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		Getting the Sugar

		

		Payton walked into the nondescript office to find herself looking at the biggest bimbo she had ever seen. The woman behind the reception desk looked like she could barely keep her mind on a non-sexual task for more than half a minute before she would start staring off at nothing, a smile coming to her lips as she thought about sex in some way, shape, or form.

		She sighed. That was all there was for Payton to do. She was used to meeting women like the receptionist. Her mother was a bimbo and she was always inviting over her bimbo friends. Payton could not understand the draw. Yes, her mother was not the most intelligent woman in the world, but she seemed determined to make up for that lack of intelligence by turning her body into a walking wet dream.

		However, as much as Payton’s mother was a bimbo, she still paled in comparison to the woman behind the reception desk, who sported the largest breasts Payton had ever seen. And she had seen plenty of fake boobs before, what with her mother and all of her mother’s friends being unnaturally endowed. But the receptionist took him the prize for the biggest tits. The blonde hair, skimpy outfit, vacant stare made it all the more clear that this woman struggled to complete the tasks of her job.

		“Oh, hi there,” the receptionist suddenly said, her eyes focusing on Payton. She looked momentarily startled, but then seemed to remember that she had a job to do. “My name’s Candi. You must be Payton.”

		“Yes, that’s me,” Payton said as she stepped up to the counter. This had not been her plan when she started out in the working world. Her big plan was to become a writer. She wanted to write screenplays for movies. She went to school for it and everything. However, after several years working in restaurants in Hollywood to support herself while she wrote and shopped her screenplays around to the various studios and agents in her free time, she eventually gave up. She could not keep up with the rat race when she never seemed to get anywhere with her ideas. She could not even get her screenplays in traction in the indie scene.

		Moving back home had been hard for Payton. Her dreams had been dashed and she had no backup plan. Her mother had suggested she take out a loan to get implants and start trying to make friends with rich guys who liked having beautiful women around. Her mother went on and on about how she needed a couple sugar daddies. Then all her problems would be solved.

		However, Payton did not see it that way. Her mother might have been a bimbo, but it was clear that she had received her intelligence and writing talents from her father, whoever he was. Payton had no idea who her real father was. She was the result of a drunken one-night stand her mother had. Given her mother’s proclivities, she never knew the man’s name.

		With no idea what to do with her life, it was her mother who intervened, setting up an appointment with a popular career counselor in the area. Raymond Paris was no doctor, but he had nothing but rave reviews online. People called him the miracle worker. The fact all those reviews came from women was what made Payton decide to give him a try. If he could help her find her path in life, it would be worth it.

		“That’s great,” Candi said. “Let me tell Mr. Paris that you’re here. It’ll just be a moment.”

		Payton sat down as Candi started pecking at the keyboard. She was slow and typing seemed to require almost all of her concentration. The tip of her tongue peeked out between her plump lips as she hunted and pecked at the keys.

		For Payton, she could only watch with some degree of humor. Growing up, she had always received her mother’s praise for being so smart. Although it seemed like she was most impressed by the simplest of tasks. Typing had been one of those areas of praise. “You type so fast. I could never type that fast even if I knew how.” Her mother never learned to type, nor could she type quickly with her long nails. In that way, she seemed similar to Candi.

		There had been times when Payton had wished she could just turn her brain off and give into being a bimbo. Her mother had made it perfectly clear over the years that such a life was both enjoyable and perfectly natural. However, deep down, Payton knew such a lifestyle was not for her. She was no bimbo. She did not have the demeanor for it. It would have been easy enough to dye her hair blonde like her mother and get implants, but she could not handle the banality of bimbo conversations. And to be frank, she was not that big of a fan of sex either. She enjoyed it, but it more often felt like a chore than anything else. It was a big reason why her relationships with men had always been fleeting. She just could not be bothered enough to have enough sex to keep them around.

		“He’ll be right out to see you,” Candi announced after she finished pecking away at the keyboard.

		“You know,” Payton mentioned, “you could save time by saving a few shortcut sayings on your computer. You could type a couple letters instead of writing the whole thing out. I have a few set up on my phone to make texting faster.”

		“Oh, that would be nice,” Candi said. “But I’m afraid I’d just forget the shortcuts. My mind isn’t what it used to be when I started here. I have Mr. Paris to thank for that.”

