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		“I don’t want to have this conversation right now,” Charlotte complained as her husband, Brian, drove. They were headed to a friend’s house, a planned visit now that the election was over.

		“You need to be prepared for what your rhetoric meant for people,” Brian insisted. “Ruby relies on the disability payments that you wanted to cut.”

		Charlotte crossed her arms over her chest, sulking, but she could not avoid the truth of what Brian said. Running for political office had been a thrill, but she had also lied almost non-stop, tacking to the right, trying to gain votes by getting people angry and riled up about immigrants and lazy people on disability. It had almost worked, or so she thought. The polling she had turned out to be wrong. She got beat by thirty points. And now she was a nobody again.

		“I wasn’t actually going to do any of that,” Charlotte tried to explain. “Besides, even if I had wanted to, there weren’t going to be the votes if I’d won. And I didn’t. So no harm, no foul.”

		“Except words matter,” Brian insisted. “I’ve already told you that I would have left you if you’d won. I didn’t marry a firebrand of a politician. I hated going to every one of your speeches.”

		“I know,” Charlotte practically screamed. “Now can we just drop it. I’m going to apologize.”

		The conversation ended there, but both Brian and Charlotte were left to wonder if her apologizing would be enough. Charlotte was the one who was closest friends with Ruby and Chris, although she had not seen them since Ruby’s accident. Charlotte had been a bit preoccupied with running for office. They had kept in touch, but only just barely, sending an email here or there. And it did not help that Chris had been responsible for Ruby’s correspondence after the accident that left her arms and legs useless.

		When they pulled up in front of the house, Brian was surprised that there was no ramp for the front steps. He was aware that Ruby was wheelchair bound. He was left to imagine that there was a ramp in the back or along the side that he could not see.

		Charlotte was left sitting there, dreading the conversation that was about to happen. The guilt was starting to creep up on her, filling her gut with fear and loathing for herself. She doubted she could ever make up for what she had said. Ruby was her friend and she had thrown all of that aside to try and score cheap political points. Worst of all, however, was the fact that having lost horribly, it would be almost impossible to completely remove the stench of her rhetoric from her. She was forever tainted by the horrible things she said.

		Despite the marital difficulties Charlotte and Brian had experienced during the campaign, and the tendrils of tension that remained between them, Brian opened the car door and helped his wife out. He then walked beside her up the front walk. Anyone looking at them would have assumed they were a happy couple, without any idea of the animosity that Brian felt toward his wife.

		As soon as Brian rang the doorbell, they heard a shout from inside. “Coming.” A moment later, the door opened and Chris’ smiling face greeted them.

		“Welcome,” he said, ushering them into the house. He took their coats and then beckoned them to sit in the living room.

		“Where’s Ruby?” Charlotte asked.

		“She’s busy getting ready,” Chris answered. “Don’t worry. You’ll get to see her soon enough.”

		Charlotte swallowed hard, knowing what that conversation would include. This was not going to be an easy night. It might have been better if Charlotte had reached out properly when the anti-disability rhetoric of her campaign started, but she was already in the thick of it and there was no time to consider those who she might be hurting.

		“Can I get you drinks? Wine?”

		“Please,” Brian answered.

		And just like that, the evening had begun. Charlotte sat on the couch next to her husband, bouncing her knee in trepidation. She kept waiting for Chris to wheel Ruby out to join them. But she never came. Instead, it was Chris who returned to them, sitting in a nearby chair with a glass of wine of his own.

		The small talk the three of them made was almost unbearable. Charlotte had no idea how much longer she could put up with it before she cracked. But the wine helped to calm her nerves. She let Brian and Chris talk while she continued to sip her wine. It was good stuff. And Chris filled her glass once she had finished the first round without even having to be asked.

		Charlotte was two glasses of wine into her night when Chris announced that it was time to eat. She wondered how dinner could be ready without him having to do anything. And they still had not seen Ruby. The wine had helped to steady Charlotte’s nerves, but she did not want to have to make her apology over dinner.

		Chris filled Charlotte’s wine glass one more time and then led the married couple into the dining room. The table was already set. It just needed food. But that was why Chris hurried into the kitchen to begin bringing out the food. He made three trips and then everything was set.

		However, when Charlotte and Brian sat down, they both realized that something was wrong. There were only three place settings.

		“Is Ruby not joining us?” Brian asked. There was a part of Charlotte that wished she would stay away. As long as Ruby did not make an appearance, Charlotte would not need to apologize to her. She could save that for another time, hopefully smoothing everything over. Then again, knowing Ruby’s injuries, Charlotte knew that she could not eat with them as normal. There was no need to set a place for her at the table that she was not going to use.

