
“Thanks for coming in Kaylee, this meeting shouldn’t take too long.” The well-dressed Dalmatian waved a hand towards a chair across the desk from him, gesturing for the eye-catching tiger woman to sit. She did, a veteran employee, manager of a department even. Her clothes were simple, dark and business-like, skirt riding high but nothing outrageous, with a clearly calculated amount of cleavage on display from her blazer.
“I appreciate that sir, you know more than anyone how busy we are.” She folded a leg over, a flash of sheer white lace given, before her limb settled with her hands resting atop her lap professionally, face calm and collected with a pleasant smile that drew out her attractiveness. 
The man did no more than nod, looking down at some papers. “So I gotta hand it to you, great work this quarter, as always. You’ve really turned that group of rookies into something special, sales are up to wonderful percentages.”
“Thank you sir,” Kaylee said with a sensually humble chuckle. 
“Some of your work is really covering our asses while we set up the new Pleasure and Relief division, we really took a hit building those brothels, and no matter how cheap we get whores for, it’s gonna be a bit before we pull profit.” His eyes had barely left the paperwork, but when he did look at her, it was appreciative glances.
The curvy tiger nodded her head in thanks. “True, but the profits we do pull eventually will make it very much worth it. With prostitution being so inundated with cheap sluts on every street and given out with a fast food meal, truly qualified establishments of professional sex lost marketability quite fast. But, seeing what the other teams cooked up, our plan to return a whore house back to a ‘gentlemanly’ establishment will put us first and foremost on luxury prostitution.”
“And how lucrative that shall be. But until then, we need to get it up and running.”
“Mhm.”
The spotted canine set his hands on the table, leaning back into the chair, cutting to the chase. “So, we’re reassigning you.”
Kaylee blinked. She had been trying for another promotion, but didn’t know there was an opening. But, she noticed he used the word reassign rather than promote, maybe they needed her to work her management magic to another rag-tag team of newcomers. “Alright sir, who will I be overseeing now?”
Keeping his face concise and professional, the man’s response is not what the tiger wanted to hear. “Nobody, we’re shifting you to be one of our new whores.”
To say this was a shock to the woman was an understatement. “Wha-What?”
Another quick nod, “You’re being reassigned to be a sex worker at one of the new brothels.”
He had never seen the professional attitude of the tiger break, yet it shattered almost instantly. It was not anger, or welling emotion, but just shocked lack of understanding. “But… I’m a manager. I have been for nine years here. I-I… I supported the brothel plan, I helped the company set it up, how- how can you do this to me?”
The smallest emotion was in the Dalmatian’s eyes. “Sorry Kaylee, higher ups choice, not me. Effective immediately, all female personnel are to be put to work as prostitutes.”
She wasn’t looking at him, or anything really, just stuck in her thoughts as she gazed blankly. Her usually sensual face was limp with question and uncertainty. “A-All of us?”
The nod that came was slow.
Her voice was quiet. “Why?”
He shrugged. “Told you earlier, we’re getting the cheapest whores we can.”
A whisper, “Oh my god.”
“Yup. This review is still a review though, I need to get some info from you before we determine your final placement.”
Kaylee barely heard him, thinking. This wasn’t an unheard of strategy, but the higher-ups were usually excluded, she just didn’t understand why she was being demoted with the rest. Then she remembered the new contract she signed with her most recent promotion. It locked her in to the company, and there was some phrasing that was a little worrying, but she was certain it wouldn’t apply to her. Until today.
The man kept speaking as she stared at nothing. “But still, this shouldn’t take too long Kaylee. I just need you to get undressed if you will.” He had to cough loudly to get her to return to reality, shuddering a bit as her eyes darted around before landing on him. “Undress please.”
“What-“
Hands held up, “Relax, nothing like that is gonna happen, this isn’t a Titty Twisters or something. All I’m doing is taking measurements.”
A moment spent contemplating, before her head raised up to meet his eyes with a cognition he knew she was returning to, the shock passed. “Do I have a choice?”
“Not unless you wanna break your contract and lose your job. And a broken contract is gonna be a bad mark for a hirer. So, unless you want to apply to a fast food place…”
She sank back into her own chair, sending a hand through her black hair. “Shit.” She wasn’t a stranger to nudity, nobody in this world could be a prude, but there was still an element of dignity to be had, to be seen on her own terms. That’s why she made sure to get jackets and shirts that would show her tits off nicely, there was no greater social power than sex appeal here, and she knew it, using it many times while embracing it. Even if she didn’t have to dress up in some slutty clothes to land an interview, it didn’t hurt to look pretty, right?
A long windy sigh came from her, looking around, hesitating, before she abruptly stood. “Fuck, alright. But you owe me a lifetime of drinks for this, bastard.”
He only grunted with a little smile. “I’m sure we’ll have a chance to get even. Hell, could even visit you at the brothel’s bar.” He reached under the desk, pulling out a case of some kind, a dark metal square, about the size of a chair seat and a foot tall.
Kaylee was already unbuttoning her shirt, jacket already dropped to the chair behind her, obviously rushing as an ashamed heat hit her cheeks. “Ugh, god no. It only counts if it’s off the clock, and at a bar I don’t see all day.”
A simple grunt was the reply as he straightened the box out, then waited for her to finish, look up in time to see her tug her arms out of her sleeves and drop the crisp white shirt to the chair, leaving her in a lacy white bra, the only real opaque material right over her nipples, but the clear ring of areola went beyond what was covered, clearly visible through the pretty lace. She dropped her skirt much faster, a little fwumph coming as it landed on the floor.
She looked at him, glanced at the box he set out, then returned his look. “If you were expecting a show, sorry, but I’m not a whore yet.” As nothing else happened, her eyes closed and head tilted back. “You want the underwear off, don’t you.”
“Yup.”
“Goddamnit.” Her blush only grew as she scowled, reaching back to unclasp the bra, peeling it off her tits to let them drop out freely, the swells and their nubs on full display. As her panties dropped next, everything was visible. Her body was great, but not exactly a jackpot. Fur soft and well groomed, dark orange and light tan mixing, with black stripes patterning her whole curvy body. Despite the shame, she stood with a feminine stance, legs parted with hips cocked, a clear shot at her button and a hint of her slit given to the man while she crossed her arms under her bust, lifting them tantalizingly.
