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		Lia kneeled at the door, ready for John to come home from work. She wore a sexy harem outfit for him, a symbol of her thrall status. He had picked it out. He ultimately decided everything for her. She was just a weak-willed slut without his mastery over her.

		The top was skimpy, leaving her small breasts mostly on display, just covering her nipples and little else. The pants that flowed around her legs were made of a transparent material that did little to hide anything, including the blue thong she wore beneath them.

		Her hair was tied up in a tall ponytail, keeping the bulk of her hair out of the way so she could perform her duty upon John's return. Her makeup was heavy and perfectly done, all according to his preference.

		Lia even wore a collar around her neck, a signal of just how thoroughly John owned her. It was not the same collar that had created her current state. That was safely locked away in a safe, making it difficult to access to discourage its use.

		They had originally purchased the collar to spice up their love lives. John had sexual needs that Lia had been unable to meet. It had put their marriage at risk of falling apart. And there was no doubt the collar had changed things. That first use turned Lia into a complete slut, her libido jacked up to maximum. She always wanted sex. It had become like an addiction.

		However, the collar they purchased was not a temporary device as they had assumed. The model they purchased, a knock-off of the real product that made headlines, offered permanent changes instead of just while wearing the collar. That meant when they turned up Lia's sex drive, it became a permanent fixture of her psyche. It turned Lia into a raging slut who was addicted to sex.

		It got so bad, Lia eventually fucked a mall store manager for a discount on a big shopping excursion. He actually gave her everything for free, which had seemed like a good idea to Lia at the time. He solved her immediate sexual needs and she got a wardrobe full of sexy and revealing outfits to fit her new slut lifestyle.

		John was not so pleased with the events, finding it difficult to handle Lia's cheating on him. But he soon developed a plan of action. Lia was not strong enough to fight her slutty urges, but if he removed her will power and replaced it with his own, no more cheating. No more problems.

		Not that John wanted to turn his wife into his thrall without her acceptance. But after he laid out the facts, she jumped at it. She might have been addicted to sex, but she loved her husband and still had a moral compass that told her the cheating was wrong.

		And ever since then, Lia had been a beacon of fidelity. She had also become completely devoted to John, beyond just being his wife. He was her master now. It was the only name she used for him since that fateful night, at least when they were alone together. Outside in the broader world, it was a different story, but only because he had commanded her to use his real name. Otherwise, she never would have done it. It would have gone against everything she believed and stood for to call him other than what he was to her.

		Most important of all, Lia was happy with her new life. She knew she was weak, unable to keep herself from fucking another man. But where she was weak, John was strong. And all it took was an order to keep her out of the hands of another man.

		There were other benefits to being John's thrall. He could make her cum with a single command. Her body responded immediately. All it took was a word, a text, a note, and a massive orgasm would crash through her body, leaving her legs trembling and her mind awash in pleasure and joy. And John was a man who liked to make his thrall cum, triggering her several times per day, even when he was at work. And every time she would thank him for his generosity.

		As Lia kneeled by the front door, she listened for the sounds of John's car. She did not need to look out the window. She had trained herself to know exactly what his car sounded like. But even so, she still waited, staying in position just in case there was a deviation. She had missed the sound before, been too busy to listen for it.

		John liked to come home and work off his tension from work at the hands or other ministrations of his wife. That was how this all began. He came home wanting sex, but Lia refused. Now she could not refuse him anything. She did not even want to. Whatever John wanted, she wanted. It was as simple as that.

		The sound of a car pulling into the driveway sent Lia's heart soaring in anticipation. However, she knew she had to keep calm and appear subservient. Being a little eager and excited would be fine, but it was her responsibility to ensure he was welcomed home appropriately.

		Lia had it all planned out. Her makeup was done, her hair was styled, and she had her sexy harem outfit to demonstrate the total sexual submission that was now her life. She even had a collar on to show that she was truly his.

		And once she heard the car door close, followed shortly thereafter by the clicking noise of the front door unlocking and opening, Lia was ready.

		"Welcome home, Master," Lia greeted, her head bowed in subservient respect.

		"Good afternoon, Lia," John replied with a smile. His bag had dropped to the ground. He did not care if he had to pick it back up again or not. He had more important things to attend to.

		"Was your day enjoyable, Master?" Lia asked, still kneeling to show her devotion.

		"It was okay," John said. "I am a lot happier being home and seeing you."

		Lia blushed. "Thank you, Master."

		"How was your day, pet?"

		"Whatever you sent me to do, I did. I tend to forget my plans unless you give them to me."

		"So you didn't do anything interesting while I was gone?" John asked, trying to sound disappointed, but knowing it was all for his own benefit and enjoyment.

		"I went for a run, Master," Lia replied.

		"Did you let anyone see your sexy tits?"

		Lia shook her head vigorously. "No, Master. I was a good girl."

		"You know what. I don't believe you."

		Lia's heart sank. "Oh."

		"I'm joking," John said with a chuckle. "It's okay. But seeing you there, I think I need to release some tension from work. Is that okay, pet? Can you help me out?"

		"Of course, Master," Lia responded, suddenly much more upbeat.

		"Come along now. I want to relax on the couch.

		"Yes, Master."

		Lia followed John into the living room and kneeled on the floor in front of him. As soon as he was seated, she pulled out his cock. It was already growing harder by the second as he thought about all he was going to have Lia do for him.

		"Do I need to give you an order?" John asked.

		"No, Master," Lia said, already engulfing the head of his cock and beginning to suck.

		"Fuck," John sighed. "That feels great."

		Lia had done this so many times by then that it was practically second nature. She was able to bob her head, allowing her lips and tongue to slide up and down the shaft of her husband's shaft.

		And John now had the stamina to not give Lia his full attention while she blew him. He reached for the remote and turned on the TV. Immediately, his attention was drawn to the screen. It was the news.

		Lia kept her head down, focusing on her task. The more she could please him, the happier she would be. It was a vicious cycle of pleasure. Lia pleased John and John made her feel good. It all worked out to everyone's benefit.

		"Good girl," John cooed.

		Lia shivered.

		However, John found his gaze drawn to the woman anchor. She looked different from how he remembered her. This particular news station had always been one that employed pretty and even sometimes sexy blondes to read the news. They were eye candy. But this anchor, Monica, seemed to have increased her presence on screen, her chest seeming more prominent.

		"That's strange," John muttered.

		"Is something wrong, Master?"

		"No. Well, yes."

		Lia pulled off of his cock, her spit slathering his dick. She continued to stroke him, however, even as she looked up at her husband's face, seeking direction.

		"It's the anchor," John said. "She seems to have..."

		Lia moved her eyes to follow John's line of sight.

		"She seems to have really increased her rack recently," John concluded. "I'm not sure. Maybe my memory is failing me. But I swear that she wasn't that stacked a few days ago."

		Lia giggled.

		"What's so funny?"

		"Sorry, Master," Lia squeaked.

		"You seem to be enjoying yourself."

		"I'm just happy that I am pleasing you, Master. That is all that matters to me."

		John was left to ponder his wife's behavior as she resumed her blowjob.

		"Have you ever considered getting a boob job?" John asked, his mind still focused on Monica's chest.

		Lia shook her head, her mouth too busy to give a verbal answer.

		"Really? Because I think you'd look really hot with a bigger set."

		Lia glanced up. It seemed he was serious.

		"If that's what you want, Master, then I will do it for you."

		"I just didn't think you'd be interested. At least before. I know I get to decide now, but I am curious about what you would have said if we were talking about it before the collar."

		"I would have said no," Lia said, verbally answering his question just as her mouth slipped off the end of his cock. "I only care about pleasing you now, but I would have worried about people judging me and thinking I was some sort of slut."

		"But you are a slut," John said, stroking her cheek with the back of his hand.

		Lia smiled. "I am, Master. You know what I mean, though."

		"I know, pet."

		Even as John watched the news anchor reading the news with her newly prominent chest, he found himself instead imagining Lia with big tits, even bigger than the woman on the TV. He imagined how he would be able to feel her new flesh in his hands as he groped and squeezed her. He imagined how her top would barely contain her large rack, her nipples obvious through the fabric.

