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		Yvaine grumbled as she pulled the beanie down over her ears. She had no idea the flea market would be this cold. It was nearly cold enough to see the water vapor she exhaled with each breath.

		It was rare for Yvaine to wear a beanie on her head, or any hat at all. At most, she might wear earmuffs, but this was an extraordinary circumstance. And as much as she wanted to blame her best friend, Verity, for the situation she was now in, Yvaine knew that it was entirely her own fault. She should have never offered to shave her head in sympathy after Verity’s cancer diagnosis. It was true that her hair went to a good cause, but the baldness was not something she had been able to get over.

		As much as Yvaine was a good person, she was vain, matching her name. It was a weakness that she simply could not overcome. It was something she could usually hide, at least with people who barely knew her, however, that was not the case once she became close to anyone. Verity knew it, thus making her more surprised than Yvaine that she had decided to shave her head too. But Yvaine’s coworkers knew it too. They had caught her preening and primping far too many times not to see it.

		But for everyone else, Yvaine just came off as fashionable. She was always dressed well, wearing the latest styles and designer brands. Her hair and makeup had always been perfect for the occasion. And she had no trouble with finding male companionship when she so desired, even though she could come off as intimidating sometimes. Her confident demeanor gave her an air of overconfidence sometimes.

		With Yvaine’s head now bare underneath her beanie, she walked through the flea market with the small hope that she could find a suitable wig to buy. The thought of continuing to be out and about with a bald head, no matter what it meant to Verity, was too much for the young woman to handle. Her vanity was such that she needed a full head of hair to get by.

		The problem was that Yvaine was low on money. She had just returned from an expensive tropical vacation, which made her shaved head even more apparent with her current tan. She simply did not have the money to spend on an expensive wig. But she hoped that there might be a seller with a wig available at the flea market. Yvaine had been lucky before, finding vintage clothing for costume parties and she had seen wigs available before.

		“Come on,” Yvaine mumbled to herself as she made the rounds of the flea market. It was held in an old wood warehouse on the edge of town. It was drafty, with no insulation to speak of, meaning that it got cold in winter and hot in summer. It was definitely something that required being prepared as if the event were held outdoors.

		Each stall Yvaine passed was a bust. She kept a careful eye out the whole time, looking for flashes of hair. She had hoped the lady selling hats might be helpful, but that too was a bust.

		Just as Yvaine was about to give up, she spotted a beautiful blonde wig on a table. It was properly stored too, resting on a head-shaped wood ball.

		“How much for the wig?” Yvaine asked, already growing giddy. This was it. She could just imagine wearing that to work the next day, feeling pride in her appearance once again.

		“That’s $200,” the shopkeeper answered. She had a greasy appearance that belied the quality of the goods she had placed on the table for sale. “You won’t find a better deal on a wig.”

		Yvaine took a deep breath and reached her hand into her coat pocket. She wrapped her fingers around the wad of bills that she knew did not add up to that amount of money. She had $100, not $200.

		“Is there any way I can talk you down from that price?” Yvaine asked. She had never been good at haggling and she hated it. She was good at finding sales, but she was not good at negotiating them.

		“I could go $175 at the lowest,” the woman said. “It’s a really good wig.”

		Yvaine bit her lower lip as she tried to think. There was no way she could afford it, at least until her next payday and that was too far away and for too little money. Her tropical vacation had not only been expensive, but it had required her to take unpaid leave to go. Her next paycheck would be significantly lower.

		Glancing around the table, Yvaine saw nothing else that interested her. There was a small placard that read, “Objects cursed against theft.” It made her want to laugh. Curses were not real and she could barely understand how such a warning could scare off thieves. However, it did give Yvaine an idea. She was not going to steal the wig, at least not outright. But she could steal it and leave behind the cash she had. It wasn’t enough, but it at least showed her intent to pay by paying for half of the original price.

		Yvaine knew she was on shaky ethical grounds, but her vanity took charge and kept her from seeing how she could continue any other way. She needed a wig and this one looked better than any wig she had ever seen before. It had to be that one and she needed it today.

