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		Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice

		

		Dora stood on the porch, waiting for the people inside the house to answer the door. She was much too old for trick-or-treating, but that was part of the fun. Then again, her identity was hidden by a rubber clown mask. She had wanted to dress up as the kids cartoon character that shared her name, but there was no mask available to disguise her identity.

		“Trick-or-treat,” Dora said, raising her voice an octave to sound more like a kid.

		“My, you are tall,” the old woman who answered the door said. Little did she know that Dora was 21 and fully grown.

		Without saying another word, Dora reached out and grabbed as much candy as she could from the bowl in the old woman’s hands and then ran off, cackling as she went.

		“Well, I’ll be,” the woman said in a huff as she retreated into her house. “This is the last year I hand out candy. Kids these days have no manners.”

		Dora sprinted off down the block, laughing and otherwise fully enjoying herself. She had always prided herself on being a complete terror on Halloween. She was a menace and proud of it.

		The rest of the year, Dora was a self-described bitch. She was selfish and always looking to put others down. In her eyes, it was even better if she could steal credit for something they had done first. That was how Dora had managed to pass her classes at Thatcher Community College, although by the time she was applying to a four-year school to finish her degree, school administration had caught on to her antics and held back her Associates degree. Still, she had at least passed the classes. That was what mattered. And Dora fully expected to pull one over on a school admissions counselor eventually.

		Why Dora was such an evil bitch was not well known. It could have been because of her upbringing, but her parents had tried to set her straight. They had cut her off completely when it had become clear that they had failed at turning her into a responsible adult. They had even tried therapists, psychologists, and psychiatrists, but none of them lasted more than a month before they were tearing their hair out from Dora’s antics.

		But all that did not matter in the moment. For tonight was Halloween, Dora’s favorite holiday of the year. It was the one night where she could brazenly steal candy from children and get away with it. It was the one night where she could let her true self be free.

		Of course, Dora had learned from past mistakes. She could not hit every house on a block as she once did. That would raise suspicion. It was better to hit select houses. Dora especially liked hitting the homes of old women. They were less likely to put up a fight.

		Then there was the candy stealing. That too required stealth and some degree of planning. Some trick-or-treating groups were headed by adults. Those were a non-starter unless Dora was confident she could outrun the adult. Sometimes that was obvious, but most of the time she left those groups be. It was the slightly older kids who traveled without adult supervision that were her favorite targets. And she was certain she could outrun them when they were all wearing costumes.

		Once Dora reached a safe distance, she slowed to a walk and began to think about who her next target should be. She already had amassed quite a hall of candy. She did not even care about eating it that much. What she had obtained already would last her more than a month. Her drive to continue was the simple thrill of being bad.

		How she had not fallen into a criminal lifestyle yet was unknown, but Dora surely would have enjoyed herself. And the truth was, these Halloween capers were losing her interest. They were still fun, but they did not give her nearly the same level of excitement that she had come to expect. The problem was Dora had never experienced consequences of note before. Her parents trying to ground her as a teenager only made it more fun to sneak out and go to a party. It was like they were setting her up to break the rules.

		Of course, there were some forms of evil that Dora had failed at. As a woman, she had quickly learned how she could manipulate men. She had enjoyed manipulating men into buying her things or in helping her on a tough school assignment. And by helping, it usually resulted in them doing all the work for her. All she had to do was give them the promise of sex and most men would do anything for her.

		Unfortunately, her reputation as a bitch traveled fast within the local community of men. They had become wise to her plan to manipulate them. And once they knew sex was very likely off the table, they lost interest in her and actually actively avoided her. Dora could not even show up at a drunken party and find a guy to dance with, even if she had no ill intentions.

		It had become a lonely life for Dora. But all that was going to change.

		Before that could happen, however, Dora spotted her next target. There was a group of kids walking down the street, visiting houses, getting candy. There was no adult with them. They were perfect targets.

		Dora found a tree to hide behind. The street light nearby was out, leaving her in near complete darkness. Peering out from behind the tree, she had a perfect position to watch from, waiting until the kids neared.

		Once in position, Dora could only wait and it was an agonizingly long wait as the group of trick-or-treaters visited each house. But finally, after waiting for nearly 10 minutes, the kids approached.

		“What’s that lollipop you got at the last house?” a kid dressed as a ninja asked another kid dressed as a dinosaur.

		“That house was weird,” the dinosaur said as he reached into his bag and pulled out a large lollipop. “It says for adults only. Who hands out adult candy to kids?”

