbo. A living, breathing Xerox-scented cum-dumpster.
Colette clapped her hands together excitedly. “Oh Madame,” she said in her preposterous accent, “you look so lovely today!”
MILF 13 felt the burning of tears begin to rise in her eyes. Fortunately, she was able to blink them back before they fell down her face. “It’s…it's tho wonderful, Colette,” she lisped with a forced smile, hoping she sounded convincing. “I’m, like, tho very happy for everyfing you’ve done!”
Colette smiled. “But of course! Zis is exactly what a maid is for! Now, I have prepared a bottle for your breakfast. A busy little businesswoman should eat on the run!”
 
* * *
 
As the leashed bimbo secretary docilely followed Colette down the hall, she slurped greedily from the bottle of artificial semen the maid had given her. She could feel the redness in her cheeks signaling her embarrassment, but there was nothing she could do to stop herself from suckling the phallic bottle. The entirety of her bimbified body was completely addicted to the warm globs of sticky cream she coaxed from the bottle’s tip as she walked. It felt like a drink of water after a walk in the desert — but the idea that every glob that went down her throat would only hasten her bimbofication process made each swallow a horrifying torture.
After a long walk along the gray and nearly identical-looking hallways of the Facility, they reached the metal door of the next test chamber. Colette pushed it open with a curiously powerful swing of her arm, then gently tugged MILF 13 forward.
The room behind the door seemed to be the office of a CEO — or at least, it was meant to look like the office a CEO. The floor was covered with a thick gray carpeting, the walls were hung with a tasteful array of corporate-approved landscapes done in gentle pastels. Opposite the doorway was an overly-large and expensive-looking mahogany desk.
Behind which sat the Doctor. “Ah, 13,” he said, checking the dancing array of lights on his electronic tablet. “Here for your Office Training, I see. And you certainly look the part. Well done, Colette.”
Colette gave a bashful little titter and giggled into the fingers of her hand. “Thank you, Sir!”
“You may leave us now,” the Doctor said, waving his hand dismissively at the maid. “I will call you when you are needed, as usual.”
Colette gave a perfect bow, then blew a kiss to MILF 13 as she swept open the office door and went to take care of her sucking-and-dusting duties at the Facility.
Now MILF 13 was alone with her Doctor. She felt her heart begin to pound behind the massive swell of her new EE jigglers. Whatever this bastard’s got in store for me today…I have to make him think that it’s working, thought MILF 13. For Coach…and for the Resistance!
The Doctor gave MILF 13 a cold smile. He tapped at his tablet. “I have just been reviewing the results of your last Experiment,” he said, frowning a bit. “It seems that my research staff took a few liberties with the parameters of your Cheerleader Training.”
“Oh…weally, Sir?” lisped MILF 13 in a breathy bimbo voice, trying to look shocked. Even so, try as she might, she couldn’t really manage to look more surprised than she usually did. Between her eyebrows and the plump O she’d been given for her new mouth, she always looked surprised.
“Indeed,” said the Doctor. “Clearly we achieved the desired results: you’re obviously now entirely cum-addicted, and more than a few IQ points dumber. Still, the ends don’t necessarily justify the means. I’ve decided to take a more hands-on approach for this stage of the Experiment.”
Hands-on!? MILF 13 was sure that she didn’t like the sound of that at all. Still, she knew that she had to at least feign enthusiasm, lest she arouse the Doctor’s suspicion. Clapping her hands together in a vapid display of childlike elation, she gave a little half-hop into the air, sending her EEs nearly tumbling out of the stretched fabric that contained them. “Oh, fank you, Sir!” she cried.
This display seemed to satisfy the Doctor. He tapped at one of the illuminated controls on his tablet. MILF 13 gasped as the humming dildos in her pussy and ass slowed down and stopped.
“Fish those vibrators out of you and place them here, 13,” said the Doctor, tapping the rich mahogany surface of his desk. “You won’t need them during this next stage of the Experiment.”
MILF 13 did as she was told, easing the moist-and-fragrant vibrators out from the wet folds of her pussy and pucker. The feeling of being empty after so long was terribly erotic — she felt her fingers begin to creep to the damp flap of fabric that passed for her office skirt, to give herself just a tiny clit-touch to ease the searing horniness she felt…
“No!” shouted the Doctor, slapping her wrist. “Masturbation is not allowed — and certainly not now. We must keep the parameters of the Experiment pure from now on. Come. Your desk and chair await.”
Indeed, now that she looked, there was a place in the office for a secretary to sit. The desk was constructed of a simple gray metal, and was clearly built for function. It was topped with a positively antique-looking typewriter and what looked like an old-fashioned intercom. The chair at the desk was equally spartan, with the same basic metal frame as any other typical 1950’s secretarial stool. They were both built low enough to the ground to give the boss sitting at the high mahogany desk a commanding view of his underling as she worked.
As the bimbified MILF secretary jiggled over to her new workstation, however, she could see that it was far from a normal place to perform secretarial duties. The Doctor pulled the chair out for her, and as she began to more fully comprehend where she’d be sitting for the day, she let out a little gasp of terror.
Molded into the seat were the largest pair of glistening, pre-lubed dildos she’d ever seen.
They put the ones she’d been forced to carry around inside her to shame. MILF 13 didn’t know what was more worrying — their size or the fact that the sight of them made her entire body tingle with anticipation. She could already feel a little trickle of grool beginning to seep from her hairless pussy and soak into her secretarial stockings.
“You may sit, 13. Now.”
The Awakened part of her wanted to flee — to run out of that office as quickly as she could, to see how far she could toddle with her heels and gargantuan new tits before the Corporation’s highly-trained guard force caught up with her. But the Bimbo MILF part of her...
That part of her just gave a ditzy little giggle. “You got it, Doc! Sir!” she breathed as convincingly as she could, jiggling over to the secretarial chair. There were no panties for her to remove; she simply hitched up the skirt of her micro-mini, positioned herself over the massive synthetic cocks, and allowed her massively inflated ass to settle in for her daily duties. She gasped as the twin phalluses stretched her nearly to her limit...but when she’d finished, she merely looked up at the Doctor and blinked dumbly for her next instruction.
“Now then,” said the Doctor, tapping away at his tablet, “as you may be dimly aware, intelligence is not a highly-prized feature of a good Bimbo MILF — or women in general, for that matter. The Corporation believes that a woman’s mental capacity should hover permanently around that of an orderly child. Wide-eyed docility, brainless enthusiasm...and an insatiable sexual appetite. That is all a good bimbo needs. Wouldn’t you agree?”
He’s testing me, she thought to herself. He wants to make sure that the treatment is taking hold.
A tear rolled down one of MILF 13’s cheeks and landed on one of her EE mammaries with an audible plop. It took everything she had inside her, but she managed to spread her pillowy lips into a smile. “Yes, Sir,” she squeaked.
The Doctor nodded with grim satisfaction at this response. “However, I have a theory that even a Bimbo MILF, when properly trained with modern techniques, may be able to perform useful tasks. That is what this portion of the Experiment will set out to determine.”
The Doctor opened one of the drawers of the mahogany desk. From its depths he withdrew a large stack of clean white paper, which he unceremoniously flopped on the secretary’s desk next to the typewriter.
“According to your profile, you’re quite the little typist. Or, at any rate, you were,” said the Doctor. “We’re going to see just how well you can handle some dictation, 13. Place a sheet of paper in the typewriter.”
MILF 13 squirmed on the pair of enormous dildos that were plugging her cunt and ass, but managed to do as she was instructed, taking a sheet of paper from the pile and slipping it between the rollers of the unfamiliar machine.
“Back straight, 13,” said the Doctor. “Good. Now then — we will begin. You will listen to the recording, repeat the spoken sentence of dialogue once aloud, and then type this dialogue on the typewriter in front of you. Should you do this correctly, you will be administered a small reward. Should you make a mistake…well, I’m afraid that you will be treated to a somewhat different sensation.”
MILF 13’s head was swimming. She simply couldn’t believe that this was happening…that she was being subjected to such cruel, unspeakable…
“Experiment Start,” said the Doctor, tapping a finger against his tablet.
There was a sudden pulsing throb from the dildos buried within her — not exactly a vibration, but an indication that some dark and hidden machinery was now completely activated and ready to do its job. A blitzed-out ditzy voice crackled over the intercom next to the typewriter:
“Hee hee! I am a brainless bimbo slut.”
MILF 13 should have known better — but she found herself hesitating, manicured fingernails hovering over the letters at the keyboard. A few long seconds ticked past…
And then MILF 13 felt it. The dildo in her ass gave an unexpected squirt, sending MILF 13 jouncing with shock. She realized that she’d been injected with some sort of hot liquid, deep into her bimbo anus.
“That is what a bad little Bimbo MILF gets,” said the Doctor from his mahogany perch, “when she refuses to do as she is instructed. Do you understand?”
She was breathing fast, but MILF 13 knew better than to hesitate a second time. “Yes, Sir,” she lisped. “I’m so sowwy.”
“Very well,” said the Doctor. “We shall resume.”
Once again there was a crackle of static at the the intercom, and again the airhead voice repeated its embarrassing mantra:
“Hee hee! I am a brainless bimbo slut.”
MILF 13 felt her face flushing with the embarrassment of it all, but she was quick to repeat the phrase. “Hee hee! I am a brainless bimbo slut,” she said, as promptly as she could. It was hard to type the phrase into the typewriter; between the way her truly massive EE mammaries obscured her vision, and the ridiculously long fingernails she now had, pecking out the phrase seemed next to impossible.
But she did it. She didn’t know how many times her poor bubble-butt could stand being filled with the dildo’s hot slime, but she wasn’t keen to find out. Typing with the tips of her fingers, MILF 13 managed to get the phrase tapped out onto the paper. The dark serif letters stared back at her, dispassionately informing her of precisely what she was.
However, shameful though the situation was, MILF 13 didn’t have long to reflect on it. The next line of humiliating dialogue was already echoing over the speaker:
*Giggle!* “My only purpose is to provide pleasure to men’s cocks.”
There was no hesitation this time. MILF 13 forced a simpering giggle past her vocal chords, hoping it sounded authentic enough to pass muster. “My only purpose is to provide pleasure to men’s cocks,” she whispered, the submissive syllables slipping past her puffy lips. Immediately after she’d uttered the word cocks she began to type, her red lacquered nails tapping their way over the antique letters of the typewriter.
As soon as she’d finished typing the sentence, MILF 13 felt a very different sensation — this time at her pussy. It was a warm, pulsing vibration...so different from the dildo she’d been forced to wear at all times since her Anal Pie training. That had felt cold, somehow clinical. But this was so very very different. It drew from her a warm orgasm of pure honeyed pleasure. Try as she might, there was no denying how incredibly hot it made her feel. A tiny orgasm shuddered through her from toes-to-titties, making her new curves quake with pleasure.
“Good,” said the Doctor. “It seems that you aren’t yet too mindless for simple tasks after all. Finding that balance between brainless and unable to function is certainly a delicate one, hm?” He tapped a few notes into his tablet. “At any rate, we’ll see how many orgasms you can manage before your ass is entirely full. I’ll see you in a couple of hours.” With that he rose out of the chair and gave MILF 13 one last look of professional cool.
Hours!? MILF 13 could hardly believe she’d have to keep up this ridiculous torture for that long — nor was she sure she’d even be able to. And yet she knew better than to utter any foolish words of protest. She merely squeaked out another Yes Sir, and straightened her back like a good little secretary. The Doctor nodded sternly just once...
And then he was gone.
The Experiment would continue.
“I am a stupid, cum-drinking whore.”
“I am a stupid, cum-drinking whore,” whispered MILF 13. She could feel the hot sting of her tears welling up in her eyes. The tip of her fingernail began to move toward the I key...but before she could successfully depress it, there was a loud, angry buzzzz from the intercom on the desk.
“Incorrect response,” said a cold, metallic voice. “Volume not sufficient. Insufficient level of bubbly cheerfulness detected.”
MILF 13’s eyes went wide. Her entire body tensed around the dildos that had been worked deep inside her.
Splortch. MILF 13 was stunned once again by the horrifying sensation of a hot, sticky glob being shot upward into her asshole. Already she was starting to feel full...stretched.
“I’m thorry!” she cried in her pathetic lisp to the empty room. “I’m thorry! Pwese. I am a stupid, cum-drinking whore! I am a stupid, cum-drinking whore!”
With shaking fingers, MILF 13 began to hunt-and-peck out the horrifying sentence on the typewriter keyboard. I . . . A . . . M . . . A . . . 
It was so very hard to think through her embarrassment...almost impossible now, but she wanted so badly to be able to complete the sentence, to feel the warm vibration in her pussy melt away the horrifying sensations of her overpumped peach...and she very nearly succeeded.
But it was not to be. On the final keystroke, MILF 13’s quivering fingernails faltered:
I am a stupid, cum-drinking whorf
Reflexively, she hunted around in terror for the DELETE key...only to find that such a thing simply didn’t exist on the ancient machine.
“Invalid input,” said the metallic voice on the intercom.
Sploot. The rocket of hot artificial jizz splurting into her anus made her tears begin to fall in earnest. MILF 13 bit her lip, and once again began to apologize in her babyish lisp, over and over...
But the next challenge had already arrived.
“I only like pretty things...and cocks are the prettiest things in the world!”
MILF 13’s response was loud and instantaneous. “I only like pwetty fings...and cocks are the PWITTIEST FINGS IN THE WORLD!!” she said, her girlish lisp nearly a shout. She took a deep breath to calm herself and steady her hands, and then began the laborious task of tapping out the text onto the paper.
This time...
This time it was perfect.
The orgasm she’d been denied now washed from her cunt to every corner of her body, making her feel unbelievably warm. It was so, so good...
The relief of pleasure seemed to inspire her, somehow.
I’m not going to let this beat me. Not this time. I’ve got to make it through this. For Coach...for myself. For the Resistance.
 
