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		DAY ONE - MONDAY

		

		Congratulations! You won!

		Those were the words that kept floating through Zora's head as she prepared for the cruise vacation she was about to embark on. Zora could not remember signing up for any contest, but there was nothing else in her memory to contradict its existence. The details seemed to check out too, which meant someone really wanted Zora to be their winner.

		The cruise was with B Resort Cruise Lines. Zora had never heard of them before, but they seemed to specialize in small, more intimate cruises. That was a plus for her, since she was not the most outgoing person. Zora took a long time to warm up to people and spending five days on a ship with a bunch of strangers was a big ask.

		In Zora's investigation of the random cruise win, she had checked out the company. B Resort Cruise Lines were relatively new, a recent venture by B Enterprises. Zora was good at digging for information. It seemed that before the cruise ship venture began, B Enterprises bought out a resort. It seemed like a major expansion into hospitality, but that was unlikely to affect Zora's trip or her win. The cruise ship ticket she received was fully legitimate. The cruise line representative even said so when she called them.

		As Zora entered the boarding area for the cruise ship, she was thankful to not see tons of scantily clad women, as had been common in the marketing materials. She saw a lot of normal people, although more women than men. There were several over-endowed women working, helping process all of the passengers, but nothing that truly bothered her. Zora did not care if other women felt the need to get breast implants. They just were not for her.

		"Zora Alexandra?" asked a handsome man in his mid-twenties as Zora handed over her ticket.

		"I prefer just Zora," she responded. It had been her grandmother's name and she liked to honor her, even though Zora never had a chance to meet her.

		"Zora, it is," the man said, making a note on his tablet. He spoke with a vaguely Welsh accent, although Zora could not distinguish it from a general British accent. "My name is Rhys. I'll be your assistant and advisor, helping to make sure you get the most out of your stay with us. Can I take you to your cabin?"

		Zora followed Rhys onto the ship, down a flight of stairs and into a hallway with doors leading to various cabins. He carried her bags as they walked along the hallway until he came to the last door on the right side. He held the door open for her and gestured inside. Zora smiled at Rhys. He was cute enough and she would not mind if she saw more of him over the next few days.

		"Thank you, Rhys," Zora said as she stepped in.

		The cabin was small, but luxuriously furnished with a full bed and far more amenities than most high end hotel rooms.

		"It's perfect."

		Rhys placed Zora's bags in the corner, on a foldout tray designed for them. He then turned and opened the mini fridge.

		"All our guests receive an introductory smoothie to welcome them aboard," Rhys said as he pulled a tall glass of thick pink liquid, nicely chilled. "It's cooling as well as tasty."

		Zora's mouth watered at the sight of it. She was not used to the heat and humidity, having come from a cooler and drier climate. The smoothie had a sweet scent, like strawberry jam. It looked delicious.

		"Thank you so much for the warm welcome, Rhys," she said with a smile.

		"Not a problem," he responded. "We hear at B Resort Cruise Lines aim to please. And should you ever need anything during your stay with us, just dial 0 on any phone and ask for Rhys. The operator will patch you through to me and I will do whatever I can to cater to your needs."

		"Thank you again, Rhys," Zora said.

		"Now if you'll excuse me, there are other guests I must help get settled. Feel free to roam and enjoy yourself. Remember that everything onboard is inclusive with your ticket. So explore and indulge. And if you have any questions, let me know. I will always make myself available to you."

		And then Rhys left to continue helping other guests, leaving Zora alone in her cabin. She considered exploring the ship, but she had yet to finish her smoothie. And as she settled herself on her bed, enjoying the cool air in her cabin, along with the tasty smoothie, Zora decided the rest of the ship could wait.

		Zora was not the most outgoing woman. She was slow to warm up to people, to make friends. And after all the travel and logistics to get to the ship, Zora just wanted to relax and spend some time reading one of her favorite books. Zora liked reading, especially science fiction. The author of the book she currently had with her was a great storyteller. Zora enjoyed his writing style and she had to admit the way some of the female characters were turned into mindless sex drones, their bodies transforming into a male's fantasy, made her a little hot under the collar.

		But as Zora began to read, she found her eyelids getting heavier. She glanced over at the nightstand, finding the smoothie glass empty. She did not entirely remember finishing it.

		Zora tried returning to her book, but her eyes glazed over, eventually closing as the book dropped onto her chest. Zora was almost dead to the world, completely asleep with strange and sexy dreams flitting through her head.
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		DAY TWO - TUESDAY

		

		Zora opened her eyes and stretched lazily. Even though she had slept for far longer than she had intended, she did not feel particularly groggy. She actually felt wide awake and ready to tackle a new day.

		However, it took a moment for Zora to remember where she was. Her bed onboard the cruise ship was comfortable, but her surroundings were different from what she ordinarily woke up to. But it only took a moment before she remembered that she was on the cruise ship, on a free vacation.

		Zora smiled, thankful she did not need to rush off to work. She glanced over at her nightstand, finding the book she had been reading yesterday sitting there. She did not even think to question how it had gotten there, but that was partly because her eyes latched onto the tall smoothie glass, filled with a cold pink smoothie, ready for breakfast.

