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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


Eliza was perfect. I know what you are going to say. Most men think a hot blonde on the internet with huge implants, long blonde hair, and a perfectly sculpted body is perfect. And you would be right if I were most men.

I have to admit something that not many people know about me: no, I am not gay or anything, but I am still a virgin. Yeah, me, at thirty-three years old, I am still a virgin. Not because I am ugly or not attractive or anything, but I don't find many women attractive.

Don't get me wrong. I am not a woman hater, or that I don't try to find the opposite sex attractive, but something inside me just doesn't click over the average woman on the street or in the grocery store. It sounds bad, doesn't it? I know it sounds bad when I think about it, but I can't help it.

I always find a flaw: too short, too skinny, too big, long hair, short hair, teeth, face, eyes, and voice. I have seen a therapist about it, and they say I am too much of a perfectionist when it comes to the female body, but it's not just the body; it's personality and everything.

I thought for a long time I would be doomed to be alone in this world for the rest of my life. 

That's when one of my male friends showed me the world of online sex workers. I immediately fell in love with it.

I subscribed to nearly all of the pay sites, from the starter pages to the well-known ones, and I subscribed to many of the models.

I knew some were airbrushing or photoshopping their photos, and I was fine with it. It wasn't like I was going to meet them or anything like that, but after finding my new online smorgasbord of women, I was attracted to women for the first time. 

I loved going online and browsing the many models who made themselves look perfect in their photos.

A few months into my new addiction, I found Eliza. Her before picture was nothing to look at; she looked like a normal dirty blonde, no different than any other dirty blonde-haired woman any of us would see walking down the street, absolutely nothing to look at or turn your head.

That's when Eliza found the world of bimbofication, and the world was a happier place for it.

Eliza took out a large loan from her bank and went full send on the bimbo process. She did it all; she got the huge lips, huge tits, and waist training, and she was a completely and utterly new person. Her original name was Elizabeth, but she turned into Eliza, and it suited her.

I, like many other men around the world, had jerked our cocks off to Eliza's new body form countless times. She had enormous fake tits on a slim body and an hourglass figure with no fat on her stomach or anywhere else. She even changed the way she talked.

Now, she was no longer living in a small apartment in the city; she had a huge house that was paid off, and she traveled the world, all because she ditched her normal life as a bank teller and turned herself into a sex doll.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 

[image: ]


I was infatuated with Eliza. I followed her on every social page she had, and I had bought and sent her everything I could afford from her wish list.

Eliza knew my name, and we talked nearly daily. I knew she was only doing it because I was one of her biggest fans and probably the one who spent the most money on her. When she decided that she wanted to go bigger on her implants, I was the one who helped her.

Money wasn't a thing for me; I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth, and my family owned most of the rights to the silver, oil, and many other things that people used daily.

I never worked a day in my life, so spending money on a bimbo was a family trait. My mother was a trophy wife my father picked up on one of his trips around the world. He had turned her from a dumpy country girl into a head-turning trophy wife.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





