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“I s that the box?” Adam asked as he greeted the man holding a wooden box about the size of a show box. He hated having it come to this, but once he understood the power of his doll creation software, there was no way he could allow this power to potentially fall out of his hands. It did not matter that some of the power belonged to the love of his life, Ivy. 

“It was just where you said it would be,” the man answered. “And I replaced it with the box you gave me.” 

As soon as it became clear that the dolls Adam made had the power to physically and mentally change people, he knew that power needed to be kept under control, his control. And since then, he had acquired a bevy of bimbos, all women who had been transformed through the power of the dolls that had been created in their images. 

Scarlett had been his first, all without anyone even knowing it was possible. 

Kylie, her already bimbofied roommate, was next. Her doll needed few changes, but there was always room to make enhancements. And then while taking a yacht trip along the Riviera, he had acquired Diamond. Since then, there had been more, but those three were the originals that made him most proud, especially Scarlett and Diamond, since their bimbofications completely came at the hands of his newfound power. 

But it was Ivy’s doll that kept him up at night. They were a couple, yes, but he still wanted control of her doll. However, the moment the truth about the dolls came out, she locked it away, hiding it from him and from the world. Adam never said anything. He did not want to tip his hand by showing his interest. All he knew was he wanted that doll back. He wanted to hold the power. With those dolls, he was almost like a god. He could control almost anyone in the world. 

Not that Adam had such high aspirations. Yes, he could ultimately become ruler of the world with his dolls, but that sounded like far too much work. He much preferred the idea of being a billionaire playboy. To him, that was true power. 

And with the help of Ivy, his fledgling doll company was already making waves in the business world, although not in a traditional sense. 

No one seemed to fully notice how there were so many top executives, CEOs and board chairmen, whose wives and girlfriends had suddenly gotten hot and

dumb. It was all so easy. All he needed was a few pictures of the target and he could create the doll. Then the client made physical alterations to the doll, resulting in physical alterations to the woman. The final step was to blow into the head of the doll. It turned the woman into an airhead, a bimbo. Men paid big money for that kind of service. Even a few women, too. 

However, this was it. This was the moment Adam finally regained full control. 

He felt bad for stealing from Ivy, but he was convinced that this was for the best, that she would be happier once it was all done. Every other woman who had been transformed loved it. Ivy would love it, too, even if she did not believe that yet. She would. 

“Any problems obtaining it?” Adam asked. He had commissioned a similar appearing box to be made to take the place of the one he knew contained Ivy’s life-like doll. It would not be enough to pass thorough judgment, but he felt confident it would pass a cursory inspection. As long as Ivy did not pick it up or look at it too closely, she would never know it had been replaced. 

“No, sir,” the man said. 

It was not just anyone who could be hired to steal something like this. The man Adam found was disreputable to say the least. But he was talented in the arts of thievery and he had come highly recommended by some of his new friends. 

When a job needed to be done, this was the man to do it. And the cost of his services would pay for themselves many times over in the end. 

“Fantastic. Just set the box down on the table. I’ll give you the other half of your fee as soon as I get it open and confirm the contents.” 

The man nodded his head before he did as instructed. He wanted to be paid. Yes, he had already received half up front, which was normal for him, but he liked to have the full amount after a job well done. This had been an easy gig. The box had been hidden under some floorboards in Ivy’s home office. Adam was not supposed to know about it, but Ivy had no idea that she had shared her secret hiding place during a night of heavy drinking. She blacked out and remembered none of her confession the next day. Adam, however, did remember. 

The man set down the box on the table and then pulled out a hammer. Normally he would have picked the lock. It was a simple lock and could easily be picked, but that took time. And since a box had been put in this one’s place, there was no

need for a light touch. Adam had given him strict instructions to bring him the box, not wanting anyone to touch the contents but himself. That was why the replacement box had been built. Otherwise, the thief would have picked the lock and left the box behind, empty. 

The hammer swung down against the lock. The wood shattered and the metal snapped. It was not nearly as secure as Ivy had believed. 

“Thank you,” Adam said as he swung the box around to face him and then peeked inside. 