		“Oh, no, she is,” Chris insisted. “She’s just been busy in the kitchen, making this delicious spread.”

		Charlotte was about to ask how that was possible, but before she could open her lips to speak, the door to the kitchen opened and out walked someone, or more accurately something, that looked a lot like Ruby.

		“Ruby, darling,” Chris said. “Stand by my side.”

		The fact that this Ruby seemed to have plastic skin was what struck the visitors first. She did not look human. She looked like a doll. She looked like an inflatable sex doll. It was her breasts that they noticed next, which further confirmed her blowup sex doll appearance. Her big, round tits were barely hidden behind a kitchen apron. And it looked like she was not wearing anything else except for the high heels on her feet. Then there was her mouth, open and ready to accept a cock. It was just a hole, presumably like two other holes that were currently just out of view.

		“What is this?” Charlotte asked with a mix of confusion and anger. She was confused, because she did not understand how this doll could move or be Ruby. She was angry, because she could not imagine that Ruby would ever turn herself into a doll.

		“It’s a long story,” the doll that looked like Ruby said. It sounded almost exactly like Ruby’s voice, although there was an obvious element that made it artificial, just like the rest of her.

		“Let me see if I can help fill in the details,” Chris said. “Ruby, please take your position.”

		Charlotte was stunned to see Ruby duck down under the table. She had half a mind to look under to see for herself, but there was no way that she wanted to confirm what she guessed was happening. Thankfully, there was no sound of a zipper or a belt being unbuckled, but it was easy to assume what was happening under the table.

		“After Ruby’s accident, things were hard,” Chris continued. His voice sounded more calm than it had moments before, further highlighting the fact that he was getting a blowjob during his talk. “If it weren’t for the fact that Ruby was fully dependent on me, I would have left her, because I hadn’t signed up for the level of care that she required. But I couldn’t leave her with nothing and she knew that. When a doctor approached her about another way forward, something that would give her use of her arms and legs back, she jumped at the chance.”

		“But she’s a doll,” Charlotte interrupted.

		“The doctor leads the clinic that does the doll transformations, Dr. Arbor. He proposed giving her plastic and inflatable arms and legs. After the procedure, they weren’t strong enough to allow her to walk, but she could crawl a little bit and she could feed herself and handle most personal stuff. It was amazing. The staff at the clinic, all of them dolls except for the doctor, were phenomenal, except the women all seemed to have very specific features. Their breasts were huge and Ruby caught me staring. She decided to reward me for my help by getting a pair of inflatable tits for herself.”

		Charlotte looked at her husband to see the familiar look in his eyes. She knew exactly what Chris was talking about. Brian was a breast man. She had seen his wandering eyes. Charlotte did not even blame him for it. She might not be well endowed, but even she could appreciate a fine pair of breasts. And even though Ruby’s tits were plastic, they were very good looking.

		“Except something went wrong with the procedure,” Chris continued. “The plastic started to spread and the only way to save Ruby was to do a full doll transformation. Ruby is enjoying life as a doll now and we couldn’t be happier together.”

		“I’m confused,” Charlotte said. “She’s okay with this?”

		“Best thing that ever happened to me,” Ruby said from under the table. However, her addition to the conversation left the distinct impression that she was speaking with her mouth full. Apparently dolls could do that since they did not actually use their mouths to speak. That was done through a computer chip and a speaker.

		The doll transformation process included a digitization of the client’s brain. That way the doll would mostly act and speak as the original person did. However, there were some drawbacks, namely the fact that there was simply not a big enough hard drive that could both handle a person’s brain and fit in the head of a human-sized doll. There was some loss, although Ruby definitely did not view it that way. For her, she could better fulfill her new purpose as a doll without all that extraneous information clogging up her system.

		Chris let out a sigh as his shoulders relaxed. A minute later, Ruby popped up from under the table. Had she been able to lick her lips, it would have only further confirmed what she had been doing.

		Charlotte found it difficult to speak. Anger rose up in her chest as she came to terms with what had been going on. It was a righteous anger that she had developed on the campaign trail.

		“How dare you?” she called out, her voice growing shrill. “How dare you do that in front of us?”

		Brian placed a hand on his wife’s arm, trying to calm her, but it was too late. Once she got a full head of steam, it was difficult to get her to back down.

