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Diamond walked along the harbor, enjoying the sights of the Italian Riviera. This was not the sort of thing she ever could have imagined herself doing before. Her life had been one filled with hard work and more than her fair share of disappointment. But all of that seemed to be behind her, at least temporarily. 

Taking a gap year between college and graduate school had been necessary. 

Diamond was burned out on school and she needed a year off for her own sanity. 

She was a stellar student and had already secured her spot in her graduate program of choice, fully paid for, too. But she deferred her enrollment a year, taking some much needed time for herself. 

The money for her trip around the world had been hard to come by. She had worked hard for it, but knowing the next several years of her life had been paid for by her graduate program, she had been able to splurge a little bit. Not that she was living in luxury. Diamond mostly stayed in hostels and other inexpensive lodgings. And she walked whenever she could, not wanting to pay for transportation unless she absolutely had to. 

However, that was not to say that Diamond was unable to enjoy herself. Each and every day was a new adventure. And last night was no exception. She had found herself a quiet little restaurant to eat dinner at. The patio overlooked the harbor, although the view was mostly blocked by other buildings. There was still a view and it was beautiful. But what made the night so special was the people she met. 

Adam and Ivy were a lovely couple. They were in the middle of founding a new doll company, which seemed normal enough. Diamond had seen lots of entrepreneurs over the years. She had grown up with them and she could usually spot when people were going someplace. And Adam and Ivy were definitely going places. Adam was the brains behind the dolls and Ivy was the brains behind the money. 

But her lovely dinner with her new friends was more than just a dinner. By the end, after they had easily consumed more than their fair share of wine, Diamond was made an offer she simply could not refuse. They had brought a special prototype machine with them to Italy and they wished to test it on her, wanting to make sure they got the skin tone and hair texture right. Black hair in particular

was difficult. 

Diamond was shocked and honored to help. It was rare for such consideration from outside of the Black community. The fact these two people wanted to get it right from the start was admirable. In her mind, they went from kind and fun acquaintances to allies. And after hearing reports of racist incidents in Italy, although none of them confirmed, Diamond was happy to find people who really cared. Yes, Adam and Ivy were not Italian, but that did not matter. They were all in Italy together. 

And that was what brought Diamond out to the harbor. She was here to meet Adam and Ivy to check out this prototype machine of theirs. Diamond understood little of modern manufacturing processes. She was an academic and planned to remain in academia once she had her degree, wanting to help others like herself achieve success. That was her goal. 

However, it was only after she started walking along the harbor, looking for the correct pier where she was supposed to meet Adam and Ivy, that she realized what this all meant. The only reason they would meet on the pier was because they were staying on one of the boats. She never would have pegged the couple as wealthy, at least given how they presented themselves the night before at dinner. They could have afforded a much nicer restaurant with a better view. 

Then again, the food at the restaurant had been surprisingly good. Maybe it was one of those hidden gems. Diamond had frequently been described as a hidden gem herself growing up. Everyone was surprised at her abilities, especially when they were aware of the hardships she had suffered. But that only fed fuel to her fire, wanting to make her life better and, in turn, help those around her. 

Sure enough, as soon as Diamond reached the end of the pier, she spotted Adam piloting a dinghy toward her. He waved with his free hand, the other remaining on the motor to make sure he kept the small rubber craft going exactly where he wanted it to go. 

“Good morning,” Adam said with a smile as he managed to stop the motorized raft right in front of her. “Are you ready to try out the prototype?” 

“Good morning,” Diamond called back. “I sure am. Permission to come aboard?” 

Adam said nothing. Instead, he held out his hand to help her down into the boat. 

Diamond had always been a bit nervous around water. She could swim, but not well. Luckily, the water was warm and the various yachts offshore were not that far away. And with Adam there, she was certain that even if she fell in, it would not be the end of the world. Her clothes would get wet and her phone would probably be ruined, but that was minor in the grand scheme of things. 

