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I like to consider myself a smart guy. I'm educated, so you'd think it wouldn't be that much of an issue trying to find a girlfriend who's on my level. I mean, I don't have anything against the ditzy types, but while they can be a good fuck, there's just something more... fulfilling about banging a chick who's also got a brain. While it's nice being able to formulate small talk with someone who can string together multiple sentences, there's also something about then seeing how brainless they get while I'm plowing them, or when they've got my cock in their mouth.

Needless to say, the past year has been a struggle. Don't know if there's something in the water, or if all the girls with half a brain packed up and left, because I haven't gotten past a first date, often even finishing said date before walking out. But the sheer level of stupidity from the girls I've been chatting up has been exasperating, to say the least. So much so that it's started to impact my day-to-day life.

So I decided to go on vacation. A nice break from reality. Maybe even a break from myself. Getting out of my element to perhaps also break me free from these chains. I have money. I'm not some millionaire, though I am close. The bachelor life, plus my job and education, has allowed me to be good with money, so I live a pretty chill, comfortable life. As such, I didn't want to go on some budget trip. I wanted to splurge. Treat myself. I figured a cruise would be a good option, but not one of those floating mega islands with thousands of thousands of people. The families of thirty all wearing the same shirts while taking over Disneyland. Screaming kids everywhere.

No, none of that. I booked a luxury cruise. For people like me who can appreciate a tasting menu at a Michelin-star restaurant. One of exclusivity and five-star living at sea. Top-notch dining, high-end bars, with a passenger count topping off at five hundred. Private cabins. Exotic stops. You name it. It was designed to be what I needed. And the brochures didn't lie.

If I couldn't find my type here, maybe I could at least get over this hurdle and bang some dumb blonde who's got a bigger bank account than mine. She won't make for conversation, but who knows what kind of sweet skills she has with her tongue. She may even have a friend. A threesome would be nice. I’ve never been able to pull one of those off.

We departed from the Florida port earlier this morning. Two weeks on the Caribbean Sea aboard the ‘Sovereign,’ the “more affordable” of the two boats operated by the luxury cruise company. The other boat, the ‘Radiance,’ would've really done a number on my bank account. Would've had to live off cup o' noodles and PB&J for a couple of months. So, the ‘Sovereign’ it was. I can't really complain, even if it's the “lesser of the two,” the ‘Sovereign’ was still leagues above any other cruise.

My room—well, all the rooms on this boat—was a suite with a private balcony. The cheapest of the three options available, but still damn nice. A full-sized bed, a couch, and a TV, along with an unnecessarily large bathroom. Glass panes open up the cabin to a nice view of the ocean. Fresh salt breeze, blue seas as far as the eyes can see. Just pure bliss, like the Caribbean should be.

I considered taking it easy the first night, touring the boat, maybe swinging by the casino, but I ultimately decided to test my luck on a different route. For being a smaller boat, the ‘Sovereign’ had no shortage of bars. At least one on every floor, near the pools and dining rooms. Most had their own stylings, whether in location, décor, or ambiance, but no two bars were too far off the beaten path. If your palate didn't crave the avant-garde, I was sure there was a traditional tiki bar just steps away. A stroll along the halls would allow one to constantly sample anything that suits their fancy. And while one can literally order room service—to my understanding, the staff is happy to bring a drink anywhere on the ship—the variety is limitless.

It was late morning when I saw her. Or rather, when she came to me. I was picking at the last remnants of my breakfast and sipping some coffee by an open window, feeling absolutely lousy after back-to-back nights of striking out. I was hoping the chicks here would be looser, hornier maybe, give me something to latch onto to get over this mental hurdle. But man, it still kills my drive when I say “hey” and 75% of their vocabulary consists of “like” or “totally”. Really wish I could just turn off this fucking brain of mine sometimes.

She was older, late 40s, with dirty blonde hair, but even for her age, she still looked incredible. The figure of an aging tennis player or something. Tight. From what I could see from her backside, she had one hell of an ass. Curves all around.

I didn't know what to say as she took a seat across from me, sipping her own steaming mug of coffee.

“My name's Dr. Debbie Dakota,” she said in between sips. “I believe I can help you.”

I blinked. “Help me with what?” If I was among the rabble on a mega-cruise, where just about anyone with a couple of bucks in their bank account could get a ticket, I would've been far more suspicious. I may have even tried to flag security. Then I figured maybe she was a bored housewife, a cougar looking to feel young again. I'll admit, I wouldn't say no if she asked me to go back to her cabin while her husband brokered secret business deals or slept with the young staff.

“Help me with what?” She flashed her business card and I nearly spat out my coffee. “What makes you think I need a sex therapist?”

Debbie leaned back in her chair and shrugged. “Two nights of striking out. At first, you only went after certain women, but then you had a shotgun approach. Flawed, driven by a desperate need to get laid, I assume. From the women you chatted with first, I'm going to hazard a guess to say you wanted someone who at least outwardly appeared intelligent, and when you got denied, you chatted with anyone who would look your way.”

It was annoying to get called out on this, but a part of me admired how observant she was. How'd she know all that from just seeing me chatting with these ladies? Still, I don't remember seeing this woman in any of the bars I was at. Was she really spying on me? Was this a weird prank? Or was she being serious? Either way, I played along.

“This your usual modus operandi, doctor?”

Debbie snickered. “Please, doctor isn't my preferred title. Call me Debbie.” She had this weird glint in her eyes. Almost predatory, which only excited me more. It'd been a while since anyone excited me, especially an older woman. If anything, it gave me the motivation to hear her out and go along with this therapy. “No, most of my clients come to me. I come highly recommended.”

“I'm not getting billed for this, am I?” I snickered. Definitely leaning toward con artist. Will probably give me some run-of-the-mill diagnosis, recycle some self-help bits you can find on Google, and then bill me a grand for her time.

“No, because you're treating this vacation of yours as therapy. I just want to make sure you're getting the most out of it.” Debbie leaned in, propping her elbows on the table and cupping her hands. “Am I wrong?”

I gazed out the window, not wanting to admit she was, in fact, pretty spot on. Not only that, but while I did always prefer a woman with a brain between her ears, I never liked it when they were smarter than I was. My ego has never allowed for it, nor has it worked out well for me. If Debbie is right, and my attraction is subconscious, the fact she's not afraid to play me for the chump only further stokes the fire.

She raised an eyebrow. “Trouble adjusting the settings?” she smirked. “Turning off the narrow filter?”

I huffed. “If you already know the problem, why not just tell me and save yourself the trouble?”

She grinned. “I don't know you, not really. But if you were one for self-realizations, wouldn't you have done so sooner?”

I groaned in frustration, in part because Debbie was annoyingly correct again, but mostly because of how attractive I found that cockiness. It was oddly arousing how arrogant she could be, and she knew exactly how sexy her superior intelligence was. Even if it did irk me a bit. It was hard not to love how assured she was, and dare I say, arousing? I nodded begrudgingly and finished the dregs of my coffee.

“We can talk more in my suite, if you're interested.”

She stood as a waiter came by for the empty plates. I hated to admit that she was right, and even worse, that I was genuinely curious about what she had to offer. I have plenty of cash lying around. If she could help me get out of my own head and seduce women easier, then sure, why not give it a shot? Especially since she's doing this pro bono.

I stood and gestured for her to lead the way. Silently, we walked the halls of the ship, my curiosity turning to shock and suspicion as we stopped outside one of the upper-echelon suites. If she really wasn't charging for her services, this was quite the extravagant favor; that or I'd underestimated how successful she was at her craft. Then again, given her cunning mind, she could've conned her way into a free room. Her methods were mysterious, but whatever they were, they were certainly effective. She unlocked her door and waved for me to come in.

Inside was as lovely as I was expecting. Exclusive materials, fine details, and luxury beyond the normal definition. One of the Azure Dream Villas, if I remembered correctly. Only five on the entire ship, with only one room above it: the Imperial Luxe. Debbie's cabin was basically a Vegas casino penthouse modified for a luxury cruise liner. Marble and velvet, along with hardwood floors and deco chandeliers. It wasn't the standard design one might think of when envisioning a hotel room. It could house six easily, maybe more. Everything about it was spacious, stylish, and custom.

Debbie guided me into the seating room, the far wall made of solid glass with roll-up curtains, and we took a seat opposite one another in a pair of leather swivel chairs. Outside, we watched the tropical seas go by. There was something oddly erotic in the privacy this cabin afforded. So remote and separated from the rest of the boat, which already felt like a separation from the real world.

“Tell me about yourself, Ryan.” Debbie crossed her legs as she straightened up. I didn't recall ever giving her my name, but it’s safe to assume she picked it up while witnessing my back-to-back nights of rejection. “Help me to fill in the gaps.”

“Isn't that all there is?” I scoffed, sinking down in the leather. Despite the lush comfort, this felt uncomfortably close to actual therapy. As if Debbie intended this as some mental health check. Like I'm broken, a wreck in need of real help. Something a few phone or video chat appointments won't fix.

I didn't intend to say so much. I just wanted to give her the most basic information. That I considered myself highly educated and wanted to find a partner who also had a brain between her ears so that I could be stimulated mentally in addition to sexually. But then I also let it slip how hot it was to see a woman whose intelligence matched mine fade as I bang hered, moan while I fucked her. How I just loved the gaping stupid faces. I would leave the smarter women after I'm done with them.

But it became a struggle to find intelligent women who were into me, so I tried to “cast a wider net,” but it was so difficult to just chat with already dumb women that it became a turn-off. So I figured I'd go on a trip. Change my surroundings, maybe be among like-minded individuals, or at least find some ditzy sluts who are so irresistible that I can't help myself. I hated that I had to stoop so low, but there I was. Pathetic as ever.