		Sitting up, Zora grabbed the smoothie, drinking down the whole thing at once. she had not realized how hungry she was until she started drinking it, but as soon as the glass was empty, Zora's hunger felt sated.

		Zora let out a satisfied sigh as she looked around her cabin. Light poured in through the window. It was a beautiful day outside and Zora felt a pull to explore the ship and maybe find a nice spot on deck to read her book.

		However, Zora was not about to go out without taking a shower and getting dressed first. She pulled the covers back, forgetting how she had fallen asleep on top of the covers. She wore a tight-fitting tank top and a pair of panties. She did not think about how she had been wearing pants and a t-shirt when she fell asleep. The fact her clothing and her cabin had been manipulated did not even occur to her.

		Zora showered in the small cabin bathroom. It was cramped, but she did not mind. It was a cruise ship after all. And after showering, Zora went through the lengthy routine of drying her hair and brushing it out. It was longer and lighter than she thought it should be, but rather than question it, Zora just figured it was the lighting. Hair did not magically change color overnight, at least in her experience.

		There was a bit more jiggle than usual as Zora walked across her cabin to pick out clothes for the day. Her boobs were bigger, but not enough for her to pay them much attention. Besides, the jiggle felt good.

		Zora pulled out a pair of panties from her suitcase. She had arrived with a collection of plain cotton undies. The panties she pulled out were yellow and lacy, hugging the curve of her delectable ass.

		But then Zora hesitated when she went to grab a bra. Her hand hovered over her suitcase, only an inch above the bra cup of a larger bra than those she had brought with her. She looked down at her chest. She even shimmied her shoulders, watching her boobs shake and jiggle.

		"They're really not big enough to need a bra," Zora found herself saying, ignoring their size increase overnight. Zora always wore a bra when she went out, but it seemed easier to just ignore past precedent and go with the new thoughts that seemed to have been implanted in her head.

		Zora's hand moved from the bra to a yellow T-shirt that she snatched out of the suitcase. She pulled it on without much thought. Considering it supposedly spent more than a day packed away, it wasn't particularly wrinkled. It was almost like it had been placed there overnight, but Zora ignored that.

		The top fit snugly around her torso. Her nipples poked at the fabric, making it clear she was not wearing a bra. It stretched over her chest, allowing her slightly darker nipples to show through.

		The yellow top also failed to completely reach the waistband of her panties, leaving a couple inches of bare skin between them. This was entirely unusual for Zora. She never liked showing off skin, whether it was on her chest, around her waist, or on her legs. Arms, neck, and face was usually all everyone saw from her. Even her shoulders were usually covered.

		With her top decided on, Zora pulled out a pair of denim shorts. She frowned as she tried to place when she had bought the shorts. She could not remember. Nor could she remember packing them. Zora always wore pants. She preferred jeans, which matched with the denim of the shorts, but that was the only similarity.

		"I must have bought these in anticipation of the heat," Zora said, brushing off her concerns. Even though she had done no shopping in advance of the cruise, she assumed she must have. After all, how else would the shorts have gotten into her suitcase? There was no reason for her to assume someone had come into her cabin, redressed her and replaced her clothing. It was easier to assume she was the one misremembering and not that her entire life aboard ship was being manipulated.

		Zora pulled on the shorts, letting them sit low on her hips, the band of bare skin encircling her waist still visible. Then she slipped her feet into a pair of yellow flip flops and grabbed her book to find a quiet spot to read.

		The cruise ship was small enough that it did not have the major attractions of some large cruise lines. There was no roller coaster or anything of that magnitude. There were several pools and even a sports court. But the overall sense of the ship was one of relaxation and quiet, at least first thing in the morning.

		It did not take long for Zora to find what appeared to be a quiet spot where she could read outside, on deck, in the shade. She positioned herself in a comfortable reclining chair and opened her book.

		"Would you like another smoothie?" Rhys asked, appearing at Zora's side with a frosty glass already in hand.

		Zora jumped, startled at the sudden appearance of Rhys. But her eyes gravitated toward the smoothie. She licked her lips.

		"Thank you," Zora said as she accepted the smoothie. She immediately started drinking.

		"Hmm," Rhys said as Zora slurped away. "The yellow is nice, but I'm thinking red might be a better color for you."

		"What was that?" Zora asked. She had stopped drinking, but she did not want to admit she had not been paying attention.

		"Oh, nothing," Rhys said. "I was just thinking. Go back to reading your book and I'll make sure you are well supplied with smoothies all day."

		"Thanks," Zora said as she went back to drinking and reading.

		However, Zora found it difficult to get back into her book. She would read a page here or there, but then she would stare off at nothing, her mind stuck and not really thinking about anything.

		And that was how Zora spent her day. She sat there, sort of reading, always with a smoothie to sip. She never really got hungry. The smoothies more than kept her satisfied. And as the skies began to darken and the deck lights turned on, Rhys started adding rum to her smoothies, leaving Zora feeling both spaced out and buzzed. Her level of relaxation only increased, making for a seemingly perfect day.
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		DAY THREE - WEDNESDAY

		

		Waking up on her third day onboard the cruise ship, Zora had no recollection of how she made it back to her cabin. It did not matter though. Nothing mattered when she felt this good. It was like her body was singing out to her, sending every positive sensation it could generate into her head.

