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      The following is a blog written by a former reporter who was there during the discovery of Bimbo Water. Her words have gone unedited from how she originally wrote them. Now they are being brought to the public’s attention for the first time as a testament to the power of what Bimbo Water can do for you and your friends and lovers.

      Bimbo has become a way of life for women all over the globe and Bimbo Water has been there to help serve the emerging bimbo community. This is part of our story and in turn, we believe it will become a part of your story. Thank you for reading.

      
        
        -Dr. Alex Pierce, Founder of Bimbo Water
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      Howdy, all. It’s Genevieve Wilson here and I wanted to share with all of you something special I am going to be doing over the next month.

      Up until now, you have mostly known me as the hard hitting reporter here at the Daily Journal. However, I have been given a fantastic opportunity to both report on important scientific developments in our community and show you my softer side. It is a great honor to be chosen to represent the Daily Journal and all of its readers in conveying a special scientific experiment at the Thatcher Biological Dome.

      For those of you unfamiliar with what is often colloquially called the Dome, it is the large glass dome on the north of town, run by Thatcher College. Beginning tomorrow, there will be a special experiment that will see Dr. Ryan Hunt, who is a biology professor at Thatcher College, and myself sequestered in the dome for 30 days while experiments are performed on the plant and animal life living inside. It will be my job to report on those experiments as they happen as well as blog about my experience being cut off from the outside world with only Dr. Hunt for company.

      As part of my time in the Dome, I will only be allowed oneway communication, meaning I will be sending out my reports and blog posts, but I will not see any of your comments or receive any news from the outside world at all. I will be in complete isolation from the outside world with only Dr. Hunt for company. I should note that one reason I was chosen for this job was because of a psychological test all of the eligible reporters here at the Daily Journal took to see if we were psychologically compatible with Dr. Hunt. His research partner, Dr. Alex Pierce. Dr. Pierce will be spending his time outside the Dome, observing the experiments and making sure the various machines that keep the air and water pure inside the Dome continue to operate at peak efficiency.

      I must say, this is a daunting task for a beat reporter like myself, however, I take great pride in being chosen for this assignment. Unfortunately, the decision making process to select the Daily Journal candidate to spend the 30 days inside the Dome took longer than expected. That means I will be starting out without my usual level of research I put into the stories I write. I never take on a job that I don’t feel I can complete with 100 percent ability and efficiency. Since I have not been able to conduct a crash course in biology before I go in, I plan to take several books with me to study in my off hours. Luckily, I will have an expert in Dr. Hunt available to answer my questions as they come up. I will do my best to be the crack reporter I have always been for all of you.

      The amazing thing about the Thatcher Biological Dome is the diverse set of plant and animal species that are able to live in such a confined space. Unlike some well-documented bio dome projects, Dr. Hunt and I will not be trying to live off the land inside, at least not entirely. We will be drinking the water inside the Dome, but we will not need to gather foods already growing inside or kill the animals living there for food.

      I will tell you now that I am excited at the opportunity to spend some time roughing it. As some of my readers may be aware, I am very much a city girl and have had few outdoor experiences that could compare to this. As I’ve been preparing for this assignment, I have felt like I have been getting ready for summer camp. As you might be able to guess, that was not something I got to do as a child. That, of course, has only added to my excitement for the project.

      I will be entering the Thatcher Biological Dome at sunrise tomorrow. I will be spending 30 full days inside, exiting at sunrise on what is technically the 31st day. I will be writing a daily update as well as reporting on any news that comes from the experiments as they occur. It will be hard being out of the loop for so long, but I believe it will be well worth it in the end. This is a rare opportunity to share the scientific process with a large group of readers as it happens, whether the experiments are ultimately successful or not. The success does not matter. Science is about asking questions and looking for answers. Hopefully I will be able to shed the light on that process for those like me who are a little less scientifically literate.

      Until tomorrow, this has been Genevieve Wilson of the Daily Journal.
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      Genevieve here. It’s still early on Day 1 here in the Thatcher Biological Dome. Dr. Hunt and I entered the Dome at sunrise this morning, not that we could see the sun. Between high clouds and a low hanging fog, the sun was nowhere to be seen.

      This was my first time stepping inside the Dome. I had read about it, but not actually had the opportunity to tour the Dome itself. It is quite impressive. There are several different sections, a desert area, a tropical area and a temperate area. I have no idea how they keep those areas from overlapping too much, but I have definitely noticed a humidity change as Dr. Hunt led me around, giving me my first tour of the Dome. I will have to ask him how this is achieved. It might have something to do with the plants in each area and the density of their plantings, but that is only me guessing. I am not an expert on that.

      The cabin where Dr. Hunt and I will be staying is right in the middle of the Dome. There are paths leading from the cabin all around the Dome, giving access to almost every tree and plant inside the Dome. After depositing my gear for the month in the cabin, Dr. Hunt gave me a full tour. I will have complete freedom of movement within the Dome during my stay. Nothing is scheduled to be off limits. This really is an all-access assignment. And for anyone with experience working in media, complete all-access is exceptionally rare. Generally there are limits placed on people like me. And that is understandable. People have a right to maintain certain levels of privacy.

      I do not plan on delving very deep into Dr. Hunt’s background, at least beyond his academic background. Sorry, readers, but I will not be printing his home address or his office hours at Thatcher College. However, I should take a moment to describe Dr. Hunt as quite handsome. He is very clean cut and has a boyish quality about him. In comparison, Dr. Pierce, who we will not see again until the full 30 days is complete, has a roguish quality about him that makes him appear more at home out in nature. In some ways, I’m surprised it is not him in here with me rather than the other way around. Not that I am complaining. Dr. Hunt is an expert in the science he is conducting and I am sure he is the best man for the job.

      After giving me the tour of the Dome, I was left to unpack my gear. The cabin is small. There is a small sleeping room and then the kitchen and living area room. There is a bathroom too, but you probably don’t want to hear about that. It is simple, with running water. The toilet is connected to an outside water source. The rest of the water fixtures are connected to the natural waters in the Dome.

      It should be noted that the Dome is kept at constant temperature all the time. No matter what the weather is outside, it will always feel the same inside. Thus far, that has seemed to be fine by me, but I do have to wonder if my feelings about that may change over time. I am used to sleeping in cooler temperatures than the Dome is set for. Not that I could request for the temperature to be turned down to allow me an easier time to sleep. That could upset the careful balance of the ecosystems here in the Dome, as well as the experiments Dr. Hunt will be running.

      Speaking of those experiments, Dr. Hunt began setting up for them as soon as he finished giving me the tour. Yes, I did the classic woman thing and opted to unpack before I got my hands dirty. But since I am going to be here for a full month with only Dr. Hunt for company, I wanted to make sure I was comfortable before diving into the science. But now that I think about it, I don’t think my bosses at the Daily Journal would be happy to see me shirking my reporting duties on the first day. Now that I’ve updated my readers about the situation, I will go check in the Dr. Hunt and see what he is working on. I will update you all later.
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        * * *

      

      I spent all afternoon shadowing Dr. Hunt as he prepared his experiments. It’s dinner time here and Dr. Hunt was kind enough to make us both dinner. I certainly don’t mind. It gives me time to write this.

      The idea behind this month-long project is to perform experiments under controlled conditions without outside influence. Both Dr. Hunt and Dr. Pierce have performed these same experiments before here in the Thatcher Biological Dome, but they have never done so when the Dome was completely cut off from the outside. As they have entered and exited the Dome each day, there are contaminants that enter the Dome. They have even installed an airlock at the entrance to limit the flow of air between the inside and outside of the Dome. However, even with those efforts, they still found contamination over time. They hope that they can further limit the contamination by keeping us sealed inside for a full month.

      It seems that one of Dr. Hunt’s main goals is to observe how species interact at the borders between the different climate regions. As I said in my morning update, there is a noticeable difference in how the different region feel as I walked between them. In some cases, the difference in humidity was pronounced. Moving from the desert region to the tropical region felt like I was walking into a wall of humidity. The air felt thick enough to cut with a knife.

      Now for those who do not know my background, I have lived my entire life along the Pacific coast. Humidity is not something we have to deal with here, as many of my readers will know. Despite my extensive travels, I have never adapted well to high humidity. I have a feeling I will be spending most of my time in the desert area, just to stay comfortable.

      One thing that I should mention is how different the water tastes here in the Dome. The only way I can describe it is sweet. Not that I am complaining. It tastes delicious. I did ask Dr. Hunt about it, but he did not seem concerned. If anything, he seemed annoyed by my questioning him about the water supply. I did eventually get him to admit that the water tastes sweeter than the heavily treated water we drink on the outside. Since I have not spent a lot of time out in nature, maybe this is just me tasting natural water for the first time. Maybe the treatment process the city water systems use strips out some of the flavor.

      I will have to remember to research about drinking water when I am finished with my month here in the Dome. As part of my involvement here, I can only send information out. I cannot receive anything.

      That will take some getting used to. As a member of the press, you can probably imagine how much of a news junky I am. I want to always know what it going on. Even after less than 12 hours without any indication of what is happening beyond those glass walls is making me feel a little cooped up. I will just have to learn to adapt. I can hope this experience will help to teach me how to check out and turn off my brain every once in a while. It would be healthier to do that, that is for sure. I can’t be thinking about the news all the time. Now I will be forced to go without.

      That’s all for now. I am looking forward to my first night here in the Dome. I expect it will be a good deal quieter at night since there won’t be any street noise. I wonder how that will affect my ability to sleep tonight.
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      I am writing to you this morning from the desert area of the Dome. Dr. Hunt has spent all morning finishing the setup for his experiments. I offered to help, since I am supposed to be observing him, but he brushed me off. I think he might be a little behind schedule and he doesn’t want to spend all his time explaining every step he takes to me. I understand that, although he will have to start opening up to me eventually. Otherwise, this whole assignment will have been a waste.

      I allowed myself to sleep in a little this morning. Dr. Hunt was up early. He was already out of the cabin by the time I woke up. The reason for me sleeping in was that I had the hardest time falling asleep last night. The lack of noise was certainly a factor, but I think it was more just being in a new and strange place. The different bed, as well as sharing the physical room with a man I barely know. No need to fear. I trust Dr. Hunt and I don’t plan for anything untoward to occur between us.

      The sun is out today. That is the sun is out in the real world. It’s quite nice looking up through the glass domed ceiling to see blue sky. However, I’m finding the sun that comes through the glass to be even brighter than expected.

      Dr. Hunt and Dr. Pierce did warn me about bringing sun screen. I am glad they did. I think I’m going to end up with a solid tan this month without even trying. I just hope I remember to reapply. I don’t want to get sunburned.

      I started my day with a shower and then breakfast. I had oatmeal. It seemed like a solid way to start my morning. Admittedly, I often skip breakfast when I am home. I know it’s a bad habit, but sometimes I find myself running out the door, trying to avoid being late to the newsroom. There was a time when I would bring my breakfast with me and eat it in the car as a I drove, but even that started to become too much. However, it was nice to sit out on the little porch of the cabin and enjoy the view while I ate a bowl of oatmeal.

      I had yet to see Dr. Hunt by the time I had finished my breakfast and my shower. Knowing I needed to write about his experiments, I decided my best course of action would be to go out and find him. The Thatcher Biological Dome is big, but it’s not that big. There are only so many paths to take. I was certain I would stumble upon him eventually.

      Despite having a map of the Dome and knowing there were a limited number of paths, I was unsuccessful in finding Dr. Hunt before my stomach started to grumble for lunch. However, not only could I not find Dr. Hunt, I seemed to have gotten myself turned around. Maybe the map is old and they have rebuilt some of the paths here in the Dome. I don’t know, but getting lost on my second day in the Dome had not been part of my original plan.

      I got lost in the tropical area, of course. The thick brush made it hard to see across the Dome and the heavy canopy above made it hard to get an accurate look at the roof above. Specifically, it was difficult to work out the slope of the roof so I could better pinpoint my position relative to the outside edge of the Dome or the cabin at the center.

      I did eventually find my way back to the cabin, but still without finding Dr. Hunt. By the time I returned, I was close to ravenous, so I decided to make myself a picnic lunch. I just finished eating and decided now would be a great time to write an update. The sun feels so good right now. I feel like I could just sit out here forever.
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        * * *

      

      I went the whole day without seeing Dr. Hunt. Our paths for the first time crossed when he returned to the cabin for dinner. Apparently my efforts to find him always put me on the other side of the Dome from him. As I moved, so did he. As annoying as I found that to be, especially since I’m supposed to be here reporting on his work, I can’t be too mad. I did have a lovely day.

      After writing my morning update, I found I enjoyed the sun so much I took the time to sunbathe. I haven’t done that since I was a teenager. I am well aware of the dangers of sun exposure, which was why I was glad I had brought my sun screen with me on my picnic.

      I enjoyed the feeling of the sun on my skin so much, I sunbathed in my underwear. It might have been awkward had Dr. Hunt come across me laying out like that, but as I said, he was busy working in another part of the Dome.

      I must say, I have never felt so good and relaxed as I do right now. I know that I work indoors a lot. I am beginning to wonder if I had a vitamin D deficiency. I feel so much better now. Getting some sun seems to have been good for me.

      Tonight, I made dinner for the two of us. I hadn’t planned it that way, but all of the prepackaged dinner meals are designed for two people. I was in the middle of cooking when Dr. Hunt walked into the cabin. It felt strange to deny him access to the food we were meant to share. He took a shower while I finished in the kitchen. By the time he was back, dinner was ready. We ate together outside. With the constant temperature in the Dome, we don’t need to worry about it getting too cool at night to be outside the cabin.

      I did get Dr. Hunt to promise to take me with him for tomorrow’s work. As nice as it was to take a day for relaxation, I am here on assignment and I need to be able to report on his work.

      I know I didn’t have much to say this evening, but there really was not much to report on. I spent most of the day sipping on the sweet water of the Dome and sunning myself. Despite all that relaxation, I am pretty tired tonight. It is probably from last night’s sleep struggles. I am going to head to bed early tonight to make sure I can wake up in time to shadow Dr. Hunt.
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      It’s Day 3 here in the Thatcher Biological Dome. I spent the morning trying to understand what Dr. Hunt was working on as I followed him around the Dome. He is collecting data, but despite my best efforts to prepare for this assignment, I feel like anytime he starts opening his mouth and talking about his work, I lose track of what he is talking about.

      I have had to ask him to repeat his explanations several times, much to his annoyance. I know I am hampering his work. I feel bad about that. But his poor explanations are hampering my work too. I was invited by him and Dr. Pierce to observe and report on this month-long experiment. I feel some concessions need to be made on Dr. Hunt’s side as well as mine.

      From what I can tell, Dr. Hunt is taking measurements of various plant species in the Dome. He is especially interested in the size and shape of the flowering plants that interact with plants from other areas of the Dome. That means if there is a tropical flower on the border with the desert area, he wants to know if the flower grows differently. Maybe it grows bigger or maybe smaller. Maybe it produces more pollen or takes on a different color. There is also the chance of cross pollination between species.

      The last part I know little about, but I do know there are pollinating insects here in the Dome. I have seen a few bees, although I have no idea where their hive or hives might be. From my understanding, those were placed away from the main paths to avoid too much interaction with humans. Even though I’m not allergic to bees, I have never felt comfortable around them and always give them a wide berth if I can. I respect their ability to inflict pain and I don’t want to experience any of that if I can avoid it.

      Dr. Hunt seems to spend most of his time taking notes, using a small ruler to take measurements, and the like. He even has a digital camera he uses to take pictures. Those he uploads to the Dome server every night so that Dr. Pierce can look at them. I’ve asked him to mark a few that could be used to accompany my reports to the paper. Having art to accompany a story is important. A naked story will still be read, but it is so much better to have a picture to draw in the eye.

      We spent the entire morning working our way along the border between the tropical zone and the temperate zone. The humidity had me sweating more than I ever have before. I was sucking down water faster than I liked to admit. And that meant there were several times I had to run back to the cabin to relieve myself. However, with my knowing where Dr. Hunt was working, it was not an issue finding him again.

      That was how my morning went. It was not at all what I expected. I was somehow thinking I would be seeing him making discoveries in realtime. However, I should know better than that. It takes time to make discoveries. Data needs to be collected and then analyzed. And that analysis can take a long time. It reminds me that this is a story I will likely be covering for the next year, giving the Daily Journal readers a chance to see the entire scientific process at work.
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        * * *

      

      I can’t say this has been my most exciting day. Dr. Hunt has proven himself to be a dedicated scientist. I don’t know how he avoids the boredom that I have been experiencing. I am beginning to question the decision to report on this. I’m sure we are getting views from my reports and this blog, but I don’t get that data here in the Dome. I will only find out about my popularity, or lack there of, after I am done in 27 more days. That still feels like an age. At least I can say it is less than four weeks.

      I am not sure how much of my personal feelings I should be including here. If my editor wants to take this part out, he is welcome to. It is his paper paying for me to be here, after all.

      Usually when I report on the news, I try to remain a dispassionate observer. Yes, I understand the power of the press and how it can stir strong emotions in people, but I try to remove my personal biases from what I report on. I will admit that I don’t usually get so close to the people I write about as I am here. Dr. Hunt and I, or Ryan and I, depending on how familiar you want to consider us, have shown great chemistry overall. Being cooped up in here with just each other for company has caused some strain between us, but that is only natural.