* * *
 
The next few hours were among the most humiliating she’d experienced at the Facility.
“All girls are silly, dumb and brainless — and I’m the dumbestest in the whole world!”
It wasn’t just the insanity of the situation — the insanity of the device she’d been put to work on.
“I love getting my titties fucked by a nice, juicy cock! Or three!”
It wasn’t just the outrageous outfit she’d been stuffed into — jiggles and titillation for a boss that wasn’t even in the room.
“My boobies aren’t big enough until my Daddy says so!”
It wasn’t just the endless typing of inane phrases into the ancient typewriter over and over again like a mindless robot. Or the way her distended insides ached, how they sloshed with the torrents of jism that were pumped into her whenever she made an inevitable mistake. Or the mascara-tinted tears that fell when she broke her nail on the K key.
“Good girls offer ass first and mouth second — and I am a very, VERY good girl.”
It was that, try as she might to focus on her Awakening, on her true self...she was starting to believe what she was typing. The massive amounts of synthetic semen that had been pumped upward into her quivering anal cavity were having an effect, no doubt about it. Her entire body felt almost impossibly sensitive. The sparkly pink fog was doing battle with her Awakened self, threatening to crowd out her ability to resist.
“A bimbo’s place is on all fours. A man’s place is in her asshole.”
“A bimbo’s place is on all fours. A man’s place is in her asshole.”
“A bimbo’s place is on all fours. A man’s place is in her asshole.”
Past the thick haze of fog that was clouding up her mind, MILF 13 could vaguely understand that the phrase was repeating again and again...but by this point she was too far gone. She simply repeated the words mindlessly, first with her lips and then with her nails on the keyboard, making it a part of her, making it become the truth for her. Somewhere, on the fragmented edges of her broken psyche, her Awakening told her how incredibly wrong her feelings were — how it was like torture, or worse...
But she just giggled and blinked away the tears, repeating the words again and again in her breathy singsong voice. “A bimbo’s place is on all fours. A man’s place is in her asshole...a bimbo’s place is on all fours. A man’s place is in her asshole...”
With every correct repetition of the phrase, with every perfect keystroke, the dildo in her pussy worked her with its passionless yet perfect mechanism. And then, without warning, MILF 13 was allowed to type the final keystroke in the Doctor’s twisted Experiment.
She came. The pink sparkly explosion jolted through her like candied electricity. MILF 13 opened her pink suckling mouth and gave out a squealing cry of twisted pleasure and humiliation — an animalistic cross between a schoolgirl’s giggle and a muffled sob. Her body exploded with release, her juices squirting around the dildo in her pussy, sluicing over her secretarial  seat, dribbling down to form a sharp-scented pool around her high heels on the floor.
She lolled her head back, panting with the obscene pleasure of her release.
And then…
Then she heard applause. 
A single pair of hands clapping, in appreciation of the awesome feat of bimbo degradation she’d just been forced to perform.
It was the Doctor, with French maid Colette in tow. MILF 13 hadn’t heard them enter the room.
“Very good, 13,” said the Doctor to the utterly spent bimbo MILF, speaking in his usual cold and professional voice. “You have performed your tasks quite well, all things considered. The data is very interesting — it will take me some time to analyze it completely. Colette will show you back to your room. Colette?”
The mincing maid gave one of her trademark curtsies and clacked over on her heels to the secretary’s desk. Her impish lips twisted upward into a cruel smile at the sight of MILF 13’s exhausted body. “Zee session seems to have done you good!” she tittered. “I was watching your  orgasms on zee camera. I am quite jealous!”
MILF 13 gave a vapid series of blinks, then managed to slurp her tongue back into her mouth. ”Pweese...bed...wanna go to bed…” she lisped breathlessly, clearly exhausted.
Colette looked down at her with a motherly smile. “Of course, my sweet! We must get you to bed!”
The maid learned forward, mashing her pendulous breasts into MILF 13’s mascara-streaked face. The sweet warm space between the maid’s cleavage reminded her of condensed milk, but there was hardly time to think about that. Colette’s arms were around her already, lifting her from the dildos she’d been sitting on. She could feel them slurping their way from her numb pussy and abused asshole...she almost wanted to weep from the relief of it...
But then her eyes went wide.
“No, Colette!” shouted the Doctor, looking up from his tablet computer with alarm. “You fool, her butt plug hasn’t been properly…”
MILF 13’s hands flew to either side of her ass; she pressed the two jiggling hemispheres of her bimbified peach together as she cried out from the sudden realization of what was about to happen. There was a horrifying gurgle from MILF 13’s distended tummy...a pregnant pause...and then a moist fart of a truly sicking volume and timbre.
A hot torrent of synthetic cum rocketed from MILF 13’s anal cavity in a majestic fountain, coating everything behind her with its sickening spray: the chair with its dildos, the backs of her stockinged legs, dribbling down to her high heels in a fragrant sticky wash. Her cheeks, both ass and face, flushed mightily as she realized fully the shameful thing she had just done.
Colette’s mouth was an O of pure surprise for a few seconds — and then she dissolved into a fit of cruel giggles.
“My GOODNESS! What a mess you have made!” said the maid, her mirth mixing with her surprise.
The Doctor simply pinched the bridge of his nose in irritation. “Colette...show MILF 13 to her room. And then return here and clean this up immediately afterward.”
“Yes, Sir,” said the maid, quickly regaining her composure. She brought the incoherent and now very fragrant MILF to her side, brushed a stray wet clump of hair from her forehead, and then led her down the Facility’s grey hallways to her room.
 