		“Probably one of those pot candies my uncle likes,” a girl dressed up as a witch said. “Don’t eat that one.”

		“I won’t,” the dinosaur said.

		Just then, Dora jumped out from behind the tree and grabbed for the dinosaur’s candy bag. She pulled it away easily, the boy inside the costume completely surprised by Dora’s appearance. However, the other kids used the split second advantage to both guard their candy bags from the thief and to position themselves to run away if necessary.

		Dora quickly realized her situation. She had hoped to grab all the candy bags, but the one would have to do. She turned and ran, taking her stolen candy bag with her.

		“Suckers,” she shouted as she ran away.

		Even if the kids had wanted to give chase, it did not happen. The kid in the dinosaur costume had his legs restricted by the bottom of the costume and the other kids had their own candy bags to think of.

		As Dora rounded the corner, she looked back to see the kids were not giving chase. Sometimes they did and that always added an element of fun to the whole endeavor. Still, that had been a successful raid, even if it resulted in less candy than she would have liked.

		It was an hour later when Dora finally managed to make it home. She had targeted another couple houses. Old lady houses were relatively easy to spot. There was something about the yards and exterior decorations that made them easy to find.

		“Ah, what a night,” Dora said as she dropped her candy haul onto the coffee table in her small apartment and then sank down onto the couch. Her feet hurt after her nighttime raid, but it had been worth it.

		The candy spilled out onto the coffee table from the bags she had carried around with her for much of the evening. She had started with just one, but had collected several others throughout the night.

		A bright pink and white lollipop fell out of the bag she had taken from the kid dressed as a dinosaur. Its size and shape immediately drew her attention.

		“Hmm, I wonder what this is,” Dora said as she picked dup the lollipop. She had never actually seen carnival style lollipops given out as Halloween candy before. “Ooh, this is that adult candy the kid was talking about. But I wonder what makes it for adults only.”

		Dora nearly pulled off the wrapper right then and started eating the lollipop, but as soon as she glanced up at the clock, she knew it was too late to dig into such a treat. But tomorrow would be another story. She could spend the whole day blissed out on whatever drug the candy contained, should she want to. That seemed like the preferred option. If she was going to get high, she wanted to get to really experience it.

		When Dora woke up the next morning, the lollipop was on her mind. She rarely remembered her dreams at night, but she vaguely recalled dreaming about the lollipop. That only made her want to eat it all the more.

		“Hmm,” Dora said as she started to read the wrapper on the lollipop. She had ignored such things the night before, but now that she was actually going to ingest it, she wanted a little more information.

		As much as Dora’s life had been based on her bitchiness, never wanting to do anything for herself and reveling in other people’s troubles and failures, she was still an intelligent woman. She might have acted like a bimbo from time to time to get men to do what she wanted, but she had never actually been one at heart. It had always been an act.

		As such, Dora took her time reading the wrapper, trying to figure out what this special adult lollipop could do. Unfortunately, much of the small print on the wrapper was beyond her. The level of legalese could have been cause for alarm, but Dora ignored those concerns. If someone was handing the candy out on Halloween, it could not have been that bad.

		Nonetheless, the name of the candy “Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice,” told Dora nothing about it. The tagline on the wrapper promised “a transformative experience like none other,” but that was equally unhelpful. Still, those two things were not about to stop Dora from eating the lollipop. And she had nothing planned for her day, so she could really enjoy it.

		Tearing off the wrapper, Dora looked closely at the pink and white striped candy. It looked like any generic hard candy, although it had a smell she could not place. It was an appetizing smell, at least.

		“Whoa,” Dora said as soon as she took a lick from the lollipop. The taste was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. There was a sweetness to it, which was to be expected with it being candy and largely made of sugar. But there was a spiciness to it as well, a hint of cinnamon and something else she could not identify. Not that any of that mattered. The candy was perfectly delicious and Dora quickly became focused on eating it, licking out every bit of flavor her tongue could find.

		It took Dora nearly an hour to eat the lollipop. She paid attention to nothing else. She did not even bother to turn on the television to catch the Friday primetime lineup. She had become completely enamored with this supposedly adult candy.

		And the adult aspect of the candy was what most intrigued Dora. She had guessed it was an edible of some sort, but she could not taste anything special about it. Dora had eaten edibles before and she had always been able to tell that there was something extra in them. This lollipop, other than possibly being the tastiest piece of candy she had ever eaten, seemed otherwise completely normal. And as Dora neared the end of the lollipop, there was no familiar high invading her body. She felt entirely normal.