		And as if the world was working in Yvaine’s favor, a fight suddenly broke out in the stall behind the woman’s. She turned to see what all the ruckus was, then jumped in to separate the two fighting men. Yvaine saw this as a sign. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the wad of bills and dropped them next to the woman’s cash box. Then she grabbed the wig, leaving behind the stand.

		As soon as the wig was in Yvaine’s hands, she felt a small tingle in her finger tips, but she paid it no mind as she stuffed the wig under her coat and then walked briskly toward the exit. The sooner she got out of there, the better.

		Yvaine’s heart pounded in her chest as her eyes darted back and forth. However, her escape seemed to go unnoticed by whatever security officials were present. They were all caught up in the fight. She had not even heard raised voices. It was as if one moment the men were great friends and then the next they were throwing fists at each other in a rage. But that just made life easier for Yvaine as she escaped with her prize.

		Once back at her car, Yvaine placed the wig on the front seat before she sped away, ignoring a few speed limits as she tried to put distance between her and the flea market. Even though she risked a ticket, she felt that was better than getting charged with theft. And it was not like Yvaine had never talked her way out of a ticket before. She knew it helped to be pretty, although the bald head did not help at the moment.

		It was only once Yvaine was safely back home that she even thought of trying on the wig. She carried it to her bedroom where she could look at herself wearing it in a full length mirror. She shrugged off her coat and dropped it onto the bed. Then she pulled off the beanie, revealing her shaved head. It was still smooth, as if she had just shaved it this morning. It had actually been since yesterday, but that was as long as Yvaine could manage to be bald before her vanity got the better of her.

		She took a deep breath before she pulled the wig onto her head. Another tingle passed along her skin, this time across her scalp, as the wig made contact with her body. It took another minute for Yvaine to arrange the wig correctly on her head, making sure that it lined up right. It looked perfect, although it was a lighter color than Yvaine’s natural hair color. But the different color was a small price to pay. She had always wondered what going lighter would look like and now she knew.

		Hello, darling.

		Yvaine looked around for the sound of the voice she suddenly heard. Except the room was empty. There was no one there.

		I must say, you look lovely.

		The voice was vaguely feminine, but it was hard to tell. There was something wrong with the voice, as if Yvaine could not really hear it.

		“Who’s there?” Yvaine called out. “Who are you?”

		You really shouldn’t have stolen me.

		“What the fuck?” Yvaine cried. She tried to pull off the wig, wanting to toss it across the room, except it would not budge from her scalp.

		It’s no use. I’m a part of you now. You really shouldn’t have stolen me. That sign you read was accurate. There was a curse.

		“Bullshit. Curses aren’t real. This isn’t real. Besides, I didn’t steal. I paid.”

		You paid less than asking price and took me without permission. That counts as stealing. Although, I suppose, it’s not as bad as straight stealing. And that means your curse will be a little different, I think.

		“What do you mean, different?” Yvaine calmed down, but she still felt dread and worry flowing through her like there was ice in her veins. It was not a pleasant feeling.

		We’re going to have some fun. And now that I’m gaining access to your mind, I’m finding some truly delicious parts of you. Mmm, yeah, you are quite the fashionista. I can work with that. I think it’s time you get the body you always dreamed of, but could never have.

		Yvaine did not know what the voice from the wig was talking about, but she found it difficult to argue with it. For one, the voice seemed to be in her head. That kind of made her feel like she was going crazy. Crazy people heard voices. However, the wig was already making itself at home on her head, attaching itself permanently to her scalp and invading her mind, pulling out the tidbits it could use to corrupt her.

		An image formed in Yvaine’s head, unprompted by herself, but pulled into existence by the cursed wig on her head. It was an image of Yvaine, how she saw herself when she was not confronted with a mirror. However, this image had been made more extreme than even Yvaine had considered before, with bigger breasts and a sexier overall figure. Where Yvaine saw her as an attractive and fashionable woman in her mid-twenties, this new mental image gave her model-like looks that even she had never dreamed of having before.

