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		Introduction

		

		The Lost Bet originally appeared as a short story on Patreon in December, 2018. This version of the story has ben significantly expanded into a full length publishable story.

		This story focuses on the mental aspects of bimbofication, as opposed to the physical aspects. There are mentions of physical transformation elements, but most of the transformation is mental.

		And with the original publication of this book taking place in the fall, the football theme seems a perfect addition. Although it is not too late for ice cream.

		~Sadie

		

	
		

		The Lost Bet

		

		It turned out to be a stupid bet. Ariel did not really follow sports, let alone football, but her boyfriend did. Lee was a fanatic about sports, especially the local football team.

		“You wanna bet on the game?” Ariel asked, teasing Lee playfully.

		“What do you have in mind?” Lee responded. He was never one to pass up a chance to bet on his favorite team. Even when they were certain to lose, he would still back them. Luckily, he had Ariel had more inventive ways to make bets than exchange money.

		The bet had been simple. Ariel would win if Lee’s team lost, Lee would win if his team won. The terms of the bet were also simple. The winner got to be in charge of the loser for a whole day. These were not unfamiliar terms for the couple and their previous bets had gone both ways in the past. Ariel tended to make Lee do her weekly chores and then make him eat her out. He had a talented tongue when it came to pleasuring her. Lee, on the other hand, usually dressed her up in something slutty and asked for blowjobs. Luckily, Ariel did not mind sucking his cock, so the terms were never that big of a deal.

		Ariel only followed American football closely enough to know that Lee’s team had lost their last two games. Lee had been down for those two weeks. That was how she knew they had been losing. Her reasoning was basic enough. If the team was on a losing streak, she figured they might just go on losing. Of course, Lee never would have bet against his team, but Ariel had no such reservations.

		The game was close. Lee and Ariel watched it on television. It was one of the few games Ariel actually watched, usually spending her Sundays performing her weekly chores or shopping for the week ahead. Lee always made Sunday football day. He would not only watch his favorite team compete, but all the other games that were available to watch before he had to return to work Monday.

		“Come on ball guy,” Ariel cheered for her team in the bet.

		“That’s the quarterback,” Lee said, more annoyed that her team’s quarterback had run for a first down than he was that Ariel did not know the position of the player she was cheering for.

		“I know,” Ariel countered, but Lee had his doubts. She just did not care about such things. Not that Lee minded. He did not require his girlfriend to be a football fan. Sure, it would have been nice to have Ariel cheering on his team with him every week, but their relationship was more than just sports.

		“Ha ha,” Lee cheered on the next play when the quarterback threw an interception, giving his team the ball. “Score one for my team.”

		“But your team didn’t score,” Ariel said. “The score didn’t change.”

		Lee sighed. “I didn’t mean it like that. But my team got the ball back. And if we can score before time runs out, my team wins and I win the bet.”

		Lee’s team won the game. It was the perfect storm that then saw the fans in the stadium rush onto the field. Usually that was reserved fro college teams that played on Saturdays, but it happened. Lee wished he could have been there, but winning the bet over Ariel was almost better.

		“So when do you want to own me?” Ariel asked. “I want to know so I can make sure I shave beforehand.”

		As much as Ariel hated losing, she did not mind the times when Lee had been in control of her in the past. She had learned to shave her body the day before. Normally Lee did not mind a little hair above her pussy or if it had been a few days since she last shaved her legs, but he was a little more exacting when it came to his bet wins.

		“Let’s go with Saturday,” Lee said. “That will give us both time to get ready.”

		As the week began in earnest Monday, Ariel could not help but wonder what Lee had in mind for her that required him to get ready. They had played plenty of games in the bedroom, in addition to their occasional bets. Lee had never had to get ready before.

		“Maybe this time Lee will buy me an outfit to wear?” Ariel considered Tuesday as she eyed her work outfit. It was certainly going to be different from what Lee would select for her on Saturday, that was for sure.

		Lee remained surprisingly tightlipped about his plans as the week progressed. Ariel tried to inquire about his plans, but he always put her off, telling her to wait. It was frustrating and Ariel wanted to go snooping through his closet, but she managed to hold back.

