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		“I have a proposal for you.”

		Those were the words from a Dr. Eli Arbor, a specialist Ruby’s regular doctor called in. Ruby was the unfortunate victim in a car crash. She had lost the use of her legs and arms, leaving her bound to a wheelchair and unable to complete even the most simple of tasks. Instead, she relied on her boyfriend, Chris, to help her with her daily routine.

		“And what sort of proposal is that?” Ruby asked. Despite not being able to move her arms or legs, she was still fully functioning in every other way that mattered. Her mind was fully intact, as were her general bodily functions. She could move her head and lean forward, but the injuries she sustained in the car crash rendered the muscles in her arms and legs useless. It had been months and her recovery progress had stalled. It seemed as if she would be stuck this way forever.

		“I operate a special kind of clinic that has, in the past, performed special kinds of transformations,” Dr. Arbor explained. “Colloquially, it is known as the Doll Factory and I am the Doll Doctor.”

		Ruby and Chris both gasped. The clinic had been in the tabloids after a former model went and had herself turned into a plastic doll. The results were astonishing. The science behind it all was an enormous secret. No one outside the Doll Factory knew how it worked. But the results were clear as day. The model looked like a blowup sex doll now, but she could still move and speak, even if her voice had been recreated using a sort of speaker system—her mouth no longer moved as it was designed for blowjobs.

		“I don’t want to turn into a doll,” Ruby said immediately. That was her gut reaction to what she assumed was the doctor’s proposal. As much as she wanted a return to some sort of normalcy for herself and Chris, she was not about to turn herself into a sex doll to achieve it.

		However, Ruby was aware of the strain her condition put on Chris. He worked from home, so he could handle a lot of her care, but she knew it had put a strain on their relationship. She was certain that if it were not for his guilt over what would happen if he left her, he would have already been gone. Ruby loved Chris and she was pretty sure that he still loved her, but everyone had a breaking point. She was confident that Chris had either reached his or they had nearly reached it.

		“That’s actually not what I’m here to offer you,” Dr. Arbor said. “Although it is tangential. Obviously, myself and the others at the clinic have developed a technology to turn people into plastic dolls. However, we’re exploring other areas where the technology could be useful, including in patient rehabilitation programs. You see, we believe that your condition might be improved with a limited use of some of our technology.”

		Ruby had been prepared to hear bad news from her doctor, that there was no further progress expected and that this was going to be her life from now on. She could not even feed herself. But this was completely different. She finally had someone making her an offer that could change her life. The only question was what this offer actually entailed.

		“I’m listening,” Ruby said, wanting more information. She tried to hold back her excitement, because anything that could make her feel more normal again would be amazing.

		“My proposal is that we plasticize your arms and legs,” Dr. Arbor elaborated. “If all went to plan, you would have full control over your arms and legs, including fine motor control for your fingers. It might take a little time to become used to the adaptor, but you would no longer be fully dependent on others.”

		“I take it there are some downsides?” Chris asked. Chris had indeed felt like taking care of Ruby was more than he had signed up for when they started dating. He had become a permanent fixture in his life and he got few benefits from their relationship now. Yes, they still managed to have sex, but there was no spontaneity with their sex life anymore. That he had to get Ruby out of her wheelchair and onto the bed, then undress her, and all of that before they could do the deed was a lot. Worse, it was a bit like fucking a flashlight. Ruby felt it, she moaned, she could even wiggle her hips a little, but she could not respond how he wished she could, how she used to before the accident.

		“It’s a matter of weight,” Dr. Arbor explained. “No matter how strong the inflation of the legs and arms are, the plastic legs won’t allow you to walk again, Ruby. You will still be wheelchair bound. It’s possible, given that you already have a slim enough figure that you could crawl, but you won’t be walking around anywhere.”

		Ruby, not caring about the exact details, was already loving what she was hearing. Having mobility back, even if she did not have her full strength back, was more than she could have hoped for. She was already willing to agree to the procedure, even if there were additional downsides.

		“I could at least move myself around in my wheelchair though, right?”

		“I believe so,” Dr. Arbor answered. “This is a new area of research for us. We went full doll with our early work, but now we are pulling back to see how our technology could be used in other applications. As soon as I heard about your case, I knew I had to offer you our services.”

		“I’m definitely interested, but I want to hear more,” Ruby said. She glanced at her boyfriend and saw the trepidation in his eyes. He was worried that this could make it all worse, but Ruby was past that point. She figured the worst thing that could happen was that she lost her limbs. But they were already lost to her. They just got in the way now.

		“Obviously, this would mean replacing your limbs, but they would be the same size and shape. We can mold the plastic to take whatever form is needed. Everything will be specifically designed for you, even down to the skin tone.”

		“Assuming Ruby gains full control of her plastic limbs, what kind senses will she have from them, like will she know if she touches something hot?” Chris asked.

