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  Chapter one
The Invitation to Perfection


Ken watched Barbie from across the lobby, his cock twitching pathetically in his scrubs as she strutted through the pink-soaked space with that cocky, ass-swinging walk that always made his balls ache. Her platinum hair glimmered in the soft light, spilling over her shoulders as she pretended to care about Declan’s file on the tablet, those ice-blue eyes scanning the details they’d pored over the night before while Ken tried not to cum in his pants. The air reeked of antiseptic and lavender, a weirdly horny mix that was as clinical and perverse as everything else about The Pink Clinic. Ken shifted behind the reception desk, his skinny body tense with a cocktail of dread and desperate, humiliating anticipation for what was about to happen. 
They’d dissected every filthy detail of Declan’s case, every humiliating boundary, every degrading moment Ken had pathetically agreed to. Just remembering that conversation made his pulse race and his hands clamp down on the desk, his mind replaying every way Barbie would parade his inadequacy in front of Declan. Barbie had been relentless, grilling him over and over, making sure he understood exactly what he was signing up for, what she’d say, what she’d do, how she’d compare him to a real man. And, of course, Ken had agreed to all of it, his cock rock-hard and leaking like a loser the whole time.
Barbie looked up from the tablet, her eyes zeroing in on him like a predator spotting a wounded animal. Even from across the room, Ken felt those blue eyes strip him bare, a shiver of humiliation crawling down his spine as her lips curled into that smug, pink smile that always made him feel like a joke. She sauntered toward him, her tits and ass practically bursting out of her scrubs, every step a reminder of what he’d never have. Ken’s mouth went dry, his cock twitching uselessly.
“He’ll be here in ten minutes,” Barbie said, her voice low and smooth as she leaned against the reception desk, close enough that her scent wrapped around him—something floral and expensive that made him think of their bedroom upstairs. “Are you ready, baby?”
“Yes,” Ken said, his voice rougher than he intended. “I’m ready.”
Barbie’s smile stretched wider, playful but laced with that cruel, sadistic glint that made Ken’s cock ache and his pride shrivel. She reached out, her fingers tracing his jaw before sliding down to his throat, not choking him—yet—but just letting him know who owned him. "You remember what we talked about? How am I going to describe his body, baby? How am I going to humiliate you with the comparison?"
Ken swallowed hard against her hand, his cock twitching pathetically. "I remember," he muttered, already half-hard with shame.
“And you want this,” Barbie whispered, leaning closer until her lips were almost brushing his ear. “You want me to make you watch while I touch him. You want to feel that jealousy mixing with how fucking hard it makes you.”
“Fuck, yes,” Ken breathed. “I want it.”
“Good boy.” Barbie’s fingers traced down his chest, stopping just above his waistband before pulling away, leaving him aching. “Then let’s give Declan the full Pink Clinic experience.”
The doors opened precisely on time, and Declan walked in.
Ken felt the air change the second Declan walked in. The guy was huge—taller, broader, thicker everywhere, his shoulders stretching the expensive suit like it was made for a real man, not a scrawny wannabe like Ken. Declan’s hair was perfect, his jaw square and smug, and when his eyes swept the lobby, Ken felt like he was being measured and found lacking. Declan moved like he owned the place, and Ken’s stomach twisted with that sick, humiliating mix of jealousy and rock-hard arousal.
“Declan,” Barbie greeted, stepping forward with her hand extended. “Welcome to The Pink Clinic.”
Declan’s handshake was firm, his large hand engulfing Barbie’s, and Ken noticed how the contact lingered, how Barbie’s fingers stayed wrapped around Declan’s for a beat too long, her thumb brushing against his skin in a way that was deliberate, electric. Declan noticed, too, his eyes darkening with interest as he smiled.
“Dr. Barbie,” Declan said, his voice deep and resonant, exactly the kind of commanding baritone that Ken had expected. “I’ve heard incredible things about your work.”
