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		The splash of gin in the glass was only barely audible over the hard rain against the window. When it rains, it pours. At least that’s how it is in my life. The paint on my door was still wet and I was already reaching for a bottle.

		The first sip was like sweet ambrosia as it slid past my tongue and down my throat. I sighed as I sat back and kicked my feet up on the desk. At this hour and in this weather, it was sure to be a lonely night. No one would be out looking for the services I provided, even if they needed me.

		Work was not going well. Not a single customer had come calling since I moved into my new digs last week. Then again, until earlier today, no one would have known how to find my office. “Amber Maddox: Private Investigator,” read the fresh paint on the frosted glass of the door. Not that I had been able to do much investigating lately.

		I stared at the old rotary telephone sitting on my desk. It wasn’t plugged in. I only used my cell phone. I just liked it for the look. It made me feel like I was in a time when P.I.s actually had to do more than hack security networks. I could do that too, but I liked the old fashioned way. It meant getting my hands dirty. It was a dirty job, but somebody had to do it.

		I took another sip of gin as my memory flashed back to my old life. Not two months ago I was living the high life, working on retainer for three of the top bosses in Jersey. I had a fancy apartment, drove a luxury car. As long as I got the goods, I was paid, and well, all because I could get the goods. I found the dirt and I held no allegiances. My loyalty went only so far as each job I worked. That is, until my three bosses turned on each other. That was when the shit hit the proverbial fan. A gang war is no place for a P.I. who hasn’t told her other clients that she is also working for their enemy. Simply put, I got greedy and I paid the price for my greed.

		No, I read the writing on the wall and left town. It was hard leaving everything behind, but it was the only way to make a clean break. The bosses were too focused on killing each other to worry about little old me skipping town. Still, I knew I would never be able to return. The whole fucking state is practically off limits now. All I was able to do was cash out my bank accounts.

		That’s why I set up shop in San Francisco. I figured no one would travel across the country to find me. I wasn’t worth it. And as long as I stayed away from the Yakuza and Wah Ching Triads, or any of the other local organized crime gangs, I would probably be fine, assuming I could actually find work.

		I was just starting to feel a calm spread over me as my body relaxed from the alcohol when my thoughts were interrupted by a knock at the door. I sat there shocked for a moment, trying to figure out who would be knocking at such an hour. It was nearly midnight and the weather outside was fit for neither man nor beast, not what one thought of when they normally thought of San Francisco. Warm weather and clear skies or fog were the norm, just not tonight.

		“Come,” I finally said, loud enough to be heard through the door. I slipped my feet off the desk and sat up, sliding my hand under the desk where I had a hand gun concealed. It was late and this was not the nicest part of town; rents were expensive. I couldn’t take any chances.

		The door slid open slowly, the light from the hallway spreading out across the floor. There was a man in the doorway, silhouetted by the light from the hall. Without being able to see his face, I could tell the man was handsome, with broad shoulders and a thin waist. Clearly he worked out.

		“My, you certainly like to work in the dark, Ms. Maddox,” the man said coolly, his voice a deep baritone that I’m sure made some women go wild. The only other light in the room came pouring in the window from the flashing pink neon sign across the street, advertising the best dancing girls in town, three shows a night. “Would you mind if I turned on a light?”

		“No, of course,” I responded back, wanting to see who this man was who would call upon me at such a late hour.

		The man lifted a hand and reached for the light switch by the door. Within moments I found myself blinking rapidly, trying to adjust to the new light level. Once they did, I saw the man standing before me was most definitely as handsome as I had figured, looking like he belonged in a Rolex advertisement or at some ball for visiting dignitaries and the like with his tuxedo and model good looks and hair.

		“My name is Frederick Davis and I am in need of your services, Ms. Maddox. May I sit down?”

		I gestured toward the chair sitting across the desk from me, never taking my eyes off him, watching him, trying to learn as much as I could from him. My hand never left the gun under my desk. I was a quick draw when required.

		“Thank you. I am sure you are wondering why I have come to see you, especially given the late hour. I assure you that I mean you know harm. It’s only that I have a problem that I think you are uniquely capable of solving.”

		I sat there, quiet, for a moment, as I processed the situation before me. This appeared to be exactly what I needed. In a new city, I needed a job to start me out, maybe even a job to make a name for myself with the locals. Already I could tell that Frederick Davis was a wealthy man. This was an opportunity to not only milk him for all I could, but to make an impression upon him that would lead to work from other members in high society.

		“You have my undivided attention,” I said, still with my hand on the gun. I slowly slid the hammer back, wanting to be ready if things went south. “But before you begin, I wonder how you heard of me.”

		“I have friends in city hall, Ms. Maddox. When my problem arose, I inquired about female private investigators. You see, I prefer a woman’s touch when dealing with private matters such as this. And your name was on the top of the list. I hope you understand.”

		I was not sure I followed Mr. Davis, but I was not going to question him about it. I was not going to turn down work. My name was probably on top because I had just filed my business license. If I was going to make a living here, I needed to appear to be on the straight and narrow. That meant looking legit to the local politicians.

		“So what’s the job?” I pressed. It was a bold ploy, but I felt the need to take control. Mr. Davis was clearly used to being in power. He had me at a disadvantage by knowing who I was when I knew nothing but his name and how he had dressed for what appeared to be a night out. Sure, if I had Sherlock Holmes’ level of deductive reasoning, I might know more, but I’m a private investigator, not a consulting detective or whatever bullshit he called it. I needed to make Mr. Davis feel like I felt completely comfortable like this, even if I did not.