		And it was not just the tits. John found himself imagining Lia to look significantly different from how she now did. Her brown hair was replaced with blonde. Her normal lips were replaced with big cock pads. Her eyes even were a different color in his head, blue instead of brown.

		"Fuck, here it comes," John grunted as he pulled his cock away from her mouth. With a few strokes, he launched his cum across Lia's face, leaving her to sit patiently, allowing him to splatter his seed on her skin.

		"Thank you, Master," Lia said, proudly.

		John relaxed, leaning back and only vaguely paying attention to his thrall wife as she scooped up his cum from her face with her fingers and then sucking them clean. She looked perfectly happy like that.

		However, the image that had formed in his mind would not go away. And more than that, he finally had a label for the version of Lia he held there. Bimbo. That was what he saw. It was what he wanted.

		"Fuck," John groaned as his cock made an effort to respond again. It was too soon. He needed more time to recover.

		Lia noticed it. She inwardly squealed, excited to have more time with her husband's cock. And yet, she also knew he was not ready yet. He needed more time.

		"Master?" Lia said, asking for John's attention.

		"Yes, pet."

		"Would you like me to make dinner?"

		John mulled it over for a moment. He had to decide how much time he needed to recover. His cock was trying to rally, but eating dinner would give him the chance to fully recover. He definitely wanted to fuck his wife.

		"Yes, make dinner. And then I will fuck you until you can't move anymore."

		"Thank you, Master."

		Lia rose gracefully to her feet and then scampered off to the kitchen to begin her work. The process of making dinner had already begun, her preparations made. Now she just had to complete the final tasks so that the dining table could be set.

		Meanwhile, John was able to continue to think of the vision he had of Lia as a bimbo. How she would act and talk. How her pussy would be made just for his enjoyment. He could shape her however he pleased, turning her into the perfect pleasure thrall for him in every way.

		The more John thought about it, the more he wanted it. He had always enjoyed the bimbo look. But he never would have forced it on Lia, not before the collar. Everything had changed once Lia's collar was set to thrall mode. It gave him total control. And now that he had such control, he found Lia wanting.

		Lia as a slut had been amazing, because she was still Lia. But ever since she had chosen his ownership of her, he felt there was something missing. She had lost a part of herself that night when they used the collar for the second time. It was a part of her that he missed.

		John knew there was no way to return to the way things were, but he also knew that now he had additional options. And while he could order Lia to dye her hair blonde or send her to a plastic surgeon to get implants, he also saw the flaws in that plan. At the top of the list was money.

		Money had been the reason they got into this situation to begin with. Buying the knock-off collar meant the changes they had played with were permanent. The moment Lia put on that collar the first time, it made her a slut forever. If John used the collar again, the changes would be permanent and there would be no going back. He had a decision to make.
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		"A re you wet for me?" John asked his wife. It was Saturday morning and he had just finished reading the paper following breakfast. But his cock was hard and he wanted to fuck.

		"Of course, Master," Lia replied with a loving smile. "I am always wet for you."

		John eyed her hungrily. She was dressed in the blue lingerie that he had purchased for her recently. He loved her in blue. He knew it was an odd choice, since it matched neither her natural hair color nor her eyes. But it did not matter. It was what he wanted and she was just as happy to provide it for him.

		"Where would you like me, Master?" Lia asked, knowing what he wanted. Lia was a smart woman. Being a slut and being a thrall did not diminish that.

		"On the couch," John replied.

		"Yes, Master. Would you like to fuck me from the front, from behind, or have me ride you?" Lia had become well versed in all things sex. And while she had preferences, she never voiced them to John. It was his pleasure that mattered to her. Her pleasure was simply a byproduct of his.

		"I'm feeling lazy," John said, stroking his chin as though the answer was difficult. "I'd like you to ride me."

		"Of course, Master. I will follow your lead."

		John sat down and opened his arms to his wife. Lia joined him, settling into his embrace. The two shared a loving kiss, despite the different purpose of their interaction.

		"I still can't believe how much I love you," John said.

		"My heart soars when you speak those words," Lia replied.

		John had put a damper on his thoughts of his wife becoming a bimbo over the past week. There had been times he thought about ordering her to make the transformation, but he would always chicken out, losing his courage at the last moment.

		However, John felt a strange peace that morning. Something had changed. Lia was in his arms, kissing him. He could smell her sweetness. She had prepared this outfit with the knowledge of what he wanted. But more than anything, he had the power. She had given him everything and he was holding back.

		"Take out my cock and ride me," John commanded.

		"Of course, Master."

		Lia slowly unzipped his pants, pulling them open and then reaching beneath his boxers to pull out his hard cock. It was a familiar scenario, but Lia never got tired of playing this part. It was what she had become. Her body sang every time she pleasured him.

		Once she had his cock out, Lia scrambled out of her panties. Her bra soon followed, leaving her completely nude for her husband. Then she climbed up and straddled him, her pussy almost dripping at the prospect of getting filled with his cock.

		As she positioned herself above him, John grabbed her hips. He tried to focus his attention on the tip of his cock as his wife slid it against her wetness, preparing her pussy to receive him.

		Then, with a quick movement of her hips, Lia sank down. Both her and John moaned as she worked herself along his entire length until he was fully lodged inside her.

		"Fuck, that feels good," John grunted, his hands squeezing Lia's ass. "Now bounce up and down on it.

		"Yes, Master."

		Carefully, so as to not pull him free, Lia leaned forward. She then began to raise and lower her hips, sliding his cock in and out of her. At first she just moved up and down, her body growing accustomed to his presence. But as she became used to the motions, she altered her movements, grinding her hips, swirling and sliding.

		John appreciated the show, Lia's stomach muscles flexing and contracting as she worked his cock with her pussy.

		However, it did not take long for John's mind to wander again. As he held his wife in his arms, her face a picture of pure ecstasy as she found the perfect angle, he allowed his mind to return to his fantasy of Lia as a bimbo. It was what he wanted, even if he had not said it yet. It was an image that had consumed him. And the more he pictured what Lia would look like, the more he wanted to make it a reality.

		"Yes, Master," Lia moaned as she fucked herself on his cock. She was lost in the moment, her body coursing with erotic energy, threatening to escape in the form of a massive orgasm.

		But it was not quite the time yet. She could hold off, giving him his pleasure before her own.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Lia moaned as she moved up and down in her unique pattern.

		"You really are a cock monster," John teased. "I've never known another person to enjoy fucking as much as you do."

		"You got me addicted to it, Master. Thank you."

		"If only I had known how to keep your cock craving under control earlier. Things would have been so much easier."

		"Nothing is ever easy in life, Master," Lia pointed out.

		"I suppose you're right," John said, wondering if they were really having a philosophical discussion while having sex. Especially with her being his thrall, dedicated to serving him. This was no equal partnership anymore, making it all the more strange.

		Lia ran her hands down John's back as she leaned forward, kissing him on the lips as she continued to rock back and forth.

		"God you are so beautiful," John said, his hands wandering over her naked body.

		"Thank you, Master. You have given me so much. I only hope I can please you as much as I am capable. My life's one purpose is to make you happy."

		"I know. I know."

		"Good," Lia said. "Just focus on me and how I make you feel. Enjoy me, Master. I want you to use my body for your pleasure."

		"Fuck," John groaned.

		"Is that good for you, Master? Does my body give you pleasure?"

		"Yes," John hissed through gritted teeth.

		"Good. That is all that matters. Let your body move to a beat of your choosing."

		Lia smiled down at her husband, glad that she could provide for him. This was what she was made for. The collar had made her his thrall, but the addition of the lust had rewired her body so that she was one hundred percent focused on pleasuring her husband. She wanted his every need, his every want, perfectly catered to. She wanted to anticipate him and exceed his expectations.

		John leaned forward and nibbled on Lia's ear, using his teeth to caress her sensitive skin.

		"You are a good girl," John said. "I'm lucky to have you."

		"That means so much to hear you say that, Master."

		"Your pussy feels so amazing. I don't think I'll ever get tired of fucking it. You are just so tight. And the way you squeeze my dick, like you can't get enough of it."

