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Mandi looked around the room carefully. This was the bride’s private room to get ready for the wedding. It was connected to the general bridal suite, but was specifically designed for the bride in particular at this particular wedding venue. 

At the moment, the room was empty. The bride and her bridesmaids were all out helping get the venue ready for the wedding itself. Mandi was neither the bride, nor one of the bridesmaids. There had been a falling out between Mandi and Sarah, today’s bride, after a gag gift given at Mandi’s bachelorette party went wrong. 

Not that Mandi saw getting turned into a bimbo as a bad outcome. She loved being a bimbo. She was hot and horny and she now had a husband who could fuck her as often as she needed him to, which was often. 

Mandi had yet to see Sarah since she served as the maid of honor at her wedding. It seemed that Sarah was not thrilled with the woman who Mandi had become. She was not Amanda anymore. But the invitation to the wedding had been a final burying of the hatchet. Sarah and Mandi might not be friends anymore, but they could still be civil with each other. That was why Sarah invited Mandi to her wedding. She wanted to put their relationship back on peaceful terms. 

However, Mandi had other ideas as she arrived early and snuck into the bridal suite. It was not exactly payback that she sought, since she preferred her bimbo life to the woman she had been before. Mandi loved being the center of attention, especially when it came to men. They could not keep their eyes off her ultra-feminine form. And since there was not much going on in Mandi’s head, she had to make up for it with a sexy body and lots of sex. She had that in spades. 

Not that Mandi could do much sneaking in her current form. Her tits bounced and bounded when she walked, made more impressive given the height of her heels. Mandi never went anywhere without wearing high heels and the clicking of her shoes as she moved always helped to draw extra sets of eyes to her sexy form. Unfortunately, that noise, the clicking and clacking of her heels, only served to draw more attention toward her. Thankfully, 

everyone else seemed to be too busy preparing the venue for Mandi to be heard or seen. 

“Perfect,” Mandi said as she spotted the underwear set that Sarah planned to wear underneath her wedding gown. Everything laid out for the wedding was white. And that was just as Mandi had hoped. 

Mandi reached into her handbag and quickly pulled out a pair of thong panties. They were the same gag gift that Sarah had given her, the same pair of panties that had turned Amanda into Mandi. She no longer had use for the panties. But there was no sense in hiding them away when they could help turn other women into bimbos. It was time to get her friend back. That was all that Mandi wanted. She wanted Sarah and her to be friends again. 

There was no way Mandi would consider going back to being Amanda, but Sarah becoming a bimbo would solve all of that. 

It only took a moment to make the switch. Mandi dropped the thong panties she brought with her onto the chair where Sarah’s other wedding accessories were located and she picked up the panties that had been laid out. Those went into Mandi’s purse and then she quickly made her getaway. 

It would still be a few hours before the wedding actually started. Mandi’s mouth was watering. Her husband, Jeff, could probably stand for a blowjob. He deserved a reward for driving out to the wedding venue early so that Mandi could plant the bimbo seed. 

When Sarah returned to her bridal suite to change, she did so with her bridesmaids. They each needed to change into their dresses for the big event. Their hair had already been done earlier in the morning. They just needed to change and finish their makeup and everything could begin. 

Sarah noticed nothing odd when she first started getting ready. She pulled on the stockings she was going to wear, as well as the garter belt. That needed to go on first, just in case she needed to use the bathroom while in her dress. It was one thing to get out of it, but it was even more annoying to also need to unhook her garter belt before she could pull down her panties. 

“What the hell?” Sarah said as she held up the barely there pair of thong panties Mandi had left for her. She did not recognize them as the same pair she had given Amanda before her descent into bimbodom. And therefore

she had no idea that a trick had been played on her. 

However, there was no way that Sarah was going to go out there in front of all those people, wearing the fancy dress, and not wear panties. Such a thought was unthinkable. And so Sarah pulled the panties up her legs and let the wisp of fabric press tight against her pussy. 

Before continuing with her dressing, Sarah stopped and looked at herself in the mirror. The panties were not the lace panties she had planned to wear, but they looked good on her. They sat low on her hips, although the thong back was not what she had planned for. She had been expecting to wear something more full-cut. However, she was no stranger to thongs and other minuscule styles of panties, so it was in no way jarring to wear them. 