		Mr. Davis looked me in the eye before he began to speak, “I have a bit of a mystery on my hands.”

		“Then you have come to the right place,” I interrupted, again trying to show my strength. “Mysteries I can solve.”

		“That is good,” Mr. Davis said, swallowing hard. Was he nervous about something. I began to question my tactics. Had I come on too strong and scared him?

		“It is my wife. Something has been done to her.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“She has been turned into a bimbo.”

		I stared hard at Mr. Davis. This wasn’t Los Angeles, where bimbofication was a growing trend. San Francisco was one of the last places I would have pegged for a bimbo hotbed. San Diego maybe, but here, no. However, none of that really mattered at the moment. Mr. Davis just wanted me to solve his damn mystery and I needed to stay focused on that fact.

		“And this was a recent event?” I asked, wanting to be sure I wasn’t going to be tracking down year old leads.

		“A week ago she was a well respected lawyer. Now she cannot even count the number of amendments to the Constitution, because she does not have enough fingers. It is horrible. Her life is ruined.”

		Now came the hard part. I’m not the most emotional person. Compared to some women, I seem downright cold. Mr. Davis was looking for a sympathetic response. It was time to draw upon my mediocre acting talents and make him think I cared.

		“I’m terribly sorry for what has been done to your wife. Can she not relearn what she is missing?” I knew very little of the processes used by the various bimbofication organizations, but I never could understand how some of these bimbofications were permanent. People could choose their paths in life. Being bimbofied was just a setback.

		“I think you should meet her before making that determination,” Mr. Davis said.

		“She’s here?” I asked, surprised. He had come in by himself so I had assumed he was alone.

		“Snookums,” Mr. Davis shouted over his shoulder and out the door. “Get in here.”

		Mr. Davis turned back to me with a smug look on his face, a look that seemed to say, “You’ll see.” There was a silent pause as we both waited for Mrs. Davis to appear. She had to have been sitting at the other end of the hallway by the elevators.

		Mrs. Davis could be heard before she could be seen. Even with the carpeting of the hallway, the clicking of her heels resonated down the hallway and into my little office. As she approached, another noise became prominent. She was giggling, seemingly uncontrollably.

		The woman stopped and posed in the doorway, turning sideways to highlight her tremendous chest. Watching her, my jaw nearly hit my desk. This shouldn’t have been possible. Everything about her screamed bimbo. Dark skin and hair with a tiny waist, large hips and breasts that could not be natural.

		Matching her husband’s style, Mrs. Davis was wearing a strapless gown that hugged every curve on her body. It was so tight, I thought it might give way if she moved too much. To top it off, she was perched on sky-high heels. Any taller and she would surely fall over. What amazed me, however, was how the sparkling silver of her dress contrasted so nicely with her dark skin and her long hair.

		“Come sit with me,” Mr. Davis said. It sounded more like a command.

		Mrs. Davis said nothing as she sashayed into the room. Her hips swung back and forth as she walked in with mincing steps. She came up behind her husband, rubbing the back of his neck with her breasts. Her dress barely covered the large round mounds on her chest. After a moment of that, she came around and gracefully sat on Mr. Davis’ lap, rather than use the empty chair next to him.

		“As you can see, my wife is a bimbo.”

		“And she wasn’t a week ago?” I asked, still finding the whole thing unbelievable. No one could change this much in a week.

		“I even have a picture,” he said. Mr. Davis reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a photograph. His wife continued to sit there and giggle vapidly. “Snookums, pass this over to Ms. Maddox,” Mr. Davis ordered.

		Dutifully, his wife took the photograph with her well manicured hand and leaned across my desk to hand me the picture. I took the picture, being careful not to let my stare get lost in the expansive cleavage before me. When she sat back up, I realized her ass never left her husband’s lap. She was publicly grinding her ass into his crotch.

		That thought was enough to shock me out of watching the scene before me and actually look at the picture in my hand. It took a moment, but I could see a few features in common between the woman in the photograph and the one sitting before me. It was the face that did it. It had barely changed, even though everything else about the woman had. The hardest thing to believe, however, was how the woman in the picture was clutching what looked to be a set of law books. Maybe she had been a lawyer.

		“This was taken last week?” I asked, still not believing this was possible.

		“Last month actually,” Mr. Davis answered. “She was bringing home some books to do some reading for a case she was working on. You would not know she was a lawyer by looking at her now.”

		“This is certainly quite a change,” I said, not knowing how to respond to the situation. I had met my fair share of bimbos over the years. They had a tendency to end up as wives and girlfriends of the mobsters I once worked for.

		“Please, Ms. Maddox,” he said, almost pleading. “You have to help us. I need to know who did this to my wife.”

		My brain started plugging away at the problem, trying to find a method of discovery. If this weren’t a new town, it would be easy. I would know who I needed to talk to, who I needed to intimidate, who would squeal when the right pressures were applied. But in San Francisco, I was out of my element. I needed to go back to Sleuthing 101. Starting bare bones with the assignment was the only way.

		“I’ll take the case,” I said.

		“I’m relieved to hear that,” Mr. Davis said, his whole body relaxing. I hadn’t even realized he looked tense. Even the way people carry themselves here is different. “I don’t care the cost. I just want to find out who did this to my wife.”