		Payton had no idea what the receptionist meant by that, but she was certain Candi and Mr. Paris were fucking. It was the only thing that made sense. There was no reason to employ a woman like Candi unless there were other tangible benefits involved. And generally just being eye candy was not enough.

		A door opened adjacent to Candi’s reception desk and a tall man appeared in the doorway. He was well dressed, wearing a sweater over a collared shirt and khaki pants. He looked completely professional and trustworthy. Payton felt at ease seeing him.

		“Payton,” the man said, “I’m Raymond Paris. Come on back to my office and we can get started.”

		Without saying a word, Payton rose from her seat and followed the career counselor into his office. Once through the door, she found herself in a large room with half of the space dedicated to a couch along one wall and two chairs facing each other. The other half of the room looked much like an office with two chairs in front of a large desk. Mr. Paris motioned for Payton to sit in one of the chairs facing each other. He sat in the opposite chair.

		“How are you doing today?” Mr. Paris asked as Payton got herself settled.

		“I’m good,” she answered. “It’s been an interesting few years, but I’m thankful for my mother setting up this appointment with you. I’m excited to see what we can do about my career prospects.”

		“Ah, yes. I noticed that it was not you who had made the appointment. I keep track of these sorts of things, wanting to know the best way to advertise my services and all. Admittedly, I don’t have much information on you, since you weren’t the one to fill out the appointment request. Do you mind telling me what you’ve been doing the last few years? I just want to know what kind of experience you have before we start trying to figure out your future.”

		Payton took a few minutes to explain what she had been doing with herself, how she had tried to make it in Hollywood as a screenwriter, but without any success. Instead, her job experiences ended up focusing on the restaurant industry, but with no desire to return to such work. It was what she had done to survive while pursuing her passion. She had no interest in continuing that kind of work.

		“Yes, I understand exactly what you mean,” Mr. Paris said once Payton had finished her explanation. “There is a big difference between what you are passionate about and what you do to survive. Clearly you have been all in on the screenwriting efforts, but will need to look to something else in the future. But that gives us a great place to start.”

		Mr. Paris reached down to the side of his chair and flipped a switch. Low level static began to play through the room.

		“Don’t mind the noise,” Mr. Paris said. “I find it helps keep the mind focused.”

		“I don’t mind the noise,” Payton said, her voice coming out dull and emotionless. Suddenly she was finding it very difficult to think. Her thoughts felt pressed upon by the noise. But it was not something she minded. And it certainly helped her to focus. Mr. Paris said it did, at least.

		“That’s good. And I want you to feel comfortable here with me. You trust me, don’t you?”

		“I trust you,” Payton said. He had seemed trustworthy from the start, but now she trusted him about everything. He was smart and successful. He surely knew everything. She could trust him to the end of the world, if it came to that.

		“Very good,” Mr. Paris said. He looked down to the clipboard he held in his lap. He already had Payton’s future plan scribbled out on the clipped paper, notes he had taken when talking with her mother. Those notes would be his guide as he helped Payton find her way in the world.

		Payton noticed none of this. Her eyes had become unfocused. She saw everything before her, but her mind was unable to process it all. It would have been no different if she had just closed her eyes. However, Mr. Paris never grew tired of seeing his clients like that. He loved the glassy-eyed stare where the client saw nothing even as their eyes were wide. All that light entered, but was left unprocessed.

		“It seems to me,” Mr. Paris began in earnest, “that what you lacked when you were trying to write screenplays was a benefactor. Or even several benefactors. You lacked someone who made sure you were taken care of so that you could actually do your best work.”

		Payton nodded her head in agreement. That made a lot of sense. She never had anyone fighting for her. She had no agent. She had no contacts. She was always cold-pitching studios and producers, trying to find someone interested in her story or stories.

		“I want you to repeat after me,” Mr. Paris said. “You need a benefactor.”

		“I need a benefactor,” Payton repeated, her voice remaining flat and emotionless.

		“You need several benefactors.”

		“I need several benefactors.”

		“You need men to support your lifestyle.”