      Where things get personal is that I kind of like Ryan. He’s a nice guy. And I’ll be honest, I haven’t had that in my life much as of late. It is easy to become jaded by the human condition when you are reporting on the worst of humanity. But like I said, Ryan is a nice guy. Being with him is a reminder that the world is not out to crush you.

      Normally, I would be pursuing Ryan a bit. I have no issues with a woman asking a man out on a date. And I would, except for the fact I need to report on his actions for the newspaper. We need to work together for the next 27 days. And if there is a problem, it’s not like I can just leave. We are both stuck here on our own for that time. It is not an ideal situation, but it comes with the territory.

      But as of right now, assuming we don’t somehow kill each other before the month is out, I may be asking him for a date at the end of all this.

      Then again, spending all this time together could turn me off of him entirely. Maybe he’ll be the last person I want to ever see again. And if that’s the case, I may instead ask Dr. Pierce out. After all, he is the ruggedly handsome one of the pair. I would probably have to go camping with him, which I suppose I could get used to. It would certainly be different from my city life.

      Enough about my love life, or seemingly more accurate lack of love life. Spending all day shadowing Ryan has left me tired. I’m going to turn in just after dinner. I need to be up bright and early tomorrow to have Ryan teach me how to take some for he measurements. I think that’s the only way I’m going to survive all this. I need to put some skin in the scientific game, so to speak.
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      I spent much of yesterday in the tropical zone with Ryan. Today we are spending our time working in the desert zone. Despite the bright sun and lack of shade in most of the area, I think I like this area the best. No humidity to speak of and lots of sun. I am really starting to like the sun.

      As we walked out to the edge of the Dome to start taking measurements, I asked Ryan if he thought my skin had darkened at all since we first entered the Dome. He tried to brush me off at first, not wanting to answer. I couldn’t blame him. This was not the type of question a reporter generally asks of someone they are writing about. But being the dogged reporter that I am, I kept pressing him. He eventually admitted that I did appear a little more tan than I did to start. That made me smile.

      The fact is, I have never been someone who was able to tan much. My skin usually had two shades, pale and sun burned. Some of that has been because I spend so much time indoors, working. But when I have ventured outside in the past, I have frequently forgotten sun screen. It is easy to forget considering I spend so little time outdoors. And given how the winters can be overcast much of the time, I’m usually not in the habit of using sun screen regularly. I simply don’t usually need to.

      But my time spent in the sun here in the Dome means I have needed my sun screen. And even with the added protection, I can feel the warmth of the sun’s rays on my skin. I really enjoy it. I will need to explore spending more time outdoors when I am done with all of this. After all, a reported does not need to be stuck inside all the time. And that goes for this reporter in particular.

      I haven’t shared with Ryan how I may have feelings for him. My plan is to keep that to myself. It would likely ruin our working relationship if I admitted the truth. However, despite me trying to hold back my own feelings, I am wondering if he is doing the same with me. Ryan feels more distant today. I don’t know the cause. I don’t want to pry, even though I am desperate to learn the answer.

      It’s entirely possible that we just spent so much time together yesterday that Ryan feels he needs some space. I would understand completely. There are interpersonal dynamics we will need to work around throughout our time here in the Dome. As much as we are two individuals with specific professional tasks and goals to complete while we are here, we also need to work as a team. If we have a fight, I don’t know what we will do. There is only one cabin. Will one of us have to sleep outside? I would hope it would not be me, since I don’t have much experience with such things. But I think it would be even better to avoid having a row like that. If we can continue to play nice, then I will be happy.
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        * * *

      

      Well, so much for keeping our feelings to ourselves. I might have let the cat out of the bag on that one. And I did it all without saying a word. But I should probably start at the beginning and keep tonight’s story linear.

      Ryan and I returned to the cabin for lunch and then we went right back out again to take more measurements. We spent all afternoon together, working. And it was hard work.

      By later afternoon, I had sweat through my top. It was wet everywhere, every square inch. However, we were really close to being done. Other than go back to the cabin to change clothes, I asked Ryan if he minded me just taking my top off and finishing the afternoon in my bra only.

      “I don’t mind,” he answered.

      So I did what I needed to do. I pulled off my top. Yes, I saw Ryan’s eyes on me. They practically zoomed in on my breasts. I can’t say that I am particularly well endowed, but Ryan is a man and I understand there are certain aspects of men that are hardwired, such as their excessive interest in women’s breasts.

      Although in this case, having Ryan look at me with a hint of lust in his eyes certainly turned me on. It felt good for the man I liked to look at me with sexual interest. He tried to hide it, but I could still tell he was interested.

      Nothing happened then. We continued working and I thought I had put it all out of my mind. I assumed Ryan had too.

      It was only afterwards, when we had returned to the cabin, that the situation went awry. Suffice it to say, I accidentally walked in on Ryan as he was fresh out of the shower. He was naked. I was still just wearing my bra for a top. I had planned to shower after him and clean myself up before I donned a new top for the rest of the night.

      Walking in on Ryan was a mistake. I want to emphasize that. I hadn’t meant for it to happen. And I certainly did not mean to do what happened next.

      The moment Ryan saw me, his cock started to rise. It was impossible to avoid noticing. There it was, sticking out from his body.

      I should have apologized and closed the door behind me. Instead, I saw his cock and then everything went blank. I still remember every moment of what happened, but it was like I had no conscious control of myself. I sank down to my knees and I gave Ryan a blowjob. That’s right, I sucked Ryan’s cock.

      Thinking back on it, I feel dirty for having done it. Ryan was my second when it comes to blowjobs. I did it once before with my college boyfriend. I say that to emphasize how unlike me that is. I’m not some slut that sucks any cock she can find. Even now, I can’t for the life of me figure out why I did it.

      And it was one of those things where Ryan stood there, stunned, as I began. What was he supposed to do? After a moment, he tried to resist my actions. He, and I’m paraphrasing, said, “You don’t have to do this.”

      I knew I didn’t. But that knowledge did nothing to stop me from continuing my shameful actions. I just kept going, giving the best blowjob that I knew how to give. And given my lack of experience and knowledge of the subject, it can’t have been that good. But it was good enough where Ryan did not physically resist me. As surprised as he was by my actions, much how I was surprised by my actions, he also did not have the ability to stop himself from enjoying it. And the truth was, I liked it too.

      This probably will never get printed, but I love the taste of Ryan’s cock. Coming straight out of the shower, he was nice and clean. The heat from the water and his own body seemed to encapsulate me, warming me and making me feel like everything was right with the world.

      There is no way I can allow this to happen again. Sex between us cannot be allowed. There was a reason we took those personality tests. We are supposed to be compatible to work together and not allow our relationship to go too far. Yes, I was thinking about asking Ryan out at the end of all of this, assuming he didn’t do that same to me first. However, going from wanting to ask a man out in four week’s time is completely different from blowing him after four days alone with him.

      Sadly, as I write this afterwards, I may have driven a wedge between us that may not be repairable. Ryan hasn’t said a word to me since he came in my mouth. Not that I was able to say anything before I swallowed down his seed. I let it sit in my mouth for several moments, enjoying the flavor of his cum. I never swallowed for my old boyfriend, but I certainly did for Ryan.

      Still, we’re going to need to talk about what happened eventually. I don’t think I can go 26 more days in silence as we try to ignore each other. Unfortunately, that conversation will have to wait. Ryan has turned in early. I don’t blame him. I guess I might as well go to sleep as well. There’s nothing else for me to do here right now.
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      Ryan has done his best to ignore me this morning. He was civil at breakfast, but I can tell that he is annoyed with me. Again, I can’t blame him.

      I desperately want to say that it wasn’t my fault that I dropped to my knees and sucked his cock last night. It hadn’t even been a compulsion last night. I had no desire to do it. My body simply reacted at the sight of Ryan’s cock and acted on its own. I was simply a passenger in the whole affair. Not that it is an affair. Both of us are single.

      Still, I didn’t feel like I was in control last night. The problem is, I don’t know how to explain that to Ryan. Who would believe me?

      And to be honest, as much as it felt like it was not my own actions directing me, I can’t deny that I liked it. I have been thinking of almost nothing else since last night. I went to sleep with visions of Ryan’s cock in my head. This morning, every time I caught sight of Ryan, even when he was fully clothed, I couldn’t help but think back to last night. I could be standing there, imagining Ryan’s cock, remembering how good it had tasted, and I would start to smile. It had been fun and arousing. Yes, thinking about me giving Ryan a blowjob turns me on.

      I’ve kept my distance from Ryan this morning. I’ve given him room to work and I have sat back and observed from a distance. Honestly, I don’t think that has helped matters. It’s not like he doesn’t know I’m watching him. I may not be observing him up close, but I wasn’t hiding in the trees.

      Ryan focused on the temperate zone today. As much as I like the sun in the desert area, the temperate area feels the most at home. The trees, the plants, even the birds, all are the kinds of plants and animals I would see outside the Dome in local parks as I drove by them.

      It’s actually nice to get an up close look at all the flora and fauna. Yes, I realize I could just drive outside the city into the woods and get the same experience, but that requires me to make the choice to do it. And being the city girl that I am, it would not be my first, or even top-10, choice. But here I am forced to do it, and I like it. If only I could share it with Ryan. That would make it all the better and memorable.

      Watching Ryan work from the distance, I can attest to his work ethic. He works and works and works, all without any chance at tangible reward. He has no idea if his research will amount to anything. I would find that frustrating, having no idea if the work I did mattered. I suppose it’s not that different from knowing whether anyone is reading this. For all I know, I am talking to an empty room. But I know I had a following before I came in here. I am confident people will read what I have to say here, especially if I keep talking about sex. As they say, sex sells.

      And in the case of Ryan, I feel that he needs a reward for all this hard work. That’s what last night really was for him. It was a reward. Yes, that’s what I’m going to tell myself. I did it as a reward for all his hard work. And I’m sure the continuation of those kinds of rewards would be a big boost to his morale. After all, he has been separated from his research partner for five days now and won’t see him again for more than three weeks. That must wear on a man. It would certainly wear on me.

      Okay, that’s enough sex talk for now. I’m clearly in a funny state wanting to use sex acts as a reward system for a man I’m reporting on. I’m thirsty anyway. Best take a break to refill my water bottle.
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        * * *

      

      This is really embarrassing, but I did it again. I’m just going to come right out and say it. For the second night in a row, I gave Ryan a blowjob.

      I don’t even understand how it happened. I returned early to the cabin, because I was getting hungry. I was making dinner when Ryan returned. He looked hot and sweaty. He had been working hard.

      There is a small table in our living room where we can eat. It’s also where I’m writing this right now. I busied myself cooking and Ryan sat down. He chugged the rest of his water and simply sat there, resting.

      “Working hard out there?” I asked, trying to make small talk. I figured it would be easier to bridge the gap between us again by starting small.

      “Yes, I might be too tired to even get in the shower,” he answered.

      I glanced over and saw the bulge in his shorts. My mouth salivated at the thought.

      I knew I couldn’t do it again. That would just make things too weird. And as I’ve said before, I’m not a slut. I never liked sucking cock before, even if it was something I very much enjoyed last night.

      I was able to constrain myself as I finished cooking. I put the food out on the table. Ryan thanked me before spooning some fo the macaroni casserole out onto his plate. This was another prepackaged meal. I’m not that great at cooking, but it still required some tending.

      I should have done the same. After all, I had started cooking specifically because I was hungry. But I didn’t do that. I didn’t even sit down in the other chair.

      Instead, I lowered myself to the floor and crawled underneath the table. Without any thought, my hands opened Ryans shorts and pulled out his cock. It wasn’t hard to start like last night. But that didn’t stop me from suckling gently on his cock.

      Admittedly, it didn’t take long before Ryan started to get hard. He would have had to be dead for me not to get a reaction out of him.

      The funny thing was I could hear Ryan eating above me. I could hear his fork clinking against the plate. I could even hear him chewing. And the whole time I was between his legs, sucking his cock.

      My eyes practically rolled up into the back of my head when Ryan finally shot his load into my mouth. The taste of his cum as it passed over my tongue was exquisite. I had no idea cum could taste this good. It almost made me wish I didn’t still need to eat dinner, because I hated the idea of washing the taste from my mouth with other food. Too bad I can’t live on cum alone. That would be amazing. Not that I could live on Ryan’s cum alone. I would need more men to suck off regularly to get my fill. That wouldn’t make me a slut, would it? Well, maybe a little bit. I could be a little cum slut.

      Why does that make me feel all warm inside? I really shouldn’t be thinking of myself as a slut, let alone a cum slut. But it feels good for some reason. Just like Ryan’s cum tastes good, I guess.

      I eventually rose from my place under the table and began to eat my dinner. It was disappointing compared to the first part of my meal. I think I will need to try and save my blowjobs for after dinner from now on, assuming Ryan is willing.

      Still, at least the mixing of the flavor of cum with the food made it taste slightly better. It could have been far worse. These meals aren’t the best, but being here for 30 days means fresh foods more difficult to work with. And it’s not like I’m some great cook.

      After we cleaned up from dinner, Ryan sat back and relaxed for a while. He eventually tried to strike up a conversation with me about his work.

      I had never realized before just how boring science can be. I mean, I understand it’s important, but why does it have to be so boring. I remembered back to the past few days when I was helping Ryan with his measurements. All I could think about it now was how bored I must have been. I honestly don’t know how I survived all that.

      No wonder I had taken up sucking Ryan’s cock. It might be slutty, but it was a lot more fun than listening to him prattle on about science and biology.

      “Are you even listening to me?” Ryan asked, his voice somewhere between annoyed and angry.

      “Um,” I started to say, trying to think of something that might placate him. “Sorry, I was thinking about your cock.”

      Ryan didn’t say anything. He simply got up in a huff and retired to the bedroom. He slammed the door behind him. It was only a moment later that I saw the light shining underneath the door turn off.

      I honestly don’t know what I said wrong. I much preferred thinking about Ryan’s cock than his science experiments. I’m sorry, dear readers, but it’s true. Sex is so much more fun to think about than some stupid science. Just don’t tell my bosses that. I don’t want to get fired.
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      I slept out in the living room. Ryan was mad at me and I didn’t want to wake him after he had fallen asleep last night. With the warm temperatures in the Dome, I only needed a light blanket to feel comfortable. And the little couch in the living room is perfectly sized for me to sleep on comfortably.

      As much as I didn’t want to have a fight with Ryan, that was clearly what last night was. It might not have been a yelling fight or a physical fight, but it was a fight nonetheless. I feel awful about it, because I know it’s my fault. I’ve just been acting weird lately.

      I know I’ve never been a big science person. If it weren’t for my supposed compatibility with Ryan, I never would have been chosen for this assignment. And now that I’m here, I find myself completely bored and all I seem to be able to think about is sex.

      And speaking of sex, I decided to try and made amends by waking Ryan up with a blowjob this morning. I really am starting to act like a slut, but whatever. I’m sure it’s just hormones and being stuck here with only one man for company. As soon as I am outside again, I’m sure I’ll return to normal.

      Anyway, I slid into the bedroom a little before I knew Ryan was set to get up. I had figured out he had a natural waking schedule and I made sure to be up just a little before that.

      Light was just starting to creep in through the cabin windows, illuminating Ryan’s sleeping form, including the slight tenting around his cock, his morning wood.

      And so I did what any cock hungry young reporter would do in the situation. I climbed into his bed and started sucking his cock.

      It was a great way to start my day. There was nothing quite as exciting, I was finding, to suck cock. This was something I maybe didn’t want to just have return to normal once my time inside the Dome was up. Then again, I would have to find a guy to regularly give blowjobs to. If it hasn’t shown, I’ve been single for a long time now. That college boyfriend I mentioned happens to have been my last boyfriend. And I didn’t graduate college yesterday. It has been a few years.

      It did not take long for Ryan to respond to my work between his legs. He began to groan his appreciation, even running his hands through my hair as I performed my work.

      When he shot his load, sending rope after rope of his hot white cum into my waiting mouth, I tried to hold all of him inside my mouth all at once. I did not want any of his cum to escape. I wanted to savor every moment, enjoying the taste for as long as possible.

      It was only after I finished the act that I started to notice something.

      “Um, Ryan,” I started to say. “Is your cock smaller or something? I thought I remembered it being bigger last night.”

      It turns out that was the wrong thing to say.

      “Get out,” Ryan shouted. He pushed me away and I did as he bid, leaving the bedroom.

      I walked out onto the little porch and sat down. At first I was mad at his reaction toward me. Why did he get mad at me like that after I had just done something nice for him, specifically waking him up with a blowjob? I thought guys were supposed to like that. I would love it if a guy ate me out first thing in the morning.

      However, it didn’t take me long to realize my mistake. I had never realized how sensitive men were about the size of their cocks. But I should have known better.

      That did not made what I said untrue, however. Ryan’s cock did seem smaller. It seemed substantially smaller than I remembered it being before. That seemed like the kind of thing to be worried about.

      Ryan interrupted my thoughts as he slammed open the front door of the cabin and stomped out. He didn’t even look at me as he went off to complete more of his work.

      I felt bad for causing further rift between us. I had meant to try and repair the rift from last night and instead I only made it worse. Just my luck.

