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		Kate Hart sat behind her desk, her feet up, sipping straight from a bottle of whiskey. Her bedroom was behind the curtain to her right. Technically, this was a residential building, but she could not afford an apartment and an office, so she worked and lived in the same space.

		Kate was a private detective. She was good at what she did, but she could be prickly and troublesome. That meant she did not have the client list that she could have. Kate had a reputation that hurt her, at least in some people's eyes.

		Not in Sam's eyes. Sam was at the end of his rope. His best friend had turned into a sex-obsessed bimbo. Erika had gone from a normal and intelligent woman to become a complete caricature of a woman. And her roommate Caitlin was exactly the same way.

		Sam walked into Kate's office without an appointment. She looked up, still holding the whiskey bottle in her lap. "Can I help you?" she said sarcastically as she took another sip.

		"My name is Sam Anderson," he said, extending a hand toward her.

		Kate paused for a moment and then pulled her feet off the desk and reached out her free hand and shook his hand. It was surprisingly firm for how delicate and feminine it looked. She did not need to be a private investigator to understand just what type of man she was shaking hands with. His flamboyancy gave him away.

		"Let me guess. You've got a problem with your boyfriend or some guy. How am I doing?"

		Sam smiled. He appreciated Kate's ability to cut through the bullshit of pleasantries and get down to brass tacks. "Well, I do have a problem. But it's not a boy. It's about a girl. Two girls, actually. My best friend and her roommate."

		"I see," Kate said, putting the cap back on the whiskey bottle and setting it aside. "Are you concerned for these women? If so, you might be better served by the police. I'm a private eye. It's mostly investigating cheating husbands."

		"I believe they have been bimbofied against their will."

		"Bimbofied?" Kate asked, furrowing her brow.

		"I don't know if there is a medical or chemical explanation, but they went from normal smart people to..."

		"What? Sluts?"

		"Something like that," Sam replied.

		Kate looked at Sam. Her heart did not bleed for him. But it wasn't cold either. She liked guys, even the gay ones like Sam. And she hated the idea of women being taken advantage of in whatever manner, sexual or otherwise. So, maybe she had an affinity for helping Sam out, as strange as it was. However, she needed all of the details he could provide before she would consider taking his case.

		"Okay, what do you want me to do?" Kate asked.

		"I did a little digging of my own, and I think it's the Bimbo Body Glitter from Archer Cosmetics," Sam answered. "I think they've put chemicals in it that changes the women who use it, or something like that."

		Kate leaned back in her chair, still holding the bottle of whiskey, but she was no longer tempted to take a drink. "That is quite the accusation."

		"Maybe, but look," Sam replied. "These aren't sluts. They were not sluts. And the moment they bought that new line of cosmetics, they became completely obsessed with sex and nothing more."

		"Look, Mr. Anderson, I'm not sure I'm the person for this," Kate admitted. "You seem to need an investigative journalist. If there's a company that is doing something nefarious, like turning women into bimbos, that should be brought to light in the public square, not between just you and me."

		"I hear you, but I've already tried that. I reached out to Andrea Martin, but I never heard back from her. I did a little digging, just social media stuff, and I think she became a stripper. But she was my first and now I'm here, looking to pay you to dig up the dirt on Archer Cosmetics."

		Kate's eyes widened. She looked back at her whiskey bottle and then slid it across the desktop toward Sam.

		"You want a drink? If you haven't discovered the joys of booze yet, you're going to now."

		"Girlfriend," Sam said, shaking his head, "if you've got an apple martini anywhere, I'll join you in a heartbeat."

		Kate laughed and stood up. "Apple martini? That's your choice of poison?"

		Sam grinned. "I like what I like." He held up the whiskey bottle. "This smells awful by the way."

		"That's how you know it's the good shit," Kate teased.

		Sam rolled his eyes. He took a tentative drink, but it was rough. He started coughing and wheezing as the liquor burned his throat and the vapors assaulted his sinuses.

		"Okay, I'll take your case," Kate said, suddenly shifting back to the matter at hand. "Let me get out a contract with my rates. To be honest, other than doing a little research and maybe snooping around at the local Archer plant, I don't know that I'll be able to find much for you, but I'll do what I can."

		"I understand," Sam said, dabbing at his eyes as his tear ducts had gotten a workout with all the burning and irritation. "Money's not a problem for me. I mean, I'm not rich or anything. But I can pay your rates."