		“Well, that was interesting,” Dora said as she tossed the stick into the garbage and stretched lazily. “I wonder how long that will take to kick in.”

		It turned out the lollipop only needed another minute before its contents began to take effect.

		Dora had stood up, intending to walk from her living room into her bedroom to change her clothes for the day, but as soon as the drugged lollipop took effect, she found the apartment swimming around her.

		“Whoa,” Dora said as she fell back onto her couch. However, sitting down did nothing to make the room stop spinning.

		“Fuck,” Dora cursed. “I hate vertigo.”

		Vertigo was not an unusual sensation for Dora. She regularly seemed to experience it in the fall, probably relating to certain plants beginning to grow again after drying out over the summer. But Dora had never experienced vertigo this strong outside of that one time she drank so heavily that she found herself holding onto the ground so she did not fall up into the sky.

		“Relax,” Dora told herself as she mentally tried to calm herself, closing her eyes and trying to remember a zen routine she had once learned.

		Nothing seemed to help at first. Dora was afraid she was going to be sick, but after another minute or so, the spinning seemed to lessen. And after another couple minutes, it had stopped entirely.

		Dora opened her eyes and started a self-evaluation, trying to decide if she felt any different. However, just as she started, she found herself giggling.

		“What the hell?” Dora nearly shouted. She had not giggled since she was a little kid. The closest she came was from the adrenaline high she got after stealing something from someone, but even then, she did not giggle.

		But even realizing she had been giggling did not seem to stop her. In fact, it only served as a further catalyst for more giggling.

		Dora clutched her stomach, beginning to fear she had done something incredibly stupid. She had assumed the candy had been laced with weed, but she had not really considered all the other drugs she could have just consumed. First the vertigo and now the giggling. Something about the whole situation was weird.

		“Stop it,” Dora told herself, but it did little to stop herself from giggling.

		However, giggling soon became the last thing on Dora’s mind as her stomach began to burn inside. It was not a strictly painful burn. It did not feel like there was a fire inside of her. It was more like the burning sensation one might feel after a hard run. Yes, there was pain involved, but it was not exactly unpleasant.

		Nonetheless, Dora feared she might be sick, so she rushed into the bathroom, making herself ready to pray to the porcelain god should she need to.

		She ripped off her night shirt, a baggy t-shirt she had managed to steal away from an older man at a basketball game. The t-shirt had been shot out of one of those t-shirt cannons and she had climbed over three rows of seats to make sure that she got it. She had been proud of herself at the time, but that no longer mattered. Dora simply discarded the t-shirt on the bathroom floor.

		“Are you going to puke?” Dora asked her reflection as she braced herself on the bathroom counter. Her reflection did not answer of course.

		However, looking at the reflection of her naked torso gave Dora a frontline view of the shrinking of her midriff. It looked as if an invisible corset had been wrapped around her belly and was being slowly tightened.

		“The fuck?” Dora said as she watched her body change before her very eyes. She looked down to confirm what she saw in the mirror was no illusion. It was no hallucination. It was really happening.

		Dora’s hands ran across her shrinking belly, but she could not feel anything there except warm and taut skin. That invisible corset was not really there.

		“What was that about a transformative something?” Dora asked out loud as she rushed back into the living room so that she could read over the wrapper one more time. Something was happening to her and it was not the high she had been anticipating. This was something else entirely and Dora was not sure if she liked what she was seeing and feeling.

		However, as soon as Dora picked up the wrapper she made another discovery. Her ability to read had been severely hampered. “Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice,” Dora read out loud, but her words came slowly, a pause coming after each word as she struggled to formulate what she was reading in her head.

		“I give up,” Dora said a moment later, realizing whatever the lollipop had in it was doing more than making her giggle and causing her waist to shrink. It had affected her ability to read. She figured she could at least wait it out and let the effects of the lollipop pass. Surely the lollipop did not cause permanent changes.

		Dora looked down and started giggling again. She just realized she had been running around her apartment topless and for whatever reason, that realization was giggle inducing.

		She shook her head as she returned to the bathroom. That was where her mirror was and if there were any other physical changes, she wanted to see them. This would make for a great story to tell her friends, if she had any. Dora’s behavior over the years had isolated her from most people she had once been close to. Being a bitch to everyone she met tended to have the effect.