		I loved hearing potential clients say that. I tried to hide the dollar signs in my eyes. I was already adjusting my pay scale in my head to use Mr. Davis and his wife’s “problem” to get back on my feet. This could be the perfect job to get my feet wet in a new city.

		“Since you brought it up, it’s five hundred per day, plus expenses.”

		“Whatever it takes,” Mr. Davis said, not batting an eye at my price quote. I was kicking myself for not starting higher. I thought he was going to haggle with me.

		“And to start with, I need to ask whether your wife kept a planner. It would make my job easier if I knew what she was doing in the days leading up to her, um, transformation.”

		“Yes, of course,” Mr. Davis said. “Anything you need. I can have it sent by courier first thing in the morning. Anything else?”

		“I also need to know a little bit about you. Any business dealings I should know about? Or any strange occurrences in the weeks leading up to the incident?”

		“Nothing that comes to mind,” Mr. Davis started. “But wait, I’ve been contacted by a company called Triple B. They are a cosmetics company out of Los Angeles. Their hope is to make an expansion into the Bay Area. I have been asked to spearhead their initiative.”

		My mind was already turning with various possibilities. My first thought was some sort of revenge plot by another cosmetics company, trying to keep Triple B from expanding. Bimbofying Mrs. Davis sent obvious signals. However, I was sure the matter would turn out to be more complex. But first there was the matter of the payment to iron out.

		“I require three days payment up front. I’ll bill you for the rest.” I might as well get Mr. Davis to help me pay my bills in the short term. A girl’s got to eat.

		“Will you take a check?”

		“Yes. Just make it out to Amber Maddox.”

		“Snookums, stand up please,” Mr. Davis said. “I need to write the nice lady a check.”

		Mrs. Davis stood up and giggled. I didn’t think she had actually said anything since she came in. She just giggled. It was hard to believe this woman was ever a lawyer.

		Several moments later, Mr. Davis was handing me a check for $1500. It was too late to cash it now, but I could in the morning. As long as it cleared, I would get straight to work. If not, no skin off my back. I just wouldn’t do the job.

		“I look forward to doing business with you Ms. Maddox,” Mr. Davis said as he stood up and reached across the desk to shake my hand. I stood up and met him. He had a firm, almost possessive, grip.

		“Same,” I said with a little bit of a grimace. He was hurting my hand, but I didn’t want to show any weakness to my new client.

		And then he was gone, leaving swiftly. His wife, however, took her time as she sashayed out of my office and down the hall, giggling all the while. I just shook my head at the idea that she had ever been a lawyer. But all that could wait until the morning. I waited a moment to finish off my glass of gin before I locked up and went home for the night. The rain had stopped, making the walk home slightly more bearable.

		It was just after 10:00 the next morning when I finally made it to my office. My dreams were plagued by visions of Mrs. Davis and her incessant giggling. The sound echoed in my ears all night.

		As I was unlocking the door, $1500 in cash in my pocket, I accidentally kicked something. I looked down to see a brown paper wrapped package. I picked it up suspiciously. I hadn’t ordered anything. And then the memories of last night, of asking for her planner, of Mr. Davis saying he would have it delivered first thing, flashed through my mind. I remembered.

		With renewed vigor, I pushed into my office and quickly tore off the paper. Inside was Mrs. Davis’ day planner. I flipped through it, looking for the last few entries. I could only hope I could find a clue there.

		It looked like I imagined it would. Or at least it looked like a lawyer’s planner if that lawyer worked in New Jersey. I could only assume it was the same here, but I wasn’t positive of that fact. But at least that gave me a starting point. I was looking for something that stood out.

		Mrs. Davis had clearly been an organized woman. I held her whole life in my hands. That is, until she became a bimbo. Each day was checked off. That is, each day was checked off until last week. The plans were still all there, but there wasn’t a check mark next to the day. That was my window. That last day wasn’t completed as the Mrs. Davis I saw in the photograph. That had to be the day she was bimbofied.

		I was still coming to terms with the fact a woman could be bimbofied, especially in such a short amount of time, but I wasn’t going to argue about it. At five hundred dollars a day, I didn’t care how long it took, or that it happened at all. I just needed to figure out who it was. And with such an organized description of Mrs. Davis’ life, I figured I had a good chance of working it out.

		An hour later, I was wandering through the warehouse district near the Islais Creek Channel. To say the least, this was my first time in the neighborhood, although I was sure it wouldn’t be my last. Private investigators and warehouses seem to go hand in hand. I was getting my first chance to get the lay of the land.

		Everything for Mrs. Davis’ last day seemed perfectly lawyerly until an appointment at some address just off 3rd Street. It seemed a rather large deviation from her normal routine, so I decided to start there. If it came up a dud, I could always go back and follow her entire last day, talking to everyone she met with, but that was a drag and a lot more work than I wanted to do. Not that I was looking to solve the case in one day. But having an idea of what happened and actually confirming it were two different things. Thankfully, the latter takes much longer and gets me paid more.

		It took an hour of wandering around until I found the place. My phone died. It had both my GPS directions and my only map of the area. At least the rain seemed to be holding off. Although it looked like it could start pouring at any moment. The clouds were imposing as they hung dark and low over the city. I flipped the collar up on my coat just in case.

		I eventually found the place. It had a brick facade on the front. Other than the large numbers above the door, there were no other markings as to what this place was. But the street number matched the address in the planner.

