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“W e need someone to test this on.” 

That was the consensus among the top researchers at the company. None of them, including Dr. Grant Gales, the medical staff, and the company brass, wanted to try and repeat the lab accident that had turned Dr. Olivia Lodes into a conduit to give and relieve mental intelligence. That was a step too far. But testing the conduit effect seemed far more interesting and important. Olivia had become a scientific and medical marvel and they all wanted to figure out what she could do. 

For her part, Olivia seemed perfectly happy to play sexy lab assistant to her lab partner. Grant kept her busy, sending her to fetch his coffee or to deliver files around the building. And when she was not swaying her sexy ass around the lab, she was often huddled between his legs, using her plump lips for what they were clearly designed for. For Olivia, it was a perfect life for a bimbo. She was dumb and sexy and horny and those facts always seemed to bring a smile to her face. 

Since the accident that had left her a bimbo and Grant a genius, Olivia had completely changed her life. She got rid of her books and most of her old clothes. She had no need for reading and most of her old clothes did not fit anymore. Not that she wanted to wear anything that boring. Olivia’s new style was to wear outfits that were as revealing as possible with the aim to turn men on, especially Grant. He was her hero, after all. 

When the first experiment had been conducted on the nurse in the medical ward, the company brass had been upset. They had not approved human trials. 

However, once they saw the new Nurse Bimbo, wearing her sexy nurse outfit, they changed their tunes. It helped that she spent a whole afternoon with them in the boardroom. Her knees were a little scuffed by the end of the day, but the executives had been convinced. 

But the problem was coming up with trial participants. Everyone knew that this could not be done through official channels. They were operating at a level of ethics that posed a significant problem should word get out about what they were doing. The public relations side would be a disaster. “You’re researching turning women into dumb bimbos.” That would have been the end for all of them. 

Feminist groups would make sure the company never made another cent. 

“And we need to keep it in house.” 

Again, there was consensus. But they still had to find someone, especially a woman, who was willing to, at least temporarily, let their intelligence be removed. 

The plan was to return the woman’s intelligence. And over time, they hoped to test Olivia’s conduit abilities on other people, other genders, giving and taking to various degrees. But for now, they just wanted to better quantify what was happening to those who had their intelligence zapped away and those who had been given a boost. And they fully planned to set everything back to the way it had been with the trial participants. 

“I have a perfect candidate for the male portion of the trial,” one of the executives offered. “His name is Russell. He’s a nice guy, but a bit dumb. He’s in his sixth year of university, but only has sophomore standing.” 

Heads around the room nodded in agreement. They were all aware of Russell. 

He had visited the lab before. He technically owned a sizable portion of stock in the company, although it had been inherited by him, rather than purchased. No one considered him smart enough to become a legitimate business investor. He was perfect to become an intelligence recipient. And he would no doubt be willing, given his past interest in the company. 

That just left the female participant to figure out. And as luck would have it, there was an interruption in the conference room where the plans were being discussed. A knock came at the door before Erica, the intern entered the room pushing a cart with coffee on it. And as soon as she entered the room, every man there had the same idea at the same time. 

“Erica, we have a proposition for you,” Grant said, taking the lead. 

Erica was a special employee. Yes, she was just an intern and she had become a little disillusioned by the fact her first foray into the working world, especially one surrounded by top scientists, had left her as little more than the errand girl for various departments. She wanted to get involved in actual science and that had previously been denied to her. 

“What’s that, Dr. Gales?” Erica asked. Even though she had become disillusioned in her work, she still remained completely professional. She knew a

bad review from her employers could sink her chances when it came time to really apply for jobs. But she had little doubt she was regretting moving across the country for the internship when she could have been doing actual science closer to home. 

“We have a project that could use your help.” 

“You do?” Erica’s eyes lit up with glee. Given how far she had been kept from the various experiments and research projects at the company, she needed little persuasion to get her to agree to do whatever it took to be involved. 

“We have a special mental acuity experiment we are about to conduct and we want you to take part,” Grant explained. “It would be really easy and probably take about a week to complete. For your part, all you would need to do was take some IQ tests. Five of them, actually, one each day for a whole work week.” 

“I can do that,” Erica said excitedly, not caring about the fine print. “I’ll do whatever you need me to do, just as long as it’s not permanent.” 

“It won’t be,” Grant said. “We’ll make sure everything is set back to normal at the end of the week.” 

Erica smiled. “Then I’m in. What do you want me to do?” 

“You’ll report to my lab Monday morning,” Grant answered. “I’m excited to have the opportunity to work with you.” 

Erica preened, knowing this was her big break. Everything was about to get better. She was left thinking the weeks she spent running errands around the building and making coffee for people was not wasted after all. She was about to get her hands dirty for the first time. Unfortunately, she did not entirely understand what she was in for. But it was only going to be temporary. 
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When Erica showed up to work Monday morning, her smile was bigger than when she first arrived for her internship. She was finally actually taking part in the science. For all she knew, her participation could crack the code and make all of humanity better. That was her hope. And all she apparently had to do was take some IQ tests and report various results. And best of all, any adverse effects were supposed to be completely reversible. 

