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		Vanessa felt torn. She had just been given a new assignment at work. As soon as she was given the new task, she had half a mind to just quit outright. It was not an assignment that utilized her skills. Instead, it was a minor investigation that probably would not lead anywhere. And she always had her side job to fall back on. It was not like she needed the work.

		Vanessa Washington was a well regarded investigative reporter. Her work not only got accolades, but it sold newspaper subscriptions as well. The paper she worked for definitely made money off of her work. None of that was a problem for her. She expected it. Working for a newspaper was a lot easier than going the freelance route.

		But the public image of Vanessa was not the only aspect of her life. She had a secret, a second life spending her nights and weekends as an online e-girl, complete with online subscriptions bringing in thousands of dollars every month as she posed in revealing outfits and did cosplay, all with a trademark purple wig and heavy makeup to hide her identity.

		As an attractive young woman, Vanessa had never had a problem with attention. She actually enjoyed it. She loved interacting with her fans, too, playing up her bimbo qualities. In a perfect world, Vanessa would be able to shut off her brain and just be the sexy girl full time. However, being an e-girl was not considered a respectable career. And after finishing a degree in journalism, it made sense to go into the newspaper field. And just like her success as an e-girl, Vanessa was a good investigative reporter. And no one would have guessed the double life she led.

		And that was what brought Vanessa to her latest assignment. Charlotte Roberts had lost her election bid in spectacular fashion. She pushed every right-wing trope while campaigning, blaming minorities and the disabled for all the problems in the community and then she went down in flames on election night. The one sign that she had a soul was the fact she actually conceded and did not push the election denial claims that others of her ilk took part in.

		But after that election defeat, Mrs. Roberts disappeared. She had not been seen or heard from since. It was a mystery and now Vanessa was expected to solve it.

		“Fine, I’ll do it,” Vanessa eventually relented after much consternation expressed to her boss.

		The truth was that Vanessa was beginning to burn out on her journalism career. Unless it required a major investigation, she simply could not gather the energy to do it well. Her work was slipping, at least by her standards. Her boss and the various awards organizations still lauded her work, but Vanessa questioned how much longer that would last for.

		And there was the other desire starting to weigh on Vanessa’s mind. Her e-girl career was taking off, but there were additional steps she wanted and maybe even needed to take. At the top of her list was the desire for breast implants. Getting a boob job had always been on her mind. She had never been a big woman when it came to her bust. However, a breast augmentation not only would affect her earnings online, but it would affect her job as a journalist as well. Big, round, bimbo boobs were not exactly viewed positively in her professional career.

		Yet, the idea of being a big-boobed bimbo was one of Vanessa’s greatest fantasies. She loved the idea of dumbing herself down and just becoming a sex object for men. She already had so much of the look down, when she made the effort on her streams and amateur photoshoots she did. If she could ignore the judgmental responses from people, she would have already gone through with it all, transforming her image to being a bimbo full time. But the desire to be respected kept her with a foot in a real career, in the real world.

		With her new assignment in hand, Vanessa opened her laptop at her desk at the newspaper and started a little preliminary research, just to refresh the details in her mind. She had remembered Mrs. Roberts campaigning. Even she was surprised by some of the vile things the woman said. She was thankful that so few people bought into her rhetoric, but it was also scary how nearly a third of people still voted for her, but it was unclear if that was a party line vote or if a third of people really thought that people with disabilities were at the heart of the community’s problems. Vanessa definitely knew where she stood on the matter.

		The Roberts campaign had been legally shut down. A simple web search could prove that. Everything seemed to be above board. The publicly disclosed finances showed no discrepancies. There were large sums of money missing that could have been stolen and used by Mrs. Roberts to flee the country or something scary like that. Although that kind of investigation would definitely be fun. Vanessa could imagine herself traveling someplace warm and sunny to track down Roberts and maybe even her husband if he was in on it.

		However, there was no obvious sign of such sensational activity. Her husband, Brian, was still in town, still working. It was just Charlotte that had gone missing. As far as Vanessa could guess, Charlotte was too embarrassed by her loss to be seen and was hiding out at home. Once again, she was confused about why she had been handed this story. There had to be more to it, because even a newspaper intern could have tracked her down if she was at home this whole time.