		The front door was locked. I checked my watch. It was just past noon. If the front office was actually open, the staff might just be out for lunch. I still had some time until I figured they might be back. That gave me the opportunity to do some snooping. The area was quiet, giving me the confidence to explore a little more thoroughly.

		The building was next to a dark and narrow alley. It looked like only the occasional garbage truck traveled down it. As I turned into the alley, the first thing I noticed was how the brick wall had been replaced by a corrugated metal one. The brick was just for show.

		There were windows, but all of them were high up on the wall. Great for ambient lighting, but bad for letting me peer inside. I needed to see what was inside this place. If this had been where Mrs. Davis had been bimbofied, my heavy duty work was done. All I would need to do was check the public records about this building and maybe make a few phone calls. There was no risk of getting caught in a downpour at that point.

		Looking down toward the end of the building, I noticed a light sticking from the wall at a height that would indicate it might be over a door. I quickly moved down the alley, trying my hardest not to let my shoes make a sound on the rough pavement. I doubted this door would be open if the front door was not, but if I felt the need, I could always try out my breaking and entering skills. I hadn’t used those in a while.

		At the end of the building, just below the light I first spotted, there was a door. It was your usual nondescript gray door. It had a window, but it was covered from the inside with newspaper. How annoying. I just wanted a peak inside to see if there was something nefarious going on. Even if there was, I had no interest in blowing the whistle. Not that I could stop Mr. Davis from ratting them out, but it wouldn’t come from me.

		I tried the handle, hoping someone might have left it unlocked. The knob turned, but the door only moved a fraction when I pushed on it. The door should have opened. Then I looked up. Somehow I had missed the padlock holding the door shut.

		I couldn’t help but smile. Of all the locks they could have put on the door, they chose the easiest one to pick. Even better, it looked like one of the Chinese knockoffs. I slipped a leather pouch out of my back pocket and pulled out two small metal tools. Within moments, the lock had been picked and the door was open.

		I carefully slipped inside, opening the door only as much as it took to slide in. If there were security cameras, I didn’t want a long line of light from the open door to make it obvious what was happening. I needed to stay in the shadows. Light, while more illuminating, was my enemy.

		I skirted along the edge of a wide room with a tall ceiling, filled with equipment I couldn’t begin to place. It was clearly one large room with the office space at the front of the building. Whatever happened here either happened in the offices or required this equipment.

		It took about ten minutes, but I was able to make a full circle of the warehouse. With the only light coming in through what turned out to be very dirty windows, I could neither make heads nor tails of what I was looking at. Anything with words on it was far too technical for me to work out the meanings. My only option left was to check out the office spaces.

		The door between the front offices and the warehouse was unlocked. The walls inside were painted white, brightening the rooms, despite the scant light making it inside. The carpet was new, nice and soft. Walking on it, I wasn’t worried about people hearing my footsteps. Although the place was dead. It seemed everybody was out to lunch. Or they were closed for the day.

		I started with the front desk. Secretaries are always overlooked as purveyors of information. They are trusted with almost everything. Therefore, their desks were always the first places I checked on capers like this. They were also great to talk to for information purposes. So many of them were overlooked by their bosses. Just being nice to them usually got them talking.

		I sat down and started peering around the front desk. If at all possible, I didn’t want to make my presence known. That meant trying to leave everything as I found it. However, those thoughts quickly went out the window when I came across a hard copy of the schedule. If I could use that to link Mrs. Davis to someone or some company, I would have the lead I needed to continue my investigation.

		There was a piece of paper sticking out of the leather bound schedule. I opened it, using the paper like a bookmark. It was the current week. I turned the page back. Each day had a woman’s name listed. And sitting right at the top was Shaneequa Davis. Underneath her name read, “Snookums.” I had thought it odd how Mr. Davis kept calling his wife by a pet name. I wondered if that was a new name she was given. Clearly, this was where it had happened.

		I pulled out the piece of paper and started copying down all the names I found. Mrs. Davis was the first woman listed in the book, but she was not the last. I made sure to copy down not only their real names, but their new names as well. I would need to track all of these women down.

		It wasn’t until I had returned everything to where I found it when I realized what the last name I wrote down was. Even then, I stared at the name on my paper for at least a minute, trying to work out what was going on.

		“Amber Maddox,” I read out loud. It was me. Then below that was the name “Ember” with a question mark after it. Was I next on the list? Was I the next woman to be bimbofied? It was too much.

		

	
		Without worrying about anything but getting out of there, I bolted for the door. I only knew one way out that wasn’t locked and that was through the back door. I raced out into the warehouse, nearly slamming into several of the machines. I struggled to control my momentum as I weaved around the large equipment.

		The door slammed behind me and I could feel the cool air on my face. I was out. Covering my tracks, I reached up and locked the padlock again. There was no reason for anyone to know I had been there. I casually left the alley, taking my time as I walked away from my crime, not wanting to draw attention to myself.

		As I passed the front door, I glanced inside. There was a light on. My breath caught in my throat. Had I left a light on? I was pretty sure I hadn’t, preferring the dark so as not to arouse suspicion. That meant I had just missed getting caught. I lucked out.

		As soon as I was out of sight of the bricked front of the warehouse, I picked up my pace, no longer caring if someone saw me. I needed to get out of there. Of course, with my luck, right then, the skies opened up with a torrential downpour. Even with my jacket collar turned up, I was soaked within minutes.