“Alright, what now. Gonna come up with a tape measure?”
“Nah. This thing does everything.” He gestured to the box, flipping it’s top open to reveal two round indents side by side, Kaylee’s eyes narrowing the second she saw them. “This’ll measure your tits.”
“Of course.” A moment of further hesitation came, the girl on fire with the shame of standing naked about to measure her breasts. She could have just told him her cup size for god's sake. Figuring she already wasted enough time, she stepped to the desk, bare feet placing softly on the floor as her nude form grew close. Time was spent staring at the inside, the boob-mold looking to be made of some mix of rubber and foam.
She grew less boisterous the longer she looked. “So uh… I just drop em’ in?”
“Yup.”
Taking a calming breath, the girl leaned over the desk, knowing the canine was watching her breasts swing down freely now, nipples pointed straight to the box as she planted her hands on either side. Inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale, descent. Like a sort of push up, she dropped her torso to the box, mammaries falling right into their depression. The mold was cool, but not cold, a little tingle ran through her as her nips made contact, but it was otherwise nothing awful.
“N-Now what?”
“You really gotta push down, get your chest against the rim.”
Doing so, she lowered herself fully to the box, until its edges were digging into her skin, before she felt it. The material moved, as if fluid, and it quickly manifested the feeling of hardening around the perimeter of her enveloped mounds. Then it tightened, compressing around the base of her tits, like tying a rope around them, making her gasp beyond just what the motion would cause. A beep came then, the Dalmatian nodding.
“Okay, it’s sealed.” He seemed to push a button on it’s side, a little screen flaring up on the surface with options she couldn’t see. “First will be simple size, mass, density, all that jazz.” He pushed a button, followed by a different beep. She felt the way the mold gripped her chest change, pulling it deeper inside while matching their form perfectly, or feeling like it at least. One beep came. Then the material felt like it was lifting them, until another beep.
“Okay, size and mass taken, but heads up, most girls say the density one ain’t fun.”
Kaylee wasn’t even able to say ‘huh?’ before she hissed with a yip, the entire mold compressing tightly around her bust. The confines grew tighter, making her scrabble a bit, breasts being smushed with a pressure most uncomfortable. “W-Woah! Shit, that’s bad, ow ow ow…”
Wincing with clenched teeth, she endured the thirty seconds her tits were painfully mashed within themselves, sighing with untold relief as the mold went back to a loosely snug ‘standard’. That last beep is one she was never more happy to hear, nearly collapsing to the table despite her rack still being trapped in a box.
The man wrote a few things down, then hit another button. The material shaping and clamping around her sizable chest took a new movement, a new articulation, specifically at her nipples. Subtle vibrations, circular motions, all very gentle but done with weight, all very focused on teasing her buds in a calculated way.
She gasped as it really set in initially, claws scraping harmlessly down the desk to clench as she dropped her head, hair filtering down to form a curtain around her exotic feline face as she grit her teeth from the sudden sensation. “Ghn,” she grunted under her breath as more and more tingles filtered in, the turn-off of her future and situations quickly being overridden by expert mechanical testing of her vulnerable points.
Head arching up with mouth agape, she suppressed a pleasured cry as the ministrations of the soft moving foam hit her tits in all the right ways, reaching levels of stimulation she didn’t think possible from just nipples alone. Heat was growing, moisture building, breath getting husky as he body grew consumed with the thoughts and pleasures of sex, Kaylee ready to sit on the next dick she saw at this point.
“F-Fuuuck, this feels…” groaned out the tiger, features swapping between concentrated focus, and lusty arousal. It was embarrassing, sure, but this was some top tier boob-play, she was really tempted to ask where to get one of these until her voice was too busy suppressing a moan.
Then it all went away, nothing but flushed heat, high levels of need and residual nerves firing, but the material that had once been building her nips to a great orgasm went totally still, leaving only her body’s built up need. The beep that sounded this ceasefire truly disheartened her, letting her know that whatever it was doing, it was done.
The inquisitive hum from the Dalmatian went unheard by her, the woman doing everything in her power to not blurt out needy whines and ask him to finish what the machine started. She wasn’t one to usually ignore these urges, and he was a good guy, but he did just demote her to only slightly above a street whore. Kaylee of course turned tricks on the corner of her neighborhood for awhile when she was fourteen, but she had an actual job now, she could get her fill of action without monetary incentive.
“Looks like you’re quite receptive to nipple play, huh.” The man said with nothing more than slight procedural curiosity, looking at the box’s readout. With a little shrug, he pushed the next button. The mold suddenly compacted again, squeezing her tits tight but not to the levels of pain it had before, now instead being a very constricting constraint to prevent any movement from her soft flesh. Then something pressed to her locked in nubs.
She knew what this test was the moment a conical-feeling force began pushing at her teats, and braced herself. She never really was one for nipple penetration, though she did have the procedure done at birth like most girls. The pressure grew, the force multiplied, the machine’s shaped tips continued to push despite the resistance of her tight buds, sending her cute little things into her flesh a bit.
Then she gasped, a little bit of a scream, somewhat painful but more strange and uncomfortable if anything. The holes set into her nipples were indeed holes, perfectly capable of taking the thin points that just speared through them, but pure inexperience set her mind into a spiral of wrong.
Words were not something she was able to use as the material now inside her tits began to widen, stretching her small openings beyond what she had ever thought of. Her vocalizations descended into a gritty groan of exertion, body tense and rigid as this strenuous event played out. The man was a little amused to see the girl squirm, knowing the unseen actions being done in the box her chest was in, her face contorting in all manner of sensation until it went lax with relief, a beep sounding out.
Seemingly having discomfort and humiliation on a first name basis, Kaylee was nonplussed as the foamy mold broke the seal around her somewhat abused tits, and the canine calmly spoke. “Please place the device on your chair now, and sit on it. Ensure your entire ass is within the indents.”