		Zora looked toward the window of her cabin. Sunshine poured in, lighting up the room better than if she had the lights on. Then she turned toward her nightstand. Her book was sitting there, but that did not interest her at the moment. It was the tall, frosty glass filled with the pink smoothie she loved so much that pulled in all of her focus.

		Grabbing it, Zora greedily sucked it down, this time using the thick straw that had been included. The moment the smoothie hit her tongue, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, fully enjoying the indescribable flavors.

		And it was only another moment before the happy pink fog descended onto her mind. Zora smiled. She had not noticed it at first, when she kept drinking the smoothies yesterday. But as the day progressed and she kept drinking more smoothies, the happy pink fog built thicker and thicker. By the time Rhys had been adding rum to the smoothies, she was giggling like an airhead, feeling perfectly thoughtless and happy.

		This time, that pink fog descended immediately, leaving her smiling like an idiot. And she certainly felt like an idiot. She felt like a sexy bimbo.

		Sitting up, Zora reached up and grabbed her boobs through her tiny tank top. It barely covered her bulging tits. They had grown again overnight. Not that Zora paid any attention to their new size. She was too focused on how good they felt. Little gasps of pleasure escaped her lips as she pinched her nipples through the thin red top.

		"Get a hold of yourself," Zora said as a rational thought pushed through the molasses that was her mind.

		Zora let go of her boobs and pushed the bed covers away, revealing her surprisingly tight and toned body. Zora had always participated in light exercise, but never anything that could give her such a body. But Zora was not thinking about how her body had changed. Nor was she thinking about how she was wearing a tiny red thong.

		After climbing out of bed, Zora padded into the bathroom and started getting ready for her day. She showered, enjoying all the sensations of her body as she soaped herself up, covering her body in a thick lather.

		Zora paid little attention to the other ways her body had changed. Her hair was longer. It took more effort to wash. And her butt was bigger. It pushed out behind her, giving her something to slap to keep herself from getting lost in her body's desires for pleasure. Even her body hair was gone. She was completely smooth now, which only served to heighten the sensitivity of her skin.

		Out of the shower, Zora took her time making herself look presentable. She dried and then styled her hair. It was definitely lighter, but Zora liked it. If it kept lightening during her stay, she would be a blonde soon. And that thought did not come with any derision.

		The small bathroom counter was covered in various beauty products. None of them were things Zora had ever purchased before, but she paid that fact no attention. Instead, she used what was available to her, adding additional color to her face, including a touch of red lipstick.

		A vague memory of Rhys mentioning that red was her color flitted through her mind. She smiled, now understanding what he meant. Red was definitely her color.

		And after all of that, when Zora returned to her bedroom to begin dressing, there was no surprise when she pulled out a red bikini. When Zora had packed for her trip, she had packed a single, black, one-piece swimsuit, just in case she needed to go swimming. But now it seemed like half of her suitcase was filled with bikinis. And this one was far more skimpy than she ever would have considered before.

		The bikini top hugged her boobs and left plenty of cleavage on display. And the bottoms were even skimpier. The thong back left her ass on complete display. This was not something Zora would have ever worn before, but now it was different. The tiny bikini felt natural, like this was what she was supposed to be wearing.

		Zora next pulled a tiny pair of denim shorts out of her suitcase next. This pair was even smaller than yesterday's. Her ass cheeks were practically hanging out of the back. And rather than try to button them up all the way, Zora left the top button open, revealing the red of her bikini bottoms.

		A white top came out next. Zora might have liked showing off her body now, but there were still a few lingering hints of her previous shyness. Not that the white top covered much. The wide neckline meant she could only wear it on one shoulder, leaving much of her upper chest on display, as well as some cleavage. And it was cropped, leaving much of her toned midriff visible.

		Finally, Zora slipped her feet into a pair of wedge slides with a two-inch heel. They were not particularly tall by some standards, but they were the tallest heels she had ever worn before. Not that Zora thought about that. She was too busy sliding a pair of sunglasses onto the top of her head and making kissy faces in the mirror, enjoying her new look.

		When Zora left her cabin, she left her book behind. She did not have the mental energy to try to read. The pink fog in her head made it so hard to turn all those letters into words and then the words into sentences. It was easier to just sit back and enjoy the relaxing atmosphere onboard. And today, Zora figured she could get some sun, adding a little color to her complexion. It might help lighten her hair, too, giving her a sun bleached look.

		However, the moment Zora made it out onto the deck, expecting to return to her same spot as yesterday, she was instead greeted by the wide chest and handsome face of Rhys.

		"Are you ready for our excursion?" he asked.

		Zora stood there for a moment, her mouth opening and closing like a fish, unable to find the words to deal with this change of events.

		"You do remember, don't you?" Rhys continued, responding to Zora's obvious confusion. "You practically begged me to join you onshore today."

		Zora had no memory of this, but she had so little memory of the day before. Maybe she did want Rhys to join her for some shore leave. It was not the sort of thing she normally would have done, being an independent woman, but the whole idea was plausible.