      With Ryan off doing boring science things all day, I opted to go find a spot to catch some sun. I didn’t see the use in trying to follow Ryan around while he was mad at me. Further observations would have to wait until he had cooled off and I had apologized for my crass question.

      Rather than force myself to return to the cabin in the middle of the day for lunch, I packed a lunch ahead of time and then headed out into the desert area. I stripped down to my underwear, which honestly seemed a little tight on me, and drank a big swig of water before I laid out to enjoy the warming rays of the sun.

      I simply relaxed and cleared my mind as I laid there, alternating between resting on my back and on my front, so as to give myself proper coverage. I was going to finally get a proper tan even if it killed me.

      I laid there until the sun finally started to go down, only taking a short break to eat my picnic lunch.

      When I finally ventured back to the cabin, Ryan had already made dinner. The second half of the meal was sitting out waiting for me. As far as I could tell, Ryan had already turned in for the night. I didn’t want to bother him so I again opted to sleep on the couch.

      I am promising myself I won’t be making the same mistake I did this morning. No wake-up blowjobs from me. Ryan needs time to cool off and I’ll give him space until he does.
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      Ryan left before I had woken this morning. That meant he was up extra early, probably to avoid me if I tried to give him another wake-up blowjob. Not that I planned to do that, but he’s working really hard on avoiding me right now. Clearly, he is still angry.

      My day started much more normally, as far as I’m concerned. Obviously, that’s because I didn’t try anyone a blowjob. I took a shower and ate a bowl of oatmeal for breakfast. I just wore one of my night shirts while eating. Yes, I might have been exposed a little, not wearing any underwear, but I didn’t expect Ryan back anytime soon and sometimes a girl just needs some air.

      However, after a while I decided I needed to do something and going for a walk seemed like the best idea. I needed some exercise.

      There was, of course, a chance I could run into Ryan out there on one of the trails, but the Dome was big enough where that could be avoided. And if I did see him, I would greet him kindly and just keep walking. He might be avoiding me, but I could take the high road and treat him with respect if our paths happened to cross.

      The first problem with my plan came up when I was getting dressed to go out. My bra didn’t fit. I tried all of them. None of them fit. I remembered yesterday’s bra being a little tight, but I hadn’t expected that to continue or at least get substantially worse.

      “What the hell?” I asked as I held up one of the offending garments. It didn’t look like it has shrunk any. And they were definitely my size. Or were my size, I should say, because they clearly had stopped fitting me.

      I tried covering my breasts with the cups and could easily see how the bra would not fit. Somehow without noticing, I had grown.

      Now, first of all, I know how my body changes on a month-to-month basis. This isn’t normal for me. Second, I know that my diet has not radically changed since entering the Dome. I eat about the same amount each day, so this isn’t weight gain related to food intake. And my exercise habits are about the same, so that hasn’t changed either.

      It seemed like my breasts have grown and now none of my bras fit me anymore.

      I could have sat down and sulked at that thought. I certainly could have understood not wanting to go out for a walk now that I had no bras to wear. I had never had much that jiggled before, but if they truly were bigger, which they clearly seemed to be, then the jiggle was going to be even worse. And here I was wanting to exercise, compounding it all.

      “I don’t care,” I told myself as I debated what to do. “I want to go for a walk and that’s just what I’m going to do, bra or no bra.”

      With that decided, I found a tight top to wear, something that would give my breasts a little support and I walked out the door, excited to get my blood flowing.

      Not wearing a bra as I walked around the dome gave me some new experiences. It wasn’t just that my breasts jiggled when I moved. They bounced with each step. It was the kind of movement I had never really experienced before. I almost always wore a bra, except for when I slept. And exercise I did do was always performed while wearing a bra that significantly restricted the movement of my breasts.

      With all that in mind, I would have expected for the bouncing of my breasts to hurt my back. It was, after all, my back muscles that took the brunt of the force when my breasts bounced as they now did. However, that did not seem to be the case.

      If anything, feeling my nipples rub against the front of my top with every step gave me pleasure. I had never thought I had sensitive breasts or nipples, but that definitely seemed to be the  case now.

      After my walk I had to return to the cabin for some relief. Despite giving three blowjobs to Ryan, I had yet to cum myself. I quickly took care of that issue, using my fingers to get myself off. Luckily, I am well experienced in self pleasure. Without having a boyfriend for a long time, I have had to improvise, using masturbation as my only source of sexual pleasure.

      After lunch, I still seemed to have a lot of energy, so I went right back out and kept walking. I knew the longer I was out, the more likely I was going to run into Ryan, but I didn’t let that bother me. If he wanted to stay mad at me, that was his problem.

      And that was exactly what happened. On my afternoon walk I ran into Ryan, literally. I turned a blind corner at the same time he came from the other direction and we ran right into each other.

      “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I didn’t see you there.”

      “Maybe you should watch where you’re going,” Ryan spat. He was clearly still mad at me.

      “I was just out for a walk,” I said, explaining myself. “I’m going to keep going, if you’re all right.”

      “Just stay out of my way,” Ryan said.

      I continued on, leaving the seething Ryan behind. He still needed more time to cool off. I hadn’t realized my offense yesterday had caused him so much distress. Do guys think about their cocks that much where they hold onto their anger for this long? It seemed unhealthy.

      After my walk, I went back to the cabin. I’ll make dinner in a little bit, but I figured I should write something first. It has been an eventful day, even if it hasn’t actually been very busy.
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      I should start by filling you all in on what happened last night. Ryan and I had it out finally. He stomped into the cabin after working all day and immediately started yelling.

      To be honest, I couldn’t understand half of what he was going on about. Finally he calmed down enough where we could have a proper argument and clear the air.

      “Don’t go thinking you can go around acting all sexy, having your nipples poke through your shirt in some demented attempt to get me to forgive your strange behavior and dumbass comments,” Ryan shouted.

      “Are you still mad about yesterday morning?” I yelled back. “I’m sorry that I commented about your dick. I didn’t realize you were so sensitive about it. And for your information, the only reason I’m not wearing a bra today is because none of my bras seem to fit me anymore.”

      “So you’re telling me our run-in earlier wasn’t some attempt to get me to forgive you?”

      “I was out for a walk. I didn’t see you until we collided. Don’t go blaming me for blind corners on the paths around here. I didn’t build them. As I understand it, you’re one of the guys in charge around here. As far as I’m concerned, that was all your fault for bad design.”

      “Like that is likely,” Ryan continued shouting. “I never would have expected the great Genevieve Wilson to be a closet slut.”

      “Don’t call me a slut.”

      “You’ve sucked my cock three times since we’ve arrived and you’re running around without a bra. Do you have panties on? That would be all that was needed for me to know how much of a slut you are.”

      “Don’t call me a slut,” I repeated. “It’s not my fault your cock is shrinking.”

      Ryan closed the distance on me and pushed me up against the closed bedroom door.

      “Don’t you dare,” he breathed.

      I had never felt so afraid in my life. Ryan is bigger than me, so I knew I couldn’t win in an actual fight, especially when he had leverage over me. But a bit of quick thinking saved the day.

      I reached down and grabbed the doorknob. Just as Ryan put his weight against the door, I turned the knob and let his weight push the door open.

      We both went tumbling into the bedroom, with Ryan falling to the floor and me using the same doorknob to catch myself and keep my feet.

      Ryan looked up at me from the floor. I expected to see more anger at having bested him. I was ready to run if necessary. But something else came over me at the same time. As much as I wanted to run, I wanted something even more. I wanted to fuck.

      Sex would have been too basic a concept. I wanted to fuck. I wanted us to workout all our negative energy as we fucked each other hard and fast.

      “Do you want to keep yelling or do you want to fuck me,” I said, standing over the still fuming Ryan.

      Rather than pure hatred in his eyes, I saw anger and lust. It felt like a mirror of what I was feeling.

      “Get up and fuck me,” I said. “Show me how you use that cock of yours.”

      That seemed to fire up Ryan. He pushed himself up to his feet and once again pushed me up against the door. This time, however, he did not mean me ill will. He lowered his head and kissed me,  hard.

      Not only had been it been a long time since I last had sex, it had almost been as long since I last kissed a man. I could not remember ever feeling such heat from a man’s lips before.

      I melted into Ryan, letting him hold me against the door, pressing my body against his, as he kissed me deep. I kissed him back with passion.

      When Ryan broke the kiss, I looked up at him with a smirk. “Less kissing and more fucking,” I said. “I want you to fuck me hard.”

      Ryan didn’t need much more encouragement than that. He threw me onto the bed.

      I landed hard, but was unhurt. I looked back to see Ryan approaching me once again. He looked like a stalking lion or wolf, coming in for the kill. He pulled his shirt off, revealing a fit torso and strong arms.

      I scurried to remove my clothes, actually afraid Ryan might try to rip them off of me. As hot as that would be, I had a limited supply of clothes in the Dome and I did not want him to destroy one of my favorite tops I had brought with me.

      “On your hands and knees,” Ryan commanded once I was naked. He was in the middle of pulling off his pants.

      I dutifully did as commanded, turning over and pushing myself up onto my hands and knees, facing away from him. I knew Ryan would likely enjoy the look of my ass. It was probably my best feature, mainly because I usually spent my days sitting on it. A lot of my weight seemed to collect there.

      Ryan took hold of my hips and pulled me closer to him so that my feet dangled off the bed behind me.

      “Just the right height,” Ryan said before I felt him at my entrance.

      “Yes,” I wailed as he entered me. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me you tiny fucker.”

      I don’t know why I said what I did, but it was true. Ryan had been a normal sized guy, cock-wise, as far as I was aware when I first sucked his cock. A few days later, that was no longer the case. His cock had definitely gotten smaller. It didn’t stretch me as much as I knew it should have before.

      Still, size is not everything and Ryan was experienced enough not to let his size be an issue. He fucked me hard and fast. This was not a sensual love-making session. This was more like make-up sex. This was almost hate fucking. Ryan pistoned in and out of me, going hard and fast, just like I wanted him to.

      “I’m cumming,” Ryan called out, his anger used up in the act of fucking me.

      “Do it,” I cried out. “Cum in my pussy. Fill me up. Do it. I want to feel your seed inside of me.”

      Ryan released an animalistic grunt as he came, filling my pussy with his hot seed. Feeling him go off sent me off on my own orgasm. My arms gave out beneath me as my face fell into the bedding. I screamed out in pleasure as wave after wave of pleasure slowed through me.

      “Fuck, that was good,” Ryan finally said, his deflating cock still inside of me. He continued to hold me up by the hips. Otherwise, I very well might have collapsed, completely spent.

      “Damn,” I said. “I don’t remember sex being that good.”

      And that was the truth. It had been a long time for me, but I could not remember a time when I came so hard from such an act.

      “I’m sorry I was mad at you,” Ryan finally said. “Things are weird, that’s all. Something is happening that I don’t understand.”

      “I shouldn’t have asked you the question that I did,” I acceded. “I started it. And I’m not usually like this. Before that first blowjob, I’d only given one blowjob before and that was way back in college.”

      “I wouldn’t have known,” Ryan said. “You’ve been good. Best sex I’ve had, Best blowjobs I’ve had. Damn, why do we have to work together? I’d be dating you in a heartbeat.”

      I smiled as Ryan echoed my exact thoughts from before.

      “I think it’s a little late on that front, now that we’re having sex and all. Do you want to try not being weird around each other now? Maybe we let the sex stuff happen as it does. We can be work colleagues with benefits. After this is over we can decide if we want to try to change things up.”

      “You’re a smart woman,” Ryan said. “I’m sorry about calling you a slut before.”

      I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe being a slut isn’t all bad. If I wasn’t one, I wouldn’t do this.”

      I repositioned myself and took Ryan’s cock into my mouth. This wasn’t a blowjob. It was just me cleaning him up. He had some cum on the head of his cock. And of course it was covered in my juices too. That was something new for me. I had never actually tasted myself before.

      The lesson of last night was sex with Ryan is good. Also, I’m fine with being labeled a slut. It’s not like I’m going to leave the Dome and fuck any guy I see. I’ll have standards and relationship goals.

      I did wake Ryan up with a blowjob this morning though. That went much better than last time. My only complaint is the beds here aren’t really big enough for more than one person to sleep in them. I can honestly say I am not sleeping with Dr. Ryan Hunt.
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        * * *

      

      I’m sorry to all of my readers who were expecting lots of science talk. Instead all you’re getting is sex talk. This update is a little bit of both.

      Ryan and I talked this evening about his cock. That’s the sex part if you can’t tell. He admitted that he does seem to be smaller, which I agree with him on. Fully erect, he is not as big as he was the first time I blew him.

      He started taking measurements. We can measure the difference in inches. That’s how bad it’s gotten.

      Normally, this is where we would be taking Ryan to the doctor. The science should not come before his health. But Ryan is stubborn and he still thinks the science matters. I don’t really get it. We almost had another argument. And as much as I would like to get fucked again like last night, I don’t want to start another multi-day rift between us. We’re finally operating like a well-oiled machine and I want to keep it that way.

      So Ryan will keep up his measurements and I’ll keep sucking his shrinking cock. At the very least I wish we had access to the internet in here. All I can do is send stuff out. I could be looking up causes of shrinking dicks while Ryan works out in the field. But we’re not set up for that.

      Depending on what happens over the next three weeks or so, Ryan may be in the market for a doctor. Just want to put that out there in case anyone wants to volunteer. You could probably contact Dr. Alex Pierce about that. I’m sure he can arrange it. He might even call off the experiment from the outside and get Ryan help now. Who knows?

      Either way, I’m trying not to worry about it. And it’s not like I’m not undergoing some changes too. Although unlike Ryan, whose cock is getting smaller, it’s my tits that are getting bigger.

      Breasts are strange things. Men have a weird attraction to them. From an evolutionary standpoint, I understand, at least in theory. But women are equally strange about them. The jealousy some women experience, we’ll call it boob envy, is equally weird. I mean, breast augmentations would not be nearly as big a business if it weren’t for the women. It’s not like men force women to get boob jobs.

      What I’m trying to say here is that my personal growth is worrisome, but at the same time, I’m kind of proud. I know something could be wrong with me. Is it cancer related? But bigger boobs somehow give me validation of my womanhood, or something like that. I’m as feminist as they come, but I still like to look feminine. And bigger boobs seem to help with that.
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      First my bras stopped fitting. Now my panties don’t fit either. My hips and ass are too big for my panties. Luckily my pants still seem able to fit, but they are getting a bit tight. I always did prefer loose fitting pants, so that may be part of why they are still wearable.

      No underwear of any kind, it seems for me. That has made things interesting. Luckily, Ryan and I are much more open about our bodies now that we are both intimate and friendly.

      Before I discovered how I have outgrown my panties, I woke Ryan up with a blowjob. He didn’t let me finish though. Instead, he flipped me over, on to my back, and he fucked me. That was fun. And me getting to cum too made it much better.

      It was only after Ryan left this morning to get to work that I discovered that my panties don’t fit anymore. I knew they were getting tight, but I finally passed the point where they were tight and have reached the point where they simply don’t fit anymore.

      In some ways, it makes dressing easier. I don’t have to worry about wearing extra layers. It’s not like I need them to stay warm.

      And not wearing panties certainly makes sex easier. One less layer to remove, assuming I have a layer that needs removing when the deed begins. I’m usually ready to go whenever Ryan is.

      I’m really not sure what else to say. It’s another oddity living here in the dome. I’m getting bigger. Or at least I’m getting curvier. My waist doesn’t seem to have grown much, if at all. And with my bigger boobs and butt, I think it actually makes my waist look smaller. As long as we’re measuring Ryan’s cock, I might as well be taking my measurements. Not that I really knew my measurements before I started this assignment. But it’s never too late to start tracking. I’ll talk to Ryan about it later.
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        * * *

      

      It’s not just Ryan’s cock that is shrinking. He is shrinking too. I mean, Ryan is getting shorter.

      I honestly don’t understand it. Ryan was of average height when this started. I had too look up to look into his eyes. Technically I still do, but I just don’t have to look up as much as I used to.

      If I had to guess, he has dropped about two inches in height since we arrived. I honestly don’t understand how that’s supposed to happen. How does someone shrink that much?

      I understand that people shrink slightly as they age. That is normal and a part of growing old. I expect to lose some height in my future as my spine compresses and all of that. But Ryan is not old. He’s not even middle-aged by today’s standards. He’s a young professor at Thatcher College. Old enough to have a doctorate and be a professor, but not old enough where he is obviously a professor when walking on campus.

      But shrinking two inches in a little over a week is concerning. I tried talking to Ryan about it, but he doesn’t seem too worried. Or if he is, he is placing the science ahead of his own health.

      I guess I need to respect him for that. I might not actually care what all his experiments are for, but he surely does. That’s something I’ll need to pay attention to if our relationship continues outside the Dome. He views his work here as more important than his own health and probably anyone he is in a relationship with. That’s just something to be aware of going forward.

      At least the height change hasn’t been a reason for Ryan not to fuck me. We did it again, although his cock is barely doing it for me at this point. It’s getting to be so tiny. I was never a size queen. To be honest, I never cared about cock size before. I just didn’t realize there was a minimum size required for pleasure. Oh well. At least I can still give him blowjobs, even if I don’t need to worry about my gag reflex. I can get his whole cock in my mouth without using my throat.