Still breathing in silence to come to terms with having her nipples penetrated, the tiger didn’t react as another button was pushed, with the mold reshaping to the larger and wider shape of a person’s rear, tits now loosely in the space that no longer fit them. Regaining her wits, she pushed her chest away from the box, arms shaky as her hanging breasts pulled free, swinging gently with nipples oh so slightly gaping, showing that there was indeed a hole set into them.
Sort of rattled after all that, still hot and needy, shamed with this treatment, Kaylee stood dejectedly for a moment, before doing as she was told. Tentatively taking the box, she turned around and dropped it to the chair she was on, moving her clothes out of the way first while bending over, flashing the man a clear shot into her sodden cunt until her tail drooped over it.
There was almost an air of defeat, the girl moving stark naked before this man that just dropped her from upper level management, to holes for hire. Having shoved her tits into a box of abuse and degradation, all while he kept staring at her face as it twisted and bowed with discomfort and pleasure, there really wasn’t much reason to try and keep her dignity when it would be shattered upon arrival at her workplace.
A sigh, weak and submissive, then the tiger turned back around and dropped her butt into the mold on the chair. It hissed slightly and she soon felt her rear locked within the newly snug material. She eyed the canine as he got up, walking around his desk to stand in front of her, the tiger looking up at him with a ‘what now?’ look.
He knelt, crouching before her pressed together knees, still looking at her with a mostly unimpressed stoic face. “Spread your legs please, I need access to the display on the device.”
Though her exhale was dismissive, she averted her eyes with a renewed blush, sending her knees far apart to reveal both the panel on the box her ass was in, and her flushed snatch, radiating heat and moisture. She could see him read the settings and push a button, but of course caught his eyes moving upwards with no attempt to hide his gaze.
“You’re gushing down here. Smell like you’re in heat too. You usually get so worked up from nipple stuff?” Calmly asked the man.
More red on her muzzle, “N-No, not really. And I’m not in heat, so don’t get any ideas.”
During the brief and candid conversation, she felt the mold adopt the shape of her shapely ass, taking her measurements before it beeped and began compacting the plush cheeks like her tits, though much less painful with how her ass was set up. There was relative casualness this time, the woman still slightly embarrassed but accepting it, while the Dalmatian did his job, and the machine did it’s.
The beep came, the constricting pressure around her backside released back into a perfectly fitting shape, and she sighed. What now, she wondered, not having any nipples to rub or shove stuff into on her butt. She stiffened as her tail shot up and her neck went rigid as fur fluffed, for a circling ring began caressing her anus, cheeks being spread while the material deemed her hidden star its new target of teasing touches.
Hands quickly flew to the arm rests, grabbing harshly as the new testing set her spine alight, only furthered as she felt the morphing substance push her anus open and enter her. “Gah! It’s in my ass!”
A bored look came from the man, “Well yeah, it needs to measure your elasticity and sensitivity, how else would it?”
“I don’t fucking know-w-w-w!” Went the exotic feline as it lurched deeper into her rectum in periodic thrusts, each one pulling more material in to spread it’s girth wider, stretching her. Despite the shock, this was nothing she couldn’t handle, it was only about the size of a finger. But then it was a small dick, a big one, then as time wore on and she tensed more and more while it grew and explored within her, it stopped at about the size of a fist.
She shuddered in the chair, holding it tightly as her eyes went unfocused, “Hnnng.” Was all Kaylee was capable of uttering, switching to a moaning exhale as the device beeped and began withdrawing all the material in a swift motion that made her reddened pussy quiver in delight. Backdoor fun was remarkably common, but it was still not ‘normal’ for girls to have their asses as truly pleasurable, anal typically followed up with something else for many.
The Dalmatian could see and smell that she was not ‘normal’ in this regard, a knowing smirk on his face as he stood again. Kaylee was slumped in the chair, still feeling the stuff leaving her, so much sensation happening in a short period of time that never culminated in a release. The tired tiger felt everything withdraw from her hole, returning to a too-fitting seat for her behind on the chair. Yet her hands refused to relax their grip on the armrests, body slowly un-tensing from the ordeal. “Please tell me it’s over.”
“It’s over.”
Kaylee looked actually happy then, not just relieved as she breathed out a long sigh to the ceiling. “Thank fuck.”
Then without any time to recover or delay, the Dalmatian concluded the review. “Alrighty Kaylee, you’re cleared for prostitution. In fact, the size of your tits and ass qualify bumping you out of typical whoring and into the specialized bimbo-fuckdoll grouping. Before reporting to the brothel announced in an upcoming email, you’re to stop by an industrial appearance clinic to be given a set of standard implants to fit the role better, and some other procedures. You’ll get your medical appointment card in the mail sometime tomorrow, and your appointment is three days from now. As for the actual whoring, you’ll get onsite training and all that as the business is set up.”
Walking over to her, the words quickly overbearing as the tiger opened her mouth to speak, missing half of what he said. Before that, he gently tugged her up by the shoulders, a soft noise coming as her bountiful ass was sucked free of the mold, where he then politely shoved her discarded clothes into her unsure arms. As more of her questions built, the faster he talked, spinning her to face the door and before she knew it she was standing buck naked in the hallway, clutching her garments confusedly, unable to process what just occurred.
“Next!” Called out the canine, another woman standing by the door, eyeing the nude tiger with a worried look as she looked between the office door and the girl frozen as she ran through the last minute in nude silence. Groaning with a mix of a defeated sigh, the girl walked through the door, not realizing how unorthodox her internship would be.
-
Kaylee stood in the rundown parking lot, looking down at the little plastic card she had been mailed. It was simple, showing her company photo, her name and other identifiers, and what they needed to do to her. “Sexual appeal increase - size: huge - class: bimbo.” Her breath was shaky, knowing she was about to be put under the knife for no reason other than her company told her to, and they needed some cheap whores.
It was a shame, losing her natural appearance. She was already sexy, but not the enhanced paradigm of a porn actress. She needed to push her thoughts down, she should be happy that the company was paying for these ‘upgrades’ of hers. She liked being sexy naturally, surely she’d like being even more sexy? She was more than confident to base entire outfits around how much cleavage or ass she could present, having more isn’t exactly a bad thing.