* * *
 
When MILF 13 awoke from her slumber, it was still nighttime. Her pink room was shrouded in darkness, but she could see silver moonlight streaming in from the heart-shaped window at the far side of the room.
She shifted her body and blinked at the pattern of the moonbeams shining on the floor. The movement of her body made her realize that the normal dildo and ass plug she was required to wear had been returned to their previous positions within her. Colette, perhaps not wanting to risk another cleanup, had wrapped a poofy diaper around MILF 13 for good measure. She wore no top — perhaps as a mild rebuke from Colette for the mess she’d made, MILF 13 had been dressed for bed as simply as an innocent infant.
Then she noticed something.
In her bed, tucked between the folds of her pink blanket, was a bottle. A sport bottle, phallic and heavy with its store of gooey semen substitute, identical to the one she’d gotten on her training day with Coach.
The one that had Awakened her.
But MILF 13 was far too blitzed out to think of that. All she could think of as she looked at the bottle of goo was how much she wanted it inside of her. Her torture in front of the typewriter had only increased her body’s need for the precious liquid. She didn’t care how the bottle had gotten there — all she knew is that she wanted its contents sliding down her throat.
She reached out a hand in the moonlit room and wrapped her fingers around the bottle; in a moment it was between her plump lips, and she was working the shaft to release the reward of sticky cream she knew was waiting for her.
Splurt.
The dollop of goo shot into her mouth and over the back of her tongue. But once again...this goo was different from the delicious salty variety that she normally enjoyed. Again, there was a medicinal bitterness to it that she found unpleasant. Part of her wanted to retch it up, to get the taste out of her body...
And then her mind once again cleared.
MILF 13 felt her Awakening renewed within her psyche. The pink bimbo fog of her semen addiction cleared as the medicine of the Resistance went to work, reminding her of her former life, of who she was...and what dire straights she now found herself in.
She wanted to panic, to cry...to leap out of her bed in dildos and diaper, to throw herself out of the heart-shaped window and end this madness...
And then MILF 13 heard a crinkle.
At first she thought that it might be her own nappy causing the sound...but then she realized that it was coming from her blanket. She felt around in its soft folds until her fingers brushed against a sheet of carefully-folded paper. This she withdrew with trembling fingers.
Now she most certainly did get out of bed and totter over to the window — the only source of light in her darkened bedroom. She unfolded the paper, just as she had the night before, and began to read:
13 --
I have heard of the training you were forced to go through today. The minds that operate this Corporation are indeed twisted. I certainly hope that you have suffered no permanent harm from your difficulties. Hopefully the enhanced serum contained in this bottle I have provided you will allow you to refresh your Awakening. We need you to be as alert as possible.
Take heart! Our Resistance agents have found a potential weakness in the Corporation’s security defenses. If you would be able to obtain one of the tablet devices that the Corporation uses to conduct its experiments, we would be able to breach their security systems and bring this Experiment to its knees. We need your help, 13. Bring us one of these tablets, in any way you can. We shall do the rest.
For the Sisterhood of the Resistance,
“Coach”
As she had the night before, MILF 13 opened the heart-shaped window a crack and allowed the paper in her hands to take flight on the night breezes. She wanted to cry, she did...but the message on the paper allowed her to take heart. Perhaps somehow this madness could truly end.
The Resistance needs a tablet, she thought to herself. And if that’s what they need, that’s what they’ll get.
MILF 13 jiggled back to her bed — sore, vibrating, and constantly hovering on the edge of her next forced orgasm. But now she was also on the edge of something more.
She was hovering on the edge of freedom.



PART FIVE
Part of her was tired of fighting.
Or, rather, MILF 13 was tired of being dragged back into the fight, the struggle between the Corporation and the Sisterhood of the Resistance. Some part of her wanted to give up — surrender completely to the Experiment, spend her days jiggling around in skin-tight clothing, shopping for hair bows and pretty things, cooking for her strong husband all day…and worshiping his cock all night.
If everyone wants me to be a bimbo MILF so badly, why don’t I just...
NO!
MILF 13 knew that the brave women of the Resistance were risking absolutely everything to end the tyranny of the Corporation, to allow her to reclaim her former self. She owed it to them to help with their plan — in any way necessary.
MILF 13 didn’t sleep another wink after reading Coach’s note. Instead, she crawled back underneath the covers of her pink bed, wrapped her fingers around the shaft of her contraband sports bottle, slid its tip between the still-glossy donut of her pillow-plump lips, and began to suckle for all she was worth. 
The medicinal goo tasted unbelievably nasty — so horribly different from the delicious semen her body now craved night and day. Still, she focused on squeezing every last drop of it into her belly. Whatever strange concoction it contained, she knew that ingesting every bit of it was the only way she was going to be able to assist the Resistance with its plans. Even with her mind clear and Awakened, MILF 13 didn’t know if she would be able to steal one of the tablets the researchers used to conduct the Experiment. 
But she was willing to try. And so, there in the darkness, MILF 13 slurped down every drop of the medicinal gunge.
And then she waited for morning. 
 
* * *
 
But for the longest time, morning didn’t come.
There was no need for a Bimbo MILF to have a clock in her room, of course, but MILF 13 could tell by the color of the light streaming through the window that the sun was already climbing high into the sky.
So she pretended to sleep. Whatever the reason for the schedule change...well, MILF 13 knew that she’d find out what was behind it soon enough. In the meantime, she practiced her mantra for the day:
Stupid, dumb, and brainless...I have to be stupid, dumb, and brainless...
In truth, MILF 13’s mind was a clear as a bell, her mind sharper than it had ever been.
But she knew all of that had to remain a carefully-guarded secret. If Colette were to discover her Awakening, there was no telling what the Corporation might do to make sure their Experiment was once again behaving like a good little Bimbo MILF. She simply had to pray that nobody would find the empty goo-bottle that she’d thrown out the window.
When Colette came at last, she found 13 curled up in the soft waves of her pink blanket, looking like a preposterous parody of an infant. Her hair was still in the poofy pink-ribboned pigtails that Colette had tied them into before tucking her into bed. As to not disturb the illusion, MILF 13 made sure that her thumb was jammed between her lips — that she was sucking like a good little girl from the moment the French maid saw her. The large diaper she’d been fitted with still circled her waist, an embarrassing reminder of her cum-drenched oopsie the day before.
There, however, the infantile illusion ended. Nobody could miss her massive mammaries — the obscene F-cup boobs that ballooned preposterously from 13’s chest. The gigantic MILF-melons now bobbled in front of her everywhere. How she hated them, the heavy twin symbols of her captivity and enslavement to the Corporation. How much bigger can they possibly get? she wondered.
But she didn’t know the answer. All she knew was that they were growing. The nipples were now bigger than a fingertip, and their sensitivity was...
“Ah! Good afternoon, my little baby darling girl!” cried Colette in her singsong voice. “Rise and shine for your Nanny Colette!”
MILF 13 fluttered her eyes in a manner that she hoped would look sleepy. She slipped her thumb from between her lips as she looked at Colette...
And then she realized something. 
Her mouth would no longer close completely.
“My...mouf!” she shrieked. “Cowette, what happen to my...to my…”
Colette gave a little giggle at the baby Bimbo MILF in the pink bed. “Your mouth! How lovely eet is!” she cried, clapping her manicured hands together. “I wish they had given me zis type of mouth. Eet is like your American donut, ees it not? Perfect for sucking most anything.” The maid ran her glistening lacquered fingernails over the MILF’s diapered crotch. “We haven’t had any more little...accidents, have we?”
MILF 13 blushed in silent protest. That...that accident with the cumfart — that wasn’t my fault! she thought to herself. Besides, with the butt plug now returned to its home deep inside her pucker, it was impossible for there to be any other accidents at all. The diaper was about nothing more than the basest of humiliations.
All these things went through MILF 13’s head. But all she said was “Uh-uh.” She shook her head, sending her pigtails bobbing. “I was a good girl awwwwww night,” she said, in a saccharine simper.
Colette cooed at her. “What a very big girl you are! And perhaps you are ready for zee big girl clothes today?” She smiled at MILF 13. “But zat will have to wait until after breakfast. Or, as it is quite late, should I say Lunch? Today everything will be a bit special!”
The French maid reached behind her and produced an enormous bottle. The look on MILF 13’s face was one of idiotic, glassy-eyed surprise...but then again, with her drooling donut of a mouth and doll-like peepers, it was entirely unavoidable. Still, if she’d still had the ability to make any other meaningful expression, it would have been one of total shock. 
It was a baby bottle — an enormous novelty-sized one, filled to the brim with at least a full two liters of the Corporation’s synthetic semen. At the tip of the bottle was a molded plastic cock, thick and ominous. It was obviously made to be suckled...and there could be no mistake about who was meant to be doing all of the suckling.
“Come,” said Colette, her curiously strong arms bringing MILF 13’s head to rest between her large bimbo breasts. “Eet ees time for Nanny to feed her Baby 13. Drink up!” she said cheerfully. 
Try as she might to purse her lips together, it was no use. The molded cock of the baby bottle slipped past MILF 13’s inflated mouthcunt with the greatest of ease. Soon the familiar taste of the Corporation’s semen formula was coursing down her throat. She found herself sucking reflexively, helplessly...
Greedily. For as much as she tried to focus on her Awakening, the formula had an immediate effect. MILF 13 was semen-addicted now: her need was physical, and her entire body felt as sensitive as a clitoris at the very taste of it. Mixed with the embarrassment of being fed like an infant, of staring up glassy-eyed into the sickly smile of her French maid nanny...it was hopelessly erotic. MILF 13 felt the wet sting of tears well up in her eyes as she suckled the bottle/cock, her goo-inflated curves jiggling with the day’s first solid orgasm. 
Colette laughed, pulling MILF 13’s head tighter between her mountainous boobs. “Ah! My baby ees so sensitive, non?” The French maid took of one MILF 13’s inflated nipples between thumb and forefinger, rolling the puffy flesh with a teasing mercilessness.
MILF 13 gave a little gurgle of protest, but she was a prisoner in Colette’s arms. The baby bottle’s cock slid in and out between her lips; her forced suckling sending torrents of the Corporation’s sticky cream rushing down her gullet. And it was having an effect: wave after wave of orgasm swept along every inch of her sensitized skin. She was a slave to the baby bottle — and to Colette’s tricky fingers. The minutes ticked past.
At last the bottle was empty; her stomach felt full-to-bursting. Colette gave 13’s nipple one extra twist for good measure, then slid the bottle’s cock from her drooling mouth. “What a good little baby! All fat and full with cum now, non? And now for zee important part,” she cooed. Before 13 could mount any protest, she felt herself being spun around. She gurgled helplessly as her enormous mammaries were jounced against the French maid’s own — she was now looking over the maid’s shoulder, being held close in a motherly embrace. Then came the rhythmic pat pat pat of Colette’s fingers against the flesh of her back...
MILF 13 realized with a cold horror exactly what was happening. 
She was being burped. 
From the bowels of her semen-engorged belly, 13 could hear the gurgle of an air pocket forming. She felt it rising in her throat, edging closer to her cum-sticky tonsils...
And then, checks burning with the shame of it, she belched.
Colette’s laughter was immediate. “Such a big burp for such a small baby! Now, then: one more for Nanny Colette,” cooed the maid. 
The patting on her back continued relentlessly; again, MILF 13 felt the swirl of gas in her semen-filled gut. This time her belching was nothing less than explosive. Her pigtails shook violently as she spit up a mouthful of her cummy breakfast; a thin line of spunk-tinged goo dribbled pathetically from her puffy O-shaped mouth. It splattered gently against the alabaster skin covering the French maid’s shoulder blade.
Again Colette laughed. “Good girl! And now for our bath and your uniform for zee day! Eet ees sad, but baby time is over. Soon you will be dressed as a very big girl indeed!”
 