The butterflies in Sarah’s stomach hid the initial changes to Sarah’s body. 

Instead of panicking over how her body was beginning to transform, she busied herself with stepping into her wedding gown. 

Beneath the gown, Sarah failed to spot how her legs were becoming more svelte. She was quickly losing the thick thighs that she had always had. Her stockings transformed with her legs so that she did not notice had become sleek and tanned. And as the gown slid up her body, other parts of her started to change too. 

Sarah’s ass grew out, becoming a plump bubble butt, somewhere between a heavy dose of squats and other ass building exercises and getting a helping hand from a surgeon. Regardless, there was now significantly more junk in her trunk and she would forever more sway her ass back and forth as she walked. It was not even something she could control. 

The hips needed little changing. They were already wide and perfect for a young married woman who planned to someday raise a family. Although there were a few changes to Sarah’s pussy. Her lips became fleshier and her clit more pronounced. Inside, her nerves multiplied and shifted the way they reported sensation. It would not be long before Sarah’s body was primed for sex, getting a maximum amount of pleasure from her partner, encouraging her to give back just as much. 

As the gown continued to slide up her body, her waist narrowed to the point that it looked like she might have had ribs removed. The gown changed too, 

from its original fitted style to featuring a heavy corset that further squeezed Sarah’s waist down to an impossibly small size. Her organs rearranged themselves to accommodate this change, but her body continued to work as it was supposed to. 

And throughout all of this, Sarah remained oblivious to the changes to her body. Everything felt normal, at least to begin with. It was only when her gown reached her chest that she began to understand that all was not as it seemed. The inflationary nature of her breasts as they ballooned off her chest was impossible to ignore. She could feel their weight pulling her forward as she looked down with a sense of horror etched on her face. 

“This happened to Mandi,” she nearly cried as the full realization hit her. 

Without even thinking, she pushed the gown back down her body, attempting to step out of it. She had to pull off those panties. It all made sense now. Mandi’s bachelorette party had been strange, especially the way Mandi simply disappeared. Then again, they had been looking for Amanda, not Mandi. There was a big difference between the two people, even if they were technically the same. 

However, when Sarah tried to pull the panties down her legs, hoping to stop the transformation and maybe even revert to her old self, her hands would not move. Instead, it was almost as if she pulled the panties even tighter, along with the delightful sensations her pussy and clit sent her from the added pressure. 

“What am I going to do?” Sarah asked herself. Panic was rising inside of her. Her mind started to race, hoping to figure a way out of all of this. 

And all the while, her breasts continued to grow, inch by inch. The transformation had not slowed down just because she had tried to remove the panties. And with the added weight on her chest, Sarah’s back muscles strengthened so that she could more easily carry around her big, fake tits. 

Sarah turned and looked at herself in the changing mirror. The image she saw was mostly unfamiliar to her. “These things might be even bigger than Mandi’s,” Sarah commented as she reached up and held her big tits in her hands. She could feel the implant growing beneath her skin. She was not just getting big tits. She was getting big, fake tits. There were no doubts left

that this was happening to her. 

Sarah’s eyes become drawn to the small pink nipples that poked out from between her fingers. The change to the way her nerves worked in her pussy was also happening to her nipples. Just the light touch was enough to turn her on. 

What was more, the tan that had changed the color of her legs was now spreading up her body. Sarah could almost feel the change in temperature as her skin darkened, her body becoming warmer. And once her new tits were nice and tan, without a hint of a tan line, the darkened coloration flowed over her shoulders and then down her arms. By the time her hands were gaining the same tan as the rest of her, her fingers gained a subtle change. Or not so subtle when considering her fingernails, once cut short, had suddenly grown out to a glamor length that would make simple tasks like typing nearly impossible. 

“Oh no,” Sarah said as the tan started to flow up her neck. Even the words she uttered sounded different, her vocal cords tightening, raising the pitch of her voice. Instead of the ever so slightly androgynous voice she had had since puberty, her voice made her sound like a bimbo: soft, high pitched, and a little breathy. It was almost enough to make Sarah slap her hand across her mouth in shock. She figured it would take a long time to get used to the new way that she sounded. 