Of course, that smile faded somewhat when she was tased with what felt like signing away her life. The amount of legal documentation she needed to be aware of and sign left her bored and jumpy to get started with the real work. But she was more than smart enough to understand why she needed to sign all of those forms, especially the non-disclosure agreement. Those had gotten a bad rap for overuse, but in instances like this, they were absolutely necessary. 

Russell, on the other hand, swept into the building like he owned the place. Then again, he did own a small fraction of the company. But he did not fully understand how insignificant he really was in the grand scheme of things. He was handsome, maybe even hot, but he lacked the gray matter to be truly impressive. Instead, he had to rely on his inherited wealth, making him flashy, but without any real substance. 

He too was bored as he signed the paperwork. However, unlike Erica, he did not actually read any of it. He simply asked where he needed to sign and that was it. 

He trusted the people around him to make sure he was not getting screwed over. 

At least he was reasonably confident that they were not trying to take his ownership stake away. He had a lawyer handle those sorts of things, someone who probably overcharged for their services, but that money meant they were loyal, seeing him as a gravy train. 

“Welcome to what we’re going to simply refer to as the experiment,” Grant said as he addressed both Russell and Erica. The two young people looked at each other with a certain note of disgust. They were definitely not each other’s type. 

Russell was all about hot and dumb girls and Erica liked a man of substance, which Russell clearly lacked. That was just the way it was. Not that they needed to be friends for all of this to work. 

“We’re going to start with an IQ test to get a baseline for the rest of the week,” 

Grant continued. “After that, we’ll be bringing in my assistant to conduct the next part of the experiment. Any questions?” 

Both participants shook their heads. Grant then set them up with the IQ tests and let them go at it. The fun was only just getting started. 

Erica had no problem with her test. She breezed through it and sat back, satisfied, when she was done. She had taken IQ tests before, although never under these same conditions. They had always been for curiosity’s sake. And just as she expected, her IQ came back as 135. She was smart. She knew that. And she would be a good addition to almost any research team in the country. If this experiment went well, she fully expected to be extended an offer of employment. 

She would not be getting coffee for anyone anymore. 

Russell needed a bit more time to complete his test. He had never taken one before, but he knew he was not the brightest guy around. He would have given up on college entirely, but there were enough hot girls there who did not mind that he was below average and a few years older than them. It was the women and the party atmosphere that kept him enrolled. It also helped that large sums of money had been denoted to the university on his behalf. It kept him from getting kicked out. But it was no surprise when his IQ came back as 93. 

“That’s great for a baseline,” Grant said when he reviewed the results. Due to privacy concerns, neither participant knew what the other’s score was. It was probably for the best regardless of privacy. He did not want their knowledge of each other’s scores to get in the way. And after this, he was not going to tell them their scores. It would remain a mystery for the rest of the week. It was only after everything was done that they would be returned back to this baseline, assuming everything went as planned. 

“What’s next?” Erica asked eagerly. 

“Next, we bring in my assistant, Olivia,” Grant said. 

And at that moment, the lab door opened and in walked a woman that Erica hated to see. She had run into Olivia several times over the past couple weeks. 

She had been disappointed to see such a bimbo working at the company. Not that Erica completely judged Olivia by her appearance, although she looked every bit the bimbo she was. But Erica had also tried to chat with Olivia in the elevator one day and that had not gone well. Olivia was too dumb to understand what

Erica wanted to talk about. 

Russell, on the other hand, got a big smile on his face when he saw Olivia walk in. He made special note of her high heels, completely unprofessional in a lab setting, but definitely appreciated. They made her legs appear much better. He only wished they did not disappear beneath the long white lab coat. He would have loved to see what she had on underneath. Little did he know that Olivia only wore lingerie underneath the lab coat. And even that was scant, a tiny lace thong and a matching pushup bra completed the set. 

“Here’s how it’s going to work,” Grant explained. “Erica, Olivia is going to touch your temples for a specified amount of time, just a few seconds. Then she will do the same thing to Russell, although the time is less important for him. 

Understood?” 

Erica did not really understand what this experiment was supposed to be testing for, but she was not about to argue. Her goal was to get a job offer by Friday when all of this was over. 

Olivia stepped forward and placed her hands just beside Erica’s temples. Grant, holding a stopwatch, told her to start. 

The moment Olivia’s fingers made contact with Erica’s temples, the intern nearly jumped with shock. But it was more than just a static shock. There was a strange sort of pleasure that accompanied it. But before Erica could even begin to analyze the pleasure, Grant told Olivia to stop. 

“Whoa,” Erica said when Olivia pulled away. Her equilibrium was off. She sat there, swaying in her seat slightly. She was not really at risk of falling, but she definitely felt a sense of vertigo. 

Olivia repeated the task with Russell. He felt a similar shock and pleasure, although it was slightly different. After all, Russell was getting the intelligence that had been taken from Erica. It was just that neither of them realized what had happened yet. But they would in time. 