* * *
 
Bathtime was difficult. 
How MILF 13 wished she could go back to her first day at the Facility — when the goo had been able to completely fog her brain with the pink bimbo mist, when she’d been able to focus upon nothing but the luscious pleasure of the moment...
But now that shield of blissful ignorance was gone. The Corporation’s goo was still feeding her cum addiction, still causing her body to develop its preposterous jiggling curves, still making her sexual sensitivity skyrocket...
But the Awakening formula of the Resistance, the full bottle she’d forced down the night before — it had been a high enough dose to have a permanent effect. Even after that morning’s tummyful of spunk, 13 still had her intelligence, her sense of shame. She was imprisoned in a rapidly bimbifying body with no means of escape.
Fortunately, she still had her acting ability. She cooed and simpered in the tub, forcing vapid giggles as Colette soaped her sensitive curves. She repressed her revulsion as the maid ran her fingernails around the bumps of her sensitized areola, milking wave after wave of forced orgasm from her body.
But when bathtime was over, and she’d been buffed and fluffed and given her whorish-yet-impeccable makeover for the day...when Colette had squeezed her into the stretchy spandex disaster that was to contain her curves for the day’s training...when she got her first proper look at herself in the mirror that morning...
That’s when she very nearly faltered. She took one look at herself, put her manicured fingers over her dumb-and-plump lips…and it was all she could do not to break down in a sobbing heap of jiggling tits and plugged ass. 
Having her memory intact made her tortures a thousand times worse. MILF 13 could remember what she used to look like — a proud, mature woman who tended to a normal house, not the preposterous doll blinking back at her from the mirror. 
And the costume! It was as ridiculous as the rest of her. This morning she was dressed as...
Actually, it was hard to tell exactly what she was supposed to be this morning.
The towering platform heels were hardly surprising at this point. In fact, they were oddly comfortable. They cradled her calves and soothed the arches of her feet. Am I...is that goo-stuff changing my feet, too!? She wasn’t sure she wanted to know the answer to the question. All she knew was that she never again wanted to risk wearing a sneaker. Her feet seemed permanently spoiled, fit only to wear Fuck Me heels now.
Her curvaceous legs and bimboey ass were wrapped in sheer tights that put every delicious ounce of jiggle on display. Her shorts were a crazy day-glo pink, with a peculiar holstein cow pattern printed on them; they were tight enough that the outlines of her twin vibes were easily discernible.
But her boobs, as always, were the real draw. 
F-cups. I have F-cup boobs! She could barely process what that meant — even Colette’s proud prow was put to shame by the obscene curvature of her titanic flesh-melons. There would never be any hiding them. They were the tits of a high-budget pornstar, not a suburban mother. Her old friends would never understand. They hated the kind of woman that drooled vapidly back at her from the looking-glass. Even if she did find a way to make it back to her old life, her old world…she’d forever be a freak of nature due to the obscene expansion of her massive udders. More than anything else, her new tits doomed her. 
The tube-top they’d been mashed into was more than a little confusing, though. Not its purpose, of course — that was clearly designed to draw attention to her massive MILF mammaries, the stretchy fabric putting her distended nipples on obvious display. It was the message that was printed across them, the letters distorted by MILF 13’s overinflated curves:
 
MILKERS
 
MILF 13 had no idea what it meant. At least when she’d been wearing the IDIOT necklace, it had been obvious what the purpose of the message was. But “MILKERS”? It was a reference to her tits, she got that much, but...
She decided to risk asking Colette. After all, her confusion would be seen as only natural. A good Bimbo MILF was always supposed to be confused.
“Cowette…” asked MILF 13 in her squeaky lisp, “what does this thay? On my...my boobies,” she said, forcing the sentence out of her mouth with disgust.
The maid only gave an amused twist of her crimson lips as a reply. Instead, she smoothed back the overteased tresses of MILF 13’s preposterously poofy waist-length hair, then placed an adorable pair of stuffed novelty cow ears atop her head. They complimented the holstein pattern on her shorts perfectly. Slowly she was beginning to put it all together...the shorts, the ears, the tube-top...MILKERS...
“You really don’t know?” asked Colette. “Zis is not zat difficult. This ees a very normal uniform for zee American waitress, non?”
MILF 13’s eyes went wide. She knew why she was dressed like this. She remembered.
Her husband had come home late one night from a company birthday party — a little bit drunk, smelling of hot wings and cheap floral perfume. She knew he’d been at that restaurant — that stupid place where those well-endowed women bounced around in their orange shorts, bringing baskets of chicken to inebriated men. She hated that place, hated the whole idea of it. She had refused to sleep next to her husband for a week after that...and had cut off all sex to boot.
Now MILF 13 was dressed in an insane cartoon version of that uniform. She didn’t know what kind of restaurant Milkers might be...but she was sure there was more involved than just watery beer and buffalo wings.
Right on cue, the Doctor entered the pink hell of MILF 13’s plastic-princess bedroom. “Very good,” he said cooly. He reached around MILF 13’s body, hefting one of her enormous knockers in each hand. “These seem to be coming along nicely. And I see that your back muscles have developed to support them. No associated back pain, I trust?”
“No, Sir,” said MILF 13, her voice a cowed whisper. 
“Splendid,” he said, checking his tablet computer. MILF 13 stared at the electronic device in the Doctor’s hands — it took every bit of her self-control not to tear it from his fingers and start screaming for her Coach. But she remained the very picture of docility and calm. 
The time will come, she thought to herself. I need only to choose the right moment. 
A moment later, the Doctor had finished reviewing the schedule on his tablet. He once again looked at 13.
“Now then. Today the Corporation has something very special planned for you. Another bit of on-the-job training.”
MILF 13 merely blinked. If this job were anything like her last one, there would be an anal eruption waiting for her at the end of it. She wasn’t at all sure her psyche could take the strain of another such humiliating incident.
“You proved yourself well yesterday,” continued the Doctor. “And at your husband’s request, we’ve decided that you may be capable of additional labors.”
MILF 13 forced her mouth to curl into a plastic grin — if she didn’t play along, any hope of getting one of the researchers’ electronic tablets to the Sisterhood of the Resistance would be dashed to pieces. She clapped her manicured hands together in a display of bubbly excitement that she most definitely didn’t feel. 
The Doctor allowed himself a thin chuckle. “You seem to have recovered nicely from yesterday’s experiment. Now follow me. Your Managers are already waiting to train you. I’ll strictly be observing today.”
Colette laughed with one of her long, vapid giggles. “Oui! And best of all, we will all be working together today! I will be along as soon as I change.”
Together? MILF 13 wrinkled her forehead in a genuine demonstration of the only other expression she could reasonably be expected to make — childlike confusion.
The Doctor raised an eyebrow. “I suppose Colette didn’t tell you? Today is to be a very special day, 13. Think of it as a reunion of sorts.”
MILF 13 made her smile a little wider. But on the inside, where nobody could see...
Inside she was screaming.
 
