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		Introduction

		

		It is always amazing where one can get inspiration for new bimbo fiction stories. In this case, I was stung by a bee (twice) and it gave me the idea to have a new species of bee that causes women who get stung to turn into bimbos.

		As this first book is written, I foresee this book possibly leading to a series of Bimbo Bee books, each one turning a different woman into a bimbo. Future Bimbo Bee books will be written in alphabetical order.

		With all this in mind, and the aching and itching results of my two bee stings (thankfully I’m not allergic), please enjoy Astrid and the Bimbo Bee.

		

	
		

		Astrid and the Bimbo Bee

		

		“A strid Going,” I said to myself as I wandered around the campsite picking up sticks for the fire. I was still getting used to the idea of using my now husband’s name. Clay was the love of my life and our wedding had gone off without a hitch.

		Admittedly, many would probably find it strange that the pair of us were out in the woods for our honeymoon. While other newlywed couples chose exotic destinations like Hawaii, Clay and I had chosen something a little more close to home and more adventurous. A backpacking trip seemed perfect for us. It got us out in the sun and in nature and it allowed us to spend some quality time together as a married couple.

		For us, this was a perfect trip. The weather was gorgeous and the scenery even better.

		And as far as the trip itself, we had chosen to make it easy on ourselves. We would have to carry everything in, but we planned to set up camp and complete day hikes from our basecamp rather than pack everything up every day and move on to our next location. It made our lives easier and made it simpler if something went wrong.

		This was our first third of four nights of our trip. I couldn’t believe it was already halfway over. Today’s hike had taken us over a nearby mountain pass and into a beautiful lake basin. Had it been feasible, I would have loved to camp in that basin. The lakes were a shimmering blue surrounded by rock cliffs and then grassy meadows before the ground sloped up into the mountains. It was an alpine scene unlike any I had ever seen before.

		It had been almost a week since the actual wedding. It had been great seeing friends and family celebrate my marriage to Clay. He was such a great guy. I considered myself lucky just to know him, let alone actually marry him. But no matter how much I tried, I still had a hard time believing that I was now his wife. It was like a dream come true.

		“Ouch,” I suddenly cried out as I stepped through the underbrush just outside our campsite. A great pain had suddenly erupted in my left calf.

		“What happened?” Clay asked, rushing across to check on me.

		I threw down the sticks I had been collecting and I hobbled and hopped toward my seat by the unlit fire pit.

		“I think I got stung,” I said as I sat down and tried to examine the wound.

		Clay grabbed his first aid kit and flashlight out of the tent and came tend to me.

		“Here, let me see,” Clay said.

		I raised my leg to show him where it hurt. He used the flashlight to get a better view, as the sun was quickly setting and we were losing our light.

		“Yep,” Clay said. “That’s a sting, all right. Doesn’t look like the stinger is stuck inside you, so that’s good.”

		“Good thing I’m not allergic,” I added, thanking my stars that my life was no tin danger.

		As Clay tended to my injury, the pain began to dissipate. Whatever he was using on the skin was helping.

		“That’s all I can do for now,” Clay said as he put the lid on whatever cream he had applied to it. “You might feel a little more pain tonight, but by tomorrow, it should just be an annoying itch. You okay?”

		I wasn’t sure if it was the sting or the medication Clay had applied to my leg, but I was beginning to feel drowsy.

		“Yeah, I’m good now,” I finally said. “I’m just tired. We’ve done a lot of hiking lately.”

		“Hmm,” Clay said, thinking. His face showed concern, but he seemed able to push it away. Whatever had concerned him seemed to not be very likely. “Probably just coming down from the adrenaline rush after getting stung.”

		“Sure,” I said, feeling my eyes already closing.

		Clay helped me into the tent. I managed to put myself in my sleeping bag. It seemed unlikely that we would end our night with sex as we had the previous two nights. That had been fun. We were newlyweds after all.

		It seemed that as soon as my head hit my camping pillow, I was fast asleep. I could only assume Clay stayed up a while longer, but I did not wake when he came to bed himself.
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		Waking up the following morning, I felt completely refreshed. My leg did not hurt at all, making it even better.

		I took my time before I actually sat up. The cold night air still hung in the tent, leaving a chill that my sleeping bag comfortably blocked. The birds were chirping outside and I could see the sun rising over the mountains through the mesh window in the tent.

		I simply laid there and smiled for a while, enjoying listening to my husband breathe deeply as he continued to sleep. He was such a handsome man. Just looking at him as he laid there turned me on.