		Not one to pass the buck, however, Vanessa decided she needed to reach out to Brian Roberts to ask a few questions and see if he could shed any light on the matter. Unfortunately calls to their residence went unanswered and there was no answering machine to leave a message.

		With a sigh, Vanessa closed her laptop and grabbed her purse out of a desk drawer. If she could not reach Brian Roberts by phone, then she was going to show up at his house and get her questions answered that way. With any luck, she would have the story done by the end of the day and she could move on to something more interesting. Or, if nothing else came up, she could turn her attention to her latest sexy e-girl outfit.

		As Vanessa drove to the Roberts’ house, her mind was not on the case, but on her online persona. She went by the name BeautyBerry, a play on the purple wig she wore online, because the beautyberry fruit was purple. The name also helped keep her online persona more of a secret, because it could easily get lost beneath the rankings of websites about the actual beautyberry, thus reducing the possibility of her getting found out.

		When Vanessa usually prepared for a possible interview such as this, where the subject might not be particularly forthcoming, she planned it all out in advance. And when possible, she already knew the answers to expect before she asked the questions. It was something she learned from lawyers when they had someone on the stand. The questions they asked already had known answers. That way there would be no surprises in the courtroom.

		However, Vanessa had not taken the care this time around. All she wanted was the whereabouts of Charlotte Roberts. If she went off on a trip somewhere, visiting relatives overseas, that was fine. She would write that and that would be the end of it. She did not expect to get any strange answers.

		Nonetheless, when Vanessa walked up the front steps to the Roberts’ house, she already had her phone recording in her purse, picking up every sound, just in case. She did not want to miss anything.

		There were two cars in the driveway. Vanessa noted that one of them had a for sale sign on the back. It was a curious addition. It seemed that they had either recently purchased a car and decided against trading the old one in or they were dropping down to a single car household. But it was still curious, even if there was a perfectly reasonable explanation for it all.

		Vanessa rang the doorbell. She waited, listening closely, just in case she heard strange noises in the house. It would not have been the first time she caught someone in the act of committing a crime or otherwise implicating themselves in her investigation. But it was only a moment before the door opened and the man she recognized as Brian Roberts stood before her.

		“Mr. Roberts?” she said. “I’m Vanessa Washington, a reporter with—“

		“I know who you are,” Brian interrupted. “I suppose you’re here investigating what happened to my wife.”

		Vanessa was surprised by Brian’s candid response. He not only knew who she was, but he knew why she was there.

		“Yes, that’s right. I tried calling earlier, but there was no answer.”

		“I was in the middle of fucking my wife, if you want to know,” Brian countered.

		Vanessa’s eyes widened at the sudden crudeness in the conversation. This was not at all what she expected.

		“Is she here?” Vanessa asked. “Can I speak with her?”

		Brian sighed, his shoulders slumping. “This was going to come out eventually. You might as well come in.”

		Vanessa followed Brian into his home. She kept her purse tucked under her arm so that her phone would continue to pick up everything that was said. She already knew that the quotes she had gotten so far were not printable, but a short story about Charlotte Roberts taking it easy and staying out of the public eye would both satisfy her boss and the readers of the newspaper.

		Brian waved for Vanessa to sit on the couch in the nicely appointed living room. The place was cozy without being overbearing or over luxurious. “I’ll be right back with Charlotte.”

		Vanessa sat down on the offered couch and tried not to snoop too much. She looked around, even whispering a few notes to herself that she was sure her phone would pick up. There was nothing important, just a few thoughts she had about the case, along with one denouncing the whole investigation as beneath her.

		And Vanessa still did think this assignment was beneath her until Brian returned to the living room, followed closely by Charlotte Roberts.

		“Ms. Washington, meet my wife, Charlotte.”

		Vanessa’s jaw dropped as she looked at the woman before her. She recognized many of Charlotte’s features, but the woman standing there was not really a woman at all. She was a doll. She looked like a blowup sex doll. Her hair was more red and her breasts were huge balls of plastic on her chest. Her mouth was not even really a mouth. It was just another hole for a man to stick his cock in. She was not dressed that differently from a sex doll either. There was a small skirt around her hips and a short tank top that barely covered her plastic nipples.