		"Great." Kate pushed a pen across the desk, eager for her new client to sign on the dotted line.

		Sam picked up the pen and signed the paper. Once he handed over the paperwork, Kate poured a pair of glasses half full of whiskey, finishing off her bottle in the process.

		"Now we can really drink," she said, sliding him one of the glasses.

		Sam could not deny her, so he accepted the glass, this time bracing himself and ready for the burn of the liquor.

		"I look forward to hearing whatever you can dig up on these people and what they're doing to unsuspecting people."

		They clinked their glasses together and both then took a long sip, solidifying their business arrangement. For Kate, she was just happy to have another paying client.
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		It was amazing what Kate could do with a computer, a smart phone, and access to the various social media apps. People were sloppy and finding the signs of cheating husbands was relatively easy. But this task was harder. Kate would be earning her money with this one.

		And once she had worked her way through what she could find online, which seemed to be a few random social media posts from sexy bimbos covered in body glitter. From the look of it, they could have been from recent transformation, what with the way the bimbos looked like they were busting out of their clothes. That was definitely a look they all seemed to enjoy, wearing clothes that were too small for their new curves.

		However, Kate knew she would find nothing more online. Whatever this possible conspiracy was, turning women into bimbos through the use of body glitter, if Sam was even right about his assumptions, the only way to find out more was at Archer Cosmetics itself. She would have to go to the factory. She would have to snoop around. If she had connections within the organization, this would all be a lot easier, but she never had reason to use someone on the inside to gather information for her, so she would have to go it alone.

		Archer Cosmetics was based on the far side of town. There was an office building and factory in a single complex. The real headquarters was elsewhere. Archer Cosmetics was only a small operation within the larger Archer Global Enterprises pantheon of business interests. In truth, Kate knew not to mess with any Archer company, but this case had snagged her interest more than most. She wanted to know what secrets the cosmetics company was hiding.

		Snooping in person required waiting for dark. She dressed herself in all black and coiled her loose braid of auburn hair up underneath a black ball cap. She even replaced her usual black boots with a pair of black sneakers, figuring they would be quieter and make it easier for her to run if she needed to make a quick exit.

		Kate parked her car half a mile from the factory complex, just as a precaution. The area was largely industrial, filled with old factories that had gone through different cycles of production as manufacturers came and went, staying or going based on whether the area remained prosperous and vibrant. Factories shut down and moved. But there was enough urban renewal for the streets to now be tree-lined, giving Kate additional cover as she made her way toward the factory.

		Standing in the shadows, Kate watched the security guards walk laps around the facility. Their movements were predictable, offering her narrow opportunities to enter unseen. It would not be difficult to climb the fence and drop down the other side. The hard part was to avoid being seen during her actual entry.

		However, Kate did not plan on dropping down directly next to a guard as he passed. She climbed over and dropped down into what she considered a blindspot in the patrols, crouched, and waited until she was certain she could proceed.

		With no time like the present, Kate quickly found the entrance to the factory itself. The door had been left unlocked, leaving her with the perfect opportunity to enter.

		"This is the worst security I've ever seen," she whispered under her breath. "They probably rely on their reputation rather than properly securing the property."

		Entering the factory felt eerie. Only the emergency lighting was on, casting ominous shadows on the floor and walls, making it feel like Kate had wandered onto the set of a horror movie, where she would surely meet her death at any moment. However, Kate was well aware that this was simply her mind trying to scare her. This was all psychological. Logically, Kate knew she was in no danger, at least not at that exact moment.

		As she made her way deeper into the facility, traversing around huge vats of unknown chemicals, Kate soon realized that she was in no position to understand what she was seeing. Everything huge vat was labeled, but not even with chemical names. There were just code names, words that held no meaning in the realm of cosmetics manufacturing. It left her feeling as if she was moving around blind. But despite the difficulties she faced, she hoped to stumble upon something incriminating sooner rather than later.

		With the ground floor of the factory telling her nothing, Kate figured she would try the upper level next. And if that proved equally as fruitless, she would try her luck with the office building. That might have been the more likely spot for finding evidence of corruption, but it also ran the greater risk of her getting caught. All it took was one employee working late in their office for her to be caught.

		Climbing the metal stairs, Kate found that many of the vats were open on top. She could peer down into them. All she needed to do was find one that appeared to be filled with glitter, assuming the body glitter was made in these vats. Kate had no way of knowing.