Either way, the tiger shook her head, squared her shoulders, put her tail high and walked up to the doors of the big building in a sequestered industrial park. Others had been going up to the door while she stood beside her car, no doubt the other employees of hers and other companies, this facility a well known commercial mod shop that you sent people to when they were the products.
She walked, naked, exotically striped orange, white, and black fur rustling with the gentle breeze and her movements, eyes set forward and head held high. Many other girls had walked up clothed, only to turn away once they saw the big sign by the door of ‘No clothing on premises for patients.”
Girls of all shapes sizes and species went through the sliding doors she easily walked through, entering a climate cooled area where they all split to three lines, each leading to a desk with an attendant behind glass. The rows of naked women shuffled about, with some guys in there as well, male enhancements offered alongside the more known female ones. Of course, some weren’t there to get more endowed. Kaylee went to the shortest, keeping her back straight and wearing her nudity with pride. If she looked this good going in, she was ready for whatever comes out.
Whispers, glances, fidgets and sniffles, excitement and confusion, every reaction was murmured through the crowd around her. Some were giddy to finally have a job that could bump up their assets, others were heartbroken to lose a natural appearance in the pursuit of money. Worries of the procedures, calming statements, rumors and experiences, all were told to those around each other. 
“I feel like we’re in a slaughterhouse…”
“Wow, don’t be so dark hun, it’s more like a really popular hair salon~”
“Are you guys nervous? I-I’m not nervous…”
“I’m just nervous my parents won’t recognize me after all this, my boss signed me up for ‘bombshell’ physique and total facial reconstruction. All this to be a damn grocery bagger.”
“Don’t worry hun, I’m sure they’ll fix your body up good. I can’t wait to get some tits bolted on, finally A cup no more!”
“Shouldn’t you be proud to have those though? Everyone’s got big fat tits, and even if only a few bimbos are super fake looking, being natural helps stand out… I’m still really tempted to throw this nursing job to the wind to preserve myself.”
Kaylee took in the background as she stepped closer and closer to the desks, naked girl after naked girl moving up and away as they were given instructions. Many stood proud like her, flaunting even, but still some cowered or shrewdly tried to cover themselves. It helped, seeing others like that, giving herself something else to focus on beside her own thoughts about this whole thing. Over and over, she had to repeat to herself:
“Sex is good, you like sex, everyone likes sex, you look sexy, you want to look sexy, tits and ass are sexy, you want bigger tits and ass…”
A mantra that never left her head, but gave a silencing noise as she listened to others, until finally she reached the check-in desk. A lupine woman, older, looking tired but competent, wearing a simple white tube top and thong as her uniform. She looked up at the tiger, then motioned to a slot on the desk. “Card?”
With a nod and startled action, Kaylee took the appointment card in her hand and slotted it in, a slight chime coming as the woman looked off to the side at a monitor.
“Kaylee Perkins?”
The tiger nodded.
“Okay, looks like you’re here for a full bimbo overhaul, one moment.” As the woman began typing things, Kaylee once more began losing herself to her surroundings, hearing those at the desks on either side of her.
“…Here for genital removal and implantation of high quality sleeves…”
“…Can you confirm that your employer has assigned fillable breast storage cavities…”
Her attention was ripped back to the woman, hearing a chime and seeing her card get sucked into the desk, gone. Barely looking away from the monitor, “Go on to line C for examination.” She pointed behind her, where more lines were split and standing behind a turn in the corridor, this time labeled and ending in doors the went along the wall, three per line.
With a nod that was more for her own nerves, the tiger stepped past the now open gate and went to the one marked accordingly. Taking her spot behind a nude woman like herself, she closed her eyes and tried to happily estimate how her new tits would look. Bigger was nice, but she hoped they didn’t look too fake. Her back was already tested as it was, if they really turned into balloons she might have to start going to the gym.
“Hey, how ya’ doing?”
Kaylee’s eyes shot open as she adopted the looks of a true scaredy cat. “Wha-“ She caught herself, seeing the woman in front of her was a shark, smiling amusedly with petite features, small breasts even lacking nipples, body clearly built for swimming. “Oh, sorry, was in my head there. I’m uh, okay. How… are you?”
A slow nod came from the silver blue girl, turning around to face her properly and cross her arms, pointy teeth barely containing a burst of laughter. “Fucking awful, but better after seeing that, heh.” She was clearly confident, but with a spark of rebelliousness, whether in general or just for this situation she couldn’t tell. Though the heavy dark eyeliner and other makeup lent to a punk, tomboyish appearance with her shape, much was left to speculation without the factor of fashion.
Snorting, the tiger took on a curious yet playful smile. “Well gee, I’m glad somebody got something out of all this.”
“Like your boss isn’t already?” The aquatic girl said with a bit of a sneer, though not aimed at the exotic feline, clearly showing the distaste for her situation of employment mandated mods. But both laughed a bit at that, Kaylee needing that little break from her imagination and surroundings.
“True, true.” Admitted the tiger, smiling back to the silvery shark, both moving forward a step as the line moved. But now it was time for the slimmer girl to adopt a look of interest and curiosity.
“Gotta ask, why are you here? I spoke up, ‘cuz you’re really the only one in this line that is already fucking stacked. I think someone in personnel missed the memo on how you already have double D’s. Unless, you’re just getting swapped to the next size up after adjusting.”
Now pride was in the feline’s tone, “Oh no, these girls are a 100% natural hon. Best tits in the office. Well… I guess not anymore.”
“Office huh? Gotta say, desk goers don’t usually get mods, this place is mostly used by fast food and similar low level customer service. Sounds like you have a story.” The shark then stuck out a hand, sharp ears flitting up a bit as she remembered her manners, and finding this tiger worth using them on. “Oh. Tessa by the way.”
Fur and pads grasped sleek aquatic skin, a firm shake delivered, Kaylee a veteran of business while Tessa just liked having power in her grip. Both smiles grew, some mutual appreciation spawning. Then the tiger sighed, answering the curious shark. “Kaylee, former manager of a now expert team of marketing and sales professionals. Otherwise, the newest gal to be shifted over to the new Pleasure and Relief division, set to be a prime product of a luxury whore house.”
A sympathetic grunt came, “Damn. Sounds like you actually had a solid job, and were fucking good at it.”