		“Hi,” the doll said, her voice coming through a speaker located somewhere inside the doll’s head..

		“What happened?” Vanessa asked. She was vaguely aware of women getting turned into living dolls, or something like that, but she had never seen it in the flesh, so to speak. It did not seem possible.

		“I better explain,” Brian said as he sat down on a nearby lounge chair. The Charlotte doll followed him and sat down in his lap. His hands automatically came up and grabbed her by the hips, holding her steady on him. “First, I want to say that this was all Charlotte’s idea. I can’t say I’m unhappy with the turn of events since the election, but I had nothing to do with the decisions that Charlotte made.”

		Vanessa nodded her head in understanding, realizing that she did not want to interrupt Brian and throw him off. She did not want him to stop speaking until he had talked himself out, explaining everything that he could.

		“So, it turns out that Charlotte wasn’t the complete bitch she came across as on the campaign trail,” Brian continued. “I’ll be honest, I was ready to end our marriage after everything she did and said. It was the guilt that finally got her. It was overwhelming. It wasn’t just with me. She hurt her friends too. But there was a solution.”

		“Becoming a doll?” Vanessa asked.

		“Ultimately, yes. But it wasn’t just her idea originally. A friend of hers, a disabled friend, had turned into a doll. I can give you the contact details for that. I’m sure Chris won’t mind. Ruby has become kind of a spokesmodel for the mollification program, especially when it comes to dealing with certain disabilities.”

		“I had no idea any of this was possible,” Vanessa said. She was glad that she was recording everything, because there was no way she could sit there and take notes, even using the shorthand that reporters used. “But if you don’t mind, I’d like to ask Charlotte a few questions. Is that even possible?”

		“You can talk to me,” Charlotte said, her voice sounding a little tinny from the speaker system, but it was definitely her voice.

		“So this was really your idea?” Vanessa had to confirm that, even if Brian was still there in the room with them. She wanted to hear Charlotte answer.

		“Totally. But I don’t really remember why anymore. I just know I’m happy as a doll. Having an owner and getting played with by him is the best.”

		“Owner?”

		“I’ll answer that one,” Brian said. “The dolls come with basic programming in addition to the digitization of their minds. A basic desire to be owned or played with is built into the doll programming. Everything else, though, is all Charlotte. However, there are things that can’t be carried over to the doll. There are parts of who Charlotte was before that simply doesn’t exist anymore.”

		“Is that why she doesn’t remember why she decided to become a doll?”

		“I think so. Her guilt was so overbearing that she didn’t see a way to go forward. By becoming a doll, she could selectively choose what aspects of her was digitized, knowing there was limited space on her doll hard drive. It’s not just that her guilt was removed either. She has no recollection of the campaign or the election. It’s like we get a clean slate. And even though Charlotte is now a doll, I can honestly say that our lives have never been better together, even if there are certain things that have changed.”

		“Like what?” Vanessa asked, her curiosity piqued. It was not her investigative journalist curiosity that was interested in Charlotte’s doll life. It was BeautyBerry that was interested. She had seen bits and pieces of the human dolls before, but she had never looked into it. However, the idea of turning her body into inflatable plastic hit her bimbo kink hard. And the fact that she could somewhat selectively choose what got carried over made it even more appealing. She really could be a bimbo then, without anything holding her back.

		“Charlotte doesn’t need to eat or sleep,” Brian explained. “That has changed a few things. And she can’t drive either. I’m selling her car, since she can’t use it anymore.” That explained why there was a for sale sign on the back of one of the cars in the driveway. “In a way, I feel a little like I’m living the bachelor life again. And I can definitely say that there is no longer any negotiation when it comes to sex. When I want it, Charlotte is ready and waiting.”

		Charlotte giggled before she spoke, “Always.”

