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My brain felt more and more numb with every step I took, and that made it harder to process what I saw. The sun glared off of a massive white sign. A bright pink neon tube spelled out "Brainless City."

That had to be wrong. A misspelling? An inside joke?

But no, that was the name. The only sign of civilization I had seen for miles and miles.

A long line of women stood outside the city's wall. They were all blonde, with giant breasts, and their clothes looked like something a slutty princess would wear to a ball. As if their curves didn't make them stand out enough.

It was my first sign that something was different about this city. I wondered why there was a line, and why these women looked like that, and then I heard a familiar voice call my name.

I compared myself to them, and realized I was so stick thin, waifish, not at all beautiful, not even attractive. My tits were barely bigger than a B cup, and they were still on the small side.

"What the fuck," I muttered.

"You're going the right way," she said. "Welcome to Brainless City, where there are only hung men, and no smart girls."

She had to be fucking with me. But she wasn't. She was in line too. And as we inched closer to the gate, I started to understand.

"Brainless City," she explained, "was founded by a woman named Tricia. She got sick and tired of smart girls and their bullshit, so she decided to make a new city, and only let in women who wanted to become dumb, brainless bimbos who serve men allllll day."

The line moved again, and I saw a woman in a pink uniform patting down another gorgeous girl, who was so dumb she didn't even seem to know what was happening.

"But... you're not like that," I said.

"Sure I am, babe," she laughed. "Just because you don't like me doesn't mean I'm not a total dumboli."

"I never said-"

"Whatever, bitch."

Her eyes rolled back into her head, and her tongue lolled out, as she imagined some guy fucking her. I wondered why this place sounded so stupid to me, when she seemed so happy here.

I was so close to the front of the line.

"I can't get in, though," I said. "I'm not-"

"Yeah, you're a smart girl," she said. "I can tell. Well, not smart, but like, normal. And that means they won't let you in. Sorry."

The girl at the front of the line got a stamp on her hand. It was a big black 'X'. She didn't notice, and started to walk away.

"So they're not letting her in either," I said.

"Nope.  But, if you opt in, you can be retrained."

"Retrained?"

"They'll take all your smarts away. Like, you'll actually become a dumb girl. That's what you have to do to get in. You're not really a woman unless you can't think."

That seemed extreme. And stupid. But, as the girl wandered away, I realized there was no other option. I had come all this way. I had to get in.

"Okay," I agreed.  "I'll be retrained."

The woman gave me a stamp too. It was a big pink 'O.'

"Oh? What's that mean?" I asked.

"Oblivious," she said. "Dumb girls can't see how stupid they are."

That sounded about right.

A woman in a pink uniform ushered me inside the city. I didn't have any possessions. There was no reason to bring them. All I had was my phone, which wasn't doing much anyway.

We passed through a checkpoint.

"What's the X mean?" I asked.

"Rejected," she explained. "Not a real bimbo yet.  But don't worry, you'll soon learn all you need to know."

I was taken to the 'Cock Center,' an unassuming pink building in the center of town. I followed her, still not fully sure what was happening to me. I knew that my old self would've been more concerned.

She sat me down and pulled up my file. It had my information on it - name, address, age, weight, height. I guess she had collected that info while I waited in line. She read for a moment.

"Hmmm... says here you're 29 years old. Never married."

I shook my head. That sounded about right.

"Ever dated a man before? Like, romantically?"

"No," I said, and I laughed, like the idea was ridiculous. It probably should've seemed that way.

"Well, that explains a lot," she said.

Then she pressed a button, and a giant screen on the wall showed a bunch of information. Statistics. Population data. I felt a strange sense of recognition as I read it. My eyes passed over each sentence, and I absorbed them all, even though I didn't understand why I cared about these facts.

"See that?" she asked. "Brainless City has been a success. We used to have plenty of smart girls in our area, and then one day, all the men became hung, massive alpha males who needed to fuck hot babes.  Well, men don't want smart girls, they want brainless fuck dolls.  So our women were dumbed down until all they wanted was sex. We only have slutty, submissive bimbo babes left."

"But..."

She ignored me.