		“The answer to that is complicated,” Dr. Arbor started to answer. “You see, the plastic limbs don’t have pain receptors as we do. In that way, Ruby’s current limbs and the plastic ones would be the same. She would not feel pain from them. However, she would have a sense of touch, being able to distinguish between different types of surfaces. She would also be able to feel heat and cold, enough to prevent her from melting her limbs and causing a decompression.”

		Ruby heard that, but her mind went elsewhere as the doctor explained his plastic doll technology. Rumors were that the plastic skin of the dolls was hyper-sensitive to touch in an erotic way. Just having someone run their fingers gently up and down the plastic was enough to provide significant pleasure. It was one of the big draws, according to those who had undergone the procedure and gone full doll. It made them want to be played with, which, considering they had become living dolls, made sense.

		As Ruby worked to ignore the heat building in her core, she tried to find the right words that would not make it sound sexual. Luckily, Dr. Arbor continued, answering the question for her.

		“There is also the fact that many dolls find the sense of touch to be incredibly pleasurable. However, considering that this will not be a full doll transformation, I do not know if the pleasure receptors will line up in the same way. We are operating in uncharted territory here.”

		“And what if the procedure goes poorly?” Chris asked. More than anything, it was actually his freedom on the line here. If Ruby went through with the procedure, it would be he who received the most freedom. He would no longer be so responsible for his girlfriend’s care.

		“If the plastic limbs fail to take hold or if Ruby’s body rejects them, we have two choices,” Dr. Arbor answered. “We can either leave Ruby as is, without her arms and legs, which is basically where she is now, or we can move to a complete doll transformation, turning her into a full plastic doll.”

		Ruby bit her lip, weighing her options. She was sure that she had time to decide, but she felt pressure to decide soon. The pressure came from Chris and her own guilt over how he had been forced into being her caregiver instead of from Dr. Arbor. The doctor was simply making a proposal and there did not seem to be a time limit on her decision. But Ruby did not need the added pressure to decide. She already knew her choice. She was certain that the life of a blowup doll was not for her, but that did not mean she could not gain something from the procedure. And even if it was a failure, Ruby would be in a situation little changed, except she would no longer have her arms and legs.

		“I’ll do it,” Ruby announced.

		Even Dr. Arbor was surprised by her sudden announcement. Chris was appreciative, although he was still worried about her. This was a big decision and one that should not be taken lightly. But he knew Ruby. She was a smart woman and she had already thought through the various scenarios. And the truth was, he looked forward to the opportunity where he was not her constant caregiver. Instead, they could be a regular boyfriend and girlfriend again. He knew she was doing this as much for him as she was for herself.

		Chris took Ruby’s hand and patted it, as if he was comforting her. She could not feel it. She only knew he had done something because of the way her top shifted. But someday soon, she might be able to feel such actions again. She smiled, her heart and mind full of hope.

		“I’ll set up an official consultation for you right away,” Dr. Arbor said as he gathered his briefcase and coat. He then walked out of the office at a brisk pace. He had work to do to get ready for Ruby’s visit.

		The next time Ruby saw Dr. Arbor, it was a week later. He had spent the week prepping his staff for the next phase in their work. The doll transformation process was lucrative, but it was entirely elective. And the cost meant that only the rich could access the doll services. But that was where Ruby came in. If they could successfully give her some functionality back in her limbs, not only would it help Ruby, but it would open up a whole new source of patients. And it would take the doll transformation process and push it into the mainstream.

		Chris wheeled Ruby into the clinic waiting room. Dr. Arbor was already there, waiting for them. However, he was not alone. It took both Ruby and Chris a moment to realize that the blowup doll sitting at the reception desk was actually a living doll and not just a toy. Her plastic skin and large, round breasts made her look like an actual blowup doll. She even had seams.

		“Welcome,” Dr. Arbor said, greeting them with a smile. “Let me introduce you to one of my assistants here. This is Nurse Jenkins. She went through the doll transformation process last year when she joined the staff. Today she’s filling in for our usual receptionist.”

		“It’s nice to meet you,” Nurse Jenkins said. Her voice sounded slightly artificial, like it was coming out of a speaker, but that was because it was. Nurse Jenkins no longer had a regular mouth that moved. She had been fully turned into a doll, complete with a mouth that looked ready to accept a cock at any time.

		Nurse Jenkins rose from her seat at the reception desk and walked until she stood beside the doctor. She wore a white nurse uniform with red trim. She also wore high heels, which would have been strange if she did not already look like a walking fetish doll. Her arms, when not actively moving, took on a position where the elbows were bent at about ninety degrees, just as if she was a real blowup doll.