As it turns out, Debbie actually wasn't bad company. She didn't judge me on anything I was saying. Didn't flaunt her intelligence over my “stupid male problems.” If anything, she was supportive, even empathetic. And if her mental prowess came with a higher-grade emotional intuition, well, maybe she does know a trick or two.

“I booked a ticket, came on board, and as they say: the rest is history,” I shrugged as I slouched in the chair, turning it to look at the vast horizon.

Debbie folded a hand under her chin. She uncrossed and re-crossed her long slender legs, shifting how her skirt was hitched up to expose some thigh. While the corner of my mind did not register the motion as deliberate—or at least not directed toward me—I couldn't shake the notion of an older woman willingly showing some leg. One thing's for sure, though: her leg was a stunning specimen. They were a runner's legs, that's for sure. Covered with smooth bronze skin that glistened and looked soft to the touch. Perfectly maintained calves.

“It's going to sound rather obvious, but you're too analytical with your seduction.” She followed my gaze to the view outside. “You've convinced yourself that you're casting a wider net, but you're not. Even when you claim to go looking for some ditzy blonde who can't find Antarctica on a map, you're still going into it with a list of requirements. You're overthinking it without even realizing it.”

I rolled my eyes. “So what, next time I go looking to score just, turn my brain off?”

“And act more slutty,” she added, her tone professional.

I almost broke and laughed at the absurdity, but the sharp glance she gave me quickly warned otherwise. Debbie said that with the absolute earnestness one might use to discuss their golf swing or where they learned how to ride a bike. In her defense, however, Debbie's glib tone also belied an inner knowing, which, in the seconds I was granted, did manage to soothe me some. Like she wasn't only preaching theory but the lessons of personal experience. That being open and less methodical about one's affections leads to greater results. And, as crazy as it sounded, even if it didn't totally compute, her assuredness was both extremely alluring and shockingly effective.

She looked over at me. “You're treating sex like it's chess when it's really checkers. You want to see a woman's intelligence leave her body as she moans from the pounding you're giving her? Then work on your confidence. Because if you can't even convince a dumb slut to sleep with you, you're not going to get that smart broad reading the Wall Street Journal.”

Debbie offered a kind smile, almost maternal, that eased some of the burn from her rather bluntly-delivered assessment. “Ryan, I can help you turn off that brain of yours, bring out that inner slut that'll bed anyone you set your eyes on. I see great potential in you, and if you follow my methods and advice, I bet before the week ends you'll be a completely different man.”

Again, no explanation was given of how she managed to eke out such great results. Maybe it was the shocking eroticism of her leg, or the intense eagerness that was emanating off her that was oddly titillating, but Debbie somehow made such a claim in a way that even left me somewhat confident in her skills. Either she was just that damn sure of her abilities, or she was an adept liar, or she could see how needy I really was.

“So let me get this straight, by letting you help me bring out my 'inner slut', this will make me into a better man?”

“Essentially. A more confident, improved version of yourself. The best you. Open. Honest. Carefree. Liberated.”

Liberated. Free of the shackles that were my standards. Unbound from the restraints and labels that categorized me into what I think makes an “ideal” woman. Loosening my standards to just basically being me. In that moment, the revelation struck me so hard, I could almost hear some profound clap of lightning ringing in my ears. It all seemed so obvious now. There's no surprise it eluded me until someone as intelligent, if not smarter, pointed it out.

I blinked, mouth opening and closing as I tried to formulate a response. That confidence, that delectable glint in her eye; how could I say no? Despite it all feeling like a wild improbable chance, that it'd be impossible to truly change who I was, something about it still rang true. Could it really work? Or was it complete lunacy?

“Okay, so... how?”

Debbie stood. “Ryan, my methods are finely tuned. Highly successful. 98% success rate. I have helped my clients achieve satisfaction and fulfillment beyond their wildest dreams. But for me to achieve that, you have do give me something in return. Not money, trust. For this to work, you have to trust me. Trust me that what I say has value, worth, meaning. That what I am doing, I am doing to help you. Now, I ask this only once: do you trust me?”

My head was spinning, in part from her proposition, in part from my warring feelings about whether or not her offer was plausible. 98%. Well, I could only hope she was exaggerating a bit. Still, it was better than nothing. Maybe this could work. Maybe this was the change I was hoping for. A sense of finality washed over me as Debbie and I locked eyes. As unlikely as it sounded, what did I have to lose besides the current failure of how things are now?

What could be the harm?

“Yeah.”

Debbie sat back down. “You're familiar with the old maxim: to know your enemy, you must become your enemy, right?”

I nodded, squinting, wondering where the fuck she was going with this.

“Well, to unlock that potential, to cast off those shackles holding you back from the easiest, most satisfying, most fulfilling sex you'll ever get, you have to become your enemy. Unleash your inner beast to tame that overly intellectualistic inner critic. And that means, to unlock what you want in women, you must become your woman.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Become. Your. Woman.”

Again, her statement was spoken without hesitation, or without any hint of embarrassment. Just dead serious and professional. But while Debbie remained calm and self-assured, inside my head was complete pandemonium. She couldn't possibly be saying... that I had to... act...

“That's fucking crazy,” I stammered. I probably would've stormed out the door. It was only my desire to achieve the promised results that kept me in the chair.

Debbie shrugged. “I get that you have reservations, but admit it; aren't you tired of constantly trying and failing to have things go your way? Aren't you just sick and tired of seeing nothing but dead ends everywhere you look?” She leaned forward, not pressing herself, not pleading, nor giving any kind of encouragement or disapproval. Rather, her tone simply returned to her professionally nonchalant manner. “My methods have gotten people results. Granted, if you want guaranteed results, you're going to have to make an investment in yourself. Sacrifice is a key ingredient.”

In spite of my gut telling me how ludicrous it was, that this woman and her plan were too good to be true, another part of my brain—which clearly was the part that held sway throughout most of my life—sensed her proposal was oddly promising, maybe even the only shot of breaking me free from the madness my existence had devolved into. “But dressing like a woman and—”

“Like I said before. You have to trust me. If you do, I can guarantee results. If you no longer trust me, you can go back out that door and try your luck again.”

For whatever reason, something compelled me not to move. A combination of not just desperation and curiosity, but for some weird reason, excitement. That small rebellious thrill that came when acting irresponsibly as a teen. Such urges were always shoved aside in favor of my rules and regulations. Of which my pursuit for quality sexual partners was governed by, which ironically was proving not only detrimental to my efforts but also a barrier to making the connection I yearned for.

Debbie was clearly outlining my options; to stay here and learn what she has to teach, or go out and fail miserably for the millionth time.

Without realizing it, my hands gripped the sides of the chair as I sunk down, contemplating what I was getting into, a knot in my stomach, feeling strangely in a moral quandary. “Say I wanted to do this,” I paused, embarrassed to continue.

“How much is your dignity worth? Can you stop obsessively overthinking things long enough to feel what your inner slut wants to tell you? Can you trust me? Let the universe work in its own mysterious ways without wanting to tear it apart with your over-analysis? If not, if you'd rather die trying, you're welcome to go ahead, walk out that door and do what's ‘rational.’” But, if you would just let me, if you actually tried doing things that defy rational, it'd probably surprise you just how amazing you truly are, and just how many stupidly slutty opportunities lay ahead of you.”

She certainly knew how to weave words, stringing together the kind of unwavering authority mixed with reassurance to gain my attention. As skeptical and distasteful as this felt, with a shiver running down my spine, I'd already started imagining it. Weird, liberating fantasies, wondering what I would look like, and more, what it would feel like. This was not only tantalizing in spite of myself, but its pure audaciousness is what struck the nerve. So hot. So wrong. An odd humiliation at the thought of actually following through, which, for whatever reason, didn't feel... as bad.

In that moment, the revelation was clear as day. What was I getting into exactly? What was the end goal, the purpose of it? None of that actually mattered. Whatever this new thing, whatever it was I was experiencing, all I could focus on was that burning excitement. There was no word to describe it, no terminology other than...

Erotic.

What did I have to lose?

Nothing.

Absolutely fucking nothing.

“Okay.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “Okay.”

Debbie stood. “Follow me. You have an appointment at the spa.”

There was only one spa on board the ‘Sovereign.’ I remembered skimming through what it offered when I was contemplating booking a ticket. It offered all the usual services; manicures, massages, facials, the standard spa stuff, but to a higher standard than what you'd find on a mega-cruise. It was a short walk from Debbie's Azure Dream villa to the spa. Much like the rest of the amenities on this ship, they were easy to find. The last thing the company behind this boat wanted was wealthy patrons complaining about getting lost on the way to one of the bars, or having to walk for “miles” to get to the club or casino.

Simply called ‘The Spa,’ I could smell it before I laid eyes on it. The fragrant scent of mint and sandalwood permeating the air was thick, intoxicating, a clear invitation to enter into paradise. Not that I wasn't fond of the salty ocean air, but just walking inside I could sense my nostrils inhaling its rich oils into my system.

I said nothing as Debbie and I approached the counter. A beautiful blonde woman greeted us with a jovial smile. I returned the greeting and looked her up and down as she turned her attention to Debbie. Long, wavy golden blonde hair, pretty bright green eyes, smooth rosy pale skin, nice round butt hugged under the simple black dress uniform of the spa's employees. The fitted attire displayed her healthy, curvy figure very nicely.

I wondered what she was really like. Was the smile forced, or did she truly enjoy her job? Was she really so jolly, so flirtatiously pleasant to her customers, or was she a stuck-up, entitled bitch? Someone who loathed the wealthy clientele on this boat? Or secretly admired? I haven't put any thought as to the diversity of the crew, if they were mostly women or an even split. I could only imagine the gossip shared among the crew, what secrets these walls held.

“Right this way.” She turned to me and smiled. I blinked, not realizing I had zoned out of the entire conversation.