		Unfortunately, the metal grating that made up the flooring on the catwalks that made up this second floor within the factory were loud. Even her sneakers made noise on them. And no matter how slow she moved, she could not completely avoid making unwanted sound. But no alarms sounded. No one confronted her.

		But finally she did manage to get lucky. One of the vats was filled with a sort of soup that glittered when the light shone on it. Taking a quick look around to make sure the coast was still clear, she reached into her pocket and pulled a small container. She then leaned over and dipped the container into the goopy mixture, collecting a sample.

		At least, that was Kate's intention. As she leaned over the railing, a voice sounded out behind her. "You really don't want to be doing that, Ms. Hart."

		Kate spun around at the mention of her last name. She turned to see a man standing just a dozen or so feet away. He wore a tailored suit and shiny loafers. This was not an office worker. This was someone higher in the hierarchy. And it was obvious he was there looking for her specifically.

		"What? What are you talking about?" Kate blurted out. She backed up against the railing.

		"You didn't think you could get in here without anyone knowing about it, did you?" the man asked, his voice deep and commanding. If it were not for his tailored suit, Kate would have guessed from his broad, muscular shoulders that he worked on the factory floor. "You were picked up on cameras before you even slipped over the fence. It only took a few minutes for the facial recognition system to identify you. I can only assume you are here investigating the Bimbo Body Glitter. And I can say right now, you guessed correctly. Just getting a little of that body glitter in the vat beneath you will turn you into a bimbo."

		Kate scoffed, turning slightly to glance back at the shimmering substance in the vat. However, she found herself afraid of what it could do. One drop would be enough to bimbofy her?

		"So it's true," Kate said, trying to keep an even tone that hid her racing heartbeat. She had always prided herself on never being afraid in dangerous situations, but she had to admit, this had taken her by surprise. It was unsettling having someone come up behind her like that while she thought she had been paying attention.

		"Yes, it's all true," the man explained. "And it's really quite fascinating. The science, that is. I suppose the fact there are more bimbos running around, using our products, certainly helps."

		"You're bimbofying women on purpose?" Kate asked, surprised by this man's candor, but also horrified by the level of corruption involved. "All to get them to buy more of your other products?"

		The man shrugged. "If we can increase our market share by enough, then yes, we'll do anything it takes."

		Kate shuddered. That was quite the admission. Now she wondered if she was dealing with organized crime instead of big business.

		"Of course, now that you've told me this, you're going to be in big trouble."

		The man said nothing. Instead, he simply took a step toward her.

		"Stay away," Kate said. "Or I'll scream."

		"You're trespassing, and no one here will care that you scream," the man said as he took another step forward.

		Kate backed up against the railing behind her. She looked back again, wondering if she could somehow jump and clear the vat, get beyond the deep pool of body glitter. But she knew that was ridiculous. Not only was the leap impossibly far, but it would likely injure her in some way. She might survive the fall, but she would be easy pickings afterward.

		"What kind of NDA would I need to sign for you to let me go?" Kate asked, no longer able to keep the panic from her voice.

		He laughed. "I don't think you'll have to worry about NDAs after you've been turned into a bimbo."

		"Wait, that means... Oh no, you wouldn't." Kate found herself looking over her shoulder, hoping to find another way out. If she were more acrobatic, she might have been able to swing down to the main factory floor without issue, but that seemed unlikely. Kate worked out and was reasonably fit, but this was not a movie.

		However, as Kate tried to work out how to escape, her grip on the railing slipped. The man had been nowhere near her when it happened. The perspiration on her hands played a role, unable to catch herself as she tipped over the railing and started to fall.

		Kate screamed as she fell, but it was too late. She hit the surface of the body glitter with a plop and quickly sank beneath the surface.

		It was not as if Kate could not swim, but she had never learned to swim in such a substance. It clung to her body, keeping her beneath the surface. Small air pockets allowed her to breathe, but even that was difficult. But Kate was terrified, unable to save herself. It was all happening so fast.

		Beneath the surface of the liquid glitter, Kate thrashed around, kicking and punching at the surroundings. But nothing could be done to save her. The glitter formed a cocoon around her, binding her up and trapping her. And she knew it was all her fault.