		This was the first time either Ruby or Chris had ever met a real doll. They had both expected it, even talking about what being a doll was like. Ruby was still worried about the idea of becoming a complete doll, but she would do almost anything to have her arms and legs back. However, she had already decided that if something went wrong with the process, she did not want to wake up as a doll. She would rather go through the rest of her life without limbs.

		“As you can see,” Dr. Arbor said as he motioned toward Nurse Jenkins, “the doll aspects are fully moveable and her legs and arms are fully capable of not only supporting herself, but performing activities that require fine motor control.” The nurse returned to the desk and picked up the piece of paper she had been writing on. Her handwriting was nearly perfect and she had no trouble interacting with the paper or the other surfaces.

		“I’m impressed,” Chris said, trying to distract himself from the fact he was having a hard time looking away from Nurse Jenkins’ exposed cleavage. He had always been a breast man. Ruby was the smallest woman he had ever dated, in terms of her chest, but her attitude and personality made up for that. Still, he had long fantasized about Ruby getting implants. Now, however, he was fantasizing about her having doll tits, big and round and plastic. He could not help himself.

		“But my procedure won’t allow me to move like that,” Ruby said.

		“That’s correct,” Dr. Arbor answered. “A doll like Nurse Jenkins here can support herself because she is so light.”

		To demonstrate his point, he reached out and grabbed the nurse by the middle and easily lifted her into the air. She put up no fight. There was even a little giggle that came through her voice box. She was enjoying herself.

		“But as you can probably imagine, even weak arms and legs will still be a benefit over your current situation. You will be able to fully feed yourself, although there may be items you cannot lift. This will not give you the life you had before your accident, but it should be a substantial improvement over your current situation.”

		Ruby bristled a little at the doctor’s words. She had done a lot of reading about living with disability and although she desperately wanted her old life back, she also knew that it was important to embrace elements of her disability. It was important for her and for others. But she chalked his choice of words up to not knowing. He would learn if he continued to work in this area.

		“Yes, I understand,” Ruby said. “Do you mind if we begin?”

		Dr. Arbor led Ruby and Chris into an exam room deeper in the clinic. Nurse Jenkins joined them, making it clear that they were not expecting any other visitors at the moment. Chris pushed Ruby in her chair, but he kept shooting glances in the nurse’s direction. He was left wondering not just how she could move, but where her air valve might be. There was also the squeak she made when her plastic parts rubbed against other plastic parts, especially when her thighs rubbed together. Chris found himself getting hard just thinking about it.

		The consolation exam was simple enough. Chris, Dr. Arbor, and Nurse Jenkins helped Ruby to undress down to her bra and underwear. Chris had become efficient and adept at dressing and undressing Ruby each day. There was no bra that could stop him anymore, no matter what kind of clasp it had. Seeing Nurse Jenkins in action, it became clear what kind of weight she could lift. Chris figured she was only good for twenty pounds at the maximum and that was with her straining. But she was mostly inflatable plastic and air. That was about as much as could be expected.

		From there, Dr. Arbor took over. He made various measurements of Ruby’s body, taking particular notes about the sizes of her arms and legs, especially where they met her body. It was important to get everything to line up properly. Nurse Jenkins took the notes for him, something that Chris watched with special interest. Other than the fact she was made entirely out of plastic now, she was otherwise a fully functional person. It was amazing to see.

		As Dr. Arbor worked, he talked to Ruby, explaining more about the procedure. “Limbs are easier to get right, because the contact points are relatively small. There is little concern about the plastic spreading into other parts of the body. That is why I came to you, given your specific disability. With so much of the rest of the body being medically necessary for survival, it’s not like I can turn your whole lower half into a plastic doll. There are too many organs that would need simulating. And except in the case of defect, the natural body is almost always better and more efficient than anything we can create in the lab.”

		“Yes, Doctor,” Ruby said. “I think I understand what you’re saying.”

		Before all of this, Ruby had been studying for a master’s degree in sociology while also working as a social worker at a clinic helping homeless people find stable housing. That all went out the window the moment she was in the accident. But since then, she had done a lot of reading on the human body, trying to learn more about her condition and what hope she might have for a recovery. Unfortunately, a full recovery did not seem to be in the cards for her.

		Of course, reading itself had been a challenge since the accident. Chris had rigged up a tablet holder so that her e-reader could sit in front of her face. She would lean forward and tap the screen with her nose to turn the page. It was strange, but it gave her a little bit of freedom she would not have had otherwise. Chris still needed to set it all up, but it meant he had some time to himself. And reading was better than spending her days watching trashy daytime television.

		“Obviously, this is all experimental,” Dr. Arbor said when he finished taking his measurements, “but I don’t see any issues that could pop up. From a technical side, everything looks like it could be in the green. It all comes down to when you’re ready to give this thing a green light on your end.”