“Nothing scary,” Debbie winked. “Just some hair removal and skin care.”

I furrowed my brow, but it was too late to question and walk away now. I followed the blonde guide out of the lobby and through the door. It opened to a hallway that split off into two. She gestured to the right. “Men's locker rooms are that way. Please strip, store your belongings in one of the lockers, and then proceed through the other door.”

Before I could say anything, the receptionist gave a slight bow, then turned and left. I followed her instructions and entered the locker room.

Stepping into the locker room, I immediately noticed a soothing jasmine scent wafting about. But it was different than the initial air-freshened greeting from outside. I could literally see puffs of the vapor being dispersed through the air. So this was definitely the “detoxification” part, the entrance to the actual spa part of the spa. As far as locker rooms go, it had a lot of the basic accouterments: lockers, mirrors, benches, hooks, and some chairs and flat-screen monitors on the wall playing news and sports channels.

There were two other guys, both older, with gray streaks running through their hair. They were robed, thankfully, and discussing something political. Not wanting to get pulled in, I quickly found a vacant locker, grabbed a robe, and stripped. The two gentlemen shared a belly laugh as I turned and headed for the other door, as instructed.

The door opened to another hallway that joined up with what I could only assume was the ladies' locker room before leading me into another lobby. There, behind the desk, was a brunette who gave me a quick greeting before asking for my name. She looked me up in the computer and then said my aesthetician was waiting in room number 3.

I won't bore you with the details. The aesthetician, an older Asian woman, must've been briefed or something, because as soon as I entered the room she tried to dispel any fear or worry by casually mentioning how many of her clients were men. If only it had dulled the pain. She waxed everything. And I mean everything. I was silky smooth from the eyeballs down, and she even worked on my eyebrows. While I couldn't recall exactly, it might have been the worst 3 hours of pain in my life. My voice raised to octaves I didn't even know I had. It was unbelievably uncomfortable.

Debbie was waiting for me back out in the main lobby, but from the shopping bags at her feet, she hadn't just sat around and waited for me. She asked me how I felt. I skipped over the part about how kinda nice it was being this smooth. I wasn't quite ready to admit that out loud. At least this will all grow back, should this kooky plan of Debbie's not work out.

I was afraid to ask what was in the shopping bags. I had a pretty good idea, but it still terrified me to think that I could be wearing whatever was in those bags. A slight tingle of anxiety curled itself up in the pit of my stomach. There was a part of me screaming to bail, grab my stuff, run back to my cabin, and try not to spend the rest of my time on this boat embarrassed by my decision to get involved with this woman. I thought we were heading back to her cabin, but instead, Debbie took me to the hair salon.

I thought my messy mop of golden blonde hair was something women liked, so when we approached the hair salon, I assumed she was going to shave it off. Instead, I spent what felt like an eternity getting hair extensions. I walked out of the salon with bright, wavy strands of golden hair that fell down past my shoulders. It's not uncommon to see dudes with long hair. It's actually making a comeback outside the more niche, nerdy circles. Like among metalheads, surfers, and athletes.

There were no more stops. Following the addition of my new hair, we went straight back to Debbie's villa.

I took a seat in one of the swivel chairs, but this time I turned away from the ocean, as I didn't want to stare at the shopping bags. Debbie sat down opposite of me.

“How does it feel? The smooth, hairless skin?”

My body shivered as a flash of my humiliating squeals and groans at the hands of that sadistic Asian woman echoed in my ears. “Yeah, it's...” I didn't want to answer. In truth, a weird feeling came over me as I ran a palm across my chest. My heart raced a little as the tips of my fingers, for just an instant, lingered ever so slightly over a nipple, which in turn made it harden slightly before I pushed forward, grazing over the hairless groin to the upper thigh. “Well, a bit foreign.”

“You're a work in progress,” she leaned back, letting me stroke at my own skin.

“And so, now what?”

“I think you know what's next, Ryan,” she flicked her gaze over at the bags. “I want you to be dressed before the makeup artist arrives. I figured you'd want your transformation done in private, and not back at the salon where the other ladies were.”

“Yeeaaahhh... good call on that,” I swallowed, twisting my head back towards the shopping bags. Nervous and terrified, yet strangely eager to figure something out. This feeling didn't make sense. The whole dude dressing up like a woman in order to help him learn what to do to improve with a real girl is ridiculous. Yet it felt sort of funny to touch my new hair as I sat there, having my curiosity be tempered against an anxious impatience to see just how I look in... women's clothes.

Before I summoned the courage, the strength, to stand, Debbie beat me to it. I watched, creeping slowly closer, as Debbie took the shopping bags into one of the villa's spare rooms. She had laid it all out on the sheets by the time I poked my head in, and what I saw made a chill run down my spine. Pink. So much pink. Lace bra and panties, dress, high heels. The only thing not pink was the crotchless skin-colored pantyhose. Beside the outfit were two large white boxes that contained god-knows-what. It felt like the air was being sucked out of my lungs and an ice-cold stone settled in the pit of my belly.

Then she opened the boxes. The first contained a pair of massive, and I mean massive, fake breasts. The second, skin-colored silicone hip pads.

“I do apologize for their size, Ryan,” Debbie shrugged. “I guess I got a little carried away.”

If not for the ridiculous situation, I might've taken issue with the huge breast pads and hip enhancements, and yet I could sense, almost hear, my mind pointing out the obvious, that if I wanted to create this image, I needed it to be somewhat flawless, needed to actually complete the picture. It didn't completely douse my embarrassment, though. I blinked a couple of times, closed my gaping mouth, and straightened up.

I had to admit, I always liked a woman with a huge pair of tits. Curvy women with killer asses. A sweet smile and cute giggle helped a lot too. I didn't often find an intelligent woman with a huge rack, curvy waist, plump lips, and perky bubbly behind that met all my qualifications. It's a rarity. Now, by some twist of fate, I decided to become that which I desire, because somehow my brain rationalized the connection that, in order to better seduce that kind of women, I have to walk a mile in their shoes.

“Are you comfortable getting naked in front of me? Otherwise, I'll step out if you want to do this all yourself.”

Nervous, sweating, and stammering, it took me longer to compose a sentence. I was struck by a nervous bout of excitement. Debbie must've sensed the thrill of doing something taboo rippling beneath my trepidation, as her expression had changed from reassuringly impersonal to a sort of delight mixed in with encouragement.

I nodded and started stripping in front of her. Just going right for the balls, figuratively. The pounding of my heart, the icy pit; they had receded somewhat, especially as I placed myself fully in Debbie's capable, nonjudgmental hands. I hesitated only for a moment as I stepped out of my boxers and tossed them aside with the rest of my male clothing. Debbie didn't comment, didn't say anything rude or insulting. She just walked over to the bed, picked up the first hip pad, and peeled off the adhesive backing. I watched in silence as she placed the pad on the outside of my thigh and wrapped it around until part of it covered my butt.

I remained stiff and rigid as she repeated the process with the other leg. I glanced down and was surprised at how seamless it was. You could not tell where the natural stopped and the enhanced started. Debbie then stepped back and looked my body up and down before instructing me to lay down on my back, as it would be far better than trying to apply the breast forms while standing.

I gulped, nodded, and then did as she requested, lying down on the sheets as she picked up the first breast form. As she peeled off the adhesive, I managed to ask just how big they were.

“H-cups, I believe.”

H- cups. Dear lord. It was insane, way too exaggerated, over the top. These were beyond slutty. Tits like these were not meant for the public, but meant for naughty nights and twisted fantasies. How would I be able to show my face on the boat sporting breasts like these? Would the outfit Debbie bought even be able to contain them? It was ridiculous. As though someone had inflated a sex doll's tits with a football. What were we thinking? Was this for laughs, giggles? To make some sort of statement? Was this somehow really empowering? I was used to staring down a shirt at smaller, cute B and C cups. Hell, a hot chick in a swimsuit might bring in a modest, plump D-cup. Anything above, well, they looked foreign, otherworldly, not quite natural, even for a work of plastic.

Debbie moved quickly. I barely blinked and she had already secured the first H-cup breast pad over one pectoral, quickly repeating the process on the other side. I watched as they were laid upon each side, the shape of the fleshy pillows taking on and accepting their curvature with ease. After a few moments, Debbie instructed me to stand.

I nearly fell forward. These things were huge and heavy. H-cups for sure. Probably the biggest pair on the entire boat. Oh god. The realization struck me hard. A real woman with a natural pair could make a man fall to his knees just begging, but with these oversized silicon tit enhancers, these boulders on my chest, I wouldn't be surprised if I made all the men on the boat hit their knees in awe and worship. But I wasn't after men, right? Wasn't this whole strategy formulated to better help me seduce women? To remove the subconscious filter, making it nearly impossible to strike up a conversation with a woman, whether or not she outwardly appears intelligent?

Why? It suddenly seemed all kinds of backward. Why dress this way to catch their attention? To date and possibly pursue them? It didn't make sense anymore, especially not with these obscene mounds that could only be used for one purpose. To entertain dirty men. Men's fantasy of female hyper-femininity, pure, untainted, overly made-up, and exaggerated. A human blowup doll with long hair and no brain. A bimbo, a sex object, created strictly for entertainment purposes, or perhaps simply a warm place for the deposit of a man's seed. That thought shouldn't have been so stirring.

“This should help with the weight.” Debbie's voice pulled me out of my train of thought. I blinked and she appeared before me, holding the bra. Hot pink. Barbie pink with lacy cups. So fucking pink.