“I deliver incredible results,” Barbie said, her tone confident, almost teasing. Ken here will help us get started. He’s my assistant and partner.”
Declan’s eyes flicked over to Ken, sizing him up in a single glance that took in every inch of his skinny, unimpressive body. Declan nodded, barely bothering to hide his disinterest, his attention already back on Barbie. "Good to meet you, Ken," he said, like he was talking to the help.
“You too,” Ken managed, moving around the desk to join them.
Barbie led them to the consultation room, a space decorated in shades of pink and white, sleek and modern, with a padded examination table in the center. Ken busied himself preparing the room, laying out measurement tools and pulling up Declan’s file on the wall-mounted screen, his hands brushing against Barbie’s as they worked in tandem. Every touch sent a jolt through him, a reminder of the games they were playing, the roles they’d agreed to.
“So, Declan,” Barbie said, settling onto a stool and crossing her legs in a way that drew attention to the curve of her thigh beneath the scrubs. “Tell me exactly what you want. The ‘Barbie-fied’ upgrade. What does that mean to you?”
Declan leaned back in the chair opposite her, relaxed but focused. “I want to be bigger, stronger, more impressive in every way that matters. I’ve built my body in the gym, but there are limits to what exercise can do. I want enhancements—pecs, abs, shoulders. And…” He paused, his smile turning wolfish. “I want the full package, if you know what I mean.”
“I do,” Barbie said, her voice dipping into something sultry. “And I can absolutely deliver that. Ken, pull up the enhancement options.”
Ken tapped the screen, bringing up the 3D models, his heart pounding as Barbie began explaining the procedures in detail. She stood, moving closer to Declan, her fingers gesturing toward the models, her body language open and inviting. Ken watched, his arousal building as Barbie’s professional precision started to veer into something more.
“Before we finalize anything,” Barbie said, turning fully to Declan, “I’ll need to do a preliminary exam. Get a sense of your current physique, take measurements. Is that alright with you?”
“Absolutely,” Declan said, his consent clear and verbal.
“Excellent.” Barbie stepped closer, her hands reaching out to rest on Declan’s shoulders, her touch firm and assessing. “You’ve got great structure here. Broad, strong.” Her fingers traced along the line of his shoulders, down his arms, and Ken felt his cock press painfully against his scrubs as he watched. “Ken, come help me with the measurements.”
Ken moved closer, his hands trembling slightly as he held the measuring tape. Barbie’s fingers moved over Declan’s chest, professional but lingering, and when she glanced at Ken, there was a spark of mischief in her eyes.
"Impressive," Barbie purred, reading the numbers out loud for maximum effect. "Much broader than average. Ken’s shoulders are—what, thirty-eight inches? You’re forty-four, Declan. That’s a hell of a difference, isn’t it, baby?"
The numbers hit Ken like a kick in the balls, his jealousy flaring up even as his cock throbbed harder. Declan just laughed, clearly enjoying the show, his eyes bouncing between Ken and Barbie like he already knew exactly what kind of pathetic game they were playing.
“Sounds like Ken’s got some competition,” Declan said, his tone playful but edged with crude humor.
“Oh, he’s very aware,” Barbie said, her hand still on Declan’s chest. “Aren’t you, baby?”
“Yes,” Ken said, his voice tight. “I’m aware.”
“Good.” Barbie’s smile turned wicked. “Declan, I’m going to need you to disrobe so I can get accurate measurements for the procedure. Are you comfortable with that?”
“Completely,” Declan said, standing and shrugging off his jacket.
Ken’s heart hammered as Declan stripped off his shirt, every inch of muscle making Ken’s own scrawny chest feel even more pathetic. Each new patch of skin made Ken’s cock twitch, the jealousy and humiliation knotting in his gut until he thought he might puke or cum or both. Barbie didn’t even try to hide her hunger, her fingers already tracing Declan’s abs like she was picking out her next meal.
“Fuck, you’re built,” Barbie said, her voice rough with approval. “This is going to be fun.”