		“As soon as possible,” Ruby answered without even looking at Chris for guidance. The idea of being more self-sufficient had grown in her mind since she first met Dr. Arbor. She not only wanted this, she felt she needed it. She needed to be able to do things for herself again that did not require Chris to set up some complicated apparatus just so she could use her nose to turn the page.

		“I’ve blocked out a full week for you to stay here at the clinic, so let’s have you come in Monday morning and we’ll begin the procedure right away. As soon as the first limb is complete, we’ll know if the other limbs will work. The rest of the week will just be for you to learn how to use your new appendages.”

		Ruby smiled with excitement. “I’m ready.”

		Monday was four days away and Ruby found herself more aroused than usual. “Please, Chris, let’s go to the bedroom and fuck.” Other than the work that Chris had to go through to get her ready, he was more than willing to do it. They had more sex that weekend than they had since Ruby’s accident. But as Chris pistoned in and out of her, Ruby could tell that his mind was elsewhere. She had noticed how he had looked at Nurse Jenkins. If the doll limb procedure worked, she was going to ask the doctor about another kind of procedure that she thought her boyfriend would like her to get.

		When Monday finally did arrive, Ruby was more excited than ever. It came just over a year after the accident that left her without the use of her arms or legs. The actual anniversary of the event had been over the weekend, but Ruby had been too caught up in the frequent sex with her boyfriend to notice. She knew that if the procedure worked, she would not be back to normal, she would still be wheelchair bound, but she would have more freedom than she could have hoped for after she hit rock bottom in her mental recovery.

		“Welcome,” Dr. Arbor said, once again greeting the pair in the waiting room. Nurse Jenkins was not present this time. Ruby figured she was getting the equipment ready or she was serving some other role at the moment. Then again, given what she had read up on the doll transformation results, since when Ruby was not getting fucked by her boyfriend, she was doing further research into the whole process, she would not have been surprised if Nurse Jenkins was still recovering from a good fucking, just like Ruby was.

		It was hard to know for certain how it all came to be, but those who were turned into plastic dolls had a tendency to want to be played with. Their sexuality, such as it could be described as such, went through the roof. They were always looking to play, to have a cock inside of them or some other toy. Sex always seemed to be at the forefront of their minds, such as they had minds at all.

		That was the strange part of the whole thing. Their entire minds were digitized. Technically, the dolls were no longer alive, at least by biological standards. They were computers instead, transformed. After all, with all of the body’s organs getting replaced by air, there was no way for the brain to survive. It was all a part of one large and complex system. But all of that could be digitized, at least to a certain degree. And that allowed the dolls to go on being themselves, or at least the doll versions of themselves. It was all fascinating, especially from a philosophical perspective. There were so many unanswered questions, including for how much longer the full doll transformation process would remain legal. Ruby was certain that was one reason Dr. Arbor was moving into reconstructive medicine with the project so that he did not get shut down by the government.

		It only took a few minutes for Ruby to get whisked away to the pre-op room. Chris did not follow. From that point on, everything needed to be sterile. It surprised Ruby to see that all of Dr. Arbor’s assistants were dolls. Even his anesthesiologist was a doll. It made her wonder if going through the doll transformation process was a requirement to work there. Or maybe they had been hired because of their desire to be turned into dolls. There were even male dolls, which was not something she had seen before.

		As Ruby was put under, she found her mind wandering, wondering whether Chris would want to be a doll. He certainly seemed to like the big tits on Nurse Jenkins. She would need to ask Dr. Arbor about the possibility of getting a set of blowup tits after all this was over. She thought of it as a gift to her boyfriend. And the reason was simple for going with the blowup plastic tits instead of something more realistic. It was a matter of weight. Ruby wanted to stay as lightweight as possible so that fewer of her future movements were impacted.

		But those thoughts went largely unfinished, because Ruby soon found herself asleep, allowing Dr. Arbor and his doll assistants to begin their work. They started with Ruby’s right leg. There was danger in amputating it, but that actually went surprisingly well. Her limbs had already atrophied from lack of use. They were expendable now. But once the connection with the new limb was made, it was almost as if she was always meant to have a plastic leg.

		Once he was satisfied with the first limb, Dr. Arbor began working on Ruby’s other limbs. He did her left leg, then her left arm, and then finally moving back around, he did her right arm. There was no doubt that her new limbs were plastic. The sheen never completely went away, even when there was scuffing. But the skin tone was right, if actually a little darker than Ruby’s current skin color. He figured he would go a shade or two darker so that when she was more mobile, she would likely end up spending more time outdoors.

		“That’s weird,” Ruby mumbled as she started to wake up. She had been under anesthesia for a long time, so it was not a simple task of emerging from her sleep. It would take time. However, Dr. Arbor and Chris were both there. So too was Nurse Jenkins.