I struggled to consolidate the million different thoughts racing through my mind as my arms slipped through the straps of the bra. Debbie drew close to fasten it in the back. I peered down and observed the extent of my hyper-feminine bosom. Stuffed inside the padded, lacy pink bra was an exaggerated pair of breasts, buoyantly heaving, defying reality with such feminine perfection I should've fallen in love. Did it turn me on to have breasts of this size? Were they so overwhelming and powerful to look upon that I could feel their gravity in more places than just their physical size? I brought a hand and curled it around one, or half, more likely, and tried to figure out just how this was supposed to feel. When touching a real, living, breathing set of tits I wouldn't stop at squeezing just one, as I'd usually grope the whole thing, but now, now, as my hand gave a nice squeeze at this thick flesh pillow, something strangely nice crawled up my spine.

These breasts weren't for chatting up women, that was for sure. A silly fantasy. An obscene bimbo fantasy, yet now more confusing than ever before. The angle was way off here. The steps skewed.

“C-Can you clarify something for me?” I asked as Debbie adjusted the straps on the bra. “How is making me dress up like some big-titted blonde bimbo going to help me flirt with and seduce women?”

Debbie stepped in front of me and examined my hefty breasts, making sure the bra was situated properly and the fit wasn't too tight. “Tell me, Ryan, what makes a slut a slut?”

“I'd like to think it's a lack of inhibitions or morals, mostly.”

“Sure, but consider this: how much confidence do you think a slut has? A feeling of self-assurance arising from one's appreciation of one's own abilities or qualities. Therefore, a slut is someone who has great confidence in their ability to approach a stranger, someone they view as attractive, and cut through the foreplay to get to the good stuff.”

Debbie walked over toward the bed and picked up the crotchless pantyhose. “Would you like to put these on yourself? Or do you need my help?”

“I-I could use your help.”

“Well, Ryan, our goal here is not only to learn the science of how to approach, chat up, seduce a female target. And neither is this about simply dressing like one. Part of any proper disguise is being comfortable in it, being confident. Which will only be an accurate imitation if you believe in yourself, in the transformation. By changing one's personality and mental make up for the better, along with a drastic exterior makeover, the entirety of oneself undergoes a shift for the better and is thus a far more potent weapon against rejection. With greater confidence, even the worst conversationalist could entice most anyone into bed.”

She slowly, tantalizing, yet clinically, rolled one sheer, skimpy leg of the hose over one leg. “It's only by removing that barrier between male and female,” Debbie added, beginning the task of fitting the panty hose over my other foot and sliding it upwards. “Being able to look past our superficialities, taking it all in and realizing we all have an equal desperation to mate, that the hopeless begin to rise to the confident.”

Her hands traveled further upward as the top of the hose neared my nether region. She shifted my other leg to give her greater access before placing the material directly in line with my crotch and continuing with the final ascent of the skimpy pantyhose. This left them completely unobstructed and open, offering a generous, and all too easy, access into what many men seek.

“Sure, but that doesn't explain everything,” I said as a way to distract myself from her proximity, but mostly just how undeniably amazing the pantyhose felt on my hairless legs. The way the fabric hugged and caressed every inch of my leg, yet leaving my groin and ass fully exposed. This was an embarrassing feeling, a vulnerable feeling. An utterly embarrassing-arousing, feeling that turned the pit of my stomach inside out, upside down and backward, but in a good way. A thrilling way.

I opened my mouth, only to realize I had completely lost my train of thought. While I'd like to argue that it was the puzzling nature of Debbie's logic that kept me from speaking, in reality, it was the sight of her holding up the matching hot pink lace panties. It was hard to focus, hard to figure out what the hell she was trying to say hidden among all her fancy, psychological, lecture jargon while they dangled from her finger.

“Let out your inner slut, Ryan. Unshackle your inhibitions and the filter that's causing you to fail time and time again.”

This felt all kinds of backward. Dressing up, packing away my brain, putting myself on display, no, flaunting myself, calling out the attention of lustful, horny, heterosexual male attention, as though begging for a humiliating display to unravel like a bitch in heat for their amusement. And, in many cases, their actual, physical use, and fulfillment. An open invitation for some alpha, self-made male to make his filthy intentions known. To undress me with eyes, to become undressed in return.

Somehow I've stepped into a dark world full of beautiful contradictions.

When I didn't respond, Debbie took the initiative. She lifted up my pantyhose-clad legs and guided my feet into the lacy underwear. She stopped at my knees, silently ordering me to stand. I hesitated briefly, but a gentle gesture by Debbie eventually got my limbs under control enough to comply. The hot pink panties were brought gently up my ass, my thighs, my crotch, all the way, sliding almost effortlessly past all the exaggerated curves, not halting at the cheeks nor pausing as it skimmed the tip of my cock nestled neatly between my thighs and hips. She moved behind me as she pulled it all the way up into its final resting position, side straps resting atop my wide hips, the thin stretch of fabric sinking down between my bubbly ass.

I couldn't see down past my massive breasts, but I knew how my cock was reacting to the lacy fabric. But to actually feel the undeniable throbbing against the fabric was something else entirely. I stood stiff and silent, all too aware of the intensity of my own breaths, trying my best to ignore the inexplicably aroused state I was slowly slipping further and further into.

Debbie returned with the dress, and I caught her gaze flash down to my crotch. Hot pink, like the rest of my lingerie, and at first glance there was no way I would fit into it, It looked child-sized. I bit my lip as she held it out for me to step into. Her expression showed an almost secret, subtle amusement, knowing without a word all that was spinning inside my mind. There's no way the tiny scrap of fabric, it couldn't even be called a dress, would be able to cover these impossibly large breasts, these long smooth legs, and perfectly curvy thighs. The lacy thong panties weren't gonna protect anything either. Hide what I am underneath.

Again, I tried to rationalize her logic, and translate it into something coherent. But it all kept leading to the same place. That dressing like this, letting out my inner slut, I'm not going to attract women. I am going to be picked up by guys looking for something disposable. An easy piece of ass. Men's fantasy. Sex toy. Living, breathing, three-dimensional fantasy, made purely and entirely for men's satisfaction, whatever kind of twisted, degrading, fantasies, longings, fetishes, and lust they desired to consume it for, I've made myself the perfect candidate.

With a gulp and a nervous nod, I stepped into the skimpy outfit, lifting one leg at a time for her. The cool, clingy material covered my frame with a simple, smooth transition, swallowing me in its tight embrace. I took deep breaths to control the swelling tide of arousal building up within me, and as the dress molded around every crease and fold of my enhanced feminine figure, the fabric just managed to cover everything. Barely. In the end, it hid all that it was made for hiding. The fat bulge and panties were gone, covered completely beneath the stretchy fabric.

But not by much. The hem of the dress clung to the very tops of my thighs, only inches below my pear-shaped ass. If I dared to reach my hands to pick up a pen and bend forward, the entire ass, lacy hot pink and pantyhose-covered, would burst forth and be put on lewd and vulgar display, offering up all its overflowing, feminine, bottom. There was absolutely no mistaking that this dress was meant to be short. Unapologetically, no holds barred, this was a fuck-me short dress.

I wondered just where the hell Debbie found this thing, it was so hyper-feminine and alluring, yet simultaneously obscenely slutty and bimbo. It had no hint or subtlety. There were no gray areas here. From every angle, I had become the single biggest bimbo that walked the earth. There was nothing else to conclude or to deduce. No need to ask further. To confirm. Somehow, Debbie convinced me that dressing up like the textbook definition of a brain-dead, sexed-up, dopey, buxom bombshell bimbo is precisely what I needed.

I tried not to envision the countless scenarios of me winding up in some man's bed as Debbie pulled the dress up around my ample breasts, slipping my arms into the short sleeves. It fit too perfectly. Not a single inch too long, too short, or too tight. It wasn't ill-fitting in the slightest. It's almost like Debbie took measurements or did tons of research before this appointment. Like somehow I was already on her radar. Even now, the fabric encircled my swollen orbs and swallowed them snuggly. The fact it could contain this pair of heavy breasts was the one single miracle preventing me from believing she actually tailor-made it all by herself.

My mind raced, more and more picturing myself on my knees in front of a man, or in his bed, or bent over a couch, not realizing I had sat back down on the bed for Debbie to slip the hot pink heels onto my pantyhosed feet. The strap wrapped around my ankles as my thoughts swirled. A haze. Not of doubt, but a hot and horny aroused haze. As every new moment passed, the fantasy of some nameless, faceless man dominating and taking my curvaceous, feminine figure in every which way he wanted slowly made itself crystal clear in my head. What the hell is happening? I had zero control over where this train of thought was leading, the imagery it conjured. There's nothing to stop it. Nothing except admitting that in a small, secret place inside me, it was unnervingly hot.

I felt something tight across my neck. It pulled me out of this spiraling, enthralling haze. I blinked down at my feet, the round-toed hot pink pumps that adorned them and the little ankle straps as my fingers slowly examined what it was that Debbie had put on me. Was it a collar? No, though I felt countless rhinestones across the surface.

As I opened my mouth to ask what it was, Debbie extended her hand to help me to my feet. “The makeup artist is here,” she said. “I'll put you in front of a mirror once it's all done.”

Immediately, all I could think about, focus on, was not wrecking my ankles. “How tall are these things?”

Debbie shrugged. “6 inches.”

My eyes widened, but all I could do was focus on not toppling over. Especially with these massive breasts making me top-heavy. There was zero confidence in my ability to ever walk around wearing such a pair of towering shoes. They could only serve one purpose; making me into one of those strutting, thigh-flexing bimbos that shake their tush when they walk. Nothing but a sexy little trophy bimbo. With my tits squeezed together like this, that's exactly what I am. That's the whole point. And as much as I couldn't begin to try to formulate all the problems with such a depraved, lewd, yet intensely naughty and pleasantly erotic theory, I had no answers for her. It had to all be correct, I figured. There had to be some deep scientific meaning in all of this, but the arousing hazed mess of thoughts, tingles, tremblings, and unsteady breaths I experienced at the imagery it produced, certainly was not the time for analysis.