		However, the man who confronted her jumped into immediate action. He raised a radio to his mouth and gave an order. The vat immediately started to drain. They were losing product, but that was a small price to pay for saving a woman's life. It did not matter to him that she had been trespassing. But he also knew that Kate Hart would be far more agreeable soon.
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		When Kate woke up, she was in a bed, beneath warm covers. There was no sign of body glitter anywhere, but her hair was damp and her clothes had been replaced by a fluffy robe. She was completely disoriented, unsure of how she had ended up there, or where exactly she was. The last thing she remembered was falling into the vat of body glitter. After that, it was like she had blacked out and woken up here.

		Kate blinked her green eyes, rubbing them, feeling something strange. It took her a moment to realize her eyes felt wrong, like they were the wrong shape or something. She had no way of knowing that the body glitter she had fallen into was beginning to affect her. Her green eyes were changing color, turning blue. And along with the color change, her eyes were gaining perfect clarity. There would be no need for glasses in Kate's future.

		Before Kate could even begin to think about escaping, the door opened and a man walked in. It was the same man who had greeted her on that catwalk, cornering her before she fell into the vat.

		"I'm glad to see you awake, Ms. Hart," the man said. "My name is Gregory Jones, but I'm not big on formality, so you can call me Greg."

		"What the fuck is going on, Greg?" Kate asked, sitting up in bed as her anger grew. "I want to go home. You had no right to kidnap me!"

		Greg chuckled at the comment. "This isn't kidnapping. This is detainment. You broke into the facility. You're the one trespassing. I'm just here to decide if we need to call the cops or if you will find yourself in a more cooperative state. Perhaps we can settle this between us."

		"Whatever," Kate shot back. "I don't want to stay here. Where am I anyway?"

		"Well, this is a room off of the research and development section of the complex. We're underground, so you wouldn't have even known about this from your reconnaissance. But I promise you, no harm will come to you while you are in my care. Should you choose to make a run for it, before we're done here, then all bets are off."

		Kate understood the threat in Greg's words. She could read between the lines. Play nice and she would get out of there. Cause a fuss and then anything could happen, and likely none of it good.

		"I see you cleaned me up," Kate said, stating the obvious.

		"We did, although I was not part of that," Greg said, glancing down at his tailored suit. It looked just the same as it had when she first encountered him. "We have safety technicians for that sort of thing. They had to suit up in hazmat gear before they could get you out of the tank, but we drained it to keep you alive."

		"Am I supposed to thank you for that?" Kate said angrily, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.

		She felt vulnerable like this, but also strangely safe in Greg's presence, which made no sense. She was not a prisoner, but she was also not free to just leave. Not that she wanted to leave without clothes to wear. The robe simply did not cut it.

		"You shouldn't have to, no," Greg replied.

		Somehow, Kate felt relief at that. This man, Greg, was not someone who demanded respect. He earned it. He had power over her, but she was willing to listen. Although she felt like she had little choice in the matter. It was not like Kate wanted to be arrested. Finding out what Greg wanted from her seemed like the logical thing to do.

		"So, what are we going to do with me?"

		"Nothing," Greg said with a shrug.

		Kate sat up straight, clearly alarmed by this idea. "Are you trying to tell me you're going to just let me go? I can leave right now?"

		"I never said you could leave," Greg said. "I mean, you could try, but I don't think it would go well for you. And to be honest, I think that you probably want to be someplace safe and comfortable for what comes next."

		"Which is?" Kate pressed. She already had the general idea, figuring he would interrogate her. Although he didn't look like the security type. He was big and muscular, but not in the roided out way that some security guys were. Greg seemed to be the kind of guy who got that physique naturally through a healthy diet and regular exercise.

		"For someone so perceptive, you really haven't noticed what is happening to your body right now?"

		At the mention of her body, Kate looked down to see that her small to average sized breasts had grown past average and were officially big.

		"What's happening?" Kate gasped. "My breasts! They're... they're huge!" She looked up in a panic. "What have you done to me?"

		"Actually, I didn't do anything to you."

		"But you said⁠—"

		"I know what I said. Your body is responding to the exposure to the Bimbo Body Glitter. And since I wasn't involved in your exposure, this is entirely on you."

		"Me?" Kate asked incredulously. "I didn't ask for your body glitter. What was I supposed to do? You cornered me. And you threatened to turn me into a bimbo."

		Greg gave Kate a sympathetic expression. "You took care of the bimbo part all on your own. I mean, look at those tits."

		"You really think so?" Kate asked, her voice rising in register before she clamped her hands over her mouth. She could not believe she had just said that. And what was worse, her mind was starting to accept it. She was becoming a bimbo and she had no way to stop it.