		Dr. Arbor was used to patients waking up and expressing how odd they felt. For full dolls, everything was set to already work, but experience was still different, the signals that were sent to the computer were not what the patient would have expected before. With Ruby, he installed special adapters to convert the plastic doll limb signals into ones the brain could understand. It was all experimental, but Dr. Arbor never would have made the offer to Ruby that he did unless he was confident of success. And so far, he had to think this was a success.

		“Hey, Ruby,” Chris said, as she looked down at his groggy girlfriend.

		Ruby shifted her eyes to him and then she smiled. “Hey,” she said, still mumbling, but her words were more understandable. “Did it work?”

		“I believe it did,” Dr. Arbor said. “But only time will tell.”

		Ruby raised her head and found herself looking at two plastic arms resting on top of the sheet that covered her. Since her arms did not respond to the temperature as her old arms would have, there was no risk of her getting cold with having them out. It was the same with her feet, which now hung out from beneath the blanket covering her. It was easier to see if she had made any movement that way.

		“Wow,” Ruby said, still coming to terms with what she had done. She knew to expect this, but between her foggy mind from the anesthesia and the fact she now had plastic limbs, she was not entirely sure what to think. Before, this had all been academic. Now it was real.

		“Ruby,” Nurse Jenkins said. “Can you try to move your hand for me?”

		Even though Ruby was still unsure of what to do or how to do it, she still did what the nurse asked of her. There was no time like the present to begin trying to make their limbs work again.

		Ruby imagined her right hand curling into a fist. It was something she had tried before, when her arms had been useless. But now it was time to try again.

		This time it was Chris’ turn to gasp, “Wow.” It was not perfect, but Ruby’s right hand closed slightly. It was movement that had been impossible before. Now her new arms and hands were working.

		“That’s good,” Nurse Jenkins said. “And now the other hand.”

		It was the same with Ruby’s left hand. And unlike before when Ruby had been right-handed, the new wiring of her arms would make her close to perfectly ambidextrous, but that would take time to build up to.

		“Wonderful,” Nurse Jenkins said with delight.

		“Nurse Jenkins will be in charge of your recovery,” Dr. Arbor explained. “I will still be around, but she will take the lead. I find that having dolls handle this side of the operation makes the recovery easier. Obviously, your operation was the first of its kind, but I’m sure that Nurse Jenkins will have a lot of tips and helpful advice for you. But for now, you need your rest. Nurse Jenkins will stay with you day and night until you’re ready to leave.”

		Before Dr. Arbor could lead Chris out of the recovery room, Chris reached out and grabbed Ruby’s hand. He patted it, comforting her.

		“I felt that,” Ruby exclaimed. It was the first time she had felt anything from her hands since the accident. It differed from what she had felt before all of this began, but it was definitely a positive outcome. If anything, just the touch of Chris' hand on hers was enough to send a little thrill down her spine. She felt herself growing wet at the thought of what else her hands could soon do.

		Ruby bit her lip as Dr. Arbor ushered Chris out of the recovery room. If she had not just come out of major surgery, she would have asked to have the room cleared so that Chris could fuck her. Or she could even use her own hands to masturbate. That seemed like a double whammy, assuming she could manage it, because the touch with her hands would send erotic thrills through her body while she worked her clit and pussy at the same time.

		“Is it always so…” Ruby started to ask, but she trailed off, blushing, unable to think of an appropriate word to use with the nurse.

		“Pleasurable?” Nurse Jenkins said, filling in the work.

		Ruby nodded her head, afraid to admit it.

		“Yes, it’s wonderful. And it’s even better when it’s your whole body. Everything makes me feel so sexy now.” The nurse added a giggle as an exclamation. “I love it. I wish the technology had been there to do it sooner.”

		The pair worked together on getting Ruby’s brain to interact with her new limbs for the rest of the day. They took breaks for Ruby to rest. It was hard at first, since the brain connections were new. But even after her first day, Ruby was making great progress. She could even roll herself over in bed, which was more than she had been able to do for a year.

		Nurse Jenkins even provided Ruby with a vibrator so she could work out some of her sexual urges. Skin on plastic and plastic on plastic seemed to be the most erotic of sensations, but just about everything helped to turn Ruby on. She was practically gushing with arousal at various points during her rehabilitation.

		It was Ruby’s first meal where she was able to feed herself that left her beyond excited. There was no more need to be fed by Chris. She might still be wheelchair bound, but she could fully take care of herself in almost every way. It was wonderful. And she told Chris exactly that when she called him on the phone that night to talk. Nurse Jenkins had to help with the phone dialing, but Ruby was able to hold the phone to her ear and speak to him, something else she had not been able to do since the accident.

		That first afternoon turned into several days, all with Ruby slowly and steadily getting more sure of herself and her movements. By Thursday, she felt ready to tackle the world, even though she was scheduled to stay in the clinic for another day. All that time gave Ruby the chance to talk with Nurse Jenkins a lot. The nurse was very focused on her work, speaking little of the rest of her life. And as a doll, she no longer needed to sleep. She watched over Ruby night and day, making sure everything was perfect.