		"I can see you're not so sure anymore," Rhys said. "But I specifically got permission to take you ashore today. You get my undivided attention until we need to return to the ship. And if you don't go with me, there won't be anyone to keep delivering the smoothies you like so much."

		It was then that Zora noticed the pink smoothie in his hands.

		"Let's go," Zora said greedily. "I can't wait to spend some quality time with you."

		Rhys smiled as they went down the gangplank from the cruise ship, arm in arm. Zora was busy sucking down the new smoothie, once again with the wide straw. She did not even notice how the cruise ship was docked, with a white sand beach only a short walk away.

		Before she knew it, Zora found herself on the beach, in a beachside, open-air bar. She sat across from Rhys at a little table. He looked into her eyes, making her feel warm, arousal coiling in her belly.

		Despite the fact they were now off the ship, she found herself continuing to be served the pink smoothie. This time, there was rum in them. It seemed a little early to be drinking, but Zora was past the point of caring. Rhys could tell her there was poison in the smoothies and she would have a hard time preventing herself from continuing to drink them.

		The pair talked for most of the day, although Rhys did most of the actual speaking. Zora was too busy reveling in the happy pink fog and the alcohol flowing through her system. She did manage to look around and there were a lot of couples that looked like them, a somewhat sexy woman paired with a handsome man wearing a B Resort Cruise Lines shirt. It would have made her question herself, if such self reflection was possible in her current state.

		But as the sun got lower in the sky, Zora suddenly found herself without a smoothie to drink, without a straw to suck on.

		"You want more, don't you?" Rhys said.

		Zora just nodded her head, looking up at him with big doe eyes. She felt so good, spacey, but also full of feeling. Her body sang to her with happiness and the promise of pleasure. Her arousal coiled in her belly, wanting far more attention than she was normally prepared to give it.

		"Well, no more smoothies until we get back on the ship," Rhys said. "But, I know something that will help tide you over in the meantime."

		"What is it?" Zora asked. She was like an addict, needing her fix. There was very little she would not do to get what she needed.

		Rhys looked around him. Zora only had eyes for him, so she missed how the other women at the beachside bar were in a similar state as her, ready and willing to do anything to get what they needed.

		"We can't do it here," Rhys said. "Come. Follow me."

		Rhys took Zora by the hand and pulled her away from the table and then out onto the beach. She tried to keep up, but it was hard to walk in her heels on the soft sand. She kept nearly tripping as she was pulled along.

		It was not long before they reached a little cove. It offered some seclusion. As much as many of the women from the cruise were ready for this next step, Rhys still worried Zora was holding back. He did not understand it, but she had come from such a conservative and repressed state to begin with, he figured that was a part of it.

		"There aren't any smoothies here," Zora said as she looked out at the ocean. The waves crashed against the beach, adding an auditory backdrop to the beautiful scene.

		"No, but you'll get what you want with this," Rhys said. He used that moment to drop his shorts, letting his long, thick cock spring to attention, no longer constrained by his clothing.

		Zora's eyes dropped to his cock, unable to look away. She licked her lips without even thinking about it. But there was also still some reservation in her. She knew, deep down, that Rhys' cock could not give her a smoothie. It could give her other things, like cum, but she was pretty sure that was different.

		"I don't think—"

		"That's right," Rhys interrupted. "You don't think. You don't want to think. You want me to do the thinking for you. And I think you should get down on your knees and suck my cock. It will give you exactly what you need."

		Zora tried to tear her eyes away from the bobbing cock in front of her, but she could not even look Rhys in the face. She felt compelled to follow his words. They were not commands, but they did have a ring of truth about them. It was so much easier to let him do the thinking. That was what she wanted. And if he thought she should suck his cock, then that was what she was going to do. She was doing it because it would give her what she needed, just like Rhys said.

		Dropping to her knees as gracefully as she could, Zora reached out with her hands and held his cock for the first time. It was warm, but hard, veins popping out along its length. It was larger than she expected, maybe eight inches long and two inches around. She wrapped her fingers around it and began stroking it slowly, actually enjoying the sensation of having a cock in her hands. She never expected this.

		"Go on," Rhys said. "Suck it."

		Zora closed her eyes, savoring the sensations coursing through her body, trying to ignore all else. When she opened her eyes again, she saw nothing but Rhys' cock staring back at her.

		She leaned forward, taking his cock into her mouth. His dick slid between her lips, easily slipping over her tongue. She moaned softly as she started to bob her head up and down on it, getting more comfortable with the size. She sucked harder and faster, working up a rhythm.

		"Mmmmmm," Zora hummed as she worked her way down his shaft. And what she could not reach with her lips she stroked with her hands, making sure his entire length was pleasured.

		"Yeah, that's it," Rhys encouraged her. "Keep going."

		Zora did not respond verbally, instead focusing on her work to further heighten his pleasure. He had been so good to her, always making sure she had a smoothie to suck on. And he had spent all day with her, likely ignoring his duties on the ship. And now, when the smoothies at the bar had run out, he gave her something else to suck on. He was even thinking for her. It seemed like the perfect way to spend her day.

		"You're really good at this," Rhys said encouragingly. "Do you think you'd be able to take my whole thing?"