“That’s it for today,” Grant announced. “I’m going to ask you to report to the medical ward for observation for the next hour or so. The staff there will be able to take care of you. Then you’re free to go home. We’ll see you at the same time tomorrow. If all goes to plan, the whole week will be like this, more or less.” 

And that was that. Monday’s experiment was done. But only time would tell what really happened. 

[image: Image 6]

Erica was happy to get a few extra hours off. She was especially appreciative of not needing to spend the rest of her day fetching coffee and running other errands. And from what she understood, she was getting paid for her time off. 

However, Erica had to admit she felt a bit weird. She felt scattered, her mind not working as she was used to it working. She still felt mostly normal, but she had to admit that her interest in intellectual pursuits at the moment had dwindled. 

That meant rather than spend her free time streaming documentaries on her television, she was drawn toward other less informative programming. 

And even that had taken her time to figure out. Erica scanned through all of the saved documentaries she had been meaning to watch, finding that none of them garnered any real interest. She had half a mind to completely delete them from her to be watched list. However, she knew whatever had happened to her would only last the week. By Friday she would be back to normal so she might as well enjoy herself in the meantime, just without any permanent changes. 

It should have been little surprise that Erica ended up binge watching a smart comedy she had heard good things about. She laughed the rest of the day away, something she rarely did. Had there been other people around, her smile would have been infectious. She was having that good of a time. 

Russell, on the other hand, returned to college and actually cracked open a book to study. He did not know why he did that. He almost never studied unless there was a test coming up. And he only did that the day before the test, trying to cram for it as quickly as possible. In his sixth year, one would have assumed he had learned that study method was not going to cut it, but he was generally too interested in partying and hooking up with hot chicks, as he called them, to want to study. 

Today, however, he discovered that he could do both. He spent his afternoon actually learning something for once before he texted Brandi to see if she wanted to hook up. The answer came back quickly with a yes. He was in for a good night. His phone contacts list was full of names like Brandi’s. And each one had a number next to it, between seven and ten. He never bothered to get the numbers of women who were less than a seven in his mind. Brandi was a nine. 

However, it was Erica who started to notice changes when she woke up Tuesday

morning. Her alarm quickly brought her out of sleep, but the moment she sat up in bed, she knew something was different. There was an extra weight, even a bit of jiggle, on her chest. She looked down to see her nightshirt tented a little bit more than she was used to seeing. 

“What the fuck?” Erica cried out as she jumped out of bed, causing her breasts to jiggle even more. She raced across her little studio apartment toward the bathroom to get a proper view of what had happened in the mirror. And what she saw surprised her more than anything the moment she flipped on the light. 

Erica stood there speechless as she stared at her reflection. It was obvious that her breasts were bigger. She did not know how much, but she was relatively certain her bras would not fit anymore. But her lips appeared bigger too, like she had gotten a light dose of lip filler overnight. Not that Erica was the type of person who cared about lip fillers or anything else about her body. She kept herself fit, but that was for the health benefits and not for her appearance. 

Pulling off her nightshirt, it became clear that her breasts were definitely bigger. 

They were perkier too, which was not necessarily a bad thing. At least they were not sagging on her body. That would have been more annoying than anything, since she could probably only fit into her sports bras at the moment. 

“Not my butt too,” Erica complained as she tried to see her butt had grown a little overnight as well. It was a strange sensation, seeing her body suddenly change overnight. Her only hope was that these physical changes to her body were indeed temporary and that she could be returned to normal at the end of the week. 

Unfortunately, Erica did not have time to dawdle. She needed to get ready for work. She needed to report to Grant’s lab to take another IQ test. And then she needed to let that bimbo touch her head again. The whole thing was weird, but Erica was more determined than ever to see this through, knowing that her future with the company was almost guaranteed at that point. 

When Erica showed up at work that morning, she did so wearing her normal clothes, although her usual plain bra had been replaced with a sports bra that was left straining over her larger chest. Her pants were tighter across the butt too. But over all, she did not change up her appearance at all. However, she did immediately tell Grant all about what she had experienced, the changes her body

had undergone. 

“Yes, that was always a possibility,” Grant explained. “But I wouldn’t worry about it. This is all temporary.” 

Erica nodded in understanding. As long as Grant was not worried about the changes to her body, she was not going to worry about it either. She happily started on her next IQ test, somewhat bothered by the fact she would not be getting these results. 

Russell walked in a minute late, but that did not seem to be a problem. He looked like his usual self, but he had a new confidence about him that had been lacking before. He did not need to rely on style and money to be impressive, although he still had both of those things, just slightly less bold. He looked at Erica and began to wonder if his initial assessment of her being a four was wrong. She looked more like a five or even a six. She was not fuckable to him, but she clearly looked better. 

They both started into their IQ tests with Erica still finishing first, but the gap between them was less this time. Erica struggled just a little more and Russell found it just a little bit easier. And those experiences were confirmed with their scores. Grant looked over both to see that Erica had lost 15 IQ points from her previous test. She now stood at 120. That was still well above average, but a noticeable drop. Russell, however, had an increase of 14 points, putting him at 107. That was a significant improvement, considering where he started. 

