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		"T his has to be wrong," Debra said as she looked at the printout. She stood in front of Curran's desk, holding the spreadsheet that detailed her music earnings for the past quarter.

		"I wish I had better news," he said. "It's not just your new music that isn't resonating with your fans. Your whole brand is turning them off. You're losing fans. It's as simple as that."

		"Isn't that what you get a cut for, Curran?" Debra said, exasperation in her voice. "You're supposed to help me reach fans. You're supposed to promote me."

		Curran sat at his desk, tenting his fingers, considering his words carefully. There were different paths he could take, different spiels he could give his client. It was all about how she would react.

		"Let's put it this way," he finally said. "Your recent album sucked. The album before that sucked. We're past the point of you being an acquired taste. Anything I do to promote you is just putting lipstick on a pig."

		Curran paused to gauge Debra's reaction. Her shoulders slumped forward as she dropped the printout onto the desk.

		"But, we have options. You're a talented singer. And you're young. There's time to pivot. It all comes down to what you want."

		"I want to be successful," Debra said. "I want to make big money. I want to sing to sold out shows."

		Curran smiled. "What are you willing to do to get all of that?"

		Debra placed her hands on the edge of the desk and leaned toward her manager, her eyes filled with determination. "Whatever it fucking takes. I want you to make me a star."

		"Are you sure about that?" Curran asked. "You're willing to give me carte blanche on this? Because I can make you a star, but you're going to have to do everything I tell you to do."

		"Whatever it takes," Debra repeated. "Hold nothing back."

		Curran's smile grew wider. "Okay, I'll make a plan. Expect to hear from me soon. This is going to be fun."

		Debra said nothing. She just nodded her head before she walked out of Curran's office. She never heard him add "for me" at the end of his last statement. Debra had the desire and the talent, but she had failed to put in the work. She had fallen in love with folk music, but that was not where her real talents were.

		As soon as Curran was certain Debra was gone, he pulled out a pad of paper to begin brainstorming what he needed to do to turn Debra Ducal into a star.

		"Genre change for sure," Curran said. "Folk is out. Pop is in. And no more song writing. She sings what I tell her to sing."

		"And that name. Debra Ducal is not the name of a pop star. But I like the alliteration. And it will be easier to keep her first name similar, I think. So Debbie. But Debbie what."

		Curran wrote out a few names, starting with Debbie and keeping her last name with a D. But then it came to him.

		"Debbie Duke."

		It was simple. It was alliterative. It was easy to remember. It was perfect.

		After that, Curran focused on Debbie's new image. He had pushed Debra to dress more provocatively. The few times she tried it, he had seen what was possible. Her body had a good shape to it. And she kept in shape. But Debra lacked the curves that would help launch her to stardom. Debbie would need those additions, along with a change in hair. If Debbie was going to hit it big, she was going to need to go blonde. It was that simple.

		Curran slept on the image that had formed in his mind. He waited until he got into the office the next morning before he started making calls. He wanted everything to be lined up before he brought Debra into the fold. She trusted him enough to give him carte blanche with her career. Now he just needed to live up to that trust, although he was certain there would be pushback. Debra would fight him, but he had the ultimate trump card. The path he laid out in front of her would lead to stardom. He could all but guarantee it.

		Not that anything in the music business was a given. It was all about giving the people what they wanted, whether they knew they wanted it or not. Considering how many flash in the pan singers there were, it was possible to get traction. The trick was hitting all the pieces just right. But Curran had studied the market. He knew what was needed. It was just a matter of making it all happen for Debbie.

		Even though she was still Debra Ducal, Curran was already thinking about her as Debbie. And if all went to plan, they would make a clean break between her past life and her new one, both for fans and for Debbie. If he had it his way, Debbie would forget all about ever being Debra. But first he had to get her on board with his plan. Even though she gave him carte blanche, he knew she would fight back on so much of what he had in mind for her. He just had to hope he could persuade her. Otherwise, he would have to break her.
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		Creating a plan to turn Debra into Debbie was simple. Turning that plan into action was where it became difficult. Curran already figured out the look, style, and branding he wanted for Debbie Duke. The goal was to go total pop starlet with her, but with an overtly sexualized image from the start. People would see her and instantly know what she was about. But that was the beauty of it.

		It ended up taking Curran five days to get everything for Debbie together. He had calls to make, appointments to set up, and favors to call in. Every little thing he had done in his past got used. Curran was pushing the boundaries of not only what was needed, but what was possible.

		"Thank you for coming, Debra," Curran said as his client walked into his office. "You're right on time."