		“It’s not like I tried to take away my friend’s disability payments,” Chris countered as he stared into Charlotte’s eyes. “After what you did, after the pain you put Ruby through with your election campaigning, I don’t give a fuck what you think or say now. Ruby might not remember what you did, but I certainly do. I was willing to let bygones be bygones, but you don’t get to raise your voice to me in my house with what I choose to do with my property while you are a guest here.”

		For the first time, Charlotte felt the wind go out of her sails. Her anger disappeared, replaced with guilt over what she had done, over what she had said. She did not even understand how it had happened. She knew Chris had triggered her, getting a rise out of her, but she did not expect him to be able to shoot her down so quickly. Instead, she was left with the gnawing guilt that she had hurt her friend and now it might be too late for her to make amends.

		“I’m sorry, Ruby,” Charlotte said as she dropped her head into her hands. She shrank down as small as she could manage at the table. She wanted to flee, but doing so now would only make things worse she feared.

		“Sorry for what?” Ruby asked, her voice chipper and oblivious to the tension in the room.

		“I hurt you when I was campaigning.”

		“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you should be happy now. Everything is better.”

		Charlotte could not believe her friend’s response, but it was hard to see the doll as completely her friend anymore. There were clearly things that Ruby no longer knew, aspects of her old life that did not translate into her new life as a doll. But there was also nothing she could do about that at the moment. All Charlotte could do was pick up her fork and begin eating. The dinner continued in silence, but the guilt continued to sit in the pit of Charlotte’s stomach, making it difficult to swallow down Ruby’s delicious cooking.

		After dinner, once the tension in the room had lessened, Chris and Brian went off together to talk. Charlotte had no idea what they could be discussing, but that left her alone with Ruby.

		“So what’s it like, being made out of plastic now?” Charlotte finally asked. Beyond her guilt, that was the one thought that kept bugging her, the one question she needed to ask.

		“It’s wonderful,” Ruby answered. It was difficult to tell just how much she meant it, because Ruby’s body language was different now. Her facial expressions were closer to fixed. She could open and close her eyes, but she did not actually need to blink, since her eyes were plastic too, her vision based on cameras set into her pupils. “Every touch feels so good. It’s almost orgasmic.”

		Charlotte shuddered at her friend’s use of the word orgasmic. Even though she had lost the election and was now just a normal person again, there were some learned behaviors that she had developed. It was easy to get angry. Her stump speeches while on the campaign trail were basically harnessed anger, trying to reach people through negative emotions to vote for her. The problem was that it became so easy to be outraged. And given the discussion of libraries and books, the idea of something being orgasmic cut across the grain of Charlotte’s current reality.

		“Here, touch my arm,” Ruby said. She actually reached out and took Charlotte’s hand and placed it on her other arm.

		“It feels like plastic,” Charlotte commented, almost like a beach ball.

		“It feels like you’re touching me intimately,” Ruby countered.

		Charlotte immediately pulled her hand away, but Ruby did not seem bothered. It was hard to read her expressions at all.

		“It’s okay to be curious,” Ruby pressed. “I was curious when I first met a doll.”

		“But you like your life like this?” Charlotte asked. “It’s like you gave up so much to become an object.”

		A giggle sounded out. “You have to admit that I’m a pretty sexy object now. But I do like my life now. I remember life was hard after the accident. Now everything is easy. I plug myself in at night to make sure I’m all charged up for Chris to play with me. It would be perfect if he didn’t have to work, but I guess he still needs to make money. But life is a lot easier when I don’t have to eat or sleep. I just need my battery to get charged.

		Charlotte found herself actually growing jealous of Ruby. The fact that since losing the election Charlotte was going to have a problem getting a job again was a problem. Most of her work contacts who might have been able to help her had been aligned differently from her politically. She had tried reaching out to a couple people, but they either did not answer the phone or they brushed her off and hung up as soon as the conversation allowed. Charlotte knew that she had become persona non grata with many of the people she was once close to. That made her feel even worse. Unlike some of her political colleagues, Charlotte actually did have a conscience. She just happened to ignore it during the campaign and now she was paying for it.

		The conversation did not go much further than that. Chris and Brian returned and before Charlotte could do anything else, she was handed her coat and they were walking out the door.

		“Wait,” Ruby called out. The doll rushed forward and thrust something into Charlotte’s hands. Charlotte did not even have a chance to look at what it was until she was in the car. The night was over and Brian was again behind the wheel, driving them home.

		But it was there in the car, using the light of the streetlights they passed, that Charlotte read what turned out to be a business card. The card was for Dr. Arbor, the doll doctor. Charlotte did not know what to do or think. There was no way that Charlotte could do what Ruby had done. There was no way that she could turn herself into a doll.