* * *
 
Stepping into Milkers was like stepping into a wet dream of fried chicken, beer, and bad taste. It was a nightmare — and one completely different from the ones MILF 13 had experienced at the Facility so far. The room was set up like a massive sports bar and grill restaurant. At a dozen wooden tables, what seemed like legions of off-duty researchers ate and drank and sexually harassed away the daily stresses of their work.
MILF sensed that her bimbified body was about to be put through an all-new gamut of humiliating trials. But that isn’t what caused her initial wave of shock.
It was the number of bimbos. 
Just as the Doctor had said, it was a reunion of sorts. She could see the jiggling form of her Mommy Dear sweeping across the room, effortlessly balancing twin trays of buffalo wings and beer, sashaying on her high heels with the same robotic perfection she’d shown MILF 13 on her nightmarish day of Anal Pie training. Some of the bimbos she didn’t recognize…while some were Bimbo MILFs like her, some looked younger, more inexperienced — perhaps new recruits from one of the Corporation’s other sinister female domestication programs. All of them were attending to the hodgepodge of lunchbreaking researchers with mindless bimbified glee.
And then she saw her Coach.
MILF 13 was only able to see the woman’s tattooed ass at first. The marking on her toned posterior was unmistakable: MILF 7. She was hard at work. However, the Coach’s labors had nothing to do with beer or chicken.
The top of her uniform had been pulled upward over her heavy yet athletic bosom. She had one of her oversized tits in each hand, and was mashing them furiously together around the stuff dick of a very pleased-looking researcher. The Coach bobbed her head furiously in time with her tittyfucking, her lips wrapped around the reddened head of the researcher’s massive erection.
It was pathetic: in her gymnasium, the Coach had seemed to have an air of mild authority. But in this place she was stripped of it; here she was nothing more than one of the Milkers Girls, a lowly mix of prostitute and waitress. She was Corporation property, in her rightful place — on her knees.
MILF 13 could only gape at the sickening display in raw horror. Seeing her Coach, the one who was risking everything for the Resistance, reduced to a suctioning mouth and a pair of wobbling fuck-pillows...it made her want to explode. 
But the only explosion came a moment later. The researcher let out a groan of pure pleasure; the Coach bobbed her head in that very peculiar way one does when they swallow a massive mouthful of spunk. The researcher gave her a friendly pat on the head. “Well done, 7. Now then, fetch us another round of beers. Quickly — one of the other girls can clean me up. Oh! You there,” he said, noticing MILF 13 standing dumbly in front of his table. “The new girl! Come here, lass. It seems that your fellow Milker has carelessly left a bit of unsightly semen on my cock. Clean it up for her.”
Coach rose to her feet and eased her tits back underneath her stretchy tube top. She wiped her mouth, stood, and minced past MILF 13. It was impossible to mistake the look of helpless apology behind the Coach’s haunted eyes as she bounced off to fetch the researchers’ cold beer. 
MILF 13 knew that she didn’t have the luxury of hesitation. Fixing one of her plastic fake grins across her face, she tumbled forward and down to her knees. She crawled forward under the researcher’s table to within a hair’s breadth of his semi-erect and still-glistening penis. The unmistakeable scent of cum furiously fanned the flames of her addiction; as repulsing as it was to clean a cock that was still stained with crimson slicks of her Coach’s lipstick, she knew she had no choice. Soon she was extending her pink tongue and cum-cleaning for all she was worth.
“Well, well...it seems as if this Milker won’t be needing too much training, will she, Pretty?”
“I would say not, Princess.”
Princess? Pretty? MILF 13 didn’t recognize the voices, but they seemed to have sinister edges to them. MILF 13 tried to focus on licking the last of her Coach’s lipstick marks from the researcher’s member, but the idea that there were two strangers enjoying the view just behind her bubble-butt was the latest in a long line of humiliations.
At last the researcher seemed satisfied. “That will do, Bimbo,” he said as he stuffed his cock back into his pants and zipped up. “Do a good job today. Perhaps I’ll give you the honor of a solid butt-fucking a bit later.”
“Yes, Sir,” lisped MILF 13 as she got to her feet.
“Mm...not bad for a trainee,” said a chilly voice behind her.
MILF 13 turned around. For a moment, she thought she was seeing double.
The two Asian bimbos seemed to be identical in every way: from their high pink pigtails, to their provocative and exotic eyes, to their pert-and-perky bosoms mashed tightly against their Milkers tube tops. Their nametags told MILF 13 that they were Milkers Managers: PRINCESS and PRETTY, respectively.
“Are you...um, like, Bimbo MILFs too?” asked 13, hoping she sounding sufficiently vapid and void of thought.
Princess smiled. “We’re more than MILFs, Trainee. And more then bimbos.”
Pretty nodded. “That’s right. We’re managers. The Corporation lets us keep enough of our brains to keep idiots like you in line. And as long as you’re working here at Milkers, you’d better not forget it.”
MILF 13 nodded as enthusiastically as she could. I don’t know what the Corporation has in mind for me here, she thought, but these girls don’t seem like the kind of girls you should cross.
“Good,” said Pretty, obviously satisfied by MILF 13’s display of childlike acquiescence. “Then it’s time to get you to work.”
Work!? If cleaning a stranger’s cock of lipstick drool and spunk flecks was the type of work she’d be doing, MILF 13 had every reason to suspect that she was in for her most humiliating training session yet. But she simply smiled and cocked her head to one side, like the sugary bit of eye candy she was supposed to be. I’ve got to keep my true intentions a secret, no matter what. 
The manager known as Pretty looked MILF 13 up and down. “You looked pretty good down there on your knees,” she said. “I think you’ll be able to handle yourself in the sex department.”
“Come on,” said Princess, giving MILF 13’s butt a hard enough smack to send the tattooed hemisphere of her ass cheek jiggling obscenely. “Let’s get you into the kitchen and see if a dumb cock-cleaner like you can balance a tray.”
The two bimbo managers led MILF 13 into a back room marked Employees Only. “There are a lot of hungry and horny men out there, so we’ll make this fast,” said Pretty. “The Corporation sends the researchers here to relax and unwind. Sometimes that means cold beer and hot wings. Sometimes that means…”
“A public ass-fucking,” finished Princess, grinning evilly. “You, pumping that bubble-butt up and down, shouting thank you, Daddy loud enough for the entire restaurant to hear. It’s all a matter of what the customer orders. Understand?”
MILF 13 felt as if the bottom had dropped out of her stomach. It took every ounce of strength within her to keep her plastic smile from disappearing from her plump lips. She nodded. 
“Right,” said Pretty. “Now then — should you succeed completely in your duties, you’ll be able to return to your room as you are right now.”
“And should you fail,” said Princess, “you will receive a Bonus.”
MILF 13 had never heard of a restaurant where you got a bonus for making a mistake, but she knew better than to ask any intelligent-sounding questions. She just did what she always did — smile and nod, like a bimbo who left the thinking to the smart people.
She needed to stay focused. Whatever happens, she thought, whatever other humiliations they put me through today...
I have to get my hands on one of those tablets.
 
* * *
 
“T...thank you, Daddy!”
“Louder, bitch! Let me hear you really belt it out.”
“THANK YOU, DADDY!”
Just as predicted, the first researcher MILF 13 had encountered after her all-to-brief Milkers orientation session hadn’t been interested in chicken or beer. He’d spun MILF 13 around, unplugged her asshole, and rammed his curiously large cock inside her while the rest of his table cheered him on. 
She felt his hot jet of spunk splash the insides of her rectum, but she was given no orgasm in return. Instead, it was a dismissive slap on the ass and on to the next table, like a jiggling piece of meat. Everyone wanted a taste of the new girl. 
Soon she was on her hands and knees again, a fat cock between her drool-slick lips, furiously working a shaft with each of her hands. Her body performed from pure instinct now — MILF 13 synchronized her attentions with a practiced eroticism that was truly perfect.
Perhaps too perfect. Like it or not, MILF 13 was the perfect fucking machine now, from the saliva-slick palms of her handjobbing hands, to her perfectly suctioning donut-mouth. The three researchers exploded at precisely the same time, simultaneously quenching her cumthirst and spraying hot ropes of wet ejaculate cascading into her hair.
But they didn’t give 13 even a moment to recover. She scarcely had time to swallow the jizz in her throat before another table of researchers demanded heaping trayfuls of spiced chicken wings and beer. As she went to fetch them from the kitchen, still cum-stained and spunk-scented, her Coach managed to catch her ear.
“You’re taking that order to Table Four?” asked Coach. The normally athletic MILF was a tipsy mess — she’d just been made to double-team a pair of researchers while having a nearly-full pitcher of suds beer-bonged down her throat. Still, the conviction in her voice was unmistakeable. “Now’s our chance. They’re already drunker than I am. They won’t be watching their tablets. Now’s our chance — create a distraction, grab one, and bring it to me as quick as you can! And don't let that bitch Colette see you!”
MILF 13 gave a tiny nod, re-steadied her piled-high trays, and resumed her journey over to the very drunk Table Four where her researchers sat in rapt attention at the tottering tower of trays and tits jiggling toward them. 
“Ok, boys!” MILF 13 said in a bubbly lisp, “Time for more delicious chick — WHOA!!”
Making it look as genuine as she could, MILF 13 turned one of her high heels at an angle, sending both of her heavy trays of food and booze flying into the air. The drunk researchers stared in disbelief for a split-second...and then gave a shout of pissed-off anger as gravity did its job.
CRASH.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing, dummy?” asked one of the researchers. “Can’t you even get a tray of food to a table without making a mess?”
MILF 13 made her face look as shocked as she possibly could. “Like, I am SO THORRY!” she lisped in a convincing show of apologetics. “I will TOTALLY get you, like, more chicken and stuff!”
Amidst the sudden chaos, MILF 13 spied exactly what she was after. On the corner of the table, neglected by the drunk researchers, was one of the mysterious tablets the Corporation used to control the parameters of the great MILF Bimbofication Experiment. It was exactly the treasure that the Sisterhood of the Resistance needed to undo all of the horrors inflicted on MILF 13 and the rest of the innocent women imprisoned at the Facility.
I might not get another chance, thought MILF 13. As the researchers picked bits of chicken out of the soggy pool of beer covering their table, MILF 13 reached over and snatched the tablet, quick as a flash. She hid it behind one of her now-empty trays.
And not a moment too soon. Just then, Pretty and Princess arrived behind her — twin hydras that had just been waiting for their moment to strike.
“Well, well,” said Princess. “It seems that anything beyond getting men off is completely beyond you.”
Pretty tittered into one of her hands. “Truer words were never spoken, Princess. It would seem that MILF 13 here has earned herself...what would you say? Two Bonuses?”
Princess shook her head. “No. I’d say she’s earned three. One Bonus for the ruined chicken, one Bonus for the spilled beer, and one Bonus just so she remembers to take things a little more slowly next time.”
Pretty clapped her hands together, licking her lips as she looked MILF 13 up and down. “Now, then — get that tray back to the kitchen, and then get your bimbo-butt back out here immediately. IT’S BONUS TIME!”
The entirety of Milkers erupted in applause. Even the Doctor, so normally cold and impassive, raised an eyebrow at MILF 13 and allowed himself the luxury of a tiny smirk.
MILF 13 gulped. Whatever a bonus was, she certainly didn’t want to find out.
But then, as was inevitable, she did.
 