		However, just because Yvaine had never considered such an image for herself before, that did not mean that she found the image unattractive. Her vanity took over, grabbing onto the model image and running with it. Desire welled up inside of her, a desire to look that good, believing that she should look that good. Yvaine could not help herself. This was how she wanted to look.

		Yes, I thought you’d like that. Now let’s get started on making it a reality. You’re going to be so happy with your new look when I’m done with you.

		Yvaine wasn’t sure what to say or do as the wig apparently had plans to give her the body of her new dreams. It made no sense how any of this was possible, but with Yvonne’s desire and vanity taking over, it was far too easy to give in. Not that she knew how to fight back, but even if she could, she would not want to. She was hooked.

		Yvaine’s body started moving on its own, without her actual input. Her hands reached up and started to pull at the hem of her sweater. Before she knew it, the sweater had joined the coat on the bed. And there was more to follow. Her shoes got kicked off and her form-fitting jeans came off also. The final steps were removing her underwear, the bra, the panties, and the sock, all getting thrown aside.

		You’re a very attractive woman. The voice was surprisingly kind in the way it spoke about Yvaine’s body. But that was largely to play into her vanity, making her want this even more. It was so easy to play into her vice. But where nature was kind, I can be magnanimous.

		Yvaine stood there, looking at her reflection. But as she did, it seemed as if her vision started to blur and become wavy. However, when she turned her head, it was not her vision that had blurred, but her reflection in the mirror. It was her own body that had blurred as the magic that had been infused in the wig went to work.

		As Yvaine stood there, her hips widened, giving her a sexy gait and a platform for a larger ass. Soon she was not only sporting sexy hips, but a proper bubble butt as well. And as the changes moved over her body, her legs became longer and more svelte as her waist contracted, making it almost look like she was wearing a corset under her skin.

		Then came Yvaine’s breasts. Where they had once been full, but not overly large, they gained in every way imaginable. It was important that they match her wider hips, giving her a proper hourglass figure. Plus, it was necessary to make sure that every male eye would always be on her, her cleavage acting as a siren’s call for men everywhere to get lost in. Their size became large, bigger than could likely be considered natural compared to the rest of her body, with pert, pink nipples that just ached to be played with.

		Despite all those changes, the magic from the wig, the supposed curse, was not done yet. As Yvaine’s fingernails grew out into a glamorous French cut, her face went through its own transformation. Her lips plumped up, giving her a pouty, yet bitchy expression. Her nose slimmed and turned up at the end to give further attention to her lips. And finally, the color of her eyes grew brighter, allowing for even more attention to be bestowed upon her.

		“Holy fuck,” Yvaine exclaimed when her reflection came back into focus. She could barely believe that the woman she saw in the mirror was her. She looked so different, but so much hotter. And it was a look that only became more impressive with her new hair, the wig now permanently attached to her head and growing out as her real hair, complete with a permanent shift to the lighter blonde color.

		I thought you’d like all of that. And just imagine how many hearts you’re going to break when we get you dressed in something more befitting your new form.

		Yvaine actually grew wet at the thought of all the fun and exciting clothing she would be able to wear to highlight and display her new body. She looked like a man’s wet dream and she knew the voice from the wig was right. She was going to end up breaking hearts. She would not even need to try to do it. Men would fall in love with her body and practically worship her, even the ones who never actually met her.

		But first, I think it’s time that we balance the scales a little.

		A quizzical pout formed on Yvaine’s face as she considered the new direction the wig was taking her. “What do you mean by balance?” How could her newfound beauty be balanced?

		With you so beautiful, it wouldn’t be fair to let you still be smart. Smart and beautiful are a winning combination, but this is a curse and I can’t have you coming away better off. What kind of punishment would that be? What kind of precedent would that set?