		I stopped off to change at home before I made my way across town to the public records office. I had questions that needed answers. Somehow I was being targeted, which meant I needed to watch my back. But now that I knew where the bimbofications were happening, I was in a position to find out who was behind it.

		Rather than risk myself in the rain again, I took a cab. The piece of paper with the names barely survived my trip home, although I could no longer read the names. I had left it drying on the edge of the bath tub, hoping the paper would dry out and somehow reconstitute itself into a piece of paper with legible writing on it. I had my doubts, but there was still hope.

		Still, even with the paper ruined, I had confirmed to myself the warehouse was where it all happened. Now I just needed to go about looking them up. And it was time for me to ingratiate myself with the clerks of the county office. The best information comes free. So many private investigators get caught up in expenses and trying to physically track people. A little free information made the job much easier.

		The drive in the taxi left me feeling tired and groggy. The heater on full blast didn’t help much either, nor the fact I had come down off the adrenaline high from the warehouse. If I hadn’t finally gotten a case, I would have much rather be curled up under a blanket on my couch, binge watching old television shows.

		And traffic was a nightmare. The driver mentioned something about a protest at Union Square causing problems. I nodded to show my understanding, but I could already feel my eyelids begging for a rest. The fact Union Square was not on the way to the San Francisco County offices did not register with me. I was too sleepy to catch it.

		At some point my eyes closed as I fell asleep.

		I awoke with a violent shake. Two pairs of hands held me by my upper arms, pulling me out of the cab.

		“What’s going on?” I slurred. I was still groggy and my mind had yet to fully reboot. Had I been drugged? I couldn’t be sure.

		“You can be quite the irritant, Ms. Maddox,” came a man’s voice. My vision was too blurry to make out who was speaking, but I was pretty sure the speaker was not one of the men holding me.

		“Let me go,” I tried to scream, but it didn’t come out very loud. It didn’t help that we were moving, the men practically carrying me away from the car.

		“You showed up at just the wrong time before,” the man continued. “None of this would have been necessary if you had arrived while my employee was not out to lunch. Not that she should have been out to lunch at all. Trust me, she will be punished for her mistake. But you probably do not care about that. You are too worried about yourself at the moment. Your worry is apt, but I think you will eventually find it misplaced.”

		I struggled to follow what the man was telling me. The more I thought about it, the more I figured I had to have been drugged. Nothing else would explain why my eyes weren’t working right.

		However, while my vision remained blurry, my other senses were beginning to assert themselves. I could sense that I had been carried indoors. The air was less humid and the footsteps, now that I could hear them, were softer.

		A moment after I realized I was inside, the two men dropped me into a chair. I landed with a thud.

		“Ouch,” I yelped.

		“If you don’t struggle, we’ll let you go.” The voice was different, deeper, less distinguished. I guessed it came from the man holding my right arm.

		“Fine,” I said, not wanting to draw their ire. While the two men had used their strength to immobilize me and carry me from the taxi inside, I doubted they had used everything up on me. They felt much bigger and stronger than I could ever be.

		I folded my arms across my chest and sat there, waiting. However, it seemed nothing happened. There was silence. But as I sat there, the room slowly came into focus. I glanced around, looking for my purse, but it didn’t seem to have made the trip inside with me. Too bad. Both my gun and taser were inside it.

		“Back here again,” I said as soon as I could make out the man who sat across from me. I had been brought back to the warehouse. Sitting at the same desk where I had copied down the women’s names earlier was the man I assumed had been speaking to me. He was completely nondescript, average in almost every way. I had no doubt I would begin to forget exactly what he looked like as soon as I turned away. All I knew was he had an elegant way of speaking and he was wearing a nice suit.

		“Like I said before, you came at a bad time, but I was glad to see you took the bait. It is always easier when they come on their own. But now that you are here, we can begin.”

		“Why is my name on that list?” I demanded. Whatever they had gassed me with seemed to have worked its way out of my system. I felt like myself. And if it weren’t for the two goons who had carried me from the cab standing nearby, I would have made a run for it.

		“You will understand everything in due time,” the man answered. “But at this point, suffice it to say, your past has finally caught up with you. Your former employers were not happy to discover your betrayal. They are the reason you are on that list.”

		I wanted to say something witty in return, but I couldn’t think of anything good. All I wanted to do was beg for my release, but I doubted that would go over well. If I went missing, no one would ever notice. I was too new to the city.

		“A smart woman, keeping your mouth shut,” the man commented. “Hopefully that will mean you take to the process well.”

		I gulped. “The process?”

		“The bimbofication process, of course. When you leave here later, you will be a whole new woman. It will be fantastic. Are you ready to get started?”

		“No,” I said, trying to remain defiant, but struggling to do so. My mind was still reeling over how the mob bosses back in Jersey had chased me down on the other side of the country. And to do it with a bimbofication company made it all the worse. They weren’t just taking away my life, they were taking away my soul.

		“I am afraid this is one instance where you do not really have a choice. It is time for the fun part of your visit. I always enjoy putting women through the process.”

		The two men returned to my side and once again grabbed my by the arms, just below my shoulders. They pulled me to my feet. However, this time, they let me stay on my feet rather than pick me up as they had when they brought me inside. They guided me back into the warehouse.

		Before, the lights had been off, leaving the entire space in dark and shadow, the only lights coming in through the high grimy windows. The overhead lights gave such illumination, I had to keep my gaze directed toward the floor.