		"Just so you know, there is no cure for the body glitter," Greg said. "There is nothing that can be done. I just want to tell you that before you start begging. Your future is bimbo. And considering the dose you had, with your entire body covered in the stuff, there will be no escaping fate. And to be honest, as a man who works in sales and just happened to be in the right place at the right time to help out, I'm excited to see all of this happen. In real time, mind you."

		"You're kidding?" Kate exclaimed, trying to fight against the bimbo urges building within her. But her thoughts kept turning back to her new breasts, so big and soft and jiggly, so unlike her, so fun, so bimbofied.

		However, it was not just her breasts that were growing. Or her eyes, since she had failed to properly notice those. Sitting in bed, her auburn hair lightened, turning blonde as it grew out from her scalp in loose waves. Her hips expanded, widening her hourglass figure as her waist narrowed. And her legs became sleek and shapely, made to wrap themselves around some lucky guy's waist.

		Kate squealed, feeling the changes, unable to hide from their effects. It was clear she was losing her mind and that any mental ability she had possessed was being stripped from her. But while that was disconcerting, it also felt liberating, like the world's greatest weight lifting from her shoulders. She felt light as a feather, happy even. Why should she worry? Life would go on and it would be great. All of her problems would melt away. And just thinking about it, her lips plumped up, giving her kissing or even cocksucker lips.

		"I figured you would become more cooperative," Greg teased.

		"No, noooo," Kate whined. "I'm not..." However, she stopped herself as her voice pitched higher. "Please don't let me be a bimbo. I don't want to be stupid."

		"You're not stupid," Greg assured. "I mean, you're not going to be winning any academic awards, but you're smart where it matters. For a bimbo, it all comes naturally. You'll learn everything you need to know from experience."

		"Like sex?" Kate asked. She did not intend to say it out loud, but it was hard not to admit that now, with her new, sexy body and a throbbing desire between her legs, she felt like a sexual beast ready to take on all comers.

		"Is that really so bad?" Greg asked.

		"Maybe," Kate admitted. "But it also sounds really, really, really good."

		Greg stepped back to admire the newly minted bimbo that he had delivered to the company's doorstep. Kate was nothing short of a walking wet dream, dressed in that white robe. Her blonde hair fell down across her shoulders in the perfect way, framing her face. She was truly gorgeous.

		However, there was still one very important piece that needed to be added.

		"You seem to have adjusted nicely," Greg said, stepping closer once again, his gaze fixed on Kate, and especially her massive boobs. "How are you feeling?"

		Kate glanced down at her tits, poking out obscenely from the flimsy fabric of the robe. It had been tied loosely around her waist and now it did very little to hide her expansive chest. A nipple had slipped free, but she made no move to cover herself.

		"I feel..." Kate started to speak, but trailed off as if she was searching for the right words. That was new for her. Her old brain had been lightning quick. But now her synapses did not fire in the same way. "I feel like I really wanna fuck," Kate finally answered, using the most honest of sentiments.

		"Good girl," Greg praised her honesty, taking her chin in his hand and guiding her to look up at him.

		A smile graced her full lips. This man would give her cock, his thick, delicious cock. The idea of being fucked made Kate shiver in anticipation.

		However, Greg made no move to immediately take Kate, either in the bed or elsewhere. Instead, he sat beside her on the edge of the bed, keeping her close, but not too close.

		"There's something we need to discuss before that happens. I need you to understand the situation you've landed yourself in."

		"You want to talk? But... but can't we do that later, baby?" Kate begged, pouting, thrusting her lower lip out, almost looking like she was about to cry. Deep down, she knew this was a huge change, a deviation from her normal behavior. But Kate was so horny. Her body hummed with erotic energy. Every fiber of her being cried out for sex, for hot and heavy fucking, for the pleasure only a man could provide. She needed a big hard cock in her, making her cum.

		And that was exactly what Greg promised next.

		"Soon," he said. "As soon as we discuss one last detail."

		"What's that?"

		"That you belong to Archer Cosmetics now."

		"But—"

		Greg silenced Kate by placing two fingers to her lips. She quieted, no longer protesting.

		"Archer Cosmetics is your new home. Or more accurately, I'll be your new home. It's my turn in the company lottery and I'm claiming you. Do you accept?"