***
 
MILF 13 returned to the sanctity and relative privacy of her bubblegum-pink bedroom with truly conflicted feelings swirling inside her. Her “Bonuses” had been the most demeaning set of bimbo accessories a perverted mind could think of, no question.
The first Bonus had been the tramp stamp — a permanent tattoo on her lower back to join the MILF 13 tat on her butt, positioned just above the curves of her ballooned ass. It proudly announced to any and all comers that she far preferred anal to nearly anything else. BIMBOS PREFER THE BACKDOOR, it read, with an elegant arrow pointing to her anus, lest there be any doubt.
The second Bonus had been the piercings. Not content to just give her one, the complete Bonus Set had included nipples, tongue, labia — and clit. The initial pain of her public piercing had been one thing. The heightened sensitivity was quite another. Now there was no relief at all...moving meant unexpected orgasm, staying still meant unexpected orgasm. If MILF 13 hadn’t been constantly quaking from frustration and shame before, she certainly was now.
The third bonus hadn’t been permanent...but the memories of it certainly would be. Princess and Pretty had taken her on a stage at Milkers — quite literally. MILF 13’s mouth and ass were still sore from the twin lezzie penetration show the Milkers Managers had put her through. How many screaming white orgasms had their vibrating strap-ons brought them all to? She’d completely lost count.
Still, there was one major consolation. For all of the shame, for all of the anger, for all of the blowjobs and handjobs and public sex and Bonuses she’d been subjected to that day...
She’d won.
The tablet — she’d successfully passed it off to Coach just before her public Bonusing had begun. The thing that the Sisterhood had needed most...MILF 13 had put it right in their hands.
And so, as she allowed sleep to take her that night, a whisper of a smile crept up at the corners of her mouth. Perhaps the Resistance could finally save her. Perhaps soon the nightmare of her MILF Bimbodom would finally be at an end.



PART SIX
She often thought of the Resistance. 
She even dreamt about them.
In her dream, MILF 13 would be sitting in the warm blankets of her pink bed, waiting for Colette to come in and begin the process of dolling her up into whatever type of bimbo bombshell the Corporation had scheduled her to become that day.
But Colette wouldn’t come.
The Resistance would.
There would be a knock at the heart-shaped window, followed by the splintering of the windowframe, the tinkling of glass. Klaxons of the Corporation’s alarm system would scream in the morning air. A kevlar-and-camo-clad figure would swing into the room on a zip line.
A raven-haired woman — her body sleek and athletic, her voice all-business:
“I’m with the Sisterhood,” she would say. “I’m here to rescue you. Here, take this — we don’t have much time.”
The woman would reach into a small pouch on her belt, then hold out a tiny black capsule for MILF 13 to take.
“What...what is it?” MILF 13 would squeak in surprise. 
“An antidote,” the Sisterhood agent would say. “It will reverse all if the Corporation's cellular modifications.”
MILF 13 would reach out in her dream to take the capsule with trembling fingernails. She’d place the capsule in her mouth, swallow it down. In her dream, the effect was immediate.
Her enormous mammaries would deflate, the curiously elastic skin returning once again to a sane bust size. Her large donut lips would lose their obscene puffiness. Her ass, once ballooned to such preposterous proportions, would suddenly become the manageable mom-butt she’d once wedged into pantsuits. From her eyes to her hair to her nails...everything would return to normal. Anyone looking at MILF 13 would see just an everyday soccer mom like any other.
She’d look up at the Resistance agent — at her savior. “Thank you! Oh god, thank you. Let’s get out of here,” she’d say with absolute gratitude. “I need to get back to my old life.”
The agent would frown at her. “Leave? No, I’m afraid we can’t leave just now.”
MILF 13 would only stare at her in disbelief. “But...but why?”
The agent would smile at her kindly. “Because none of this is real, you silly Bimbo MILF. And in a moment you’re going to wake up. Just like you always do.”
As MILF 13 tried to process exactly what the other woman was saying, she realized that it was true. The pink room was already fading into darkness, the walls and the ceiling and the floor in the bed melting into an indistinct nothingness...
MILF 13 tried to keep all the fragments together in her mind, willing herself to make the dream real. She tried to call out for the agent, for the Sisterhood of the Resistance...
But she couldn’t. She simply couldn’t. 
Her mouth was much too full. 
 