However, Grant could not help but notice that Russell did not get the same sized boost as Erica had lost. One IQ point was not a lot and there was always a margin of error, but it got him wondering with his own juiced intellect. Might the laws of thermodynamics come into play here? Was there loss of intelligence in the transfer process? More tests would be needed, but for the moment, they needed to continue with this trial. 

When Olivia walked into the lab, she wore her lab coat open to reveal an unprofessional amount of cleavage. Russell’s eyes went straight toward her tits, locking onto them like the virile male that he was. But even Erica had to admit that Olivia had nice tits. There was a part of her that wondered if she would ever be that big. But knowing that such desires were wrong, Erica managed to shake those thoughts away, preparing herself for this next part of the experiment. 

When Olivia placed her hands on Erica’s temples, she once again felt the pleasurable shock. And this time it was even more clear that her mind was slowing. Thoughts disappeared, never to return again. At least they would not return in the same form again until the whole process was reversed. But the whole experience left Erica smiling. It did feel good to have a quieter mind. And as soon as Olivia let go, Erica found herself thinking that she liked that her mind was quieter. It felt better that way. 

Russell’s shock was equally as pleasurable, but where Erica had lost many of her thoughts, Russell gained thoughts. His synapses started firing at a faster rate, making connections that had never been possible before. Regardless of what the numbers now said, he was more intelligent than Erica. And their brains would prove it soon enough. 

The pair were sent home for the rest of the day after spending a few hours in the medical ward again. They both felt good, although very different from how they had when they showed up at the start of the experiment. 
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Once home, Erica decided she did not want to sit around her little apartment all evening. She wanted to go out. She wanted to be entertained. She put on some nice clothes, or at least what she considered nice. Erica was not exactly a beacon of fashion. But she found a sweater that looked good and she wore a skirt. It was actually longer than she preferred, but it worked. And then she went to a bar. 

Unfortunately, despite Erica’s interest in male conversation, none of it went anywhere. She went home alone and climbed into bed. And even though the evening did not end the way a part of her had hoped it would, she still had a good time, meeting new people and finding that she was far more of an extrovert than she had originally thought she was. Being around people was fun and she was going to need to go shopping for some more stylish clothing soon. 

However, there was a certain amount of relief when Erica woke up the next morning. That was because, along with her newfound desire to be stylish, she discovered that once again, she sported larger breasts. Yes, Erica knew that the size of her breasts did not matter, but she certainly enjoyed the idea of people finding her more attractive. She knew her mind was not at full strength and having a good looking body helped make up for that fact. 

But it was not just the better looking body with larger breasts, a bigger butt, and slightly plumper lips that mattered to her. When Erica walked into her bathroom and caught sight of her upgraded body, she got a little wet. Her own body was turning her on. Her thoughts, such as they were, went back to Olivia and how sexy she had looked with her big tits. Erica clothed her own breasts and imagined them being as big as Olivia’s. That would really be a sight. 

When Erica did make it into work that morning, her outfit was a bit changed from what she had worn previously. First and foremost, she wore shorts. It did not matter that it was not shorts weather. She did it anyway. Her argument with herself was the shorts looked cute and they fit her backside. She was not wearing any panties, due to her bigger butt, so that left a skirt out, at least in her reduced mind. 

Erica also went without a bra. Her sports bra was no longer comfortable with her once again bigger breasts. She had tried, but there was no way she was going to last that way. Besides, they were plenty perky all on their own and the jiggle was

kind of fun. She enjoyed the way her boobs bounced when she walked. The top she wore was also a little different from her normal style, but the button-up blouse did provide a little bit of support for her boobs, although she left several buttons undone to show off her expanded cleavage. 

When Erica bounced into the lab, all eyes were on her. Russell, who had shown up early for once in his life, found himself fixated on his trial partner. His increased intelligence was already paying him dividends, earning high marks on a homework set he did not even know was due. That was not the sort of thing he paid much attention to before. Homework was for squares, or so he had believed. 

Now that he was more capable, he breezed through the assignment and still had time for some extracurricular fun with one of his contacts. 

Grant was all business as he got the pair started with their IQ tests. And as the pair worked, their roles were almost completely reversed from the day before. 

For the first time since the experiment started, Russell finished first. He sat back with a slightly smug look on his face, seeing the test as relatively easy. Sure, he knew he missed a few questions, but they were of a sort that he did not really care about. 

Erica, on the other hand, started sweating about halfway through the test. It was not that it was hard. It was just that she remembered these tests being easier. She knew that her quieted mind had come at a cost. Her inner voice was no longer there to guide her through the test. Now it was just her and it was not going nearly as well. 

That was not to say that Erica was a complete dummy now. When her results came back, she was still able to claim an above average intelligence with an IQ

of 105. It was another 15-point loss, but she had started from such a high level already, she had intelligence to spare. 

And once again, Russell saw a 14-point jump in his score, giving him an IQ of 121. That was higher than where Erica had started her second day. For Grant, he noted how specific the change was, making it likely that the amount of IQ loss for Erica was directly related to the time Olivia made contact. And once again, there seemed to be some intelligence loss along the way, Olivia being an imperfect conduit. Not that Grant was concerned. He saw her as a perfect bimbo, so all was otherwise right with the world in his eyes. 