		Dora’s difficulty in reading was quickly forgotten when she returned to the bathroom and saw that she was undergoing another physical change. It was her hair. Always having been a brunette, Dora could only watch in shock as the color slowly leached from her hair, turning it from brown to blonde. And once it had turned blonde, her hair started to grow out of her head at an alarming rate. Dora thought back to time lapse photography done of corpses as the hair had continued to grow after death. There was some semblance to that, but the result was much more alluring with her head crowned and her face framed with golden curls.

		“Wow,” Dora said, her voice raised an octave from her usual speaking voice. Her surprise at her hair was not unwelcome. In fact, she looked good as a blonde, making her wonder why she had never tried dying it before. Of course, the increased length and volume helped significantly.

		“Whoa,” Dora said a moment later as she realized her voice had changed too. She sounded so much more feminine and girlish. Not that anyone would have mistaken Dora for anyone other than a woman before, but not it seemed like her voice had been taken to a feminine extreme.

		However, Dora’s time to reflect on the change in pitch of her voice was short lived. That was because as soon as her hair had completed growing out, nearly reaching her ass, her ass started to grow. It bubbled out, pushing out her hips as well, creating the kind of bubble butt either thousands and thousands of squats were responsible or the talented touch of a surgeon. Either way, neither were needed for Dora to grow the kind of ass women worked their lives to obtain.

		“Okay, this is, like, super cool and stuff,” Dora said as she shook her hips to watch her ass bounce and shake. She had never been able to do anything like that before. The language she used, while completely foreign to her, went unnoticed.

		After Dora’s ass finished growing, the transformation process moved up her body again, this time to her face. She watched in awe as her face reshaped itself. Gone were the cold and bitchy facial features that had long dominated her face. In their place was a softness that no one could see as belonging to someone who meant to cause harm. Along with that softness came bigger and brighter eyes, a slightly smaller nose that turned up ever so slightly at the end, and large plump lips.

		Despite the size of her new eyes, it was Dora’s new lips that would forever be noticed first about her face. Her lips remained parted naturally, creating a small hole that would leave men wondering what it would feel like to have their cocks between her plump pillows of lips. And even Dora could not avoid noticing them. All it too was for her to look down at the end of her nose to see how her lips projected off her face.

		Dora licked her lips seductively, as if she was trying to turn herself on. It worked. Not only did her mouth water with anticipation, her pussy grew wet at the sight of her lustful action.

		“You’re hot,” Dora told her reflection as she started to shimmy and shake to a song only she could hear. Her hands ran across her body, her thumbs hooking into the waistband of her pajama pants, pushing them down to reveal her newly expanded ass and her wet pussy. However, as she did this, Dora’s fingernails grew out into long glamorous nails. Her only thought after realizing her nail growth was that they looked pretty. The idea that nails that long might hamper her ability to complete tasks did not register in her mind.

		As Dora pushed down her pants, she found her legs had undergone a change as well. They were now long and svelte, perfectly toned to be shown off in a short skirt. They even met her ass with a perfect crease, all to better highlight her new figure.

		However, everything that had changed about Dora had ignored one thing. Her mind had been altered. So too had her face and hair. Her hands, arms, legs, and her ass had been transformed. But her breasts had remained the same. Dora had never been big. Her need to wear a bra had been minor. She usually did so only to comply with society’s expectations. At home, she never bothered.

		Unfortunately, paired with all the other changes to Dora’s body, she now felt like she was missing something vitally important. Her body had been almost completely rebuilt, but she had been left looking a bit like a pear. Her ass ensured men and some women would always have something nice to look at as she walked away from them, but other than her plump lips, there was nothing for them to enjoy when she faced them.

		Luckily, the lollipop was saving Dora’s breasts for last. Standing there in front of the mirror, now completely naked, she could only watch as her breasts slowly began to grow. They started slow as if they were a budding flower, just beginning to bloom. But once they started going, they started to speed up. Soon it appeared as if there were two balloons in Dora’s chest inflating with air.

		And Dora’s breasts did not just stop when they had taken her out of the single letter bra sizes. They kept growing, getting bigger and bigger until they began to dominate her figure. And even then, they pushed it just a little bit more.

		“Wow,” Dora said as she reached up to touch her newest assets. She had never considered what having big tits would be like. And at this size, they had to be called tits. They were big tits and they stuck off her chest, almost as if they had been bolted on.

		But Dora was not just impressed by their size. She was also impressed by their sensitivity. It felt as if they had been turned into a complete erogenous zone, almost as strong as her pussy.

		Dora threw her head back and moaned as she pinched a nipple. That alone was almost enough to make her cum. And cumming was very much on Dora’s mind now. Her body had been transformed and primed for sex. Making her both supremely attractive to other people, but also giving her libido a boost that might classify her as addicted.