		“The first step is what I like to call the Heating Chamber. You will understand more once we are finished. Gentleman, if you will place Ms. Maddox inside, please.”

		The two men guided me toward a machine that looked a lot like a photo booth, although the outside was made entirely of shiny stainless steel. Rather than a curtain for a door, it too was solid metal. The man on my right pulled one hand away from my arm and opened the door.

		I didn’t try to struggle. There was no point. If this encounter had happened at a big party, like it always seemed to in the movies, I figured I would have had a chance. But here, alone, against one sadistic businessman and his two goons, I was stuck.

		“Inside,” one of the goons said before I was pushed roughly from behind. I was sent almost tripping into the small booth. The door closed behind me.

		The moment the lock on the door clicked, a warm red light turned on above me. It was a small space. Barely tall enough for me to stand. Thankfully, there was a bench seat so I would not have to stand the whole time. Who knew how long this first stage would take or what would happen to me.

		Time had little meaning as I sat there, waiting for something to happen. Other than the red light coming from the ceiling of the booth, nothing happened. Not even the noise of machinery.

		However, as I sat there, I started getting hot. But it wasn’t just the temperature in the booth that was rising. My arousal was too. A heat built up inside of me, centered around my pussy, but expanding throughout my body.

		I bit my lip as I ground my thighs together, trying to ignore how much I desperately wanted to slide my hands inside my pants to find some relief. Under normal circumstances, if I knew I was alone, I wouldn’t have had a problem with that. But I was sure they were watching me. That man—I could barely describe him now—was probably watching me on a video monitor, a self satisfied grin on his face as I attempted to fight my growing arousal.

		Perspiration broke out across my forehead as I continued to fight against my body. They were doing something to me, but I couldn’t figure out what. And it was getting hard to think, because I was so damn horny.

		After a while my bra straps started to hurt. “Are my breasts bigger?” I asked myself, looking down. I couldn’t be sure. It had been a while since I last wore this particular blouse. Looking carefully, the buttons looked a little strained, but it could have just shrunk in the wash. That or the stress of moving had led me to gain a few pounds. I didn’t track those kinds of things very often.

		It didn’t take long for my attempts to ignore my arousal from failing. I managed to avoid pulling my pants down to give access to my most personal place, but the tightness of my pants gave me another reason to want to. However, the spreading arousal in my body left me on fire. My breasts in particular demanded my attention. It was so easy to reach up and squeeze them through my blouse.

		But worse was my mouth. Suddenly I had the desire to suck on something. I needed something between my lips. I kept biting them and licking them, trying to cool myself down and hold back, but it was becoming too much.

		“No,” I told myself, summoning one last moment of defiance. I took my hands and sat on them. It was the best I could do to prevent going any further. If I wasn’t careful, I would find myself stripping my clothes off. I was a grown woman and I could stop myself from succumbing to my body’s desires.

		Even with my hands underneath me, I couldn’t keep myself from squirming. My whole body had caught fire. I didn’t know arousal could be used as a torture device, but it sure felt like it.

		Just before I legitimately began to wonder if I would go crazy, the door to the booth opened. The man stood there, looking down at me with surprise.

		“You are still dressed,” he commented. “That is a first. Clearly you are much stronger than I had anticipated. But now we will see the results.”

		The goons returned, pulling me out of machine. I struggled against their hands, but that only seemed to make my arousal even worse.

		“Stick a finger in her mouth,” the man ordered.

		The man on my left brought his hand up to my face. I wanted to bite him, make him hurt for what he had done to me. But the moment his finger slipped past my lips, I found my will to fight leave me. I stood there, placid, quietly suckling on the goon’s finger.

		“That is better,” the man said. “You can begin disrobing her now. I do not think she will be causing us any more problems from here on out.”

		With me sucking on the goon’s finger, I no longer needed both men to hold me. I simply stood there, unwilling to move. All my adrenaline had been washed away, replaced by pure pleasure. I sank back against the goon with his finger in my mouth, letting him hold my weight. All I wanted to do was keep sucking. I had never felt so good.

		“All it takes is a surge in their arousal and they become putty in our hands,” the man commented as the second good began to strip off my clothes.

		As much as being stripped naked should have bothered me, my mind was overwhelmed by the sensations coming from my mouth. I wasn’t just that I liked sucking on the goon’s finger. I needed to. In that moment, it was all I could think about, all I could do.

		I did have a momentary sense of relief when my bra was pulled off. But those feelings were quickly replaced with the pleasure from my lips and mouth.

		Before I knew it, I could feel cold air all over my body, but that did little to dampen my arousal. If anything, the basic knowledge that I was naked only made me even hornier. That, in turn, provided even more pleasure from sucking on the finger in my mouth.

		“Put her in the Converter,” the man said. “Stage two is always my favorite. That is where the real magic happens.”

		I let out a pathetic whining sound as the goon removed his finger from my mouth. I immediately missed the pleasure It only took a moment for my mind to return to me after its onslaught. But by then it was too late. The goons had already picked me up, holding me by my feet and shoulders. I struggled weakly, but I had already lost my will to fight. I much preferred the idea of going back to sucking on the nameless goon’s finger. It felt so good, so right.

		Before I knew it I was lying on some sort of table. I continued to try and struggle, but there was little I could do against the strong men holding me down. The restraints they placed me in made struggle not only pointless, but impossible.