But since the IQ test was complete, it was time to bring in the aforementioned Olivia. When she walked into the lab for the third day, Erica could not help but drink in her whole form. She still wore a white lab coat, but she let it dangle off the back of her shoulders, leaving the tops of her arms bare. Her tight top both showed off her impressive cleavage and it left a swath of her midriff bare. That was accompanied by a tight skirt that was far too short to be professional. Then again, with heels as high as she wore, people might think she was a different kind of professional. 

Given the past pleasure Erica experienced from this part of the experiment, she actually looked forward to the short moment when Olivia touched her temples. 

And this time was just like before. Grant kept a stopwatch on them and made sure contact was broken at just the right moment to remain consistent with the rest of the experiment. Just as before, Erica could feel her mind slow down and empty of thoughts. Only this time it felt more severe, as if she was going past a line her mind had never imagined before. 

When Olivia removed her hands, Erica looked up into Olivia’s face and giggled. 

“That feels good,” she said, the filter that kept her thoughts from being voiced now largely gone. 

Olivia giggled right back. “I know, right? So good. And I bet it’ll get totally better.” 

Erica did not know what to make of that, but she giggled again for good measure, a smile on her face. She certainly felt good, even if there was not much happening in her head. But that itself felt good. It was freeing not to have to think. Her internal voice was almost completely silenced now. She just existed, without thoughts or serious feelings bringing her down. She felt light and happy like she never had before. 

Russell got another boost when Olivia transferred Erica’s intelligence over. He smiled, enjoying the sensations, as well as the added brain power. The world made so much more sense to him now. And his school work actually felt boring to him now. What had once been a struggle now was easier than ever. He was going to have to petition the dean to let him transfer into harder classes. He was certain he could handle the increased workload that would create. That was assuming he got to keep all of this newfound intelligence. 

“You two can go hang out in the medical ward for the next hour,” Grant said. 

“We’re past the halfway point now.” 

Russell led the way to the medical ward even though Erica was more familiar with where they were going. However, Erica was feeling less sure of herself now. It was easier to follow such an attractive and clearly smart man. After all, he had a bunch of her old intelligence. He better be smart that way. 

However, once the doctor got them both settled, it was Erica who made her move. She was still feeling horny from seeing her reflection in the mirror that morning and losing additional brain cells to the experiment had only served to heighten her arousal. She never knew being dumb could feel this good. 

Erica licked her lips as she stepped up to Russell. He was scrolling through his phone, diving down a blackhole of Wikipedia articles. They were not as in-depth as he might have preferred, but they did provide him with decent basic knowledge to help catch up for the many years of below average intelligence. 

When Russell looked up, he was faced with the fact that Erica was definitely at least a seven now. She had grown into the fuckable category and even though he was smarter now, Russell remained a playboy at heart. 

“You’re looking hot, Erica. I bet there’s something I can give you.” 

Erica nodded her head as she let her gaze trickle down from Russell’s face, across what was probably a chiseled chest, to the bulge between his legs. 

“I thought you might like that,” Russell said as he reached down and unbuckled his pants. The moment his cock sprang into view, Erica was forced to do a double take. She had never seen such a big cock before. However, there was no doubt that she wanted it. Her mouth watered at the mere idea of taking his hard shaft into her mouth, pressing it into the back of her throat. 

“Go ahead,” Russell said, encouraging her to do what she wanted. 

Erica did not need telling twice. She dove down, taking him into her mouth. She had never given a blowjob before, but she nonetheless seemed talented. She bobbed her head up and down on his shaft, taking as much of him into her as she could. Her plump lips served their purpose perfectly, enhancing his pleasure all the way. 

Not that Russell paid complete attention to the slut that now sat between his legs, pleasuring his member. He continued to scroll through Wikipedia, expanding his mind as Erica expanded her world with new sensations. There was a part of her that was bothered by his lack of attention, but she managed to counter that thought with the knowledge that he was smarter than her and he knew what was best. If he wanted her to stop, he would tell her to stop. It was as simple as that. 

In fact, Russell did not want Erica to stop her blowjob. He very much enjoyed her ministrations with his cock. He enjoyed her work so much, he was close to cumming in record time. The combination of gaining knowledge and getting sexual pleasure was more than he could handle. 

“I’m going to cum,” Russell announced. He felt Erica deserved to at least expect his cock to shoot off soon, just in case she did not want to swallow. 

However, Erica had no plans to change anything up. And she was quickly rewarded with a mouth full of cum. She sucked it down as fast as she could, making room for the next squirt. And the only question she was left asking herself as the moment came to an end was why she had never done this before. 

Cum was delicious and sucking cock made her feel so sexy. Clearly she had been missing out. Little did they realize, they both had been missing out, but there was still room to have even more fun. 
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When Erica arrived home following giving Russell a blowjob, she was so horny, she only managed to turn on the television before her hands forced their way into her shorts and started playing with her pussy. She did not really pay attention to the screen in front of her, but she managed to find herself watching various soap operas and reality shows with hot guys. It was those hot men she imagined were fucking her as she spent the rest of her day, well into the evening, cumming over and over again. She had never felt so good before. 