		I stopped to think about that for a moment. I had never woken up horny before, but that was the situation I found myself in. It wasn’t just that seeing my handsome husband that turned me on. It did, but I began to realize I had already been aroused from the start. It was almost as if my arousal was what had awoken me, although that made no sense.

		Yes, the pair of us had an active sex life, but morning sex was not something we usually participated in. I was usually someone who liked to work my way into the day. I was not a morning person.

		Clay was surely more willing, but he had always been good about working with me. I was usually ready to go after a couple hours. It was as if I needed a cup of coffee before I was able to get in the mood.

		However, today, I certainly didn’t need any coffee to get in the mood. I was ready and having a basic understanding of male anatomy, as well as seeing the tent in Clay’s sleeping bag, I knew he was too.

		“Clay,” I said gently as I tapped my husband on the shoulder. “It’s morning.”

		Clay slowly opened his eyes. He smiled when he saw me looking down at him.

		“Good morning,” he said. “You feeling better this morning?”

		“Much better,” I said. “And since we missed last night, I was wondering if, you know…”

		Clay’s smile got even wider. I could sense that he was questioning what had gotten into me. He knew as well as I did that I wasn’t ready for sex first thing in the morning, but he was not about to argue against a morning roll in the hay. He was a man, after all.

		“Sure, baby,” Clay said, opening his sleeping bag to give me access.

		I wasted no time in climbing out of my sleeping bag and quickly pulling off my clothes. I hadn’t meant to sleep in them, but it had happened after the events of last night. That, however, only took a moment, stripping off my shorts and my top. My underwear soon followed.

		My nipples hardened in the crisp morning air, but I knew we would be generating plenty of heat in a moment. There was no word about getting too cold.

		A moment later I was climbing on top of my husband, riding him. As the shorter of the two of us, this was a position we could perform in the tent. Otherwise, if Clay was going to be on top, we were basically limited to missionary. Backpacking tents did not allow for much extra space. The less fabric used in the tent, the less weight we had to carry. That was important.

		However, the weight of a tent was the furthest thing on my mind as I sank down onto my husband’s cock. I shuddered in pleasure as he entered me, filling my pussy.

		“This is what I needed,” I moaned. “Fuck.”

		I pushed my body into his, bucking and grinding against him as we slowly fucked. Admittedly, after a few days of frequent bouts of sex, our activities seemed to evolve into what could more accurately be described as fucking. As much as our trysts were sensual and loving, they had become more animalistic as well as we explored our bodies more thoroughly. Sex before marriage was definitely a thing for us. We had no worries about such concepts of virginity. Neither of us were virgins when we first met. However, throughout our courtship, our sexual escapades could be described as tender and loving. Since our wedding, we had the time to learn more about what we each preferred.

		As it turned out, we both liked it hard and deep. I had come to love Clay taking me from behind, fucking me doggy style. Riding him like a cowgirl was a close second, however, and the best choice given our current circumstances.

		Of course, me riding Clay like I was, bouncing and grinding on his cock, gave him the opportunity to reach up and play with my breasts, such as they were. In the cold morning air, his warm hands felt divine on my hard nipples. I already felt sheltered from the cold, our own carnal activities heating me and creating a warm buffer against the cold.

		“Fuck, you’re good,” Clay said as he enjoyed having his morning wood tended to by my hot and wet pussy. Thankfully, as we more frequently explored our lust for each other in the past week, we found we were completely compatible, more than we could have ever imagined.

		As much as I wanted to prolong our coupling forever, my need to cum was growing. The heat inside me was growing hotter and hotter. My arousal was growing as I climbed upwards, as if I were climbing an actual mountain. The higher I climbed, the more desperate I became to reach the summit, for only there would I find the climax I needed.

		“I think I’m gonna cum,” Clay cried out as his cock twitched inside of me. I knew his cock well and I knew what that twitch meant. He had passed his point of no return. He would soon be flooding my pussy with his seed and I could not wait to feel him do just that.

		“Yes,” I cried out as Clay came inside me. I came with him, my whole body humming with orgasmic energy. I felt both relief at reaching the summit and experiencing the climax my body so desperately needed and complete bliss as every nerve in my body fired with overwhelming pleasure all at once. My vision turned white as Clay flooded my pussy with his seed, filling me up like the broodmare I might someday become.

		I eventually collapsed onto Clay’s chest, my body unable to hold itself up any longer under the onslaught of cascading pleasure flowing through my body. I closed my eyes and breathed in his scent, feeling happy and content as his cock slowly deflated inside of me.