		Payton nearly tripped up on the latest statement. She disliked letting gender play a role in such relationships. As a woman, it was easy to let a man take advantage of her. But as true as that was, there was no doubt that it was mostly men who were in positions of power. Not that it was a good thing, but it was the reality of the situation. Despite years of progress, women still often found themselves on the outside looking in. The truly powerful people still largely remained men. Therefore, it made sense that she needed a man, or men, to take care of her and support her.

		“I need men to support my lifestyle.”

		“Very good,” Mr. Paris said. “I can tell we’re already making great progress. Now let’s continue. You need men to pay you money so that you can live your life.”

		“I need men to pay me money so that I can live my life.”

		That followed smoothly from the previous statement. Payton had no issues internalizing it.

		“It is perfectly reasonable for the men supporting you to demand you spend time with them.”

		Mr Paris knew this was where things could get dicey. Payton had appeared to him to be relatively open about different ways of living. She did not seem to hold her bimboesque mother in ill repute. In fact, she seemed to have a good relationship with the woman. That meant she was not specifically turned off from the bimbo lifestyle. She just had other plans for herself. Or she did. That all changed when she came to visit him. The moment she retained him as her career counselor, her future was set. She just did not know it yet.

		“It is perfectly reasonable for the men supporting me to demand I spend time with them,” Payton repeated.

		It was a small victory for Mr. Paris. But he knew it was the first step toward placing Payton on her future path. She had made the first change to her way of thinking.

		“These men are really just paying you to spend time with them,” Mr. Paris said.

		“These men are really just paying me to spend time with them.”

		It all seemed to logically follow. How many men had gotten in trouble in Hollywood for requiring women to do things for them? Not enough, but it was becoming more acceptable to publicly call out those slimy men. However, for Payton, there was a big difference. She was not spending time with men so she could get a part in a movie or so she could write a screenplay. She was doing it for the paycheck. There was a big difference there. And it was that difference that made it all acceptable to her.

		“You find it acceptable when women sleep with men who are paying them to spend time with them.”

		“I find it acceptable when women sleep with men who are paying them to spend time with them.”

		It was no skin off Payton’s back if women chose to sleep with men who were paying them for their time. She knew her childhood would have been much harder if her mother had not slept around. She shielded Payton from those men, preventing her from being specifically caught up in something dangerous, but she kept no secrets. Her mother was no prostitute. She was paid for her time. The sex was given away for free.

		“If a man is paying you to spend time with him, you are willing to sleep with him.”

		“If a man is paying me to spend time with him, I am willing to sleep with him.”

		“If a man is paying you to spend time with him, you want to sleep with him.”

		This was another one of those moments. Mr. Paris knew that if Payton struggled here, he would need to break things down or even try another tactic all together.

		“If…” Payton found herself unable to say the rest of the statement. She could not repeat it, because it was not true. At least, it was not true yet. But Payton did not think of it that way.

		“Okay, let’s try something else,” Mr. Paris said when it became clear that Payton was not ready to continue. “I’d like you to answer some questions. How much do you like sex?”

		Payton shrugged her shoulders. “It’s okay, I guess. Nothing special though.”

		“Have you ever had sex with a man who was paying you money?”

		Payton wrinkled her nose at the thought. “No, I’m not…” She could not say the rest. It was too embarrassing. She did not want to compare herself to a hooker walking the street. That was not her at all.

		“Of course you’re not,” Mr. Paris said sympathetically. And he had no intentions of turning her into that sort of person. Yes, there was a market for that kind of sex work, but it was not something that he pushed. His aspirations for Payton were higher than that, although technically little different. “But I want you to imagine a woman who gets turned on by rich and powerful men.”

		Payton nodded her head. She could imagine that.

		“I want you to imagine a woman who not only gets turned on by rich and powerful men, but she seeks out and is paid by these men to spend time with them. Can you do that for me?”

		“Yes,” Payton said. She could see just such a woman in her mind’s eye. It was so vivid. There was a rich and powerful man, a handsome man, sitting there on a couch in a fancy penthouse condo. There was a woman next to him. She was nuzzled up beside him, providing him companionship and comfort. There was an envelope on the coffee table full of cash. There was a lot of cash. The woman moved her hips, unable to completely freeze her movements. It was arousal. She was simply aroused being in this man’s presence.