		Zora was not sure about that. Rhys might not have known this, but this was her first blowjob. The idea of even letting his cock push up against the back of her throat was a foreign idea. Zora knew other women could do it, but more from learning about the man who called himself Deep Throat in the Watergate scandal and not from the actual act.

		But Zora told herself she would try. She would try to take him into her throat. She would see where it led her.

		"Just relax," Rhys said. "Let yourself enjoy it."

		And that's exactly what Zora did. She relaxed and let herself fall into sucking Rhys' cock. And when the head pushed against the back of her throat, she relaxed and tried to let it through.

		Having her air supply cut off was a new experience, but she kept taking him deeper. She kept going until her nose was pushed up against his pelvis, her lips pressed to the base.

		"That's it," Rhys said. "You can pull back now."

		He had meant for her to keep sucking his cock, but Zora pulled all the way back. She gasped for air, never having even tried to hold her breath for that long before. She felt even more lightheaded than had become the norm for her after all those rum filled smoothies.

		"Come on, you're almost there," Rhys said. He ran his hands through her hair, pulling her slightly forward, toward his cock. He would not force her, but he wanted to encourage her to embrace the life of a slut before the cruise was over. There were only two more days.

		Once Zora caught her breath, she returned to sucking the cock in front of her. She looked up into Rhys' face as she bobbed her head up and down.

		And then it happened. She was still sucking when his cock exploded in her mouth. Her jaw went slack, unable to swallow fast enough to keep pace with the spurting spunk filling her mouth. Zora swallowed as best as she could, but some of the load escaped her lips and dribbled down her chin.

		But it was the flavor that got to her. It was so much like the pink smoothies she had been drinking. Had she been more aware of herself, she would have questioned whether cum was an ingredient in the smoothies, but she was too busy swallowing Rhys' cum to think about that. Not that they were the same. The smoothies were always cold and Rhys' cum was warm in her mouth and on her skin.

		"That's so good," Rhys groaned in pleasure as the last spurts of cum emptied into her mouth.

		And Zora had to agree. It tasted like sweet nectar. Like a smoothie made from strawberries and cream. She drank every drop of it, wanting to make sure she got it all inside her.

		And afterward, once Rhys pulled his cock from her mouth, Zora scooped up the spilled cum from her chin with her fingers and pushed it into her mouth. She got to savor the flavors all over again.

		"That was wonderful," Rhys said. He helped Zora stand up again, once she was finished eating his cum. She smiled up at him, happy to get what she needed. He had been right. Sucking his cock had been more work, but she got what she needed in the end. "Now let’s head back to the ship. We'll be setting sail again soon."

		This time, on the walk back to the ship, Zora leaned against Rhys as they walked together. And she had a feeling there would be another smoothie for her when they got back on board. She felt absolutely wonderful, almost wishing she could stay onboard for the rest of her life.

		

	
		

		4

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		DAY FOUR - THURSDAY

		

		Zora woke up much as she had the previous two days. She smiled when she found herself looking at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. She had quickly consumed the smoothie waiting for her. It had not even bothered her that she was completely nude when she woke up, only the bed covers providing any warmth as she had slept.

		The woman Zora saw in the mirror was very different from the one who first boarded the cruise ship. Her boobs had grown into a proper pair of tits. They were big and surprisingly perky for how big they were. And her butt had grown an equal amount, giving her a nice hourglass figure and a bubble butt as well.

		Zora's hair had continued to grow at an exceptional rate, falling well past her shoulders. And it had continued to lighten. She was definitely a blonde now. There were no doubts about that.

		But there was another change to Zora's appearance. She was almost able to ignore it, but when she went to put lipstick on after her shower, it was impossible to miss the size of her lips. They were bigger, both with more volume and more projection. It somehow made sucking down the smoothies through those big straws easier. And she was certain guys like Rhys would love to feel her lips wrapped around their cocks.k

		Zora shivered at the thought of sucking cock. It gave her a weird sense of pride and pleasure, but there was still a vague notion of disgust with the act. It was definitely not something she had ever thought much about until this trip, until yesterday.

		Not wanting to dwell on any one thing, Zora pushed the thoughts of blowjobs from her mind as she finished getting ready to go up on deck, ready to catch some sun. She looked good, but a part of her wanted a little more color. She put on a red bikini, making sure the triangles covered the right parts of her tits. She wanted to make sure she showed off a lot of cleavage. Half the fun of wearing skimpy bikinis was showing off her sexy body. Her thong bottoms were small and equally skimpy.

		Zora put her sunglasses on top of her head as she slipped her feet into a pair of heels with a three-inch heel. It was taller than anything she had worn before, but no one would have noticed, with how well Zora moved in them. She looked well practiced in wearing high heels as she made her way up onto the deck.

		But the moment Zora stepped out into the sunshine, her jaw dropped in surprise. She had expected a quiet day sunbathing. Instead, she was greeted by an orgy. Everyone was fucking. Men, multiple women, the staff. Just the sight of it was enough to turn Zora on.

		The difference, however, was Zora was not ready for this. She had barely been ready to suck Rhys' cock yesterday, and that had come with a lot of prodding or persuading from Rhys. But no amount of pink happy fog or arousal could have prepared her for this.