		I must have fallen asleep as I found myself opening my eyes to see Clay now looking over me with a smile on his face.

		“You look so beautiful when you sleep,” he said. “Did you know that?”

		I returned his smile, but said nothing, as I stared up into his eyes.

		“How’s the leg feeling today?” Clay asked, turning his attention from our warm and tender post-coital moment and toward more important matters.

		I pulled my leg up for Clay to examine the wound.

		“It aches a little,” I said.

		“Yes,” he agreed. “It appears a little swollen. Do you feel up to going on a hike today or do you want to stay put and rest?”

		The truth was, I wasn’t particularly interested in hiking today. I didn’t know why. It certainly was not because of the sting. I could walk on it for miles without me really paying it any attention. But there was something telling me that I should stay at the campsite for the day. After several days of hiking, I felt like taking a rest day.

		“I was thinking about taking it easy today,” I finally answered. “I wouldn’t mind sitting by the creek and reading. I brought that book, but I haven’t opened it once.”

		“That’s fine. I’ll stay with you today and then we can hike out together tomorrow.”

		Somehow I could sense Clay’s disappointment. Our third day hike was supposed to be up to a clear blue lake that he had been talking about for a month. I think he was looking forward to this hike more than our actual wedding day, if that could be believed.

		“No,” I said. “You go. You’ve wanted to visit the lake for a long time. Don’t let me get in your way. We can stay in communication by radio if either of us need anything.”

		I could sense that Clay was torn. I didn’t blame him. He wanted to play the caring husband, but he also wanted to visit the lake. I saw no reason why we couldn’t spend part of our day apart. After all, it was only a day hike. Clay would be home well in advance of dinner.

		“You’re sure?” Clay asked. “It’s no trouble to stay for you.”

		“No,” I said, more adamant this time. “You go and I’ll be waiting here for you when you get back.”

		With my insistence, Clay’s mind was made up. He would hike solo for the day, leaving me to watch over the campsite and rest my leg. It might not have been ideal, but if we were going to remain married, we could not spend all of our time together for the rest of our lives. We would need to be able to operate independently of each other.

		“I love you, you know that?” Clay said, kissing me before he pulled his shoes on and started to climb out of the tent. “By the way, I didn’t notice it before, but did you color your hair for the wedding?”

		I looked at him, puzzled. “No, I didn’t.”

		“Hmm,” he said thoughtfully. “It looks different from what I remembered, like it’s lighter.”

		“Must be the light,” I said, laughing it off.

		I watched Clay move around the campsite from the open door of the tent. I had yet to put any clothes on, but I was not concerned with anyone seeing me. Thus far, our trip had been surprisingly devoid of people. Then again, we had driven far enough away from populated areas that I didn’t figure we would see many people. This was not the kind of place one saw many day hikers.

		It did not take long for Clay to ready his hiking gear and both eat a bowl of oatmeal and drink a cup of coffee. The only delay came in the extra time it took to boil the water on the small camp stove we brought with us.

		“Bye,” Clay said as he began to set off. “Call me on the radio if you need anything.”

		I held up the radio as I waved. “Love you,” I called back.

		I watched Clay until he rounded the bend and moved out of sight. There was a part of me that wanted to go with him. My leg didn’t hurt that much. And I certainly wasn’t tired. But there was something else pulling me to stay, something telling me that it would be better if I didn’t go hiking. And it was that voice that I listened to.

		With Clay gone, I laid back on my sleeping pad and simply relaxed. The air was warming as the sun continued to rise in the sky. The crisp air of the morning was already disappearing. And I was still horny.

		“No time for that right now,” I said as I tried to put my arousal out of my mind. In addition to being horny, I was also hungry.

		As I slipped into my clothes, I was faced with an oddity I couldn’t explain. “Are my breasts getting bigger?” I asked myself out loud. They certainly appeared bigger, more full. My nipples, even though it was warming, were still standing at attention, pushing out against the fabric of my top. It wasn’t that time of the month, so the chance of that being the reason for some added fullness and water retention was unlikely. The odds were it was just a response to all the stress produced from organizing the wedding and then coming out into the woods and the mountains for our honeymoon backpack trip.

		As I climbed out of the tent, I looked down to see my nipples were tenting the fabric of my top. In response, I giggled. I couldn’t remember the last time I giggled. That was not something I did. However, as I thought about it, I giggled again, finding that I liked it. Giggles were fun. They helped express how much fun I was having, how much I enjoyed life. They were an expression of joy and happiness.