“I’m likely the only reason funding for the prostitution division even happened. So… take that how you will, because I’m trying to think happy thoughts.”
More laughs from the two, with others looking at them and starting to talk to their line neighbors, seeing an easy distraction for those who were more rattled. “Oof, sounds rough. Better hope you keep your stock options. As for me, I’m stuck with itty bitty titties forever, but I’m seventeen and swapping from my job of mowing lawns to our local fast food place. Had to even get my fucking roomie to drive me out here for this, and I know I won’t hear the end of it walking out with a set of wobbling balloons.”
“Sounds like a charming person.”
“Oh he isn’t, he really isn’t, but he ‘gets’ me in a way, and doesn’t mind paying most of the rent. Stand up dude if you ignore his entire person, the only reason I can stomach him is because they kept putting us in classes together since third grade. Plus, he got me the job with no questions asked, this was the only hurdle.” 
Tessa gave a long sigh with an eye roll so powerful it sent her head on the same path. “I quote; ‘All cashiers and front of house whores need D cups at a minimum, with a hormone supplement to plump up that lower portion of yours.’ Fucking rude, but at least Henry just up and laid it out. After pounding my throat raw of course, asshole, next time I see a knot it’s gonna be too soon.” 
She looked up, brows jacking up a touch as she remembered this was supposed to be a two way conversation. “Oh, sorry, rambling. This whole thing is fucking stupid. I’m perfectly fine with small tits, I’m a shark, it’s by design.” She put her hands on her featureless little swells, “They’re pretty cute now, but when-“ She moved her hands out, emulating a large bust size, “-when they’re this big it’s just overkill on my frame. These dicks never heard of body ratios?” An even more disgusted look of disappointment came, “God I’m not going to be able to fit into any of my shirts now. Much less that cool leather jacket. Fuck, I’m gonna need a whole new wardrobe.”
She took a breath, looking down at her displayed chest. A whisper, “I wonder what nipples are going to be like.” Then a larger sigh and she returned to a neutral stance, but more at ease. “Whew, really went off, but I needed to get that out. Better you than the person cutting into me.”
An approving nod came from Kaylee, “Oh by all means, that’s interesting to hear. I’ve always wanted to be a big girl, and thankfully got my wish naturally, so It’s curious to see the other side. I’m sad to lose a natural look, but you’re being given something you really don’t want on top. You’ve definitely earned a right to rant, Tessa.”
“Eh, thanks.” A brief glance to their bare feet by the shark, before a shrug. “Well, only one more until my turn. Thanks for talking, and listening. Hopefully we’ll meet again one day.”
A door opened in their line’s area, the borders flashing green to prompt entry. Kaylee chuckled, “If you’re into expensive bimbo whores, maybe.” As Tessa walked through the door with a final subtle wave, it slid shut, lights going red. But the girl had certainly strut through it with a new energy, and one that made Kaylee stare at her lithe features with a new appreciation. Soon another door opened, and she went inside.
A compact doctor’s office is all it really was. No posters, a small cabinet and counter, sink, a chair and a table. A man was inside, wearing the usual completely clear latex of a medical uniform, the man some kind of bird with a limp tapered dick on display within the clear bodysuit. His tone was as professionally robotic as the desk woman, a shiny covered arm gesturing to the table.
“Lie down, arms out and legs spread.”
She did as requested, and the man sat on the wheeled stool and rolled to the side of the table she was on, wearing glasses flashing with a heads up display while looking her over. He took a hand first, turning it, examining it, and speaking in the meantime. “Kaylee Perkins, correct?”
“Yup.” His hand went to her wrists, fingers pushing and feeling.
“You’re in for the full bimbo suite, with only standard implants needed to achieve F cups it seems. Good, your employer’s notes requested the end result be fairly natural appearing, you already being so large will ease that greatly.” His hands were on her forearm now, sliding while squeezing.
She kept her gaze to the ceiling. “Uh. Great?”
There was no reply as he went around, feeling limbs and joints, paying more attention to her legs and calves, ending with turning her feet around. “Hmm. Structure isn’t bad, but the bimbo overhaul will likely need more, some cartilage adjustments, overall lengthening for sure.” He looked around her, grabbing a fur-dying marker and drawing lines. “Need to work on the frame first, broaden pelvis, narrow shoulders a touch. That should do it, and allow for further muscle and tendon editing as well.”
Kaylee went ahead and shut up, knowing he didn’t want to talk, and she didn’t really want to know exactly what was going on. Blowing all the air out of her lungs, she continued to focus on the ceiling lights as the man continued writing on her body. Only stealing glances gave her a good enough picture, dotted lines and lengthy words, numbers and measurements. The marks were applied to her arms, then her legs, torso, the ink creeping over her entire body. 
She gasped when a nipple was harshly pinched, the man grabbing her bud without care to lift the tit up, writing on the stretched out swell. “Needs to be firmer for shape, but still within a forty range for touch. Doable.” More writing came, being duplicated to her other breast. It grew more humiliating, eventually her lower lips were spread, fingers holding her opening wide as more lines and measurements came. It was clear he saw her body as nothing more than a platform, a product, and that filled her with a degradation she wasn’t used to.
He asked her to roll over at some point, which she did, but her mind was elsewhere than this room. Trying to stay positive, to not think about it, to ignore the point of the marker tracing around her butt. This was met with only moderate success, all too aware of him writing something around her anus as he held a globular cheek apart. Then he swiftly rolled away, and the door on the other side of the room opened, “Proceed to the next area.”
Kaylee exited the room with much less pride and dignity than she entered with, entering a new hall bearing the doctors notes scribbled about her bare body. She wasn’t the only one of course, this new hall was yet another set of waiting lines filled with similarly marked women. Most wore significantly less markings, while a few had even more somehow.
She went to the shortest line and got ready to endure more anxious waiting, nearing the final phase of her time unmodded. The weight on her mind suddenly lifted, as a voice came from behind her. “Wow, you’re really getting a number done on you, huh?”