		Rather than even try to find a quiet place in the sun, doing her best to ignore all the fucking going on around her, Zora retreated back inside. But instead of going to her cabin, which had felt like a safe place before, she minced deeper into the ship, following hallways without any clear idea of where she was going. All that mattered was getting away from all that sex.

		And Zora succeeded. She found a little gap behind a slot machine in the casino. No one was playing casino games. They were all up on deck, fucking each other. Zora slipped behind the machine and sat down, hugging her legs to her now prodigious chest.

		Zora sat there for a long time. She lost all sense of time, but she knew she had been there for hours. Her stomach rumbled, her need for a smoothie got stronger and stronger. Even her happy pink fog started to retreat from her mind.

		There was a part of Zora that wanted to give in. She was hungry and felt the need for another smoothie. It really was like she was an addict. It was not just a psychological need. She felt it in her stomach, like she might die if she did not get another dose.

		But Zora held firm. She continued to hide, knowing she was unlikely to be found. And maybe once everyone got tired of all the fucking, she could finally go out and catch a little sun. She just wanted to be a little tanner. It did not need to be much.

		Had Zora been able to think more clearly, she would have started to question how her body had changed. She would have questioned why she was wearing such a skimpy bikini. She would have wondered where her normal clothes had gone. Not that she expected to fit into most of those clothes anymore. Her pants would struggle to fit over her ass and even her baggy T-shirts might get a little stretched by her now big tits.

		However, Zora could not think about that. Even as the fog in her mind started to clear, it was still too heavy for her to consider such things. And her ever present hunger for more smoothies proved too distracting to think of much else.

		It did not help that Zora did feel a pull to return to the main deck. Her libido had kicked up a notch and she was so aroused. Heat coiled in her belly, ready to go off. She was able to mostly ignore her needs, but they were still there, her body demanding the attention of a man. Or a woman with a step-on. Her body was not picky. It just wanted some penetration.

		"There you are. I've been looking all over the ship for you."

		Zora looked up to see Rhys standing over her. He held a smoothie in his hand, ready for her to drink.

		"I was worried when I didn't see you enjoying yourself on deck. But don't worry, I brought you a super special smoothie. I know how much you like them."

		Zora held out her hands, wanting the tall, frosty glass.

		"Not yet," Rhys said. "You need to come out of there first."

		"I don't want to go out on deck though," Zora said, pouting.

		"You don't have to do anything you don't want to. But you can't keep hanging out behind the slot machines. Just come out and we can sit down and talk while you drink your smoothie. It will be like at the little bar yesterday."

		Zora could not argue against that. She pushed herself back to her feet and slipped out from behind the slot machine. Rhys guided her over to a nearby table and he helped her into a chair. He placed the smoothie on the table. By the time he sat down across from her, Zora was already sucking on the straw, getting her smoothie fix.

		"I had this one made extra strong for you," Rhys said. "I just know you're going to love it and everything it does to you."

		Zora might have commented, but the happy pink fog in her brain was back in full force, stronger than ever. And as the fog descended on her mind, everything went hazy. All Zora could do was keep sucking, to keep drinking, even as everything seemed to fade away to pink.
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		DAY FIVE - FRIDAY

		

		By the time Zora woke up on her final morning aboard the cruise ship, it had already docked at its final destination. There was no specific hurry to leave the ship, but Zora still felt the need to get moving.

		But there was a big difference between the Zora of this morning and the one who hid from the sexual orgy yesterday. Today, she would have been a willing participant. She would have barely covered herself in a sexy red bikini and gone up on deck with the intent of losing her clothes as she got fucked every which way she could imagine.

		Zora now understood who she was. The path she had been on all week was toward becoming a bimbo. Her body had gotten a bit ahead of her mind, but now everything was squared away. The happy pink fog was a permanent fixture in her mind, always wrapping her in happiness and arousal. Sex was what Zora now lived for.

		The extra strength smoothie had done more than finish the bimbofication of her mind. It had given her body a boost that no other woman on board could compare with. Zora's tits were huge, sticking off her chest and making sure she was the focus of attention wherever she went. There was no way she could hide them, not that she wanted to.

		But it was not just Zora's tits that had grown. Her blonde hair was lighter and longer still. Her ass was bigger. And her lips were perfectly built for sucking cock. The way she looked now, the way she wanted to be seen, no one would expect anything intelligent to come out of her mouth. Her words were unimportant. She was a bimbo with nothing of note worth saying, beyond begging a man to fuck her. Not that she needed to do much begging with her body.

		There was no smoothie waiting for Zora when she woke up. After her overdose last night, her addiction was cured. And it was not as if she needed to be bigger or more of a bimbo. She had maxed out her bimbo stats. Instead, Zora spent her time getting ready to leave. She put on the same skimpy red bikini she would have worn to the orgy. She also added a tiny skirt that barely covered her ass when she stood still. Sitting or just walking would reveal her ass and her thong bikini bottoms. And she slipped her feet into a pair of tall, platform, wedge sandals, ready for a walk on the beach.

		With the cruise ship staff coming into her cabin every night and replacing her clothing, there was not much she needed to pack. She dumped her new collection of cosmetics into her bag, but that was it.