However, Sarah did not clap her hand across her mouth, because she was too invested in seeing the continued changes to her body, especially now that her face was involved. The tan washed over her face, continuing to give her an even complexion that would be hard to beat. And the lack of orange in the tan made it seem far more realistic than most fake tans. Either this body spent a lot of time nude in the sun or the products that gave her this coloration had significantly improved since the last time she used a fake tanning product. 

But it was not just Sarah’s tan that changed. Most obvious was the way her lips plumped up. They gained volume and pushed away from her face, giving a kind of projection that could only be achieved through lip injections. Without even thinking about it, Sarah’s tongue darted out and licked her lips, wetting them and in turn further turning herself on. 

Sarah’s arousal spiked just by looking at her body. Never before had the sight of a woman, let alone herself, been enough to turn her on. But that was all changing as her face continued to change and morph. Her nose lost the bump from when she broke it as a kid. It became a perfect little button nose, giving her an almost doll-like appearance. And that was only intensified when her eyes became wider, with her brown eyes becoming blue. Her eyelashes became thicker and more prominent, changing the entire impression she now gave off. 

And last to change was Sarah’s hair. She had been a brunette for most of her life, although she had tried other hair colors, dying her hair. She even went blue for a while as part of wanting to show her college school spirit. 

But that blue faded to green after swimming one day and that was the last time she tried an abnormal color. However, with whatever magic that powered the thong panties she wore, her hair lost color to the point that it was platinum blonde. It looked like the color came from a bottle, but somehow, deep down, Sarah knew this was her new normal. 

“Holy shit,” Sarah said as she continued to look at her half-naked reflection. 

She looked like an entirely different person, and yet, somehow, she still looked like her. She was still Sarah, even if her appearance had changed radically in just a few minutes. 

A knock came at the door, jolting Sarah out of her self-appraisal. “Sarah, is everything all right in there?” It was Emily, her maid of honor, checking on her. 

“Everything is fine,” Sarah tried to call back, doing everything she could to sound like her old self. She failed completely, but Emily did not comment, figuring Sarah was just nervous for her big moment. “I’ll be out in a few more minutes.” 

Sarah quickly returned to getting dressed. Even if her body had completely transformed into that of a living sex doll, she still intended to marry Daniel. 

He was the love of her life and she was confident they would figure out a way through all of this. And even if she was stuck looking like this for the rest of her life, she could at least make do. And she was certain that Daniel would not mind having a wife with big, fake tits and a hair trigger libido. 

She saw how he looked at women with large breasts. Now he would not need

to let his gaze wander so much. 

But as Sarah pulled her gown up, she found it had transformed along with her body. The corset around her waist helped to further enhance her already waspish figure. She had to pull tight on the bindings, but the effect was amazing. It also helped to support her upper body, which she did not strictly need, but it still helped keep her upright. However, it was the way the corset pushed up her tits that really made the gown worth it. 

Sarah’s big and round tits were already gravity defying the way they stuck off her chest, but the gown pushed them up even higher, making them look even more impressive than they really were. Sarah bit her lip just from looking at them. She knew she would be the focus of every man at the wedding. Even the priest would be unable to look away, likely cursing his vow of celibacy. Every man in attendance would want some personal time with Sarah. Some of the women too. 

“That’s not right,” Sarah tried to tell herself. She did not want random men fantasizing over her. And yet, as she stood there, now fully dressed, with only her heels to put on still, Sarah had a hard time disagreeing with that sentiment. The idea of men drooling after her only served to make her even more aroused than she already was. 

It was only later, after putting her heels on and after applying a layer of makeup that immediately became heavier and flashier, that Sarah decided she was finally ready to head out. It was time to get married. 

“Sarah, is that you?” asked her maid of honor when she stepped out of her private changing room. Her whole body had changed, but so too was Sarah’s mind. She had a hard time noticing the shift in her thinking, because she was so focused on the wedding, but her mind was clearing house when it came to complicated things like thinking for herself or anything that did not somehow involve fashion or sex. Sarah was turning into a bimbo. It started with her body, but now it had struck her mind as well. The only difference was she did not notice the bimbofication of her mind. Her focus kept her unaware of how she was changing. 

“Of course it’s me,” Sarah answered with her new voice, punctuating her new way of speaking with a giggle. 