“Thank you,” Diamond said as she got settled in the small boat. Despite being so small, the craft was surprisingly stable. Not that she was going to be standing up or jumping around in it. But it was comfortable to sit there as Adam piloted it out away from shore. 

And her spot sitting at the bow gave her the ability to watch and try to guess which of the large vessels they were headed toward. There were well over a dozen anchored off shore and she had not seen where Adam and his dinghy had come from. Some of the boats were less than 40 feet long, but others were considerably bigger. There was a reason they were not parked at the pier. They were too big for that. 

“That’s us,” Adam said as he brought the dingy up to the rear of what must have been a 100-foot yacht. It was massive by Diamond’s standards. 

“It’s beautiful,” she said, wanting to ask more, especially about how much such a vessel cost. However, she held her tongue, not wanting to ask about money. 

Money was a touchy subject for many. It never had been for Diamond, but she respected that it was for others. Either Adam and Ivy were doing really well for themselves or they were charlatans. At least they spoke a good game. And it seemed unlikely that they could have anything nefarious planned for her. 

“Come on up,” Adam said as he held Diamond’s hand for a second time, helping her up onto the rear platform at the stern of the yacht. “Ivy will be up in the main cabin, I’m sure. She’ll want to see you. And the others are likely sunning themselves at the bow or they’re sitting up on the top deck.” 

Diamond could only nod as she took all of this information in. The others? She did not know who else was traveling with Adam and Ivy. They had never been mentioned. But a yacht of this size must have had a staff. Did he mean the staff was sunning themselves at the bow? That did not make a lot of sense, although there was probably only so much work that needed to be done when anchored

along the coast. 

“It’s so good that you could join us, Diamond,” Ivy said, stepping out of the cabin. “I think you’re really going to like it here.” 

“Thanks for having me. I’ve never been on a yacht before.” 

“We’re technically renting it,” Adam chimed in as he tied off the dinghy. There was a crane overhead that would ultimately pick it up out of the water, but they would not use that until they were ready to set sail. “But we have an option to buy it if all goes well. The current owner is a motivated seller.” 

Diamond had no idea what that meant, but she was not going to argue. And she was certainly not going to avoid this moment of luxury. Folks back home would be more than jealous of her when they heard what she had gotten up to during her travels. 

“It’s amazing what business deals one can work out,” Ivy said, standing proud. 

She was clearly happy with her ability to negotiate business deals. “The whole point of this trip is to meet with a few potential business partners and also decide if we want to set our company headquarters in Monaco or one of the other tax havens in the Mediterranean.” 

That was above Diamond’s pay grade, no matter how knowledgeable she might be about the world. As someone who rarely had much money, she knew nothing about tax shelters, because she had never had enough money to try and put into a shelter. She simply considered herself lucky to be able to travel through Europe. 

“Have you eaten yet?” Adam asked as he guided her up the stairs toward the main cabin. “We can have a chess plate brought out if you’re hungry.” 

“Maybe later,” Diamond answered. She was not that hungry yet. “I guess I’m eager to get started on this doll prototype.” 

There was a knowing smile on Adam’s face. Ivy met his gaze and smirked. “Of course. You’re all business. I like that. Luckily, all of that can be handled in the main cabin. I’ve got it all set up for you in anticipation of your arrival.” 

Diamond did not know what to say. She was just happy to be there and to be volunteering her services to help make better dolls. Representation mattered and

she was glad to see that Adam and Ivy were making sure to go about their work in the right way. 

However, little did she know the true motives of her new friends. Nor was she aware of the company they kept. But she would find all of that out in good time. 

In the meantime, she was directed to stand in the middle of what amounted to a small sitting room in the main cabin of the yacht. It was there that a scanning device was already set up to enter her image into the computer. 

“Do I need to change clothes?” Diamond asked. “I’m wearing a bikini under all of this.” 

The entrepreneurial couple looked at each other, communicating silently. 