		There were a lot of moving pieces to deal with, so getting Debra moving on time was key. Curran had a schedule to keep if he wanted to minimize the gap between now and when Debbie could make her big debut.

		"What have you got for me?" Debra asked as she collapsed into one of the chairs in front of Curran's desk. "You sounded excited on the phone. Have you figured out how to relaunch my music career?"

		Curran knew Debra would dislike his plan, but he just had to string her along until she was more Debbie than Debra. After that, everything would probably slot into place. "I have, but you're not going to like it."

		"Just give me the list." Debra huffed with annoyance. She was usually not much of a morning person. The early meeting left her a little irritable, even though she was excited about what Curran had figured out for her.

		"It's not so much a list, but a process," Curran said. "I've already contacted several writers. We should have an album's worth of songs for you to record when your makeover is complete."

		"Wait. You're not going to let me write the songs?" Debra balled her hands up into fists and gritted her teeth. "I'm a singer and songwriter. You can't cut that second part out."

		"Your folk songs sucked, Debra. And if you want to make money and have success, you're going to need to shift genres. You're going to start singing pop from now on."

		"You want me to sing trash music?" Debra huffed. "I'm an artist, not a fucking bimbo."

		Curran shrugged his shoulders. "That's what most people listen to. And they don't care if you wrote the songs or not. Sure, if you were Taylor Swift, that would be different. But you're not, so that means I'm paying people to do your writing from now on. But don't worry. These are actually good writers. You're not going to end up singing trash."

		Debra crossed her arms over her chest and grumbled. "I suppose I'm going to be dying my hair as well."

		"Among other things. I've actually already booked you an appointment for later with a doctor to begin some of the more invasive procedures. I want to get them out of the way early so you can focus on practicing your new songs when they're ready."

		Debra narrowed her eyes at Curran. "No, I'm not getting a boob job. That's a step too far."

		Curran just sat at his desk, not saying anything for a moment. He let Debra stew. Eventually she looked down, lowering her gaze to her arms and her meager chest. While some women had been graced with bountiful bosoms, Debra never had. Her breasts popped when she went through puberty and then just stayed there, with barely any tissue growth.

		The flat chest made it easier for Debra to work out and generally be active. She did not even need to wear a bra most of the time. She simply did not have the tissue mass on her chest that needed support. But even Debra would have admitted there were times when she wished she was more endowed. There had been a few singing competitions she had entered when she was just getting started and standing next to the other women contestants, she felt small in comparison.

		"This is all a part of your new image," Curran finally said. "I'm just trying to enhance your sex appeal. You're tried letting your voice handle all the work, and while you have a great voice, you haven't taken advantage of everything that will make you a star. That's all this is about. And blonde hair and bigger boobs are on the list to help you be more successful."

		Debra returned to balling her hands up into fists, trying to work out her annoyance. She did not like the idea of changing her image, especially with something like surgery. That was scary at the best of times. And here she was trying to use it to facilitate her break out in the industry. She would not be the first to use surgical enhancements to get ahead, but it still bothered her.

		"This is what you wanted," Curran reminded his client. "And you told me to do whatever it takes to make you a star. This is what it's going to take for you."

		"Fine, I'll get the boob job," Debra grumbled. "Is there anything else I need to be aware of?"

		"I have a big plan for your relaunch. It will mean changing your stage name. I think something simple like Debbie Duke will work. It's close enough to your real name, so that should make it easier to remember."

		Debra stuck out her tongue in disgust. "It sounds like a stripper name."

		"Just trust me on this, okay? I know what I'm doing."

		Debra let out a sigh. "I know. I keep forgetting that the more I make, the more you make. You've got skin in this game, too."

		"That's right. I'm doing this for you. And I really believe that with the right image, the right branding, and the right music, your voice will shine and you'll be a star."

		"So when does all this kick off?" Debra asked, resigned to her fate.

		"Today. I've got you booked with a Dr. Warner in about an hour. He is fully apprised of your situation and the look we're going for. He has exquisite skill and his methods will have you ready to hit the stage before you know it. Here's his card with your appointment time and the address of his clinic. And here's money to get across town."

		Curran pushed a business card across his desk, followed by a few bills. It was more than enough to get her across town to Dr. Warner's clinic.

		"Just like that?" Debra asked. "That's all you've got for me?"

		"This is just the first step," Curran answered. "My plan is to meet you at the clinic later today, after your surgery. We can discuss the rest of the plan then."