		But it was not just Dora’s body that had been transformed. Her mind had as well. There had been wholesale changes made. Huge amounts of her former knowledge and personality had been shoved aside, essentially deleted to make way for a new way of being. Gone was Dora’s evil bitchiness. A loving lustfulness had been brought in to replace it. Nevermore would Dora ever dream of taking Halloween candy from trick-or-treaters. She could not even fathom the idea. For Dora, there was only sweetness and sunshine now.

		“I’m, like, super hot now,” Dora said to herself as the transformation process ended. And she was. Standing there, Dora could only smile at what she saw. And she just knew she was going to be popular with all those men out there.

		Of course, the transformative ability of the lollipop only managed to change Dora. It could not change her wardrobe or anything else about her life. That proved to be a problem when Dora decided it was time to go out and meet people. Her wardrobe simply was not up to the task of highlighting her new body. Nothing fit right.

		After much searching, however, Dora finally managed to piece together an outfit that would suffice until she got to the mall and could replace it. She found a yellow top that managed to fit her tits without making it look like a baggy tent hanging off of them. It was tight on her tits and a little loose around her midriff, but it was manageable. Dora paired that with a black skirt that she could not remember buying, but was glad to have found. It was too tight, making it impossible to wear underwear beneath it without panty lines showing through, but she liked it that way. Her one complaint was that it was too long, nearly reaching her knees. Dora was now a miniskirt and shorter kind of gal.

		Dora had meant for her shopping excursion at the mall to be short. She just wanted to pick up a couple outfits, nothing serious, but that plan got blown out of the water when she discovered all these stores and boutiques that she had previously ignored. The stores had not been her style, but now they most certainly were. And after adding in a complete refreshing of her makeup collection to the list, Dora did not leave the mall that day until it was mid-afternoon.

		“It’s a nice day,” Dora commented as she walked back to her car, loaded down with multiple bags of clothes, shoes and makeup. “I should, like, go for a walk in the park.”

		And that is exactly what Dora did. In her past life, Dora was not the sort of person who liked to go for walks in the park. But this was a different Dora. This was a new Dora. She did not even mind the sky-high heels on her feet as she sashayed and wiggled along the path that surrounded the small pond. Her flippy skirt was at constant risk of revealing the pink lace thong underneath. The thong, skirt and heels were all a nearly matching shade of pink. They went along with the pink nail polish on her fingernails and toes, as well as the pink lipstick she wore.

		For a top, Dora had kept it simple. She wore a white halter top that barely managed to contain her big tits. They spilled out into a delicious display of cleavage. Her taut midriff was on display as well beneath the cropped end of the top. She had contemplated whether she should get a belly-button piercing, but as soon as she had passed more than 10 feet beyond the piercing parlor at the mall, all thoughts of getting such work done was forgotten.

		It was obvious for everyone who saw Dora, even before she said anything out loud, that she was a bimbo. However, she was still coming to terms with this fact herself. In some dim way, Dora was aware that she was no longer the intelligent woman she had once been. Given the trouble she had reading and doing basic math, she doubted she could have passed middle school with her current ability levels. But Dora was well aware of her other qualities. She knew she was sexy as hell. She fully enjoyed wiggling as she walked, making her tits bounce and jiggle and making her ass sway back and forth for the entertainment of men. And despite the great clearing of knowledge from her head, Dora had managed to develop a keen sense of how to best please people sexually. Her body had been primed for it and her mind went right along with her body.

		There were several instances in the park when she waved and giggled at various groups of men. They, like her, were out enjoying the unusually warm weather to begin November. However, none of them held her full attention. Dora did not know what exactly she was looking for, but she was certain she would know it when she saw it. Or more specifically, she would know him when she saw him.

		Dora stopped for a break near a group of geese who were also taking a break as they made their way south for the winter. She watched the birds play in the water, a smile forming on her lips as she sat gracefully on a park bench.

		“Is this seat taken?” came a masculine voice. Dora immediately knew this was a man she had an interest in. His deep voice practically vibrated in her chest. And when she looked up, she knew he was the kind of man for her. He was tall and broad-shouldered. He was dressed casually, but still demonstrated a certain level of class.

		“Please,” Dora said, scooting slightly aside and patting the bench beside her. “I was, like, watching the birds.”

		“Thank you,” the man said as she sat down beside Dora. “My name’s Rick.”