		Once I was fully secure, the man approached. He leaned over me, studying my body. “You are quite attractive on your own, you know. But once you are done with this stage, you will be Ember, another beautiful bimbo for the world to enjoy.”

		He ran his hand down my arm. I shivered in response. His touch was pure pleasure. I didn’t understand how my body could be so turned on. It was as if that red light had permanently amped up my arousal. Was I always going to be this horny? I hoped not.

		“I guess it will not hurt to explain everything at this point. Your former bosses are paying my company to bimbofy you, yes. However, you are also part of the payment for the men who initially helped us set up here in San Francisco. Before you think too hard, we are not Triple B Cosmetics. Our methods are different. Mr. Davis gave you that name to throw you off our trail a little. But like a good private investigator, you did the legwork that brought you to us.”

		The man shifted his attention to my hair, running his fingers through it. That too made me shiver with pleasure. Every touch gave the same response. I hated to imagine what it would be like if he touched my breasts or my pussy. But my arousal turned all my thoughts to sex. My body wanted to feel his touch, especially on my most sensitive areas.

		“In your case,” the man continued, “you will be payment to another private investigator. Vincent Lawry performed some location scouting in advance of our arrival. We thought it fitting that one private investigator would become the payment to another. Now, my initial thoughts were to make you a redhead to match your fiery name, but Mr. Lawry has more classic tastes. Blonde it will be. Do not worry though. That will all come in the third stage. First we must turn you into Ember. Say good-bye to Amber Maddox.”

		I screamed out, but it didn’t matter. This was my end. I would soon be Ember the bimbo.

		The device I had been strapped down to began to move, making me stop screaming. It was like an MRI machine, but I was sure it had been created with sinister intent. The ceiling of the narrow tube was less than two feet from my face, playing on my claustrophobic tendencies. All I could do was close my eyes and hope for it all to be over soon.

		I heard the hatch on the machine close, locking me inside. A set of bright lights turned on, the light infiltrating my closed eyes. Then the machine began to hum.

		As I laid there, I could feel my body changing. Most noticeably was the weight on my chest. My breasts were growing huge: so big it was almost hard to breathe. I could feel my waist, ass, legs, even my pussy, changing, but I couldn’t figure out what was happening. Not that I would have been able to see over my expanded breasts.

		“Whoa,” I said, my eyes shooting open as a new sensation gripped me. Rather than something in my body, this new feeling, whatever it was, seemed to come from my brain.

		At first it felt like a migraine. The pain was intense. I knew exactly what was happening. My body had been turned into that of a bimbo and now my mind was about to follow.

		You’re going to be such a good girl, said a voice. It cut through the pain, providing me with a small measure of relief.

		“Please,” I begged, but to no avail. The pain continued.

		It’s good to be a dumb slut.

		“No,” I cried out, trying to fight back. But how do you fight against something inside your head?

		Don’t fight it, Ember. Be the dumb bimbo you know you can be.

		The voice continued to echo in my head, telling me to be the bimbo. Trying to block it out only made the pain worse. I would brace myself against the voice, but the pain would become too much. I had to back off to recover. But in that time, the voice continued speaking, breaking through my barriers.

		I wanted to give in. When I didn’t fight the voice, the pain lessened. It seemed so much easier to just let the voice tell me who I was. My sense of self had already been shattered by that red light, my body stuck on permanent arousal. What was I defending?

		An image of a stereotypical bimbo formed in my head. She was hot, she was sexy, she was desired. Who cared if her few brain cells were devoted to sex and looking good. I could see the smile on her face. She was happy. I wanted to be happy too.

		As the pain lessened, it almost became pleasurable. Almost like all my hard thinking and scary thoughts were being scrubbed away, leaving behind only happy feelings. I could feel my lips turn up into a smile.

		When the machine stopped humming, the hatch opened again and the table I was on slid back out. The man in the suit and his two goons were standing over me, looking me up and down. I beamed up at them. I liked being the center of attention.

		“How do you feel, Ember?” the man asked. I could vaguely recall being mad at him, but now, nothing. While he wasn’t anything special, his goons were big muscled hot men.

		“I feel great,” I answered, my voice higher pitched than it had been when I entered the machine. And I did feel great. I couldn’t remember ever feeling better. I glanced down my body and saw my big titties. I was going to have a lot of fun with those. Guys would too.

		The goons removed the restraints and helped me up. They both felt up my boobs, making me giggle. It felt really good.

		“Gentleman, if you would lead our new bimbo to the Finishing Machine, we can give her the final touches. This will turn our busty beauty into a bimbo goddess.”

		I blushed at the man’s compliment. The goons led me to a third machine. This one was a lot like the first one, but it had a big window in it. I happily stood inside. This one didn’t have a place for me to sit. The lights turned on and the machine began to hum as soon as the door closed.

		The man’s face appeared in the window. “You are a bimbo now, Ember,” he started to explain. I looked around trying to figure out where his voice was coming from, because it sounded like it came from behind me. But after a few seconds, I lost interest in trying to figure it out. Being sexy was much more important than being smart.

		“But we want to make you perfect for Mr. Lawry. He has specific tastes he wants you to fulfill and we will use this machine to make sure his tastes are met.”

		“That sounds fun,” I replied, liking the idea of becoming a custom made bimbo for a sexy man.

		“Then let us begin. First stop is your hair. You are beautiful as a brunette, but Mr. Lawry wants you to be a platinum blonde. That is easy enough to change. I will give you some added length and volume as well.”