Erica woke up the next morning giggling. She just could not help it. There was nothing particularly funny, but it felt natural. And Erica was all about doing what felt natural to her now. And her first thoughts of the day revolved around using her fingers to get a nice little orgasm before she climbed out of bed. She did not even notice that she had gone to bed in the nude, nor that her breasts had again grown as she kneaded them with her free hand. 

It was only when Erica finally staggered into the bathroom of her little studio apartment and spotted her reflection in the mirror that she even realized anything had changed. She went on to spend the next half hour staring at her reflection, turning this way and that to get a better view of her sexy body. Some of that time was also spent making faces in the mirror, enjoying how her still more plump lips looked. By now, her lips looked enhanced, making it more clear than ever that their best use was sucking cock. 

Erica was almost an hour late arriving at work that morning. After wasting time in front of the mirror, she had the hardest time figuring out what to wear. Her clothing choices were limited, both by her expanded assets and by her desire to appear sexy. Without so many thoughts flitting through her brain and without the filter that normally kept the sexier side of her thoughts at bay, there was nothing to stop Erica from going overboard on looking sexy and slutty. 

Her top was a white blouse she had previously worn to work, but rather than even trying to button it up, she simply took the ends and tied it off below her now substantial bust. That meant her boobs bounced and jiggled a lot while she walked, but that just helped attract the male gaze to her chest, which Erica definitely enjoyed. She never knew making men aroused could be so much fun and feel so good. 

It had been hard to find something to fit her expanded backside. Erica was pushing into bubble butt territory and that meant she needed something that could contain its new largesse. What few skirts she had that fit her were too long and drab. Erica had no interest in wearing boring clothes. They might as well not have fit her. She was all about showing off her legs in something short and preferably tight. Eventually, Erica found something that would work. It was a petticoat that she had worn for a Halloween costume once in college. She did not even know she still had it or that she had brought it on her cross country move, but she was glad she did. 

Finally, Erica wore the tallest pair of heels she owned. Actually, they were the only pair of heels she owned. They had been part of her interview suit outfit. The rest of the outfit was in the do not wear category now, but the heels were still functional, even if they did not exactly match her outfit. But sometimes wearing three mismatching items could actually work and in this case, her outfit at least got the point across that she was a sexpot without too many thoughts in her brain. 

“Welcome, Erica,” Grant said. No one seemed to mind that she was late. 

Erica smiled and giggled as she walked past Grant. Then she turned toward Russell and licked her lips. Russell, who looked better than ever noticeably shifted in his seat, clearly making room for his straining cock in his pants. 

Her mind returned to the blowjob she had given him the day before. It had been good. And even though he had hooked up with another girl last night, Erica’s bold sexiness was definitely welcomed in his eyes. He wished all women would dress like that and be willing sex objects. And it helped that Erica had another growth spurt. She was looking sexier every day. She was either an eight or nine now in his eyes. 

“Since everyone is here now, we can get started,” Grant continued. “You may begin your IQ tests.” 

Russell breezed through his test, but Erica really struggled this time. And both of those facts played out when Grant looked at their scores. Russell earned a score of 135 points. That was where Erica had started when the experiment began. It was also another 14-point bump. The consistency was good to see. Of course, if Russell’s IQ increased by 14 points, then that should have meant Erica’s

decreased by another 15 points, factoring in the loss in the transfer process. 

And that was exactly what happened. Grant’s ability to predict the results made it clear that everything was working as it should have. Erica’s new IQ registered at 90 points. That was a 45-point loss since the start of the week. She was by no means dumb, but she was definitely below average now in intelligence. It also meant there was not much more room for her to drop before her intelligence would put her in the realm of disability. 

“Olivia, we’re ready for you,” Grant called out. 

Giggles erupted in the room as soon as Olivia walked in. At first it was just Olivia giggling, but Erica quickly joined in. 

“Ooh, you’re looking so sexy,” Olivia commented as she stepped up to Erica. 

“Ready to get even sexier?” 

Erica nodded her head excitedly. She never before had equated being dumber with being sexier, but now she understood. Even if she could not stay this way permanently, she was learning a valuable lesson. 

Or at least she would have learned it had that lesson not been completely erased from her mind the moment Olivia touched Erica’s temples. Grant kept a close eye on the stop watch as another pulse of dumbing pleasure shot through Erica’s mind. But it more than just felt good. There was a sexual component to it as well. Erica’s arousal spiked, almost driving her to orgasm right there in front of everyone. 

Almost. 

Erica’s eyes completely glazed over just as Olivia pulled her hands away. She giggled and smiled vapidly, her thoughts barely registering as electrical impulses in her brain. Erica had been bimbofied through and through. The once intelligent woman was gone. In her place was a sexy bimbo who wanted nothing more than to suck cock and even get fucked by one too. Or many. 

Russell felt a similar pleasure as his intelligence officially moved into genius levels as Olivia transferred everything she had gotten from Erica into him. 