		When Friday night rolled around, Ariel planned a little night for herself. It started with a hot, relaxing bath. She so rarely took that time for herself. Then came the shaving. Ariel went a little overboard from her usual plan, shaving every inch of body hair that she could reach. Her skin felt silky smooth afterward and incredibly sensitive. Climbing into bed that night, she found herself rubbing her body against the soft covers, luxuriating at how good it felt. She certainly felt capable of tackling whatever tasks Lee had planned for her the next day.

		When Saturday morning arrived, Lee surprised Ariel with an outfit he had purchased for her to wear.

		“You want me to wear this?” Ariel asked, confused. She had expected lingerie or something equally revealing. The outfit Lee had selected instead seemed almost childish. Was he going to have her put her hair in pigtails and suck on a lollipop?

		The tight fitting pink t-shirt read “Math is Hard” and “Let’s Go Shopping.” He also gave her a pair of tiny denim shorts, pink knee high socks, and pink tinted sunglasses. The outfit certainly scored high marks on the girly scale.

		“Absolutely,” Lee said. “You’re going to look great in this. Trust me.”

		Ariel saw the outfit as an odd request, but she followed the rules of their bet and put them on for him. At first sight, she knew she looked good. The outfit actually fit her, which had not always been the case with Lee’s previous attempts at buying clothes for her. She had never understood how men’s attention to boobs did not provide them any insight into how bras worked. It was as if men could not understand how the letters and numbers in bra sizing worked.

		And Ariel knew it was not just Lee who struggled with such matters. She had read plenty of erotic literature where the male authors clearly did not understand bra sizing either. At least she could interpret what the authors meant, letting her stay in the story and reach a satisfying conclusion that included her cumming around her fingers.

		Ariel could see how Lee might like to see her suck his cock in such an outfit, so she even played up the image with pink lipstick, slightly ruffled hair, and heavy enough makeup to really turn him on.

		“I might as well have some fun teasing him,” Ariel said to herself as she set to work applying her makeup for the day.

		However, while Lee seemed pleased with Ariel’s additions to the outfit he gave her, he showed no interest in a blowjob or any other form of sexual gratification. Instead, he handed her a pair of headphones and explained he had loaded her phone with a special set of songs he wanted her to listen to all day as they went shopping.

		“You want to take me shopping?” Ariel asked with a combination of confusion and anger. Dressing up for Lee was supposed to be a private matter, just between the two of them. In all their past games, they had never left the house. But now Lee was pushing her to go out dressed like some teeny-bopper slut. This was nowhere near her style. Ariel mostly lived in loose jeans and baggy sweatshirts. That’s how she would have preferred to dress for shopping. The outfit Lee chose for her was far too overtly sexual for her tastes.

		“You look good like this,” Lee countered. “I especially like your hair and makeup. Those are good touches.”

		“But I did that thinking we were staying in. I don’t want to go out dressed like this. Can’t we do something else?”

		“The terms of our bet just said the winner would be in charge of the other for a day,” Lee explained. “But if you want to set a precedent with this now, I suppose our bets and games will have to change in the future.”

		“No,” Ariel immediately said. She could swallow her pride and go out dressed as she was. It was not that bad. And she did not want to set a precedent for any future bets. “No, you’re right. I’ll go shopping with you like this. I just wasn’t prepared for all of this.”

		“Don’t worry,” Lee said. “I won’t let anything bad happen to you.”

		Ariel sighed with relief. She knew Lee would not make her do anything she did not want to actually do. But it was important that she balance her personal preferences and what could be done the next time she won a bet. Ariel had never imagined taking their game outside the house. She had simply not been expecting it. But now that the door had been opened, the possibilities were limitless. She could only hope that Lee’s shopping requests put her in clothes more similar to her regular style and not this overly sexy style he had dressed her up in.

		“When should I start listening to the music?” Ariel asked.

		“Now would be a great time,” Lee said. “I want you nice and primed by the time we reach the mall.”

		Ariel did not argue. Instead she put the earbuds in her ears and started the playlist. It seemed Lee had already set the songs to repeat when the end of the playlist was reached.

		“Pop music?” Ariel asked as the music began to play. She was not the kind of person who listened to popular music. Most of her preferred artists had broken up or were dead. And those who were still making music probably should have broken up or died at that point. They were all really old.

		As Ariel started listening to the music on her phone, Lee helped usher her out of the house and into his car. Her mind seemed already lost in the music. The songs were nothing like her preferred brand of music, but she did have to admit they were fun to listen to. However, the lyrics seemed difficult to understand most of the time. As Lee drove, Ariel alternated between trying to understand the lyrics and bobbing her head along to the beat of the music.