		Within seconds, my scalp began to tickle. I watched as my hair turned almost white and lengthened down to my waist. I loved it. I imagined all the sexy styles I could put it in. It would be so much fun styling it everyday so I could look pretty and sexy.

		After my hair, the man made lots of other little changes, tightening my waist a little more, giving my titties a little more perk, giving me the perfect cock sucking lips. I loved everything he did to me. I couldn’t wait to meet Mr. Lawry. I just knew he would be happy with me.

		After the final machine, the goons gave me clothes to wear while the man went to greet Mr. Lawry. I couldn’t believe the man of my dreams, if only since I had heard about him, was about to take me home with him. The man explained how I was going to be his slutty secretary. That seemed like the best job for a bimbo like me.

		Seeing Mr. Lawry for the first time made my heart flutter. I jumped into his arms, giving him a big hug and an even bigger kiss. Our kiss lasted for almost a minute before he pushed me back, holding me at arms length so he could look over his new bimbo.

		I hoped the clothes the goons gave me conveyed slutty secretary. I was wearing a white blouse that could not even begin to hide my tits. They barely kept my nipples under wraps. I was barely able to tuck in the bottom of the blouse into the black skirt, which had the notable feature of being so short it barely reached past the swell of my bubbled ass. With a skirt so short, I thought stockings wouldn’t look very classy, so I kept my legs bare.

		However, I think I liked my shoes the best. They were black stilettos with red soles. But the fun part was how tall the heels were. When the goons first gave me them to wear, I was skeptical, thinking my big tits would make me fall over, but somehow between the platform sole and the high heel and the balance of my nice round ass, they were perfect.

		Mr. Lawry, or Vinnie as he wanted me to call him, definitely liked the new me. I guess we met back when I was trying to be a smart lady at some conference thing. I couldn’t remember, but bimbos aren’t known for their memories.

		Vinnie took me home straight away. We weren’t even home before I had fished out his cock and started sucking his cock in the car. I vowed to take care of him anytime his cock got hard. That was one of the things I was good for.

		Later that night, Vinnie took me to bed for the most amazing night of sex ever. I came so many times. I had fun coming up with new ways for him to fuck me. We slept so good that night.

		The next morning Vinnie showed me the ropes at his office. My job as his secretary was to answer the phones, greet clients in the waiting room and fuck Vinnie whenever he wanted to.

		“Ember,” came Vinnie’s voice through the intercom.

		I stuck my tongue out as I tried to think of how to respond. After several seconds, I remembered which button to push. “Hi, Vinnie,” I said excitedly.

		“I need some help with some dictation. Can you come into my office and help me out?”

		“Right away, Vinnie,” I said.

		I stood up and deftly removed my panties from under my skirt. I carefully stored the pink thong in the desk drawer before I walked into Vinnie’s office. His first rule for me was to never wear panties in his office. That’s why I left them in my desk.

		“Um, I don’t know if I’m any good at dictation,” I said as I walked into Vinnie’s office, dressed much like I was when we left the warehouse.

		But then I saw Vinnie sitting there, his pants around his ankles and his cock at full mast. “Oh, you mean dick-tation,” I said with a giggle. “I can do that.”

		I walked around the desk and sat down in Vinnie’s lap, straddling him. I wrapped my arms around the back of his neck and pulled him in for a kiss. We spent several minutes exploring each other’s mouths with our tongues.

		When Vinnie was ready, he pushed my skirt up, bunching it up around my waist. That was my cue to take the next step. With his guidance, I raised my hips and then sank down on his hardness.

		“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as he entered me. I couldn’t believe how good Vinnie’s cock could feel inside me. My hot pussy enveloped him, milking him for everything he had while I developed a steady rhythm bouncing in his lap.

		“Those bimbo guys do great work,” Vinnie breathlessly commented as I fucked myself on his shaft.

		I murmured my agreement, finding it hard to formulate coherent words. It was easier just to lose myself in the moment, a moment of pure bliss serving the most important man in my bimbo world.

		“This is so much better than being some two-bit private investigator, isn’t it?”

		“Fuck yes,” I called out, barely keeping myself from screaming. I couldn’t tell if I was answering Vinnie’s question or just enjoying a great midday tryst. I didn’t really care which. Both were true.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Vinnie announced. His cock was already starting to twitch inside me, telling me he was ready to blow.

		“Do it,” I replied. “I want you to cum in my pussy.”

		And then he did. Vinnie grabbed me by the hips and pushed himself deep inside me as he came. His hot white cum splashing into me sent me over the edge as I came too. Together we were an erotic mess, but neither of us cared.

		It took me several minutes to put myself back together, making myself presentable for the waiting room outside the office. The delay came from me trying to suck Vinnie back up to full hardness. I knelt down to clean him up, but I got a little carried away. I was left wanting, but it was hard to be disappointed by a midday fuck session in the boss’ office.

		Just as I had pulled my panties back on and returned to my seat, the phone rang. “Lawry Investigations,” I said, answering it. “Just one moment, please.”

		I pressed the hold button and returned the receiver to the cradle. I pushed the intercom button. “A Mr. Erickson from Ward B Enterprises on line one.”

		“Thank you, Ember. I’ll get it.”

		I looked down at the phone to see Vinnie had picked up the call. Then I just sat there, enjoying the orgasmic bliss still washing through me. I now had the best job and life ever.
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