		"Fuck, this is really happening," Debra said, looking around the office, trying to get a handle on her emotions. The shock of it all was starting to get to her. She did not know what else she could do. This felt like a monumental step, but she did want this. She wanted to be famous and successful. And there had been a reason she had signed with Curran to begin with. He was a really good agent. This was just an instance where the talent did not live up to the billing. But it would. She would. Debra was certain of that. Even as she sat there, scared, she also felt determined. She was going to be a success.

		"I'll see you later," Curran said. "And if you feel like you're getting cold feet, just call me. I'll be available to talk you through it all."

		"Bye," Debra said before she walked out of the office. She had to hail a cab to get her across town for her next appointment. The whole situation was shocking, but it was also secretly exciting. She was excited. This potential future was exciting.

		As soon as Debra was gone, Curran picked up his phone and dialed.

		"Dr. Warner, this is Curran Finch. She's on her way. We're going for the whole package, surgery and recovery. I'll pay the bill, don't worry. Fuck, she going to be so hot when you're done. And the world will love the sexy little Debbie Duke. I can feel it."

		The two men conferred a few last minute details. The whole package was a big step, but if it worked on Debra, Curran was already making plans to create a whole stable of sexy pop stars. She was the test case, but he was sure there would be more who followed in her footsteps.
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		Debra just made it across town in time. Traffic had been a mess, but it all worked out. And before she knew it, she was standing in the reception room of Dr. Warner's clinic.

		There was no receptionist, however. There was Dr. Warner standing there. The moment Debra walked through the door, he was right there, shaking her hand.

		"Welcome to my clinic," he said. "I'm Dr. Warner and I'll be operating on you today. I hope I'm not being too forward for our first introduction, but there's a lot to do for you and I would like to start your consultation right away."

		"Um, hi," Debra said as she allowed her hand to be shaken by the doctor. "Yes, let's get started."

		Dr. Warner led Debra out of the reception area and down a hallway with multiple doors leading off of it. He opened a door to a medical exam room and she stepped inside.

		"Normally I have a nurse assisting me, but she called in sick, so it's just me today. I apologize in advance for any issues that crop up."

		"I'm sure it will all be fine. I trust you."

		And Debra did trust him. She was not so naive to think all doctors were upstanding people, but she trusted Curran and Curran trusted Dr. Warner. Therefore, she trusted him. It was that simple.

		However, Dr. Warner was already lying to his patient. His nurse and his receptionist had been told not to come into work today. Dr. Warner's entire schedule had been cleared for Debra. That was because there were ethical considerations surrounding the plan for Debra. Curran had come up with the ideas and Dr. Warner had figured out how to make them all possible. And the only reason Curran could say he was doing the right thing was because Debra had given him total control. She had pushed back, but that had not stopped the plan.

		"If you will please strip down," Dr. Warner said. "I've already used various pictures Mr. Finch supplied to me to create a baseline of what we're going to be doing, but it's important to look at the body first hand to make sure everything will work."

		Debra said nothing as she stripped out of her clothing. She had worn jeans and a T-shirt, along with a plain pair of cotton panties. She had skipped wearing a bra. It had not been needed, especially just for a meeting with Curran. And, as it turned out, a bra was not needed for her appointment with Dr. Warner either.

		"Yes, this should work," Dr. Warner said as he gently probed Debra's skin with gloved fingers. The fact she remained in reasonably good shape helped.

		Then the marker came out and he started to draw on her body. Debra just stood there, letting him draw on her chest. He made notes on her skin as well, although she could not read what he wrote. Reading upside down had never been a strong point. And when she caught sight of herself in a mirror, the words were backward.

		However, Dr. Warner did not just stop at her breasts. He also drew on her back and butt. And then he made a few notes on her face as well, placing dots of black marker ink on her face. Debra simply took a deep breath and let him continue. What else could she do? She figured this was all necessary for her new look, for Debbie's new look.

		When all of that was done, Dr. Warner led Debra into the operating room. He had an assistant already waiting for him, scrubbed up and masked. It was a relief to know he would not be working alone. However, all Debra could think about was how she would ever get used to the name Debbie. There had been a few people who had tried calling her that in the past, but she hated it and made that clear. Now, however, it felt different. And Debra decided the idea of Debbie could just be an act, a role she played for the wider world. Singing as Debbie Duke would not take away from her being Debra Ducal. At least, so she thought.

		By the time the anesthetic had been applied, Debra was in no state to think about anything. But her life was about to radically change.
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		When Debra woke up from her surgery, she felt groggy and out of sorts. She opened her eyes, but instead of looking up at a ceiling from a hospital recovery bed as she had expected, she was looking at a wall with a big screen television on wheels.