"And now we're doing it everywhere," she continued. "With your help, of course. Now that you're here, you can take this message out into the world, and make every other female just as sexy as you."

I thought it over. If I really had a choice, that might've made me hesitate.

"But first!  You need to be retrained.  Are you ready to enter the Cock Retrainment Program?"

A small, reasonable part of me tried to protest. This was crazy. They wanted me to spread their message out in the world? How? And I had so much work to do. And my family-

The rest of me looked up at the giant screen and nodded eagerly. Yes, I was ready.

"Yes, please, I need it," I whimpered, unable to take my eyes off of all the sexy women they had.

There was no doubt that I wanted it. It was all I could think about. The woman put her hand on my knee, and smiled.

"Just walk through that door, then," she said, nodding to a pink door behind her. "We'll get you fixed up."

I rose from my chair and headed toward the door. I felt excited, but also confused. My old self tried to understand what was happening, but every attempt fell short. It was hard for me to understand too. It wasn't because my brain was failing me. My brain had never been better.

As I opened the door, and saw what waited for me on the other side, I felt an electric thrill. A rush of excitement. For the first time, I felt alive.

My eyes immediately zeroed in on the cock standing proudly between his legs.

Oh man, his cock is so big, I thought.

The rest of him seemed blurry. Like I couldn't pay attention to any of the details of his body, as long as I focused on that thing between his legs. That beautiful, massive, wonderful, dick.

I wanted...to suck it...right away. My mind was totally fixated on that task.

I was dressed in a slutty pink uniform. The top barely covered my boobs, and the short skirt would let any casual observer see my butt, my panties, everything. I didn't even know who made it or where it came from, but it made me feel sexy and cute.

It fit my new body perfectly. I knew exactly how big my tits were, without even having to think about it. I felt sexy and cute, because I knew I was sexy and cute.

The man grinned.  "You ready to come suck my cock?" he asked, casually stroking his giant shaft.

I licked my lips and nodded eagerly. Yeah, he needed someone like me to take care of his needs. My mind buzzed with ideas.

"Come here, baby," he said, and I rushed toward him. I almost tripped over myself, but I didn't even worry about that. It wouldn't have mattered to me if I tripped, fell flat on my face, or twisted my ankle. The only thing that mattered was getting closer to this cock.

I started to fall, but he caught me by the shoulder, steadying me, then pushing me down to my knees.

"You're so hot for me, you can't even walk straight," he teased.

"Yeah!" I laughed, because he was right, of course. As I looked up at him, my mouth watering for a taste of that cock, my tits rising and falling in my skimpy outfit, my eyes were locked on his dick, not his face. All I could think about was how badly I wanted that cock.

I crawled toward him, moving like a sexy, obedient bimbo, desperate to suck.

When I got close enough, I started to lick and kiss his cock, like a happy little kitten, before finally taking him into my mouth. The warmth, the throbbing, the weight in my mouth felt like a dream.

I had sucked cock a few times in college - those fumbling attempts hadn't come close to preparing me for this. Nothing had. I was meant for cock worship, just like the other girls in the Cock Retrainment program, and it showed in everything I did.

I bobbed on his cock, trying to cram as much as I could into my mouth. His hand rested on my head, not forcing me deeper, just letting me know where to go. My tongue worked hard to massage the underside of his cock, even as I struggled to get more of him into me.

There wasn't time to focus on being sexy, or pretty, or cute. I only thought about sucking his cock. My mouth stretched open, wider and wider, as I took more of him, my throat protesting, but my eyes wet with eager excitement.

My whole world narrowed to that one moment, the feeling of being dominated by such a huge, manly alpha male. I moaned against his cock. Even in that moment of pure bliss, I wanted more. I felt my panties soak through as the pleasure and pressure built.

Please him, my brain said.  Make him feel soooo good....

I looked up at the strong man, wondering when he was going to fill me up. How would he do it? Down my throat? Or...

His smile was wide and proud.

"Look at you, bitch. I came all this way from Los Angeles, so tired of fucking all the dumb girls in my old city. Now I know you can't even last 5 minutes without wanting my cum?"

He shoved my head down further on his cock until I started choking. But I didn't stop. The tears in my eyes felt like badges of honor.