		“Time for breakfast,” I said, punctuating my point with another giggle.

		Admittedly, I might have been taking the giggling a bit overboard, but I couldn’t deny that I enjoyed it. There was just something about a good giggle that made me smile. And as much as a day hike with Clay would make me smile, since spending time with him in any way made me smile, I had to admit that it was nice to spend the day on my own. He would be back in a few hours and then we could fuck again.

		I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. I had no idea where this preoccupation with sex was coming from. It was odd enough that I had started the day aroused. It was even stranger that I was still focused on it. It was one thing to be a little sex crazy on our honeymoon, but this seemed overkill. We just had sex and I was already dreaming about our next bout. I couldn’t spend my whole day thinking about sex, could I?

		It didn’t take me long to decide that heating water for coffee or oatmeal probably wasn’t the best idea at the moment. I seemed more scatterbrained than usual, even considering I hadn’t had any coffee yet. I was actually afraid I would accidentally leave the stove running for too long and that I’d use up the last of our fuel. The plan was to hike back out tomorrow, but that still left a few meals remaining, and I didn’t think Clay would appreciate eating cold food for dinner tonight.

		With that in mind, I decided to eat some of the granola that I had brought. Oatmeal was often a preferred breakfast when hiking, but cold cereal was more my speed at the moment. If only I had some milk, but that simply wasn’t available up here in the mountains.

		I spent the next hour or so completing basic tasks around the campsite. I pumped some water from the creek with the water purifying pump. I filled a solar shower bag with water and set it out in the sun to begin heating up. I also did a little tidying, cleaning up after Clay’s quick departure, as well as cleaning up after our hasty coupling in the tent earlier. The whole time I snacked on granola and occasionally rubbed my pussy through my shorts.

		As for the bee sting in my calf, I barely noticed it. The spot was a bit red and swollen, but not bad. The whole incident the night before had probably been a freak accident. I had somehow angered the bee and put in a position where it felt it had to defend itself. For all I know I stepped on its home in the ground.

		With all my chores finished and my hunger satisfied, I decided I should sit out in the sun and read my book. It only took a few moments to convert my sleeping pad into a chair. That made for a great weight saver while backpacking. A chair was necessary, but the weight of a standalone chair was not. Then, as I sat there, I opened my book and began to read.

		Okay, saying that I began to read might be a bit of an overstatement. I didn’t actually get any reading done. I stared at the first page for a while. I might have read the first line, but it was one of those moments where the words were not connecting to my brain. I probably read that same first line eight times before I realized reading was not for me, at least in the moment.

		The truth was my arousal was still nagging me for attention. I could feel its pull on my thoughts. Even as I held the book in one hand, my free hand had snaked down to between my legs. After a while, I gave up all pretense of reading, setting my book down and using both hands to pleasure myself.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” I cooed as I leaned back and enjoyed the moment. My hands felt so good against my body. As nice as it would have been to have Clay with me, to impale myself on his cock again, my fingers were a good substitute. They knew just where I needed to be touched. They knew just how to push me harder, to drive my arousal higher and higher, to eventually push me over the edge.

		It did not take long before my second orgasm of the day came crashing down on me. I threw my head back and basked in the fulfilling warmth of my climax. I felt as I had opened myself up, releasing my pent up sexual tension and refilling myself with the bright warmth from the sun.

		Eventually I closed my eyes and just basked in the pleasure that continued to quake through me. I felt as if I could sit there forever.

		Of course, nothing lasts. I eventually opened my eyes again and saw the sun had moved substantially across the sky. It was approaching midday and I had done nothing but sit around the campsite and masturbate. Not that any of that was a bad thing. I had always felt sexually in tune with my body. I was not afraid to give into my more libidinous desires, although I don’t think I had ever cum twice in one morning like that. I had never been multi-orgasmic, so this was definitely a new experience.

		Even stranger, when I opened my eyes again, I could once again feel my building arousal. It was as if there was a fire burning inside of me. Each orgasm put out much of the fire, but as soon as the tap had been closed, the fire once again began to build and spread.

		“Hmm,” I said as I stood up. “I don’t remember these shorts being so tight before.”

		I had assumed they were bunching on me, but after standing up and trying to fix them, I realized how tight they had become. I looked down over my shoulder to get a better look at my butt, trying to understand what had happened. However, I was greeted with tight shorts stretched across my now bubbling ass.

		“What the hell?” I said as I ran both hands down across my backside, feeling the swelling of my ass first hand. It wasn’t just that my butt seemed bigger, it also seemed tighter, as if I had secretly been performing squats and only now began to notice the benefits.