		"What's going on?" Debra tried to say, but the words came out garbled and incoherent. She tried lifting her hand to her face, but then discovered her arms were pinned to her sides. In fact, every part of her body had been immobilized.

		Debra had been placed in a special recovery contraption that was a bit like two webbed beds squeezing her from both sides of her body, leaving gaps in the areas where she had surgery. But her neck was also immobilized, forcing her to look straight ahead, without even turning her neck. All she could do was stand there, although her feet were not really touching anything from what she could tell.

		It was unclear how long she was there, awake and unmoving, but eventually Dr. Warner walked into the special recovery room to check on his patient.

		"Oh, good, you're awake," the doctor said. "I hope you aren't too uncomfortable, but this special bed is required until you can sit and move more normally. Sorry about all the fuss, but it's necessary."

		"What did you do to me?" Debra asked, working hard to enunciate her words. It was only then that she realized there were bandages on her face, making it even more difficult to speak. It was not just the grogginess from the anesthetic.

		"Everything I was asked to do," Dr. Warner said with a knowing smile. "But to keep things moving along, since you'll find out all about them soon enough, the breast augmentation was fantastic. I went as big as was safe, considering you had so little breast tissue to begin with. We can go bigger later if Mr. Finch thinks you need it, but I'd say your new size is in line with what he had in mind for you."

		Even though Debra's head and neck were immobilized, she could still look down and even with the webbing that held her upper chest in place, she could see the two mounds that were her breasts. They were far bigger than anything she had imagined before. And even as supported as they were on her chest, she could feel their added weight. It would take time to get used to them.

		"And there was the butt augmentation," Dr. Warner continued. "I had wanted to just use a fat transfer, but you have kept in good enough shape that I couldn't take as much as I wanted. I've had to supplement with implants, but they're small enough that your ass shouldn't look too fake. It will look great though. I can guarantee that."

		Debra tried to wriggle in her confines, but she found herself completely unable. She desperately wanted to look over her shoulder or to use a mirror to see what the doctor had done to her ass.

		"I also did a pretty big number on your face. It will be hard for your future fans to ever know you were a folk singer. They simply won't recognize you. But I made sure to give you big doe eyes, a small button nose, and plump lips. That's a big part of the look. And once the bandages come off, I'm sure you'll love it all."

		It was a lot to take in. Debra felt overwhelmed. But she also felt something strange between her legs, down below her belly. Did that have something to do with her ass? Or was there something the doctor had not told her about yet.

		"I feel weird, you know, down there," Debra said, her voice still impeded by the bandages on her face. She tried to use her eyes to motion downward, but even that was difficult. Whatever he had done to her eyes still allowed her to see, but she was left with a limited speed at which she could move her eyes.

		"Yes, that will heal nicely as well," Dr. Warner said. "I won't spoil the surprise, but that will be part of your recovery and training process."

		"What do you mean by that?" Debra asked.

		"You'll see. I'll let Mr. Finch know that you're awake now. He'll want to see you."

		Dr. Warner walked away from the immobilized Debra, leaving her alone with her thoughts. The only benefit she could think of was how she felt no pain. She felt almost nothing. There was just the weight of her breasts and the strangeness between her legs. Nothing else really computed for her.

		But it was only a minute or so before the sound of footsteps returned.

		"Debbie, it's good to see you awake. I love everything Doc did for you. You're going to look amazing when we get you in some videos and eventually on stage."

		It was Curran. He eventually walked into her line of sight, seeing how she could not move her head. He looked just as he had when they met at his office, wearing the same clothes. It was still the same day. Dr. Warner had somehow managed to complete the series of operations on her body in a single day. She had no idea how that had happened or how it had worked out, but it at least left her with only needing to do this once.

		"I'm Debra," she said, trying to assert herself.

		"We talked about this," Curran said. "Your stage name is going to be Debbie Duke. But to be honest, I think you need to adopt the new name full time. You'll certainly look more like a Debbie when you get out of that thing and it will help you interact with your fans. Trust me on this. When those bandages come off, you're going to see Debbie in the mirror. This is the new you."

		"But..." Except Debra did not know what else to say. It required so much energy just to enunciate her words to be understood that it made it difficult to formulate an argument as well.

		"I think it's time for you to understand the other part of my plan, the training you will undergo while you stay here and recover," Curran said as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small remote. "This is connected to you. I can use it as a teaching aid."

		Curran pressed a button on the remote and Debra's eyes tried to roll up into the back of her head. There was pleasure. It was pleasure unlike anything she had felt before. Debra had plenty of experience with sex, but this was better than all of that. It was the lightest of buzzes, but she felt as if she was on the verge of orgasm in an instant.