Just as he had suspected, a doll with a perfect likeness to Ivy lay within the box. 

He shut it again quickly, not wanting the man to see the contents. The thief was curious. He usually was in these cases. However, he was not the sort of man to get between a client and their ill-gotten property. And this was definitely not the first time he had simply moved property between a couple. Much of his income came from cases just like this one. If couples did not keep secrets from each other, he would face much riskier jobs. 

With the content of the box confirmed, Adam reached into his jacket and pulled out a large envelope of cash. The thief always took cash. Digital trails were too easy to follow, especially when large sums of money were involved. He opened the envelope and quickly flicked through the contents. It all seemed to be there. 

He also had confidence that Adam was not the sort of man who would short him. 

His position among the world’s elite was still too precarious to risk stiffing someone. 

“Should you ever need my services again, do call.” 

However, before Adam even had a chance to respond, the thief was gone. Adam was alone with the stolen box and the doll contained within. 

But being alone meant he now no longer needed to worry about anyone looking over his shoulder and seeing what he had just procured. Adam opened the box and was once again faced with the Ivy doll. 

He simply looked at first. This was obviously not the first time he had seen the doll, but it had been months now. Adam smiled as he realized he was finally back in full control. Yes, Ivy had been a big help in launching the business, but he was now in a position where those duties could be either hired out or handled

by a new employee. Ivy would become redundant in that role. But there were other areas where she could be a big boost, especially as he hobnobbed it with some of the world’s wealthiest and most powerful people. 

“I wish Ivy would have taken me up on my offer at the beginning,” Adam said as he reached down into the box and wrapped his fingers around the doll. “She is beautiful, but there’s so much more potential inside of her. I just know that with a few tweaks, she could be stunning.” 

And that was true. Ivy was a beautiful woman. She could already turn heads and Adam considered himself lucky to have her at his side. Yet, despite her beauty, there was room for so much more. Her features were fantastic, but there was always room for improvement. He wished that she could see that he just wanted to make her perfect. And before now, he did not even want to dull her mind and turn her into an actual bimbo. But her refusal to even consider the most basic of bodily alterations had changed his mind. 

However, there was one thing that Adam wanted more than anything. He wanted Ivy to participate in her own transformation. He wanted her to choose how much bigger her breasts should be. He wanted her to choose what outfits she liked to wear on her newly hyper-sexual body. He wanted her to take an equal partnership in the decision to change her role in society from smart and independent woman to a happy and sexy bimbo. But how to do that without it turning into a fight? 

Adam wrapped the Ivy doll in bubble wrap and then placed it carefully in a new container. He then stored it away in a safe he used for sensitive items. This was where he kept his laptop that contained the doll creation software. Not even Ivy had the ability to get inside. It required a code, a classic combination wheel, and a fingerprint scan. Only a man like the thief Adam had just employed would be able to get in. 

Now he just had to figure out how to make Ivy amenable to his way of thinking. 

He had the power to transform her body, but other than turning her into an airhead, he had no idea how to get her to participate in her own transformation. 
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“Hey, babe,” Adam called out. He had an idea for how to persuade Ivy to his way of thinking. “Can you come in here for a minute?” 

Adam knew Ivy hated the nickname. She only wanted to be called Ivy whenever possible. She was a stickler for that sort of thing. However, Adam had a theory about the dolls. He already knew that by blowing into the heads, when they were removed from the doll bodies, left the women as airheads. The extra air pushed through the hollow neck and into the heads of the dolls pushed out most of the serious thoughts the women could produce, leaving them as little more than bimbos. 

Now he had a possible solution. If blowing air into the head could make them into airheads, maybe speaking into the head could make them believe or think something specific. It was only a hypothesis, but given what he’d seen, it made sense. But he needed to try it out. And that was where Ivy came in. 

The head of the Ivy doll was hidden in his hand, his fingers wrapped around it gently, not wanting to deform by squeezing too hard. He might never be able to repair Ivy’s real face if he did that. The dolls he created were immensely powerful, but he did not know if that was something he could fix. It was easier to add to a doll than it was to completely reshape it. And in the meantime, Ivy would be beyond pissed at him for harming her. That wasn’t something he wanted. 