		A tingle shot through Vanessa, igniting her arousal. Her pussy was growing wet as she imagined what a doll life might be like for her. How would she even make it work? Vanessa lived alone, having never found a man who she felt comfortable sharing her big secret with. Not that she had a lot of time for dating. When she was not working as a journalist, she was working at BeautyBerry. She did not have a lot of downtime.

		“What about the people who performed the procedure?” Vanessa asked. “This isn’t some clandestine organization, is it?”

		“Actually, Dr. Arbor is trying to go more mainstream,” Brian said. “That was how he connected with Ruby and then, in turn, connected with Charlotte. I have his contact details as well, just to fill in the picture.”

		“I would definitely like to have those before I leave.”

		Suddenly Brian grew hesitant. His hands fidgeted at Charlotte’s waist. “Look, you’re not going to write anything bad about me, are you? I don’t mean to be self-centered here, but I don’t need a bunch of crazy people showing up at my doorstep after this. Our address is in the public record from her campaign and I don’t want to move. I like my home here.”

		Vanessa considered her words carefully before she responded, “I don’t plan to write anything negative about you as long as everything checks out. And I will let you know if that changes. After all, I would want a comment from you on that. I can’t promise that someone won’t do something crazy, but I wouldn’t worry about it right now. It might have been different if your wife’s campaign had been more successful. A close election, especially if she tried to contest it, would more likely bring out the conspiracy theorists, but that probably won’t happen, at least from my experience.”

		Vanessa did not mention that she was not a regular political reporter. She was an investigative reporter who tended to dabble in different kinds of stories. No two stories were ever alike for her.

		It did not take long for Vanessa to finish the interview and leave. She got both the contact information for Ruby’s owner, Chris, and for Dr. Arbor, the doll doctor. However, it only required two short phone calls to confirm Brian’s story. She went back to the office to write her story. It ended up being a bit longer than she had originally planned. The fact that Charlotte Roberts was now a doll was a big part of that. However, the fact she did not even have any images to go with the story meant it would not end up being front page news. But that was just fine with Vanessa.

		However, it was that night when Vanessa started to really consider what being a doll would be like. She got herself all dolled up to fit the part of BeautyBerry, complete with the purple wig and heavy makeup. She even raised her voice to sound less like her publicly known self. No one would ever guess how she spent her nights unless they saw copies of her tax returns. It was kind of hard to hide the money she made online from the government.

		“Hey, everyone,” Vanessa cooed on camera, streaming her image out to hundreds of followers. It was a light night, but that was normal for midweek streams. It was the weekends when the big numbers rolled in. “So I came across something kinda fun today. Have you ever heard of the Doll Doctor?”

		As soon as Vanessa mentioned Dr. Arbor by his media name, the chat room portion of her stream went crazy with excitement. Some of the comments were as simple as, “What did you think?” Others were more interested in her becoming an actual doll with comments like, “You should do it.”

		Vanessa was impressed with how positive the comments were. Not a single person warned her against it. Not that Vanessa was about to jump in and do it, even after she had spoken to Dr. Arbor over the phone. He could only confirm so much, what with doctor-patient confidentiality, but since she was referred to him by the patient in question, he was more willing to confirm some of the specifics of Charlotte’s case. But even as Vanessa filed her article, her mind was elsewhere, wondering if becoming a doll was the answer to her personal fetishes.

		However, the big surprise came when one of her regular donors offered to spend $10,000 for a weekend with her if she showed up as a doll. He had made other offers, wanting a weekend with her, but never for that kind of money. And there were soon two other men with similar offers, both of whom had always backed up their money offers with actual donations of the proper size. These were not fans who tried to string her along and cheap out at the last moment. They were legitimate.

		And that got Vanessa thinking. Maybe the life of a doll was what she really needed. Her career as a successful journalist was just a front for what she was really passionate about. She already knew that. And as a doll, she could fully shed the front and embrace her real goal of being a bimbo. But Vanessa was a smart enough woman to know that it was not always that easy. Except there was one person who could answer her questions.

		“I understand you have additional questions for me,” Dr. Arbor said when Vanessa visited him at his clinic the next day. “I read your article. It was fair and balanced. I hope that you aren’t going to try to pull the rug out from under me with another article, this time less positive.”