"This is what you really want, isn't it?" he asked. "You want someone like me, who will make your stupid bimbo mind work overtime. Make you forget about your past life. All you know right now is how to be a dumb slut."

He was right about that. It was hard to imagine anything before this cock, and I wouldn't have wanted to even if I could've.

The man started to fuck my face, harder and harder, using my head like it was a sex toy, an outlet for his incredible lust. All I could do was take it, and be thankful I could do that much. I opened my throat, letting him fuck deep into my mouth and down my gullet.

"Get ready for me," he said.

Oh fuck. He was close. My body thrummed with need.

I wanted his cum. More than anything else in the world, I wanted his seed. It was all I thought about as my air supply got more and more cut off, while my tongue worked the underside of his shaft. My nipples ached with arousal. My cunt grew damp.

"Aghhhh!!!"

His hot sperm blasted out, filling my throat up. I swallowed hard, desperately, needing every drop to survive.

With a great sigh, he pushed my face all the way down, his giant balls pressing against my chin. I felt him cum directly into my stomach, giving me my first load in months. I didn't eat food anymore. The only thing I needed was alpha male cum, and all I wanted was to get more of it.

That's all I cared about now. Getting cum. The biggest, strongest men in the world deserved girls like me at their feet, serving them, obeying them, making them happy, giving them the pleasure they truly needed.

We were born for cock, and nothing else.

It wasn't enough, though. I pulled away from him with a gasp, wiping cum from my mouth, feeling like I had been reborn.

He smiled at me. It wasn't like we were friends. We had never met before. He didn't know my name. And even if he did, he probably wouldn't use it.

He looked down at my boobs, and I felt myself blush.

"These tits are amazing," he said.

I leaned back, proud.

"Would you like to use them?" I asked eagerly.

He gave me a smirk. It made him look even more handsome, more powerful. Even if he didn't have such a big cock, that little grin would've been enough to make my heart go pitter patter.

"Yes, I'd like that," he said. "Let me see those things. Come here, slut."

I moved closer, and he grabbed my titflesh through my blouse. I felt sexy and tingly and turned on, as I always did around real men. His grip on my skin was so rough, so intense, I knew he could do anything he wanted to me.

"You're a natural born cocksucker," he said.

"Mmmm yeah!"

My brain went fuzzy when I was horny - not like I was an idiot. I mean, like all I thought about was the next thing I was going to suck.

Right now, that was his dick. He was still rock hard. I was still wet for him. I knew what this meant.

"So, since you're such a good cock slurper, you want to take your top off and show me what else you can do?"

"Yeahhh!!!" I groaned, immediately doing what he told me to do.

As soon as my top was off, my titties fell out. Not because they were big, or heavy, but because of their amazing jiggle factor. I shook my big udders for my man, smiling from ear to ear as he took it all in.

He grinned. "I love these titties... let me feel them up again."

My body trembled with delight. It felt so amazing, so special, having a big, strong alpha male grope me.

He put both hands on my tits and rubbed me down. As he touched me, I grew hornier and hornier. I could tell by his look of determination that he needed me again. I needed him too.

"Come here, cutie."

I leaned forward.

"I'm not ready for another blowjob yet," he said. "I need these big juicy tits wrapped around my dick. That okay?"

"Uh huh!!!" I whimpered, not even trying to mask how badly I needed this. I had come from being a smart woman into this slut, who only cared about being used and abused, and I was so happy with my new life.

His dick rested between my soft globes, and I gave it a long lick, starting at the base and reaching his tip before swallowing.

Then I wrapped my jiggly melons around his pole, squeezing them tightly together, trapping his thick meat shaft in my chest pillows. The feeling made me shiver with pleasure. His dick was so hot, throbbing against my skin. He began to thrust his hips.

"God, that's a good tit job."

"Mmm fuck yeah!!!" I cried out, so wet, so desperate, watching his face turn to ecstasy.

He pushed hard, his dick appearing and disappearing in the gap between my jiggly breasts. It felt incredible for him, and just looking at him made me cream my panties.

"Ahhh!!! Fuckkk..." he moaned.