		The drive to the mall took longer than Ariel realized. She was completely lost in her music, barely paying any attention to where Lee was taking her. Had she been paying attention, she would have been relived to see that Lee was taking her to a mall on the far other side of town. She would be unlikely to see anyone she knew there. It was the perfect way to play their game without any longterm social consequences.

		By the time they reached the mall, Ariel felt much more comfortable being in public wearing her chosen outfit. She might not agree that math was hard, but she did enjoy shopping, especially when Lee was buying. And she should understand both. Ariel worked as an accountant during the week. Then again, dressed as she currently was, no one would guess what her day job entailed.

		Lee led Ariel from store to store, picking out new items for her to try on and model for him. The items he liked, he bought.

		“Do you like this?” Ariel asked, stepping out of the changing room wearing a short pink dress that barely reached the tops of her thighs. The neckline was equally scandalous, showing off far more of her braless breasts than she normally would have felt comfortable before. But there was something about the moment that made sexy and even slutty outfits appear fun and exciting.

		“Yes, I think I’ll be buying that one,” Lee said, smiling.

		“Oh goodie,” Ariel said. “I like it, because it’s pink.”

		“That’s a good reason to like it,” Lee said before he slapped her ass. “Now get back in there and try on the next dress.”

		By noon, they had already made two return trips to the car to drop off bags. Ariel barely noticed, however. She was lost in the pink tinted world her sunglasses and music created for her.

		They took a short lunch break. Lee ordered their food. Ariel was not given a choice. As they sat eating, her a small salad and him a pasta dish, Lee made chitchat. Ariel moved to take out her headphones to give Lee and her salad her full attention. However, Lee asked she keep them in and just to turn down the volume. She thought it strange, but she did not argue. It was both against the bet and she was starting to really enjoy listening to the music.

		After lunch, the shopping continued. As they went, the items Lee picked for her to try on seemed to be getting more and more risqué. If Ariel had thought herself put on display with her morning outfits, she would have been scandalized by her afternoon outfits. The shoes she tried also seemed to transition from simple flats and low heels to heels that became more and more difficult to walk in.

		The whole time Ariel did not complain. In fact, when it came time to shop for swimsuits, she even started making suggestions, choosing more revealing styles. There was no doubt that Ariel was enjoying herself. She had no idea how much money Lee was spending on her. Her accounting mind had been trying to keep track, but that had ended after the second store. She simply could not keep up with Lee’s purchasing. But as Ariel let go of the idea that she needed to do the math, she found herself enjoying the fact Lee was handling all of that. If she thought about it, math was hard and she would much rather have her boyfriend take her shopping. And to think he had planned all of this. It was almost like he was doing what she wanted him to do without her realizing she wanted him to do it until he had already done it. It was like he was reading her mind.

		By mid afternoon, Lee was starting to grow weary of shopping, although Ariel seemed happy to continue.

		“What if we spend my money,” Ariel offered. “I see a cute pair of heels that would look so sexy.”

		“I’m tired,” Lee said forcefully. “And I’ve bought you more than enough clothes already. You couldn’t possibly wear everything in the next month.”

		Ariel pouted, but she did not argue. Lee was in charge, after all. And while she could not be certain that she had bought a month’s worth of clothes, she had long since given up on calculating such things. But she trusted that Lee was probably right. He seemed so much smarter than her.

		“How about some ice cream,” Lee offered, wanting to see his girlfriend stop pouting. He could have told her to stop. She would have followed his directions, but he felt a positive reward would be a better fit for the moment.

		Ariel practically squealed at the idea, asking for two scoops, even though she struggled to eat it fast enough, because it started to melt in the heat of the day. Not that she minded too much. She could just lick her hand clean. She was certain she could make it look sexy, as if she were licking up cum.

		After eating her ice cream, and nearly half an hour cleaning herself up and fixing her makeup, Lee and Ariel piled back into his car to make the drive home. The trunk and the entire backseat were full of shopping bags. There were shoes, underwear and lingerie, swimsuits, tops, skirts, shorts, dresses, everything imaginable, all in sexy styles that would have put the old Ariel in fits if she had to wear them regularly. However, something in Ariel had changed as the day progressed. Her interests had shifted, her demeanor had changed. She was not the same woman that had started out the day balking at going out in her tight pink top and small denim shorts. Now she felt completely at home dressed as she was.