		Vanessa took a deep breath before she spoke, wanting her words to be measured. Her heart pounded in her chest, fear and anxiety producing butterflies in her stomach. “My questions are actually personal, not professional.”

		Dr. Arbor smiled, now understanding where this was going. “I see your article touched a nerve. You wouldn’t be the first woman to visit me who secretly had a doll fetish.”

		“I wouldn’t call it a doll fetish exactly. It’s more of a bimbo fetish, but that doesn’t really matter. What I’m about to tell you I’ve never told anyone else before. Nobody else knows about this. I lead a double life, I guess you could say. I’m Vanessa Washington, investigative reporter, by day. By night, I’m BeautyBerry, an online e-girl. But even though I’m a talented journalist, my real interests lie in the sexy bimbo realm, if you get what I mean.”

		Dr. Arbor nodded his head before answering. “I do indeed. And this seems like the appropriate time to inform you that I am aware of your alter ego, although I had no idea that you and BeautyBerry were one and the same. I never would have made the connection without you telling me.”

		Somehow, despite the fact that Dr. Arbor was familiar with her BeautyBerry persona, she felt relief after finally having told someone the truth. It was like a great weight had been lifted off her shoulders. But that weight being gone only intensified her interest in becoming a doll.

		“You would not be the first person in your line of work, that is the BeautyBerry line of work, to visit us here at the clinic,” Dr. Arbor said. “And I want you to know that what you have told me will not leave this room unless you wish it to.”

		Vanessa let out an inaudible sigh, further relaxing. This conversation was going better than she had imagined. However, it also meant that she was now closer to becoming a doll herself than she ever had before.

		“And if it helps, we actually have a special program for people, like yourself, who already have an audience to take advantage of. It, shall we say, helps to defray the costs of the procedure, which can be monumental for some. But each dollification is different. No two are exactly alike.”

		“What do you mean?” Vanessa asked. “What kind of program?”

		“First, I should add the caveat that if you are involved with anyone, romantically, this program is probably not for you.” Vanessa shook her head, confirming that she was single. “Because this program works to send you on playdates with your fans. You get packed up into a box and then you get rented out by your fans, letting you spend a day, a night, a weekend, or even longer with anyone interested in an intimate experience with the doll version of you.”

		Vanessa nodded her head in understanding. She had no idea this existed, but it made perfect sense to her. After all, she already had three fans willing to spend big money to spend a weekend with her if she was a doll.

		“The money is obviously complicated, since once you become a doll, you are no longer really a person anymore, at least legally. We have worked with politicians to change that, but there is still a long way to go on that. That will mean there are certain things you won’t be allowed to do, if you became a doll. You wouldn’t be able to drive. None of our dolls can drive. You also wouldn’t be able to own property or live independently. Nor could you manage the money you earn through our program.”

		Vanessa knew all of those were bad things. They were things she should not want. And yet, the bimbo fetishist in her loved the thought of all of it. Driving she could do without. And things like home ownership or handling money was a pain compared to the sexual bliss of bimbodom.

		“What is life like when not rented out?” It was the most important question she could imagine. She had no idea how popular she might really be, so knowing how the rest of her time would be spent was important, assuming she went through with it.

		“We keep our rental dolls in a place we call the dollhouse,” Dr. Arbor answered. “It’s a bit like a warehouse, but nicer. When dolls are not in transit or with a customer, they are either cleaned and repaired, while deactivated, or they spend their time with other dolls. It’s an interesting place. However, I must inform you now, just in case this is still for an article you plan to write, the dollhouse is off limits to everyone except authorized personnel.”

		“I understand,” Vanessa said. “I just wanted to make sure that I wouldn’t sit in a box when not in use. That would be weird.”

		“No, while deactivating dolls is sometimes necessary, I have found that they behave more like people the more time they spend turned on. Dolls can continue to be awake while they recharge, so they get an extra eight hours every day of person time than we do. It’s all quite amazing. I have multiple psychologists begging me to let them study the dollhouse dolls.”