Diamond had no idea what information they were conveying toward each other, but they seemed to understand what needed to be said. 

“That would be ideal,” Ivy said. 

Diamond let out a sigh of relief, hearing the information from Ivy rather than Adam. She trusted both of them, but she liked hearing that information from another woman. It made her feel better about the whole situation. 

Without another word, Diamond began to strip off her clothes. Her light and breezy top came first, revealing a neon green bikini top. Next came her shorts. 

They went in a pile, alongside her purse, which was more of a canvas bag that she had looped over her shoulder. She knew it was important to keep her valuables on her person, but she trusted her hosts. And all they could have gotten from her was a bit of cash, a four-year-old phone, and her passport. It was nothing she could not replace. 

“There,” Diamond said, trying to smile. She had an athletic body. She had run track in high school. In college she had worked out almost religiously, knowing her academics would be improved if she kept herself physically fit. And since graduation, she had done a lot of walking as she explored the sights of Europe. 

“Yes, that’s perfect,” Adam said as he turned on the scanning machine. It was connected to a laptop next to it. “You just stand there and we’ll get started. By the time dinner starts, you’ll have your own life-like doll to play with.” 

Diamond simply stood there as the machine shot her with a green laser. Not that

she could feel it. It was measuring her body. Every few minutes Adam asked her to rotate her body slightly. The scanner was creating a three-dimensional image of her, which would then be fed into the doll printer. Or at least that was Diamond’s understanding of it. She was not entirely sure of the details. This was not her area of expertise. 

She would have been much more comfortable discussing African American history, which she had spent the last four years studying intensely. But no one asked Diamond anything about that. Not that she expected to be quizzed on her studies. Both Adam and Ivy had shown interest the night before, but more in a general way that would have been true regardless of what subject she had studied in college. 

“And we’re done,” Adam announced once Diamond had made a full turn. “I just need to let the computer process that for a little bit and then I can send the data file to the printer. Easy peasy.” 

“I think I’ll have that food now, if you don’t mind?” Diamond said as she reached for her top to start covering up. Despite wearing the bikini beneath her clothes, she did not normally feel very comfortable showing off her body. 

“Sure, but let’s go visit the others,” Ivy said, stripping off her own top to reveal a bikini underneath. “I’m sure they’ve got something to eat and drink out there.” 

Diamond could only watch as Ivy stripped down to a little black bikini and walked sexily toward the front of the boat. Her hips swayed as she looked back over her shoulder and gave Diamond another smirk. 

“Come on.” 

As Ivy led Diamond through the main cabin, past the dining table and into the main cockpit, the young academic spotted two women sunning themselves across the bow next to a large hot tub. Diamond guessed the hot tub would be used later, after dark and when the temperature started to drop. However, what shocked Diamond was how big the women’s breasts were. They were huge and clearly fake. 

And what was more, they each had identical looking dolls sitting next to them. It was a bit freaky. Not that Diamond wanted to judge the two women. Clearly they were the kind of women attracted to wealth. And the yacht certainly screamed

wealth, even if it was obtained in some sort of business exchange. 

However, seeing the dolls next to the two women, who frankly looked like a pair of bimbos, and knowing that her own doll would soon be ready, she wondered whether Ivy had gone through the same process, having a doll made to resemble her. 

“Do you have a doll, too?” Diamond asked before Ivy could step out onto the bow. 

Ivy stopped and looked over her shoulder, giving a cold stare. “Not that you’ll ever see. I keep it under lock and key. You’ll learn why eventually. Not that it will matter.” 

Diamond did not know what to say to that. However, a moment later Ivy’s smile had returned, even if it was still more like a smirk. But that was enough to mollify her. Maybe Ivy was just careful about who got to see her doll. Maybe it was an early prototype that had something wrong with it. That was all Diamond could guess, but those ideas seemed reasonable. 