The women present looked from Sarah to each other, trying to figure out what was going on. She looked different. She sounded different. She seemed like a whole different person. And yet, despite all of the changes, they somehow still recognized that this was their friend Sarah. She was still the same person, even if she was different in almost every single way. 

Everyone present shook their heads, but they all accepted this new version of Sarah, figuring it had something to do with her sexy dress and makeup, not realizing that this was a new her. Still, their acceptance allowed for the wedding to continue. 

And when Sarah was finally walked down the aisle to stand upon the altar with her soon to be husband, she could barely stay focused on the task at hand. The moment her eyes fell upon Daniel, her arousal spiked to eleven. 

She more than anything wanted to drag him off someplace private so that he could fuck what was left of her brains out. However, she knew that they needed to complete the ceremony first. They needed to actually get married. 

Daniel’s eyes widened upon her approach, but by the time she reached him, he had managed to settle down. Or at least most of him had managed to settle down. It was hard to see in his suit, but he was pitching a tent the likes of which Sarah had never seen from her man. She would have let out a giggle at the sight of his hardness, but even she knew that was inappropriate for the moment. 

Sarah barely managed to pay attention to the ceremony. It was both painfully slow, making her almost shake in her high heels, but also incredibly fast. Before she knew it, she was reciting her vows. Thankfully those had not been erased from her mind. Although only Daniel would note that she changed a few lines from what they had agreed upon. He did not remember her originally planning to love, honor, and obey him. It was the obey part that was new. And yet, he had no complaint. If his wife was going to be this new and sexy version of the woman he loved, he was going to enjoy her obeying him. 

Thankfully, the ceremony only lasted so long and Sarah could finally kiss Daniel, solidifying their marriage. They then walked back up the aisle together as husband and wife. 

However, rather than go straight to the reception, Sarah had a more pressing matter to attend to. As soon as they were away from the guests, she pulled her husband into her private bridal changing room. They were supposed to sign their marriage certificate anyway there, but there was something far more important that she needed to do first. 

Sarah gathered up her dress and pulled it up over her waist, revealing her lingerie and the panties that had changed her life. “Fuck me.” It was a simple statement, but even Daniel was unable to miss the desperation in her voice. He had never seen Sarah act like this, but he had also never seen her like this at all. And how could he possibly turn down the sexy vision in front of him? No man in Daniel’s position could. 

Licking his lips, Daniel stepped forward. He reached out and ran a hand over Sarah’s exposed hip. She shivered as a jolt of pleasure shot through her. 

“Yes,” Sarah moaned. “Please, fuck me.” 

“I guess this is a good time to consummate this marriage,” Daniel said with a chuckle as he quickly shrugged off his jacket and loosened his tie. He would need to get himself all gussied up again after, but there was no way he could deny his wife this moment. And there was no way he was going to make her wait for the honeymoon. 

Once Daniel had himself ready, he once again reached out toward his wife. 

She remained seated on a couch, her gown hiked up to give him access to her most intimate area. All he needed to do was remove the thong she wore beneath the gown. His finger hooked under the elastic that wrapped around her hips. Unlike when she tried to remove the panties, they acquiesced to his efforts, allowing him to pull them away from her soaking wet pussy. The thong was soaked with her juices, a wetness that had built up throughout the ceremony as her arousal became nearly unbearable. 

“My, you really need this, don’t you?” Daniel commented teasingly. He was surprised at everything that had happened to his now wife. But he was not unhappy with the results. She looked and sounded sexier than he could have imagined. It would take him time to fully come to terms with what had happened to her, to fully accept that she was no longer the smart and

independent woman she had been when he asked her to marry him. Instead, she was a bimbo, an ultra-feminine sex object, eager to please him in every way that she could, using her new body to the best of her ability. 

“Always.” It came out as another moan, but the word was never more true. 

Sarah had yet to feel the true pleasure that sex would bring her in her new form, but she was already addicted, now and forever. Her world had simplified to such a high degree, but at the same time, she felt free. Sarah was no longer burdened by worries or serious concerns. That was for someone like Daniel to take care of. Sarah’s role was that of sex kitten for the man she called her husband. He would take care of her and she would take care of him, although in slightly different contexts. 

Once Sarah was free of her transformative panties, Daniel crawled up onto the couch where she sat back and entered her. This was not the first time they had sex, but it was the first time since Sarah had become a bimbo. And as it turned out, it was not only Sarah’s body that was primed for pleasure. 