Spinning around, the tiger was face to face with the slim shark, smiling cooly. Tessa had barely any writing compared to Kaylee, some dotted lines around her near-flat chest, words and numbers on the surface, further lines and marks on the center of the little swells, where nipples normally would be. This was in stark contrast to the full-body decorating the doctor gave the exotic feline.
“Oh! Tessa! Good to see you again, I figured you’d be way ahead of me, considering you had much less to be written.”
The shark tossed a hand, “Eh, I was just leaning against the wall since I got out, figured I’d wait. No need to rush into boob induced back pain.”
“Ha, fair.” Kaylee reached down to grab her own tits and lift them, smushing them together. “These girls aren’t light, that’s for sure.”
“Yeah, I’m not looking forward to carrying something like those around all the time. But… at least it’s just the tits, and not-” she glanced at the tiger, “-everything.”
Kaylee sighed a touch, “Yeah, I wasn’t really expecting it to this extent either. But now you know, this is what a full bimbo procedure is like.”
Tessa whistled. “Damn. You’re getting bimbofied? You’re already packing though.”
“From what I could glean from my last day in the office, all of us are getting implants, cheaper than growth stimulants, so those who are already large get bumped up to bimbo. This way the more ‘regular’ girls take my place after they get sent through here, while I become an exciting new product.” Shrugged Kaylee.
“Well, I don’t want to be rude, but thank god policy only has me get D’s and some thiccening hormones. You’re gonna be a totally different person after all that. Going bimbo isn’t some minor thing, and personally not worth the job if you don’t really want it.”
“No, it’s not. It’s kinda grey for me though. My biggest complaint is that I didn’t really need all this. But I can’t really say no to upgrades, I don’t mind increasing my sex appeal. But I’ve never really had a desire to get the bimbo look, yet I can appreciate it on others. Unfortunately, it’s one of those things where I won’t know if I’m okay with it until it’s too late to back out.”
A nod came from the shark. “I suppose that makes sense. Nothing wrong with bimbos, even if their stupidity and sex focus gets on my nerves. There is a certain appeal to their look.” She sighed, seeing the line progress, watching the doors get nearer and nearer. “That look just doesn’t work on some people though. Like sharks.”
Anxious contemplative silence stepped in between them, both unsure of their future and what to say. An attempt of a calming chuckle came from Kaylee, “Well hey, at least I’ll have implants to keep me hot when I’m fifty now. Better that my job invest in my body than me spending my own money.”
“Yeah, I guess a bimbo overhaul does help distract from age.” Tessa was getting quiet, seemingly taking her upcoming addition of breasts worse than the tiger being made into an engineered fuckdoll. “I hate all this standing, all these lines. This place is just some kind of bimbo assembly line…” They inched forwards, nearing their new sexy fate. “Well… I guess this time it’s goodbye for real. Can’t wait up after surgery, Ben’s gonna go crazy if I purposely stay longer. It’s been good talking to you.”
Hands were shaken with a slightly somber tone of finality, “Yeah, you too Tessa. Hope your job goes well, and you can adjust to some big tits easily.” With a whoosh, the next door opened, and Kaylee waved goodbye for real this time, entering the room. It was nearly as boring as the examination room she was in earlier. White, chrome, sterile and functional. An operating table lay in the center, with lights and other implements hanging on articulated limbs from the ceiling.
Two people were in the room, one wiping a counter down, the other dumping a handful of scalpels and tools down a chute, while a fresh box of them were pulled out of a little pneumatic delivery system. It was a male and female, both of them were owls, and also wearing the transparent latex bodysuit that every other medical professional wore. The girl’s came with some handy zippers over her holes however, and some extra shape support for her gargantuan tits. 
In fact, she was a very big woman, plush and cushy in all the right ways, mixing with a proud height to make an eye-catching motherly body, only accentuated by the shiny suit. It was quite unfitting for this bountiful matron to be standing amid a surgical suite, but her presence was welcome regardless.
“Just a moment dear, then we’ll get started.” She said, voice warm and welcoming, a far cry from how the rest of the workers had talked to her. The other owl continued the last steps of cleaning, trim and fit under his suit, appearing to like sports outside of work though he acted with clear experience and professionalism, but in a kinder way than the former interactions this pace had with the tiger.
Once ready, they had her hop up onto the bed, and began moving equipment around in preparation, while looking over the notes strewn about on her body. A little cooing chuckle came from the woman, “Ooh, a full bimbo conversion, been seeing a lot more of those than usual recently. Is there a new Tah-Tah’s opening in town?”
Before she could answer, the man got a grip on Kaylee and turned her to her side a bit, hand delving under her to grab a squishy asscheek. Then faster than her gasp, he shoved a slimy-lubricated pipe up her rectum in a swift push. It wasn’t large, but way more wide than it needed to be, she felt. But what silenced her surprised motions and noises on the spot, was the cold rush of fluid suddenly filling her bowels.
With a loud meaty plap, she was let back down, returning to laying on the table with a hose now pumping something up her butt. A calm voice was beside her, not the big busty owl’s but the man’s. “Relax please, I know it’s sudden but we’re just pumping the anesthesia into your colon. If you would, please continue talking.” His gaze switched to some monitors that now showed moving lines and readings once they attached something to her neck, a strange feeling.
“O-Oh.” Meekly muttered the tiger, “No… there isn’t a new Tah-Tah’s as far as I know. My company is liquidating all female employees into assets for a new prostitution division. Seems bimbo is going to be a common item on the menu.”
“Well that’s just wonderful, I do always enjoy bringing bimbos into the world. There’s nothing greater than a body purpose made for sex and showing off.” Responded the big womanly doctor, smiling gently with an aura of reassurance. “So many of my clients have gotten such joy and confidence in their new bodies.”
“I guess… I just didn’t sign up for it, if I didn’t get this… I’d… lose my… job…” Getting quieter and weaker, Kaylee felt herself getting really drowsy, and then she started fading.
-
Things felt off. Like Kaylee was wearing new skin almost, a subtle discomfort riding through her entire body. Opening her eyes was a curious endeavor, revealing some kind of perfect supermodel tiger. It took her too long to realize the bed she was on had been placed under a mirror on the ceiling.