Ivy came bustling into the room. “Adam, if I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a thousand times.” Adam held his hand up to his face and whispered into his fist. 

Ivy could not hear his words. However, just as she was about to continue to tell him off for calling her babe, something came over her. “I love it when you call me babe.” 

Ivy stopped and tried to consider what she had just said. She was pretty sure that she hated to be called babe. Yet, standing there, she knew she loved it. Yes, there was a disconnect between what she remembered and what she now thought, but she could not understand why she had such a problem with some of the pet names Adam had come up for her. They left her feeling warm and fuzzy inside. 

And Ivy definitely enjoyed feeling warm and fuzzy. 

“Thanks for confirming my suspicions,” Adam said with a mischievous smile. 

Ivy did not understand what was going on. She understood something had changed, but she had no idea what that could be. She did not even know how. 

It took a moment, but Ivy’s eyes narrowed and she pointed toward Adam’s chest. 

“You did something, didn’t you? I can feel it. Did you make another doll of me?” 

“Babe,” Adam said. “You know that doesn’t work. The first doll is the only one that has any power.” 

And that was the truth. He had conducted tests, first using Scarlett, making her a new doll that could then be further altered. But that new doll did nothing. It looked just like her, a spitting image of the bimbo she had become, but it held no power over her. Each doll could only be made once. Although further alterations after the initial changes were still possible, they had to be performed on the original doll. 

Ivy knew what Adam said was true. She had overseen the tests herself. She was fully aware of the power that he had unleashed and she wanted to make sure he did not go too far with it. Not that she completely controlled his efforts. He let him create his bimbos, thankful that he never felt the need to break their relationship and fuck any of them. Not that he had no desire. The women he had created were amazingly attractive. She could not blame him for looking, but he had managed to not completely stray. 

“No, you’re right,” Ivy finally said. “I just have a hard time trusting you.” 

Adam raised his hand to his mouth again and whispered something inaudible. 

Ivy had no idea what he was doing. It was strange behavior. However, a moment later, Ivy felt the need to correct her previous statement. 

“I trust you completely.” 

And it was true. No matter how much Adam’s desire to possibly transform her had weighed on their relationship, she did trust him, now more than ever. Not that she believed he was always right, but she did trust him. She trusted that he had her best interests at heart. He was a caring man and he cared for her. She felt it down to her soul. 

Adam smiled, it losing the mischievousness and becoming more genuine. Ivy

returned his smile, however she had no idea what he was smiling about. She had no idea that he was about to completely transform her life with a simple command. 

Again Adam raised his hand to his lips. He whispered into the doll head that Ivy had yet to spot. She could not hear his words, but they registered nonetheless, and deeper than if she had listened to him. The words originated deep inside her brain. 

“You know, Adam,” Ivy said, following through on her new directive. “I’ve been thinking about the whole doll situation and about possibly using it to make a few changes to me. I can go get it and we can discuss what we should do.” 

Ivy could barely believe the words flowing out of her mouth. Those were not her feelings. Or, at least, they were not her feelings until only moments earlier. The time she had to think about it was about as long as it took to complete her request. And yet, she did want what she asked for. She wanted to use the doll to improve herself. Who would not want that if they had the ability? Ivy already thought of herself as attractive, but she could always be more attractive. She could always be sexier. 

“There’s no need,” Adam said, turning around. Once his back was turned, he removed the doll from its hiding place and reattached the head. Then he spun back to show Ivy what he had in his hands. “I took care of collecting the doll.” 

There was a part of Ivy that was mad. Anger rose up within her. She knew her privacy had been violated. She knew Adam had somehow managed to break into her private space and steal the doll, breaking at least one lock along the way. But then her anger started to deflate, just as fast as it had welled up inside of her. 

Rationality returned. She trusted Adam. She knew that his actions were for her benefit. Or at least that was what she believed. And therefore, him taking the doll was just speeding up matters. 

Ivy bit her lip as she sat down in a nearby chair, trying to decide what she should do. She already accepted the fact that they were going to alter her body. But the question was how? How were they going to improve upon what nature had given her? That was the question of the moment, especially after a few choice words from Adam had completely altered Ivy’s future. 