		"Accept? Like you're the king of a country? That doesn't make sense." Kate tried to reason, but she had trouble forming complete sentences. She could barely get that many words out, let alone comprehend the situation.

		"I'm a senior vice president for Archer Cosmetics, which does make me a sort of king, I suppose, though maybe less benevolent than others. At least toward those outside the company. And the lottery means I get my own personal plaything, one who will satisfy all of my desires, no questions asked, no refusal allowed. Do you accept?"

		It took several seconds for Kate to consider her options. But it was her overwhelming arousal clouding her mind that forced her to answer the only way she could. She had already been transformed into a bimbo, the worst had already happened to her. No way was she going to keep up the pretense of independence.

		Kate nodded. She did not speak.

		"Say it," Greg demanded.

		"I accept."

		And with that, Greg stood up and slipped out of his suit jacket and unbuttoned his shirt. His muscles rippled as he moved, revealing just what kind of specimen he was.

		Kate pulled her robe off her shoulders and threw back the blankest covering her. It was the first time seeing her body and she loved every bit about what she saw, from her big bimbo tits to her curvy hips and long, slender legs. All the while she had been a private detective, she would never have believed such a transformation was possible.

		By the time she turned her attention back to Greg, he was standing over her in all of his naked glory, his cock pointing at her like a flagpole, hard and ready to deliver the pleasure that Kate so desperately craved. But Greg made her wait, made her anticipate the blissful experience of his shaft penetrating her and bringing her to climax.

		"How bad do you want this, bimbo?"

		"Sooooooo bad!" Kate moaned, her hands grabbing her big tits and squeezing them in ways she had never considered doing before. She massaged them and rubbed them and pinched at her nipples. Even as she spoke, she imagined that a fat cock was shoved deep in her throat, choking her and forcing her to get even sluttier than she already was.

		"Prove it," Greg insisted. "Lick it. Make it yours."

		Kate could not respond. There was no way she could explain just how much she wanted to lick that cock, to show her dedication, her bimboness, her subservience. All of those things were wrapped up in the idea of going down on Greg and she went at that task with gusto.

		She leaned forward, parting her plump lips, and engulfing the head of Greg's cock. He sighed at the sensation, loving the warm, wet embrace of Kate's mouth around him. His hands rested on the top of her head, showing her how to bob up and down along the length of his rod.

		But for Kate, it felt as if a whole new world of delicious flavor had suddenly opened up to her. She had never had an affinity for sucking cock before, but that changed the moment she fell into the vat of Bimbo Body Glitter, or at least from the moment the body glitter began to change her into a bimbo.

		"Fuck, that's good," Greg groaned. "You're definitely the best bimbo I've ever had."

		Kate beamed at the compliment, taking pride in pleasing the man who was something more to her. She could not entirely be sure what. Understanding the lottery system would require more brain power than she could currently spare. Only after she had cum, or maybe cum a few dozen times, would she have the ability to completely contemplate her fate. In the meantime, there was a cock to suck, with a reward of yummy cum waiting for her if she performed adequately.

		Sucking dick proved to be a natural talent for Kate. Her bimbo nature showed through at the most opportune of moments. It was almost as if she was made for this, for sucking cock, for sex. Her body, her mind, and her soul working in perfect harmony to make sex the center point of her existence.

		"Take my cock down your throat," Greg instructed as he grabbed fistfuls of her blonde hair in his powerful hands and guided her deeper onto his throbbing erection.

		The sudden intrusion caught Kate off guard, making her gag slightly. But she quickly relaxed, allowing her throat to expand around him as he continued pushing until his balls smacked up against her chin. She could not breathe, but she kept sucking, kept running her tongue along his cock, doing everything she could to please the man who now controlled her fate.

		"That's it, just like that," Greg praised as he held Kate's head down, watching her eyes for signs that she might want to pull off. But she did not resist in any way. She did not pull at his grip on her hair or try to push her way back. She already knew he would not hurt her. He had said as much, but now it was fully engrained in her. Her submission to him was complete.

		When Greg finally did release her, her head snapped back as she gasped for air. But as soon as she had caught her breath, Kate went right back to sucking his cock. The need remained, the desire, the pure instinct that said to suck his cock because that's what a good bimbo would do.

		But Greg did not allow her to suck his cock forever. When he reached down, pulling her off of his stiff length, Kate whimpered, worried she had disappointed him somehow.

		"Did I do something wrong?" she asked innocently.