		“The woman wants to have sex with the man, but she wants it on his terms,” Mr. Paris said, continuing to set the scene. “She gets turned on when he is the one who initiates. She gets turned on when he requests her to do what she already wants to do. Can you imagine that?”

		“Yes.”

		It was so clear. There was the wanton nature of it all, how the woman was desperate for his touch, desperate to be used, but it all made sense. There were women like that. Payton had met women like that among her mother’s friends, if not her mother herself.

		“Now I want you to imagine yourself as that woman,” Mr. Paris instructed. “I want you to imagine you’re the woman who gets off on the idea of spending time with rich and powerful men. I want you to imagine you’re the woman who wants to have sex with these men. I want you to imagine you are the woman who loves being told to have sex with the man who is paying her to spend time with him.”

		Payton bit her lip as she placed herself in the place of the woman in her mind’s eye. She could feel a heat building up inside of her. It was rare for her to get turned on like this, but she could not deny that if she was the woman in her imagination, this was how she would feel. Payton’s hips started to move. She pushed her legs together, trying to push back against her arousal. This was not the time, nor the place, but somehow the arousal felt so good. It felt so right.

		“You want to have sex with the rich and powerful man, don’t you?”

		“Yes,” Payton moaned. It was true. She was so horny. She could not understand how it had happened, but it had. And strangely enough, it felt really good.

		Mr. Paris smiled, but he did not let his pleasure of the situation otherwise change his demeanor. As much as he loved his job, he was acutely aware of the repercussions of pushing his clients too far or in the wrong direction. And then there were the ethical considerations. Payton was his client. It was one thing for him to mould Candi into his perfect bimbo receptionist, a woman who had been made perfect for her role and had completely accepted being the office fucktoy in addition to his secretary. But Payton had not signed up for that. Therefore he needed to remain professional. Although he already had several gentlemen suitors lined up for Payton, he would not be among them. It was a fine line that he walked, knowing that the women he helped probably had not intended to become variations on bimbo playthings when they entered his office. He just made sure that they were completely happy with their new lives. Still, there was no doubt that he operated in a gray area.

		“This is what you really want, isn’t it?” Mr. Paris said.

		“Yes,” Payton said as she continued to grind her thighs together.

		“You want rich and powerful men to wine you and dine you, all the while paying you to spend time with them. And then when the night is over, you want nothing more than to fuck them. Isn’t that right?”

		“Yes,” Payton said. It was true. How had she not seen it before? That was what she really wanted. She wanted to spend her nights and weekends living a life of luxury with rich and powerful men. The whole screenwriting thing was just a coverup for what she really wanted, but she had been too dumb to see it for herself. And no wonder sex with boyfriends always seemed like a chore. They might have been nice guys, but they did not have what she wanted most. They did not have money and they were not spending that money on her so she could spend time with them. It all made so much sense now.

		“Let’s return to you repeating after me,” Mr. Paris said. “I think we’re ready to bring this all to a nice conclusion. You want to be a sugar baby.”

		“I want to be a sugar baby.”

		Payton had always refused such an existence, even with her mother essentially suggesting it, although never in those specific words. However, it was now clear that she wanted that kind of life. She was not a working woman. There was a reason she had ended her attempts in Hollywood when she did. It had become unsustainable. She was approaching 30 years old and had nothing to show for it. It was now clear as day what she really needed. She had just been denying this side of herself all those years. But now she knew she was on the right path. She was going to be a sugar baby.

		“You want to have sex with the men who pay you for your time.”

		“I want to have sex with the men that pay me for my time.”

		“You’re not being paid for sex. You give it away for free.”

		“I’m not being paid for sex. I give it away for free.”

		Payton wriggled her hips in the chair as she imagined herself in a big comfortable bed. She was wearing expensive lingerie, something that had been purchased for her. There was a man next to her. He was handsome and strong. He was rich and powerful. And he was about to fuck her. She loved it.

		“But the men who you most want to attract aren’t looking for smart and plain looking women, are they?” Mr. Paris asked.

		“No,” Payton said, shaking her head. Her dream seemed suddenly dashed. She knew what she wanted, but she now had doubts that it would be possible.

		“The men you want to attract aren’t looking for someone who can challenge them intellectually. They are looking for someone who can be their sexy little plaything, almost like a doll for them to play dress up with. They are looking for a bimbo.”