      Blowjobs are fun.
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      Ryan is officially too small for sex now. His cock shrunk more over night. It’s still there and is obviously a cock, but he can’t penetrate me like I need him to. So that sucks. I’m going to need to find a replacement for his cock, because I can’t go without for another 20 days.

      I don’t know what it is about me, but in addition to my growing tits and ass, I’m horny all the time now. I seriously don’t understand how I went years without sex before fucking Ryan a few days ago. It boggles my mind.

      It doesn’t help that walking around without a bra or panties on turns my thoughts toward more sexual ideas. Whenever my tits bounce, I can’t help but think what Ryan sees when they do that. I honestly think the best porn I could watch right now is just video of me walking around braless. Even my tightest and most supporting tops can’t handle my new assets.

      The funny thing is I am really enjoying the increase in size. For the first time ever I feel like I have cleavage worthy of showing off. There have been a few times now when Ryan has caught me tugging down on the neckline of my tops. I don’t even realize I’m doing it most of the time. It’s like my hands move on autopilot and do it for me.

      It has been fun watching Ryan talk to my tits more and more often. He has a hard time looking me in the eyes when he talks to me. I should probably be angry about that, but I can’t seem to bring myself to be angry.

      Instead, Ryan’s roving eyes only make me want to show off more for him. Seeing his eyes drift down to my tits makes me want to smile.

      And the crazy thing is how they are still growing. It’s three days after I first discovered my bras don’t fit anymore. I’ve wondered if there is something in the food making this happen, but I looked at the ingredients list and nothing stands out as weird. I have at least heard of everything listed on the packaging, even if I’m not intimately familiar with the various chemical additives.

      I’ve started playing with my tits when Ryan isn’t around. Without a bra, all I have to do is slip heads up underneath my top and there they are to play with. My nipples are exceptionally sensitive. After Ryan left to go work, I stayed back and started playing with my nipples. I almost came from my nipples alone. I can’t say I can complain about that.

      However, the added sensitivity has its drawbacks. Anytime I’m wearing a top, the way the fabric rubs against my nipples ramps up my arousal. I honestly don’t know how horny I would get if I walked out to see Ryan for lunch. I might be begging him to bring me to orgasm when I finally found him.

      With all this sex talk, I’m kind of sad that Ryan isn’t big enough for me anymore. He’s finally starting to open up about the truth, how he is shrinking all over. Even his muscles are starting to atrophy a little. He no longer looks like the big strong man he once was. There are actually times when I look at him and think I see a woman instead.

      I usually just shake my head and push those thoughts aside, but it’s still strange.
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        * * *

      

      I found a replacement for Ryans’ cock.

      No, there is not another man here in the Dome. It is just the two of us. However, I found a tree that grows fruit shaped like cocks.

      I was out for a walk this afternoon when I stumbled across the tree. I probably saw it before, but the fruit was less noticeable then. The bunch of cock shaped fruit hang down from its branches. They fall to nearly eye level now.

      The tree is in the tropical area, which is my least favorite zone to visit, because of the humidity. However, I can’t spend all my time in the other two areas. It is important that I stay apprised of everything that happens inside the Dome, including the tropical area.

      As I said, I was walking around and much like I ran into Ryan the other day, I got a face full of cock as I ran into the hanging fruit from what I’m going to call the cock tree. I will have to remember to ask Ryan about the tree later. He will probably know what it’s called. Not that the name matters when its fruit make up for the lack of a dildo in the Dome.

      A girl has needs. I didn’t bring a dildo with me. In hindsight, that was a big mistake. But now it doesn’t matter so much.

      When I found the cock tree, I very nearly just pulled off one of the fruits and pulled down my pants to start fucking myself, but I’m not that far gone yet. I started by going off to find Ryan first. I wanted to know if the fruit was safe.

      Finding Ryan wasn’t that hard. He thankfully gave me the go-ahead to use the fruit however I wanted, but he warned me it wouldn’t taste very good. That’s okay, I guess. I wasn’t planning to eat it. Although I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to practice my blowjob skills on it. That’s something I don’t want to give up. I’ve decided I like sucking cock.

      With permission granted, I returned to the tropical area to pick myself a dildo. There was one problem though. I couldn’t remember where the cock tree was.

      I wandered around for what felt like hours. To be honest, I have no idea how long it really was. I’ve kind of stopped wearing my watch. I stopped after my last tanning session, not wanting to get a watch tan. After I took it off, I just didn’t put it back on again.

      One would think I would have gotten the hang of where everything is here. There are only so many paths to follow. I should be able to remember where they all go. But as hard as I try, it’s so easy to get lost.

      I did eventually find the tree. Like before, I rounded a corner and then boom, I got a face full of cock fruit. The idea of getting smothered in cock like that made me laugh. It was absurd, yet hilarious.

      I picked two fruit, wanting a backup in case something happened to the first. I didn’t know when I would find the tree again if I needed to.

      I wasted no time in returning to the cabin with my new toys in hand. As soon as I was inside, I shucked off my pants, sat down on my bed and went right to work. I was already soaking wet. The natural dildo slid right in without any need for hesitation.

      “That’s what I needed,” I moaned as I began to fuck myself with the dildo.

      Just the sensation of getting filled brought a strange kind of calmness to my mind. It was relaxing, allowing me to clear my head.

      Clearing my head gave me a chance to appreciate how good I felt. My body may have been changing, it may have been sexually supercharged, but it felt amazing. I loved feeling this good. My whole body hummed with orgasmic pleasure. I had been set alight with sexual electricity and I never wanted that feeling to go away. It was like a drug high and I already knew I was hopelessly addicted.

      When Ryan returned from working, I had just finished off a mother orgasm. I had lost count of how many it had been when I ran out of fingers to count on. I forgot I could use my toes for counting too.

      My mind was just a bunch of mush. I had fucked myself stupid, at least temporarily. The important part was that I forgot about making dinner. Not that I had promised such. Ryan and I had not defined our roles in that regard.

      When Ryan found me, I had relieved myself of the rest of my clothes. As he was changing out of his sweaty work clothes, I beckoned him toward me.

      I laid back on my bed, letting my head hang off the edge, looking at Ryan upside down. My dildo had yet to leave my pussy. I continued to pump it as I opened my mouth and reached my tongue out to what was left of Ryan’s cock.

      He might have been too small to fuck me, but I could still lick him and suck him until he came. That was what I was good at. I was good at getting people to cum.

      Ryan didn’t take long. He was already hard when I started. Apparently he had been thinking about me since I left him after asking him about the cock tree. It’s not really called that, but that’s what I like to think of it as. He had been fantasizing about me for the rest of the day.

      I couldn’t blame him. I’d be fantasizing about me too if I were in his shoes. I might not be the most attractive woman in the world, but I made up for it with enthusiasm. And my body was changing. There was no doubt I was getting sexier.

      The best part about this position was Ryan reaching out and playing with my boobs. They had grown into nice handfuls. They were perfect to play with while I was on my back sucking Ryan’s cock.

      And when paired with continuing to thrust the dildo in and out of my pussy, I was just about in a perfect world. I had cock in my pussy and in my mouth and I had Ryan driving me wild by playing with my tits.

      My umpteenth orgasm came as Ryan unloaded in my mouth. His cock may have gotten smaller, but his cum was no less delicious. I really wished I could have just lived off his sperm. I would have happily eaten three square meals of it per day. It tasted so good.

      Once Ryan was finally spent, he left me to take a shower. Taking the hint, I finally pulled myself away from my bed. I left the dildo on the night stand in a puddle of my juices. I would clean it off later. I quickly donned my top again, although I left the pants off. I was too wet and I would only leave a big wet patch. I found an apron for modesty’s sake instead.

      Now that I know my needs will be met here in the Dome, I can focus on my writing and on satisfying Ryan’s changing needs. I’m still perplexed by the changes to his body, but I will adapt however is necessary.
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      I’m having a hard time calling what I do with Ryan a blowjob anymore. His cock keeps getting smaller. I haven’t stopped, but it’s more like licking him now than sucking.

      Licking him is fun though, regardless of how big he is. His balls are fun to play with too. Ryan seems to like that almost as much as me licking his cock.

      Of course, Ryan’s balls seem to be doing the same thing that his cock is. They are shrinking. They were too big to fit them both in my mouth at once before. Now, it’s easy. That only seems to heighten the pleasure for Ryan, me sucking on his balls. He likes that a lot. I make sure to give both as much love as I can when I am pleasuring him.

      After I woke Ryan up with my mouth this morning, he ended up having a bit of a freak-out. I think it finally sunk in how he could lose his cock if this continues. I have no idea the cause or what the final result will be, but he is definitely changing and won’t be the same man he was going in when we finally leave here.

      Then again, I won’t be the same woman either. My tits and ass continue to grow. I think my hips are too, but they seem simply to be growing to maintain some balance in my figure. I am definitely pushing an hourglass shape now. My waist has not changed dramatically in the last few days.

      But back to Ryan. He freaked out and rushed out of the cabin with a piece of toast in his mouth. He nearly forgot to pick up his equipment on the way out. Ryan only just remembered as he was in the doorway. He stopped, reached back and picked it toolkit up and then was gone.

      It’s clear that Ryan’s coping mechanism is to work. Whenever he is upset he either loses himself in his work or he goes to bed. The latter only seems to happen when it is already late. After all, we are rather dependent on the sun here in the Dome, as strange as that is to say. We have lights here in the cabin, but the rest of the Dome lacks lighting at night. That prevents Ryan from working off his anger or anxiety at night. Hence, he goes to bed early.

      If I had to place a bet, I would guess Ryan has reached his breaking point. I have a feeling he will call off his experiments and have us both submit to getting tested by doctors.

      I can’t say I blame him. His changing body is concerning.

      My body should be a of concern too, what with how my boobs are growing. The problem is, I have a hard time caring about the sudden change. I think I look great this way. I’ve never had big boobs before. I’m still working toward that size, but I’m getting there. If things keep progressing as they are, I imagine I won’t be able to see my feet when I look down pretty soon.

      It’s weird, because I remember a time when I looked down on women who had large breasts, especially when they were fake. I didn’t understand the appeal. I kept those feelings to myself when working my job. There was one woman I interviewed a couple years ago who had large breasts. They were probably implants given their size and roundness. I couldn’t be sure.

      I couldn’t believe she wanted to look that way. In my mind, she looked absolutely ridiculous. I wanted to shake some sense into her during the interview. It was hard for me to look her in the eye. I’ve never been someone who liked looking at other women, but I had the hardest time not getting drawn into her cleavage.

      I maintained my professionalism, but I had a hard time not asking her why. I wanted to know why she would alter her body so. Was she trying to appeal to a man. That seemed like the worst thing she could do.

      And yet here I am with growing breasts and I am proud of them. I do have to admit I think I look better with bigger boobs. It won’t be long until they’ll be in the big tits category. There’s a part of me that can’t wait for that.

      To me, that is the strangest part. I know I’m changing, but I have a hard time caring. My feminist ideal feels like it’s being replaced with a feminine ideal. I used to think those were two opposing concepts, but not anymore. Maybe they’re more like to sides of a coin, but I can’t seem to explain why.

      With Ryan freaking out and busying himself with his work, I opted to spend another day out in the sun. And since I don’t have any fitting bras or panties to wear, that means when I make it out to my sun spot, I’m going to sunbathe in the nude. I almost wish my readers could come and join me. I am certain they would enjoy the show.
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      Ryan is still feverishly working all the time. Clearly he continues to be disturbed by the changes to his body. He wouldn’t even let me lick him off last night to this morning. It’s just work, work, and more work with him right now.

      With him working, I have decided to change up my life here in the Dome a little. With the constant temperature here, and it being generally warmer than what I am used to on the outside, I have decided I need more shorts.

      I spent my day with a pair of scissors turning all of my pants into cutoff shorts.

      The truth was, in addition to heat being a factor, my pants were not fitting as well as they used to. The once loose legs are now getting tight around my thighs. They seem to be growing some too.

      I also figured shorts might give my ass a little room to expand into, since my ass continues to get a little bigger each day.

      It’s funny because I never considered the cutoff shorts look to be particularly good. I especially hated how women would cut the fabric to make the shorts as scandalous as possible. The irony is here I am doing exactly that.

      I should probably explain that I did not bring 30 pairs of clothes into the Dome with me. I do have to do some laundry. However, since we weren’t going to be on the move the whole time, I did bring more clothes than I normally would have. I wanted to make sure I had clothing to match every activity I might perform here in the Dome.

      The thing I wish I had most was a bikini. I never imagined I would need one when I packed, but I wasn’t counting on my tits growing bigger or my ass expanding. A bikini would have been perfect. I could still kind of wear a bra and panties.

      Since I packed far more than I probably needed, that means I have lots of pants I can cut up to turn into shorts. I can’t believe I didn’t bring shorts with me. That is something else I regret in hindsight. However, to be honest, none of my shorts at home would be able to do what I wanted these cutoffs to do.

      Yes, sex is definitely on my mind as I make these. I want to better highlight my ass. I already have some tops that will showcase my tits, but I want Ryan to look at me as more than just a hot pair of tits. I want him to see that I have the whole package, just in case he forgot.

      Yes, sex continues to dominate my mind. It doesn’t help that all I seem to do in here all day is fuck myself with the cock fruit dildos. Of course my mind is going to latch onto things that increase my depravity. I’m conditioning myself. I know that. I just can’t stop myself.

      And so that brings me back to my new shorts. I started conservative, cutting off the pants legs on the first pair to relatively match my shorts at home. I wanted to see how they looked to start.

      “Too long,” I told myself as I tried on that first pair. Luckily, I could always cut more fabric off.

      The second fitting was better, but as I stood there modeling the shorts in front of the mirror, three words continued to flow though my head. “Still too long.”

      They say the third time is the charm and this time they were right. After a third alteration to my newest pair of shorts, I was finally satisfied.

      Admittedly, my ass kind of hangs out the bottom of them, but that is kind of the point. And with my ass continuing to grow, I need a place for it to expand into. I have no doubt these shorts will be obscene by some people when I am done growing, but that’s their problem, not mine.

      I think they look sexy. I hope Ryan likes them. His opinion on these matters is important to me, even if he is preoccupied with his own bodily changes.

      There are times when I wonder if the mass he is losing is going into me. I don’t know how that would happen, but it would be one possible explanation for how the two of us are changing. I will try and remember to ask Ryan about that later.

      The rest of my pants got the same cutoffs treatment that my first pair did. Now I couldn’t wear any pants even if I wanted to.
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      Ryan and I tried to have sex one last time. His cock continues to shrink, but he wanted to give it another go.

      I think his decision was mostly to try and prove his manhood. Not that I have any doubt of who he is. It’s more about what he thinks of himself. He needs a morale boost.

      Unfortunately, Ryan’s sex attempt didn’t go well. I couldn’t really feel him inside of me. I mean, I could a little, but it wasn’t enough to get me off.

      It wasn’t enough to get him off either. As hard as he tried, he just couldn’t cum.

      Ryan eventually gave up. I turned around and licked him to orgasm, but even that was tame by his standards. He barely produced in cum. It was still plenty tasty.

      Ryan’s taste has changed too. His cum started out with a musky flavor that I couldn’t describe. It tasted like the embodiment of a man. It doesn’t make me think of manliness anymore. Instead, it makes me think of strawberries.

      I don’t understand the connection, but I certainly do like strawberries. I would happily eat Ryan’s cum all day. And the flavor change almost makes me think I’m eating something completely healthy and nutritious.

      Ryan was hard to console after our failed attempt at sex. He left to go work again.

      I considered following him. I’ve basically given up on shadowing him to learn more about his work. Science is just too boring for me to put in an effort. I feel bad about getting paid to write about the science happening here in the Dome and then ignoring it. It’s easier to just ignore it and focus on cumming instead. That is a lot more fun, especially with the cock tree fruit dildos.

      I will need to think about what I can do for Ryan between sessions with my dildo. I sometimes find it easier to think when I have something filling my pussy.
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        * * *

      

      I figured out how to raise Ryan’s morale. I spent all day fucking myself and trying to think. Sometimes I question whether all the sex stuff is really helping me think, but it did this time.

      To help Ryan, I gave him a mini-fashion show. After all, he hadn’t seen me wear all my new shorts. I even kind of turned one baggy pair of pants into a skirt. And since I can’t wear underwear, the skirt is super revealing.

      Ryan definitely liked watching me waltz around the living room in my new shorts. I made sure to pair each set with either a matching top or a contrasting top. Ryan even cheered when I came up close to him, turned away from him and bent down to touch the floor, keeping my legs straight. That action kept my ass and bare pussy pointing in his direction.

      When it came time to showing him my skirt, which I had saved for last, Ryan smacked my bare ass when I bent over. There was no way the short little skirt could hope to preserve my modesty.

      I’m sure there was once a part of me that would never have considered showing Ryan my bare ass and pussy like that, but that doesn’t sound like fun anymore. And since Ryan and I are sexually intimate, I know he’s already seen everything I have. I have no issues showing off my assets to him like that.

      After he smacked me on the ass, I stopped the show, getting down on my knees and crawling between Ryan’s legs. He might be too small to fuck me, but I could still use my mouth, especially my tongue.

      I used deft hands to release Ryan’s dwindling manhood from his pants. His little nubbin was hard, a clear sign that he enjoyed my fashion show for him. With careful ministrations, I took his cock into my mouth and gently sucked on it like a straw. Then I began to lick, running my tongue anywhere it took to elicit a pleasurable groan from him.