“It’s Diamond,” one of the bimbos squealed as soon as Diamond stepped out onto the bow. And she sounded every bit like a bimbo. As both women jumped to their feet, their tits bouncing in their tiny bikinis, there was no doubt in Diamond’s mind that they barely had a thought to share between them. One was blonde, the other had pink hair. Otherwise, they seemed completely alike, with only small deviations in their bodies. 

“I’m Kylie,” said the pink-haired bimbo. She was the one who had not squealed upon Diamond joining them. 

“And I’m, like, Scarlett,” said the blonde. “Come and join us.” 

Diamond looked at Ivy who just shrugged her shoulders. She did not specify what to do, what her body posture seemed to tell Diamond that she might as well join the two bimbos. And so that was what Diamond did. She found an empty seat and let the warm rays of the still early sun hit her skin. It felt good. It was relaxing. 

“When is her doll going to be ready?” Kylie asked. 

“Girls,” Ivy said, almost sounding like their guardian. Maybe she was. “Be patient. Diamond has been scanned. Her doll will be ready soon enough. Then you can all play together.” 

“Aren’t we a little old to be playing with dolls?” Diamond asked, although she had a hard time caring what Ivy said while she sat there, relaxing in the sun. 

“Never,” Scarlett answered and then started giggling. 

Ivy never said anything to answer Diamond’s question, but she did sit down and join the others, getting some sun for herself as well. She pulled out a bottle of suntanning lotion and began to spread it across her pale skin. As soon as she was done, she handed it to Diamond. 

“Thanks.” Even though Diamond had naturally dark skin, she still could burn. 

She definitely did not want that. The last thing she wanted was to have to deal with skin cancer somewhere down the line, years in the future. It was best to take care of herself now and still enjoy the moment. 

Looking at the two bimbos, they were both well oiled, their bodies glistening in the sun. Although they did not really need to tan. Their skin had already picked up a nice glow. But since they were bimbos, there seemed little else they were good at. They might as well spend all their time sunning themselves. It was not as if their minds were capable of handling anything more complicated or actually adding something to society. 

Although as Diamond sat there, she had to admit that Kylie and Scarlett seemed to have pretty good lives. Sure, they did not really add anything to society, but they seemed nice and she figured the more guys they were fucking regularly made it so those same guys weren’t coming up to Diamond and acting like creepy fuckers. 

“Just think,” Kylie said as they all sat back and relaxed. “If we hadn’t met Adam and Ivy here, we’d be at school right now.” 

“I don’t want to think,” Scarlett countered. “Too much thinking, like, hurts my head.” 

“What school were you attending?” Diamond asked, curiosity getting the better of her. She had a hard time imagining that either of the bimbos were college

material, but there were a few well known party schools. They easily could have lasted a couple years at one of those before finally getting kicked out. 

“We were about to start our senior years at Thatcher College,” Kylie answered. 

“But then we went bimbo and Adam invited us on this cruise.” 

“Adam and I go way back and stuff,” Scarlett added. 

That explained the connection, but it was hard to believe that either of these two women were ever college material. And Diamond knew a lot about Thatcher College. It had been one of the schools she considered before choosing elsewhere. There had been only one student majoring in African American Studies when she visited and that simply was not enough for Diamond. She needed peers in her chosen area of study. 

“Scarlett was one of early doll prototype recipients,” Ivy explained. “Adam based her doll scan on several pictures.” 

“I got to do the scan thing for my doll,” Kylie added. “And then I—“

“That’s enough, Kylie,” Ivy interrupted. “We should let Diamond relax. Her doll will be ready soon enough and then she’ll understand everything.” 

As it turned out, Diamond did not have long to wait. Although by the time Adam stepped out onto the bow to join the four women, Diamond was nice and relaxed. She knew this kind of luxury was not something she could ever hope to maintain, so she was intent on enjoying every moment while it lasted. 

“Here we go,” Adam said as he held out his latest creation. “One Diamond doll ready to go.” 