My tits were so soft and smooth, so jiggly and inviting. There was no way he would be able to resist them for very long. My mouth hung open with delight.

Then I saw his muscles tighten up, and I knew it was coming. His load would cover my breasts.

"Yes! Gimme it!!!"

And then - the warmth. Splotches of hot white cum landed on my chest, and I squealed with glee, letting him paint me, marking my body as his own. I didn't even bother scooping the semen up with my fingers.

I loved the smell, and the feel, and the taste. So I stuck my tongue out and tried to catch what I could.

With a gasp, he stepped back and laughed. Then he bent down and gave me a quick, powerful kiss. Our lips pressed together hard. And then he slapped my ass, and told me to go out and make some men happy.

So, I did.

"Come with us, Miss Bimbo. It's time to start your training."

I nodded, eagerly. The women, dressed in their cute uniforms, led me away, toward the back of the Cock Retrainment Center. This part of the building was like an insane asylum. All the women here were like me - big, bimbos, sluts, totally transformed, totally obedient, ready to obey the alphas.

The women took me to the shower room, and gave me a towel and a sponge. They told me to start scrubbing myself down, top to bottom, until I was clean. It felt great, rubbing myself all over, but not quite as good as the alpha males that had used me. I felt empty and horny.

One of the girls came over, with a special spray bottle in her hand. I stood there, wondering what it was for. The two of them seemed nervous, excited.

"We have some news, sweetie. Are you listening? You're going to be one of the bimbo girls that spreads our message across America," she said.

"Ohhh!!! Wow!!!"

It was an amazing thing to hear. I was honored. I wasn't sure why I deserved such an honor, but if they were asking me to do something, I was certainly going to try. I smiled at them and listened intently, waiting for more details.

"Good...this is new, experimental technology," she explained. "But it looks like it's ready to be tested on humans."

Humans? I wasn't human any more. That's how I felt. Just a mindless plaything.

"Do you want to be the first?"

"Yeah, go for it! I can take it!"

"Okay, well, we call it Bimbo Scent Number 049. It has some... interesting properties."

The other girl grinned. She rubbed the mist around in her hands for a minute, then leaned in close to me, pressing the glass bottle right up against my skin.

Then I heard her press the button.

"Hah!!!!" I cried out, feeling something very cold splashing against me.

As the water dripped down, onto my tits and legs, I immediately felt a rush. It was hard to describe. There was a tingling between my legs, as I realized that I couldn't wait to get fucked again. Even though I had just done it. I would do anything for a fat cock to fill me up. Anything!

The smell was the real kicker. It was sweet and warm and thick. My body was overwhelmed with a scent like flowers. As my skin soaked in the chemical, my mouth watered with anticipation. It reminded me of the smell of men's sweat, which always made me cream my panties.

"Now listen closely: whenever you spray yourself with this perfume, the people around you will be more open to suggestions, less capable of saying no. It will turn anyone who smells it into a dumb slut...at least until the effects wear off, or it gets washed off," the lady said.

I grinned from ear to ear, nodding enthusiastically. That sounded like fun. I already loved being a bimbo, but turning other women into the same dumb sluts I had become sounded like a great idea.

That wasn't all, either. The next hour, the ladies taught me how to properly tease and torment men using my big bimbo tits. How to wrap my arms around their neck, or their waist, and sway my hips around seductively, making them want to ravage me. The two of them showed me some special new techniques, too. They called them Titty Fuck Pinches, where you put your nipples together, lean forward, and let him fuck those melons. And Jiggle Teases, where you shake them around right in front of his face.

Both tricks felt so good, they seemed to be worth doing on their own. By the time I finished, my whole body was dripping with sweat. The bimbo perfume had worn off long ago, but my mind was still fixated on one thing: showing every man what a sexy little slut I could be for them.

Finally, the ladies brought me back out to the main area of the training facility. I could see it in their eyes, they wanted to have some fun too. I couldn't blame them. Their minds must've been buzzing with all sorts of ideas. But they couldn't act on those desires unless there was an alpha male present. That's what we were trained to think.