		However, Lee was not done with Ariel. Their shopping might have been done, but he had one last stop in mind for his girlfriend before they went home to clean out and organize her closet. After all, it was going to be quite a task finding homes for all of her new purchases. But that would have to wait a little longer.

		Lee’s final stop for Ariel turned out to be a piercing and tattoo parlor. She had been there before, having gotten a small tattoo on the inside of her right wrist, and she had her ears pierced for years. This time, however, Lee had two additions he wanted Ariel to make.

		Normally such permanent modifications would have been off limits for a bet like this, but Ariel had been bombarded by subliminal messages from the music on her phone and through the sunglasses she wore. Her mind was in no state to complain.

		“This is fun,” Ariel said, giggling as they waited for the artist to become free. Even after Lee explained what he wanted her to get done, she had no hesitations. In he current state, Ariel had no qualms about Lee deciding on permanent modifications for her body. She actually found the idea of him making changes to her as hot. Just the idea of it was enough to turn her on, making her panties moist.

		And if the artist had any issues taking directions from Lee, they did not show it. Then again, Ariel had eagerly agreed to all of Lee’s requests.

		Ariel started by sitting back and raising the hem of her shirt. It only took a couple minutes before she had a pink barbell piercing her belly-button.

		It was a little complicated to turn over at that point, but Ariel did so obediently so that the tattoo artist could begin work on a new piece on her lower back.

		Ariel lost herself in the music Lee had given her, having turned up the volume as loud as Lee would allow her to, as the artist got to work.

		Lee would not let Ariel see the tattoo when it was finished. The bandage could come off in a couple hours, but he wanted to keep it a surprise. Ariel, while excited at the idea of her new tattoo, was in not state to argue with her boyfriend. The music and sunglasses had continued to warp her mind, leaving her unable to do much more than pout, but ever since Lee had bought her ice cream, she seemed completely onboard, even excited, for what Lee had planned for her.

		Once the pair were back at home, Ariel took the time to put away all her new clothes while Lee worked on preparing dinner for them. As it turned out, Ariel had quite a task ahead of her. When she opened her closet, she could not understand why it was filled with such dowdy clothes. She could not imagine herself ever wearing such unfashionable and baggy clothing, not even as a joke.

		But there was an easy solution. Lee gave her big black trash bags that Ariel happily filled with all of her old clothes. As soon as her closet was empty, she began finding homes for all of her purchases. The dresses and many of the tops were hung up in the closet. Other items went into her dresser. Her unmentionables drawer overflowed with all of her new purchases and she had to switch to using two drawers for all of her underwear and lingerie. Not that Ariel minded the change. It just meant she had lots of choices on how to make herself look sexy for Lee.

		All through the work, Ariel continued listening to her music. She even continued to wear the sunglasses. It was a bit weird wearing them indoors at home, but she had grown so accustomed to the pink hue the glasses provided her, she almost did not realize she was wearing them. Lee had requested she continue listening to her music and wearing her sunglasses for the rest of the day. Lee was in charge, so Ariel saw no reason to argue. And she had come to really enjoy both the music and the sunglasses.

		Once she finished, hailing several garbage bags full of her old clothes out to the garage, Ariel took a moment to look at herself in the mirror. After taking a moment to fix her makeup, she could not help but identify with the words on her top. Math was hard. Even the idea of simple arithmetic seemed beyond her. The fact Ariel worked as an accountant during the week did not seem to register with her. She was too pretty for math and preferred shopping much more than doing anything numbers related. The only place for numbers in her life was on price tags and she tried to ignore them whenever possible.

		After dinner that evening, Lee finally helped Ariel remove the bandage covering her new tattoo. He took the time to help her clean it before he read it to her

		“Bimbo,” he said.

		Ariel scrunched up her face, trying to understand why he had her get that word written on her back. Some part of her viewed it as an insult, something used to describe dumb and vain girls like her.

		It took a few moments, but then Ariel broke out into a big grin. “It says bimbo, because I’m, like, a bimbo, right?”

		Lee bopped Ariel on the nose and told her she was right. She beamed up at him, proud to have been right. She liked the idea of being his bimbo.