		“So you have a battery or something?” Ruby asked one afternoon while she was resting. They had just finished a strength test with her new limbs and it had left her mentally tired. Her arms could have kept going, but the mental strain had been difficult for her.

		“I have a rechargeable battery, like in a phone. I have to plug in every night to recharge, but I’m still awake then. I’ve been recharging while you’ve been asleep.”

		Ruby nodded her head in understanding. The nurse even turned and lifted her hair that covered her neck. There was a switch and a little plug, perfect for turning her on and off and for plugging her in when she needed to recharge.

		“What was it like digitizing your mind?” was Ruby’s next question. The more time she spent with Nurse Jenkins and the more time she spent rubbing her arms and legs together for the erotic stimulation, she began to wonder what it would be like to be a doll. As much as she thought she just wanted opposable thumbs again, the idea of walking and feeling supremely sexy while doing it was growing on her.

		“I can’t say that I really remember,” the nurse admitted. “I went to sleep for the procedure and then I woke up as a doll. But I don’t feel any different, if that answers your question.”

		It did not answer Ruby’s question, but she figured that sort of question might be better suited for Dr. Arbor during her next examination. What Ruby did eventually learn was that the nurse had an air valve where her belly-button was. It was a bit like having a piercing there. And according to the nurse, her best orgasm ever came from getting fucked and getting deflated at the same time. Ruby did not even know doll orgasms were possible, but she believed the nurse’s story.

		When Friday finally arrived, Chris returned to the clinic with the expectation of taking Ruby home. Dr. Arbor gave Ruby her final checkup, and everything seemed perfect. There were no lingering side effects. Ruby was all set to leave.

		“Doctor,” Ruby said before Chris came in to see her. “I want to ask you a couple of questions. First, how does the mind digitization work?”

		Dr. Arbor smiled at Ruby’s question. He always loved to talk about his work, although he would be the first to admit that she chose a tough topic to start questioning him on.

		“It’s not a one-to-one transfer,” he answered. “There is some loss in the digitization process. Not that the doll ever notices. That is part of the beauty of the system. But there is usually some loss of intelligence. Most women who go through the process become more like bimbo dolls. They become rather sex obsessed and lacking in intelligence.”

		“But Nurse Jenkins seems pretty smart,” Ruby countered. Having spent the last several days with the nurse, Ruby never would have guessed that she was even close to below average in the intelligence department.

		“With Nurse Jenkins, we were able to preserve her nursing skills and knowledge so she could continue to do her job, but there isn’t much else there anymore. For example, she was pretty good at geography before, like knowing the state capitals. Now she couldn’t even tell you what city we live in. Her knowledge is very specific, but also very limited.”

		Ruby’s face drooped as she realized that being a doll might not be as great as she had started to think it was. But even though she now knew how limiting it could be, there was still a pull toward it. In the big picture, Ruby was still sure that such a change would not be the end of the world.

		“What about your second question?” Dr. Arbor eventually asked.

		“Is it possible to make my boobs plastic?” Ruby asked. The first question did not really matter unless she got the right answer for the second question.

		“Hmm,” Dr. Arbor said as he stroked his chin, considering Ruby’s question. “It’s technically possible, but the risk is pretty high. You see, when we attach the plastic parts, the bonding agent has a tendency to plasticize more tissue. With your legs and arms, that was easily dealt with because of the small surface areas of the connections and them not connecting to anything immediately important to your survival. But with breasts, your chest is right there. If the plastic bonding pushed into your body, it could kill you unless we hurried and did a full doll transformation.”

		Again, that was not the answer Ruby wanted to hear, but she was already thinking it might not matter. The seed of an idea had rooted in her mind and she had to deal with it as it grew inside of her.

		“Thank you,” Ruby said. “Could you have Chris come in now?”

		Dr. Arbor retreated and soon Chris appeared in the doorway to Ruby’s recovery room. He rushed into the room and before either of them knew it, they were hugging each other. It was their first proper hug in a year and it felt so good. The contact buoyed Ruby’s heart. And her libido seemed to get activated just by having Chris in her arms. Her arousal shot through the roof as her plastic arms rubbed against his body.

		Ruby let out a moan, unable to control herself. “I’m so horny for you,” she managed to say. And it was right then that she had decided. There was no way that she could not get more plastic.

		“There will be a lot of time to play when we get home,” Chris said, his own cock rising in response. The tender moment they shared had turned far more sexual than either of them had planned for.

		“I don’t think I’m going to go home today,” Ruby countered. “I saw the way you looked at Nurse Jenkins’ tits. And I want to thank you for helping take care of me for the last year, so I’m going to get a pair of plastic tits like hers. I’ve already talked to the doctor about the possibility.”