		"I can't. You are the only man I want."

		"Good."

		Lia focused on her thighs, the muscles straining to keep her moving in a consistent manner. She had the stamina now. She did not tire easily. It was a benefit of being a thrall and a slut. Her body craved sex and she could keep going all day if her husband so desired.

		"Fuck, that's great," John gasped. "You are turning me on and I can't stand it anymore."

		"Cum for me, Master," Lia pleaded. "Please. Fill me up. Cum for me. Inside me."

		John could no longer hold back. His hands on Lia's hips, he thrust up into her, meeting her pussy with every downstroke.

		"Fuck!" John gasped as his orgasm hit him.

		"Yes! Cum in me, Master. Please. Cum in my pussy."

		"Damn, that's so fucking hot," John groaned, his cock jerking inside his wife.

		And Lia sat there, perched above her husband, enjoying the feeling of his cum filling her pussy.

		"Cum for me, too," John groaned, as the last of his orgasm rushed out of him.

		"Yes, Master," Lia gasped as an orgasm slammed through her body.

		Lia could barely stay upright with the power of her climax. Her whole body felt like a wet rag, loose and limp. She screamed out, her voice echoing off the walls of the living room as her body released the sexual tension that had built up within it.

		"That's a good pet," John cooed.

		"Thank you, Master."

		Slowly and carefully Lia shifted, allowing John's softening cock to slip out of her.

		"I would be happy to suck you clean, Master," Lia suggested, shifting as though to get off his lap.

		"Yes. Do it."

		"Of course, Master," Lia replied, resettling her weight on John's lap.

		Lia's eyes lowered as she looked at the cum stained head of John's cock. Licking her lips, she moved down, repositioning herself so that she could access his cock with her mouth.

		Lia went slow. It was to be a slower process, getting him cleaned off bit by bit, but it was one she enjoyed immensely. She knew blowjobs had never been something she enjoyed before the collar came into their lives, but now she could not get enough of them. Really, she could not get enough cock. She wanted it constantly. She had a need for it, an addiction. And she would gladly take it in any one of her holes. She would even get bigger breasts if John wanted, just so she could fuck him with her tits. She was completely devoted to him and his cock.

		She opened her mouth and then tenderly licked up the drops of her juices that had splattered on his cock. Then, with the tip of her tongue, she used her delicate touch to gather up any stray bits of cum. She could have used her hand or her finger, but she found John particularly liked the sight of her licking his cock. And she loved the flavor. If Lia could have survived on a diet of cum alone, she would have been the happiest woman in the world, getting all of her nutrients from him alone.

		Lia did her best, but she knew the cleanup was merely the prelude to further action. She used her mouth to encourage John back to full hardness. She could read her husband to know what he wanted from her. And she had seen him take the pill earlier that added to his stamina and recovery. It had been a necessity when she had only been a slut, needing his cock without any concern for him. Now it was a luxury and a convenience so that he could enjoy himself more thoroughly.

		Already, John's cock was rising back to hardness. And as Lia pumped her fist up and down the length of his shaft, she reveled in her success. She had teased him back to this point. Even the continued washing of his cock had resulted in his hardness.

		"You're a very good pet," John praised. "You do such an amazing job taking care of me."

		"It is my privilege and pleasure, Master."

		"Good girl," John cooed as his hand caressed her cheek.

		Lia turned her face toward his palm and kissed the heel. Her devotion and obedience had returned John to full hardness. Now he had a choice. Should she suck him off? Should she ride him to completion again? Or should he pick her up and fuck her?

		"I want to fuck you," John declared. "I want you bent over the couch, so that I can take you from behind and grab your tits."

		"Of course, Master," Lia was quick to reply. "Whatever you desire."

		John allowed his wife to rise and then he took his position directly behind her. He admired her butt and her back, the dimples at the base of her spine drawing his attention.

		"This could be bigger," John said aloud as he ran his hands over her ass, suddenly realizing was slipping into his fantasy.

		"Let me satisfy you," Lia cooed, looking back over her shoulder at her husband.

		John shook his head, forcing himself to stay in the present. He had imagined his wife differently, as a bimbo, but he could not tell her. Not yet. He did not dare.

		"Keep those legs straight, slut," John commanded as he slapped her ass. "Bend over and show me that pussy."

		"Yes, Master," Lia moaned.

		Without any forewarning, John slipped his cock into her wet pussy. She was soaking with arousal. Her pussy welcomed his cock, spreading wide to accept him.

		"Oh God yes," John groaned.

		"Please, Master. Fuck me. Use me as you will. I am yours and I am nothing. I was made to please you."

		John, however, was hardly listening. He was already lost in the sensual delight of fucking his wife. He reveled in the sensation of having his cock engulfed in her pussy. And he enjoyed the sight of his cock moving in and out.

		Slowly at first, but with increasing speed, John began to pound away. He held onto her hips at first, until he found his rhythm and was certain Lia would not collapse under his onslaught. But once he was satisfied with her strength and positioning, his hands moved, slipping beneath her body, grabbing for her chest, for her boobs.

		Lia was not a large woman when it came to her breasts. They had always looked great, perky and pliant, but still small compared to what John most desired. And fucking her like this, playing with her boobs while being unable to see them was the best of both worlds. He could enjoy them in his hands as he imagined them being so much bigger in his mind.

		"Yes, Master," Lia moaned. "Fuck me. Fondle me. Grope me. Use my body. It is yours. I am yours. Use me as you would."

		"I'm going to fill you up," John grunted. "I'm going to fill your pussy with a big load. I'm going to ream your cunt."

		"Yes, Master, it would be my greatest honor."

		But John was not ready to cum yet. Between the pill and the fact this was his second round, his cock had more staying power. His body could keep going, enjoying every inch of his wife's sexy body.

		"I'm a horny bitch," Lia moaned. "I'm a slut. I'm a whore. I'll do anything for your cock, Master. I'll let you do anything to me. Oh God, yes."

		John only smiled, enjoying the pleasure his wife derived from his sexual domination. He may have taken away a lot of her will and ability to make her own decisions, but that made her sky-high libido all the better. All of that sexiness was now directed at him. It was a constant flow. She was a river of sex, flowing out for his enjoyment and pleasure.

		"You're amazing," John said breathlessly as he thrust again and again into his wife's pussy.

		"Use me, Master. My body is yours."

		John only grunted as he pistoned in and out of her pussy from behind, his hips slapping against her ass, his balls swinging up and hitting her clit, driving her wild.

		"Fuck me, Master. Please."

		"Fuck yes," John grunted.

		"Faster. Harder."

		He sped up, unable to hold himself back.

		"So much harder, Master."

		"Fuck," John groaned as he just kept going. Everything about this felt right. Everything about this felt good. This was how he wanted to spend his Saturday mornings, now and forever.

		His hands, alternating between her tits, squeezed and massaged, pinched and twisted, showed her no mercy. Lia responded by moaning, her face giving an expression of sexual overload, her eyes rolling up into the back of her head and her tongue almost rolling out of her mouth.

		"Like that, Master? Are you enjoying fucking me?"

		"Fuck, yes," he grunted in reply.

		"Then cum. Cum in me. Give me a fresh cream-pie. Oh fuck, I'm going to cum."

		"Yes, cum. Cum for me."

		"I'm your little slut," Lia groaned.

		"Yes, I know."

		"Give me your cum. I want it."

		"Take it all, slut."

		"Fucking, yes!" Lia gasped as her body reached its peak, her orgasm shooting through her. Her pussy gripped his cock tight, milking him. "Fuck yes!"

		"Ugh," John grunted as he too achieved his climax. His cock jerked deep inside of her, giving her the hot cream-pie she wanted. "Fuck that's great."

		Together they collapsed in a heap on the couch with John still inside of her. They laid there together like that, neither of them moving beyond their heaving chests as they both sucked in air after their exertions.

		"I love you, Master," Lia said sweetly.

		"I know," John replied. "It's good to be king."

		"Mmm," Lia moaned, agreeing with him. John was her king and he deserved everything she could give him.