Declan grinned, dropping his pants and showing off thighs like tree trunks and a bulge in his underwear that made Ken’s breath catch and his balls shrivel. Barbie’s hand hovered just above the monster in Declan’s briefs, not touching yet, but making it clear exactly what she wanted.
“Ken,” Barbie said, her tone commanding, “why don’t you measure his thighs while I take care of the upper body?”
Ken knelt, his face level with Declan’s hips, the tape measure shaking in his hands as he wrapped it around the thick muscle. Above him, Barbie’s hands roamed freely, her dirty talk filling the room.
"Look at this, Ken," Barbie said, her fingers stroking Declan’s pecs like she was petting a prize bull. "So much bigger than yours. Can you even imagine how much bigger I’m going to make him? How tiny you’re going to look next to him when I’m done?"
“Fuck,” Ken whispered, his cock leaking.
“You like that, don’t you?” Barbie teased, her gaze locking onto Ken’s. “You like watching me touch him.”
“Yes,” Ken admitted, his voice barely audible.
Declan laughed, the sound deep and amused. “You two are into some kinky shit. I respect it.”
“Oh, you have no idea,” Barbie said, stepping back and pulling up the schedule on her tablet. “Declan, we’re doing this procedure next week. I’m going to make you into a fucking masterpiece.”
“I’m counting on it,” Declan said, pulling his clothes back on.
As Declan left, Barbie turned to Ken, her hand cupping his face, her thumb brushing over his lips. “You did so well, baby. And this is just the beginning.”
Ken shuddered, his arousal unresolved, his need for her overwhelming. “I can’t wait.”
“Neither can I,” Barbie whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “This is going to be so fucking good.”

      ***The private quarters above The Pink Clinic were bathed in pink neon light, casting flattering glows across the modern furniture and king-sized bed that dominated the space. Ken stood near the window, his scrubs still on, his body still buzzing with the electricity of the consultation, his cock half-hard and aching from hours of denied release. Behind him, he heard the rustle of fabric, and when he turned, Barbie was peeling off her scrubs, revealing black lace lingerie that hugged her curves like a second skin, her platinum hair spilling over her bare shoulders as she smiled at him.
“Come here,” Barbie said, her voice softer now, affectionate but still edged with command.
Ken crossed the room, his heart pounding as Barbie’s arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him close. Her body was warm against his, her breasts pressing against his chest through the thin lace, and Ken’s hands found her waist, gripping tight.
“How are you feeling?” Barbie asked, her blue eyes searching his face. “About today. About Declan.”
“Fuck, I’m excited,” Ken said, his voice husky. “I’m so fucking turned on, Barbie. Watching you touch him, hearing you compare us—it’s exactly what I wanted.”
“Good,” Barbie murmured, her fingers tracing along his jaw, then down his neck. “Because it’s only going to get more intense. You’re sure you’re ready for this?”
“Yes,” Ken said, his consent firm even as his body trembled with need. “I want this. I want all of it.”
Barbie’s smile turned tender, and she kissed him, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against his as her hands roamed over his body. Ken groaned into her mouth, his cock hardening fully now, pressing against her thigh. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire.
“Take off your scrubs,” Barbie said. “I want to see you.”
Ken obeyed, stripping quickly, his lean body revealed under the neon glow. Barbie’s gaze swept over him, appreciative but also assessing, and Ken felt that familiar mix of pride and inadequacy that made his arousal spike.
“You’re beautiful,” Barbie said, her hand reaching out to trace along his chest, down his abs. “So fucking beautiful, Ken.”
"Not as big as Declan," Ken blurted, the words spilling out before he could stop himself, every syllable soaked in pathetic, cock-shrinking shame.
"No," Barbie agreed, not even pretending to soften the blow. "Not as big. Not even close. But that’s what makes this so fucking hot, isn’t it? That’s what gets your little cock leaking, knowing you’ll never measure up."