“Let’s start with something easy,” Adam said as he sat down across from Ivy. 

“The breasts?” Ivy asked. And that was the obvious place to start. It was the simplest of additions to make. 

“I like your thinking. Here.” 

Adam handed the doll across the table. If this same action had taken place only a few minutes earlier, Ivy would have not only been angry, but she would have taken the doll and tried to hide it again. This time, all Adam had to do was push some modeling clay toward Ivy and she started to work, creating new and bigger breasts for her doll. And in turn, her own breasts would grow to match the new size and shape. 

Unlike previous users of the dolls and the accompanying modeling clay, Ivy actually had some artistic skill. Using just her fingers, she managed to sculpt a new pair of breasts onto the doll’s body. They were bigger, yes, a little bit, but they were also very natural looking, maintaining a teardrop shape. 

“Oops, I probably shouldn’t be wearing a bra,” Ivy said as she set down the doll and pulled off her top. She put it on the table to the side. Her bra soon followed. 

In their home, Ivy had no qualms with being topless. Although it certainly wasn’t normal for her to sit as she now was. Still, it was necessary, especially when a moment later her breasts started to expand in size. 

“I can feel the new weight,” Ivy said as she bounced slightly in her seat. “And they jiggle, too. My old boobs could never jiggle like this.” 

Adam watched Ivy’s chest with rapt attention. His gaze never looked away, loving the look of her pink nipples perfectly placed on her bigger breasts. 

However, this was not what Adam wanted for her. They were bigger, yes, but after spending time with all those bimbos, he had come to enjoy their larger sizes and the more fake composition. 

“Those are nice,” Adam said, complimenting her work. “The artistry is magnificent. But I think we can do better. Wouldn’t it be nice to be more attention getting?” 

Ivy considered Adam’s words for a moment. She liked what she had. But she also trusted him. And if he thought it would be nice to have something more attention getting, who was she to argue? She could at least try them out and see if he was right. 

It took several attempts before Adam showed his full support for the changes that Ivy made. Each time she added a little more volume and reduced the natural tear drop shape she had started with. Deep down, Ivy knew she was making the changes to fulfill Adam’s baser instincts, but she trusted him enough to keep the worst of those instincts in check. And she had to admit, she looked good with each new iteration. By the time she had two large orbs sticking off her chest, she did not think she could go any bigger without looking completely ridiculous. 

What was more, Ivy now had to hold the doll out a little farther from her body so that she could make sure it was visible to her as she worked. Her new tits, for at this new size, they had to be called tits, definitely impacted her image of the world. She could see them without even really trying. They stuck out far enough that looking down she would always be greeted by her cleavage. 

“You do great work,” Adam said, complimenting not only her skill, but the result. 

Ivy blushed at the compliment. She had not been sure that something like this was right, but she trusted Adam to believe him. At least she would no longer feel inadequate around the likes of Scarlett, Kylie, and Diamond. Her new tits were about on par with theirs. Although Ivy was certain her tits looked better, both because of her feel for the clay and because Adam was so complimentary of the results. 

“Thanks,” Ivy finally said, still blushing. 

“But don’t you think the doll looks a little top heavy now?” Adam said, directing Ivy’s attention to the doll. 

Watching her interact with the doll, knowing that she was changing herself, Adam decided to take a slightly different tactic with the transformation from then on. It was too easy for Ivy to get caught up in what she thought was prudent for herself. Instead, he wanted her imagination to run wild. And to do that, he wanted to keep her focused on the doll and not so much on the effects it had on her. 

“Hmm,” Ivy said as she considered the doll in front of her. She turned the doll over in her hands, trying to figure out how to fix the problem. “I guess her tits are a little too big.” 

“You don’t want to ruin those pieces of art, do you?” Adam pressed. 

“Well, no, I guess not. They are really nice tits.” 

“Maybe you could even her out by adding a little more around her hips and butt?” Adam offered. 

“Oh, duh,” Ivy said. “Why didn’t I think of that?” 