		However, as the pair cuddled together on the couch in post-coital bliss, John came to a decision. As much as he loved Lia for what she was, he was not yet satisfied. He was the king of the house, their own sexy castle, and that meant he deserved a wife who could satisfy him in every way. It was just a matter of figuring out how to break the news. He wanted to talk it over with Lia, preferably in a way she would not just immediately agree with him. This was her life and she at least deserved a warning.
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		John chose to break the news to Lia while they were out to dinner. This was no casual meal. He went all out, choosing a restaurant with white tablecloths and a suit and tie dress code. He wore his best suit, having it dry cleaned that afternoon for the occasion.

		Lia needed no direction. She understood the situation. He was dressed nicely and now he was taking her out on a date. Not that her dress was in any way considered modest. However, the sexiness was offset by the elegance of it, so that their date seemed more elegant and high class than salacious. Somehow the little black dress was revealing and almost salacious, without being so over the top that they risked getting kicked out of the restaurant.

		"Are we celebrating something?" Lia asked as she settled into her seat. She had to bite her tongue to keep from calling him Master. It was so natural for her, but when she was out in public, she was not allowed to use his true title.

		"Can't a husband take his lovely wife out on a date?"

		Lia shrugged. "Of course he can, but is today a special day?"

		"You could say that," John said with a coy smile.

		Lia wracked her brain. She thought she had every important date memorized, but none of them lined up with the current date.

		"I'm worried I've forgotten something important," Lia admitted.

		"Well, it's a special day, but not because of a holiday or anniversary."

		"Okay, now you've really stumped me," Lia said with mock disappointment. In reality, she was excited, because she was certain John had a surprise for her. Not that she could begin to guess what it could be. They were already married and she already served him as his thrall. What more could enhance their relationship?

		"Are you ready for the big reveal?" John asked. He had waited, letting his wife stew for the last several minutes.

		"Yes, please," Lia answered politely.

		"I've been thinking a lot lately," John said, outlining his prepared speech in his head.

		"That's often a dangerous thing," Lia teased. Just because she was his thrall did not mean she was prevented from teasing him occasionally, as long as he understood it was in jest. "But with you, I'm sure it has all been for the best."

		"I would like to think so. I've given you the best life possible, but it's not enough. I know you might not feel the same, but I want to expand our relationship, making it stronger than ever."

		"I've loved everything we've done, Master," Lia said, before catching herself. She had not meant to say the last word. It had just come out in her excitement.

		"We are doing well," John said, trying not to acknowledge Lia's slip up. "Better than I ever would have expected. But I have a need. I want more from you. A change is needed. I have decided to alter you further. The change won't affect what we have now, it will only expand your capabilities. Once the transformation is complete, we will be better than ever."

		"More sex?" Lia asked bluntly.

		John held back a laugh. "Somewhat," he said in a measured tone. "I will want you sexually, obviously. But there is more to a relationship than sex, right?"

		"That's what people keep saying," Lia said sarcastically, breaking with the script.

		"I suppose the important thing is that I have your support in this, even if you might not fully understand it yet. I promise it will make things better."

		"If you want it, I want it," Lia said.

		"It's more than that though," John lamented. "I guess what I'm trying to say is there is something I've wanted for a long time, a fantasy I've kept a secret, even from myself. But now with all that has happened, that fantasy has come to the forefront and I think it's time to make it a reality."

		"What is your fantasy?" Lia asked. She was genuinely curious, both because she loved John and because she served him with every fiber of her being. If he had a fantasy, she wanted to fulfill it.

		"Ever since we first met and got married, I've always had this picture in my mind. It might seem a bit ridiculous, but it was always something I enjoyed picturing."

		"It can't be that bad," Lia said, trying to encourage him.

		"Well, you know how that news anchor, Monica, got implants?"

		"Yeah, I've seen them, although she tries to downplay her new rack, wearing her baggy blazers and stuff. I wonder if it's just her station's policy or something."

		"Well, the point is, big boobs have always been a fantasy of mine," John admitted. "And it's not just the boobs. It's the whole look."

		"What do you mean by ‘the whole look’?”

		"You know, bleached blonde hair and pink lips. Bright colors. Seductive. Those women who know how to show off their bodies and their big, fake tits. You know what I mean."

		"Yes, Master," Lia said. And then she was quick to correct her misstep. "I mean, yes, I've seen what you mean."

		John smiled. It was time to come out with it.

		"It would mean so much to me if you could have the same treatment," John revealed.

		Lia blinked her eyes. "Are you asking me to get surgery?"

		John shook his head. "We'd use the collar. I did some reading. There's a bimbo setting."

		"You want me to be a bimbo? A sexy, ditzy, slut?"

		John did not know how to respond. While he could not deny his desire, Lia was making it sound like being a bimbo was not the greatest thing ever. And this was coming from a woman who was already as slutty as they came. She should have jumped on the opportunity.

		"Only if you're comfortable with it," John said, biting his tongue as he struggled to hide his disappointment. He did not want to make demands and force her into it.

		Lia sat there for a moment, looking pensive. He knew he could give her the order and she would do it, but this was not an order he wanted to give.

		But then Lia broke out into a smile. "That sounds fun. When do you want me to put the collar on?"

		John did a double take. "Really?"

		"Sure. Why not?"

		"I don't know. You sort of hesitated there. It was weird."

		"Not at all. I was just considering my options. I mean, I get it. The old me probably would have hated it. The slut in me loves it. And the thrall in me just wants to make that and every other fantasy you have come true. So, as soon as we get home?"

		"Yeah," John said, dumbfounded by his wife's enthusiasm.

		"Great," Lia enthused.

		"I didn't expect you to be this enthusiastic," John said, unable to contain his surprise.

		"Don't get me wrong. There's a lot I'll be giving up. But I know it's a small price to pay for you. Plus, like I said, I'm a slut. I've learned to like myself a bit more. And I'm almost always horny. But the idea of turning into an air-headed blonde bimbo is actually more exciting to me than I expected it to be."

		John smiled. He could not believe his luck.

		"I have to say," Lia added. "I didn't think I'd find it this appealing either. But the more I think about it, the more I think it will be fun being a bimbo, but especially as your bimbo."

		"Really?" John asked. "You really mean that?"

		"Yes, I really mean that. I am all yours, Master. Now and forever. If that means becoming a bimbo for your enjoyment, then that's what I'll do. And I'm happy about it. That just speaks to how good you have been at looking after me."

		"I'm glad you approve."

		"If I am going to become your bimbo," Lia began. "Can I ask for one request?"

		"What is it?" John asked, unsure of whether she actually deserved one or not.

		"I'd really like to have a set of collars made for me, ones that I can wear outside, so that everyone knows I'm your bimbo."

		That answer made John smile even wider. "I think I can arrange that."

		With all that decided, Lia's expression turned sultry. "Please, will you take your sexy thrall home and make her a bimbo, Master?"

		"Fuck yes," John said, entirely forgetting where they were seated.

		Lia giggled. "And on the drive home, you can decide if you want to fuck me one more time as just me or if you want to wait until I'm a bimbo. Either way, I'm happy, Master. And either way, I am sure it will feel wonderful."

		John clenched his jaw. His wife was really tempting him now. She was playing her role perfectly. And he was glad he had made this proposal out in public, even if no one could hear them. It forced Lia to act less like his devoted thrall and more like his wife. But it had all come out the same. He would soon have a bimbo for a thrall wife.

		"I don't deserve you," John said.

		"Perhaps not," Lia replied. "But I will always belong to you, Master."

		"Fuck."

		"That's the idea."

		"Eat your dinner.

		

	
		 

		4

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		It turned out John did want to fuck his pre-bimbo wife one more time before he used the collar on her. It was a matter of comparison. He wanted to experience both, almost back to back.

		"Fuck yes," Lia gasped as she rocked on the couch, riding John's cock.

		She wore only her skimpy lingerie, while John was clothed. The contrast between their attire spoke to their roles.

		"You're such a sexy slut," John said to her, his hands massaging her tits through her bra.