		"What the fuck is that?" Debra managed to say between gasps.

		Curran smiled. "I'm in charge of your body now. When you do as you’re told, you will be rewarded. I could also use this remote to cause pain, but I don't think you'll like that very much and it's not even worth testing right now. You haven't done anything wrong. Yet."

		With how amazing whatever Dr. Warner had done to her down there, seemingly connecting that remote directly to her clit, Debra was not interested to know what kind of pain could be administered. She hoped she never found out.

		"Why are you doing this to me?" Debra asked, on the verge of tears.

		"You wanted me to make you into a star. This is part of that process. So buck up and do what I tell you. Trust me. In a couple months, once you're healed and fully trained, you'll love the life of a pop star. I guarantee it."

		"What do you mean by trained?" Debra sniffled, pulling back on her tears. She had to admit, while she never expected anything like this, Curran was following through on what she had wanted. She just never imagined this would be the result.

		"I think you and I both know you're not cut out to be a pop star. You're too folksy. But we can fix that. If you do what you're told and follow along, I'll have you thinking and acting like Debbie without a second thought. Who knows? You might forget about ever being Debra Ducal. And with that, I'll leave you to your first lesson."

		Curran stepped back and rolled the television closer to Debra, placing it so that the screen took up most of her vision. He then turned it on and walked out of the room, placing the remote back into his pocket.

		Debra was left there, looking at the screen as a spiral appeared. There was a strange static that played, along with ethereal music. She did not know what was going on, but her eyes locked onto the spiral and did not take long for her to completely give in.

		"My name is Debbie," she said in response to a prompt from the program. "I'm fun and dumb and I love to sing."

		It was a simple mantra to start with, but as soon as she said those words, the device connected to her clit activated, rewarding her for saying the words as instructed. She gasped as the pleasure built up and then she squealed as she came. It felt so good. It felt so right. Maybe being Debbie would be all right.

		She spent the next several weeks slipping in and out of trance. Dr. Warner would come in and feed her. He eventually even started to free her to walk around the recovery room for short supervised periods. But Debbie always returned to her restraints for additional training. And there was no doubt that she thought of herself as Debbie now. With each passing day, it became more and more true.

		More than that, her first mantra ran through her mind without even actively thinking about it. It was a constant reminder that she was Debbie, but it also helped her to believe that she was fun and dumb. And she certainly liked to sing. She would even sing her mantra, pairing it with the various pop tunes that seemed to always be playing along with the static of her training program.

		However, as her training progressed, as her recovery from surgery progressed, her training program subtly changed. It was not just about turning her into Debbie, a bimbo pop star. It was about slowly sexualizing her to the point where Debbie was always turned on, always horny.

		At the beginning of her training, Debbie was always rewarded with an orgasm. She always came. But as time went on, the eventual release was denied to her. It was just a few times at first, but it grew more and more common. Debbie was still rewarded in her training, but the reward was just to experience a jolt of pleasure, not to actually climax, but to raise her arousal. It turned into a form of edging, bringing Debbie right up to the brink of orgasm, but always holding off. Soon, it was enough to just bring her to the edge. It was all the reward she needed.

		And Debbie never did find out what the punishment was. She turned out to be a very good learner. Between the reward system and the trances she willingly entered, she never found out that there was no punishment system at all. The remote and the training program could only provide pleasure. But the threat of pain was enough to keep Debbie on the straight and narrow.

		Not that the new Debbie was a straight and narrow kind of woman. The training program had carved out the once capable, if not good, songwriter. It had managed to maintain her singing ability, but it had left her incapable of much else. Debbie had been turned into a sex object that could sing. She wanted to look sexy. She wanted to please her manager and her fans, even though she did not yet have any of the latter. Plus, she wanted to sing whatever she was told to sing. And along the way, she would get to show off her fantastic body, including her big tits and round ass. It all seemed so simple and fun, just like her.
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		Debbie loved the life Curran had provided for her. She got to dress up in sexy clothes all the time. She got to act like the sexy woman she was. Plus Curran and all the people she worked with treated her like a complete bimbo, which was good, because that was what Debbie was.

		And from what Debbie could tell, her music career was about to take off. She had just finished singing a fun song about popping a cherry. Even Debbie knew it was really about sex, but it was veiled just enough to be acceptable to a wider audience. Although the dance moves she had been instructed to use put little doubt in anyone's mind what the song was about.