		“Thank you for answering my questions,” Vanessa said once she decided she needed to leave before she agreed to become a doll on the spot. The desire was there, but she knew she needed to make sure that this was what she really wanted. And if it was, she knew she needed to shut down her life as Vanessa so that she could become BeautyBerry full time.

		However, it was only a week before she was back. Everything had been arranged. She had quit her job, much to her boss’ dismay. And she had either given away or sold everything else she owned. Her last act before returning to the doll clinic was to dress up as BeautyBerry. This was who she was going to be from now on. Vanessa would cease to exist and she would become her online persona completely, in body and mind. Vanessa had no regrets.

		The process of designing her doll body was actually fun. BeautyBerry was able to keep her purple hair, only it would no longer be a wig. She could also keep her heavily made up face, but again, that was going to be baked into her appearance. She was even going to get a whole doll wardrobe that fit her doll body, that came complete with the kind of tits that Vanessa had only been able to dream about in the past. It would have taken several operations to get to the size and shape she wanted, but the dollification process made it possible all at once.

		“You’re sure you want to do this?” Dr. Arbor asked after Beautyberry completed her designing work, creating the look of her doll body. “There’s no going back, Vanessa.”

		“It’s BeautyBerry now,” she said. “Vanessa is done. That life is behind me. I want to be a doll from now on.”

		“Very well,” Dr. Arbor said with just a hint of a predatory smile. He was constantly amazed at how many people, especially women, chose to become dolls. Not that he was complaining. He made a good living from his work and he definitely enjoyed how his patients craved sex and to be played with once they became dolls.

		At that moment, Nurse Jenkins entered the room to escort BeautyBerry into the pre-op room. She was a doll herself. BeautyBerry’s eyes locked onto the doll nurse, imagining herself being just like her. Her pussy grew wet at the thought. She had not specifically had a doll fetish when this had all started, but she definitely did now. And soon she would be a perfect bimbo doll. She could not wait.

		The woman who was originally Vanessa was under anesthesia during the procedure. When she opened her eyes next, it took less than a second for all of her awareness to kick in. There was no grogginess from the anesthesia. Her mind had been digitized and ran like a computer. The room came into focus. There was Dr. Arbor standing next to her and she was flanked on either side by two dolls. Beyond Dr. Arbor, there were additional dolls. They were interacting and conversing. Some were even playing with each other, a mix of simple touching and more intimate activities.

		“Welcome to the dollhouse, BeautyBerry,” Dr. Arbor said.

		BeautyBerry would have smiled if she could. She felt nothing but joy. Not only was she now a doll, but she was surrounded by other dolls in the dollhouse. She could not imagine a better life for herself. However, her mouth was no longer designed to show emotion or to move at all. That was too complicated for an inflatable doll. She was just like all the others, having a mouth that was designed as a receptacle for cock and a speaker system embedded inside her head that she could speak through.

		The first sound that came out of BeautyBerry’s speaker was a giggle, before the words started to form, “O-M-G! This is amazing!”

		There was no special attenuation of her pitch to get the desired speech patterns. Other than a slightly tinny sound when she spoke, she sounded exactly as BeautyBerry had when she was human. Vanessa’s lower natural voice was long gone.

		However, it was not just that BeautyBerry had been turned into a doll, forever captured in that single state. It was that Vanessa was gone. Not only was the BeautyBerry doll incapable of being a journalist, she did not even know what one was. She did not even know who Vanessa Washington was. There was just BeautyBerry now. And as scary as that thought could have been, Vanessa had prepared for it. This had been her choice. She shed her respectable life and became a dollified version of her e-girl persona.

		“Do you have any memories of Vanessa?” Dr. Arbor asked. Every once in a while an artifact of the past ended up in the digitized data.

		“Who’s that?” BeautyBerry asked.

		“No one you need to concern yourself with.”

		“Oh, good,” BeautyBerry said with the sound of relief. Even though emotions were not exactly easy to come by as a doll, they still felt them and a bimbo doll like BeautyBerry did not want to feel concern or worry. Joy, sexiness, and pleasure were much more fun.