		"Because of you, Master," Lia groaned. "I'm only like this because of you. And soon I'll be even hotter, even sexier. You're going to give me a body built for sex and sin as I serve you with every fiber of my being. Nothing matters to me beyond you. But even beyond that, you will make me your own personal fuck toy. I will exist to please you sexually. I will be that porn fantasy made real."

		"Yes."

		"Would you like that, Master? Can you picture me, your loyal bimbo serving your cock however you please? Night and day, I will worship that cock. It will be my own personal god, worshiped with my hands, my mouth, my pussy, and even my ass. I will do it all for you. Every last, dirty thing."

		"Fuck yeah."

		"That's right, Master. Imagine the fun we'll have. Imagine the pleasure I will give you. And we won't have anything silly like my thoughts getting in the way. No more thinking for me. I'll just be your dumb little pleasure doll."

		"I'll be able to do anything?"

		"Of course, Master," Lia cooed. "You can make me do all sorts of things. You can even make me your perfect housewife. Or you could make me a model, earning money for you with people taking pictures of my sexy body. You can do anything to me, Master. Even erase part of my memories. Turn me into a brainless bimbo with only one purpose."

		"Yes. That's it."

		"You can do whatever you want with me, Master."

		"Damn right."

		"Anything, Master. You know it's true."

		"Fuck, I'm going to cum."

		"Cum in my pussy, Master. Fill it up. One final cream-pie before I'm gone. Give me a proper send off. Fill me with your seed."

		"Yes, yes, yes," John groaned as he quickly approached his orgasm.

		"Cum for me, my love," Lia begged. "One last time for your real wife."

		"Fuck, Lia," he groaned, his head thrown back in pleasure.

		"That's it," Lia cooed. "Cum for me. Be the last man to cum in Lia Darden. The Lia that will be no more. I can't wait for you to make me your brand new toy."

		"Yes. Yes. Yes."

		"How's it feel? It's different, right? Because you know what's coming."

		"Yes," John panted.

		"And soon I'm going to be yours completely. You already own me. You already control me. But soon it will be so much more. You'll get the sexiest wife possible, with big tits and blonde hair. And you'll get to do all the thinking for me, because I'll just be a giggling slut, aching to please you with my sexy body, but without an original thought in my head. I'll be so dumb for you and I'll love it, because I love you. I will do absolutely anything for you."

		"Fuck that sounds good," John panted.

		"So good, Master. Just imagine how horny I'm going to be. Big boobs. Blonde hair. Pink lips. A bubble butt. I'll be one of those bimbos who are ready and willing to fuck for you whenever you are. No more complex relationship stuff. Just raw, unbridled sex."

		"Yes."

		"So cum for me, my love. Cum in your future bimbo's pussy. Enjoy me as your real wife."

		"Fuck!" John gasped as his orgasm hit him.

		"That's it," Lia moaned. "Cum in me one last time before you turn me into your trophy wife."

		Together they held each other, with Lia collapsing on top of John, her body pressing against him. Her breasts smooshed against his chest and she nuzzled her face into his neck, breathing him in.

		"Are you ready, pet?" John asked after they had had some time to recuperate.

		"Yes, Master," Lia replied obediently. "I will do as you command."

		"Pet, go get the collar."

		"Of course, Master," Lia answered quickly.

		Lia rose from their couch on wobbly legs. The pleasure she had felt as she rode him hard had been beyond description. She was so close to his goal for her. It was all she wanted. She wanted to be perfect for him. And soon, she would be. She would be his perfect bimbo wife.

		Lia returned with the box containing the collar. All the pieces and all the directions were there. He had not expected for this to happen so soon, so he had not prepared the collar yet. The settings needed changing, but he had studied the collar, knowing how to do it. There was a screw on the side of the collar. He just had to turn it and it would change the settings on the collar, changing the type of transformation the wearer would undergo.

		So far, they had only made mental changes. There had been physical effects, like turning Lia's libido up to maximum, but it had still been minor compared to what was about to happen.

		"There, I think I've got it," John said with satisfaction.

		"I will do as you command, Master," Lia said. "You may change my mind and my body however you want."

		"I'm ready," John announced. "Take off your bra and prepare yourself."

		Lia did as she was commanded. "I'm ready, Master. Please place the collar on me."

		John picked up the collar and wrapped it around his wife's neck. It fit naturally and clicked into place.

		The first times Lia wore the collar, it had been unclear if it was working. This time was different. There were physical changes that made it obvious.

		The collar started with Lia's hair. A brunette all her life, that all changed as blonde color streaked through her hair, turning one strand of hair at a time until every strand had been transformed. The transformation process did not appear to stop there, with Lia's hair lengthening until it flowed down her back and down to her ass. There was so much hair, but it looked amazing on her.

		Next came subtle changes to Lia's face, at least at first. Her eyes grew bigger, which only highlighted how her eyes shifted from brown to blue. Long lashes framed her new eyes as she blinked up at her husband.

		Lia's nose slimmed down, changing ever so slightly to be more attractive. But then her lips started to expand. They plumped up until there was no question what they were best suited for. They were cock pads, designed to suck cock. Nothing else that passed between them, whether they were words or food, mattered in comparison to cock.

		The magical process continued down Lia's body. Next came her bust. Her breasts exploded outward, growing beyond what was strictly natural. And they were not natural, at least in appearance. They were big and round, bolted onto her chest in a display of overt sexiness.

		This was what John had wanted to see change most of all, so his eyes became stuck on Lia's new tits, ignoring the remaining changes to her body.

		Lia's already narrow waist tightened further, improving her hourglass shape. Her ass expanded, turning into a perfect bubble butt, the kind that models paid thousands to achieve, and even they could never attain what Lia's body created for her.

		The final physical change came in the form of a complete removal of her body hair. Legs, arms, and most important of all, her pubic region, lost every hair fiber, never to grow again. She was perfectly smooth, perfectly sexy, and almost perfectly bimbo.

		Almost, because while the collar had transformed Lia's body, it had yet to touch her mind. However, her transformation was not done.

		While Lia's new breasts were quite an eyeful, dominating John's attraction, but the sight did not compare to the change that happened inside her skull. And it was not just one change. Instead, there was a cascade of changes, transforming how her brain was structured, how it worked, and how it functioned.

		Lia's IQ was the first to tank. It was a gradual reduction, at least to start, but it soon became dramatic nonetheless. The number fell and fell as Lia's intelligence was drained. Until she could barely count, barely read.

		Wholesale changes were made to the way she filed away memories, the magic making them difficult to access. It would leave Lia as a forgetful bimbo, struggling with daily tasks.

		Her motivation system was altered as well. But unlike her memories, her core sense of self, her motivations were not hidden or forgotten, simply changed. No longer did Lia consider career success or academic excellence, the societal ideals of her previous life, but instead, she was motivated by sex and pleasure.

		However, her newfound desire for sexual fulfillment was limited to her husband. Lia's mind had been altered, ensuring her undying devotion and loyalty to him and only him. Her previous changes from the collar remained in effect. She was still a slut, although now she had a body designed for sex, and she was still a thrall, completely devoted to her master, John.

		Finally, Lia's personality changed. She became cheerful and bubbly, an airhead in every sense. She no longer cared for deep discussions or intellectual pursuits, but was delighted in simpler things, like fashion, makeup, and gossiping. She lost all reservations and hesitation. She was an open book, willing to try anything, to do anything, as long as she knew John would be pleased.

		John had fantasized about creating the perfect bimbo, and the collar had made it a reality.

		"Hello, Master," Lia said sweetly, smiling for her husband. Her voice was raised an octave higher from before, giving her a more feminine sound "Is there anything you'd like me to do for you? Please, let me help."

		John grinned. "Well, I could go for a nice blowjob. I think that would be a good start."

		"I'd love to suck your cock, Master," Lia said sweetly as she moved down to the ground.

		"You certainly look like a natural," John observed.

		"Oh, thank you, Master."

		"Now, open up."

		Lia did as her master instructed, opening her mouth, allowing him to feed his cock down her throat.

		"Oh fuck, that's good," John groaned.

		Lia hummed, showing her approval as she bobbed her head along his length, taking him to the base.