      Ryan ran his hands through my hair. It was growing faster than I had thought possible. We hadn’t even reached halfway and it already looked like I was ready for my monthly trim. Not that I particularly cared to have it cut. I was starting to think I looked good with long hair.

      It didn’t take much for Ryan to cum. He seemed to have developed a hair trigger. Not that I was complaining. I liked his taste too much to be concerned with how long it took for him to give it to me.

      I greedily swallowed down Ryan’s seed, savoring every drop has it slid across my tongue. He definitely tasted like strawberries now.

      Come to think of it, so do I. I’ve been using my mouth to clean off the cock fruit I’ve been fucking myself with. My juices make me think of strawberries too. That’s kind of cool. It’s probably a coincidence though.

      After Ryan was done, he decided to reward me by using one of the cock fruits on me. I got onto my hands and knees and Ryan came up behind me and pushed the head of the cock fruit into my pussy.

      I screamed out in pleasure. This was what I needed. And as much fun as it was to fuck myself, it was so much better to have someone else doing it. Too bad we didn’t have a strap-on cock fruit, because that would have been amazing for Ryan to actually be able to fuck me with it.

      Still, I’m not complaining about Ryan using his hands. Just having someone else do it is great. When it’s just me, I already know what I’m going to do. With Ryan there is a layer of spontaneity that I can’t replicate on my own.

      After the fashion show and the oral sex, I was already worked up. It was not long before Ryan had me begging, waiting to cum.

      “Please let me cum,” I wailed, desperate for release. In that moment I couldn’t think of anything I had ever needed more. All those essentials like shelter, food, water and whatnot were unimportant when faced with my need to cum.

      “My god,” Ryan said. Was his voice higher pitched? I couldn’t tell right then. “You are such a slut. I want to hear you say it. Say you’re a slut. Do that and I’ll let you cum.”

      I was desperate. I would have said anything for the chance to finally cum. But the truth was, I had little doubt at this point that I was a slut. My whole life now seemed to revolve around sex. Since I wasn’t following Ryan around when he was working, I spent my free time fucking myself. That’s not what a non-slut does.

      “I’m a slut,” I called out. “I’m a fucking slut.”

      And with that, Ryan pushed my buttons, driving me over the edge.

      My arms gave out as the biggest orgasm of my life rocked through me. My whole body quaked as all of my pent up sexual energy released all at once, shaking me to my core. I screamed out in pleasure, my words unintelligible. My brain was fried, overcome with the endorphins of my latest climax.

      My recovery took nearly half an hour. The whole time I simply sat there, huddled on the floor, my skirt up around my waist, my top somehow scrunched up above my tits. None of that mattered.

      Ryan could have yelled fire and I would have continued laying there. That orgasm has wrecked me. I felt as if a wrecking ball had slammed into me, but instead of pain, there was only pleasure.

      When I finally started to snap out of it, I found Ryan had picked me up and deposited me on the couch. He had covered me in a blanket, but my clothes remained disheveled. But even then, I was in no condition to do anything but lay there and watch Ryan as he prepared our dinner.

      “That was,” Ryan started to say once he saw I was alert. “That was something else. I’ve never seen anyone cum like that before.”

      “We should do that again sometime,” I answered, my mind already drifting off into a fantasy of what next time might be like.

      We didn’t get to do it again that night, but Ryan had opened up a whole new sexual world to me. I had an orgasm that I would forever more be chasing to experience again.
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      There’s not much to say today. Ryan spent all day working. I spent much of my day practicing blowjob with the cock fruit.

      I know it’s strange to think about, since I don’t need to worry about blowjobs anymore. Ryan is too small to really do that, but I think I’ve said before, blowjobs are something I want to be good enough at where I’m kind of known for them.

      I know that’s really slutty to say. I never had considered wanting to be known for my blowjobs. That would mean I have a reputation. Men would seek me out for my skills. As frightening as that is, it also turns me on.

      I did go and visit Ryan for lunch today. I packed him a little lunch that he could eat while I spent my time between his knees.

      That was actually what prompted the practice session. I realized if I wanted to keep my skills up, I was going to need to practice.

      So after I left Ryan this afternoon, I picked a fresh cock fruit from the cock tree and set myself a goal. I wanted to take the entire cock fruit into my mouth and throat so I could close my lips and not have it be visible.

      Now I should start by saying that the cock fruits are big. They are bigger than an average man. But I’m not about average. My whole life I’ve been trying to be better than average.

      As a reporter, I wanted to be one of the best. I wanted to report on the biggest events, dig deep and get the most important news, write cleaner copy than anyone else in the news room. I wanted my editor to look at my work and simply say, “Print it.”

      As a slut though, I want to be the biggest slut I can be. I want to take the biggest cocks. I want to be more depraved, more cock hungry, with less inhibitions than other sluts. I want anyone who sees me walking down the street with my big tits and wide ass to know what I am without even having to think about it. I want to be judged for being slutty.

      I know that’s a weird thing to be proud of, but that’s where I’m at. My body looks slutty so I might as well embrace it. After all, being a slut is kind of fun.

      It was a good thing I wasn’t wearing mascara this afternoon. That’s actually something I’m going to have to learn how to do on the outside when this is all over. I have never been good with makeup, but that’s kind of part of the slutty look. I am loathe to admit that I didn’t actually bring any with me into the Dome. I have makeup at home, but not here with me and that makes me sad.

      In this case, however, it was good I wasn’t wearing any, because it would have just run down my face. Removing my gag reflex was hard work and there were tears. I couldn’t help it.

      But it was all worth it in the end. I wish I could attach a picture to this, because I snapped a photo of me sitting there with my throat bulging with the cock fruit and my mouth closed around the end. I did it.

      It was hard to hold my breath like that, but it was worth it. I can’t wait to show Ryan my achievement. He won’t be able to take advantage, but I still think he will be proud of me. At the very least, it should turn him on enough so that I can drink some of his yummy cum.

      Speaking of Ryan, I expect him back soon. I should finish this up so I can start on dinner. It only seems fair that I make him dinner as often as possible given how hard he works. And it’s a good thing these prepackaged meals are easy to make. We would be screwed if I had to cook for us every night from scratch.

      Before I sign off, it’s hard to imagine that after tomorrow Ryan and I will be halfway through this.
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      I have two updates to make today, so I’ll start with an update about Ryan. He’s growing breasts.

      I figured I would come right out and say it. There’s no use trying to avoid saying it.

      I was the one who noticed it this morning. Ryan climbed out of bed and his chest jiggled. I saw it.

      Now I can understand some confusion on this point. It’s been a few days since I updated everyone on some of Ryan’s physical changes. Obviously, his cock keeps shrinking. It’s barely a cock anymore. I looks more like a clit, if I’m honest.

      But other aspects of Ryan’s body have changed. He has continued to shrink in height. He’s my height now and his overall body shape is much more feminine than it used to be. He really doesn’t look like a man that much.

      I actually think he could look pretty sexy as a woman. The whole look is helped by his long hair. It wasn’t long when we arrived, but his hair has been growing even faster than mine has. If he doesn’t cut it before we leave, it might be down to his ass by the time we are finished here.

      And now to help with his feminized look are a pair of budding breasts on Ryan’s chest. They aren’t big, at least not yet. But they’re cute.

      I told Ryan he would have to start wearing a bra, but he got mad at me. I don’t think he wants to believe that he has breasts now. I can’t blame him. His body has changed so much. He went from attractive man to an almost attractive almost woman. That’s a lot to take in and mentally overcome.

      Speaking of cumming, Ryan couldn’t today. I licked him the best I could, but he just couldn’t do it this morning. Maybe it has something to do with his mental state. I had already pointed out his little boobs by then.

      At least we know we have a set of bras for him to wear should he agree to it. He looks to be about my size from before I arrived. Of course, if he keeps growing like I have, he won’t be able to wear my bras for long. It was less than a week for me before I had to start going braless.

      I wonder if Ryan is scared of my old bras. I know guys can find them intimidating. The rush to get them off a woman, the difficulties of doing so one-handed. That has to weigh on his mind too. And now he has to wear them like a woman. That’s got to be scary.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Since we started to get into me at the end of that last bit, I decided to start my own section all about me today. My tits continue to grow and at this point I really think tits is the best word for them. I’m big.

      I’m so big, I can no longer see my feet and toes when I look down from a standing position. It certainly makes walking a little bit more of an adventure. I’ve already tripped twice today. Neither time was bad. I caught myself. I just couldn’t see me feet when I was walking and that made it easy to trip.

      I never before realized how much of the world a woman’s tits can cut her off from. I feel like there is a shelf sticking off my chest that blocks my view. Of course, that shelf is my tits.

      As I’ve said before, I’ve never been that big before. So that means this big tits thing is new to me. I don’t know how to move with them. Everyday they are a little bit bigger.

      I would have thought growing tits like these would feel heavy. I definitely feel their weight, but they don’t feel heavy. As I said, I can feel them and their weight almost makes me feel better about them. I can’t even begin to explain why.

      I would have thought big tits like mine would sag. Gravity does its thing and always wins out in the end. Maybe that will happen, but I haven’t noticed them making their way south yet. And all that is without wearing a bra to help keep them secured and lifted.

      But my tits are saggy. They are perkier than my original boobs. They aren’t big and round like fake tits, but they have a nice tear drop shape to them. With how perky they are right now, I think most people would think I have implants. There’s no other way to explain it. They defy gravity just a little too much. But let me tell you, these babies are completely natural. Once someone gets their hands on them, they’ll know the truth like I do.

      Why does the idea of someone verifying the realness of my tits turn me on so much? The idea of them groping me, squeezing my tits, turns me on so much right now. I’m squeezing my thighs together, trying to keep my hands out from between my legs. Or worse, I could grab another cock fruit and just stuff it inside me.

      I’ve done that before. I’ve written to you all while I was stuffed with a dildo. Does that turn you on like it does me? Fuck, all I want to do right now is fuck. I’m just a big-titted slut now. I honestly don’t know if I can go back to work after all of this. Maybe I’ll need to go through some sort of detox or sex addiction program, because I can barely think about non-sexy stuff these days. Science is completely foreign to me now. Hell, I don’t even remember AP Style anymore.

      I mean, I guess I could relearn all that, but I’m having a hard time wanting to. Lounging around wearing almost nothing while guys with big cocks come and fuck me sounds like much more fun.

      I’m sorry, that’s just a fantasy that’s been rolling around in my head sometimes. To everyone reading this, I love my reporter job and I plan to cum back to it when all this is over.

      In the meantime, I’m going to try to adapt to life without being able to see things like my feet., Maybe when I’m done I’ll be so big that I can’t even see my knees when I sit down. That’s a scary thought, but it’s also super hot.
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      Remember that fantasy I talked about at the end of yesterday’s entry about me. I lived part of it today. I spent the entire day naked. Not once did I put on any clothes. It was amazing.

      There’s no one here but Ryan to complain, and he’s not about to complain about me showing off my sexy and slutty body. So I started the day naked and simply didn’t bother putting clothes on.

      The first part of my morning was helping Ryan get ready to go out and work. His boobs continue to grow and there was no way he could get away without a bra anymore. Luckily, we have mine for him to wear.

      It was funny teaching Ryan how to put on and take off a bra. He had never worn one and he had certainly never taken one off when he was wearing it.

      Ryan was a little later than usual getting out the door this morning. First we spent some time practicing with the bra. He’s still not quite as big as I was when I first wore it, but that’s okay. I’m sure he’ll grow into it soon. Then he’ll grow out of it, but by then I expect he will be more comfortable having boobs.

      Seeing him wearing a bra made him look so sexy. I couldn’t help myself but lick him for a bit. His cock and balls are smaller than ever. He still couldn’t cum, but he enjoyed my work anyway. I certainly enjoyed it. I’ve got to keep my skills up and Ryan is the only person I can practice on here.

      After I sent Ryan out to do his work, I took my time getting ready to spend the day in the sun. That was what I decided to do with my day, seeing how I didn’t really feel like getting dressed. Sometimes naked days are needed.

      It was refreshing walking around through the Dome in my birthday suit. I carried a blanket and a picnic basket with me. On my way to my sunning spot, I swung by the area Ryan was working to invite him to spend his lunch time with me.

      His eyes got wide when he saw me walking down the path toward him in the nude. I simply smiled and giggled a little. He could be so cute sometimes.

      He agreed to meet me for lunch and then I made my way to my favorite place to catch a few rays.

      Given that I had taken to sunbathing in the nude, I had to be extra careful with the sunscreen. Total coverage was required. Luckily I had a system worked out, including a special sponge on a rod to reach the areas on my back that my hands could not. Ryan would be available to help me reapply the lotion at lunch time.

      From there, I set out a blanket, laid out and closed my eyes, enjoying the warmth of the sun fill my body.

      I did discover that laying on my stomach with big tits is not nearly as comfortable as laying on my back is. I’ve always been someone who sleeps on their side or back, but I also never had enough in the boob department to make it difficult to be on my front. I made it work, but it was not nearly as comfortable as it used to be. Oh the sacrifices we sluts have to make.

      Big tits are definitely worth it though. I’m really starting to like them. My tits are so much more sensitive than they used to be. And with them being bigger, there is more sensitive flesh to enjoy. Then there’s simply how they look on me. I’ve never felt so feminine and attractive as I do looking at my naked body in the mirror in profile. That’s when their size really becomes noticeable.

      Ryan eventually joined me for lunch. He was appreciative of having his lunch made for him. And he didn’t mind helping me reapply my sun screen so I could continue my sun bathing. I offered to thank him with my mouth, but he left before I had a chance to make good on my offer. I guess he had a lot of work to do still.

      With Ryan gone, I went back to relaxing and soaking up the sun’s rays. I cleared my mind and literally thought of nothing. It was only when the alarm I set for myself went off that I used my brain. And all I did was turn over to get some sun on my other side.

      When my time in the sun was over, I picked up my blanket and the picnic basket and returned to the cabin. I cooked dinner for Ryan, even though he wasn’t back from working yet. I still didn’t bother with clothes. I didn’t even bother with an apron, because the risk of splashing something hot on me was really low.

      Ryan still isn’t back, actually. I left dinner out for him and am writing this before I turn in for the night. Sun bathing is relaxing, but all that time in the sun really zaps my energy. It’s time to sleep so I can maybe be useful tomorrow. I know I’m supposed to be covering Ryan’s science stuff. Maybe I’ll be able to do that tomorrow.
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      Ryan came back late last night. I woke up enough to hear him return and bang around in the kitchen, heating up the food I left for him. But I was too tired to greet him when he came into the bedroom to sleep.

      I had been looking forward to seeing him this morning, but he was a up and out of the cabin before I woke up. He’s either really busy or he doesn’t want me to tempt him anymore with my talented tongue.

      That left me to being kind of bored, seeing how I was left on my own. I took my time starting my day. First there was breakfast and coffee. I relaxed out on the cabin porch. It’s so nice and peaceful here. The birds singing added to the relaxing atmosphere.

      After breakfast, I took a shower. However, after, when I was in the middle of drying my hair, I noticed my lips looked different. They were puffier, bigger. They looked like cock-sucking lips.

      I wasn’t concerned about the change. They looked good. I spent at least twenty minutes making different faces in the mirror, enjoying how my big lips looked.

      I could only imagine what I would look like with my big lips wrapped around a cock. It was too bad I couldn’t see that with Ryan. His cock is too small to give a good impression. The closest I can come is to looking at my reflection while I suck on my fingers. They aren’t as good as a cock, but they do make me look sexy.

      After a while, my posing in the mirror got me thinking. I had changed so much from the woman I was when I entered the Dome more than two weeks ago. My boobs are bigger, my lips are bigger, and I’m horny all the time. I mean, all of those showers I take always come with some finger play to get myself off. I never did that before.

      Yes, I know I look different. I talk different too. My lips swelled up so much so fast that I think I have a bit of a lisp now. It’s kind of cute. It makes me sound young, dumb, and brainless, but that’s not necessarily a bad thing.

      I know, I’m supposed to be a smart reporter covering scientific research here in the Dome. I’m not supposed to be some slut who only cares about pleasure, both for her and others. But being a slut is kind of fun. I mean, it feels really good. And it’s not like I understand any of Ryan’s research. I think sharing information about my changing body and all the sex I have and want to have is much more interesting. That’s the kind of reporting I would pay to read, assuming I wanted to read anything, It’s too bad I’m not set up here with a video camera. I would love to record sexy videos for all of my readers out there. I think video would be a lot more fun, both for me and for all of you. Don’t you think? I could be your own private porn star. You could watch me fuck myself with a cock fruit.

      That reminds me. I need to go pick more cock fruit soon. I’m running out. They fruits can only be used so many times before they don’t work anymore. They get all soft and floppy after a while. That’s kind of what cocks do too, but cocks just need time before thy can get hard again. Once a cock fruit goes soft, that’s it for it.
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      After not seeing Ryan all day yesterday, I made it a point to help him get ready to go out and work today. His cock and balls keep getting smaller and his boobs keep getting bigger.

      As much as Ryan would want to downplay his boobs, what with him being a guy and all, I can’t help but notice that he prefers to wear one of my old pushup bras. I didn’t even remember bringing it with me. The old me didn’t really care about enhancing cleavage and what not. But Ryan seems to like it.