I didn't even consider the fact that there was a modest-sized tent in the front of my dress as Debbie guided me out of the spare bedroom and back into the main sitting area of her villa. I had only glimpsed the makeup artist before turning away from her, surprising myself with the quick, nimble movement to hide my erection.

Debbie leaned back in. “Something wrong?”

I couldn't say it. So I gestured with my head down at my groin. And for the first time since Debbie sat down across from me in the dining room, I saw past her vanilla, professional exterior.

“Well, Ryan, you have two choices. Either go out there and strut your stuff, not hiding who you are, or find some way to deflate your manhood.” She let her gaze linger on the noticeable swelling stretching the clingy fabric to its limits before turning and walking out to the sitting area.

I debated what options I had as she greeted the makeup artist, another woman by the sound of her voice. Do I just whip my cock out and jerk off? Would I be jerking off to being transformed into a bimbo? A walking, talking, living sex doll? A feminized object for a stranger's pleasure and relief? For some strange, sick reason, that sounded preferably better than waltzing into the presence of these two women with this growing, insatiable problem bulging at the crotch of my slutty attire, stretching the skirt fabric to its very limit. It had begun to ache and throb, and the thin skimpiness of the panties did nothing to calm it down.

I bit my lip and flooded my mind with boring, unsexy images. Trying to douse the erotic fire and somehow convince my cock to soften and disappear behind the Barbie pink dress. Somehow, my plan worked. It subsided just enough. The noticeable erection ebbed back enough to make the skirt lay flat. With an odd sense of relief, I stepped forward into view, making my grand introduction to Debbie and the mystery makeup artist. Not realizing until I was halfway to the chair that, despite the voluptuous curves, the long golden locks of hair, and flamingo pink attire, I still had my male face. That all my attempts at suppressing my throbbing arousal to make my erection fade and disappear did nothing to erase the overwhelming feminized masculinity.

The makeup artist was all set up, waiting for me at the dining table situated off the other end of the sitting area. There were no mirrors about. No way for me to glimpse my reflection until I was completely transformed. Again, I was unable to contemplate, rationalize, or analyze, this woman's goal and purpose. For now, I took my seat with an uncertain gait, balancing unsteadily on these massive stiletto heels. I couldn't meet her eyes at first, not directly. What she must be thinking? What her reaction could possibly be, and if it would be of horror and disgust, or elation and satisfaction upon viewing her newly crafted feminine artifice. Her sex doll.

Eventually, I let our gazes lock, and if anything she exuded a calming aura that made me feel somewhat secure in my seat. She certainly wouldn't judge me. Debbie certainly didn't. Both were, dare I even guess and think it, pleased to be turning me into this sexualized creature. Even as she got her brushes out and made the first gentle brush across my skin, I struggled to conceive a theory to make sense of this. No matter the amount of twists, turns, and sidetracks, it always led to the conclusion that I was bound to wind up pleasing some nameless, horny guy. This wouldn't lead to meeting an eligible straight woman. Not like I imagined it anyway, of course, dressed like this. This, this, pornified-Barbie outfit wasn't the outfit of an elegant dinner, an art, or museum visit, or a lunch meet-cute. None of the activities that would be most suitable to my interests and skills, all the hard-earned attributes to win a woman's love, would come into use. Unless you imagine what skills I would require to fuck a man well. In that case, maybe I would be impressing someone.

The foundation felt warm and cool all at once as she blended in colors all across my face, all around my mouth and chin, smearing rouge and glossy, gooey liquid up my jawline and across my cheek bones. No longer would my man-fuzz give any indication that I'm not some busty chick. For what seemed nearly an hour she moved about me, tweaking me, turning my face, dabbing colors upon surfaces, pinching this piece, and brushing the excess powder or gunk from my skin. As time wore on, the contours became more and more distinct, and an elaborate frame began to reveal itself from behind the curtains of her artistry.

My brow became arched, accentuated, and pronounced with the expert pencil, transforming my natural arch. At first, I assumed her artistic work was merely to add additional dimension to my brow, give a sort of chicness to my appearance, but it actually worked to narrow it. To slightly mask the width of the overall shape of my face. At the least, it covered the high flat bridge across my nose and transformed it into an alluring feminine profile. A gentle, feminine profile that exuded only enticement and allure, and was suited best for things not necessarily appropriate for such a pretty face.

Soon, all of me began to make more sense. My eyelashes grew full, and my eyes widened, and through the judicious use of a fine pointed brush, she lined along my eyelids in colors that subtly but brilliantly popped, the overall impression the contrast, or perhaps emphasis, brought the contrasting large features upon my face. These gargantuan breasts, these plush, wide, voluminous lips, these refined high cheekbones, and a dollish, pronounced brow were in desperate need to be framed by a well-crafted eye makeup, all done the artisan's choice and color.

Not content to merely let these startlingly large, black, and heavily made-up eyes steal the show, the skill of the artisan's trade carried on, lining my eyes perfectly. As her expertise applied pigments to my skin, accentuating all that the latest enhancements enhanced, my skin came alive, so vibrant, glowing, shimmering in every angle and direction under the lights of the sitting room. Everything about the effect, from the natural blend of lines and shades, to the delicate blush of a well-made face that matched my outerwear, from my matching blonde to Barbie pink outfit. Yet beneath this vivid, sexually feminine exterior, the underlying features of what remained, were left obscure and camouflaged. My defined jawline vanished. My strong, masculine brow receded, giving me an effeminate, bimbo-y innocence, or shall we say, dumbness.

All these intense cosmetic modifications, re-tooling and re-inventing my entire countenance, culminated into the single best mask of concealing anything masculine remaining in sight. If anything, it all served to embellish the delicate femininity to further lengths. And throughout the entire process, the swelling of my cock beneath this hyperfeminized dress did nothing to bother the artist or Debbie. When a trace of excitement twitched against my thigh and an uncontrollable spark of arousal hit me when my entire countenance took its final shape, the last few defining touches were perfect.

I could barely sit still as she leaned forward, painting my lips that same, neon pink. Though there was something strange about the lipstick, it made my lips tingle. They soon felt bigger, wider, and plumper. I wasn't so naïve as to not realize she had something else in her palette that caused the tingling. The enlarging effect had taken its final measure and form. Those plump lips, swollen into a perfect dick-sucking size, complemented the feminine frame and set of features the master makeup artist crafted all on me. My breath slowed as I continued to look through heavy fluttering eyelashes she had expertly glued on. My jaw quivered with need and desperation to know. To see the completion of the project.

But I had to wait. Even as she gave my face a once over and nodded, she grabbed my hands and placed them on the table. I looked over at Debbie as the artist began to work on my fingernails. But Debbie had wandered off back to the spare bedroom. When she returned, her hands sparkled with an assortment of jewelry. Anklets, bracelets, bracelets, earrings.

As the artist painted my elongated nails a bright, shimmery, metallic pink, Debbie clipped large, gold hoop earrings to my lobes. Then my wrist clanged with a dazzling bracelet. These glitzy, glamorous pieces of jewelry did nothing but make it perfectly clear what sort of purpose they served. To further enhance this slutty and skanky image I became, and cement this bombshell vision the two created out of this male face. They transformed me into a hyper-sexualized woman. More doll-like and objectified than anyone I knew.

As the artist started on my other hand, my fingers coated to perfection, polished to an impeccable shine, and set to dry, she packed away her supplies. I lifted the nails of my forefingers, feeling the firm, delicate curve at the ends of each finger. Pointed and elegantly extended, with the ends glossed perfectly pink. Like each fingertip dripped hot magenta sex. The finishing touch. The final swatch. The total feminizing makeover was done.

She stepped aside, her hand reached out, gesturing, inviting me to examine her work. Slowly I rose, feeling my hips sway with the precarious balance of heels, walking out into the open part of the sitting area. Debbie instructed me to wait, as she disappeared into the master bedroom. The jewelry that adorned my body clinked softly in tune with every movement of my jiggling body. Every step and turn I became hyper aware that no aspect of masculinity remained. The makeover transformed me wholly and completely to the point of absolute utter sex object status. I was, for all practical purposes and visible evidence, a busty, blonde-haired bimbo.

My mind ran wild with theories of its purpose, until at last Debbie reentered the scene. She wheeled beside her a full-length mirror, turned around so I couldn't see my reflection, not until she deemed so. She smiled widely. “Are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded. I could only imagine what I must look like. Top to bottom. The long blonde hair, hyperbolic curves, mountainous breasts; the hot pink attire, not to mention the professional makeover, topped off with sparkly jewelry and puffed-up lips. There had to be absolutely no indication of being, or claiming to be, male.

Debbie hesitated. “One last thing. We can't, in good conscious, keep calling you Ryan. Not with what I see before me. I think 'Rylee', would be more appropriate.” She paused again to let the name sink in before finally turning the mirror around. “Don't you?”

I couldn't speak, I could only move. All of it before me, the full picture of the final product, made my heart beat out of control and the tempo of my breaths pick up in tempo. What stood before me, no doubt beyond a shadow of a doubt, was a stunningly attractive blonde bimbo. All curves. All tits. All sex. All my features, I knew it was me, but buried deep, obscured and camouflaged, more in line to define a highly sexual woman who desired nothing more than the pleasure of others, and expected nothing but their undivided attention as well.

The fluttering eyelashes, my plump, pink lips. But what I couldn't tear my eyes away from was what Debbie had put around my neck prior to the makeover. I had thought it was a collar of some sort, and it was. No, a choker, a tall, glittering, rhinestone-encrusted choker that covered my Adam's Apple, the one last physical sign of the man that I was underneath all of this. For once I was unable to think, analyze, rationalize, or understand what or why. What did Debbie plan to do with this “project” she had constructed? What was the point? What was the endgame?