		At least that was what Charlotte first thought. The guilt that had taken root in her stomach did not go away, even after a full night’s sleep. Charlotte was painfully aware that she had done wrong in the decision she made while on the campaign trail. She had hurt people. And it seemed that even apologizing for her misdeeds was not enough to free her from her guilt. Nothing seemed to work.

		But she knew something that would.

		It was a week before Charlotte said anything to Brian. She did not know how to come out and say it, but in the end, she went for simple and blunt. “I’m thinking about becoming a doll.”

		Brian’s eyes lit up in a way she had only partially expected. She knew there had been tension between them that she could not ease. She could not erase her previous actions, as much as she wanted to do so. But she had not fully appreciated the attraction he might hold for a doll version of herself, her body turned into plastic, becoming his plaything.

		If Charlotte was honest with herself, the idea of becoming her husband’s doll had its own attractions. There was a sexual side that she was unwilling to admit to herself, but it was also a way for her to end the tension that now filled the air whenever they were in the same room. As a doll, her past as an anger-fueled political campaigner would not only be over, it could be forgotten.

		“I’ll support you in whatever you decide,” Brian said. It was the same answer he gave when she brought up running for political office, but this time it was different. This time he actually agreed with the decision. She could see it in his eyes. He had never supported her political ambitions, but he supported her with turning herself into a doll.

		That all but made the decision for her. Calls were made and appointments scheduled. And before she knew it, Charlotte was at the clinic with Brian, preparing for the procedure. Her last words to her husband were simple. “You’re making the decisions for the both of us now. I love you.”

		“I love you, too.”

		After that, the anesthesia mask descended over her face and everything faded away.

		There was no grogginess when Charlotte woke up. She opened her eyes, but the scene in front of her made no sense. She was generally looking up at a ceiling, although it was a ceiling she did not immediately recognize. However, her eyes were not even. It was like she was looking out at the world cross-eyed.

		“Did it work?” Charlotte asked. Somehow she knew her life and body were different now. She could sense it, although her body felt limp, weak, and without form.

		The familiar face of Ruby appeared in Charlotte’s line of sight. “She’s active,” Ruby said, her mouth not moving. “Time to blow her up.”

		Charlotte was able to sense that two people were in the room, beside Ruby, who did not really count as a person anymore. And from the sound and feel of it, Charlotte did not count as a person either.

		It was only then that Charlotte felt a strange sensation around what she imagined was her navel. She could not move her head to see, but she heard a switch get flipped, followed by the sound of an air compressor.

		“Oh fuck, that feels good,” Charlotte practically moaned as her body began to fill with air. Her whole body practically hummed with erotic energy as her plastic doll body began to inflate, gaining form and function. Even her eyesight began to correct itself as her head filled with air.

		“It feels so fucking good,” Ruby said enthusiastically. She started running her plastic hands over Charlotte’s inflating body, further enhancing the pleasure that the newly formed doll experienced.

		And as Charlotte inflated, her limbs moved into their naturally baked in posture. She would have full control of her body in the end, but her natural resting position was a little different from a normal person. Her arms bent at the elbow, her hands sticking straight up in the air. Her legs bent, spreading slightly to give her a more sexually available position. More and more, she looked like a blowup sex doll. In some ways, that was what she was now.

		The air compressor shut off when Charlotte had reached proper pressure. She felt so light and wonderful. There were no longer any negative emotions floating through her head. She could not experience negativity at all anymore. That was partly by design. Who wanted a sad doll? But it was also a factor in the limitations of what could be ported over from her real brain, what could be properly digitized.

		Charlotte raised her head and the first thing she noticed was the size of her plastic tits. They were hollow, just like the rest of her body, filled with air and nothing else. She was aware that Brian had chosen how her doll body would look, but she had been unaware of what changes he would actually make. It made sense to see such large tits. They were roughly the same size as Ruby’s tits. Their bodies were very similar now.

		But the moment that Charlotte spotted Brian, it was like her whole world suddenly and meaning. Her past was unimportant compared to the present in which Brian was there with her. She could no longer think of him as her husband. As a doll, she did not have a husband, unless it was a relationship between dolls. No, Brian was not her husband anymore. He was her owner. And knowing that she was looking at her owner filled her with more joy than she could have ever comprehended before.

		“Brian,” Charlotte squealed before she jumped into her owner’s arms, moving her body all at once for the first time. She was so light that it did not take much effort. The demand on her battery was low. That was why she only needed recharging once per day at most, with the overnight hours being easiest and most convenient. She would even be able to plug herself in at will, handling those details so that Brian never had to worry about whether she was available to play with or not.