		“And I must say, you are already in high demand,” Dr. Arbor said. “I don’t usually handle the rental program, but since you are so new, I figured I should help you make up for the fact that we usually give you time to get used to being a doll here in the dollhouse before we send you out into the world. But everything will be fine. Your first client is well known to us and he’s paying big money to be the first to have you.”

		“Oh goodie,” BeautyBerry said. She brought her plastic hands up and rubbed them together. There was a little bit of a squeak, but the pleasure she felt just from rubbing her hands together was more than she could have ever imagined. Vanessa had been vaguely aware of the promises of pleasure, but beautyBerry was now getting to experience it all. And even if she had not been programmed to enjoy the doll experience, she would have anyway. The pleasure was very real.

		There were several rules about the transport of dolls that the dollhouse followed. Since they were not deemed to be people anymore, there was no need to drive them anywhere or buy plane tickets to send them long distances. All it took was shutting down the doll, using the switch at the back of the neck and deflating it. Then the doll could be shipped just like any other product, with return postage.

		When BeautyBerry was next activated, she opened her eyes to find herself looking in the eyes of a man she now knew as Tim. In her previous life, she knew him by the username CosplayAddict117. He had been the one to offer her $10,000 to spend a weekend with her as a doll. Now it was all coming true.

		“Thank you for renting me, Tim,” BeautyBerry said. “How would you like to play with me first?”

		Tim did not so much as answer as he simply picked BeautyBerry up and turned her over, laying her down on her back. Her hands and knees stuck up, her natural baked in posture being that of a sex doll. But that was what she was now. People could make cosplay outfits for her to wear when they rented her, but first and foremost, she was now a sex doll and she loved every moment of it.

		“You feel so good inside my doll pussy, Tim,” BeautyBerry cried out as he started to fuck her. He only had a limited amount of time with her. He had to make the most of it.

		“Fuck, you were always so sexy on camera, but I always thought you’d look even better as a doll with big tits. And I was right. You feel really fucking good too, milking my cock.”

		And that was exactly what was happening. BeautyBerry was fitted with small motors in her fuck holes that added even more pleasure to the cocks that found their way inside of her. She had been turned into a flesh light. She did not even need to move to milk a cock. But moving and getting her motor going made sure that the men who fucked her came in record time.

		Even though Tim had experience renting dolls from the dollhouse before, he had never had the pleasure of fucking a doll that he had once followed as a human. Seeing the way BeautyBerry looked up at him, he came in record time, his built up stamina being for nought.

		But one of the wonderful things about being a doll was the fact that not only was BeautyBerry programmed to cum when her user did, it was better than any orgasm she had ever had before. A doll orgasm would be enough to make a real woman faint. But as a doll, she could take the pleasure as it flowed across her plastic skin, lighting up every artificial nerve fiber she had, each one sending nothing but positive sensations back to her central processing unit.

		So when Tim came, when he shot his load into her pussy, BeautyBerry came too, her body lighting up with pleasure on a level she knew she had never experienced before. Once again, she was left with the clear understanding that being a doll was better.

		“That was totally, like, amazing and stuff,” BeautyBerry said, her modified vocabulary showing itself fully. No one would ever mistake her for being a journalist again and that was just how she wanted it to be.

		The weekend spent with Tim was better than BeautyBerry could have imagined. When she was not being sexually played with, she and Tim created content. Some he got to keep for his own use, but the rest got sent back to the dollhouse where staff could use it to populate her social media channels and create further advertising and demand. BeautyBerry came with a loyal following, but she could always use more followers.

		And when the weekend was done, Tim deflated BeautyBerry before he turned her off and packed her up to ship back to the dollhouse. But for BeautyBerry, it was her first lesson that the act of inflating and deflating was better than even having a cock in one of her holes. She came hard, creating one last positive moment before she was switched off. When she next awoke, she would be back safe in the dollhouse where she would get to meet the other dolls before getting shipped back out again.

		For BeautyBerry, it was the best life she could possibly live. She got to engage with her fans and she got played with by a bevy of men, and even a few women. Her thoughts were simple, just like a bimbo’s thoughts should be. And through it all, she knew this was the best life for her. She was living her dream and it never had to end.
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