		It had taken days of singing the same song over and over again, dancing and following direction. Debbie had already recorded the song officially in a studio, but now they were filming a video for it. The filming was a lot more fun, even though Debbie made mistakes and had to perform take after take.

		Luckily, everyone around her was patient with her mistakes. Then again, Debbie had fun ways to apologize. Sometimes she would flash her tits, which was surprisingly easy in her red catsuit. For bigger mistakes, she would drop to her knees and give the guy a blowjob. Most of the people she needed to apologize to were men, although Debbie had no qualms about licking pussy. It just had not come up yet.

		There was still a sense somewhere deep in Debbie's mind that none of this was right. It was a little voice in the back of her head that balked when she dropped to her knees or when she giggled. It tried to tell her she was an artist and that she had sold out. But Debbie found it so easy to shut that voice out. It did not say anything she was interested in. She wanted to be a sex object and now she was. At least that was how she thought about it, to the extent she thought about it at all.

		And no one doubted how few thoughts made it through the molasses of Debbie's mind. She was a total ditz, barely able to string more than one thought together at a time. If it were not for Curran always standing nearby, she would just stand there, posing. Trying to look sexy and turn people on was her default state.

		Then again, Debbie was perpetually horny. Whatever Dr. Warner had done to her clit had become permanent. There was always some stimulation down there, which was weird, because Debbie had tried to rub her clit one day to get off and she felt nothing. The nerves had all been rerouted to the device that had been implanted there.

		Not that Debbie understood what that meant, that she was no longer in control of her arousal. And she did not think anything strange about the fact she needed to make monthly visits to Dr. Warner. He did something down there, but always after she watched the pretty spiral on the television. She had no idea how he was recharging the battery to make sure she remained in her perpetually horny state.

		Not that it was always perfect. There were times when her arousal got the better of her. She would be in the middle of singing or even just walking around her apartment and her knees would buckle as a wave of arousal hit her, stronger than anything she normally felt. It was almost enough to make her cum as she braced herself against a wall, whimpering in need.

		Somehow, whenever that happened, Curran was always nearby. The moment Debbie saw him, she would beg him to fuck her. That was the only time she ever seemed to cum, when Curran was fucking her. And if she had not loved sex so much, that would have been difficult, but sex for Debbie was never difficult. She loved it and she loved how much Curran helped make her a music sensation.

		"That's perfect, Debbie," the director said after she finished the scene. Neither of them could remember how many takes it had required, but it was done. All the footage had been filmed. All that was left was the editing that would create another of Debbie's hit videos.

		Not that Debbie had much of an idea of how the music listening public reacted to her music. She loved the idea of having fans fawning over her, but Curran kept her separated from all of that. And Debbie knew that was probably for the best. If she was not careful, she would end up begging random people to fuck her. Even she knew that was a step too far, even if she was always so horny.

		But that horniness had become normal. It had become expected. It kept her thinking about sex, to the extent she thought anything at all. It was how she always seemed to know how to position her body. The goal was to turn others on as much as she felt turned on.

		The other reason Debbie let Curran manage the reactions to her music was she simply could not comprehend the numbers involved. She could count to ten, but that was about it. She could go higher if she remembered about her toes, but she never did. She rarely saw her toes, since her big tits got in the way. But Debbie would not change any of that for the world. She felt like life was perfect.

		And as Debbie stalked off the stage, her hips swaying, her eyes scanned the workers, looking for Curran. She licked her lips when she spotted him, shifting her movement as she minced over to him.

		"Was I good?" Debbie asked, speaking in a sing-song voice. She had to force herself to talk that way, but the reaction she got from men when she did it made her keep it up. Men's cocks got hard when she talked like that.

		"You were great," Curran said as he wrapped an arm around his client, pulling her into a side hug. His hand drifted down to her ass, giving it a squeeze.

		Debbie giggled with glee, both from the compliment and from the way Curran manhandled her. She loved it when he touched her, when he squeezed parts of her body. It always sent a thrill up her spine. And her pussy throbbed in need.

		"Was I good enough for a bonus?" Debbie asked, looking up at Curran with hope in her big doll eyes, framed by long lashes. If it had been possible for Debbie to stand still for more than a few seconds at a time, she could have passed herself off as a doll with the right lighting. But she was always moving, always drawing eyes to her big tits, her bubbled ass, or any other part of her body that people might find attractive.

		"After all that work on the video, you are definitely getting a bonus." It was not specifically part of the new management contract Debbie signed, but bonus had come to mean sex. And it was the promise of bonuses that kept Debbie in line, even when her job as a singer got hard, when a director or producer wanted her to do something that went against her bimbo nature. She needed to be a good girl if she wanted her bonus.