Adam simply chuckled as Ivy got to work adding a little extra padding around the doll’s hips. And once that was done, she focused on the doll’s ass. Ivy had never had much in the way of a rear end. Her butt had always been flat. Even as athletic as she was, she had never been able to have a butt worth highlighting before. But all that was about to change. 

Ivy stuck out her tongue ever so slightly as she worked. It peeked out between her lips. Adam intended for those to change too before the day was through, but he was not about to interrupt Ivy as she worked so diligently on reshaping her body, creating a perfect bimbofied copy of herself. Not that a bimbo was her goal, but between Adam’s prompts and her recent encounters with the bimbo dolls, Ivy had little realization of what she was really doing to herself. 

Of course, once Ivy finished her work on the doll’s hips and ass, her own hips and ass expanded to match. Luckily, there was no need to take off her pants to make room, but they went from loose to tight in a matter of seconds. Ivy’s whole posture changed as well, her ass expanding as she sat, her back becoming more straight. That in turn made her push her tits out all the more. She would never move the same way again. 

“I love it,” Adam said, continuing to push Ivy in her work with the doll. “Let’s work on the head now.” 

Ivy pulled the head free from the body before she looked at it more closely, assessing the changes she could make to it. Hair was high on the list. Ivy liked the style of the doll’s hair. She liked her own style, which was the same. The hair came down to her mid back. She knew the doll could have longer hair, but more important was the color. Ivy was someone who was right on the line between blonde and brunette. In the right light, she could pass herself off as blonde, but more often than not, she had to admit she was a brunette. 

However, it had become increasingly clear that blonde was the sexier color. Not that a woman could not be sexy with brown hair or any other color than blonde, but that was what society seemed to have decided upon and it was something that Ivy was in agreement with. And if the doll was going to have different colored hair, blonde made the most sense, the lighter the better. 

“Can I see that for a moment?” Adam asked, holding out his hand for the doll head. 

“Sure,” Ivy said. She handed it to him without any further consideration. After all, she needed to get the hair dye and a few other bits and pieces figured out before she started changing the hair and face of the doll. 

Therefore, Ivy paid no attention as Adam brought the doll up to his lips and whispered into it, just as he had before. “Ivy doesn’t recognize that the changes she makes to the doll are also made to her.” Again, his whisper was inaudible to Ivy, but the command still worked. She became completely focused on the doll and no longer noticed how her own hair and face would change to match the doll’s. 

“Here you go, babe,” Adam said as he handed back the doll head. 

Ivy smiled as she started her work. Her first task was to dye the doll’s hair. After that, she planned to make a few other alterations, although they both knew that Adam would make a few suggestions as well. 

But while Ivy busied herself with the doll’s head, Adam picked up the doll body and took a closer look at it. He wanted Ivy to make all the decisions now, with his aid, but he could not help wondering if there was something more he could do. His words could affect Ivy’s head, but could they also affect her body? He had no idea, but he had an idea of how he would try. 

“You are always horny,” he whispered into the neck. Adam figured arousal could be tied to the physical and therefore it could bypass the mind. And yes, he knew that for women, a lot of arousal was mental, but if Ivy’s body were to always be aroused, it would leave her in a much more pleasant state of mind. And the amount of sex they had would increase exponentially compared to before all of this started. 

Adam looked up and watched as Ivy’s hips started to wiggle as she focused on

her work. And it was hard to tell, but her nipples looked harder than they had been moments before. Not that he could tell with her being topless. It would have been easier if she was wearing a top for her nipples to poke through, but that would have to wait until they started dressing the doll. 

When it came to clothes, Adam already had his mind made up for the kinds of outfits he wanted Ivy to wear. He was of two minds with her wardrobe. Given the fact they would need to make appearances in polite society, Ivy would need a selection of beautiful dresses and gowns. She would need to be able to play the role of beautiful trophy wife, an example of what his system could do for rich clients. 

However, Adam also liked the thought of her being a complete slut, of her wearing clothes that barely fit her and did a poor job of covering her sexy body. 