		The book Zora brought with her still sat on the nightstand by her bed, but she left it there, no longer having an interest in reading. If it was something really important, a man would tell her about it. That was how far she had gone, fully embracing the life of a dumb and sexy bimbo.

		Despite people slowly leaving the ship, many of its services were still open and available. Zora stopped at the salon on her way, pulling her suitcase behind her. She looked fantastic already, but Zora knew she could always look better. There was an open spot, so she took it, letting the stylists blow out her hair, add a little more product to her face, and give her a mani-pedi that would erase anyone's ideas that she might be anything other than a bimbo. The long, glamor length nails she got were painted red, matching her color, the color of lust.

		Now feeling her image was complete, Zora left the ship, happy to see what the world could offer a bimbo like her. She embraced her new being completely, without a hint of the old Zora left.

		Not that she knew what to do with herself. Zora had travel arrangements to return home, but she was no longer certain that was what she wanted. Going home meant answering questions and probably filling out paperwork. It was so much easier to skip all of that and just do what she wanted, which was chiefly spending time at the beach and fucking as many guys as possible. She felt a calling to be a beach bimbo, rarely wearing anything more than a bikini.

		Stepping onto the dock, Zora headed straight toward the nearby beach. She shimmied and swayed along in her high heels, her big tits bouncing and jiggling in her tiny bikini, still pulling her suitcase behind her. It contained all of her possessions that she cared about.

		There was a beachside bar she found, not unlike the one she had spent a day with Rhys in. She perched herself at the bar, posing herself to look hot and fuckable. Zora ordered a fruity drink. It did not matter what it was. She just wanted to get a bit of a buzz going, even though it was not yet noon.

		Zora was still on her first drink when she felt him enter the bar. It was strange how receptive she was to his presence. Without even looking at the entrance, Zora not only knew it was a man who had just walked in, but also that it was Rhys.

		"Hey girl," Rhys said as soon as he saw Zora sitting at the bar. Then again, it was hard to miss her. "Didn't think I'd get to see you again. Don't you have a plane to catch?"

		Zora giggled. It was her natural response whenever she was asked a question now. "I'm skipping it. This is my home now, I think."

		"I can't blame you. The sun, the beach, the sex. This place is hard to beat."

		"Yeah," Zora agreed. She leaned forward, placing both elbows on the bar top. She ran her fingers through her hair, fluffing it up some more. "It's nice here. I didn't realize how much until now."

		Rhys laughed. He had seen many women change like Zora had while working for B Resort Cruise Lines. But Zora was different. She had fought back harder than any woman he had ever seen. He fully expected to fuck her yesterday, but she never showed on deck for the orgy. He had to go find her and use the emergency protocols. Zora remembered none of the intense process that completed her bimbo transformation, but it also meant he never got to fuck her. And seeing her now, in all her bimbo glory, Rhys definitely wanted to fuck her.

		"You know, I've got a little apartment near here," Rhys offered. "We could go there for a bit. I don't have to be back on the ship until Monday."

		"You just want to fuck me," Zora said, trying to be playful.

		Rhys was actually a little surprised at her words. Her body language screamed that she wanted to be fucked, but her words made him question whether they had finally found someone immune to the process, or at least partially immune. But then Rhys realized Zora was a bimbo. She looked like one, she sounded like one, and the way her gaze seemed locked onto his body, she thought like one, too.

		"You're right," Rhys said. "I do want to fuck you."

		"Good, because I want to fuck you, too. I already got to taste that cock of yours, but I want to feel it in my pussy. I want to feel it in my ass. I want to bathe in your fucking cum."

		"Then let's go," Rhys said. He pulled out his wallet and dropped a couple bills on the bar, more than enough to cover the cost of Zora's drink and the tip. Then he grabbed Zora by the hand and pulled her from the bar.

		The moment the door to his apartment closed behind them, the pair were all over each other. Zora pushed her big tits into Rhys' chest as she craned her neck upward and kissed him. Her tongue thrust deep into his mouth, as he responded, kissing her back. She sucked on his tongue as she ran her hands across his back, pulling him close. His dick strained against the front of his shorts, eager for release.

		They stumbled backwards, falling to the couch where they fell onto it together. They continued their kiss as they undressed each other, removing clothes piece by piece. Soon, Zora was naked and lying next to Rhys on the couch. She reached down between them and grasped his straining erection, giving it a few strokes before releasing it.

		"Oh yeah," Rhys moaned softly as he watched Zora stroke him. "That feels good."

		She smiled and nodded. "Do you want me to suck it?"

		"Please," he said.

		Without another word, Zora moved closer, kneeling on the floor beside the couch. As she lowered her head, she wrapped one hand around his shaft. She licked the underside of the crown and gave him a quick lick along the bottom of his shaft before taking hold of his thick cock head between her lips.

		His eyes rolled back in his head as he gasped loudly. Zora quickly bobbed her head, sucking his cock deeply into her mouth, swirling her tongue along the base of his cock. A loud moan escaped from Rhys' throat as she worked his dick, slurping sounds escaping as she devoured his entire member, taking him deep into her throat, without any gag reflex remaining.

		"Fuck yes," Rhys groaned. His hips bucked involuntarily as Zora continued to work his throbbing tool, licking and stroking it.