I struggled to formulate a verbal response, something coherent besides mumbles as Debbie positioned herself next to me. She inspected me through the reflection, checking to make sure I—her doll—was up to par. I heard the makeup artist approach, and the two women conversed. I just continued to stare blankly forward, awestruck, no dumbstruck, by my appearance as the makeup artist did some brief touch-ups here and there. Namely to blend in my fake breasts with my skin better. To contour here and there and accentuate certain curves and shadows.

As the woman moved about, inspecting her finished work, the aching, stiff sensation returned down below. The sight of all of me, and what had been transformed, did things to me, turned me on. Every rational facet and emotion screamed in horror or disbelief, unable to accept or understand how or why the transformation aroused me, only that the build-up to this point had accumulated and manifested in the uncontrollable swelling I was trying hard to conceal underneath the hem of my dress. I placed my hands in front of the half-pitched tent, which only served to squeeze my breasts together.

All throughout the conversation in the periphery of my hearing, I could only struggle to hide my shame. The makeup artist had to know I was a man underneath all this. I mean, she painted my fake tits to make them match my skin. What did she think of me? Did she consider me brave to be dressed up like this, transformed into this living sexual fantasy? She took no guidance from Debbie during the makeover, so she must've enjoyed the idea of aiding in my transformation. Why else would she give me these glossy pink cocksucking lips? The porn star makeover, the light eyeliner, and the bright highlights making my face come alive and pop against the full wig and extravagant pink outfit? The colors drew every eye towards me.

Would she laugh after leaving Debbie's villa? Tell her friends? Did she find it hot, taboo? Did she think it erotic? Kinky and dirty? Maybe she enjoys it, the act of transforming men into sexual dolls. Dressing them up, turning them into objects for someone's perverse amusement. Perhaps she, too, participates in it. Indulges in it.

Thankfully, the makeup artist finished. I remained there, before the mirror, not daring to move while partially erect, as the artist packed up her things, had some final words with Debbie, and left. Just in time, since my cock made it almost completely hard. Every glance, even my own reflection and the vision of my sexual femininity, ignited the burning, quivering desire and need to explore my newly constructed sensuality. I wanted to stroke my throbbing length. My whole body shook as I attempted to stay in place, like a disciplined obedient little fuckdoll.

Debbie positioned herself behind me. As we locked gazes, she gently grabbed my wrists and pulled my hands away from my tented dress. Together she caressed my wrists and forced my hands behind the small of my back, resulting in me thrusting and squeezing my massive breasts outward and upwards. Her breasts pressed against the lacy fabric of the dress on the small of my back.

“Look at you,” she purred in my ear. “What is going through your head, Rylee? What thoughts fill that head of yours? Describe them to me in great detail.” Her voice mesmerized and enchanted. This overwhelming sense of elation and arousal flooded through my body. “They must be oh-so-naughty to get that cock of yours hard.”

My plump lips quivered as I struggled to formulate some manner of sentence that would constitute speech. My fingers flexed as they squeezed into fists, digging my brand new pointed-edge French-tipped nails into the flesh of my palms. Anything, something, to divert my desires. My desires. Where did these come from? Why am I constantly picturing myself on my knees, sucking some guy's cock with these thick, swollen lips of mine? Bent over a couch or on a bed, taking his cock? Splayed open wide to swallow his massive length between my legs, into my waiting, dripping hole that is oh so hungry, willing to beg, and a sopping wet slobbering mess for attention?

Did these desires come from somewhere deep inside? Unearthed from layers of subconscious by this outfit, by this makeover? This had to have been Debbie's plan from the get-go. Trick me into thinking this will help me talk to women, make it easier to bed them, get over my predispositions about whether or not they have a brain between their ears. Bring out my inner slut. That's how she said it. Well, it's working, and no matter how hard I try, I can't fight these strange, erotic, thrilling, taboo feelings and desires that are welling up inside of me. How far is this going to go? Will I even recognize myself when I reach the end of this? Do I even recognize myself now? Am I still really ‘Ryan,’ beneath this sex doll makeover, and lurking sexual fantasies, or am I already 'Rylee'?

“I... I...”

“Shhh,” Debbie interrupted. “Just nod. Yes. Are these forbidden, raunchy images swirling through your mind making you hard and horny? Your pulse quickens, your thighs tighten, and wetness rushes between them?” I continued to shudder, refusing to respond. This would mean admitting it out loud, and I had yet to make peace with the sudden rush of this wild desire, fueling the enlargement and lengthening of my cock between my legs.

I wished desperately for something, a solution, an easy way to regain control of all of this. Of course, Debbie had planned her trickery and play. Even if I somehow managed to slip free of this outfit, strip off the fake breasts and hip padding, and wash off the makeup, I can't erase what's been growing in my mind. The potential that perhaps has always existed simply required a bit of outside stimulus to trigger, encourage, and cultivate into being. The terrible, unimaginable reality and conclusion I stumbled upon, made worse when the true realization settled within, the acknowledgment of why these lurid fantasies came to my thoughts first and foremost and triggered such immense, potent excitement. Because there is no alternative to resist. Deep down, I realize the truth, even if it terrifies and embarrasses me.

I moaned as Debbie lifted the front of my dress, revealing my rock-hard cock in my reflection. Not like I could see it if I looked down; my entire vision was swallowed up by these breasts. Like looking at them was like witnessing huge boobs sprout and blossom from my chest, not simply attached to them, but like an actual part of my body. Flesh, meat, bones, fat, blood, hormones, ducts, areola, and nipples, and everything. They belonged. They're part of me and have a sentience, a feeling, of their own. The shape and form, and everything were part of who I am.

That thought, alone, proved powerful, and my shaft bobbed in agreement as Debbie wrapped her hand around it. One small gasp escaped my parted and swollen lips.

“There there, don't hold it in. Say it.” The sound of her silky voice, seductive and filled with assurance was like a command. One that promised so much delight. Debbie stroked and toyed with me. Slowly, tantalizing me. Letting those tender, smooth fingertips tease and taunt the underside, coaxing out pearly liquid juices as precum welled in the tip. Then the glorious palm, her fingers wrapping completely and encompassing around me as they started to jerk up and down, slowly, long and smooth, never losing control, and squeezing my flesh in rhythmic squeezes and strokes, sending waves of pulsating fire rolling through. “Be honest. Tell the truth.” She then pumped several time, fast and short, building in speed and intensity. I grunted.

My eyes widened as they stared blankly out at me. I struggled to blink the hazy film blurring my vision, clouding it and glazing over the whole reflection in front of me. Licking my glossy pink lips, my nostrils flared with heavy, sharp breathing. I gasped loudly as a jolt rocked my spine. Beneath the heftiness and hyperbolic curves, I could tell my hips were bouncing in sync and union, thrusting along with her ministrations, instinctively. Without direction, letting the base instinct, and purest biological impulse control, dictate action.

I watched my entire body rock with each wave. Rock from side to side, jiggle in all directions. Bounce up and down, shaking furiously and jostling and shifting with her continued pumps. Everything. From the very top down. Each section a spectacle, a testament, and visual display. Each flamboyant aspect another erotic confirmation that every fiber of my masculinity is slowly dissolving, slipping into obscurity, becoming more and more buried beneath a hyper-feminine layer. All stripped and taken away by every spark and touch of her fingers teasing and toying with me, ripping and cutting right down to my core.

No sign anywhere, any indication left. I had given in and embraced this wholly and completely, indulging in it. Leaning into my new status as a living breathing sex object. Erect and submitting completely. Mindlessly grinding against Debbie's gentle pumps, wishing them to go faster.

That's when I felt it. Something pressed against my back. I wasn't sure if I was imagining it, my head was engulfed in the most potent of erotic haze. Something hard. Firm. Nestled between my ass cheeks. Something big. Long. Thick. Pulsing. With a trembling hand, I reached back and felt it. Confirmed its existence through the fabric of her skirt.

Debbie let out a grunt. “Do you want to taste it, Rylee? Or would you rather feel it inside you?”

With her free hand, she lifted the front of her skirt so I could feel it. She pulled aside her panties, letting it free, letting it press firmly against my backside. It felt bigger than my own, which I wasn’t surprised was slowly shrinking until it became limp, weak, useless. The last vestige of my manhood.

Debbie released my own cock from her grip and pressed her lips to my ear. “Release your inner slut, Rylee. Let the filthy whore inside of you free. You've accepted the appearance.” She cupped and massaged one of my fake, puffy, heaving breasts. “Now bring it to life. Be what you were made and crafted to become.”

I lowered myself down onto my knees. Debbie repositioned herself so that the mirror was to my left, my reflection in my peripheral vision as I came face to face with Debbie's cock. On the floor in this outfit, like the tramp I'd become, worshipping it, like my whole reason for existence is to please and satisfy, no question about it. This is where I belong. On my knees, worshipping cocks with every fiber of my body. There's nothing else.

Swept away by this throbbing lust. All over again, my lip trembles, only for me to bite down on the bottom one, plump, curvy, pillowy, coated in that bright shiny gloss, threatening to burst and drip. Shame and humiliation, regret, disgrace. The disappearance of man, becoming the transformation. Resulting in the complete and utter obsession of cock. Taste, smell, touch, feel, listen and observe. Surrender.

My breathing increased. Heavy gasps. All serving to heave my tits before me as the foggy dazed coating my eyes overwhelmed my sight. Without instruction, I stuck out my tongue and went to work. Running up and down and around and around, everywhere. Placing large, loud smooches up and down and covering her lengthy length in a multitude of loving affection. Taking the bulbous top into my mouth, forcing its tip over my swollen, slathered glossy lips, and deeper, all the way into my mouth, where I began a slow pace, rocking back and forth on the length, suckling and moaning hungrily while staring straight at her through my thick, fluttery eyelashes. My hands planted firmly on her firm, bare thigh.