He loved the thought of putting her in crop tops that did not even manage to reach the bottom of her tits. He liked the idea of putting her in tiny skirts that had no hope of providing her modesty. This latter category would be her normal. The classy outfits would be for special occasions. 

Adam watched as Ivy bit her lower lip as she tried to complete her work. There was a new flow to the way she moved, her body exuded a sexiness that he had not even seen from the bimbos he had helped to create. But that was a big difference. Those bimbos were just airheads who could no longer avoid listening to their bodies. Ivy had a body that screamed at her for sex. And if he lowered her intelligence at the end, she would have an even harder time avoiding sex, because her body would be so highly primed for it. 

As Ivy worked, she started humming to herself. She never noticed how her hair color changed from her almost blonde to a perfect shade of platinum. She looked every bit of the blonde bimbo that she now was. Or at least she almost had the bimbo look down. Her mind was still there, although it had been altered enough to give her a more submissive personality. So she was not all bimbo, even if she looked it for the most part. 

Adam tried to think of other bodily commands he could give the doll as Ivy shifted hears and started giving the doll plumper lips. Now that she no longer worried about how the doll would affect her, she decided to go all the way with it. She wanted to make the doll look as sexy as she could. After all, it was based on her, even though she no longer saw it as a representation of herself anymore. 

In the end, he came up with several bits that he hoped might work to encourage Ivy to dress and act the way he wanted her to, all without touching her mind. 

First, he told the doll’s body, speaking into the hollow of the neck, that she was only bothered by cold when it became a hazard to her health. He liked the idea of her wearing tiny outfits even when it was a bit cold, although he never wanted her to get hurt or sick from it. 

Second, he made sure Ivy’s nipples would always stand at attention. He loved the idea of her arousal always being on display. And third, he whispered that her pussy and ass should always be ready to accept a cock. Adam was not so sure about that last one, but he figured he would find out soon enough if it came true. 

And all of those could not be tested until later. 

“There we go,” Ivy said as she held out the doll head and examined the facial changes she had made. 

The doll’s lips were plump, clearly enhanced. Then again, the doll’s tits and ass had clearly been enhanced as well, at least from an unknowing observer. But what made it all so fascinating was how Ivy paid no mind to the fact her face changed as well. Her lips were plump and coated in pink lipstick. She also had blue eyeshadow and other makeup on her face that was not there minutes earlier. 

She looked amazing. And yet, Ivy still was not done yet. 

“She looks lovely,” Adam said, complimenting Ivy’s work. “But I think it’s time we start planning for clothes and jewelry for your doll.” 

“Ooh, you’re right,” Ivy said with a level of excitement that looked remarkably cute on her bimbofied face. Her whole body let out a happy little shiver as a tingle went from her head down to her toes. She was having fun. “And I know just what the doll needs.” 

It turned out that Ivy’s desires were even more extreme than what Adam had hoped for. He made sure little bits of jewelry were available to Ivy as she decorated the doll. He also made sure that she could apply little acrylic nails to the doll’s fingers so that she could have long nails. But what most surprised Adam was the ring of ivy she painted onto the doll, just above the pussy. He had no idea Ivy liked tattoos like that. 

But when Ivy was done, the doll sported the new tattoo as well as long nails and a belly-button gem. And it only took a few moments before Ivy had the same

accoutrements. She was a spitting image of her doll, only about five times bigger. 

But there were still the clothes to consider. And Adam was fully aware of his own desires. He carefully planned out the potential outfits in advance, making sure the proper dresser was available. 

“We’ve got two choices for clothes,” Adam said. “There’s the fun and sexy clothes.” He pushed a small pile of doll-sized clothes that fit his goal of Ivy showing off her bimbofied body with ease toward her. “And there’s more formal clothing for when the doll needs to go to fancy parties.” He pushed a second pile of clothes across the table. 

Ivy smiled before she spoke. “I like your thinking. This doll is going to be a little slut when she can, but she will dress up nice for parties.” 