		John may have had many fantasies and ideas for his bimbo wife, but at the end of the day, he was still a red-blooded male, and his wife was now a total babe. If her transformation had not been enough, seeing her kneeling at his feet, wrapping her painted lips around his cock, brought the entire fantasy to reality.

		Lia practically purred with delight as she sucked John's cock. It was her highest honor to have her mouth filled by her husband's big cock. Her tongue swirled around his shaft, loving his flavor. It was addicting and she found herself with the desire to taste him every hour of every day. If she could have her wish, she would be on her knees, sucking him, or sitting on his dick, or performing whatever sex act he deemed her worthy of, every second of the day.

		But John was not yet ready to cum. The collar had not only given her a body made for sex, but it had greatly increased her stamina as well, preparing her for marathon sex. She could literally go all day, something she could only desire before. But under John's command, she would never stray. She could not even think of it, even as every man, and even some women, watched her and wanted to fuck her. People would be left begging for the chance to fuck her everywhere she went, but there was only one person who would ever get that opportunity. She belonged to John in body, mind, and soul, now and forever.

		"Fuck, your lips feel amazing, but I got to sample that bimbo pussy," John said abruptly.

		Lia stopped her ministrations and lifted her face, keeping her mouth open and her tongue out to show her eagerness.

		"Where would you like to be fucked, Master?" Lia asked sweetly.

		"On the couch," John ordered.

		"Yes, Master," Lia answered.

		Lia rose to her feet and then bent over in front of John, allowing her bubble butt to speak for her.

		John had planned on just climbing on top of her, but now he found himself with an opportunity and his cock in the perfect location.

		"Okay, this is happening."

		Taking hold of his cock in one hand, and holding her hip in the other, John placed his cock at the entrance of Lia's pussy and thrust forward, plunging his cock into her.

		"Oh Master," Lia moaned, her breasts smooshed against the couch cushions, her ass pushing back against him, causing her back to arch.

		"Damn, that pussy is tight," John groaned.

		"I'm so glad you're enjoying it, Master," Lia cooed, shoving her ass back toward him as he pulled his hips back.

		John's cock had a home, nestled inside his sexy new wife. He pushed his way deeper until his whole length had penetrated her. He watched as her sexy bubble butt pressed back against him, and watched as he sank his cock into her.

		Lia had been made for sex, and she was putting those talents to good use.

		"Fuck, I could get used to this," John said.

		"Yes, Master. Please enjoy my body. I'm yours to fuck. All my holes are yours to fill."

		"I can do anything to you?" John asked as he started to thrust. He knew all of this, but he still liked to hear it, especially in Lia's new sexy voice. John still held onto her hips and his cock seemed to do all the work, sliding into her and gliding out.

		"Anything, Master. I'm your sex toy. Your perfect bimbo toy. And all that's required to play with me is your big cock. Or maybe you want to sample my tits. I can't wait to feel your cock between my boobs. But if you prefer, you can fuck my ass. It's all yours, Master. I exist just to please you and give you the greatest pleasure I can."

		John just fucked her, allowing her sexy moans to fuel his desire. Lia was still the sexiest creature ever created. No one would compare, especially not now.

		"Would you like to cum in me?" Lia asked. "It would be such an honor. I would love nothing more than to know that my pussy has pleased you."

		John sped up, somehow managing to pound her pussy even harder than before. It was as if all her talk and promises had lit a fire within him, one that demanded more sex. His breathing was labored and he grunted with each thrust, but he could not stop. Her pussy was too good.

		Lia's face had been turned to look back at him and her mouth hung open, her tongue rolling out as she moaned. She was enjoying herself more than ever. The enhancements to her body that made her perfect for John to fuck also increased her own pleasure. Every sensation in her body was one of pleasure and erotic ecstasy. And while all of those sensations had been there before, now they were so much stronger, drowning out everything else. Her mind was solely focused on her husband's cock and nothing else mattered.

		John continued to ram her pussy from behind. But with his wife's new looks, the sight of her curvy body and big, bubbly ass were too much for him.

		"Fuck, I'm going to cum," he announced.

		"Yes, Master," Lia agreed enthusiastically. "Please, fill me with your seed. Cum in me. I'm yours to fill."

		John thrust hard, ramming into her until his cock began to erupt inside her, filling her womb with his cum.

		"Fuck, Lia, yes," he groaned.

		Lia continued looking back at him, her eyes fluttering. "Thank you, Master. Thank you for filling me with your cum. I'm yours to fill. I belong to you. Anytime you wish."

		"Fuck yes," John sighed. He had done it. Lia had been transformed and now he owned her completely. No longer was she just his wife. She was his bimbo.

		As his cock slipped out of his wife, John stepped back.

		"Now I want you to cum for me."

		Lia screamed out as a tsunami of pleasure rushed through her body. Her eyes rolled up into her head and her hands dug into the couch cushions. Her whole body shook as her pussy convulsed.

		"Yes," she gasped. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming so fucking hard. I never thought I could ever cum this hard. Oh my god, Master. You're the best. This is incredible. It's beyond the best. Oh my, I just keep cumming."

		"Lay back," John said, pushing down on her back, causing her to collapse onto the couch, her legs no longer able to hold her weight. "I want you to scoop up the cum with your fingers and eat it. Don't you dare waste a drop."

		"Yes, Master," Lia moaned.

		"Quickly now," John said as he reached over and picked up the box that had once contained the collar.

		Lia reached between her legs and pushed a finger inside of her, scooping out his load and then bringing it up to her mouth. "Like this, Master?" she asked.

		"That's right," he said, verifying her technique.

		Lia's face turned gleeful as she wrapped her painted lips around her finger, cleaning off every drop. It was delicious, more so than ever before. Her entire being now wanted to focus on John's cock and his cum.

		However, while Lia was busy scooping her husband's cum out of her pussy and eating it, John reached out and unlocked the collar around her neck. The locking mechanism popped open and the magic inside the collar was disabled, leaving behind the bimbo it had turned her into. There was no going back. And neither of them wanted to do so.
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		As a bimbo, Lia had two primary expressions when she was not in the middle of sex. She either smiled brightly, highlighting her cheerful outlook on life, or she had a sexy pout with pursed lips and heavily lidded, lustful eyes. The latter was her preferred method for enticing John.

		"Master, will you take a break with me? Pretty please?" Lia asked, pouting her pretty pink lips for her husband.

		John was not impressed. "Not this again. I need to finish writing this paper."

		"It's not that big of a deal. Take a break and you can get back to it when your head is clear. Besides, don't you want to spend time with your favorite, bimbo wife."

		"Stop with the pouting, Lia," John said. But he was a weak man. Especially when she was dressed as she was, wearing one of her old tops that now stretched over her big tits in an almost obscene fashion, turning the fabric nearly transparent. And her skirt was not much better, barely containing her bubble butt.

		But instead of bowing to his wife's wishes, he put his earbuds in and continued typing.

		The most difficult aspect of being a bimbo was the inability to properly fill her day. Now that she was just a trophy wife, she struggled to fulfill some of her previous duties. Lia tried to cook and clean, but she simply was not good at it anymore. John had inadvertently traded his capable thrall for the sexiest woman he could imagine. It was just that the collar, in hollowing out Lia's mind, had removed some of her domestic skills that he had relied upon.

		"Master," Lia moaned as she rubbed John's leg beneath his desk. "Come on. Let's have some fun. I'll make it worth your while. You know I will."

		"Not now, Lia," he said sternly as he worked.

		Lia pouted, but she did not press the issue. He had made himself clear. She would have been happy to kneel beneath the desk and put her lips to proper use, but even that was apparently too distracting. She disliked it when John had to bring work home with him.

		"Then can I, like, go shopping or something? You gave me that special card, with the daily limit or whatever it's called. I can use that, right? I won't spend too much?"

		"Go ahead," John said dismissively. "Just remember what I told you."

		"Got it, Master," Lia responded cheerfully.