		“You really want to do that?” Chris asked, surprised. Again, his cock responded, growing bigger and harder at the thought of his girlfriend having big, plastic tits. That had definitely been a fantasy he had played with while he was stuck at home and Ruby was at the clinic recovering, but he never thought she would want that.

		“I want to do it for you,” Ruby confirmed. “Plus, I really like the feeling of my plastic skin. And I bet my tits would feel really good with you fucking them.”

		Now that Chris was back, she could not stop thinking about sex. Even with her mind completely natural, it seemed as if every sensation pushed her to think more and more about her body and the sex that Chris could give her, how he could fuck her and touch her and everything else.

		“I don’t know,” Chris started to say, but any further complaint was quickly silenced as Ruby reached into her boyfriend’s pants and pulled out his cock. Her plastic hand wrapped so easily around his shaft. It felt so good in her hand, almost orgasmic. It was hard to believe that she could orgasm from giving a hand job, but that was how aroused she was and how much pleasure she got from the act.

		“Just let me do this for you,” Ruby said, although it was unclear if she was talking about the hand job or the plastic tits. Either way, Ruby had made up her mind. She was going to do it.

		It didn’t take long for Chris to blow his load. He shot off, his cum landing on Ruby’s hand and arm. The advantage of plastic was how easy it was to clean. As soon as he was spent, Ruby raised her arm and hand to her lips and began to lick herself clean.

		“Yum,” she said. “Now, could you go get the doctor? I need to talk to him.”

		The doctor returned and Ruby made her request. Admittedly, Dr. Arbor had already been preparing for the procedure. He knew plastic greed when he saw it. He knew what happened to women when they got a taste of becoming dolls. Everything was quickly arranged and the procedure was set for Saturday. Dr. Arbor was willing to work over-time for this and his staff was definitely ready. They never needed to sleep. They rarely even left the clinic. They were dolls with a singular focus on their jobs.

		However, Dr. Arbor had not deceived Ruby about the risks. And while her legs and arms had successfully been turned into plastic without that plastic spreading, the procedure to replace her breasts with plastic tits did not go so well. The plastic spread quickly and before they could stop it, large portions of her chest, the muscles and rib cage had been turned into plastic. It had spread too far and there was only one way to save her life.

		When Ruby opened her eyes following the procedure, there was no anesthesia fogginess. One moment her mind was quiet and the next it was active.

		“Did it work?” Ruby asked, her voice sounding much like herself, but her mouth did not move as the words came out of the speaker hidden in her head. She sat up and looked down. At first glance, it seemed like it had. Her bare tits shone in all their plastic glory. She reached up and ran her plastic fingers across them, taking careful note of how good it all felt. Her plastic skin practically hummed with pleasure.

		However, it took a moment for her to realize the fact that her whole body seemed to hum. It was not just her arms, legs, and tits that felt good. Every inch of her skin felt pleasurable. And it was only then that she noticed how light she felt. She no longer had the mass she did, with her torso and head weighing so much.

		“I’m a doll now,” Ruby said. And to her sudden delight, that was no longer even close to a bad thing. She felt amazing about it. She knew that had not been her plan before, but now that it had happened, she felt wonderful, not understanding what her objections could have been. Being a doll already felt amazing and she could not wait to be played with.

		Ruby took her time going over her body, running her plastic hands along the rest of her plastic skin. She pushed against herself, delighting in the way her body both held its shape and moved to accommodate the pressure. Her body was not even bound by her joints. She could will her arms to move in any direction, no longer fixed. It took a moment for the reason to come to her, leaving her giggling over the fact that she no longer had any bones. She was just plastic, air, and a few electronics to make her a living doll.

		However, Ruby did not notice the other physical changes that had been made. Obviously, she had the big, round tits that she had wanted and that were a primary feature on many of the dolls that Dr. Arbor had created. She did not notice the change in her hair. Her once medium-length brown hair had been replaced with a platinum bob that framed her perfect face. Her lips were painted in a sort of sparkly pink and her fingernails were covered in silver. The whole look was vastly different from her previous style, but Ruby could not see that. She only knew that this was how she was meant to be.

		Ruby turned her head at the sound of the recovery room door opening. Chris stood in the doorway, his eyes glued to Ruby’s doll body. If she had a tongue anymore, she would have licked her lips upon seeing him. In the past, she would have thought of him as her boyfriend, but dolls did not have boyfriends. They had owners. And Chris was her owner. She knew it down to her core programming.

		“I can’t believe it’s really you,” Chris said as he stepped forward and grabbed Ruby by the waist. He lifted her easily, her weight now a fraction of what it once was. Despite the electronics in her body, she still only weighed a few pounds, enough where a strong gust of wind could blow her away when fully inflated.