“Mmm yeah, take your time, work that mouth, whore. Work it all around, in and out,”

Those words, they sparked an inferno between my thighs. The hair on the nape of my neck prickled, and I lost my mind. Fulfill the task assigned to me, be a good little slut, and hopefully earn a load. There were no other desires beyond this. Stuffing as much of her magnificent, glorious length as deep down my throat as possible and worshiping it till completion, gagging, coughing, and drooling. Whatever's asked of me. Obedient, eager and pleased, delighted and joyful in the role.

“Mmmm.”

“Oooh that's it, give me those moans, make sure I know how happy and grateful you are for having a chance, a moment, to get your naughty, vile, deranged mouth on my cock.” Her mocking, degrading insults were exactly what I wanted, I reveled in them. Let them fill my ears with those wonderful dirty nothings as the mere act of my slurps echoed throughout the room, only dwarfed by her booming encouragement, turning me on, driving the tempest. Gripping, teasing and controlling. Controlling it. Faster, faster and faster.

“Oh, Rylee, you're almost there, so close. Do you want to go all the way?” She purred, “Do you want to complete the transformation? Embrace the lust burning inside of you, become the slut you've dreamed about, fantasized about?”

I nodded and moaned through her cock. But instead of a mouthful of her delicious, hot sperm, Debbie pulled back. I made a mournful squeak and half-screamed in protest. Debbie took me by the wrist and pulled me into a stand, twirled me around so we faced the mirror once more. She moved so quickly that I could barely comprehend what was happening. I blinked and she had slid a chair over in front of me. Then she positioned herself behind me and lifted my dress up over my bubbly butt.

She pulled down my panties and gave me a playful spank. I giggled. I actually giggled. Such an absurd, insane reaction, but I giggled nonetheless. Lost to the sheer elation of excitement and the frenzy rushing inside, leaving me lightheaded and carefree. What followed the smack was the instant warmth and soothing nature, which radiated from the stinging, sore pain as the after-burn calmed and turned me on. I peered around at her from over my shoulder with an irresistible expression. My bottom lip pouted and quivered with anticipation.

Debbie immediately took note and then teased the tip around my waiting entrance. We locked gazes once more and just as she edged the slightest bit closer, slipping only a tiny bit inside, she bit her own bottom lip and muttered, “Let go Rylee. Embrace the lust, the desire. Act like the braindead bimbo fucktoy you are.”

I bent forward and pressed my hips back against her cock. She gripped my hips and pulled me back further as she slid in. So many sparks, nerves firing simultaneously, blinding my vision, searing with intense pleasure. Arching my back, letting the titanic cock slip all the way down into me. Coiling and rippling around the throbbing, aching shaft, writhing and sloshing. Gasping and gulping air, desperately taking big inhales. Letting the mounting high intoxicate.

It felt different from ever before. Taking cock, letting its full magnificence stuff me, swallow and consume me, reducing me to a quivering mess. Bliss. Absolute paradise. More potent than a mix of pills. No weed, cigars, or booze could possibly compare. This is bliss, ecstasy, rapturous wonderment. Doused in the heavenly delirious buzz, bathing me completely. Overwhelmed and wrecked and savoring every damn moment. Never wanting this sensation to end, going into euphoric overload and happily, gladly, succumbing, being forever denied the memory of such perfection. To cherish the brief instance, transient snapshot, the reminder is too much to handle.

“Say you're my big-titted bimbo slut,” Debbie grunted. Her words reaching through and breaking through the suffocating, noiseless weight holding me tightly in place, enraptured. Those same words snapped that self-control, already splintering, the last thin threads crumbled to dust and ash, blowing away and leaving nothing but an uncontrollable and furious urge, demanding fulfillment, regardless of the cost.

I clung to that frantic energy. My fingers clawed at the wooden surface and my knuckles turned bone white, gripping for dear, precious life. The phrase blurted forth from deep within me, finding no obstacle in the tumultuous storm whirling wildly, consuming my mind. A sentence spoken clear as crystal, with unmatchable certainty. An invigorating rush racked my senses. Sparks and flashes ignited.

“I am... Your... Big-titted... Bimbo slut!” With the exclamation, the crest of a massive climax struck me full force. Swept me away, thrashing, reeling, twisting violently, the roiling torrent consumed me in an unstoppable wave crashing through the delicate frame of reality. Dissolving any connection, cemented belief, or moral compass, shattering it instantly and swallowing me completely, subsuming any shreds that may have remained, washing it away. To like, some far-off place.

I opened my eyes and stared at my reflection. My blue eyes showed my blank, empty head. My big lips in that O-shape as Debbie, like, continued to pound me. Stuff me full with her yummy, delicious cock. With each thrust, my head empties. Like, why did I care so much about stuff? Did, did it, like, matter at all? No, no, not really. It like, like, just wasn't relevant. Not in the slightest, none, nada, nothing, zilch, zero.

I bit my lower lip, savoring its thick, pillowy size. Oh, so nice and full. Feeling so happy for getting these huge boobs and hot slutty body, letting all the world see. Exposing and showing off, everyone gets a real nice, up-close and personal look. Oh fuck, it feels sooo good. Swaying in time with her cock, feeling that swell start to surge. It's coming, getting closer and closer, tightening up. I marvel at my bright pink nails. Oooh, the color suits me. I giggle.

That sound rings out and I break into an enormous smile. Liking how cute and, like, totally adorkable. Full of bright smiles and gleeful laughs. Hoping and longing to receive so, so many yummy hot loads. Cum all over these humungous tits. Totally my entire reason and goal. Something was off about, like, how it used to be. Whatever, not important, not important at all.

My pink tongue fell free and hung open. Face glazed over in the bliss, dumb, drunken look, my blue eyes simply twinkled. Smoldering and passionately glowing, sensual and erotic. Drunk with arousal. All while getting the best, hottest fuck of my, like, entire, miserable, pathetic existence. Like, it's exactly, like, what my useless, vacant, empty, and dull life lacked. Completely worthless and, like, devoid of any shred, nothing, no nothing worth thinking or dwelling over. All meaning, all purpose was summed up in, could be reduced down to cock. Cock in and on me, taking over.

Like, always had and always will. Makes me tingle. Getting, taking, fucked by yummy cum-filled dick! Want all those steamy, spurting, sticky wet blasts filling up my hungry pussy, screaming out for their yummy, creamy delight. I giggle. My 'pussy', more like boipussy. Hehe. I, like, can't believe I was a boy. Or tried to be. Pathetic and, like, seriously who would've liked such a creepy, stalkery guy like me, clearly an obvious failure in every area. Much rather, so much nicer, to be a silly, vapid, scantily dressed, barely dressed, skanky, slut. Mmmm. Oh yum.

I sway and clench even tighter. Heaving those colossal titties as my mouth gapes wide open, as if another cock was about to enter. Oh, like, fuck I want two cocks at once. Double penetrating and giving double stuffed, mmm. Their slimy seed drippings mixed. Salty and warm, drip and drizzle out onto the surface. A trickle seeping from the corner of my lip as I smile, a long moan ripping from my voice.

Then, yes yes, it’s happening. Oh finally, like, come on. Give it, give it, fill me, load me full with, omg, oh fuuuck. I look down and see my own cock—clitty? I giggle. It's, like, smaller now. For sure. Tee-hee. Silly Rylee, ugh stupid idiot. Can't think straight or properly anymore, brains too scrambled and dumbed. Completely addicted, no not add-de-dick-shunned, addicted! Yeah! Obsessed, absorbed in cum, especially from, of, oh fuck, ugh.

Debbie's pushes her cock deep, deep in me. I, like, know what's next. Cum, cum, oooh oooh oooh. Tensing up. Pressure mounting and constricting. Debbie's breathy grunting growing louder and closer together. Then she unleashed a growl as she pushed down against me. The heat spewing, flooding, and spraying in thick, ropey jets, the warm, sticky wetness pooling and pouring inside me. Just like I, like, totally dreamed, fantasized of. I whimpered, squealed, groaned, and flailed. I catch my reflection once again. Big, doll eyes glaze and shine, smiling dumbly and utterly drooling. Totally gone. Nothing left inside. Empty shell, except for one thing. Cock.

“Well, I'll be,” Debbie said as her fingers found what remained of my cock. She rubbed and stroked my half-hard limp little twig. It throbs under her fingertips. With her cock still buried deep, so deep in me, Debbie straightens me up and I look down as she plays with my little cock. In moments, that familiar and unique fire erupts between my thighs and travels through my loins and straight up my little member. Until it’s harder and twitches and shakes. Debbie wraps a hand firmly and gives it a few quick pumps. To my complete and utter surprise, I spray a weak, minuscule splash, and when I do, a high-pitch squeal follows right along.

Oh fucking, God, mmm so, like, awesome. Finally get to ejaculate, like, for reals. Well, sort of. Tiny dribble. Oh gosh, sooo embarrassing and pathetic. I giggle, making it clear how lame my spews are. It softens instantly after she releases it, and it shrinks and shrinks, like so tiny. It's barely anything. Little limp clit, as it should, needs to be, belongs, its proper natural state. My dinky, pointless, irrelevant.

She steps back, drawing her cock with it and popping out of me. I moan as her thick, yummy cock leaves me empty. I turn as her seed oozes out of my freshly-fucked boipussy—I giggle again at the name—and face her. She brings hers up to compare to mine. Even half-hard, it dwarfs mine. Twice, three, maybe even four times as big, and absolutely thicker.

“I can't believe how tiny yours became,” Debbie says, fingers gently fondling my tiny girl-cock. It's, like, so small. “Even the most provocative thong can hide it.” She reaches down and pulls my panties back up. My tiny she-cock all but vanishes. Making it, like, even more easier and possible to act, play, and pass as a natural, like, legit skank and sexy, pretty hot vixen. Yummy.