Her hands reached toward the slutty pile, choosing a pink top that when pulled over the doll’s tits did not even manage to completely cover them. The hem came down just below the hard nipples. A similarly small black skirt followed. It was unable to contain the full extent of the doll’s ass, leaving her butt cheeks to stick out beneath the pleated hem. And finally there were shoes. Heels were the name of the game and Ivy selected the tallest pair available, what could only be described as stripper heels. 

It took a few moments longer for the clothing choices to appear on Ivy’s body. 

Adam had grown used to Ivy sitting there topless, so it was with some disappointment that he watched the pink top appear on her body. Although he had to admit, it was a delight to see her dressed as she now was. 

“Stand up for me,” Adam said. “I want to get a good look at you.” 

Normally Ivy was not the sort of person who would allow herself to be put on display like that. However, she trusted Adam and she wanted to give him what he asked for. She rose to her feet, stumbling ever so slightly as she adjusted to her new proportions and the extreme height of her heels. 

Once standing, Ivy did a little spin. It caused her skirt to fly up, exposing not only her ass, but her pussy and a hint of her ivy tattoo. She giggled a bit at being so exposed. But that was just how she liked to dress now, especially around Adam. She was always so horny and the sluttier she dressed, the easier it was to

encourage him to fuck her as often as possible. 

“I like it,” Adam said. “Now how about we go to the bedroom and have some fun?” 

Ivy squealed in happiness, bouncing in her heels, causing her tits to bounce and jiggle. Her tiny top barely managed to keep her nipples from popping free. 

“Ooh, but I want to put the doll back together again.” 

Ivy grabbed both the body and head with her long-nailed fingers. Adam expected her to just push the head back onto the body. She was no airhead like the other bimbos, but he did not think that would be necessary anymore. Besides, for now, she was still the sort of person who could help him close deals, not just with her body, but with her mind. She had a much better mind for numbers than he did. 

However, just before popping the head back on the body, Ivy blew into the head. 

Adam could only watch as the remaining intelligence in her eyes faded away. 

Where there had once been independence and incredible smarts, there was simply nothing. She had literally blown out her brain. That was it. Ivy was a bimbo, through and through. 

“I’ll take care of that,” Adam said as he took the doll from Ivy’s hands. He put the head back on the doll and set it aside. Then with a hand on the new bimbo’s ass, he guided her toward the bedroom. He was certain this would have happened eventually, but he had not realized it would be so soon. Nonetheless, he was going to enjoy this new part of their relationship and he was going to make sure that Ivy enjoyed it, too. 
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Adam and his crew of bimbos were in Melbourne. There were meetings with several high level potential clients. There was also a tennis tournament going on. 

Apparently one of the women’s tennis players would be getting a doll of her own soon. Her retirement was expected as soon as she went out, even if she won the whole thing. 

The few weeks following Ivy’s bimbofication had been hard. Adam had not realized all of the little things she had done to make sure his business thrived. 

The newly bimbofied Ivy was no help in those sorts of things. She was far too horny and dumb to help be anything more than a stress reliever and a demonstration model for future clients. At least she looked good on his arm when they went out. That was important. 

The whole group had just finished watching one of the men’s quarterfinal matches. The bimbos, especially Scarlett, kept asking if she could go down and suck the winner’s cock. Someday in the future, it might be possible for his bimbo dolls to be included in a winning prize package for a sporting event, but the world was not yet ready for that. 

However, now that the match was over, Adam was on the lookout for a good place to fuck Ivy. She had been squirming in heat all through the match. And it was not just because it was hot. Ivy was a perpetually horny bimbo. If she did not get a cock in her every few hours, she started to babble incoherently. Not that she was especially coherent the rest of the time, but she could put on a good face when she needed to. However, the longer she went between orgasms, the harder it was for her to focus on acting like a real person. 

And that was the crux of the matter. It had become increasingly clear to Adam that his bimbo dolls, as he usually referred to them, were only partially real. The transformation process left them with minds that were more akin to dolls than real people. Their bodies were real, even when they looked fake, but it was sometimes difficult to think of them as real people, especially when they so willingly put themselves down or offered themselves up as sex objects to be used. 

Despite all that, however, Adam had maintained his relationship with Ivy. She might have shown off for the clients Adam entertained, letting her body be

fondled and ogled, but he was the only man who fucked her. And she was the only woman he fucked in return. They remained monogamous despite the ample opportunities to broaden their sexual horizons. 