		Worry flowed through Yvaine’s enhanced body. She reached up and hugged her newly expanded chest, enjoying the way her new breasts sat on her chest. They seemed perfectly balanced. She barely even noticed that they were bigger. The weight was more, but her body had been transformed to carry the additional weight, making it all seem so natural, as if she had always looked like this.

		“What are you going to take away from me?”

		A beauty like you doesn’t need brains. That’s what I’m going to take away. It’s time to drain that intelligence of yours.

		Yvaine stood there, still hugging her chest, her now long blonde hair flowing down her back in loose waves. Even though the wig was new, it had started to feel like her real hair now. Even as she tried to think of a way she could fight back against the magic curse, she was struck by just how natural this all felt.

		But that only lasted for so long. Suddenly there was a clicking sound that went off in her head. Then she felt it start. A tear formed at the corner of her eye, ready to shed over the sudden drop in her intelligence. It felt as if her thoughts were disappearing, like bubbles popping, never to reform. And each pop let that part of her intelligence drain away, leaving her forever.

		By the time the magic had finished, the bitchy look was still there on her face, but her eyes, despite the bright color of her irises, appeared vacant. It was clear that there was less happening behind them now.

		How do you feel now?

		It was a good question and it took Yvaine a moment to realize the voice was talking to her. It then took another moment for her to collect her thoughts. How did she feel? It was a good question, one that she did not automatically know. Questions seemed so much harder to answer now, but she struggled to see how that was bad. She struggled with a lot of things now.

		A giggle escaped Yvaine’s plump lips before she answered, “I feel yummy. I’ve got big tits and a sexy body and I’m just so horny.”

		The magic had not directly influenced Yvaine’s arousal. That had not been a part of the transformation. However, by tapping into her vanity and giving her a body that she could never have dreamed of before, that left only her intelligence holding back against her complete sexualization of herself. With that intelligence, that will power, gone, there was nothing left to keep her from giving into her arousal.

		I might have overdone the bimbo part, but I’d say it’s fair penance for theft. Now let’s have you go to sleep so I can finish integrating myself into her body and mind and make a few changes to your surroundings. You’re going to need a whole new wardrobe to show off that sexy body.

		Yvaine yawned, growing suddenly tired. She stretched her arms over her head and then started shuffling toward the bed. “I’m so tired all of a sudden.” She did not even realize that the voice just made her tired. She was too caught up in the moment to realize the power she had ceded to the wig that sat on her head. All she could do was feel sexy and tired.

		As Yvaine climbed beneath the covers of her bed, the clothes she had discarded disappeared. All of her clothes, including the ones in her closet and dresser, disappeared. And once Yvaine closed her eyes and let sleep take her for the night, the wig went to work giving its charge a new and more bimbo appropriate wardrobe.

		When Yvaine woke up, it was morning. She stretched lazily, happy in the warm cocoon of her bed. She saw no reason to move or get up.

		Come on, girl. You need to get ready for work.

		“Oh phooey,” Yvaine complained, but she did not disagree with the voice in her head. Deep down, she knew it was now in charge. Yvaine knew she was not smart anymore, although her memories of ever having been smart before were few and far between. It was just that she knew it had once been the case that she was smart. Not that Yvaine was going to complain. As a bimbo, she would gladly trade all the intelligence in the world so she could be hot and sexy. And since she was both of those things now, she had nothing to complain about.

		Yvaine climbed out of bed and started to get ready for her first day as a bimbo. She showered, taking the time to explore her new body more fully. Her fingers ran over her sensitive skin, down to the hairless junction between her thighs. She bit her lower lip as she muffled an orgasmic scream, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head. Yvaine was no stranger to self pleasure, but this was better than anything she had ever experienced before. It was better than all of her past sexual encounters.

		But the shower eventually had to end. Even without the voice prodding her along, she finished washing and then stepped out of the shower.

		Yvaine took her time using all of the hair and makeup products that appeared on her bathroom counter overnight. Not that there was anything there that she was a stranger to. Her vanity had always kept her up to date on the latest hair and makeup trends. Only, now she was working with a canvas that was far more appealing to begin with. Not that she let her now natural beauty speak entirely for itself.