		“I’m Dora,” she countered with a giggle. “Did you say your name is Dick?” It was clear where Dora’s mind was.

		Rick laughed. “It’s Rick, but my name does rhyme with Dick.”

		“I don’t know how to rhyme,” Dora said with another giggle.

		“That’s quite all right,” Rick said. “I generally leave the rhyming to the song writers and the poets. What brings you out here on such a beautiful day?”

		Dora giggled again and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I just wanted to go for a walk and stuff. Hey, did you know you’re super handsome?”

		Rick chuckled before he spoke. “I’ve been told that before, but possibly not with those specific words before. Say, would you like to walk around the pond with me?”

		“Ooh, yeah, I’d love that,” Dora said excitedly.

		Rick stood up and then he reached out his hand to help Dora to her feet as well. She was still getting used to her new proportions, but she was becoming more fluid in her movements. Oddly enough, the high heels actually seemed to help her, as if her new body was designed to walk in heels.

		As the pair began to walk around the pond, Rick ventured a hand across Dora’s shoulders and eventually grabbed hold of her at her waist, pulling her close to him. Dora did nothing to fight Rick’s advance. In fact, she pressed her generous curves into his body, letting him know she was onboard for more.

		They said nothing as they made their way on a lap of the pond. When they returned to their starting point, Rick broached the topic he had wondered about since he first laid eyes on Dora. “I live nearby. I was wondering if you wanted to come over?”

		“Ooh, that sounds super fun,” Dora answered immediately. She did not need to be invited to a man’s home twice for her to say yes. “I’m, like, super excited.”

		As soon as they were inside the front door of Rick’s house, he pressed Dora up against the wall and kissed her hard on the lips. Dora responded by wrapping her arms around Rick’s middle and pulling him close. She could feel his bulge in his pants. Had her mouth not been otherwise occupied, she would have giggled, knowing what that bulge meant and what it could do.

		Nothing needed to be said as Rick slowly walked Dora to the bedroom, his mouth never leaving hers the entire time. Their tongues danced as they kissed each other, both anticipating what was about to happen.

		When Dora found herself sitting down on the bed a few minutes later, she was surprised to discover that Rick had somehow removed her skirt and her panties. Not that she minded. She had just been fully engrossed in kissing such a handsome man that she had lost track of things. A moment later Rick was pulling her top up over her head, leaving the newly minted bimbo only wearing her high heels.

		Next Rick laid Dora back and lifted her legs up until her heels were nearly beside her head.

		“What do you want?” Rick asked the already compromised Dora.

		“I want you to fuck me,” she answered automatically. At that moment, that was all she wanted. She just wanted, no needed, to be fucked.

		“Are you sure?” Rick asked.

		Dora simply bit her lower lip and nodded her head.

		“How can a girl like you be both so damn sexy and cute at the same time?”

		“I’m a bimbo,” Dora answered. And suddenly she knew the truth. She was a bimbo. She was dumb, but hot. She was limited, but happy. This was her life now and she was going to enjoy every moment of it, especially when she had hot guys like Rick about to fuck her.

		“Yes,” Rick said. “Yes, you are. Now to give you what you so clearly need.”

		Rick plunged his cock into Dora’s waiting pussy. It felt like such a relief to finally feel a hard cock inside of her. As much fun as it had been to spend her day shopping for new clothes and shoes, this was what Dora really needed. Her body and mind had been primed for sex, but she could not be left wanting for long. She needed this, not just because she needed to cum, but because she needed the validation that she was a worthy bimbo.

		It did not take long for Dora to completely lose herself in the moment. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she let out little high pitched moans with every thrust from Rick’s impressive cock. And when he finally came, sending surge after surge of hot white cum flooding into her pussy, Dora came too, her arms and legs spasming as her entire body became overcome with orgasmic pleasure. Dora screamed out as her vision turned white.

		“Holy fuck,” Rick said as he watched Dora climax. He had never seen a woman respond to his cock in this way. It was gratifying and amazing, all at once. And for Dora, if there had been any hesitation about what her new life would consist of, she was certainly not about to complain. She knew she was going to be a very happy bimbo in the future, especially if she continued to get regular access to Rick’s cock. But she was pretty certain she would make a great girlfriend for him, as long as he liked bimbos. But then again, he had approached her in the park. He must have seen something in her that he liked.

		As Dora started her new life as a bimbo, her evil and bitchy past was left behind her. She had become exactly what the lollipop had promised. She was sugary sweet with a spicy side when it came to sex, and to everyone who saw her and met her, she was everything nice.
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