Diamond opened her eyes slowly, squinting against the sun. But then she saw it, the foot-tall model of herself. It looked like a perfect copy of her, although less than a fifth of the size. However, it was completely proportional. And both the skin tone and the hair texture at least looked right. 

“Hold it and see how it feels?” Adam said, holding the doll out for her. 

Diamond took the small figure gently into her hands, afraid that she might break it. However, it was plastic and generally difficult to damage. 

“The color is perfect.” Diamond ran her fingers through the black hair and was immediately impressed with the texture. It was exactly like her own. She was amazed and could already imagine store shelves filled with dolls like this one, all sporting the same hair as her. “And the hair is the most realistic hair I’ve ever felt on a doll.” 

“I’m glad to hear you approve,” Adam said with a smirk. “Girls, now you can have your fun.” 

Suddenly the two bimbos were up and standing on either side of the still relaxed Diamond. Her movements were slow and not fast enough to keep them from grabbing the doll out of her hands. 

“Hey, that’s mine,” Diamond shouted. 

“You’re going to have to learn how to share,” Ivy chastised. “If you want to stay aboard, you’ll let them take their turns with it.” 

Diamond did not understand. It seemed like she had gone from being a guest on the yacht to being something else. Diamond did not even know what her expected role was now. However, she knew she did not need to put up with this. 

She knew it was time to leave. 

“Fine,” Diamond said. “I’m getting out of here.” 

Ignoring the doll, Diamond pushed herself up out of her seat and started her march back into the main cabin. She fully intended to put her clothes back on and then find some way back to shore. She was not sure if she could swim the distance and she had never piloted a boat of any kind before, but she would manage somehow, even if it meant shouting her head off and hoping someone from another nearby yacht could render her aid. 

However, the moment she stepped into the cabin, she felt a sudden surge forward. She looked down to see her chest expanding. More accurately, it was her breasts. They were ballooning forward, pulling her with them as weight miraculously appeared on her chest. 

“What the hell?” Diamond cried as she dropped onto one of the couches in the sitting area. Her clothes were right next to her, but rather than pull them on, she was instead pulling at her bikini top, trying to give her growing breasts more

space. “This shouldn’t be happening.” 

But it was. And once she had her top off, she let out a sigh of relief. That itty bitty bikini top had been far too constricting for what were quickly becoming big tits. They were big bimbo tits, like the ones that Kylie and Scarlett owned. 

“Oh no,” Diamond said in a whisper as her fate began to dawn on her. She did not understand how this was happening to her. All she knew was her tits were growing as if they had balloons stuffed into them. But they were not filling with air. They were far heavier than that. 

Unfortunately for Diamond, she could only watch as her body changed. And soon her bikini bottoms needed to come off to accommodate her expanding backside. She always had a nicely rounded ass, a factor in her genetics, but there was always room for improvement. And that was what she was being given, whether she wanted those improvements or not. 

Little did Diamond realize that the changes to her body were directly tied to her doll. Kylie and Scarlett, with the help of Adam, were in the process of making a few additions to her doll. And as the doll was connected to her, designed to look like her, any changes to the doll resulted in changes to her. It was wildly complicated, but at the same time, very simple. 

Anger welled up inside Diamond as she tried to figure out what had happened to her. She jumped up to her feet, but standing suddenly felt strange to her. It took her a moment to realize she was now wearing a pair of high heels. She almost never wore heels. She had not even brought any on her trip. Usually she was tall enough to get away with not wearing them, even at formal events. 

However, when Diamond looked down to see what shoes she had on her feet, she was greeted with a big window of boob. Her tits were big and they completely blocked her view of her body below them. She could not see her feet. 

But that was not all that was strange. Her once nude body was now covered in clothes that she certainly did not remember putting on. Not that anything she owned would fit her hyper sexualized body. 