      I love looking at Ryan in profile. It’s the easiest way to see how much like a woman he looks. His hair has been growing out too, so other than a little bit of stubble on his face, he looks a lot like a girl now. It’s kind of cute. If he had a big cock, I could say he was a real futanari, but he isn’t really. It would be so hot if he had big boobs and a big cock. Every time he fucked me, I could watch his boobs bounce with each thrust.

      But back to what happened today. It started when I found Ryan struggling to get his boobs to fit in the bra right. The bra fit just fine, but he was trying to get them to get pushed up to his liking. I’m not sure what he thinks of himself right now, but he looks cute and I think he’s actively trying to look cute too.

      Seeing Ryan struggle, I knew I had to help. I’ve been wearing bras for years. I don’t anymore, since I don’t have any that fit me, but that’s not really a problem. I have a feeling I won’t be replacing my bras when I leave here. I’m going to be a permanent member of the No Bra Club. Not that there is really a club, but maybe there should be. I could be the club president or whatever it’s called. Do any women reading this want to join the club with me? You should let me know when I get out of here. We braless women should unite and, you know, have fun and spread the word of how great it is to go braless with big boobs. Maybe it needs to be a Big Boobs and No Bra Club.

      Anyway, I was helping Ryan get his boobs into his bra and I had the sudden idea that it would be fun to play. We hadn’t had fun sexy times for a while. I grabbed Ryan by the boobs, squeezing a little as I pushed him up against the wall.

      “Does Ryan want to play before he goes out and does all that hard work?” I asked playfully.

      There was a moment where I thought Ryan was going to give in. He looked like he needed some sex. I know I did. I was horny and really wanted to fuck.

      I know I was getting all handsy with him, but Ryan didn’t seem to appreciate my attempts to instigate sex.

      “Don’t touch me like that,” he commanded as he took my hands and pushed them away.

      I pouted, pursing my lips into a bit of a duck face, to show my disappointment.

      “It’ll be fun,” I said, trying to convince him. “We can do anything you want to do.”

      “Genevieve,” Ryan said, his voice serious even if he spoke with a certain melodic quality. He didn’t just look a lot like a girl, he sounded a lot like one too. “We shouldn’t do this.”

      “But—“

      “I need to go,” Ryan interrupted. With his boobs in his bra, he threw on a shirt and walked out the door. He even skipped breakfast.

      I crossed my arms under my big boobs and plopped down onto me bed as I continued to pout. Ryan wasn’t being any fun at all.

      As I sat there, I got hornier and hornier. Just thinking about Ryan’s sexy new body, as well as my own, got me needing to cum. I eventually went in search of a cock fruit to satisfy my urges, but I couldn’t find a good one. They had all gone soft.

      “I guess I got to go pick some new ones,” I told myself. I set myself the task of going out to harvest more cock fruits.

      I threw on some clothes. My top was tight around my tits. They stretched the fabric so much, my belly button was visible below the hem. My cutoff shorts were tight and revealing, just how I liked them.

      I didn’t understand why I had turned into such a slut. I didn’t used to be like this. I didn’t like to wear revealing clothes. I didn’t like to have sex all the time. I liked to investigate problems and report on them. Everything had changed.

      It should have been easy to go out and pick some cock fruit to satisfy my sexual needs. Even though I know exactly where the tree is now, I still got lost on the way there. I was mindlessly following the path and I probably didn’t notice the fork in the path. Instead of going left, I went right. That was enough to get me completely turned around. What could have taken about 15 minutes total took me at least an hour.

      But at least I got my cock fruit. I got enough to last me days. I don’t know how long it takes the cock tree to grow new fruit so I need to be careful and only use one cock fruit at a time to keep them from going bad on me. I don’t know what I’d do if I ran out of cock fruit before the month is over.

      It was a delicious orgasm. Actually, it was more than one. I kept going after the first, but I lost count after a while. The number doesn’t matter though. What matters is how great it all felt. Sex is the best.
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      Ryan has been so busy with his work, I haven’t really seen him lately. I kind of wonder if he’s avoiding me.

      If he is, I need a way to get back at him. It’s no fun that he’s being all stuck up and annoyed. We’re supposed to be in this together, but he obviously doesn’t care about that. All he cares about are his stupid little science experiments.

      Speaking of which, the science that is, I think I’m done. I’m done with science. I don’t care what my bosses think, I’m not doing anything more science related. It’s just all so boring. It gets in the way of important stuff, like sex and clothes and sun bathing and sex. Did I say sex twice? It doesn’t matter. Sex is important. It’s the most important thing there is. How else is a horny slut like me supposed to get off.

      I get so horny all the time. Cumming is such a relief. It’s like I get all full of tension and hormones and it gets worse and worse until I finally cum and then it’s like a dam opens up and finally it all goes away. It feels so good.

      But then as soon as I’m done, it starts right back to building again. I don’t think I can go more than a few hours when I’m away without cumming. That’s how much I need it. I’m such a slut now.

      So I’ve made my statement. I’m sorry, Boss, but I’m not going to write about science anymore. I wasn’t really, anyway, but that’s not really my fault. Now it is though. This will be a science free zone. The only plants I want to talk about here are the kind you eat and the kind I use for sex. That’s it.

      I’m sorry if this bothers any of you, but at this point, I’m just done. My brain hurts just trying to think about it. If you got a headache every time you tried to act smart, you’d do the same as me. It’s hard enough just continuing to write this blog for all of you.

      With that said, I’m going to go play with my cock fruit. I haven’t cum for a while and I’m starting to get antsy.
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      Big news from Ryan. Actually I should call him a her and use the name Rayn. Rayn has a pussy now. Yep, that means my parter here in the Dome is now a girl like me. It’s official.

      She woke up like that. She started screaming when she got in the shower.

      I rushed into the bathroom to check on her and there it was, plain as a day. Her cock was the size of a clit and her balls were completely gone. In their place was a little slit. I don’t know if she’s totally developed down there. I didn’t offer to explore, even though that would be a lot of fun. She might need more time to develop all the girl parts inside.

      At least she finally looks all girl on the outside.

      As you can probably imagine, Rayn didn’t do a lot of work today. She was too distraught over finally losing her cock. I can’t really blame her. She was born a man and had a cock all her life. Now she doesn’t.

      Although, looking at her hairless mound above her sexy little pussy makes my mouth water. You have no idea how hard it was not to start eating her out. But she wasn’t ready for that. She might be days away from being as big a slut as I am. But I bet it will happen. Her boobs keep growing and her body keeps changing. It would be funny if she ended up as a bigger slut than me, because I’m a pretty big slut. Sex is almost all I can think about these days.

      As you can probably imagine, Rayn took it easy today. With no science work, she just laid around. She tried on some of my panties and decided she likes them. They feel better on her than her old boy underwear did. Right now she’s lounging on the couch, just wearing a pair of panties and my old pushup bra.

      Seeing Rayn be all sexy as she lounges around in her underwear, I’ve been trying to keep myself occupied. I went for a walk to pick more cock fruit. We had enough for me, but I think Rayn is going to need some too. As soon as she’s ready, I want to get her started on taking a cock fruit in her pussy. She needs to get ready for when a real man wants to fuck her.

      After that, I was just too horny to not have some play time. But the problem was, fucking my pussy with a cock fruit is nice, but I needed more. The tension wouldn’t go away enough after I came.

      That was when I got the idea to try another hole. I’ve used my mouth and my pussy on the cock fruit, but my ass is still a virgin. I needed to try feeling what sex in my ass would be like.

      Since I didn’t have any lube, I had to get creative. I started by sucking on the cock fruit, getting it nice and wet with my saliva. When I first pulled it from my mouth, a long line of drool was still attached. I must have looked like such a slut. Then again, I am a slut, so that makes sense.

      Once it was good and wet, I got up on my hands and knees. I took the cock fruit in my right hand and reached around to my ass. It was hard since I couldn’t see what I was doing and I’d never stuck anything up my ass before.

      After a little bit of probing, I finally found my asshole. It didn’t take long from there before I started to push the cock fruit inside of me.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned as it started to split me open. There was pain, but it was the good kind of pain, the kind of pain that comes with a satisfying stretch.

      Once the head of the cock fruit was inside of me, my body seemed to relax around it. It was easier to keep pushing. My eyes widened as I was rocked with a wave of pleasure. This was unlike what I had ever felt with my pussy. My pussy liked to scream at me with it’s pleasure. It would spike and then die off. This was less intense, but it had staying power. Just having the cock fruit inside my ass was enough to give me pleasure. I could see why some women like to wear butt plugs. It just feels good.

      What I really wanted was for Rayn to come into the bedroom and help me, to fuck my ass with that cock fruit. It would have been so much fun.

      But Rayn wasn’t ready for that yet. I hoped she would someday, but for the time being, I was on my own. I worked up a steady rhythm, exploring different ways I could stimulate myself with my ass full.

      The orgasm came before I was even ready for it. I was so used to how my pussy responded that I had no basis of comparison for when I had my first anal orgasm. It snuck up on me. One moment I was happily enjoying myself and the next moment I was cumming like a freight train. It was awesome.

      I’m definitely going to have to do this more often. I can’t wait to show Rayn too. Although I think it would be best to start her out on cock fruit in her pussy. Having been a guy before, I bet there will be some anal hangups. We’ll see though. I have my hopes that Rayn will see the light and become the slut I know she’s capable of.
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      Rayn is getting used to being a girl. She’s already looking great and I think handling it all really well. There’s so much she’ll have to learn to be a good slut on the outside, including makeup, but she’ll get there.

      I tried to talk Rayn out of going out to work today. She took yesterday off, but she wanted to make up for lost time. I watched her leave the cabin. There was a sexy wiggle in her walk that definitely wasn’t there before. I could watch her ass when she walked all day.

      By noon though, Rayn had returned. She had checked in on her experiments, but she started to have a freakout after a while. I couldn’t blame her for that. I would be having a total meltdown if my body decided to switch from male to female like hers had. I don’t know how she’s coping.

      Of course, my way of coping these days with anything is with sex. I just crave the pleasure too much. I think I’m addicted.

      Rayn came back to the cabin and I sat with her on the couch. It started with me running my fingers through her hair, soothing her. But I couldn’t stop there. My hands started to roam over her body.

      Before I knew it, I had tilted her head up toward mine and started to kiss her.

      But unlike all those other times she had rebuffed by advances, she didn’t this time. She let me kiss her. And then, she started to kiss me back.

      “You’re lips feel so nice,” Rayn eventually said when we both took a moment to come up for air. “They’re so big and soft and perfect.”

      “You might get lips like mine too,” I said in a comforting tone. Inside I had a lust-filled fire going, but I kept my cool on the outside, trying to move things along so the fun could continue.

      “You think so?” Rayn asked, hopeful.

      “Even if your’s don’t grow as big as mine, you can get lip fillers from a doctor when we get out,” I answered. “Anything you don’t like about yourself we can get fixed.”

      That might not have been entirely true. If Rayn didn’t want to be a woman anymore, I wasn’t sure what procedures were available to turn her back into a man. I knew there were surgeries that could at least create some of the look, but I wasn’t sure of the details. Not that I was going to tell Rayn that. She had gone through enough already and did not need me piling onto her list of worries.

      Between the heavy petting and the kissing, my sexual fire was burning pretty hot. It turned out Rayn’s was too.

      “Oof, you make me so hot,” Rayn said.

      “Same to you,” I said.

      “Is this what you always feel like?” Rayn asked. “I feel like all I want to do is fuck. My pussy is on fire. If I don’t cum soon I think I might go crazy.”

      I couldn’t help but smile. Yes, Rayn was going to be as big a slut as me. I don’t know what had done this to us, but I wasn’t complaining. I was about to have a slutty little friend to play with and everything seemed right with the world.

      “Doesn’t it feel good?” I said, punctuating my comment by take hold of one of her boobs and lightly pinching the nipple. I moved my other hand down between her legs and gently pushed on her clit. “Doesn’t it feel like you just want to give into the pleasure?”

      “Yes,” Rayn rasped, her body starting to succumb to my ministrations. This was our moment.

      I had never had sex with another woman before. I had always seen myself as completely straight. But with this delightfully sexy example of a woman, I couldn’t help myself. I had to show her what pleasure her body could give her. I had to lead by example to show her how to be a proper bisexual slut.

      “Do you want me to teach you?” I asked, already knowing what the answer would be.

      “Yes,” came another raspy answer. Rayn’s voice had failed her. Her breathing was too heavy to properly speak. Her answers came as she breathed out.

      “Just wait one moment, my pet,” I said. As much as I hated to leave Rayn’s side, I needed to get up to retrieve the cock fruits I had picked. It was time to put them to use.

      When I returned, Rayn’s head was rolling to the side. She was lost in her own pleasure. One hand had replaced mine, playing with her breasts. The other had snaked its way into her pants to play with her pussy. I could only giggle at the sight. She looked completely helpless and that by itself was sexy. If only she knew what her potential would be.

      “Let’s get those clothes off of you,” I said encouragingly. “They’ll just get in the way.

      It took a moment for my words to sink into Rayn’s brain. They had to fight against the soup of sexual hormones circulating inside of her, moving at a leisurely pace, thick and hot, turning up her arousal with every passing moment.

      “Oh, yeah,” Rayn said after a while. She reluctantly pulled her hands away from pleasuring herself to begin disrobing. Her hands were slow, her fine motor skills uncoordinated. She was drunk on her own sexual lust.

      I had to take charge and help her. Off came her top. Then her pants. She still wore pants, which impressed me. Mine were long gone, all of them cut up into sexy cutoffs. After all of this, I planned to talk to her about what to wear. Pants were just no fun now that she was going to be a sexy slut like me. But in the meantime, we both needed to focus.

      Once Rayn was down to her underwear, I retook my seat next to her and we returned to our kissing. Not having her top or pants in the way made it so much easier for my hands to slide across her body, teasing her with gentle touches, sending electric sparks from her pussy up into her mushy brain. If she had any thoughts, they were lost in the pink fog that had enveloped her mind. It was all really quite cute.

      It eventually came time to teach Rayn how to take a cock. Obviously all we had were the cock fruit, but they would do. She would get her chance to fuck a real cock soon enough. Her partner seemed like a perfect candidate, assuming he could get past the fact his partner was now a slutty woman and no longer a man.

      “I want you to take the cock like this,” I said, handing Rayn a cock fruit and showing her how to hold it. She might as well learn how to handle a real cock, treating the stand-in for what it represented. These things were important.

      The next step was to test whether she was ready. She pulled her panties down around her knees and then I had her probe her sex with two fingers, just enough to get an idea of how wet she was. I didn’t know what I would do if she wasn’t wet already, but it turned out I had little to worry about. She fingers came away dripping.

      “What do I do now?” Rayn asked.

      I shrugged, now knowing myself. It seemed like a waste to just wipe her fingers off.

      “Lick them,” I finally said.

      Rayn did as instructed, taking her fingers into her mouth and sucking them clean. “Yummy,” she said when she was done.

      I knew right then that Rayn would be a complete slut. Who else would enjoy the taste of their own juices but a slut? She was a sight to behold.

      “You’re nice and wet, so let’s get started,” I said. I pulled off my shorts and top. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Rayn followed my lead, removing her bra and pushing her panties the reset of the way down her legs until they fell to the floor.

      I then demonstrated how to fuck oneself with a dildo. Rayn followed my every movement. She even cooed over it as she slowly filled her pussy with the invading cock fruit. She slid it in and out, gently at first, but as she learned more about her body, she began to find a rhythm that maximized her pleasure. Soon she was fucking herself hard, trying to drive up her arousal higher and higher, looking for her first ever female orgasm.

      When it came, it hit Rayn hard. She screamed out in pleasure as her whole body spasmed, her arms and legs flailing as new kinds of pleasure coursed through her limbs.

      When Rayn finally came down from her orgasmic high, she looked at me with lust-filled eyes. She was still horny, but she now saw herself as a huntress and her teacher had become the prey.

      “Here,” Rayn started to say, “let me take that for you.” She grabbed my cock fruit and began to position it at my entrance. “It’s time I thank you for your help in teaching me how to take a cock. I want to return the favor.”

      Her hands were unskilled, but showed talent as she maneuvered the cock fruit into my pussy. As she did so, I grabbed for her head and pulled her into a hard kiss. She returned it full of passion as our tongues darted into each other’s mouths, exploring.

      Soon our actions had devolved into passionate lovemaking. I controlled her cock fruit dildo as she controlled mine. It was a race to see who could provide the other with more pleasure and more orgasms.

      Rayn was good. She was more than good. She was great. Her instincts were spot on, even if her movements required more practice. But that would come. We had lots of time to prefect her skills.

      By the time the dinner hour arrived, we were both spent. We sat back on the couch, barely able to hold our heads up. Rayn still had her cock fruit in her pussy. Mine had found its way into my ass. I didn’t even remember how it got there, but it felt too good to remove in my fully-fucked state.

      Eventually recovered enough to clean up and make dinner. After all the sweaty sexy fun of the afternoon, we were both hungry and thirsty. I must have drank down a gallon of the sweet water of the Dome. It tasted better than ever. When it came time to eat, we ate double our usual portions. Growing slutty and sexy women need their calories.