		Greg smiled and shook his head. "No, you're doing a great job. I just have to fuck that pussy. I want to claim you and make you completely mine."

		Kate's eyes widened as the implications of having her pussy fucked dawned on her. And as soon as she realized what he said was true, the heat rose up inside of her core and a flush spread across her cheeks.

		"Do you think it will fit?" she asked. Kate's spatial reasoning was shot. She had no frame of reference for just how wide his cock was, although she felt confident in its thickness, so it seemed logical to ask if he would even be able to squeeze it between her tight labia and into the wet, pulsing depths of her body.

		Greg smirked. "It will."

		"But it looks so big, bigger than anyone I've had before."

		"You certainly know how to make a guy feel good. But don't worry your pretty little head about a thing. You just let me do the thinking and everything will be just fine. Better than fine, actually. You're a bimbo and you're about to learn just how good you have it."

		Kate watched as Greg crawled onto the bed, moving atop her as if he owned her body. In truth, that's exactly how it felt.

		"Have you done this before?" Kate asked curiously, part of her aware that this was new, at least new to this version of herself, her current state as a bimbo.

		"I'm no virgin," Greg said. "I know exactly what I'm doing."

		Greg parted Kate's legs, opening her up to him completely. Then he ran the length of his shaft along her outer lips.

		"Tell me how much you want it, little bimbo," Greg said as he teased her slit with his fat cock.

		"Please fuck me, Mr. Big Cock Sir!" Kate nearly screamed in desperation as she wiggled beneath him.

		"Good girl."

		The words were spoken softly, yet they echoed through the bimbofied woman as she absorbed the praise. Warmth spread through her entire body. Those two words of praise were more powerful than she could have imagined.

		Meanwhile, as Kate was basking in the warmth of acceptance and affection, Greg pushed forward, sliding his cock deep inside of her, spearing her open with a single thrust.

		"Ooooooohhh," Kate moaned in both ecstasy and pain. She had never felt so stretched, but despite any discomfort, Kate already understood that she was destined to get fucked like that. Her pussy was meant to take cocks. The bigger, the better. And Greg had a big cock.

		"Damn, Kate, your pussy is like a fucking glove," Greg grunted. "You were built for this. You've always been, but before now, you couldn't let go. But your old self is gone and now all that is left is your inner bimbo. And isn't it so freeing to be just a dumb little sex toy?"

		"Yes! Oh yes!" Kate practically cried. She was overwhelmed by the pleasure of finally feeling the completion that came when a big cock slid deep into her pussy. All of her urges had converged and come together in that moment to form one complete package. It was the ultimate feeling, the purest expression of her new self.

		Greg set an aggressive pace as he fucked her, thrusting in and out, plowing her like there was no tomorrow. Of course, there were many tomorrows ahead for Kate. There were a lot of nights like this one in her future. But she could only think about his cock in her right now. As the pleasure flowed out from her pussy, there was no future. There was no past. There was just now. There was just Greg, his cock, and her tight bimbo pussy.

		Kate had already been so aroused before any fucking even began that when she came, it felt like all of time and space were exploding at once inside of her. She saw stars, fireworks, explosions, a whole galaxy coming together in a series of dazzling displays that burned themselves into her retinas. Pleasure crashed over her in wave after endless wave.

		For a while, Kate lost touch with reality as she floated on that sea of pleasure. Greg kept right on fucking her, not caring whether she was experiencing intense bliss or not. It did not matter. Her body was built to receive it, to carry it, to survive on that sort of orgasmic frequency. She was a bimbo now. Her brain existed solely for the purpose of providing her physical shell with enough neurons to function, while keeping everything else simple and focused on sex. She would survive. She was a bimbo. And as a bimbo, there was nothing she could not handle.

		And then Greg came.

		The spurts of his thick cock sprayed his seed deep within her, filling her pussy with his load as he thrust in and out, her inner walls working automatically to draw out every drop of cum. This was right. This felt natural. Her body wanted his seed. It needed it to sustain itself, to stay alive and thrive. Greg was giving her life in that moment. And Kate accepted the gift.

		Kate opened her eyes to see Greg still holding himself above her. Her eyes struggled to focus, still glazed in ecstasy.

		"Good girl," Greg repeated, smiling down at her. "Very nice. Your tight little pussy feels so good. It was worth the wait."