She didn’t dare move, things were already feeling unknown as it was, grogginess wouldn’t help any. Instead her mind was racing, adapting, seeing and trying to understand what she was looking at. It was hard to say what part of her drew attention first, or if the entirety was captivating on its own.
Instead, with a steadying breath, she evaluated from top to bottom. She had been pretty before, her face already exotic from her species, but now it was a drop dead gorgeous one. Obviously fake, but there was no real downside to ‘too-perfect’ in this world. Symmetry, cheeks, chin, eyes, snout, everything had been touched up, and while it was still clearly her, it was a complete overhaul. Even her lips were plump now, unsure if quick-growth injections, filler, or just implants, but they felt odd and heavy, and gave her quite the cock-pillows for blowjobs.
Her hair was tied up and kept to a small bun on top of her head, but that was for the practical applications of removing an obstacle to facial surgery. Kaylee moved her gaze lower to herself, ready to scrutinize the doctor’s work in turning her into a sexual object of desire. Her shoulders were narrower, she could just tell even if the change wasn’t strikingly obvious, but it did lead to a more feminine detail to her upper body.
And then she saw her breasts. Massive. Not ridiculous like some enhancement addicts, but more than she would ever sign off on. F cups, at a minimum, perfectly round, holding form on her chest despite laying down, only a calculated amount of gravity moving them to the sides compared to a natural flop they should be doing. Her nipples had no major visible changes, still pretty back nubs and discs set into her creamy underfur, though they did seem more symmetrically centered and outward facing.
She could guess her tits’ insides were given an overhaul to be truly fuckable, but this wasn’t something she could see. Overall she was clearly now carrying some serious melons, but even then they weren’t as clearly bolted on as most bimbos. Already being sizable gave them a more natural edge despite the new mods, a pleasant blend of bimbo engineering and organicness in the end. It was honestly skillful that they were able to maintain such a look with so much alteration.
Yet those newly enlarged balloons did contrast the new waspish waist she had, going pleasantly thin before bumping back out to wide sexy hips that taped down to long slender legs. Certainly an hourglass figure now, and that was something she wasn’t too opposed to upon reflection. But there was still a looming disconnect, it was clearly her body, but all the little changes and modifications made her question that on a subconscious level.
Even if they only shifted her measurements by centimeters, her brain noticed that it didn’t match up to the decades of viewing her own body. It was a long time spent lying there, unmoving, staring at the new person her perspective came from. She realized she hadn’t even seen her ass yet, but now afforded the mental capacity to register the tube still lodged past her anus, still pumping cool fluid deep into her guts.
At this point, she was ready to get moving, to do something, to at the very least stop staring at this new, different self. Arms flailed in testing, limp, weak, but not numb. Soon legs, feet, fingers, one by one the newly curvaceous tiger’s body checked in. She was smart enough for baby steps, lifting her back with her elbows, moving to a sitting position, swinging her legs off the side of the medical bed.
But just as she was about to hop to her paws, she noticed the big sign above a button on the wall; “PUSH WHEN AWAKE.”
“Oh.” She said to nobody but herself, sound odd and slightly with a lisp due to her new puffy lips. Kaylee didn’t hesitate to push the button, it lit up to indicate function. While she waited for whatever to happen, she looked around seeing nothing but curtains around her bed. There was a small medical console attached to the bed frame, showing vitals and other things she didn’t understand, but that was it.
Just as she noticed that the cool fluid being oozed up her asshole stopped, the curtains flew back. A short goat man came in wearing the clear latex that everyone else had. Behind him, were many other rows of curtained off beds, the area appearing as a medical warehouse of some kind. 
“Ah, good, you’re awake right on schedule.” He said on his way to checking the readouts beside her.
Everything still felt distant and wrong, Kaylee lifted a hand to rub the side of her new face, finding the skin and fur sore. “How… long was I out? I don’t even remember going under…”
It seemed she wasn’t even worth looking at to respond, “The usual thirty two hour cycle for a procedure as intensive as yours. The anesthesia should be fully out of your system and the time spent with the reconstruction fluid enema should have reduced your recovery from a month to a night.”
“O-Over twenty four hours?” While not shocking, the revelation was mildly surprising, but now the tiger was focused on ignoring the subtle aches and soreness throughout her body and the skin adjusting to it. “Is that what was being pumped up my butt? That sounds… expensive.”
“Oh, it is, but it’s better compared to hospitalizing you for a month after such a procedure, and only the extreme conversions really need it. Regardless, you are now marked as complete and can now be discharged as a brand new A-class bimbo, congratulations. Before that though, can you stand? I can see that your motor skills are there, but balance is next.”
A determined nod, until Kaylee was almost face-planting to the ground, caught by the goat just in time. “Aye, well, that’s expected. The oddness in balance from your skeletal restructuring should pass with a few minutes on your feet.” Pushing the taller woman back up, the man held her nude body securely in an upright position as her eyes and head swayed, something truly wrong with her balance in her mind.
True to his word, when it came to this, the brain was forced to quick-adjust to her new measurements and weights, notably in the chest and rear department. Wobbly didn’t come close now, with both her motions and that of her body’s reactions from said motions, she was quite clearly geared for one thing in life now: sex.
His hands left her shoulders, eyes not meeting hers, but they never did since he entered, always either on her tits, pussy, or ass. When she kept standing without assistance, the man nodded. “Good. Can you raise your arms out the side, spread your legs a bit? Need to do a final product inspection.”
Sure, like standing here in a new bimbo body totally naked wasn’t humiliating enough. “Yeah.” Spoke the tiger, outward voice not conveying her thoughts in totality. She assumed the position, standing like a vitruvian man while the goat paced around her, seeing her new shapes and sizes.
Making a circuit around her presented from only brought a hum. Returning to her front, he sent his hands out to grab her fat round boobs, Kaylee gasping from the sore flesh being grabbed. He wasn’t harsh, but it was clear he didn’t really care as he dug his fingers in before moving the bimbo balloons around, side to side and every other direction. He lifted them as far as they would go, a small tear running down the tiger’s face from the strain, until he let the silicone bolstered mammaries drop down to gauge their jiggle and resting perkiness.