The clothes she found herself wearing were nothing like anything she had ever considered before. It was some kind of swimsuit. She was pretty sure of that. But it was made to look sexy and not be functional in any way. The top felt a bit like she was wearing a pink wetsuit, but there was a big opening around her breasts

that were instead covered with a similarly colored bikini. Her bottoms were made from the same material, but were basically just a thong with a sarong wrapped around her hips. 

“What the fuck?” Diamond tried to ask herself. However, her words came out slightly garbled, as if her mouth was not shaped as she had always known it to be. 

Moving carefully, Diamond spotted a mirror on the far wall. She looked into it and was shocked to see her reflection. She never would have recognized herself. 

Everything about her had changed. Obviously, her big tits were now her defining feature, but her face looked different, too. Not even her friends would recognize her. Her plump lips looked like the sort of thing that should have been wrapped around a cock. And her face was painted in bright shades she never would have worn on her own. She looked like a slut. She looked like a bimbo. 

“Hell no,” Diamond cried out as she started marching back toward the front of the yacht. It was her hosts who had to be doing this to her. She was going to go out there and make them change her back. There was no way they were going to bimbofy her. She was a smart and intelligent woman. Yes, she was attractive, before they altered her body, but it was her mind that mattered most. And they were not going to take her life away from her. She had worked far too hard to get where she was now. 

Not that moving with her new body, in her high heels, was particularly easy. 

Diamond stumbled as she moved her way forward through the cabin. When she finally stepped out onto the bow, she nearly tipped over. 

However, she could only watch as Adam held her doll’s head in his hands. It had been separated from the body that looked exactly like she now looked, including the clothes. He blew in through the hole in the neck and smiled. 

Diamond’s face went slack as thoughts fled her mind. Her emotions left her, too. 

She stood there, staring blankly at the bimbos and at Ivy and Adam. Then she started to smile. 

“Wow,” she said, as if she were seeing them all for the first time. “Like, thanks so much for inviting me out on the yacht. I totes love it tons.” 

Years of hard work in the classroom had been erased. Gone was the serious

academic with plans to start graduate school in another year. Diamond had gone from a smart and studious woman to a complete bimbo. She was a complete airhead who relied on her body to get her through life. Luckily, she had a smoking hot body. She was a bimbo in body and mind. That was all that was left. 

“Girls,” Ivy said with a smile. “Why don’t you take Diamond down below? I bet the staff would love to take a break. And now they won’t have to share.” 

“Oh goodie,” the bimbos cried happily together. They clapped their hands and generally bounced around, making their already big tits bounce and jiggle all the more. 

Diamond did not really understand what was going on, but if Kylie and Scarlett were happy, then she knew she should be happy, too. They were bimbos just like her. And in the big wide world, bimbos needed to stick together. 

“Come on, Diamond,” Kylie said as she scrambled to her feet. Scarlett quickly followed. 

Diamond dutifully followed her new bimbo friends. They seemed so nice and they were super sexy, just like her. They clearly had the whole being a dumb and sexy bimbo thing down perfectly. And Diamond wanted to be a good bimbo. Her whole body quivered with arousal. She wanted, no needed, cock. And based on the reactions of Kylie and Scarlett, that was what they were about to get. 

Down below the main deck, it was obvious who slept in what room. Adam and Ivy had the master bedroom. The other rooms had clearly been bimbofied by Kylie and Scarlett already. There were enough beds for everyone, but some people would have to share rooms. Not that Diamond minded. The idea of sharing a room with either of her two new bimbo besties excited her. And if she got a room to herself, so much the better, because there would be nothing stopping her from having all-night fuck tests. 

When they reached the rear of the vessel, the level of luxury changed. These were the quarters for the staff. It seemed the three men who were responsible for piloting the vessel, cooking, and keeping it clean, had all been requested to make themselves scarce during Diamond’s visit. Not that she knew why. Then again, after the fateful event with Adam blowing into the doll’s head, Diamond did not know a lot of things. He had emptied out her mind and she was grateful for it. 