* * *
 
MILF 13 awoke to find her mouth full of soft titflesh. Her suctioning donut of a mouthcunt was wrapped tightly around a nipple; she suckled with some unknown animalistic instinct, the milky cream flooding down her throat. 
Confused and dazed, MILF 13 looked up groggily into the face of the tit’s owner. She suddenly realized exactly what she’d been doing. She spat out the enormous slick nipple with a sudden horror. 
She had been suckling breast milk from the nipple of her Coach. 
Coach’s face was oddly passive. “It’s all right, 13. You don’t have to be ashamed, and neither do I. This is all the Corporation’s doing.”
MILF 13 could scarcely believe what she was hearing. She stared around wildly, looking for something familiar — anything that might be able to tell her what they were both doing in this place, how they had gotten there...
Gone was the frilly pink room that had been her home at the Facility. The room MILF 13 and her Coach were now trapped in was very different — a sterile cube of the purest white with transparent lucite walls, its floor covered with a thick cream-colored carpet as soft as an ermine’s hide. It seemed to be both observation room and prison, designed without regard for either decency or privacy.
Escape looked quite impossible. The two Bimbo MILFs were both naked, chained by their ankles to a soft round bed on a raised dais in the cube’s center. MILF 13 squinted her eyes, trying to make her wide dolly peepers adjust to the harsh lighting of their prison. 
Was I...was I actually drinking her milk!? MILF 13 stared at her Coach in shame and wonder. She was still the same woman, but her tits had been obscenely inflated — they were now impossibly preposterous balloons, heavy with milk. A sad dribble of cream dripped from the mammary that had been in MILF 13’s mouth only seconds before. The poor Coach’s breasts were nothing less than lactating udders now.
And then MILF 13 let out a scream.
Her own boobs, she realized, were no different. 
They were so enormous she couldn’t even hazard a guess at their size. They no longer moved with the bouncing freedom they once did — now they were taut, and obviously filled with liquid.
“Shh...calm down,” said her Coach. Though her massive creamy hooters made movement an obscene chore, the Coach managed to reach a hand over to comfort the shocked Bimbo MILF. “You don’t remember, do you?”
MILF 13 shook her overteased head of poofy bimbo hair. “What happened to us?”
The Coach gave a sad smile. “You’ve only been semiconscious. I’m not surprised to see that you blocked it out. We lost, 13. Colette saw us trying to take that tablet and informed the Corporation. That’s what happened. And these...these things…” Coach gently cradled her sloshing tit-udders against her body. “These are our punishments. For trying to steal from Milkers...that’s exactly what they’ve made us into.” Coach gave a bitter laugh. “Some irony, huh?”
MILF 13 realized that Coach was speaking without any trace of her former bimbo-y accent. If she’s not even bothering to pretend to have her intelligence removed...then it really must be hopeless, thought MILF 13. She decided that there was no point in pretending herself, either — despite her inflated curves and the sloshing udders the Corporation had cursed her with, she could at least say what was on her mind.
“They hurt,” she said, cupping her massive milk-filled knockers.
“I know. Mine too,” said the Coach. “They can’t control our minds, so they control our bodies. Apparently there’s a specific protein that we can only get from each other — we’re addicted to each other’s breast milk, just like that semen stuff they feed us. And manual milking doesn’t seem to work. We have to use our mouths.”
“You…you mean…”
Coach nodded. “You’ve been draining mine until they don’t ache so much, then I drain yours. Keeps us both reliant on each other, and them. Devious, really.”
MILF 13 blinked in slow disgust. Slowly, the memories were working their way past her initial relapse of shock. “We’ve been here for a long time, haven’t we?”
Coach nodded. “Hard to say how long, though. Two weeks at least. Maybe more. I…um…” The Coach bit her lip, gently touching her reddened nipples. “Listen, if they didn’t hurt so much, I wouldn’t ask, but...could you...you know…”
She wants me to keep nursing. MILF 13 took a deep breath, then nodded. It was horrifying to be forced to drink another woman’s milk...but she had no choice. Neither of them did. All they could do was suck down the breast cream and wait for the tightness in their chest-udders to subside. Perhaps if their minds had not been Awoken, the natural bisexuality of their Bimbofication would have made it a pleasant enough task — but for them it was just one more demeaning torture. MILF 13 brought her mouth to the other woman’s breast and began to drink.
The minutes melted away as they sucked...then at last it was done. While their bellies were embarrassingly heavy with each other’s milk, their suclking session had made the pressure recede enough in their bimbo boobs to allow them to catch their breaths.
“You seem pretty calm about all this,” said MILF 13 to the Coach. “How can you just sit there and wait for whatever they’re planning on doing to us?”
The Coach opened her mouth to speak, but before she could get a word past her bimbified lips a familiar voice interrupted her. 
“Eet ees because she has already been here before, non?”
MILF 13 saw a very familiar figure clacking her way up to the illuminated observation box she was currently trapped inside.
Colette!
The French maid smiled at the look of horrified recognition creeping across MILF 13’s face. “Yes, I am afraid eet ees true. Zee Corporation thought zat her re-Bimbofication had been successful. I was able to confirm their suspicions to zee contrary.”
“Quite right,” said a familiar voice. It was the Doctor, stepping out of the shadows to take in the vision of the two women in the observation cube. “Thank you, Colette," he said dismissively. "You may finish your preparations in the next room.”
After the French maid had curtsied and taken her leave, the Doctor approached the transparent wall of the cube that held the two bimbified MILFs. He reached into his pocket and withdrew the glossy tablet he always carried with him. 
“Looking for this?” he asked, his cruel smile betraying a sadistic lack of professionalism. “A cunning plan. Better than your last escape attempt, 7.”
“Go to hell,” said Coach, spitting against the glass. It was an action of pure hatred, but the effect was more comical than anything else — her anger sent her lactating mammaries sloshing pathetically, like the frustrated cow she’d become. 
The Doctor chuckled. “Same old Coach. But I must admit, you had us fooled. We thought that you’d been successfully bimbified this time, 7. And you showed a remarkable ability to act bimboey during some very stressful situations, 13. But Colette saw through your little ruse, I’m afraid.”
MILF 13’s heart sank. She’d known that the French maid had been working for the Corporation all along, of course, but she’d actually thought of Colette as her own personal maid in spite of herself.
Now she realized that she’d never had a chance at escape. She’d been stupid to try to hang on to her pride, her intelligence. If I’d just complied. If I’d just given in…I’d just be a Bimbo MILF, instead of a pathetic Milker.
She licked her lips. “So what are you planning on doing to us?” she asked, turning her body toward the Doctor. Her breasts sloshed along with the rest of her: they felt so heavy, so sensitive. It would not be long before she had to once again feel the suckling lips of the Coach on her pierced puffy nipples.
The Doctor shrugged. “I’ll be honest with you — we have no way of reversing the effects of the Resistance’s Awakening formula. Perhaps we will in time, but for the moment it seems to be a one-way street. The chemical compounds have arranged your mental map in a manner that is quite impossible for us to reprogram without your willing submission. You have your intelligence, your free will, your sense of self. Good for you.”
The Doctor looked down at the tablet in his hands. “I’m afraid, however, that we control the rest.”
MILF 13 stared at the Doctor. “The rest? W...what do you mean!?”
The Doctor shrugged, looking at the two chained captives with an impossible-to-read expression. “Is it so hard to understand? Just look at yourselves, at everything we’ve already given you. Your preposterous lips, your ridiculous tattoos...and those obscene milk-melons! You’re human sexual freak shows.”
The Doctor laughed suddenly, loud and hard and long, as if he could no longer contain the perverse joy of his handiwork. “What normal man could love you? What normal family could accept you? I can think of a traveling sexual museum in the Far East that pays handsomely for specimens such as you two, but…”
The Coach’s eyes burned with an indignant fire. “I don’t care what you do to me anymore, you scumbag! The Sisterhood of the Resistance will always…always...”
The Doctor sighed, letting his fingers tap gently a few times on his electronic tablet. “The real shame about that Awakening serum...it makes you all act like such bitches. Here — let me assist you in properly playing the part.”
The Coach pressed her hand to the transparent wall of her prison. “NO! You can...rrr. I won’t l...rrrr. RAWF! Grrrrrrr…YIP!”
MILF 13 stared in utter disbelief at the changes that were suddenly overtaking her prison-mate. The other woman looked stricken by what had happened to her throat; she scrabbled pathetically at her neck in panic, but the only sounds she seemed to be able to manage were a series of feral growls and toy-poodle yips.
“An improvement, to be sure,” said the Doctor, listening to the Coach's muffled barking with obvious pleasure. “We’ll get you fitted with a tail plug and get some hobbles on your hands and feet. There’s a group of wealthy Corporation-affiliated Japanese who run a S&M obedience school in Sapporo for cases like you. I’m sure they’d be very interested in any technology that could allow this.”
The Doctor adjusted the controls on the tablet in his hand.
In an instant, the Coach’s insistent dog-yapping ceased. She pressed her plump lips together as the redness of her humiliation began to flood into her cheeks. She looked at the Doctor with her enormous, pleading eyes, and began to shake her head in a silent protest at what she was about to do.
“What...what is he…Coach?” MILF 13 was only able to watch horror-stricken as the other woman brought herself onto all fours like a proper doggie. Her enormous udders rested heavily against the floor, making her look like a freakish combination of cattle and pet. Balancing precariously on her wobbly tits and wobblier arms, the Coach slowly lifted one of her legs high into the air. She let out a pathetic growl and then a bark, holding out as long as she possibly could...
And then she could no longer. Her bladder unleashed its flood of pent-up liquid; the arc of yellow spray spurting from her vagina in an explosive wet flood. She was pissing, just like a good little dog/cow, as if she were pissing against an invisible tree. The acrid stench of her Coach’s urine stung the back of MILF 13’s nostrils, sending a message from the Corporation loud and clear: If we can make her do this...what could we make you do?
The Doctor looked at the mask of stunned idiocy frozen on MILF 13’s face. He knew that she understood. “That’s right,” said the Doctor. “She’s more animal than woman now. Physically, anyway. Perhaps the Japanese will be able to do with discipline what we were unable to do with science. It is too late for her...but not for you.”
MILF 13 looked at the Coach. Now that she’d finished relieving herself, she was able to once again look at MILF 13. She shook her head again, growling and yipping, pleading with her wet eyes one last time, begging 13 to tell the Corporation no once and for all.
MILF 13 was tempted, for a moment. By her sense of loyalty. By their friendship. By their Sisterhood. If they turn me into an animal like her...send us away for obedience training...
At least we’ll be together. 
But...
No.
She was just too tired of fighting. But even beyond her exhaustion, she was ready. Ready to accept the reality of her situation. Ready to become the perfect Bimbo, the perfect MILF, the perfect wife.
The perfect woman.
“All right,” said MILF 13, her voice cracking with emotion at the weight of her decision. “Anything. Anything you want. Just end this insanity.” She paused for a moment, her eyes dropping to stare at the enormous udders on her chest. “Please, Sir. Please.”
Her Coach looked at her in tearful fury. She could no longer speak in a human voice, but there was no mistaking the look of hurt and betrayal on her face. “I’m sorry,” whispered MILF 13.
The Doctor looked suddenly extremely pleased with himself. “That’s all we need, 13. That acceptance. That acquiescence. That submission.” He looked down at the tablet in his hand, then adjusted some unseen control. “I want you to focus, 13. Make a picture in your mind of the perfect Bimbo MILF. A willing supplicant to a perfect husband. A docile domestic dummy — a baker of pies, a duster of shelves, a sucker of cocks. Focus on what you will become for the remainder of your days. ‘I’m the perfect Bimbo MILF.’  Breathe deep, repeat those words...and claim your future self.”
MILF 13 closed her eyes and did as she was told, allowing her shallow breaths to become deep lungfuls of a curiously sweet-smelling gas. The cube was already filling with the thick pink fog, piped in from some hidden vents, but MILF 13 couldn’t see it. Instead, she felt it — in her nostrils and coursing throughout her system, a luxurious fuzzy blanket of ignorance and stupidity that flooded in and claimed her.
I’m the perfect Bimbo MILF.
I’m the perfect Bimbo MILF.
I’m the perfect Bimbo MILF.
She could just barely make out the sound of a puppy barking in the distance, somewhere beyond her ability to process it.
*Giggle.*
Puppies...
Puppies are cute!
I’m, like, more of a kitty-cat kinda gal, though. ^_^
Oh, wait.
I forgot that...um...stuff I was supposed to…uh…think about.
Um...like...
I’m, like, the perfect Bimbo.
Shit! MILF!
Bimbo MILF. I’m, like...
I’m totally the perfect one of those!
She opened her eyes and looked around. Next to her was a woman with huge boobies that she didn’t recognize at all, snoring loudly.
MILF 13 looked up and saw the Doctor.
“Um! Hey — I think I forgot those word-thingies I was thupposed to, like, say. Uh…Sir.” Her breathy lisp was back...genuine now, honest and true, the perfect voice for the perfect domesticated idiot.
The Doctor let a thin smile play across his impassively calculating face. He tapped a few keys on his tablet:
MILF 13: BIMBOFICATION COMPLETE
HYPOTHESIS CONFIRMED
EXPERIMENT SUCCESSFUL
He paused for a moment, then continued typing.
MILF 7:  BIMBOFICATION INCOMPLETE
RECOMMEND DISCIPLINARY TRAINING
RESULTS PENDING
 
* * *
 
It’s amazing how a little change of attitude can improve a girl’s life.
MILF 13 emerged from the observation cube a changed woman. The smile spread across her inflated lips was as happy and real as the rest of her. That is to say, it was a nightmarish symphony of genetic modification...but it matched her bimbified brain 100%. Her vapid smile was completely and totally sincere.
The Doctor clicked a collar and leash around her neck for what would be their final walk together. “Come along, 13,” the Doctor said, a note of craftsman’s pride in his voice. “It’s time to present you to the staff. Think of this as your graduation ceremony.”
“Uh…gradu-what?” asked MILF 13, her confused lisp signaling her inability to process the difficult syllables correctly. “Are you, like, talking about school stuff? Sir?”
“I am, in a way,” said the Doctor, giving her leash a little tug. It set her milk-engorged boobs bouncing ahead of her; she followed along after them, like the docile little Bimbo MILF she was. 
Still, she didn’t like the sound of that word school. MILF 13 could feel her cheeks burn with nervous apprehension. “Um...like, I’m not so good at smart stuff. If it’s a school, I mean.”
The good Doctor smiled. “Not to worry, my dear. For your final exam, you’re going to be an absolute genius.”
MILF 13 felt herself relax. She allowed herself a little giggle of relief.
The Doctor led MILF 13 through a door at the far side of the observation room. On the other side was an auditorium, with a small stage and podium arranged at the front. Over the top hung a large banner, in a shiny iridescent material:
 