Although his eyes became more intense from the transfer, rather than glassy. 

While Erica could barely understand what was happening in the world around

her, Russell had gained an incredible insight into how the world worked. He had gone from below average in intelligence with a singular desire to party and have fun, to splitting time between being smart and having that same fun at parties. 

“All right, both of you can go to the medical ward now,” Grant said, releasing the two study participants. 

Russell stood first and helped Erica to her feet. Then he guided her toward the medical ward, somehow knowing that she had forgotten how to get there on her own. He wrapped a protective arm around her with both of them knowing that Erica was going to be sucking his cock once they were alone together. Then again, it was a fitting reward for helping her to find her way through the building. At least it seemed that way in Erica’s mind. Trading sex for help from men seemed like the most natural thing in the world now. 
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Erica never made it home that night. She instead went out with Russell. He decided that Erica needed new clothes to fit her burgeoning body. And who was she to turn down free clothes from a hot and sexy man who made her insides quiver with lust? 

By the time the afternoon was done, Erica had a whole new wardrobe. She also had a belly full of cum. On multiple occasions she pulled Russell into a changing room and sucked him off. It was a small miracle they did not get caught. Erica saw it as proper payment not only for buying all those clothes for her, but also helping her choose what styles were best. And by best, she really meant sexy and slutty. That was her jam. She was not smart enough to handle most situations, so she needed to look sexy instead. It was that simple. 

But if there was any doubt about the kinds of outfits Russell liked to see her in, tight was the name of the game. Her tops were tight. Her skirts were tight. 

Everything she wore now was designed to show off her new curves to maximum effect. And Erica was more than happy to oblige. 

After the afternoon of shopping and running up a bill higher than the bimbofied Erica could even imagine, the pair went back to Russell’s place, a house just off campus that he lived in and regularly hosted parties at. There they fucked late into the night, trying to get rid of whatever brain cells Erica had remaining. 

Neither of them actually knew if that was possible, but the longer Erica played the role of Russell’s doting bimbo, the more natural it seemed for her. This was who she was. This was who she wanted to be. 

When the pair reported for the final day of the testing, Erica minced in on six-inch heels, a tiny skirt that constantly threatened to expose the little pink thong she wore beneath it. Erica had learned that while going commando was fun, because of the ease of access, a thong gave her a little added protection from the elements and from exposing herself, as well as it continued to fit even when her butt grew into a proper ass. 

Erica’s top was what caught most people’s attention, however. The thing white top was tight. It was tighter than it had been the day before when she first tried it on. But Russell assured Erica that wearing clothes a size too small was perfect. 

And her tits were perky enough that she still did not worry about a bra. Not that

Erica worried about much of anything. She now lived a life of blissful ignorance, not understanding the world around her and instead getting by on her overt sexuality. 

The top itself, however, was more than just tight and thin. The words printed across her chest, stretched slightly by her tits, read, “Young, Dumb, and Full of Cum”. And that remained true. Erica woke up and quickly found Russell’s morning wood. She rode him until they both came. Then she sucked him off as he drove them from his house. She had gotten two loads already and fully intended to milk him for a few more before the day was through. 

“Welcome to the final day,” Grant said. He could not conceal his smile as he saw the latest developments in Erica. He especially enjoyed her top. He had already decided to ask Russell where they got it. Olivia was not as young as Erica, but she was definitely dumb and full of cum. Two out of three was close enough. 

It did not take long to get the two situated. Russell flew through the test. At his new intelligence level, it was simple and easy for him. And the results came back quickly. This time Grant decided to share the final results. 

“Russell, you currently have an IQ of 149. Each day you have received 14 IQ

points from your original 93. How does it feel to join the truly elite in terms of intelligence?” 

Russell smiled. “I never knew the world could be this much fun before. I just wish it didn’t have to end.” 

Erica completely ignored the conversation happening around her as she focused on her test. She stuck the tip of her tongue out as she tried to focus. The problem was, she did not have much in the way of an ability to remain focused anymore. 

Her brain was nice and quiet, but that also meant that a single thought could completely distract her and dominate her remaining brown power. 

However, Erica did eventually manage to finish. Grant reviewed her results and smiled to himself. His theory held true. Erica had lost another 15 IQ points from yesterday’s session with Olivia. She was down to 75 points, which was 60 points lower than where she started the week. Not that she seemed worse for wear in that regard. Erica radiated a happiness he had thus far only seen in the bimbos Olivia had helped create, those being Nurse Bimbo and Olivia herself. Now Erica had joined the club. 

“How does it feel to have an IQ of 75?” Grant asked. 

“Um, is that good or bad?” Erica asked, not sure how to answer. 

“It’s significantly below average, babe,” Russell said. “It means you’re dumb.” 

“Ooh, I like being dumb. It’s the best. No more thinking and a lot more sex.” 

Erica punctuated her happiness with a fit of giggles. 

There was a short pause to let Erica giggle herself out. It was just easier that way. Restarting the conversation too soon would just send Erica into another fit that would be even harder to stop. Grant had learned this from working with and living with Olivia. Russell was quickly figuring this out too. With his increased intelligence, his observational skills had increased significantly. 