The other bimbos, on the other hand, were completely open with their sexuality. 

Man, woman, non-binary, transgender, multiples or just one, it did not matter. 

They just loved the opportunity to give and receive pleasure. And it was those bimbos who Adam made sure the clients got to test out, should they desire. 

And that was exactly what the potential clients were doing. They were in the next room, taking a spin with the full selection. Scarlett, Kylie, and Diamond were pros at this by now. They had sealed more deals than Adam could count. 

However, that did not mean he could leave Ivy wanting. She no longer had the mind for numbers that she once did, but she had a body that simply would not quit instead. And it was that body that Adam fully intended to satisfy. 

Ivy was dressed up in a beautiful red gown. It was probably too formal for the tennis match, but she looked so stunning that no one cared that she was overdressed. And besides, if she was not wearing a fancy dress, she would have worn something completely inappropriate. She had two styles, fancy and slutty. 

There was nothing in between. 

The red dress was mostly backless and it featured a plunging neckline to show off much of Ivy’s body. Her tits were always on display, no matter what she chose to wear, and her hard nipples always poked at whatever fabric covered them. Adam had considered having her nipples pierced, but he saw little point when her nipples were always so hard and sensitive already. She did not need a piercing to make them more so. 

The dress also featured a long slit up the side, giving Ivy room to move her legs as much as she needed. Not that anyone at the tennis match would know that she was not wearing panties. Although the fact her dress was tight enough around her ass probably gave that impression. But there was no clear cut signal like there were with some of her outfits. More than once she had worn a skirt with large cutouts that made it clear there was no panty wearing happening. She did not even own a pair anymore. 

Of course, the dress came with a stunning pair of black heels with red soles. 

They might not have been of the stripper variety that she sported when dressed

more casually, but they were still tall and they highlighted her fantastic legs and ass. They also forced her to push her tits out even more than they were already. 

But that was the fun of wearing tall heels like that. It made her look even more sexual and hot. 

However, at the moment, that dress was hiked up around Ivy’s waist as she was bent over a table. Her big tits were mashed into the wood surface, her ass pointed in the direction of Adam. His cock was buried deep in her ass. As it turned out, his whisperings worked. She was always lubricated and ready for sex, even in her ass. That was a special bonus that clients paid extra for. 

As for Ivy, her preference for which hole received Adam’s cock no longer mattered. She knew she would cum no matter how she got fucked. She had even started cumming from blowjobs. Little did she realize that that was another addition Adam had made since her bimbofication. 

Plowing into her from behind, Adam loved the tightness she always exhibited. 

He did not fuck her ass often, but he always enjoyed himself when he did. He plowed away with loud grunts with each thrust. Ivy cooed and squealed as pleasure shot through her. She could feel the orgasmic energy building up inside of her. Her climax was fast approaching and she could hardly wait. She loved sex. Her mind had been burned out, but her value was no longer in her mind, but in her body. And she made sure Adam enjoyed himself as much as she enjoyed getting fucked. 

When Adam finally came, letting loose a torrent of cum deep inside her ass, Ivy came too. Her screams only got louder as her arms thrashed around on the table. 

Her eyes crossed as her vision went white, her brain overwhelmed by the cascade of pleasure tearing through her. It was almost enough to knock her out, but she managed to remain conscious, a vapid smile painted on her face. She was well and truly fucked and she loved it. She had served her purpose as Adam’s bimbo. 

And when it was all done, when Ivy had recovered and Adam had pulled his cock out of her ass, Ivy jumped up and made sure that she cleaned his cock before he put it away. This was not an order, but a desire. Ivy cared for Adam’s cock as best as she could, always wanting it to be ready and raring to go when Adam decided it was time to fuck her. 

When they were finally done, when Ivy’s dress had been pulled back down to cover her ass, when her hair had been fixed and her makeup repaired, and once Adam was fully clothed again, the pair held hands as they returned to the room next door. It was time to sign the contracts that would create several more bimbo dolls. 
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