		"Oh goodie," Debbie squealed, clapping her hands together as she bounced in her high heels. That sent her tits to jiggling in her catsuit. The zipper only came up to her sternum, so it left a lot of cleavage and tit flesh on display. But that was a requirement for Debbie. She loved her big tits and wanted to always show them off. Even her normal clothes always showed them off. Not that there was much of a difference between the clothing Debbie wore for her job and what she wore otherwise. Debbie kept her life simple that way.

		"I've got a room all made up for you," Curran said as he led Debbie away from the soundstage. There was an office building nearby where Curran and his staff kept offices. But there was an extra office in the building that had been specifically designed for Debbie and the future stable of pop stars Curran planned to manage.

		The room in question had been sound proofed. It meant Debbie could be as loud as she wanted when Curran fucked her. Not that Debbie could control herself. Her mind had been picked apart and only the basics had been allowed to remain behind. Coupled with the device in her clit that controlled her arousal, Debbie was a creature of lust. Her willpower was gone. She relied on others to take care of the basics. Debbie really was just a blonde bimbo who could sing.

		Debbie whimpered and cooed as Curran led her up to the office. Not that the specially designed office looked like an office. Instead of a desk, there was a bed. There were staff who changed out the linen after every encounter there, the sheets needing washing every time.

		The arousal Debbie felt kept building as the pair walked. It forced her to add an extra sway to her hips, as if that would push the heat in her belly away. It did not work, but she did it anyway. At least it enhanced her raw sexiness as she stepped one foot in front of the other, her feet landing on the opposite sides of her body.

		"You're going to make us both so much money," Curran commented. "Your first video went viral and I expect this one to be even bigger. Once the album drops, we'll send you out on tour. It will be amazing. Trust me. You're already a star, bigger than you ever were before."

		Normally Debbie would have automatically been excited by Curran’s comment, but she quickly became confused, tilting her head and looking up at Curran quizzically. “Before?”

		“You don’t need to worry about that,” Curran said condescendingly.

		But Debbie just smiled. She loved not having to worry about anything. Her head was blissfully empty, allowing her to focus on what she loved best: singing and sex.

		When they reached the special office, Debbie turned toward her manager. “Would you like to unwrap me?”

		Now it was Curran’s turn to smile. “I would indeed.”

		He reached out and took hold of the zipper beneath Debbie’s tits. Curran pulled gently, opening the catsuit, revealing her taut midriff, highlighting her fit and sexy body.

		“You’re very good at this,” Debbie cooed. “You’re so strong and handsome and you know just how to make me feel sexy.”

		She moved forward, pressing close to Curran, feeling his erection growing inside his pants. She pressed against him, rubbing her breasts into his chest as he continued to lower the zipper of her catsuit.

		“I’m your manager. That’s my job.” Curran’s voice lowered an octave, filled with lust and need.

		When Curran pulled the zipper down to the bottom, Debbie pulled her shoulders back. Her tits popped out of their confines, bouncing slightly as she stood naked from the waist up before Curran. A little shiver ran through her body as she realized how exposed she was to him. But she also relished the attention. Having her naked chest exposed in front of him always made her feel good. She was a bimbo and proud to be one.

		Curran reached up and held her buoyant breasts in his hands, enticing a breathy moan from her lips.

		“I never get tired of these,” he said. “I’m so glad I gave them to you.”

		Her nipples hardened under the pressure of Curran's touch, like ripe strawberries just for him. Her big tits jiggled as she swayed her hips. She arched her back, thrusting her big boobs out for him.

		“How about my ass?” Debbie asked. “Do you like that, too?”

		Curran stepped forward, letting Debbie’s tits press against him again. He then reached around her and grabbed her ass with both hands. “Of course. Your whole body belongs to me. I made you.”

		“Mmm, yeah,” Debbie moaned. The whole idea of her being made, of her being owned turned her on. Her training had made it that way. Her mind had not just been torn apart. It had been remade, designed to do Curran’s bidding. And she loved it. She desired it. It was like a dream come true. Debbie could not imagine a better life than the one he had created for her.

		“And now I’m going to fuck you.”

		Curran walked Debbie over to the bed and gently pushed her down. She laid back, letting her blonde hair pool around her head and shoulders. He raised each of her feet in turn, removing her heels. Curran was a man who liked to fuck Debbie with her heels on, but they needed to come off so he could disrobe the rest of her. Once her heels were off, he lifted Debbie’s ass and peeled the rest of the red catsuit off her body, revealing her bare pussy and her long, svelte legs.