“Excellent.” Was the only thing he said before placing his hands on her ribs, trailing down to move onto her sides before going over the hump of her hips. “Good.” He knelt, bringing his face right to her mound and the lips down there. He traced the shape before using his fingers to spread her open, though now the tiger saw that even down there was different. Her lips were there, but the inner folds seemed reduced, curated, her vulva now trim and pretty.
“No residual irritation from the labiaplasty, good.” With the way he was talking and treating her, she should have expected him to shove a finger up her hole, wiggling it around. Instinctual contractions soon locked his digit within her snatch, sounded with a sharp inhale from her. Yet the man was undisturbed. “Vaginal muscle enhancement is good, and-“ without warning his finger scraped a certain spot, able to find it instantly after years of fingering girls like this.
Kaylee tensed, but couldn’t stop the moan like she was usually able to. It might have been a simple overwhelming situation, but she found that inner contact to be mind-blowing. Another oddity to the list, her pussy didn’t wasn’t that sensitive where she’s at risk of creaming on the spot, right?
Her suspicions were answered as the goat withdrew his digit, “-and vaginal stimulation reception increase is confirmed.” A schlorp sounded as his finger slid out of her lips, now clearly coated with juices that weren’t there earlier, the tiger having instantly gotten aroused and wet from the touch. It was odd to the girl, her body felt like it was betraying her. No, just… separate from her. It was really fucking needy all of a sudden, the slightest touch had just set her nethers on fire, and she felt a trail of fluid now running down her leg. However her mind wasn’t feeling it. Well, she was feeling it, but her mental arousal didn’t match her physical lust.
It seemed they had tweaked her pleasure and arousal while they were at it, and she didn’t know what to make of that. While it did further lead to the ongoing body-mind disconnect, she did find it kinda hot to be able to start gushing so easily. Not to mention being so sensitive definitely felt good…
While stuck in her mind the man had moved behind her, grabbing her ass and hefting the massive cheeks around while parting her canyon of squishy butt to reveal her backdoor. The pipe was still lodged under her tail, and the act of it being yanked out of her snug rim made her gasp, and moan again, more changes becoming evident. But as it adjusted to being empty for the first time in over a day, she realized that the hole itself felt wrong. She could feel it, not her asshole, but it’s shape, her asscheeks being displaced by it now.
They had made her asshole into a fat donut. It was pumped out, protruding from her body a touch, but this new surface area was highly sensitive, and her globes were rubbing around all the time. It’s displacement of her backside was evident even from looking, her two large cheeks having a small little ripple in the middle of them where they met, as if there was a hidden buttplug hidden away in there. 
No plug would be found however, only a little bit of black donut if one looked hard enough. Now that the pipe wasn’t dominating her anal focus, and without the now discovered effects of the fluid that dulled it a bit, her backdoor was a constant source of pleasure.
“F-Fuck…” she whimpered as her cheeks were further molested by the man, their weight moving making her have to shift her stance a bit, then going to tip-toes after an explosion of sensation as the man stuck a finger in her puffy rim. “Fuck!” Exclaimed Kaylee, unable to stop it from happening, a fresh gush of feminine fluid dripping to the floor.
Her mind was finally catching up to the fire in her body, panting with hot breath as her legs bowed a bit, knees shaky as pleasure assaulted her mind. She looked down, seeing her pretty pussy warm and ready, glistening and running with lubrication. But looking up filled her vision with the goat.
“Everything checks out, you’re good to go.” Stepping a bit to the side, he drew the curtains back more, revealing the large number of beds also hidden with linen walls, but a few having attendants and girls around with them. The tiger however was focused on the man, with unfocused needy eyes.
“Wha…” She blinked, trying to control herself. “But…”
“Don’t worry about the mess, we’ll take care of all that.” As the girl continued unmoving, the man raised a brow. “Do you need help walking out? Would you like a wheelchair?”
Finally, Kaylee just came to terms with it, figuring that this was her life now, considering her employment. “No, I’m horny as fuck.”
The pure dismissal in his tone was aggravating to the newly hyper-aroused bimbo. “Oh, well that’s even more reason to get going then.”
Mouth opening to articulate a mixture of need and disappointment she hadn’t had before, it closed with nothing said. Planting her footing, the tiger stood as straight as she could with the new weights on her chest, and tried not to wince as all her joints and muscles ached a bit. A careful step forward lead to another, and soon she was outside the curtains.
“Down there, big doors, can’t miss them, leads to the parking lot. Your vehicle or possessions are still there if you left them.” The goat pointed off at the far side of the huge room, then closed the curtain to her bed after taking the bed itself, wheeling the thing to a service door.
With that, Kaylee was alone. Sorta. Each curtain around her likely had a person, and there were a lot of them, and some she could see going through the same process she just did. Relaxing a bit after her strained tendons and bones protested from her prideful stance so soon after surgery, she forced herself to ease up on all this. One final sigh was released as she began walking.
Holy fuck, she could feel herself jiggle. The newly enlarged bags of flesh and silicon were the obvious culprits, but she had vastly underestimated how much filler they placed in her body. Each step brought what felt like an earthquake to her new ridiculous behind, which in turn only rubbed against her new thick anus and made her stop moving while her knees quivered occasionally.
Her thighs wobbled, her chest flopped, and her butt was not given justice by saying it bounced. And she felt it. In a way, that walk to the exit was the final straw of conversion. Walking past people who were adjusting to their own bodies, some likely to be joining her at the new brothel, all while her body did everything it could to draw their attention. With that, her shame was put behind her. It was done, why bother worrying about dignity anymore, she was now meant and built for sex, something she liked. 
There was a wide smile on the tiger’s perfect face as she left, walking past the waves of girls and guys going to the front entrance as she approached her car. How many of them would end up like her, she didn’t know, but in a way she hoped for more. At this point in her life, she felt free. A somewhat sudden shift, sure, but now she wouldn’t be blamed for wanting to suck every dick she saw. Kaylee was truly excited to try out this new body once the aches and pains went away, things were about to get fun.
In fact, she didn’t even put her clothes back on when she got in the car. She was sexy after all, no point hiding the doctor’s good work, and her new valuable assets. The company had just made a hell of an investment in her, and it was going to pay off handsomely.