		“Surprise,” Ruby said before she started giggling. It was weird to see her lips remain stationary while her voice sounded out, but that was true of all the plastic dolls at the clinic. Ruby’s mouth had been repurposed for other activities. It, like her pussy and ass, was a receptacle for cock now and little else.

		Chris was hard just looking at his new doll. He had been the one to choose some of her new features. When it became clear that the plastic tits were invading Ruby’s body, there had been time for Dr. Arbor to consult Chris about what he wanted to see in a Ruby doll. He had been given hair color and style choices. He had always been partial to blondes, but when he saw the pure platinum white hair, he knew that was what he wanted. And he figured that shorter hair would be easier to care for. After all, it was he who would still be caring for her, just in a very different capacity compared to before.

		“When do you want to play with me?” Ruby asked. It was all she wanted at that moment. She wanted to be played with. It was her purpose.

		“How about right now?” Chris said as he dropped Ruby and started fumbling with his pants. Moments later, his cock was free and already dripping pre-cum. Ruby pushed herself up on the bed and spread her legs for Chris. Her pussy had moved slightly, rising up onto what would have been her pubic mound before, making it clear that she was all doll.

		“Yeah, baby,” Ruby cooed as Chris entered her. A motor whirred to life that made her insides ripple and move, providing further pleasure to her man. She was a flesh light, her body made for Chris’ pleasure. Nothing else mattered to her than serving her purpose.

		“This is the best sex ever,” Chris grunted out as he neared his point of no return.

		And Ruby had to agree with him. Her whole body almost vibrated with pleasure. Her skin felt electric with it. It felt similar to what it had been like giving Chris a hand job before, but now it was every inch of her body that experienced the pleasure. Ruby could imagine nothing being better than this.

		When Chris finally came, unloading his seed into her plastic pussy, Ruby felt as if she was cumming too. Her whole body shook with unimaginable energy. It was amazing and better than any sex that she could remember. It was perfect, just like she was perfect. Ruby already knew this, but now it had been baked into her programming that it was better being a plastic doll than a person. It was that simple.

		Chris needed time to recover, but Ruby did not. She set about her tasks, cleaning herself so that she would always be a perfect cum receptacle. She also found clothing that had been provided for her. There was a silver choker necklace that she placed around her neck and then she pulled on a silver strapless dress that hugged her new curves. There were shoes too, strappy high heels that made her look even better. And because she was a doll, she did not need to worry about fixing her makeup. Her appearance was flawless.

		There was a short checkup with Dr. Arbor. He wanted to make sure all of her systems were operating as they should. Ruby passed with flying colors. And since all of her procedures were meant to be experimental, she and Chris had not needed to pay for anything.

		Walking out of the clinic, Chris held Ruby’s hand. Her heels clicked and clacked against the pavement, but it was also clear that she weighed far less than a normal woman. But despite the softer sound, Ruby almost looked like she could have been a real woman. From far away, she looked as a woman likely would with big, fake tits. But as one got closer, the telltale signs of her being a doll became more evident. Her skin was far too shiny, looking almost covered in an oil sheen. Her facial features were static, her mouth stuck in a permanent O-shape, ready to take a cock down her throat. Up close, Ruby looked every bit of the doll that she now was and she loved every bit of it. There was nothing else she wanted to be.

		Chris drove them home, with Ruby sitting in the passenger seat. Even if Ruby had wanted to drive, there was no way she could have done it. That was far too complicated for her doll mind to handle. But as soon as Chris pulled the car out onto the main road, Ruby dutifully leaned over and pulled out his cock. A moment later she was using her mouth for its proper purpose, giving her best blowjob possible.

		As they drove, they passed a billboard with an election advertisement on it. Before all of this had happened, Chris and Ruby had discussed what they would need to do for her to vote. She would need someone in the booth with her, pressing the buttons or filling in the paper ballot. But now, Chris was not even sure if Ruby could vote. There were still a lot of unknowns around people who turned themselves into dolls. What rights did they have?

		“At least I won’t need to help you with voting in this election anymore,” Chris commented as he tried to avoid driving erratically with his cock getting sucked.

		“What’s an election?” Ruby asked. She did not even need to pull her mouth off of his cock. As a doll with a speaker system for speaking, she could fulfill her doll duties and talk at the same time. A giggle followed.

		Chris said nothing, but her question answered just about every question he could think of. It was not just that Ruby was a plastic doll now. She was a bimbo too. She was his plastic bimbo doll and he could not wait to get her home and start her in her new routine. Her future was to cook and clean and let him fuck her whenever he wanted. It was like having a Stepford wife, only better. Chris smiled as he came.

		For Ruby, she did not know what her life would fully entail, but she was certain she would enjoy every moment of it. As long as she served her purpose as Chris’ doll, nothing else mattered. She was happy beyond belief and she would always be happy. It was in her programming.
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