		Free of her clothing, having worn nothing beneath her catsuit, Debbie grabbed her tits, moaning at the pleasure. She then ran her right hand down across her body, down to the junction between her thighs. Debbie felt nothing from her clit, the nerve cluster controlled by outside forces, but she still ran her long-nailed fingers over her outer folds.

		There was wetness there, her pussy aching for more. She was always wet, always needy, her pussy always ready to take Curran’s cock, or the cock of any other man he deigned for her to fuck.

		“Please, Sir,” Debbie moaned. “Fuck your pop slut. Fuck my pussy so hard.”

		“That’s my good girl,” Curran said as he knelt on top of the bed, leaning forward over Debbie’s prone body between her legs. His big dick jutted upward, thick and hard in its own right. He rubbed it along Debbie's slit, teasing her.

		She moaned as she bit her lower lip. A surge of arousal shot through her body, leaving her writhing beneath him.

		“Are you wet for me, baby?” Curran teased. “Are you ready for my big fat cock? Because here it comes.”

		Debbie let out a cry as he plunged himself deep into her pussy. In one single stroke he buried himself inside her up to the hilt, filling her pussy completely, the two of them perfectly built for each other.

		“Oh yes,” Debbie moaned. “So big. So good. Fuck me. Fuck your slut. Pound me.”

		“How can I say no to that?” Curran pounded her pussy, driving his cock home. As he did so, Debbie wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him closer. She kissed him passionately, wrapping her tongue around his. Their tongues danced together as Curran drove his massive member into Debbie, fucking her harder and faster until she cried out in ecstasy.

		“Yes! Yes! Oh God, I love it. I want your cum.”

		Debbie was desperate. Her arousal had ramped up beyond reckoning, beyond what a normal woman could even tolerate. But even as she was stuck on the edge, with Curran still pistoning in and out of her, she could not cum. She could not reach climax until Curran allowed her to. It was more than a rule. It was Debbie’s reality, going back as far as she could remember. Not that she could remember much of anything from before her training. All she knew was being Curran’s bimbo singer.

		“Your pussy is so tight,” Curran groaned. “It feels so good. Keep taking my cock. Take it all. Give it to me. Make yourself mine forever.”

		Debbie nodded eagerly, holding onto him tightly as he pumped her full of his cock. The sensations were overwhelming. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her. She was desperate, barely able to breathe. But it all felt so good.

		“Faster,” she begged.

		“As fast as I can, baby,” Curran promised. He fucked her faster and harder.

		Debbie screamed and wailed, unable to control herself. Her limbs convulsed and spasmed. She was so close. But only Curran had the power to make her cum. Her body was like a musical instrument and it was her manager who could make it sing.

		“Here it comes you stupid slut,” Curran roared as he buried himself inside her one last time. His cock surged with his seed, painting her insides white.

		Debbie came hard, a cascading wave of pleasure shooting through her. It was pure ecstasy. She was addicted to it, to the sex, and the orgasms she received. It was both a wondrous gift and a chain that kept her tethered to Curran. But even though he had such complete control over her, she loved him all the more for it, because he was the master of her life and he could make her cum like no other man could ever hope to.

		The two came together, as they always did. And once Curran had finished depositing his load inside of her, he lowered his head again and kissed her. Debbie cooed into his mouth, still delirious with pleasure. She was high on the orgasmic ecstasy, her simplified mind taking it all in and luxuriating in it.

		When Curran was done, he sat back on the bed. Debbie curled up beside him, cuddling next to him, reveling in the remaining orgasmic high. As much as she loved being the sexy pop singer, it was the sex and the moments immediately after that she loved the most. It was not love that she felt, but addiction. And even as she recovered from the massive orgasm that had just coursed through her body, the relief was short lived. Debbie was already horny again, willing to do anything for the cock she needed so much.

		Curran scrolled through the messages on his phone as Debbie slowly ran her hand up and down his cock shaft, willing it back to hardness so he could fuck her again.

		“Oh, good news,” he said. “The next song you’ll be recording is ready. You’ll start learning it tomorrow.”

		“Yes, Sir,” Debbie said. There was no way for her to ever argue or disagree with her manager. He was in charge. He did the thinking. All Debbie had to do was sing and fuck. The rest took care of itself. But that was all Debbie wanted in life now. She had the perfect life, filled with music success, at least according to Curran, and lots of sex, which was what she loved most of all. Debbie was a dumb bimbo pop singer and that was all she ever wanted to be.
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