		Payton’s world came crashing down upon her. She had spent all those years trying to be smart and successful, when she should have followed her mother’s advice all along. She should have gotten a boob job and tried to work her way up the social ladder until she could find the type of men she most desired, the kind of men who would pay for her company. But it all seemed too hard. It seemed impossible. She was no bimbo. And it certainly seemed too late to try and give up her intelligence. She had spent too long developing it in the first place. All those years of schooling and then late nights spent writing had actually set her back from what her real path should have been. She had been developing her brain when she should have been ignoring it.

		Mr. Paris could see the conflict in his client. He could see the sadness on her face. Luckily, he had the means to give her exactly what she now wanted.

		“I know you are worried because men want you to be a bimbo,” Mr. Paris said. “But there’s nothing to worry about. Let’s go back to repeating after me. You are a bimbo.”

		It could not have been that easy. Payton could not see how simply repeating Mr. Paris could give her what she wanted. However, she had no idea how she had reached this point or what was actually in his power to do. She had no idea that he could indeed make her new dream a reality, turning her into a bimbo sugar baby. And it certainly did not hurt to repeat his statements. It might even do her some good.

		“I am a bimbo.”

		“You don’t like to think for yourself.”

		“I don’t like to think for myself.”

		“You are dumb and giggly.”

		“I am dumb and giggly.”

		Payton let out a giggle. It bubbled out of her before she even knew what she was doing. But it felt good. It felt right. It was the sort of thing a bimbo like her should do regularly. It was a way of showing how dumb she was, how she did not like to think for herself. And she was certain the men who paid for her company would appreciate it. She never knew being dumb could feel so good. It almost felt like her arousal was directly connected to her simple brain. The dumber she felt the hotter she became.

		“You’re doing great,” Mr. Paris said. “But let’s keep going. You just want to be a dumb and sexy plaything.”

		“I want to be a dumb and sexy plaything,” Payton repeated. Her voice no longer sounded as flat and emotionless as it once had. There was a level of sincerity behind her statements now. She believed them entirely, making them true. The mind truly was a miraculous thing.

		“If a man was not there to think for you, all you could think about is sex.”

		“If a man was not there to think for me, all I could think about is sex.”

		It was as if a whole new world had opened up for Payton. She was not just a woman, she was a sexual object. Her purpose was to please others, especially men, with her body. No one cared what happened in her head, which was not much to begin with. They cared about her body, how she could make a man’s cock hard, how she displayed herself, and most importantly, how she could use her body to get the man off. There was her mouth, her pussy, her ass, her hands, even her boobs if she eventually got them pumped up to a good bimbo size. Those were what mattered, not the gray matter in her head.

		“People will call you a slut, a whore, a bimbo and you don’t care.”

		“People will call me a slut, a whore, a bimbo and I don’t care.”

		“You like being called degrading names.”

		“I like being called degrading names.”

		“You get off on being called degraded names.”

		“I get off on being called degraded names.”

		Mr. Paris went on and on, drilling home Payton’s new reality. And with each statement she made, it became true. Her past was all but forgotten. Screenwriting, college, even waitressing, was all pushed aside to make room for the new parts of her life that would now take precedence. She was fully focused on the future, on being the sugar baby she knew rich and powerful men would want to support her to spend time with her. It was all coming together.

		By the time the new Payton was complete, she wore a dopey smile on her face. She sat there, the static having been turned off, twirling her hair with a finger as she waited for Mr. Paris to say something. Her mind was otherwise blank. She had no thoughts of her own that were not sex related. And even those thoughts were dim and easy to forget. It was not that she did not want to think of Mr. Paris as a possible sexual partner. She did, but she also knew that she was not meant for him. He was not rich or powerful enough to woo her. But she knew he would help her identify those people who would be paying for her future.

		“Now that we have all that settled,” Mr. Paris said, “it’s time that we upgrade the body of yours so it matches your brain.”

		Payton sat there dumbly, confused by what Mr. Paris said. But she just shrugged her shoulders, confident that Mr. Paris had her best interests at heart.

		“Let’s go next door to the Body Shop.”