		Long locks of bright red hair fell in front of Charlotte’s face, but she paid them little mind. She tossed her head back and her hair followed, allowing her to see again. Charlotte had bounced back and forth between full blonde and strawberry blonde over the years. She had gone with full blonde during her political campaign, but Brian had always liked her with red hair. And now she definitely had red hair. There was no hiding the almost fire engine red that now graced her plastic scalp.

		“I never imagined this day would come,” Brian said as he held Charlotte. It was going to take time to start thinking of her as a doll and not a person.

		However, for Charlotte, she could not imagine being anything else. She was a doll now, completely. She knew that she had once been a person, but it was almost impossible to fully comprehend that life. She had memories, but they meant little compared to her doll programming.

		“Will you fuck me?” Charlotte asked. She wanted to feel her plastic body with a cock pumping in and out of her. Somehow she knew it would be better than any sex she had ever had as a person. The sensations of getting inflated had been so good. Sex had to be even better. Plus, she would be fulfilling her purpose. It all came together perfectly.

		“I have just one question before I do,” Brian answered. “What was your campaign platform for the election?”

		Charlotte did try to think about the answer. She tried to remember what Brian was talking about. However, there was just a big blank. Her hard drive lacked the information. She did not even know what her owner was asking her about. Campaign platform? Election? Those were words that were undefined in Charlotte’s doll mind.

		A giggle sounded out before she eventually answered. “I don’t know what that is. Can you play with me anyway?”

		Brian chuckled, enjoying his former wife as the airhead and doll that she now was. There was no more tension left between them. There was just devotion on her part and Brian fully planned to enjoy his doll. She looked better than he had imagined when he had been allowed to select her new features.

		“Yes, it’s time to play.”

		Brian picked Charlotte up and carried her across the room. He sat down in a chair and let Charlotte get to work. She opened his pants, freeing his cock. Then she sat down on him, filling her new plastic doll pussy for the first time. Motors inside of her instantly whirred to life, milking his cock better than her old pussy ever could have.

		“Mind if I join you?” Chris asked. He held Ruby in his hands. His pants were already around his ankles.

		“Go for it, man,” Brian answered as he motioned toward a nearby chair. Technically they were in Chris’ house, but it was only fair that the new doll owner got first dibs on the action.

		“Oh fuck, that’s so good,” Charlotte called out as she reveled in getting used for the first time. Brian ran his hands up and down her plastic body, sliding them over her new tits, squeezing her plastic nipples, increasing the pleasure that Charlotte experienced.

		And soon Ruby was crying out in pleasure alongside her friend. The two dolls were fucked hard by their owners, enjoying every moment of their mutual congress. The men grunted their own pleasurable agreements as they continued to fuck their dolls. For Chris, this was normal for him. For Brian, he was claiming his doll for the first time, using her so that no one could presume that she belonged to anyone else.

		And when Brian finally came, his cock sending forth a torrent of his cum into his doll, Charlotte came too, her whole body vibrating in what could only be described as an orgasm. But this was an orgasm unlike anything she had ever experienced before. Her whole being felt the pleasure. Even if she had not been given doll programming to help her in her new life, that orgasm would have been enough to reorient her life to one of service and submission, just like Ruby.

		Afterward, when both owners had finally had their fill, Ruby led Charlotte away to clean each other up. It was important to always be clean and ready to be used. Ruby had learned that Chris might want to use her at any point during the day. She needed to be ready for him. Charlotte would learn the same thing, only now she had a doll friend to guide her in her new life.

		After that day, Chris and Brian became good friends. They often got together, bringing their dolls along for the ride, using them openly together. It had been Ruby and Charlotte who had the friendship before, but that all changed. Ruby had already adapted to a life of a doll, wearing sexy doll clothes and serving Chris in every way that he could imagine.

		And soon Charlotte was doing the same, performing the cooking and cleaning, even though she never got to take part in the actual eating. But her favorite part was letting Brian choose her outfits every day. It was like he was playing dress up with his doll, only her new doll outfits were all sexy and revealing and often highlighting whatever primary task she had to perform that day while he was at work.

		However, there was something even more important for Charlotte. Even though she had few memories of what had led her to the decision to become a doll, there was one thing that she was thankful for every single moment of every single day. She no longer felt the guilt that had pained her in her fleshy form. She had replaced her guilt with a plastic body that was always ready to serve Brian. That was all that mattered now and it was the best life that she could imagine for herself. She was a doll now, through and through, and she loved every second of it.
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