With her velvety soft folds, Daniel was in immediate heaven the moment he first thrust inside of her. 

Sarah screamed out in pleasure, almost cumming just from his first stroke alone. But her body held back, saving the orgasmic relief for a more appropriate time, but the pleasure was still more than she had ever experienced before. Just the initial thrust was better than every orgasm Sarah had up until that point. That was the effect of her bimbofied body. 

She had been redesigned for sex, transformed into a new and ideal form. 

Daniel pulled Sarah’s legs up onto his shoulders as he fucked her, raising her hips to better line up with his cock. Her screamed of erotic ecstasy only grew louder as she felt him plunge deeper and harder into her pussy. 

“Yes, baby,” Sarah called out. “Fuck me like the stud you are.” 

And that was exactly what Daniel did. He had no idea the arousing effects his bimbofied wife could have on him. Her body was built for sex and he was enjoyed every moment as he plowed into her. 

Outside the room, the bridesmaids and groomsmen could only sit and listen to the shrieks and moans coming from beyond the door. Everyone knew what was happening, but none of them could turn away or leave. They were

enraptured by the sound of the marital bliss taking place in the adjacent room. 

But it was not just the sound that had them captivated. It was the way they were all affected. The groomsmen’s cocks were all hard and every woman in the room had wet panties, their bodies betraying them as they listened in on the almost pornographic soundtrack that came through the closed door. It took all of their efforts to avoid tearing their clothes off and starting an orgy right there, with men fucking women, no one caring who was fucking who. 

It took every ounce of their resolve not to follow the lead of the bride and groom. 

“Harder,” Sarah begged. “Fuck me like a bimbo bitch.” 

“You’re my bimbo bitch,” Daniel countered before he did exactly as Sarah asked, increasing his tempo and his ferocity. 

This was unlike any sexual encounter either of them had before. But it was immediately obvious to the both of them that this was infinitely better than their past sex lives. Daniel now had a woman who he could fuck six ways from Sunday and she would be begging him for more. Nothing was completely off the table. He could explore every kink he could imagine and he somehow knew that Sarah would not only be up for it, she would be excited for it. This was just the first moment in a whole new life for the both of them. 

Of course, Daniel had some work cut out for him. If it was not obvious yet, he would soon learn that Sarah was no longer the working woman she had once been. He would need to step it up in the career department if he intended to keep her properly clothed and cared for as a bimbo of her hotness required. That was unless he wanted to send her out stripping. That was always a viable alternative that she was sure to enjoy with all those horny men watching her dance around the pole. They both had options. 

But such considerations were for the future. The animal side of his brain could not really consider such things when he was deep in Sarah’s bimbo pussy. All he could think about was how hot his wife was and how much he wanted to rip her dress off of her and grab hold of her big tits. He wanted to knead them and give them a proper inspection, but there was only so much

he could do at the moment. 

Sarah would have been happy with that in the moment, but there was no way she could be seen out at the reception with a wedding dress in tatters. 

She would go to great lengths to make sex as pleasurable as possible, for both her and Daniel, but there was no way she would risk damaging such an important outfit. In hindsight, Sarah should have removed her gown entirely, but as a bimbo, she was not so forward thinking. She had trouble getting past the finally getting fucked. 

Daniel showed remarkable stamina as he fucked his wife. Despite her body turning him on at every turn, her pussy milking his cock, maximizing his pleasure, he managed to prolong the moment far longer than should have been possible. Maybe a little magic from the thong panties that were now on the floor, completely stripped free of Sarah’s legs, had somehow gotten into Daniel and his cock, giving him a stamina boost that was otherwise unexplainable. Such ideas were not considered as Daniel pistoned in and out of his wife. 

But nothing lasts forever. Sarah’s cries and screams of pleasure grew more and more frantic as Daniel began to lose his rhythm. Then his cock gave off a minuscule twitch inside of her. The old her would not have noticed it, but the bimbofied Sarah certainly did, even if not consciously. Daniel had passed his point of no return, which meant his orgasm was imminent. 

“Come on, stud,” Sarah cooed. “Cum in my pussy. Come in your bimbo wife’s pussy. Fill me up with your seed.” 