However, no one cared what was or was not in Diamond’s mind as the three bimbos entered the staff quarters. But the eyes of the three men sitting in their bunks lit up when three pairs of bimbo tits jiggled into the small cabin. 

“Fuck me,” one of the men said in heavily accented English. “Looks like we don’t need to share anymore. I call dibs on the new girl.” 

It only took a few moments for the six people to pair off. Diamond went with the man who spoke. He had called dibs on her and who was she to argue with dibs? 

She did not even know what it meant any longer. Such understanding was beyond her, especially in her freshly bimbofied form. In time, she might gain a better understanding of how the world worked, but in the meantime, she was just going to enjoy herself, being the best bimbo fuckdoll she could be. 

“My name is Carlos,” the man said as he pulled Diamond tight to him. He immediately started pulling at her outfit, freeing her of the coverings that barely managed to cover her. If she had a problem with his actions, she did not complain. 

“I’m Diamond, I think,” she replied. 

“You think?” Carlos said with a chuckle. “A bimbo who thinks is a dangerous thing. But don’t worry. I’m sure when I’m done with you there won’t be any thinking left for you to do. Now why don’t you see what it feels like to have my big cock between your cock pads?” 

Diamond would have cheered twice over at Carlos’ words. First, the simple idea of thinking bothered her. She knew she was no good at that sort of thing. She was a bimbo. Her value was in her body, not her mind. And anything Carlos could do to keep her brain nice and empty was a good thing. 

Second, Diamond could not wait to have a cock in her mouth. She salivated at the mere thought of sucking cock. Just the image of her lips wrapped around a hard shaft was enough to make her wet. 

“Yes, Sir,” she said as she lowered her head toward the man’s cock. He had already freed it and it stood straight up just from the sight of her sexy body. But she was certain it would not be standing up anymore after she had sucked every bit of cum from his body that she could manage. 

“I like it when they call me Sir,” Carlos said, although it was clear no one was listening to him. The other two men were busy plowing their respective bimbos of the hour. But Carlos liked to take it slow. He was meticulous with his work. 

As the yacht pilot, he had to be. Otherwise, the boat would end up washed up on sharp rocks or plowed into a dock somewhere. 

The moment Diamond had her lips wrapped around that cock, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. The pleasure was more than she had ever felt before. 

And this was just sucking cock. This was supposed to be completely passive, but to her, it was better than any sex she had ever had before. And it only got better when she buried that cock deep in her throat until her nose was pressed up against his body. 

“Fuck, I love this job,” Carlos groaned, the pleasure clear in his voice, as Diamond started bobbing her head, giving him the best blowjob of her life. Then again, there was not a whole lot to compare it to, but Diamond did not think about her lack of experience. Those memories were unimportant compared to her current task. Yes, this was her first blowjob, but it turned out she had a talent for it and it was definitely not going to be her last. 

“Diamond, that’s enough,” Carlos finally said after several minutes of expert level tongue and throat work. He pushed her back, just enough so that his cock popped out of her mouth. A line of drool connected the tip to her lips. 

Diamond was conflicted. She wanted to keep sucking that cock. She felt the pull toward it. It would have been so easy to just lean forward and take him back into her mouth. She was certain he would enjoy the results. She was a good cocksucker. But Carlos had told her to stop. Why? She had no idea. But she was certain it had nothing to do with her ability. He must want something else from her. 

“Time to sample the plumbing,” Carlos said as he shifted his position. “Hop on up and ride me.” 

The plumbing comment went completely over Diamond’s head, but she understood the idea of riding him. It only took her a moment before she had freed herself of her remaining clothes. A proper fuck—the kind that would end all possible debate about what kind of woman she really was—was what she most desired. It would put to rest any notion that she was anything but a bimbo

fuckdoll. 

By the time Diamond had completed her disrobing, Carlos had done the same. 