		That night, Lee fucked Ariel, taking her from behind so that he could get a better look at her new tattoo, or so he said. The whole time he kept her wearing the sunglasses and earphones.

		She was not about to argue with his request. Even if it were possible after a full day of being inundated with subliminal messages, there was still the bet to think of. Lee was in charge for the rest of the day. And if he wanted to fuck her from behind, Ariel was not about to complain.

		Actually, given all that had happened, Ariel was more than ready to feel Lee’s cock in her pussy. And he waisted little time in stripping her down.

		Ariel climbed up onto the bed, getting on her hands and knees. She wiggled her ass at him, enticing him to give her what she needed. As much as Lee wanted to fuck her, Ariel wanted him to fuck her even more.

		“Fuck yes,” Ariel called out as Lee entered her pussy. His cock was hard, having spent all day watching her parade around in skimpy clothes at the mall and then watching her get a tattoo that would forevermore label her as the bimbo he had turned her into.

		Lee set up a simple and steady rhythm as he sawed in and out of his girlfriend’s pussy. She pushed back enthusiastically to meet his thrusts, driving him deeper and harder inside of her.

		However, it did not take long for Lee to take charge. He grabbed Ariel by the hips and quickened his pace. He fucked her hard and fast and Ariel’s moans meant she was enjoying the moment just as much as he was.

		When Lee came, he completely flooded her pussy with his seed. Sending surge after surge of his hot white cum into her waiting pussy.

		For her part, Ariel came like a rocket as Lee shot his load into her. Her arms gave out beneath her, her face falling into the pillows in front of her. In her mind, it was the best sex they had ever had.

		After that, it was clear Ariel was just about at her limit. As much as Lee would have loved it if she cleaned his cock with her mouth, that would have been too much for his new bimbo.

		Lee tucked his girlfriend into bed, having her take off the sunglasses, but keeping the earphones in and playing her favorite music. He said something about wanting the messages to keep playing for a little bit longer, but Ariel paid it no mind. She would have happily done anything Lee said. He was the best boyfriend a bimbo like her could have. And despite the energetic music playing in her ears, it was only minutes before she was fast asleep.

		Waking Sunday morning, Ariel no longer needed the earbuds playing music constantly. The music and glasses had done their work, transforming Ariel into Lee’s perfect little bimbo. She started her morning by climbing under the covers and giving Lee a morning blowjob. As far as she was concerned, she did it every morning, even if she had never actually done it before.

		Once Lee was fully awake and cumming in his girlfriend’s mouth, his mind switched to the fun they were about to have. It was Sunday, which meant it was to be another day filled with football. He already had the whole thing planned out, including another outfit he had purchased for Ariel to wear.

		Ariel happily wore the cheerleader uniform of Lee’s team during the games throughout the day. Lee’s team did not play until the evening, but that did not stop her from serving Lee and the friends he invited over to show off the new Ariel to. They seemed impressed with her. That only served to make Ariel proud. She made Lee look good, just like a good bimbo should.

		Lee still had not worked out how he was going to get Ariel to quit her job, but she had enough vacation time stored up so that he still had a few days to think it over. Both he and Ariel would agree she was no longer accountant material. To be honest, she was not working material in general, but Lee was okay with that. He planned to support her now that she had become his personal bimbo.

		Then there was the matter of Ariel’s savings. As an accountant, she had both made good money and been good at saving it. But as he looked at his bimbo girlfriend dancings in her cheerleader uniform, he could see several areas where she could use upgrades. Her hair needed lightening. Lee was not sure if Ariel would look best as a blonde or a redhead, but he looked forward to trying each.

		Then there was the matter of Ariel’s tits. They would definitely need upgrading. Luckily, Ariel already had a boob job fund, even if she had never considered it as that before. And if she was going to get implants, Lee figured he might as well augment her ass as well. He was not sure whether a Brazilian butt lift would be enough or if she would need implants instead. Either way, there was probably enough money saved up for both operations. Lip fillers were on the list too. There were just so many options and Lee knew Ariel would do whatever he asked of her.

		There was no doubt who was in charge in their relationship. Ariel would have struggled to make a decision about what to eat if it were not for Lee helping her. She was only good for a limited number of things and right now, as she danced and cheered for Lee’s football team, he could ask for nothing else. The new bimbo Ariel was simply happy being a bimbo and wanted nothing more than that.
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