So I looked around, trying to find someone like that. And I saw him immediately. I started walking toward him without thinking about it at first, because he looked like an alpha male in a crowd of betas. A powerful aura surrounded him. My eyes went straight to his crotch, to check for signs of hardness. His shirt hugged his muscular frame.

I could almost feel how good he would make me feel.

The man had to be over six feet tall, and well built. He probably worked out regularly. There was definitely some grey mixed in with the blonde hair atop his head. It gave him a distinguished appearance.

But it was the cock that really got me. When I saw him, he was already half-hard. That meant I might get to go through my full list of newfound talents in a real world situation! I had just learned them, and now I couldn't wait to try them out. I could already picture myself wrapped in his strong arms, being carried away from danger, into a dark bedroom, where I could show him everything I could do.

It felt incredible, being such a mindless bimbo doll, only thinking about getting fucked. Nothing else mattered. If he didn't take me right then, I would be left horny forever. That's how it felt, anyway. My body ached with desire. I could taste the cum.

"There she is..."

My heart skipped a beat and I felt my pussy contract in anticipation, even before I turned around to lay my eyes on him. My Master. The one who had given me this newfound purpose in life. His voice alone was enough to send shivers down my spine and make my knees quiver with anticipation. Slowly, I turned around, ensuring that my hips swayed as the ladies had taught me, and there he was. Standing tall, handsomely clad in his crisp suit, his steely blue eyes boring into mine as if he could see right through me. My new Master, the man who had turned me into the bimbo slut I'd always longed to be without ever knowing it.

His words sent goosebumps down my spine, making me shiver with delight. "Y-Yes, Master?" I purred, batting my eyelashes coquettishly and flashing him a dazzling smile that I knew would make his cock twitch with anticipation. Every fiber of my being yearned to please him, to show him just how much I'd changed since his last visit.

"I see you've been a very busy little slut," he purred, running a finger down my cheek, sending delicious shivers coursing through my bimbo body. "They've done an... admirable job on you." He smirked, his gaze lingering on my heaving breasts and rock-hard nipples visible even beneath the layers of bimbo costume draped over my slender frame.

I giggled, preening happily at his praise, basking in the glow of his approval. "I live to serve, Master," I cooed, licking my ruby red lips hungrily while gazing up at him with naked lust written clearly across my features. My hands slid slowly over my taut stomach, fingers curling around the edges of my skirt and hiking it slowly upward, giving my Master a teasing peek of my stocking-clad thighs. I grinned mischievously, feeling wetness between my legs as I watched his nostrils flare ever so slightly when he caught a whiff of the scent emanating from my core. He had trained me well, and I knew exactly what it took to make my Master happy.

I swayed my hips seductively back and forth before him, biting down softly on my lip while gazing up at him through my lashes. "Do you wanna play?" I whispered coyly. "Or do you want to stay here with me all night and enjoy this beautiful scenery? We can spend some quality time together before leaving for your next destination..." I suggested, trailing off as a knowing smile tugged at the corners of my pouty, bubble-gum pink lips.

I wasn't sure which option sounded better, but I didn't really care. All I wanted was for my Master to take me hard and fast, filling me with every inch of his manhood until we were both satisfied and panting with exertion. My hands continued dancing over my toned belly as I stepped closer to him, pressing my curvy figure firmly against him and grinding against his bulge. It felt like heaven to be this close to him. I moaned loudly, rubbing my pert breasts against his broad chest and gazing up at him hungrily, knowing he was enjoying the sensation immensely.

It made me shiver with delight just to think about him taking me home tonight and using my body over and over again until sunrise. Nothing mattered except being a good fucktoy for my new Master. And that was fine by me!

I could see how turned on my Master was. He looked ready to ravage me right there. My body trembled with anticipation as I waited impatiently for his reply. I wasn't disappointed either - moments later, he grabbed me and pulled me roughly against his hard body. His bulging muscles pressed against my soft curves and the feel of him drove me wild with wanton lust. "Let's get out of here," he growled low in his throat, his voice hoarse and filled with lustful hunger.

"Oh yes, please, Master!" I whimpered eagerly, feeling an ache build within my loins as he gripped my supple ass tightly between both hands.

I couldn't wait for him to claim me...
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