		He reached down, grabbing her hair tightly in his fist and tugging lightly as he pumped his own dick. Zora moaned louder, knowing exactly what he wanted. She sucked harder and faster, wanting nothing more than to please this man.

		After a minute or two of intensity, Zora felt Rhys tense up and knew he was moments away from exploding inside her mouth. Just as she felt him start to spurt, she released his cock, popping it out of her mouth.

		"Goddamn!" Rhys exclaimed, breathing heavily. "What are you doing? Stop! You have to swallow it."

		But Zora wasn't done. She opened her mouth wide, letting him spurt onto her tongue as she stroked his cock with her hands. When she felt the last drops spill onto her tongue, she swallowed the entirety of his load.

		"Holy shit," Rhys breathed, watching Zora clean his cock.

		Zora sat up and grinned at him. "Thank you," she purred. "Your cum tastes delicious."

		"It'll be a moment before I can go again," Rhys admitted. He loved her blowjob, but he wanted so much more from her.

		Zora wanted more, too. She wanted him in every one of her holes. She wanted him to fuck her big bimbo tits. She wanted him to cover her in cum.

		"I know how to get you ready again," Zora said as she gracefully rose to her feet. She walked over to the stereo and turned it on, finding a station with appropriately sexy music. And then she danced for him, shaking and swaying her body, sexualizing every move to get him hard again.

		Zora's body was such a turn on for him and he soon recovered. Rhys could not take anymore of the tease. He stood and took Zora's hand, leading her into his bedroom. Once inside, he kicked the door shut behind him. With Zora in tow, Rhys lightly tossed her onto the bed. There was a large king size mattress in the room. He climbed atop her immediately, pushing his rigid cock against her wet slit and pushing himself inside of her.

		"Yes!" Zora cried out as Rhys entered her. It was fast, with no foreplay, but she was more than ready. Zora threw her arms around his shoulders, pulling him tight. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

		Rhys complied, pounding his cock into Zora, driving her crazy with lust. She clawed at his back, digging her new, red nails into him.

		"Harder!" Zora demanded. "Fuck me hard!"

		And that's exactly what Rhys did. He pistoned into Zora relentlessly, slamming his cock into her over and over again. Her huge tits bounced wildly on her chest as she writhed under him, screaming incoherently as he rammed his dick into her pussy.

		Finally, after several minutes of nonstop fucking, Zora couldn't handle it any longer. "Fuuccckkkk!" she shrieked as an orgasm ripped through her body. The feeling was incredible, sending shivers throughout her entire being. Zora came repeatedly, her whole body quivering as she orgasmed over and over again, each climax stronger than the last.

		When it ended, Zora collapsed beneath Rhys, panting and moaning. He had cum inside of her, flooding her lush with his hot, white cum. She tried to catch her breath, but failed miserably. After a minute or so, though, she managed to pull herself together.

		"Wow," Zora panted as she lay next to Rhys on the bed. She looked down at his still erect penis, slowly softening within her. It was a beautiful sight.

		"Yeah," Rhys agreed. "That was pretty intense."

		Zora giggled. "Was it?"

		"Well, yeah," Rhys admitted. "You were really good."

		"Thanks," Zora replied. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

		"Me too," Rhys said. "Although, I don't know if I can handle never coming home to you again."

		Zora looked quizzically at him, not understanding his words. She tilted her head. It looked cute, but it did not actually help her understand.

		"I was thinking," Rhys said, explaining himself. "You need someplace to stay, to live. You could live here, with me. On the weekends, we can fuck all day or whatever else you want. During the week, I have to work on the cruise ship, helping turn other women into bimbos. But while I'm away, you can do what you want, fuck who you want."

		Zora practically purred in delight at the idea. "Really?"

		"Sure," Rhys answered. "Why not? We're both single right now anyway."

		"So, where would I sleep?" Zora asked.

		"In my bed," Rhys told her. "I just don't want to come home to find cum stains on the bed."

		Zora giggled at that thought. But even her bimbofied brain knew that Rhys' offer was a good one. It solved all of her problems and let her be the beach bimbo she wanted to be.

		"I love it," Zora squealed with happiness. She clapped her hands and bounced where she sat, making her tits jiggle on her chest. "You're, like, totally the best."

		There was a moment where an errant thought made it through Zora's happy pink fog of a brain, wondering how appropriate it was to live in a man's apartment who was younger than her, at least by a few years. But then her bimbo reasoning kicked in. She was hot and looked younger than her real age. And it was not as if Zora even remembered how old she was anymore. So that concern did not matter.

		"With that decided, though, we need to come up with a way to celebrate," Rhys said.

		"Mmm," Zora moaned as she came up with an idea. "How about you fuck me in the ass to celebrate."

		"I like your thinking," Rhys said.

		As he reached over to his nightstand to pull out the lube, Zora could not help but think how great a life she now had. She got to live rent free with a really hot guy. And whenever he was away, making more bimbos like her, she could fuck whoever she wanted. It was perfect. And it was all thanks to B Resort Cruise Lines and her free cruise vacation. Zora might not have known this was the life for her, but now she could not imagine a better way of living. She loved being a sexy bimbo.
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