		Once her hair and makeup were perfect, Yvaine swayed toward her closet, looking for the perfect outfit for her day. Upon opening the door, she was faced with two simple facts. First, she had far more clothes than she really had space for. In addition to everything that was hung up and stored away in her dresser, there were also bags of clothes that she had yet to even add to her rotation, still with their tags on them. Yvaine had always had trouble stopping herself from buying more clothes, but she no longer had the ability to stop herself as a bimbo. The self discipline was not there.

		Second, there was nothing in the closet or the dresser that could really be considered office appropriate attire. Yvaine had always dressed sharply at work, often with a fashionable skirt and blazer or at least with a nice sweater, always over a well tailored blouse. But none of those things existed in Yvaine’s new wardrobe. She was kind of stuck.

		However, even without the voice’s help, Yvaine quickly chose an outfit for the day. The ankle length white dress was beautiful, but the way it covered her body was even more beautiful. The neckline dropped all the way below Yvaine’s tits, gathered in a knot below her sternum, leaving her big tits on display with a terrific display of cleavage. The sides were left open from that same height of the knot, with laces crossing back and forth all the way down to her knees. The front and back, in two separate pieces, reached all the way to her ankles.

		It was not a dress that underwear could be worn with, but Yvaine was perfectly comfortable that way. And for her, the dress seemed to be as business appropriate as she had. A pair of white strappy sandals with impressively high heels completed the outfit.

		Such a good bimbo. Your boss is going to love the new you.

		Yvaine giggled at the thought of what that meant. Her pussy gushed in response, her arousal already building back up to the point she would either need to finger herself soon or she would jump a guy she might not even know, begging him to fuck her. But given how she now looked and the sexy outfit she wore, it seemed likely that most men would fuck her, regardless of the consequences.

		Somehow Yvaine made it to work without incident, although the voice may have had to help her a few times to keep on track, to avoid getting lost or distracted. Shiny objects or sexy men could easily pull her attention away from the road without the voice’s influence.

		Yvaine swayed sexily into work. She had left her long coat in her car, not wanting to hide her sexy dress as she entered the building. Yvaine was only about fifteen minutes late, which normally was tolerable at her work, but that only meant that nearly all of her coworkers were already there. The open floor plan office went silent as everyone stopped what they were doing to look at Yvaine. They were mesmerized by her beauty and sexiness.

		As she walked through the office, swaying her sexy ass back and forth, taking small mincing steps that made her tits jiggle and bounce, she waved and winked to her coworkers. Some were stunned about what had happened to their vain coworker. Even though Yvaine looked remarkably different from her pre-bimbo self, they all seemed to know it was her. However, they were not upset about the changes, just confused, especially about how having a bimbo in the office was going to change things. There were many tented pairs of pants in the office with a bimbo on staff.

		The company Yvaine worked for was small enough that the CEO did not have an exclusive secretary. There was no one guarding his office door, one of the few individual offices in the building. And the door was ajar, so Yvaine just pushed it open, announcing her new bimbo self to her boss, the man who controlled her fate.

		“Hey there, big boss man,” Yvaine cooed as she shut the door behind her.

		“Yvaine?” her boss said. “Is that you?”

		Yvaine giggled as she nodded her head. Her gold hoop earrings bounced in her ears. “Sorry I’m, like, late and stuff, but—“

		“But you’re a bimbo now,” her boss said, finishing her sentence. “I understand.” He did not understand really, but the magic of the wig still worked through her life in mysterious ways. “And I suppose you’re here for my morning blowjob.”

		Yvaine said nothing as she walked around behind her boss’ desk. He rolled his chair back and turned toward her, his cock already out, standing at attention. Yvaine sank gracefully to her knees before she leaned forward and wrapped her plump lips around her boss’ cock.