      Writing this has got me all turned on again. I think I’m going to go cum one more time before I go to bed. Rayn was exhausted and fell asleep on the couch. I’d wake her up to send her to bed, but she looked too cute and sexy curled up naked on the couch like that. There will be more time for fun tomorrow.
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      Rayn never made it into her bed last night. That’s okay. She slept just fine out on the couch.

      I didn’t even know that she never made into the bedroom last night. She told me about it later, but that was after she woke me up by eating my pussy this morning. I woke up to the delicious sensations of having her tongue licking my clit.

      As soon as she was done, I returned the favor. No orgasm should go unrewarded. Rayn’s juices are tasty. No wonder she liked licking her juices from her fingers yesterday.

      It was only this morning that I realized my time with Rayn yesterday was my first girl-on-girl experience. I didn’t even experiment like that in college. I’m certainly not upset. If anyone was going to be my first, I wanted it to be Rayn.

      And obviously this morning’s tryst was my second time with a woman.

      I don’t know if it was all the food we ate last night or the sex, but we both had a growth spurt overnight. Rayn’s boobs have finally outgrown my old bras.

      Given her love of the pushup bra, I can see how she might be a little disappointed, but it’s time Rayn learn the fun that can be had going braless.

      The big fun came in the form of teaching Rayn how to properly shake her tits. It was funny to watch her try when I told her about it. It took some time, but she eventually got it down. It’s all in the shoulders.

      It helped when I showed her the difference in shaking them when they were supported by a bra and when they weren’t. To do it, I stuffed my big tits into the biggest bra I have. I didn’t fit, but it was enough to get the message across. Rayn is joining me in going braless from now on.

      I had hoped we would spend the day having sex and fucking each other, but Rayn had other ideas. After the lesson on how to shake her titties, she went off to go work. I don’t know how she can do it. Despite me showing her how great it is to be a slut, she goes off to spend her time being a smart scientist or whatever. She’s letting her sexy body go to waste if you ask me.

      At least I can still play with myself. That’s better than nothing, but it’s so much more fun to have a partner.
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      I convinced Rayn not to do her science stuff today. Last night, after she came home from work, she started asking me about my tan. I’ve gotten a really nice, rich deep tan from my days spent sun bathing. It’s been totally worth it.

      But Rayn asked me what it would take to look this way and I told her what I did. And then Rayn asked me if she could join me sometime.

      Of course, I said yes.

      So today is another naked day. Neither of us is going to wear any clothes the whole day. Rayn seemed a little nervous about it at first, but once she felt the warm sun rays on her body, she stopped complaining.

      We packed a picnic lunch and took our blankets out to my favorite spot in the desert area. Once we rubbed each other up with sun screen, we laid out and worked on our tans.

      Rayn kept trying to strike up a conversation, asking me lots of questions.

      “What’s it like having sex with a man?”

      “What are you going to do when we’re out of here?”

      “What are you thinking about?”

      To be honest, her questioning started to get old. All I wanted to do was turn my brain off and just let the sun fill me up.

      “I know you have lots of questions,” I finally said, trying to avoid being annoyed. “But part of sun bathing is just turning off your mind. Let it empty out. Live in the moment and don’t think about anything. Can you do that?”

      “Um, I can try,” Rayn said. She pouted a little as she said. Her lips hadn’t grown as much as mine, but they were a little bigger and her pout was pretty cute.

      After that, we were both silent as we laid back and let the sun do its work on our skin.

      It was only later, when we took a break for lunch that Rayn started to talk again.

      “That was amazing,” Rayn said. “I had no idea you could just turn your brain off. It feels amazing not to be thinking about anything. It’s like taking the best part of sleeping, where you’re in a sexy dream you can almost control, and combining it with, I can’t even describe it. I wonder if I can feel that way at other times.”

      I didn’t have an answer to that, but it seemed like a good idea. To be honest, I didn’t even know how I would do that. Could I just turn off my brain? Did I have some kind of autopilot I could rely on to get me around? If I could, it would be amazing. I could just stop worrying about anything, not that I had many worries anymore. I just found it so hard to be concerned about things I didn’t understand or felt way out in the future.

      It was like my job. I kind of had a feeling I would get fired after all of this. How could I not? I mean, I didn’t really report on the science at all. All I’ve done is go on about how my body has changed, how Rayn’s body has changed and all the sex stuff I’ve done. That doesn’t seem like the kind of thing my boss wants to print in the newspaper.

      But it’s more than that. I don’t even want to go back and be an investigative reporter anymore. I have no interest in chasing down leads and writing about stuff I don’t care about anymore. I’d be happy to go investigate new sex positions or look into new strip clubs in town, but I don’t think that’s what my boss wants me to write about.

      As scary as all that could be, that’s in the future and I don’t want to think about it right now. I would much rather focus on the now.

      After lunch, which involved drinking a lot of water to stay hydrated, we went back to sunning ourselves. The time flew by with my mind turned off. Before I knew it, the alarm I had set was going off and it was time to return to the cabin for dinner. Despite not doing anything all day, I was famished.

      And it turned out Rayn was too.

      Rayn acted differently all evening. She was all giggly and happy. I would ask her a question like “What do you want for dinner tonight?” Her response would be to giggle and shrug her shoulders. If she said anything it was some variation of “I don’t know.”

      It was only later that I realized that Rayn might have found a way to keep her mind turned off. She was just acting on instinct, using the bare minimum of processing power in her brain.

      I was actually jealous. She had done it. Yes, she now acted and sounded like a complete bimbo, but that seemed like a bonus if you asked me. Seeing her like that made me want to both take care of her and to fuck her silly. I need to try and practice doing that. I want to learn how to extend my bliss from sun bathing to the rest of my life.
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      After taking yesterday off, Rayn decided she needed to go work. Whatever she had done to turn her mind off and enter some sort of bimbo bliss mode did not survive the night. I woke her up with my tongue, but as soon as she came, she was getting ready for work and headed out the door. She left me without returning the favor, which pissed me off.

      But once I was alone, I decided it wasn’t worth getting mad about. If anything, being alone gave me the chance to practice turning my mind off. That’s kind of what I want anyway. I want to be a dumb slut who has no worries and nothing to think about. Sex should be instinct, which it already is, but I don’t really want to have to think about anything else if I don’t want to.

      I don’t remember much of the morning. It passed in a fog of me just happily sitting there. Sometimes I would find myself giggling for no reason. I don’t know if I found something funny. My brain wasn’t working on that level. It made fit tits jiggle though, so there were some benefits to giggling. And I guessed if a guy was near and all I did was giggle, he would probably want to fuck me, which sounded really good.

      I started to come out of my bimbo fog—which was what I started to think of it as—as it neared lunch time. I found myself idly pleasuring myself with one hand gently playing with my clit. Given how turned on I was, I had probably been doing that for an hour. It didn’t take long for me to get an orgasm in before I made dinner.

      That orgasm brought my mind out of the bimbo fog too. Before that, I was still kind of part way in it, not really thinking, having ideas and thoughts easily disappear if they weren’t connected to anything immediate.

      But it was good practice. I want to experience more of the bimbo fog. I know there was a time when I would have looked down on bimbos, but I’m kind of digging the idea of being dumb and slutty. It feels so much better than having all the worries of the world on my shoulders. I’ve been there before and it’s not fun. It’s much more fun to be sexy and not let my brain get in the way.
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        * * *

      

      Rayn came back to the cabin after lunch. She had grown tired of working all day, so she called it a half day and decided she wanted to learn more about cocks.

      Specifically, Rayn wanted to learn how to give a blowjob. I was more than happy to be her teacher.

      Admittedly, Rayn had a leg up on me when I was learning how to suck cock. She was once a man and had a cock. She knew what felt good and what didn’t. But even with that knowledge, she still needed a teacher, especially for the hardest part of all, deep throating.

      We started out small. I showed Rayn how to use her tongue. I talked about the importance of pleasuring the head of the cock.

      Then came the importance of keeping her teeth out of the way. No guy wanted to have his pleasure interrupted with the pain of a woman’s teeth on his cock. Actually, there probably are some guys that would like that, but most guys wouldn’t.

      I taught her how to hollow out her cheeks as she sucked, using her lips to create a point of suction.

      All of this was done as a base layer. There was so much more she would need to learn, especially if she was going to move on to the holy grail of cock sucking.

      We practiced for at least an hour. Both of us were losing fluids and had to pause to rehydrate. That sweet water will be hard to leave behind. It’s both tasty and comforting. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever had before. Maybe thy can bottle it and sell it. I would definitely buy it, assuming I found a way to make money when I get fired from the newspaper.

      After our break, we started practicing the art of the deep throat.

      “The trick is to push yourself until you feel yourself about to gag. Stop there, pull back a little of you need to, then try to push a little more.”

      Rayn is a natural. Tears streaked her cheeks as she worked, but she as determined. After an hour, she was able to get the cock fruit into her throat. After another hour, she was doing it almost as good as I could. She would need to continue practicing, but I had no doubt she would make a man, or even multiple men, very happy someday.

      Once we were done with the lessons, Rayn thanked me by eating me out. Between her fingers and her tongue, she had me cum three times before she was satisfied. I certainly wasn’t complaining.
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      Rayn doesn’t really fit her clothes anymore. I mean, her man clothes. That’s no real surprise. She’s shorter than she used to be. We’re the same height now. And she has boobs and a butt and hips. She looks every bit the woman that she is.

      That means her old clothes don’t really fit and she has started to wear mine. That’s fine by me. I have enough for us to share. We just have to do a lot of laundry. Obviously I don’t talk about those kinds of chores that we do. I should say, that I do, since I do most of the chores while Rayn is out working.

      But after cutting up all my pants and turning them into shorts and one skirt, which is so tiny it doesn’t really cover my pussy anymore, I’ve been looking at ways to add more sexiness to my clothes.

      My solution has been to cut up my tops to make them sluttier. When I told Rayn about my idea, she was all for it. She has grown to love showing off her body as much as I have. There are times when I wish we could just all be naked all the time, but I still have this pull to dress sexily sometimes. It’s fun and I love seeing a pair of tiny cutoff shorts stretching over Rayn’s ass when she bends over.

      While Ryan was out working today, I took that trusty pair of scissors and started cutting up my tops. I also chose a few of Rayn’s old tops to alter too. I think I can turn them into something sexy to wear with a few of the right alterations.

      First off, I decided all the tops need to be cropped. I love looking at Rayn’s sexy midriff. She told me she wants to get her belly-button pierced when we get out. Now that she mentioned it, I kind of want to as well. I could just imagine myself if a string of sparkly gems hanging from my belly-button, helping draw people’s attention to other parts of my body. After all, I’m not just a pair of big tits. I also have a nice ass, great legs and a taught midriff that needs to be seen more when I’m not having a naked day.

      It turns out I wasn’t very good at estimating how much fabric to cut off the bottom of my tops. The first top I cut up, I tried on and the hem barely covered my nipples. It left huge amount of under-boob visible. That’s not really a bad thing, but shrugging my shoulders would make the top no longer be street legal. Sexy, yes, but also dangerous. I don’t want to get arrested.

      I was a little better after that, but under-boob would still be common.

      Not to end with just cutting off the bottoms of my tops, I also too to cutting holes and slices into them. The idea was to find ways to show more skin without actually showing a ton. I wanted them to be tantalizing, to draw people’s eyes to find out if they could catch a peak of something more scandalous.

      It was fun and the tops were a lot more fun to wear after my alterations.

      Then it came time to work on Rayn’s old shirts. Most of them were t-shirts and I had a plan for those. I knew someone in college, she was a sorority girl, who liked to take men’s t-shirts and cut them and up and retie them, turning them into sexy halter tops and the like. I wanted to see if I could do the same with Rayn’s tops.

      It was hard, working from memory. My memory was fuzzy enough as it was. Between practicing turning off my brain and all the sex, I think I am actually dumber than I used to be. And my memory is awful. Not to mention the fact I am simply working off what I remember seeing on a girl I didn’t really know. Still, I had a basic idea of what I was going for and Rayn had enough t-shirts where I could try again if I screwed up.

      I spent all afternoon working. I never knew I had the ability to alter clothes like this before. I’m actually pretty amazed with myself. I won’t just have to buy stuff off the rack, but will be able to turn unsexy clothes into sexy clothes after all this.

      When Rayn returned from work, she was hot and sweaty. However, the moment she saw me wearing one of her old tops, she nearly jumped me.

      “You look so hot in that,” she exclaimed, her jaw practically hitting the floor.

      The top I wore had been a simple blue t-shirt before I started working on it. The collar remained. It was the anchor around my neck. I had cut away the sleeves and much of the back, turning it into a halter top. The front of the shirt had been trimmed on either side, narrowing it to show off some side-boob. I had also cut a large slit down the middle to show off my cleavage.

      The material only went a hand’s width down below my tits, leaving much of my midriff bare. The back was just strips of fabric tied to the front on both sides. It meant much of my back was bare, in addition to my shoulders.

      “Thanks,” I said as I gave a little turn to show off my work. “I made some more. Hopefully they fit you too. I only had me to model them on.”

      “If they don’t now, they will eventually,” Rayn said. It was no secret how the pair of us were both growing, although my growth had slowed, allowing Rayn to catch up with me. I didn’t mind. My tits were already so big. They pushed the fabric of my new top to the limits. I wouldn’t be able to wear it much longer if I got significantly bigger.

      “Do you want me to see if I can do something with your pants too?” I asked. “I don’t know if either of us will be able to fit in them, but there’s no use leaving them as yucky pants we won’t even try to wear.”

      “That sounds like fun,” Rayn said. “Maybe you can teach me what to do.”

      “It’s a date,” I answered.

      We only have a few days left in here, but I’m sure we’ll find the time to alter the rest of Rayn’s clothes to make them useful. The clock is ticking. I just wish I knew what would happen when we leave.
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      It looks like Rayn and I will have a bit more time than we thought. Rayn woke up this morning to make an important announcement. She is giving up science. No more work for her.

      I squealed with delight when she said it. I’m so happy for her. I know giving up something you cared about is hard, but I think she’ll be so much better off now that she won’t need to worry about all that science stuff. I know I tried to learn what it was she did at the start of all this, but I haven’t a clue anymore.

      I’m not saying that people should give up on science. All I’m saying is that girls like us aren’t made for science. We’re made for fucking. We don’t want to be smartypants. We just want guy, and gals, to fuck us. That’s what we’re here for.

      With Rayn making her announcement, I had to celebrate. But first, I decided we should use our new found free time to cut up Rayn’s old pants and make them usable again.

      If either of us were a real tailor, we would have turned his pants into skirts. We can kind of do that, but without sewing, there are limits to what we can do. Not that either of us mind wearing really short skirts that don’t really do anything to cover us.

      On that note, I should say that Rayn has stopped wearing panties like me. My old panties are just getting too small for her ass. Her growth is happening so much faster than mine did. We’ll practically be twins in another few days.

      Rayn got really into cutting up her old clothes. She said it was cathartic, but I don’t know what that word means. I even had to ask her how to spell it for this post. Yep, I’m definitely not going to be cut out for being a reporter anymore. Words are hard.

      We spent all morning altering Rayn’s clothes. Everything had to be changed to better fit our bodies and our style preferences. Rayn is becoming just a big a slut as me, which is awesome.

      There isn’t really a lot we can do to celebrate Rayn’s decision to give up her science experiments. I made us a nice lunch and then we went out for a walk. We held hands much of the way, not as romantic partners, but as best friends with sexual benefits.

      At one point on our walk, we came across a little grove of trees. With the way the tree branches hung low in places, it was like being in room with the tree branches creating the walls and ceiling.

      I was the first one to act. I couldn’t help myself. Rayn was just so sexy looking. I took her head in my hands, gently caressing her face as I kissed her. I pushed my tongue into her mouth, probing, exploring, loving the plushness of her lips.

      Rayn responded not only by kissing me back, but allowing her hands to roam. She pulled me in tight, pushing our boobs together. Her hands slowly slid down my back, sending lightning bolt of pleasure up into my head and down to my pussy with the smallest of touches.

      When her hands reached my ass, she grabbed hard, pulling me ever closer. It did not matter how Rayn touched me. It all felt divine, turning me on more and more.

      Her hands slid under the waistband of my shorts as she again squeezed my ass. I moaned into her mouth, unable and unwilling to break our kiss.

      I was left disappointed when one hand pulled out of the back of my shorts. I didn’t want her hands to leave me. But that disappointment was short lived.

      Moments later, her hand returned, this time pushing below the waistband of my shorts in the front. Her hand ran down over my mound toward my clit and my dripping wet pussy. Her fingers found my outer folds, sliding to fingers inside of me while her thumb began to lightly circle my clit.

      “Please,” I begged, speaking with my lips still occupied by Rayn’s own. Her hands felt too good. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. It was all by her actions that I would cum right there, in her arms, as I continued to kiss Rayn, not bothering to come up for air the entire time.

      Rayn drove me right up to the edge. My arousal skyrocketed, but she held back, keeping me on the edge with her talented fingers, but refusing to let me cum.

      “Take off your clothes,” Rayn eventually said, breaking our kiss.

      I did as I was beckoned. As I pulled off my flimsy top and barely there shorts, Rayn did the same with her own clothes. We let our clothes fall to the ground, our eyes never leaving each other.