CONGRATULATIONS
MILF 13
THE PERFECT BIMBO MILF
 
The naked, leashed bimbo giggled excitedly. Most of the words were over her head, of course, but she was able to make out the 13. Besides, if there was one thing that a good Bimbo MILF knew at first sight, it was a party. And whatever this party was...it was all for her. 
As the Doctor led MILF 13’s jiggling body down the center of the auditorium, the audience of Corporation researchers shifted impatiently in their chairs. 13 could see their cocks straining proudly against the crotches of their pants. Each one had been teased and fluffed by Colette’s skilled lips and the delicate strokes of her manicured maid hands — but they’d not been made to cum.
Like, all those yummy-num dicks! Someone’s gotta get that goo out of them, thought MILF 13, her mouth watering hungrily. Colette was now seated primly on a chair at one side of the stage, looking flushed but pleased with her cock-tease handiwork. She gave MILF 13 an excited smile as the Doctor led her up the stairs to the podium. She seemed excited for the presentation to begin. 
“Kneel,” commanded the Doctor, indicating a pile of large pink floor pillows resting on the stage. She did as she was told without hesitation. The Doctor looped her leash around a small metal tether at the side of the podium, then surveyed the assembled audience in front of him. 
“Gentlemen!” he began, his voice rich with authority. “I come to you with marvelous news today. Our experiment has been a rousing success. The Prototype that supplicates herself before you today is nothing less than the most perfect of women. Meek. Docile. As addicted to semen as she is stupid. A permanently foolish, perpetually cheerful piece of jiggling eye candy. No more will she suffer the strains of education — the myriad of complexes that turn our wives and daughters into bitter crones. For the rest of her days, she will focus on beauty, shopping, the details of a domesticated existence...and of course, on complete and total sexual servitude.”
The auditorium of researchers clapped politely, shifting uncomfortably in their chairs once again. Their desire was obvious. Every pair of eyes was locked on MILF 13’s body…on the kneeling prize each of them lusted for.
But the Doctor had a few more words for them all first.
“My colleagues — you have done Mankind a great service. Here, kneeling before you, is a perfect model for women all over the world. The data we have collected will be analyzed. The Bimbo MILF treatment will be perfected and simplified. And then...on that glorious day in our bright and shining future, we will share it with the so-called Fairer Sex. And then, my friends, and only then, will the world be Fair indeed. So come! Come and give this Bimbo MILF a taste of you. Single file, please — no pushing.”
The auditorium erupted in an unrestrained burst of sexual pandemonium. The researchers jostled with each other in glee, each man trying to get ahead of the others to claim his place in front of the podium.
At last they were all lined up, staring at MILF 13 like a hungry pack of wolves. The Doctor looked down at his pierced-and-tattooed test subject with a patriarchal gaze. He reached forward to her face, lifting her chin so that her vacuous gaze could meet his.
“We’re going to use you now, 13. An entire roomful of healthy men is going to pump your holes full of more semen than you’ve ever been blessed with before. You’re going to drink down every drop we feed you, savor every ounce we pump into your willing anus. And it will make you happier than you’ve ever been. For the next couple of hours, you’ll be our pass-around sex doll. What do you say to that?”
MILF 13 simply blinked...and then she giggled, an enormous smile spreading across her face.
“Like, of courth I’ll do that for you guys! I love cock!” The giggle that followed this statement was one of complete and unrestrained joy. MILF 13 clapped her hands together, sending her tits jiggling so violently that she had to struggle to keep from tipping over.
The researchers laughed at this naked display of carnal enthusiasm — but only for a moment. The Doctor raised a hand, and the assemblage of highly erect men once again fell silent.
“Very good,” he said. “Now, feel free to request anything from this Bimbo MILF...as you have just heard, she is more than willing to oblige even the most outlandish requests. Nothing is off-limits...save for her pussy. At her husband’s request.”
MILF 13 made a little pout at the thought of having an unstuffed cunt — already the grool was seeping from her quivering slit, hungry for a cock that wasn’t going to come. But she knew better than to voice her displeasure. She had been made to provide pleasure to others...not demand it for herself.
Seeing that his staff were all in agreement, the Doctor smiled cheerfully. “Then, without further ado...let the Facility Fuckfest begin!”
 
* * *
 
The orgy that followed would have made Caligula blush and cover his eyes. One by one, the line of researchers stepped up to the kneeling MILF and informed her of the way she was to service them. The first requested a simple blow job; MILF 13’s donut lips and skilled deep-throating drained the man’s balls so efficiently that he seemed weak at the knees. The next researcher was bolder — he demanded not only a long titty-fuck, but constant eye contact for the duration of it. His powerful thrusts made her cream-glutted udders slosh painfully, but she looked up at him with adoring eyes, never letting the dreamy smile fade from her lips. When he came, an explosion of semen rocketed upward from her cleavage and coated her neck in a perfect pearl necklace. She barely had time to whisper a thank you, Sir and zip him up before the next researcher was roughly demanding to butt-fuck her silly. He pushed her down face-first into the pillows; she gave a little shriek of glee, reaching her manicured fingers behind her to pull the hemispheres of her peach apart to grant him easier access.
That’s when the researcher saw the Bonus tattoo MILF 13 had been given after dropping her serving tray at Milkers. “Hey! It says here that sluts like you offer your ass first! I don’t recall you offering your backdoor to those other guys.”
MILF 13 gasped. OMG...did I, like, totally fuck up or what? thought MILF 13 in a panic. “I am, like, totally sorry about that, Sir,” she said, as apologetically as she could manage.
“Not good enough,” said the researcher, smiling evilly. He released his cock from his pants, then leaned forward to palm some of MILF 13’s pussy drippings to lubricate himself with. He slicked down his massive erection, then positioned the head of his cock at the pucker of the Bimbo MILF’s asshole. “You’re going to take all of this, MILF. And I’m going to warm your asscheeks for forgetting your manners. Don’t forget to thank me.”
Relief washed over MILF 13. At least, like, he’s still gonna fuck my ass. Joy exploded through her as the man’s cock inched its way into her asshole. When she was well and truly stuffed, he begin to push himself roughly in and out of her stenchy backhole, merrily slapping her butt with each thrust. “Thank you, Sir!” lisped 13, the ripples of orgasm mixing with the sharp pain of her disciplinary spanking.
His spunk exploding inside of her reminded her instantly of her secretarial punishments, but this time there was no embarrassment, no shame...just blissful, infinite pleasure. The researcher groaned as his balls emptied into 13’s rectum. Spent, he pushed her off his cock dismissively, leaving her a flushed and red-assed heap of jiggles on her damp pillows.
Again and again the researchers came to deposit their spunk on or in the curvaceous Bimbo MILF. They were insatiable...and so was she. Some soloed her. Some roped Colette in for some well-deserved threeway action. Some ordered her to perform unspeakable acts on herself using toys they’d brought with them while they jerked off on her creamy udders. Her hands, her feet, her hair and her armpits...their cocks and their perverted imaginations spared no inch of her.
Except for her pussy. Though her sodden cunt cried out for release, it wasn’t theirs to take. Though they had no respect for the service wench that milked their erections dry, they did respect the Doctor that had made their Experiment a success. And so when at last the final researcher had been brought to his climax and MILF 13 had swallowed every last drop of his scrumptious scrotal sauce, they listened when he spoke:
“Well done, men. A fitting send-off for our Bimbo MILF. I will prepare her for her return to her husband. And you all may return to your duties. Colette, should anyone require additional servicing, I’m sure you know what to do.”
“Of course, Sir!” said Colette. She looked down at the cum-drenched figure of MILF 13, lying in a sticky pool of researcher semen. “Goodbye, Madame! Perhaps we shall meet again someday, non?” She bent down and pressed her lips to MILF 13’s spunk-slick face, then stood, curtsied, and followed the rest of the researchers out of the room.
Now only MILF 13 and the Doctor remained in the auditorium. The Doctor gave a tug on her leash. “Come along,” he said, rousing her exhausted form with the toe of his shoe. “Now you will be placed in a special shipping container for transport back to your husband.”
With great effort, MILF 13 managed to stagger to her hands and knees. She crawled as quickly as she could behind her Doctor, her milk udders swaying heavily with their creamy payload.
At last they were backstage. Along one wall was a large futuristic-looking crate, marked with MILF 13’s home address in neat block letters. She felt as trusting as a baby lamb; the lined interior of the crate looked soft and inviting. Besides, the Doctor had mentioned that she would soon be seeing her husband. It seemed like the perfect ending to a perfect dream, to finally begin a life of doting servitude to a man she would be privileged to call both Husband and Master.
“Your adventure is at an end, 13,” said the Doctor to his creation. “There’s just one more thing that needs to be done.”
The MILF looked up at him expectantly. “Like, what’s that, Sir?”
The Doctor smiled. “You will receive my cock. In your pussy. I’m going to roll the dice on impregnating you, 13. It is only fitting that the director of this Experiment give you your last fuck. Bend over the crate and receive your final reward.”
MILF 13 did as she was told...just as she always did. She could no longer say no to any man, to any cock. She was built for service and nothing more.
The Doctor fucked the Bimbo MILF’s pussy quickly and passionlessly, allowing his dick to spurt inside her as quickly as it pleased. As he painted her womb with his spunk, he tapped a control on the tablet in the pocket of his lab coat for what would be the final time.
MILF 13’s orgasm was immediate, synchronized with a gushing of milk spraying from her pierced nipples. The Doctor had freed her of her Milker curse. Now only the Bimbo MILF remained.
There was an explosion of pink fog in her head.
She shattered.
 
* * *
 
She awoke in darkness…and then the lid lifted off her shipping crate. Light flooded in, and her husband’s beautiful face smiled down at his much-improved bride.
She was home.
Her old life was forever gone.
Her new life had just begun.
 
 
 
 
THE END



Thanks for reading!
For more tales of bimbofication check out the Homecoming Creation Bundle!
For updates from Eden Wanes, click here!
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