		Even before becoming a bimbo, Yvaine was no stranger to blowjobs and cock in general, but she had always kept her professional and personal lives separate. However, now that she was a bimbo, she no longer had the discipline to keep such clear lines between the different parts of her life. And since she no longer had much to offer as an employee in terms of work efficiency or skill, she needed to rely on her body to remain employed.

		Yvaine bobbed her head up and down, giving her boss her bimbo’s best blowjob, but something was off about the encounter. There was something missing.

		“Fuck, as much as I love your lips around my cock, I’ve got to sample that pussy of yours too.”

		Yvaine pulled off of her boss’ cock with an audible pop. She looked up at him with vapid eyes, but she still understood what he wanted from her. She returned to her feet and then leaned over the desk, pushing her ass out and her big tits into the mahogany desktop. It was early enough in the day that his desk was not yet covered in papers that risked getting pushed to the floor.

		Somehow Yvaine’ boss managed to lift her dress up over her hips, bunching it around her waist so that he had full access to her pussy. Her lower lips glistened with wetness, ready and waiting for a cock to fill it. And with his cock already hard, it only took a moment before he was thrusting his cock inside of her.

		Again, like with her earlier masturbation in the shower, sex as a bimbo was significantly better than anything she had experienced before. Her best sex ever would barely rate a five on a scale of ten compared to what it felt like to get fucked by her boss from behind in his office.

		Her boss pistoned in and out of her, even slapping her ass and enjoying how it jiggled in response. And with Yvaine’s mouth no longer occupied by the cock that now penetrated her from behind, she screamed out as pleasure flowed through her body, her pussy sending out waves of endorphins that nearly overloaded her mind.

		Considering she had already gotten him started, it was little wonder when Yvaine’s boss twitched inside of her. He had passed his point of no return. He was going to cum. It was only a matter of exactly when. As it turned out, they came together, a symphony of orgasmic delight.

		“Holy fuck,” her boss grunted as one last orgasmic scream sounded out through the office. There was no doubt what was happening now in the office. The door and walls were not soundproof. Every one of Yvaine’s coworkers would know what just happened.

		“Fuck, that was hot,” Yvaine managed to say after she started to recover from the orgasmic high. She had cum hard, but somehow she had managed to maintain consciousness. But her body felt better than it had ever felt before.

		“I’m guessing you’re not getting any more work done now that you’re a bimbo,” her boss said as Yvaine pulled her dress back down and fixed her appearance. She would need to apply a new coat of lipstick soon. “Normally I would fire you, but I still think you can be a valuable member of the team here. We’ll reassign you to a Human Resources role, a staff morale employee, and I’ll look to replace you in your old job as soon as possible. Does that sound acceptable?”

		Yvaine looked at her boss and had no idea what he was talking about. She drew a complete blank about it.

		Say yes.

		“Yes,” Yvaine said, following the orders of the voice. It had yet to lead her wrong.

		“Good. I’ll handle the details. You go out and make sure everyone is happy and productive.”

		“Thanks, big boss,” Yvaine said before she left the office the way she had come in.

		As soon as she was back out in the main office, Yvaine licked her lips, realizing how many cocks there were to please. There were pussies too, but she did not see any issue with that. She was sure she could lick pussy as well as she sucked cock. And if one of the women wanted to fuck her with a strap-on, who was she to argue? Yvaine decided she was going to like this life as a bimbo. She got to be sexy and fashionable, which was more than she could ever have imagined before. Who needed to be smart when she could be such a sexy bimbo instead?

		I’m not sure this was really the curse I had in mind, but oh well. We’ll have to visit Verity after work to see what she thinks of the new you. But in the meantime, let’s get to work.

		Yvaine did not answer the voice. She simply used her bimbo intuition to notice one of her coworkers looked stressed and she knew just how to help relieve the pressure. This was the best job she could have imagined and even as a bimbo, she was supremely qualified. Especially because she was a bimbo. The cursed wig seemed to be a pretty good deal. At least Yvaine thought so. It was the best $100 she ever spent.
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