		Over the past several weeks since her transformation, Lia had come to accept her place, and it was not as a normal woman. Instead, she was a bimbo and a wife, just a sex object and someone to love and support her husband. She continued to be his thrall, but those lines had blurred with her reduction in certain mental faculties.

		"This is going to be so much fun. Thank you, Master. I can't wait to thank you." Lia leaned down and kissed John, her massive breasts squeezing against his back. Lia did not try and fight her urges, instead succumbing to them easily. She loved to kiss him.

		John was not unaffected, but he was on a deadline and had a lot of work to do. "Hopefully I'll be done when you get back."

		"Yippie," Lia cheered with a clap of her hands.

		"Have fun," John added.

		Lia quickly dashed off to prepare for her shopping trip. The card did have a daily limit and if she was to stick to it, she needed to be efficient in her efforts. Or at least as efficient as a bimbo could be while shopping. John did not want her to waste money. But she was allowed to splurge a little bit.

		"One more quick kiss for the road," Lia said as she popped her head into his office, interrupting his work.

		John pulled out his earbuds. "What did I tell you?"

		"Sorry, Master," Lia said softly. "But I just can't stop. You're so good to me. I love you so much. And I love kissing you. I'll go now."

		"No, it's okay. One quick one."

		Lia grinned as she dashed forward and climbed into his lap, straddling him, her breasts practically attacking his face.

		"Master, I'm so horny," Lia groaned. "I'm already wet, see," she said as she leaned back to expose her bare pussy.

		John reached out and touched her. Lia moaned at the contact. Even the most clumsy of lovers could make her cum with a single touch. And John was not that. He could play her body like a musical instrument, sending her into heights of pleasure with but a single press.

		"Fuck, Master, you're making me so wet."

		"The faster you shop, the sooner you get to cum."

		"But Master, I'm a silly bimbo now. How am I supposed to understand the prices or the limits you've placed on the card? It's so confusing. I would probably just mess up and waste the whole day."

		John chuckled. "Are you trying to get out of shopping?" He likes to tease her, twisting her words and meanings in a show of mental dominance. But in doing so, he could turn something that she wanted to do into a task she believed she was doing for him. And in that process, she received even greater pleasure, knowing she was serving his desires.

		"Never, Master," Lia said. "I promise. But perhaps there's something else you'd rather have me do."

		John looked up at her, drinking in the view, his wife's body on full display and only a few inches from his face. There were many things he would prefer for her to do, but there was not time. He had a deadline and sending Lia off to shop for a few hours would give him peace of mind to finish his report.

		"No, you said you wanted to go shopping, so go," John said. "And you can cum once after you get back, once I'm done with work. Okay?"

		"Yes, Master," Lia answered more somberly, having learned to understand a mild reward could be better than the perfect punishment. "Then I'll go," she said with resignation and the addition of a pout.

		Lia dismounted her husband and headed for the door.

		"Wait," John suddenly shouted. "You forgot something."

		"What did I forget, Master?" she asked as she walked back toward him.

		"Your kiss."

		"Oops," Lia said as she climbed back onto his lap. This time she leaned in, pressing her big tits into his chest, and kissing him with the passion of a bimbo and a loving wife.

		"Are you sure I can't just stay here?"

		"One more."

		"Thank you, Master," Lia sighed sweetly.

		They kissed again, slowly. John had not picked this version of Lia for her intellectual abilities and as she slowly showed him her love with her tongue, he realized he had chosen her exactly for the way she was.

		"Now, go have fun, pet. And I want to see everything you buy."

		"Yes, Master."

		With her sexual appetite temporarily sated, Lia was more focused on her shopping trip. She drove to the mall without incident. Sometimes she got a little turned around while driving, forgetting where she was going. But not today. Today she was focused.

		That was until Lia arrived at the mall and her world devolved into all the sexy clothes she could theoretically buy, but needed to choose wisely to not go over her credit limit. The card she used was perfect for a bimbo like her, but it had taken John a long time to persuade the bank to give her a card with a daily limit. Eventually he had won out, but it had not been easy.

		Luckily, Lia was not a woman who needed the full array of clothing, at least most of the time. Her breasts defied gravity and she rarely wore a bra. It was a good thing, too, because bras for such large tits were expensive and they rarely looked as good as styles for smaller women.

		Lia rarely wore panties either. She was constantly wet and any time fabric touched her pussy, it would eventually soak through. But if she kept herself bare, by wearing skirts and the like, the moisture remained in place, not even dripping down her inner thighs.

		At the mall, Lia sashayed through the different stores, no plan in mind. She liked to find what she thought was cute and sexy. Her goal was to be attractive to her husband. If he was happy and proud of her, she was a good wife and she had fulfilled her duty, at least as a bimbo.

		"Hi. How can I help you?" a saleswoman asked Lia as she entered another store. The name of the store did not matter, as it would likely not be the last time she visited.

		However, the moment Lia caught sight of the clerk, she almost squealed in recognition. "Tina."

		The saleswoman, who definitely was Tina from her previous visit when she fucked Franklin for free clothes, did not recognize Lia. The Lia from before had been a slut, but not a bimbo. Too much of Lia's appearance had changed for Tina to connect her with the slut she had been before. Not that Tina was under any illusions that Lia was not a slut. One look at her and it was obvious.

		"Do I know you?"

		Lia giggled. It was her default response to anyone who was not John asking her a question.

		"Um," she said, trying to figure out an answer. Sometimes giggling was enough to get by, but she sensed she needed more. Then Lia looked down and saw Tina's name tag and she knew she had her answer. "It says it on your name tag."

		"Oh, right," Tina said, still not understanding why Lia had reacted as she had, but chalking it up to Lia's bimboness. "Is there anything I can help you with?"

		"I'm looking for super sexy clothes that fit my big tits and my bubble butt." To emphasize her point, Lia squeezed her tits through her top and then turned and stuck out her impressive ass, slapping it for effect.

		"Well, um," Tina responded, visibly flustered by Lia's brazenness. "I think the stuff you're looking for is towards the back."

		Lia smiled. "Thanks so much, Tina. You're, like, the best."

		"You're welcome."

		Lia continued on her search, eyeing each piece of clothing with an appreciative eye.

		"I'm going to have so much fun trying all these things on," Lia cooed to herself. "And I am going to look so cute."

		Satisfied that she had gathered quite a haul, Lia managed to stagger her way to the fitting rooms.

		Tina watched everything from the front of the store. She could tell Lia was not the brightest woman in the world, and with a body like that, she supposed no one cared how smart she was. As long as they could fuck her, they were happy. Tina was just glad that Franklin was not there. Ever since the last time, when he had let thousands of dollars worth of merchandise walk out the door after fucking the slut in the ass, something he bragged about afterward, he had not been around. Tina assumed he was on leave, but she hoped the creep got fired. Tina never liked him and her new manager was much better, both nicer and more professional.

		As for Lia, she loved everything. Even when a top was too small, she still loved it, because it just helped her to show off her sexy body even more. However, Lia also had a problem. She knew she could only afford one outfit, so she had to choose the best one.

		On the one hand, Lia loved the pink outfit she had grabbed. It was a T-shirt top with a deep scoop neck that would show her big, fake, tits and leave much of her midriff bare. Her waist was taut and so sexy, especially when she wore a belly chain that sat above her hips. The T-shirt went with a pink skirt that hugged her ass and did not even each the tops of her thighs.

		On the other hand, there was a blue clubbing dress that matched her eyes. It had a halter neck that barely kept her tits contained. Plus, there were various cutouts where the fabric exposed bare skin underneath. And like the skirt, it barely covered her ass, leaving her legs on complete display.

		"What do you think is sexier?" Lia asked Tina when she came out of the dressing room. She held up both outfits, needing a second opinion.

		Tina looked her up and down, comparing the options and realizing no matter what happened, the slut would look hot. However, she still rolled her eyes, something unnoticed by the bimbo.

		"Honestly, you'd look good in anything, but I guess it's a matter of what you'll be doing."

		Lia put a finger on her lips in concentration, or as much as her mind was capable of concentrating. "I'm, like, a trophy wife. What's the perfect outfit to, like, show off to my husband?"

		"Does he like to take you out? Dinner and dancing. That sort of thing?"