		Without saying a word, Payton stood and followed Mr. Paris into the next room. Inside was a large bathtub with multiple wires leading to it from a set of computers. It was all far too complicated for Payton to understand, but she was fine with that. If it was important she needed to understand, Mr. Paris would tell her. She still might not get it, but she would at least try with all of her effort. She could not help it that she was such a dumb bimbo.

		“Strip down and get in the tub,” Mr. Paris explained. He went on to explain how a green goo would fill the tub, giving her a bimbo body to match her bimbo brain. Payton still did not understand, but she could only hope it would mean she got bigger boobs. Hers were so small. I would have been impossible to fuck a guy with her boobs as they were. They needed to be bigger so she could properly wrap them around a nice thick cock. It was what she was meant for.

		As the green goo filled the tub, Payton relaxed, letting her body just float. She felt wonderful and before she knew it, she had slipped into a light sleep. The goo almost acted like a blanket, keeping her warm and comfortable while it provided the building blocks necessary to create her bimbo body.

		Payton had always been relatively good looking. She had received good genes from her parents, even if she never knew her father. But while she had received her father’s brains, she had been given her mother’s good looks. However, her natural body could still not begin to compare to the enhancements her mother had done. But she was still beautiful and had long ago accepted men hitting on her. Those initial flirtations never went anywhere, but that no longer mattered now.

		Despite Payton’s natural beauty, there was still room for improvement. The most noticeable change came from her breasts. They ballooned out from her chest, giving her impressively large and completely fake looking tits. They were definitely too large for her frame, giving her a permanent chest heavy look. However, they would never feel that heavy to Payton. Yes, they would have significant weight, but as her breasts grew into a proper pair of tits, her muscles, especially on her back, were enhanced to carry the added weight. When she was done, she would not consciously notice the additional weight pulling her forward as her body would be prepared for such actions.

		Next came Payton’s butt. She had always been rather flat. That had been true with her breasts, her narrow hips, as well as her butt. Now though, her butt and her hips grew outward until she sported a proper bubble butt. She developed curves, an hourglass figure that men would find so appealing. Her waist shrank down, further exaggerating the hourglass shape. With a properly fitted corset, she could have a truly waspish waist.

		Next on the building plan was an overall youthening of her features. Payton was not old, but she was closer to 30 than she was 20 and the men who would be most interested in her wanted a young plaything by their side. Therefore, her skin was tightened and blemishes removed, giving her a smooth and youthful appearance. And that youthfulness made her new proportions all the more impressive.

		Mr. Paris had entered this business with the intent to truly help women find their proper career paths. However, as time went on in his largely one-man operation, he had developed into a bit of an artist when it came to building bimbo bodies. And with Payton, he took extra time to get the details just right. He sculpted her legs to make them worthy of always being shown off in short skirts and dresses. These were legs that did not need the coverage of stockings or tights. They were worthy of being shown off all on their own whenever the occasion allowed.

		He also took particular care with Payton’s face, giving her large expressive eyes, a properly tapered nose that turned up at the end ever so slightly, as well as plump lips that made it clear her mouth was not for speaking but for blowjobs. That was, after all, a part of the bimbo repertoire. He also gave her a light tan.

		There were a few standard items as well. Payton’s body hair disappeared, never to grow again. She would always be smooth, no matter what. Her feet and lower legs were restructured to not only make it easier to walk in high heels, but to nearly require it of her. Her nails were grown out to a glamorous length and shaped perfectly, as if she had just visited a salon. Her days of writing, both by hand and using a keyboard were behind her. She would be able to scratch out a signature occasionally, but that was about it.

		However, Mr. Paris was not done with all of that complete. There was something about Payton that he wanted to do something special with. Blonde was normal in the bimbo world, although other relatively natural colors had become more popular as well. There was no want for variety among bimbo styles. But none of that seemed right for Payton. He needed something special for her, something that would set her apart from all the other bimbos he had created.

		“Pink,” Mr. Paris exclaimed as the idea came to him. Yes, he had given women plenty of unnatural hair colors, usually impossibly blonde, a color that normally could only come out of a bottle. But this time he wanted something different and pink was the answer. He was certain that pink would become Payton’s color. After all, her name started with the letter P. It all made sense.