		Kate felt accomplished. She had proven herself worthy, making her man happy. And Greg was her man. She understood that without having to have it explained to her. Everything had happened so fast, so suddenly, but Kate could not question anything that had happened, not really. It was easy to understand that she had been born to suck and fuck. Born again. Everything before that moment of falling into the vat of Bimbo Body Glitter was just a prelude to her real life. This life. Living as a bimbo.

		"Thank you, Mr. Big Cock Sir."

		Greg smiled again. "I love the way you thank me. Now say thank you for cumming in me."

		Kate had to parse through his words carefully. He wanted her to thank him. That was obvious. Cumming, she knew. She was familiar with that concept, had heard it described as the goal of having sex. Thank you for cumming in me. It took her a few seconds, but Kate finally got it.

		"Thank you for cumming in me!" Kate squealed, bursting with happiness. "I hope you do it again and again and again."

		Greg laughed and slowly pulled his cock from her. He leaned down and planted a kiss on her lips. Kate melted into the sheets, sinking even deeper into them as his lips caressed hers.

		Then he spoke into her ear, saying, "I promise I'll do it again and again and again."

		It was already late when they finished. Greg helped his new bimbo out of the bed, showing her to a mirror so that she could fully appreciate her new body. She squealed at the sight of herself, getting turned on from her own reflection. Greg could only laugh at her, but it was a laugh of kindness. And Kate felt completely at ease, accepting of this new situation, loving her big tits and all of the rest. And especially loving having such a handsome, successful, and kind man to make sure she lived up to her bimbo potential.

		Greg provided Kate with clothes before he took her home. To his home. He would take care of the details involved with both closing out her business and cleaning out her apartment. She would not need to worry about any of that ever again. Greg took his responsibility over her seriously. And Kate loved it all.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		"Kitty, darling, come over here," Greg said, using his pet name for his now wife, Kate. He was actually thinking about changing her name to Kitty. No one ever called her Kate anymore. Kitty Jones. It actually sounded better than Kate Jones, for whatever reason.

		The pair were at a company dinner party. Kitty had been conversing with several of the other bimbo wives, complimenting each other on their sexy gowns and big tits. It was a collective admiration of each other's beauty and raw feminine sexuality.

		But pulled away from the group by her husband, Kitty gave one last look, admiring their curves before turning her attention to the most handsome man in the room. And she counted herself lucky for being married to such a wonderful guy.

		"Yes, honey," Kitty purred. She saved her nickname for him, Greggie, for home.

		"I want to introduce a few people to you," Greg said.

		Kitty giggled. "And show off the baby bump you gave me, right?"

		It was impossible to hide Kitty's pregnant belly. She only ever wore tight and revealing clothing. Her gown for the evening, a sparkling blue number, included a large cleavage cutout to show off her tremendous tits and then wrapped tightly around her round belly.

		"Is it wrong of me to do so?" Greg asked before they reached their destination.

		Kitty bit her lower lip and shook her head, letting her blonde locks swish back and forth across her bare shoulders and her dangling earrings to bump against the side of her face. She then turned, wrapping an arm around her husband. She leaned against him, enjoying his strong stature.

		"Of course not, baby," she said, resting her head on his shoulder as he led her along, walking slowly in those high heels of hers, her breasts bouncing with every step.

		Kitty loved her life. Her past as a private detective was a distant memory that made no sense in her bimbofied mind. The only dick now in her life was her husband's cock, which he gave to her on at least a daily basis. She practically needed it to survive. Not even her pregnancy stopped her from craving his cock.

		Reaching their destination, Greg greeted several men, introducing them to Kitty as some of the new executives. Archer Cosmetics was rapidly expanding, building new facilities around the country and beyond. It was an exciting time for the company, but Kitty only cared that her husband was successful in his work, bringing home a paycheck that kept her in the latest fashions and would ensure their growing family would live well.

		"More women should be like you, Mrs. Jones," one of the men said, noting the way Kitty clung to her husband's arm.

		Kitty giggled. It was her natural response. "I just love being a bimbo. It's so great. And now I'm a sexy wife and I couldn't ask for a better life." She smiled the most genuine smile she could manage. And the thing was, that smile was all real. Kitty had no desire to return to the person she had once been. She loved her life. She loved her body. She loved her husband. She loved being a trophy. She loved everything. And she looked forward to letting her husband knock her up over and over again, because she had found her true calling. And Kitty Jones believed everyone would be happier if there were more bimbos in the world. And she should know. She was a bimbo and was happier than ever.
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