Ken swallowed, his cock throbbing. “Yes.”
“Tell me,” Barbie said, her hand sliding lower, wrapping around his cock and stroking slowly. “Tell me what you’re thinking about.”
“I’m thinking about you touching him,” Ken admitted, his voice shaking. “About you measuring his cock during the procedure. About you telling me how much bigger he is, how much thicker.”
“Fuck, yes,” Barbie breathed, her grip tightening. “And I’m going to do exactly that. I’m going to make you watch while I enhance him, while I make him even more of a fucking bull than he already is. And you’re going to assist me, hand me the tools, see every inch of his body up close.”
Ken moaned, his hips jerking into her hand. “Barbie—”
“Not yet,” Barbie said, releasing him and stepping back. “I’ve got something to show you first.”
She moved to the dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a sleek black box. Ken watched, his breath catching as Barbie opened it to reveal a 3D-printed toy, thick and long, modeled in exaggerated proportions that made Ken’s stomach twist with jealousy and need.
“This is a prototype,” Barbie said, holding it up. “Based on generic measurements, but close to what Declan’s enhancement will look like. I thought we could play with it tonight. See how it feels to have this inside me while you watch.”
Ken’s cock leaked, his arousal overwhelming. “Fuck.”
“But first,” Barbie said, her smile turning wicked, “I want to compare it to you.”
She stepped up, holding the toy next to Ken’s cock, and the difference was humiliating—stark, brutal, impossible to ignore. The toy was longer, thicker, heavier, more of everything, and Barbie’s fingers traced both, her touch making Ken’s cock twitch with shame.
"Look at that," Barbie purred. "So much bigger than you, baby. Can you even imagine how stretched I’m going to be? How empty you’re going to look next to this monster?"
“Yes,” Ken gasped, his body shaking. “Fuck, yes.”
“You want to watch me use this?” Barbie asked, her voice low and filthy. “Want to watch me fuck myself with this big cock while you stroke your little one?”
“Please,” Ken begged, his pride shattered in the best way, his arousal consuming him.
Barbie guided him to the bed, pushing him down onto his back, then straddled his thighs, the toy in her hand. She slid the lace panties aside, and Ken watched, mesmerized, as she teased the head of the toy against her pussy, her wetness clear.
“Tell me you want this,” Barbie commanded.
“I want this,” Ken said, his voice rough. “I want to watch you.”
Barbie pushed the toy inside slowly, her head falling back as she moaned, and Ken’s hands gripped the sheets, his cock throbbing untouched as he watched the thick length disappear into her cunt. She moved slowly at first, then faster, her body riding the toy with abandon, her moans filling the room.
“Fuck, it’s so big,” Barbie gasped, her eyes locking onto Ken’s. “So much bigger than you. Do you see how much I can take?”
“Yes,” Ken groaned, his hand moving to his cock, stroking in time with her movements.
“Good boy,” Barbie panted. “Watch me take this bull cock. Watch me get ready for Declan.”
The dirty talk pushed Ken closer to the edge, but Barbie’s hand shot out, grabbing his wrist and stopping him. “Not yet,” she said, her voice firm. “You don’t get to cum until I say.”
Ken whimpered, his body aching, but he obeyed, his hands falling to his sides as Barbie continued to ride the toy, her orgasm building. When she came, it was with a scream, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around the thick length, and Ken thought he might explode from the sight alone.
Barbie collapsed against him, her breath ragged, her body trembling. “Fuck,” she whispered. “That was so good.”
Ken held her, his cock still hard, still aching, but the intimacy of the moment soothed the edge of his desperation. Barbie’s fingers traced lazy patterns on his chest, her affection clear even through the haze of their kink.
“I’ve been thinking,” Barbie said after a moment, her voice returning to that commanding tone. “About the procedure.”
“Yeah?” Ken managed.
“I want to live-stream parts of it,” Barbie said. “To a select audience. People who appreciate this kind of thing. Consent-driven, erotic medical play.”
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