“Like, totally,” I giggle.

Debbie turns me back toward the mirror and adjusts my dress, pulling down at the hem and evening it out so it, like, doesn't look like I just got my boipussy pounded. Although I'd, like, happily advertise. Everyone should know just what a loose and experienced bitch I became. Fucktoy in a sluttified body made for pleasing the strongest alpha male. Deserving and better yet, actually, like, suited and designed to have nothing, just literally zero intelligence. I giggle once more. It’s, like, hilarious.

“There's nothing left in that blonde head of yours, is there, Rylee?” Debbie grinned. “All of your selfish, desperate clinging, clutching, and stubborn refusal. You were so blinded by your intelligence, your advanced education, your lofty ambitions, that the only woman worthy of you was one with a brain.”

“Like, what?” I cocked my head to the side. “I, like, said that stuff?”

“I didn't do this to punish you, Rylee. No, I wanted to free you, unshackle you, liberate you.” She looks into my eyes and smiles. “How do you feel, Rylee? Do you feel liberated? Unshackled?”

I blinked, recalling a time when I was an educated man with a healthy, normal lust, appreciating the female form and craving. But that's distant and clouded, blurred and fuzzy, a jumbled mess. All the worry, apprehension, anger, and tension seem to evaporate, blown away to nothing, allowing the submissive, horny desire to rise up to the top.

“Totes.” I beam.

“Good,” Debbie pointed down. “Because I think it’s time you tasted your liberation.”

I followed her finger down to her once again erect cock. With a giggle I got back down on my knees and wrapped my thick, pillowy lips around it, letting it cloud my mind, fill it with a, like, ohsoamazing pink fog. Allowing its perfect and absolute goodness to swallow me, drown and consume and overwhelm me. And as it slips and sloshes over my taste buds, salty and spicy, numbing and dulling and roiling and sloshing across, burning through the haze and parting them, rolling through the gauze shrouding, gripping and swirling and surrounding my mind, leaving not a single thing behind, removing everything, absolutely, leaving me empty and vacant.

A mindless, brainless, like totes ditzy bimbo fuckdoll.

“It's always so easy with guys like you,” Debbie said. I could, like, barely hear her through the fog in my, like, empty head. “Think you know who you are, what you desire. All it takes is a little push. A little nudge in the right direction and then, well...”

Was she, like, talking about me? Rylee? Or, like, someone else? I... it's hard to, like, think. Mind all sluggish and groggy. Struggling to put my brain and, like, words to sentences. Lose the concentration and focus. Brain swirling and reeling and so, like, consumed and drowned by yummy, super tasty dick. I peer up at her, blinking, hearing her blather, not fully registering.

“Straight guys turned into cockhungry faggots, their words, not mine. All it took was getting them into panties and stockings. Giving them but a taste.”

All... tastes. My tastebuds explode and drink the potent drug. Fire surging through my veins. Cock in my hands, in my lips. Turning all, becoming all. Emptying and stuffing my, my brain? Empty void? Lacking thought, lacking a sense of... anything. Entire, entire existence focuses only, no not, no not just the dick. Cock, focused on cock, drawn and tethered, consuming and taken and falling further and further, completely, completely succumb. Fall and surrender to the pure, blissful ecstasy.

“Now, they dress hyper-femininely, fully embracing their new selves, happy, without a care in the world. Simply wanting cock. Feeling complete with their favorite position. Like an animal in heat.”

Heat and power and blinding lust. Holding Debbie's cock in my palm. Wanting it deep, deep in me. Absolute. Needing more and more. Overriding, overwhelming, total and absolute. Burning and alive and roaring. She stood over me, eyes closed. Hands caressed my hair, rubbing and pulling it tight and closer to her. Oh yeah. Cock, it’s all about the cock. Cock's, like, the answer and solution.

I smother myself in it. In her yummy sweatiness, musky scent, twirling tongue around and over. Round and around her enormous size. Eyes rolled up and glazing, basking, glowing, and shining. Half-open, simply looking, grinning and smiling. Not a care in the universe. Relished in the feeling, sensual, erotic, entranced. Pure satisfaction, drunk, obsessed, fixated, coveting her mighty cock.

“Is your mind broken, Rylee? Are you nothing more than a living sex doll? Will I have to wheel you about like a store mannequin?”

Like, talky-talk. Words flying by. Vaguely understanding the, like, direct conversation, lashing past my ears. Swirling and drifting. Wafting over my being, missing. Total and absolute bliss and joy and, like, perfect perfection and best thing ever and ultimate and rocking, pleasing and lusting and desiring and wanting. Fucked and banging and sucking.

“I guess so,” she teased. “Hard to think, hard to focus with my cock in your mouth, hmm?”

No not just in my mouth. Surrounding, swallowing, and all senses touching, every inch, warm, and incredible, unsurmountable, utterly magnificent. All and everything, swarming and burbling and whirring. Tangling and traipsing, trailing and sliding. Plastered and seared to each, every corner, crevasse, and section. Leaking, drizzling, and swirling, and coating. So fucking fantastic.

“That's it. Focus on that, Rylee, forget who or what you were. Allow it to consume your entire existence.”

This is me. Completely, entirely. This and nothing, nothing but cock. Penis. Phallus. Clits not allowed, inferior and simply worthless. Useless and pointless and irrelevant, without a purpose. Impractical and pathetically weak. Mere bimbos deserve nothing more than two inches, a cute, pathetic clitty. Should be much, like, smaller though, less than even. Clits should be microscopic, infinitesimal, indistinguishable, and no, like, no, like, uhh. Words... what were those again? Thought, think, and no, not able to. Consumed. Brain burned and blanked and shattered and... and, uh-oh.

Brain...? Blah. Gimmie cock, more cock. Don't need brains. Brains suck. Brains are lame. Brains make boys, make girls, and don't let people become real sluts and fuckdolls and bitches. Totally not fair. Not nice at all. Now have none. Just tits, huge fuckjugs, nipples, stiff and aching, and tingles, a warmth that ignites from below, pussy, like, needy. So needy. Fuck hole. Asshole, quiver, and leak. Blossom, bubbly, ripe and eager and wanting. Moisture and, like, gushing. Spilling, pooling, and wet and sticky and musky and tightening. Needy and throbbing and bursting with, with... cum, yep. Needed loads and loads and cum and squirt and filling and empty.

I moan into her cock. I need it. Please, please, like, give me your cum! Please, omg! My, my mouth opens, revealing her shaft slick and slippery. Hands pump as I try, please, do anything, so desperate and keen, full-on yearning for her yummy, glorious white stuff! Mmmm. Splatter it, oooh, load after load on my fat tits, overload them with seed, stain my titties, I, I giggle at that. Face sprayed, soaking with goo, cover me! Paint my ugly face all sticky, fill my mouth. Load me, fill my ass! God, I've been, like, such a good bimbo fuckdolly and please, Debbie, pleassssse, reward, need and oh, ah, ooh. So horny!

“My favorite part, are... you... ready...?” Her breathing growing shallower. Hitched. She leaned into me, pushing and grinding, then halting. Gritting and clenching, closing her eyes, eyebrows lowering and wriggling, and releasing a long breath. As her cock exploded, sending rope after rope after rope, straight down my throat. It felt tingly, tickling and sweet and creamy, thick, hot and sour and amazing, warm. I slurped, licked, and milked. Swallow and swallow. Drained her dry, until the cock depleted.

Completely full, gut stuffed and beyond, stuffed and sore. As my tiny and insignificant pecker blasts its minuscule release. An immature, prepubescent orgasm. Little burst, a pathetic streamer, and a whole, not, like, a lot. Near nothing compared to hers. Expelling its pointless fluid from me. My tiny little limp clitty. Bimbos shouldn't be allowed erections. Like, at all. Smaller the better.

“Rylee?” I glance up at Debbie. Was she, like, talking to me? She takes a few breaths and continues, “Anything left inside that blonde, fucked, silly bimbo head? Of course not. You're lost to your desires. Delightfully reduced into a fuckdoll.”

I blink up at her and cock my head to the side. Debbie just smiled and extended a hand to help me back onto my feet. Then she adjusted herself, pulling and shifting the tight little thong aside, tucking her penis behind, and pulling her dress down. With her cock gone, it’s totally impossible to imagine what lay underneath. I, like, almost forget she totes has a cock.

“Let's get you changed. Thankfully, I bought two of those dresses.” She glanced over at the floor-to-ceiling windows. “Sun's going down. You know what that means, right?”

I blink and press a finger to my thick, pillowy lips as I, like, try to think. Nightlife, the word pops into my addled mind. Dancing, shaking ass and hips, and swinging those big tits, hehe. Squirming and moving and waving and tempting men, drawing them close and having them squishing their body and cock, god yes their cocks, into your body and drooling and pumping and using you as a fleshlight, and... mmmm, fuck.

Debbie smiles. She's, like, reading me, sensing what's happening, and loving every fucking minute of it. That smile told me. Reading my dirty thoughts, my body hot and primed. Oh gosh, such a slut, like, should be, should have done it earlier, live and free. Crave and obsessed and addicted. Addicted and so drunk, reliant. Love. Men, smelling, thick, towering, strong, rough. Caressing and taking and milking and fucking, oh god. Fucking. Need it, crave it. Living breathing manmade fuckdoll. Fleshlight for any big alpha stud to use and deposit their glorious gift, their seed into.

“So how about it, Rylee? Show you off to the world?”

I giggle and nod. Already picturing the next cock filling my holes.


AFTERWORD

Thank you for reading [Title], I hope you enjoyed it!

For updates and more, follow me on Twitter @SashaDylena
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