      Rayn lowered me to the ground. The thin grass that grew in the middle of the grove, creating a soft place for our lovemaking to begin.

      Soon I was on my back. She began to kiss me again, but this time, she focused on my tits. She kissed each one, back and forth, until they were both as hard as diamonds. Then she moved down my body, kissing my torso as she made her way south.

      My body was on fire. Every kiss sent shockwaves through my body, left me not only aroused, but needy as well. I had reached the point where I needed to cum. It was as simple as that. I would be useless for anything else until I came.

      As Rayn reached my nether regions, she swung her leg over my body, presenting her pussy to me for the first time. There was only one thing I could do. My hands reached up and held Rayn by the hips, holding her still and positioning her body for the only response I could make.

      Our tongues reached out and began licking at the same time. I pulled her pussy toward my lips and immediately began my work. Rayn tasted amazing, which I already knew, but tasting her at the same time she began to taste me was an experience I would never forget, no matter how dumb I let myself become.

      Rayn’s juices began to leak out of her, dribbling down my chin. I didn’t bother to stop. Her honey pot was my only goal, pushing her to ever greater heights until she came.

      She was doing the same to me. She had kept me on edge for so long, I knew I would cum at any moment.

      And then it happened. I came. My body erupted in a wave of orgasmic energy. Apparently so too did Rayn, because I could feel her body spasming on top of mine, her limbs unable to keep her up.

      I don’t know how long I laid there, letting my climax wash over me. Eventually Rayn rolled off of me, falling onto her back. Her fingers laced with mine as we held hands, looking up into the trees and letting our minds remain blissfully blank.

      We spent the rest of the afternoon like that, simply enjoying each other’s presence, keeping all thoughts at bay. It was a bliss I had never felt before and it was amazing.
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      It’s a lot more fun having the two of us hanging around all the time now. The sex is amazing. That’s all I have to think about, it seems. And more and more, I just listen to my body, let it take charge and enjoy the moments as they come. And those moments are filled with a lot of cumming.

      Words were rarely spoken. They weren’t needed given the bond we have developed together. But we did share a few words over lunch today that should be recorded here. We came to an important conclusion.

      It was not my idea, but Genevieve isn’t a very sexy name. It’s so long and hard to spell. Even just now, it took me three times to get the spelling right, and I’ve been writing it since I was a little girl. I think it’s all the not thinking, letting myself be blank and basically a bimbo.

      Not that I mind any of it. Who cares if I can’t spell Genevieve. But Rayn thought I should change it. Obviously we’ve already changed her name from Ryan to Rayn, moving some of the letters around. But now it’s my turn.

      With that, we’ve decided that my name should be Gigi now. It’s pronounced like to letter G’s back-to-back. I like it. It’s easy to spell, since there’s only two different letters in it. And it sounds way sexier than Genevieve. My initials won’t change, but I’m Gigi Wilson now.

      After the success of changing my name, I decided we should make Rayn’s name sexier too. Rayn is nice, but even with the different spelling, it still sounds like rain, which is kind of sad. Rain is important, but the sun is so much nicer. It’s bright and warm instead of dark and cold.

      I decided Rayn to should Ray-Ray. It’s fun and repeats the sounds and letters like my name does. Ray-Ray loves it.

      We spent the rest of the day just hanging around the cabin and giggling. Anytime we did talk, we made sure to use our new names. I would say things like “Ray-Ray, Gigi is hungry. Let’s eat dinner.”

      Ray-Ray got into it too, always using her new name to talk about herself. It’s kind of hot. It’s like we’re not really people anymore. I might even start writing about myself that way here, but that might be too much for you people reading this.

      Since I don’t have much more to say, I’ll leave you with this fact: Gigi came nine times today. I don’t know what I’d do if I came more than 10 times. I’d run out of fingers to keep count.
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      Ray-Ray and I are having lots of fun here in the Dome. There’s nothing stopping us from just being our sexy and slutty best selves. And that means we have to keep making changes. Yesterday it was our names, today it was our hair.

      There’s only so much we can do here. We both will need professionals to help us look our best when we leave here. But that won’t stop us from trying ourselves until then.

      Today was hair day.

      I started by giving Ray-Ray a new hairstyle. Her hair has really grown out a lot. I used the scissors to trim it a little, to even out some of the length. Going from a man’s style to a woman’s style is a big change, but her hair looks so much better now.

      Our supplies here are limited, but I was able to create some makeshift curlers to help add some dimension to Ray-Ray’s hair. Now it hangs in waves down to her shoulder blades.

      I decided we should keep it simple for her, since she’s still getting used to having long hair. She needs to be able to put it into a ponytail sometimes, just to keep it from getting in her way until she learns to live with it.

      I don’t have that problem with my hair. Yes, I kept it pretty short, but like Ray-Ray’s hair, mine has grown pretty long too. It reaches the middle of my back now.

      Since neither of us were big on fashion and style before, our skills are lacking, but Ray-Ray spent all afternoon trying to make my hair look perfect. There was lots of experimenting, trying to figure out how to put it up and how to make it do the kinds of things we’ve seen on television.

      In the end, Ray-Ray figured out how to braid my hair and wrap it up on top of my head. I never would have considered such a style before, but it really highlights my neck. I didn’t even know my neck was that pretty, but it is.

      Ever since we finished my hair, Ray-Ray keeps coming up to me from behind and kissing my neck. I shiver with pleasure every time she does it.

      I’ll need to get some nice earrings when I get out if I keep wearing my hair up like this. I can just imagine dangling sparkly earrings that match a similar belly-button piercings. I’ll look so pretty and sexy that way.

      Of course, Ray-Ray will need to get her ears pierced before she can join in that fun. Since she used to be a guy, she didn’t have any piercings. No tattoos either, but she’s been talking about maybe getting a tramp stamp. She is such a slut. I love her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Day Twenty-Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Today was all about initiating Ray-Ray in the art of anal sex. Not that I have any experience with actual anal sex, since no guy has ever fucked me in the ass before, but I still have more experience than Ray-Ray.

      I know that anal used to be something I was afraid of, but I’m not any more. Sometimes I like the idea anal more than getting fucked normally. There’s just something naughty about it that makes it extra fun, like I’m breaking the rules by having anything back there.

      I almost didn’t tell Ray-Ray what I was going to do. I had her get on her hands and knees on the couch. That seemed like a good way to start. It wasn’t that different from how I got started, but it’s a lot easier to do it with someone else there.

      I could tell that Ray-Ray was scared when we started, but she didn’t want to say no to me. I can’t blame her. She still has a few hangups from when she was a guy. I think the whole concept of anal for a man being associated with gay sex, even if being gay isn’t looked down on as much anymore, is still a factor.

      Once Ray-Ray was in position, we took turned sucking on one of the cock fruit. I purposefully chose a smaller one to make her first time easier.

      Only after it was good and lubed up with both of our saliva, I began to use it to probe Ray’Ray’s ass. Her body tensed up as soon as she felt the cock fruit at her rear entrance. She tried to relax, but her body wasn’t following her directions.

      To help, I started to rub Ray-Ray’s pussy and clit. It was right there, after all, fully exposed to me. I was gentle and I could see her body start to relax a little. I kept going until I saw her shoulder relax. Now she was ready.

      I got the cock fruit nice and wet again and then tried again. This time Ray-Ray gave far less resistance.

      “That hurts,” she said as the cock fruit head pushed into her backdoor. “It feels good.”

      I could only smile. Yes, there was pain. But it felt too good. The pleasure was stronger and it showed as Ray-Ray started to moan.

      When I first did this, it was just me and I took my time. I made sure to go slow for Ray-Ray, letting her adapt to having her ass filled.

      But to show how much of a slut she has become, it was not long before Ray-Ray was begging me to fuck her ass harder. She loved it and only wanted more.

      Even though she wanted more, I took my time before I had built up a steady rhythm, pushing in and out of her ass. Doing something too sudden would just leave her hurt and not wanting to do this again.

      “Yes, Gigi, yes,” Ray-Ray cried out as her first anal orgasm hit her. She looked so sexy cumming on a cock fruit in her ass.

      When she was done, I removed the cock fruit from her ass. The hole was left open a little, not returning to its original size right away.

      I couldn’t help myself. I pulled Ray-Ray up onto her knees, turned her head and kissed her right there. My big boobs were pushed into her back. I held her hands so she couldn’t push away. Not that she wanted to. She kissed me with as much enthusiasm as I kissed her. It was amazing to see her respond in such a manner.

      And even better, after Ray-Ray and I finished making out, she offered to fuck my ass next. I couldn’t say no to that.

      Ray-Ray didn’t need to take as much time to prep me as I did with her. I was more used to this and already mentally ready. As soon as she pushed it into me, I started to moan. Ray-Ray just giggled, loving how she was giving me pleasure. We had a giving relationship and this was just another example of it.

      “Gigi,” Ray-Ray said. “You’re such a sexy slut with a cock fruit sticking into your ass. Can I lick your pussy right now.”

      I didn’t need to answer. I just nodded my head. That sounded amazing.

      My eyes opened wide at the first onset of pleasure from my pussy. It was even better when Ray-Ray pushed her fingers into my pussy, probing my folds. Before long, my eyes were lidded with lust and I could do little but sit there and moan as my best friend licked my pussy and pumped my ass with a cock fruit dildo at the same time. I was in heaven.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Day Thirty

          

        

      

    

    
      Today was our last day in the Dome. Tomorrow morning we get to leave.

      I’m both happy and sad about having to go home tomorrow.

      I’m happy, because I get to see people again, quit my old job, and have as much sex as I can handle.

      I’m sad, because Ray-Ray and I won’t get to spend as much time together. She has to go back to work at Thatcher College. I think she’s going to quit like I am with the newspaper, but still, we won’t get to hang out together as much. I’m going to miss her. She’s become my best friend while I’ve been here and I can’t imagine life without her.

      Either way, we made sure to celebrate today. It turns out there were a couple bottles of champagne hidden. Ray-Ray forgot about them until today when I mentioned we should celebrate our last day. She can be such a bimbo sometimes.

      It’s cute, actually, how dumb she has started to act. Sometimes I think it’s not even an act. It’s like she broke her brain or something. The old me would have been sad for her, but now I think it’s hot.

      I asked Ray-Ray about it and she said I’m pretty much a bimbo too. She’s got a point. My memory is awful now and I know I’m not as smart as I used to be. I’m okay with that. I kind of like being dumb. No one is going to look to me to be responsible or smart. I can just be dumb and sexy and make everyone smile and cum.

      Anyway, back to the champagne. There were several bottles. We opened one with lunch, sharing it. We don’t have any champagne glasses so we ended up drinking it straight out of the bottle.

      We were both pretty tipsy after we finished the first bottle. Ray-Ray refused to admit that her alcohol tolerance had gone down since becoming a woman.

      “I’m not as think as you drunk I am,” she told me. It was cute. So cute that I just had to kiss her. That obviously led to some fun that involved removing our clothes.

      We never put our clothes back on.

      The second and third bottles took some time to drink, but we enjoyed every moment, getting thoroughly drunk. I don’t remember who came up with the idea, but we both took part. After finishing off the second bottle, we challenged ourselves to see how far up our pussies we could stick the champagne bottles.

      I was pretty drunk by then, but I’m pretty sure I won. Ray-Ray says she won though, so who knows. It was a fun challenge and it led to at least a couple orgasms.

      Two drunk bimbos make for a fun time. I should know. I’m was a drunk bimbo today, along with Ray-Ray and it was a great time. I’m almost sad it’s all over, but we have something planned for tomorrow.

      When we greet Dr. Pierce on the outside, we plan to seduce him and fuck him until he can’t cum anymore. Given how I keep writing these updates, I’m pretty sure he knows what has happened to Ray-Ray and me, but it’s going to be so much fun to see his reaction to us. I know I’m not very good at explaining stuff anymore, so he won’t know all the details. All he’ll know is that we’re hot sexy and slutty bimbos who want to fuck him. I’m guessing we’re all going to be very happy.

      I don’t know what will come next, but maybe I’ll see all my readers out in the world sometime. If you see me, say hi. I think I’m going to love meeting new people. And if you’re nice, you might even get lucky.
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      Wow, it feels like it’s been forever since I had to write anything. And it’s so much harder since I got my nails done.

      If you didn’t know, it’s Gigi here. Sir wanted me to write one last update to all those people who followed my journey in the Dome with Ray-Ray. We’re both very happy living our best lives as bimbos with Sir. That’s Dr. Pierce for anyone who didn’t know.

      That first morning, when we came out of the Dome, we saw Sir standing there and it took every fiber of our beings not to just jump him right there. He’s so strong and handsome. And his cock. Oomph, so big. He’s got great stamina too. He can cum and cum and cum. That’s good, because Ray-Ray and I are super wet and horny all the time.

      Sorry, where was I? Oh yeah. We came out of the Dome to greet Sir. He wrapped us up into a big hug, kissing the tops of our heads. It was just him there to greet us, which was fine by us. I kind of expected my old boss to be there, but there wasn’t really a need. I had been fired without knowing it inside my first week. I’m not certain on the details, but it might have been all the sex talk. Like anyone would complain about that? My posts weren’t even published. That would make me sad, but I don’t really care about that anymore. I know Sir and my old boss kept reading them though. I’m sure my boss would jack off reading them, but now that I belong to Sir, he doesn’t get to fuck me. His loss.

      Sir took us to a nearby building where he had us stay while he took some samples to test. He didn’t know why we turned into bimbos and he wanted to know. After he was done collecting samples, he finally gave us the chance to fuck him. It was so much fun as Ray-Ray and I tagged teamed his cock. We started by sucking him nice and deep, back and forth, splitting time between us.

      When Sir came, he sprayed both our faces. He makes so much cum. After he was spent, Ray-Ray and I took our time licking each other’s face clean. His cum tasted super good. I love his taste.

      Our little show helped Sir get hard again, so he did what any self respecting bimbo owner would do, even though we technically weren’t his yet. He fucked us both. We both got on our hands and knees, pushing are hips together so he didn’t have to spend much time outside our pussies.

      Ray-Ray started to kiss me. Of course I kissed her back. We made out and Sir fucked us. It was fantastic. I came at least three times. Ray-Ray came a bunch too.

      Like before, he came on us instead of in us. He sprayed a big load over our asses and lower backs. And just like before, we bimbos couldn’t help each other when it came to licking up Sir’s mess.

      It took a few days for the tests to come back. There’s more that needs to be done, but Sir says it was the water that turned us into bimbos. That’s become his new project, the water. He’s been trying to figure out how to create it outside the Dome and bottle it so other people can become bimbos like Ray-Ray and me.

      And we still drink it. Whenever Ray-Ray or I am feeling too thinky or prudish, Sir gives us some of the sweet water to drink and we feel better in no time. Sometimes I just complain about having too many thoughts so Sir will give me some water anyway. It always makes me feel so good. I just can’t help myself.

      The day after Sir claimed us, taking us home with him after he finished fucking us that first day, he took us shopping for new clothes. It was such a relief to be able to get proper slutty clothes and not just wear the altered ones. Sir even took us to a tailor to make sure everything fit us properly. Our clothes now hug every part of our bodies, making sure to fit our big tits and asses, but also fit our trim waists.

      But we didn’t just buy clothes. We also bought shoes and makeup. Ray-Ray misses being tall like she used to be, so she always wears really high heels. I do too, but her’s are higher. She gets stripper heels, with really thick platforms and spiked heels. Those are fun sometimes, but I like a little more variety.

      It took both of us a while to learn how to put on makeup properly. Ray-Ray never wore any as a man and I never really got into it until I became a bimbo. We don’t go out without makeup on anymore. Our faces are pretty without, but we look so much better with makeup on.

      Ray-Ray are practically twins now. We share clothes and we never do anything apart. Ray-Ray is the best friend a bimbo like me could have. We have so much fun together.

      Sir still works, but he’s in the middle of starting his own company to sell Bimbo Water around the world. There’s going to be so many more bimbos like Ray-Ray and me. He makes sure to spend lots of time with the bimbos. Between Is and Ray-Ray’s help, I can’t actually count high enough to tell you how many orgasms I have every day. I can’t believe there are any girls out there that want to be smart and boring compared to being a happy and slutty bimbo like me. I can’t believe how stupid I was before trying to be a smart reporter lady. No one wants to listen to what I have to say now and it’s amazing. It’s so much more fun to be a dummy.

      And Ray-Ray and I get to do that a lot. With Sir starting his own company, he has to meet with a lot of investors. We make sure the investor’s know what happens with people drink the Bimbo Water. It’s the only time he ever shares us with other guys.

      But the most fun is when he takes us out to parties to help push Bimbo Water. Ray-Ray and I get to dress up in really sexy dresses. We spend all night hanging on both of Sir’s arms, smiling and giggling. No one expects us to say anything, which is good, because I would know what to say.

      Last time I got to wear this pretty silver sparkly dress. It had sequins all over it, making me stand out a lot. It was backless and short, making it really easy to show off parts of my tits and my big ass on top of sexy legs. I could feel every eye at the party looking at me. It makes me horny just thinking about it now.

      I don’t think I have anything more to say. I spent forever trying to write this with my long nails. Sir says I’m going to help him sell Bimbo Water with this. I don’t know how, but he’s the smart one, not me. This is Gigi, a Bimbo Water girl, signing off.
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