He was a powerfully built man, with chiseled abs and strong arms. But it was his cock that Diamond cared about. And it was his cock that was soon after filling her pussy after she climbed on top and lowered herself onto his waiting shaft. 

“Oh fuck,” Diamond and Carlos said in near unison. It helped that Carlos’ hands immediately moved up her body and started groping her tits. That sent an added shock of pleasure through her body. 

Yet, that shock of pleasure did nothing to stop her body from bucking and grinding on him. It moved on its own, using the same new instinct that had made her such a good cocksucker, making sure she not only maximized her pleasure, but that of her partner as well. Diamond’s body had been rebuilt with sex in mind and her actions were a symphony of motion as she threw her head back and reveled in every delicious sensation that flowed through her body. 

Given the tremendous blowjob Diamond had administered to start, there was no way that Carlos could last for long. And he did not. He lasted as long as he could, but he was only human. He did not have the sexual stamina of a bimbo who had been created through some unknown dollification process. He did not know how the dolls worked, but he loved the results. So, too, did Diamond. She loved being a bimbo. It was infinitely better than whatever her previous life had been. She was certain of that. 

When Carlos finally did cum, his cock surging with hot white seed, flooding Diamond’s pussy and womb, Diamond did as well. Her body shook as a massive wave of orgasmic energy flowed through her, cascading through her body and nearly making her black out. Instead, her vision turned white as her first bimbofied orgasm overwhelmed every one of her senses. She collapsed onto Carlos’ chest, pressing her big tits into him as she took long deep breaths. 

“Hi,” Diamond said, smiling, when her vision finally returned to her and she realized she was laying on Carlos’ chest, his cock still inside of her. 

“You were phenomenal,” Carlos said. “And I can’t wait to do this again. But I need to go check on our instrumentation.” 

Diamond did not know what that meant. It might as well have been a foreign

language to her bimbofied mind, but that did not matter to her. 

“Okay,” Diamond said as she hopped off his cock and looked to find her friends in equal states of being well and truly fucked out. Not that it would be long before they were back at full strength and ready to go again. It never took them long. Sex was their passion, their profession. Everything else was just gravy. 

“Let’s go figure out which bed Diamond is going to sleep in,” Kylie said. She seemed to be the most alert and the least bimbofied of the group. Then again, her mind was still mostly intact, only hidden away under layers of hypnosis. Her brains had not been blown out like they had been for Scarlett and Diamond. Not that a man around would be able to tell the difference. 

Kylie took Diamond and Scarlett by the hands and led them forward to figure out the sleeping situation. And once they had that figured out, they could have some sapphic fun. The three women had never considered sex with other women before they were bimbos. But now, it seemed like a natural extension of their lives. It was normal and simply expected. What were three sexy bimbos supposed to do when there was no cock around? 

While the three bimbos figured out their sleeping arrangements, Adam and Ivy were up on the sky bridge, enjoying a bottle of wine. The housekeeper had been sent ashore with the cook for supplies. They had also been tasked with making sure no one would come looking for Diamond. Her future role was now clear and neither of them needed any extra suspicion surrounding their business, especially before their company officially launched. 

“Be honest, Ivy,” Adam said as he sat back and surveyed the shoreline. “Haven’t you ever wondered what it would be like to have one of those enhanced bodies?” 

“I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again,” Ivy answered, her voice stern, “I’m never letting you anywhere near that doll you made for me. I will not be bimbofied.” 

“Message received loud and clear,” Adam said before he raised his glass to her. 

But all the while, his mind was alight with ideas of how he could get to that doll and give Ivy a few upgrades. She looked great now, but he was certain she would look even better with bigger tits and maybe a little less gray matter behind her eyes. But everything he thought of was a no go. Ivy was too smart for him, too strong willed. But someday, he hoped to succeed. And when that happened, 

their lives would be perfect. In the meantime, he had helped perfect the lives of several other people. And that list of doll-like perfection would only grow as his business grew. 
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