“I suppose I should bring Olivia in to reverse all of this,” Grant finally said. “I hope you both have enjoyed all this, but it’s time to go back to normal.” 

“No,” Erica shouted. “No more thinkies. I want to be dumb. I want to be a bimbo. Don’t change me back. Keep me this way. Wait. No. Make me dumber. 

Dumber is funner. I don’t wanna be smart again. I want to be a bimbo. I want to be Russell’s bimbo forever and ever.” 

Grant looked over at Russell, but he already knew the answer. In actuality, Grant did not have Olivia waiting in the wings as he had let on. Given the response from both Olivia and Nurse Bimbo, he had come to the conclusion that whatever this process was that turned these women into bimbos, this was who they really wanted to be, deep down. 

“I’m willing to keep up my end of this deal,” Russell said. “But if Erica wants to go all the way, I say we let her.” 

Grant nodded his head. The experiment was over as far as he was concerned. He could call Olivia in and have her drain the last of Erica’s intelligence from her brain and give it to Russell. As far as he could figure, Erica did not have much left to give, but a few IQ points was still a few IQ points. And her top getting a little tighter was not a problem either. Sure, Erica looked like a bimbo slut, but then again, she was one now. 

Eventually Olivia was brought in. She and Erica babbled incoherently for several

minutes. They both seemed excited about the turn of events and Erica’s decision to remain a sexy bimbo instead of going back to being her smart and boring self. 

However, in time, Olivia reached up and touched Erica’s temples. The pleasure did not last very long, confirming that Erica did not have much left to give. 

Once it was clear that Erica was tapped out, Olivia moved over to Russell and gave him the little bit of intelligence that Erica had just shed. It was done. Erica and Olivia were both at the minimum intelligence level possible for their brains and bodies. They were bimbos now and unless Olivia or medical science decided to change anything, that was all they would ever be. 

Once it was complete, Russell had Erica resign her internship. His bimbo was not going to be a working woman. She was going to be a sexy party girl at his side. That was going to be her new life and she was all for it. Then he had her say goodbye to Grant, Olivia, and the medical staff who had helped them. 

On the way back to Russell’s house, he stopped and bought Erica a bundle of balloons. 

“Is it my birthday?” Erica asked excitedly. She had already forgotten when her birthday was. Then again, she did not even know what day of the week it was, let alone what day of whatever month it was. Such matters as time were largely beyond her now. 

“No, these are to celebrate your first full day as my bimbo.” 

“It’s my bimbo birthday,” Erica cheered, clapping her hands and bouncing in her seat. Her tits bounced and bounded, barely restrained by the thin white top. But that was how they both liked her tits to be. 

Russell placed the balloons in the backseat of the car and then drove the rest of the way home. Once he had her inside with her balloons, Russell wasted no time in escorting his bimbo to the bedroom. It took even less time to strip her of her slutty clothes, leaving her standing before him in only her heels. Then he gently pushed her back onto the bed. Erica’s brown hair hung around her head like a dark halo. 

“Oh yes,” Erica cried out as Russell thrust his hard cock into her wet and waiting pussy. He had to admit, after the latest changes to her body, he now considered Erica to be a 10. And depending on what happened to her with the last brain

drain, she might even break his scale. He had never met an 11 before. And he certainly never expected to be in a relationship with one. 

As Russell slowly grew into a rhythm, pistoning in and out of Erica’s channel, his shaft sending her into squeals of pleasurable delight, he wondered exactly what their relationship would become. As much as he liked the idea of Erica being his bimbo, he by no means wanted to be monogamous with her. There were too many hotties out there to fuck. And if he was honest with himself, there was no way he could deny the rest of the world the delight that was experiencing Erica in all her bimbo glory. Besides, he doubted he even had the stamina to keep up with her raging libido full time. 

For Erica, however, she now lived in a world of perpetual happiness. The sex was amazing. She loved it. She loved sex of all kinds and almost all kinks. She loved how good it felt when Russell plowed into her, filling her up with his big hard cock. It filled her with erotic energy that kept growing and growing her arousal until she was like a damn fit to burst. 

It was only when Russell’s cock started to twitch inside of her, a clear sign that he was about to cum, that her body prepared to reciprocate. The moment his cock surged with his hot white seed, Erica came too, her body convulsing in pleasure beneath the hunk of a man who was positioned above her on the bed. 

Erica looked up into his eyes vapidly as she let the pleasure take her, loving every moment. This was pure bliss for the budding bimbo. There were no thoughts. There was only pleasure. This was how she wanted to live her life. 

As Erica began her new life as a bimbo, Grant was left to figure out the next experiment to run with his own bimbo. There was so much more to learn about this special power that had turned Olivia into a conduit. But if the women never wanted to change back at the end of the experiment, there would always be unanswered questions. Then again, more bimbos in the world did not seem like a bad thing. Olivia, Didi, and Erica all seemed to agree with that. They were living their best bimbo lives and that was what made them happy. 
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