Even if Daniel was not already about to blow his load, Sarah’s words would have pushed him over the edge. The simple image of him filling her up with his baby-making juice was enough to send him over the edge. His cock surged with hit hot white cum and then shot forth, coating the walls of Sarah’s pussy. 

She could not feel the cum, but she could feel the way his cock moved inside of her and instinctually knew that he was cumming. And that knowledge alone was enough to push her over the edge into her own impressive orgasm. As Daniel held himself inside of her, sending rope after rope of seed deep inside her, Sarah lost all sense of herself. Her vision went white as her

arms convulsed at her sides. Wave after wave of erotic energy flowed through her, as if a dam had been breached and all of the pent up energy was suddenly released in one brief moment. 

It felt like she was inundated with pleasure. Her whole body sang out in orgasmic ecstasy as the cascade of pleasure flowed through her. If Sarah had not already been convinced that being a bimbo was the best way forward for her, that orgasm would have done it. It was as if every other orgasm of her life had been stacked up, end on end, and even then it might barely reach the height of the orgasmic wave that left her completely overwhelmed, her body awash in endorphins that left her barely able to move. 

But it was that pure pleasure that said everything she needed to know. This was her life now. Her body had been remade for sex. She would spend her life as sex on heels, ready and willing at the drop of a hat, fiercely loyal to Daniel, but still wanting to be the center of attention, to be validated by the looks she received from men and women, enjoying the lust sent her direction, but also reveling in the looks of disgust she would garner. This was her life now and she loved it, every bit of it. 

Despite the overwhelming nature of Sarah’s orgasm, she was the first of them to recover enough. Daniel was slumped back, sitting on the couch, looking half dead to the world. All of that energy had flowed out of his cock and he now felt spent. 

However, Sarah knew exactly what she needed to do to revive her husband. 

She got down on the floor, kneeling in front of Daniel, and took his cock into her mouth. She cleaned his cock and breathed new life into him, bringing him out of his post-coital stupor so that he could attend the reception without worry. 

“We are definitely going to have to do this more often,” Daniel commented as he revived. He patted his wife on the head to let her know that she had done a good job and that he approved. 

Had there been time, Sarah would have happily sat there on her knees, sucking her husband’s cock, bringing him back to hardness, either so that he could feed her his cum or so he could fuck her again. Both were

acceptable outcomes for her. She just wanted more of his cock. She always wanted more. She was a greedy bimbo that way, but now that she was married to the man of her dreams, there was no real blame that could be handed down on her. She was serving her purpose. 

But even Sarah understood that there was a room full of people somewhere out there who expected both her and Daniel to be there. There was a party to be had and there was no way that Sarah was going to miss her own wedding reception. It could be delayed, but only for so long. 

Once Daniel was appropriately revived, he helped Sarah get herself put back together. Her makeup had largely survived intact, but she gave her lips another coat of lipstick. The tube was originally red, but the magic of the panties had turned it pink. It matched her nails. In turn, Sarah helped Daniel put his cock away. There was some reluctance in that, but she knew that he could not go out there with his snake flopping around for all to see. 

The one thing that Sarah left behind when the married couple walked out of the private room was the thong panties. The old Sarah could not imagine walking around without panties. The bimbofied Sarah had no qualms with going commando. In some ways, she preferred it. Her gown was long enough that no one would be able to see her lack of underwear, so it was more fun to go without, assuming she avoided creating a wet spot on her gown while she sat. 

The bridesmaids and groomsmen waiting for them in the main room of the bridal suite all looked hot and bothered. The women were red faced and the men had beads of sweat on their foreheads. The sexual tension in the room was palpable. And yet, Sarah and Daniel could not be concerned with that fact. Instead, they moved with surprising efficiency, singing their names to the marriage certificate, along with the witnesses present. And then they went out to the party. 

As Daniel and Sarah stepped up to the front table, the guests all standing and clapping for them, the pair shared a quiet smile. The sex had been great, but it was only the beginning. They had the rest of their lives to learn that Sarah becoming a bimbo was the best thing that ever happened to them. Their lives would feature changes from what they had planned, but their smiles would not go away. Their future together would be bright, 

shiny, and filled with rainbows. After all, that was what being a bimbo was all about: pure feminine happiness. 
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