		And so Mr. Paris got to work. The calculations were easy. All he needed to do was insert the parameters into the computer and the software would do the rest, sending the signal to the tub to give Payton naturally pink hair. With her now youthful face, she would always stand out, no matter what she wore on her exaggerated body.

		“Wakey, wakey,” Candi said, gently shaking Payton’s bare shoulder.

		Payton opened her eyes and smiled, seeing Candi’s own face smiling back at her. Before, she had felt a connection to Candi though her mother. Now Payton felt that connection more personally, identifying as a bimbo herself.

		“Hi, Candi,” Payton said, her voice coming out higher pitched than she remembered. However she ignored the change, paying no mind to how much her mind and body had changed since she first stepped foot in Mr. Paris’ office.

		“Let’s get you dried off and dressed so you can meet your first Sugar Daddy,” Candi said.

		“Oh goodie,” Payton practically squealed. She could not wait. How else was a bimbo like her to survive without the support of rich and powerful men who wanted to spend time with her.

		The green goo had been drained from the tub, but there was still some residue sticking to Payton’s bimbofied body. But the toweling off process did more than remove the residue, but it turned Payton on until she was practically screaming out in orgasm from Candi’s expert fingers. It was a good thing the walls of the Body Shop were sound proof, because there was no way to keep her screams from traveling through the rest of the building otherwise. It was a wonderful start to her life as a bimbo.

		When Payton finally made it out to the reception area, she looked nothing like the woman who had first entered Mr. Paris’ office. She was young, beautiful, and completely devoted to her new life, both in mind and in body. She was greeted by her mother, who had come to meet her new daughter. The pair squealed at the sight of each other and jumped into each other’s arms, mashing their big tits together in an impressive hug.

		“You look so hot now,” her mother said, complimenting her daughter’s appearance.

		“Thanks,” Payton said. “I feel so hot and sexy now. I’m, like, a total bimbo.”

		“Bimbos are the best,” her mother agreed.

		It was a new beginning for their relationship. No longer was it bimbo and daughter. Now they were both bimbos and loving life as sexual playthings for men.
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		Payton skipped down the hallway of the house, wearing baby blue lingerie, a bra that barely covered her big tits, doing more to lift them than actually provide coverage, and a tiny matching thong that only served as the thinnest of barriers between her wet pussy and the open air. Her feet were encased in matching blue high-heeled sandals, the types of shoes that would make a normal woman struggle to walk, but Payton moved in them with practiced ease. Her pink hair was up in pigtails, playing up her youthful appearance. A pink collar was strapped tight around her neck, marking her current ownership.

		“Hi, baby,” Payton said when she paused in the doorway to the living room, her man of the day sitting on the couch watching a sporting event. They had returned from a shopping excursion an hour earlier and Payton had been busy sorting through all of her new clothes. She loved shopping with one of the several men she kept in her orbit. They paid her each month, usually large sums of money that kept her living a luxurious lifestyle. Not that she was good with names or schedules anymore. She could not remember any of the men’s names who paid her for her company. She did not even remember when she was supposed to see each man. Luckily, the folks at the Bimbo Ward were more than happy to arrange everything for her for a small cut of her money. They handled everything for her and she could just be the sexy and brainless bimbo that she now was at heart.

		“It’s almost halftime,” the man said. “Why don’t you come over here and start sucking my cock? I’ll fuck you when it goes to commercial.”

		“Oh goodie,” Payton said.

		The blue lingerie had been a recent purchase. Her original intent had been to show off what she looked like in the new clothing. After all, he had bought it for her, an additional payment over his already large monthly spend on her. But that was why she was there. He liked having a young and dumb plaything at his beck and call. And he enjoyed pumping her full of cum whenever she was with him. They had already fucked twice and it was only mid-afternoon. There was a lot more sex in their future together, as temporary as it might be.

		With the prospect of sucking cock, all thoughts of her impromptu fashion show were forgotten. There was no room in Payton’s mind to keep that going while also performing one of her favorite activities. Anything to do with cock was a favorite activity of Payton’s. She loved sucking cock. She loved riding cock. She loved touching cock. She loved getting fucked by cock. And the bigger the better as far as she was concerned. Her body was built to properly handle every cock imaginable and for her to enjoy it regardless, but there was nothing quite like having a rich man plow her pussy with a big hard cock. And her latest man had a big cock.