		Lia thought about it. "He does like to take me to the clubs and dance with me. And he sometimes takes me to fancy restaurants."

		"Then you should get the dress, if you have to choose between them." Tina noted the dress was more expensive, which would boost her sales numbers for the day. That never hurt. It would make her look good to her new manager.

		"You're right," Lia cheered. "Thank you so much, Tina."

		"You're welcome. So do you want to get this ringed up now?"

		"Yay," Lia said with excitement, jumping up and down, her tits jiggling, threatening to burst the buttons of her top. "I'm gonna model this for my husband when I get home and then he's going to make me cum. I can't wait."

		Tina rolled her eyes again, but she remained otherwise professional, ringing up Lia's purchase and wrapping the dress up in a bag. Lia was just happy to have found something she liked and happily handed over her credit card, without a thought to the actual cost of the dress. Luckily, it came in just under her daily limit.

		"I'm home, Master," Lia called out when she returned home. "I'm, like, super horny too."

		John came out of his office and crossed the living room. "Hey babe. Did you have fun shopping?"

		Lia was still clad in the revealing outfit she had left in, complete with the store bag dangling from her wrist. She grinned brightly at him. "I did. And I bought the hottest dress for us to go dancing in."

		"And you remembered to stay below your budget?" Not that she had a choice, but he was trying to teach her fiscal responsibility, which felt like a losing battle most of the time. Lia no longer had a mind for numbers.

		"I did, Master. I did good, huh?"

		"Yes you did, my pet." John leaned in and kissed his wife on the lips.

		"Hey, are you going to fuck me?"

		John smiled. "I want to see you in that dress first. Then I will fuck you."

		Lia bounced up and down, squealing with delight. "Yay. I can't wait. I know you're going to love it."

		"I'm sure I will, babe. Now why don't you go put it on and show me.

		Lia dashed into the bedroom with her bag. John waited patiently for her to return, mulling over ways he could best have his way with her. He considered himself a lucky man.

		When Lia reappeared, she had added some accessories to her outfit. On her wrists, she wore long silver and gold bracelets. Flashy earrings hung from her ears. They were not real diamonds, but no one would look that closely. And then there was the dress. It wrapped around her neck like a collar before dropping down and covering her massive breasts, barely holding them in and only just covering her nipples, before forming the figure hugging part of the dress below. Coupled with the blue high heels, Lia looked truly amazing.

		"Oh, wow," John said. "You are the sexiest girl in town, babe."

		"Thank you, Master," Lia answered demurely. Her body craved his touch, but she had learned to submit, becoming the ideal wife, submissive, and bimbo.

		"Time for you to earn your orgasm."

		"Yes, Master."

		John stalked around his wife, getting a good view from every angle. The dress was skin tight and her ass looked incredible.

		"Fuck me, babe. That's sexy. There's something naughty about the club dress combined with those heels. It makes my cock so hard for you."

		Lia licked her lips. "Mmm. I can't wait to get your cock in my mouth."

		"Believe me, it will happen, but first things first. Bend over and show me that ass."

		"Yes, Master," Lia squealed. Her eyes grew wide as she leaned over, eager to show him what was his.

		"Yes, that's perfect," John said. He slapped her ass for added effect, enjoying how the shock wave rippled across her backside. "Damn, that's good. Fuck, I want to fuck you so badly."

		"Please fuck me, Master. Please fuck your slutty trophy wife."

		"You beg so prettily, my pet. You're going to have to do more than that to get this cock inside you."

		"More, Master? You mean, like, this?" Lia asked before leaning all the way down and grabbing her ankles. Her dress rode up, exposing the bare cheeks of her bottom and her bare pussy between her legs.

		"Oh, fuck yes," John said. "Play with your pussy. I want you dripping when I fuck you."

		"Yes, Master," Lia responded obediently, pressing a hand up under her dress. "Mmm, you're always so good to me, Master. Always coming up with the kinkiest ideas. Sometimes I can't believe you have so much in your head, but I'm so glad. My pussy is dripping. It's, like, so wet. Oh fuck."

		John could tell when she started to finger herself. He could practically feel her spasming pussy from several feet away.

		"If you're not careful, I'll just take that ass. Just shove my cock up inside you. Make it all mine."

		"Oh, god, Master. Whatever you want. My body is yours. I would love to get your big, hard cock in my ass. And then I want to suck it, tasting myself. I'm all yours. Take whatever you want."

		"I intend to," John said before reaching down and pulling his cock out.

		Without giving her more warning, John gripped his cock and lined it up with Lia's pussy, deciding he preferred it. She gasped when she felt his cock touch her and then her eyes opened wide as he shoved it in, filling her in a single, violent thrust.

		"Yes, Master. Fuck me. Ruin my pussy."

		"All of it. Every inch, it's mine."

		"Every inch of me is yours, Master. Take me. Use me. Own me. Please."

		John grabbed Lia's hips and started pounding her. There was no romance, no lovemaking, only the raw, carnal drive to fuck. And on her end, Lia's head was awhirl with sexual pleasure. There was a difference between a man fucking you and a man using you. And Lia was glad she had found a man who could do both. She had found a master, even if neither of them knew it when they first met and then married.

		"Harder, Master," Lia coaxed. "Don't hold back. Really let your little slut have it. Treat me like the bimbo I am. Show me what I'm good for. I'm good for this cock and nothing more."

		"Shut up and take it," John said with a smirk.

		"Yes, Master," Lia said, eyes rolling back into her head.

		His thrusts were deep and forceful. With her bent over, his hips slapped into her ass with each thrust.

		Then he reached around and grabbed Lia's tits. She moaned as he groped her, fondling and squeezing her soft flesh. He slipped his hands beneath the fabric covering her tits, finding her hard nipples beneath, teasing them, squeezing them and even twisting them.

		"Oh, yes," Lia cried out in pleasure. Her moans increased in volume. Lia was loud when she had sex. Even before her mind had been changed, she had always moaned loudly. She was known to wake the neighbors when they had sex.

		"What are you?"

		"Your bimbo, Master," Lia repeated.

		"And what's your purpose?"

		"To serve your cock. My pussy is yours to fill. My tits are yours to play with. All of me is yours. Just take it."

		"Cum for me," John ordered, having pumped his dick in her several dozen times in the space of what felt like a minute.

		Lia threw back her head and cried out in a wordless display of ecstasy. Her whole body shook, shaking her tits, making them jiggle beneath her as she leaned over. Pleasure flowed through her like a dam had been released, rushing through her body. She did not even hear John's orgasmic grunts, but she felt his cock fire its load inside of her, filling her pussy with his hot, white cum.

		"Master," Lia gasped as the intense feelings subsided. Her pussy was filled to the brim with her husband's seed. It was all she had ever wanted.

		But before she could fall down, John lifted her up and turned her around. Her lips sought out his, her mouth finding his, their tongues exploring each other's mouths.

		"I love you, Master," Lia spoke with all the seriousness she could manage, which was not very much.

		"I love you, too," John responded.

		"Now, can I go get your cock nice and clean?"

		"Sure," John said. "You're very good with your tongue."

		Lia grinned. "Thank you, Master."

		Lia dropped gracefully to her knees. The room spun slightly with the sudden change in perspective. Lia had never felt better.

		Lia took John's softening cock into her mouth, doing her duty. Had she been able to reflect on her journey, she would have smiled at how it had turned out. She would have smiled anyway if her husband's cock was not in her mouth. But Lia was happy with all that had happened. The magic collar might have upended their lives, but the final result was for the best.

		There was no doubt that Lia had given up a great deal from using the collar. She was no longer the independent woman she had once been. But where she lacked independence, she had gained love and adoration for the man she loved, becoming his slut and his thrall and now his bimbo. And while it was sometimes hard to be a bimbo, without the ability to think, her amazing body more than made up for it.

		Lia was happy. John was happy. Even Franklin who knew he would lose his job after fucking Lia was happy. But spending her days as a sexy bimbo wife, enthralled with her husband, and always eager for sex, there was no comparison. Lia knew that for her, it was better to be a bimbo.
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