		Payton sashayed around the couch and dropped gracefully to her knees. His cock was already out. It was not as hard as could be yet, but it was getting there. She closed the final few feet on her knees, not wanting to block his view of the television before she wrapped her plump lips around his shaft.

		Letting out a low moan, Payton got to work. She understood her purpose in this instance. This was not about getting a load of tasty cum in her mouth for her to swallow down. It was about preparing his cock so that he could properly fuck her when the game reached halftime.

		Payton bobbed her head up and down on his cock. She loved the way her plump lips felt as they ran along his shaft. Her tongue actively massaged his cock, increasing his pleasure and also getting a good taste of him. Although she could also taste herself on his cock, a remnant of their previous tryst at the shopping mall where he stuck her thong in her mouth as he pressed her up against the wall in a quiet corner and fucked her hard from behind. It was a minor miracle they had not been caught, but Payton had loved it. She would have licked him clean when they were finished, but there had not been time. Someone would have definitely spotted her then.

		All Payton paid attention to was his cock. It got nice and hard for her. It was impossible not to. She was an expert when it came to all things sex. It was one of the few areas where she could be considered an expert. Then again, there was little room for much else in her bimbofied mind. Sex and looking sexy were about the only two things she could handle, but that was more than enough for the men who paid her for her company.

		Suddenly he grabbed Payton’s pigtails and pulled her off his cock. She looked up at him, enjoying the sight of his powerful body. He was rich and could spend the time to make sure he looked his best. He could easily pick Payton up and throw her over his shoulder if he wanted to. He had even done that on occasion when she had not been moving fast enough due to her impossibly high heels. They were not made for moving fast. They were made for looking sexy.

		“Time to get fucked,” he said as he pulled Payton up and tossed her onto her back on the couch. Her hands were busy pulling the bra cups off her tits while he ripped her wispy little thong off her body. Payton was not bothered by his destructive action. He paid for the thong. He could do what he wanted with it. As far as she was concerned, he owned her lingerie, just like, for the moment, he owned her.

		He slammed his cock into Payton’s wet pussy with his first stroke. Payton screamed out in ecstasy as the pleasure flooded out from her pussy. She did not remember the past when sex had felt like a chore. Now her body had been completely remade for sex. The pleasure flowed outward from her pussy, filling her whole body. By the time it reached her head, she was barely coherent. Only a doll was left to be fucked.

		And fucked is what she got. He fucked her hard, plowing into her pussy with almost reckless abandon. Payton squealed and screamed, her mind unable to form coherent words. Or if it was able, the connection to her vocal cords had been severed, leaving her a screaming and moaning mess.

		His hands reached up and grabbed her big tits. Payton’s eyes went wide as she was hit by another burst of pleasure. All of her erogenous zones had been dialed up to 11. Even the most clumsy of actions could leave her a whimpering mess, begging to cum.

		“I love fucking a stupid slut like you,” he said as his rhythm increased. He pistoned in and out of Payton’s pussy, harder and faster. He had a wild look in his eyes, the look of a man who needed to cum and there was nothing anyone could do to stop him. He looked like a madman, but he was a madman that Payton loved to have fucking her. It was her purpose.

		Suddenly he tensed up and pushed himself into her deeper than ever before. “Fuck yes,” he growled as his balls began to surge.

		Payton screamed out as she joined him in orgasm. His cock exploded with cum as she felt her whole body spasm under the onslaught of orgasmic pleasure cascading through her in wave after happy wave. Her vision turned white as she came, almost as if all she could see was his hot white seed.

		They laid there coupled together for several minutes. It was only when the second half of the game started on television that he sat up and returned his attention to the screen.

		For Payton, it took a little longer to recover. Her orgasms were always so strong and had on more than one occasion caused her to black out. This time, as soon as she regained what few wits she had left, she rolled back to the ground, landing on her knees, and reaching her head forward so that she could properly clean his cock. Her big tits pushed into his legs as she kneeled dutifully at his feet, loving every moment of her life. She loved the life of a sugar baby and never wanted it to end. It was the perfect career for a dumb and sexy bimbo like her. And she could thank her mother and the Bimbo Ward for her perfect life.
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