		My butt wasn’t the only change, however. After spending a few moments running my hands over my ass—which only proved to stoke the fire in my loins—I also found my breasts pressing even harder against my top.

		I hadn’t bothered with a bra so far. I’d never had enough to really need to wear one, except when I was working out. Hiking, I usually wore a sports bra, just to help keep the little breast tissue I had from getting caught in the straps of my backpack. Now, however, I was beginning to wonder if my sports bras would still fit.

		“This is too weird,” I said as I returned to the tent to get a better idea of how big my breasts really were.

		I stripped off my top and felt the unfamiliar bounce of my breasts on my chest. That in itself was a new feeling, but what was more, it felt good, sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine. They were definitely bigger and it was more than just retaining a little water.

		I pulled out a sports bra to check to see if it still fit. As I pulled it down over my breasts, I felt the elastic material stretch around my now larger assets, barely squeezing around them. Looking down, I was treated to a surprisingly deep valley of cleavage, something I had never experienced before outside of occasionally wearing a pushup bra. This was no pushup bra, however, leaving my jaw slack as I tried to come to terms with what was happening.

		“Come on, Astrid,” I said to myself. “Think. You can figure this out.”

		Still wearing the sports bra, I stepped out of the tent and began to pace around the campsite. Something was happening to me. That much was certain. My body was not supposed to change like this overnight.

		“The bee sting,” I said, remembering the event that might have caused all of this.

		Although, I had no idea how a bee sting could cause such specific swelling in my body. The area around the actual wound was barely raised. And if I were allergic, I would have expected other areas to swell. I would have expected to have trouble breathing.

		I wished I had access to the internet. A quick search could have surely cleared all of this up. However, up here in the mountains, there was no cell reception, let alone internet access. I would be at a loss until Clay and I hiked out tomorrow and we reached a place with reception.

		I ran my hands through my hair, trying to deal with the sense of frustration I felt. However, my frustration only grew when I realized my hair was longer.

		I had always kept my hair fairly short. My light brown hair framed my face, but I never let it reach my shoulders. I had never understood how some women could grow their hair out. It just seemed to get in the way if it got any longer. But not only was my hair now brushing against my shoulders, when I looked at it I could almost swear I was now a blonde.

		“Did you color your hair for the wedding?” Those words, that question, came back to me, remembering Clay’s questioning of me before he left on his hike. He had seen something different in me then, but the change had been small enough he had wondered if it was wedding related. It wasn’t. Whatever was happening to me, it was not only making my breasts bigger and my butt bigger, but it was lightening my hair and making it grow.

		“What am I going to do?” I asked myself, beginning to panic. This was not something I was prepared to deal with. My body was not supposed to change like this. I was a woman in my late twenties. My body was done growing in the puberty sense. Did I expect changes? Yes. I expected to age as gracefully as possible. I was not expecting my body to go through rapid changes in the span of a few hours.

		I continued to walk circles around the campsite, trying to come to terms with my situation. The problem was, nothing made sense. I was certain the bee sting from the night before had nothing to do with the random changes to my body. I could not imagine how this could be a reaction to getting stung. But that did not actually help me come up with an understanding of what was happening to me.

		And it didn’t help that the more I walked around the campsite, the more turned on I became. There was something about how my tight shorts stretched across my ass and pulled against my pussy that further stoked my already growing fire. Feeling the warm air against my bare midriff only seemed to help things along. I had already cum twice so far and I was already horny again. And it was only getting worse.

		“Calm down,” I finally told myself as I attempted to gain control over my breathing. I had never been someone who panicked or hyperventilated, but I was quickly approaching that point. I stopped pacing and closed my eyes. As I did so, I found a calm place inside of me, someplace I could sink into and stop worrying about the physical changes to my body.

		I started giggling again. The giggles simply erupted from me, uncontrollable. Not that I had any desire to control them anyway. They were fun. I was fun.

		When I opened my eyes again, I was smiling. I looked down into my new cleavage and smiled even wider.

		The truth was, I had always wanted bigger breasts. I had never developed very much and that had disappointed me. Not that I ever would have admitted that to anyone. Between feminism and body positivity, I was not supposed to want bigger breasts. And rationally, I knew bigger breasts would have gotten in the way of some of my activities. I was someone who loved exercise. There was no way I could be as active as I was if I had bigger breasts. It was a trade off I had long ago accepted.

		That, of course, had not stopped me from researching breast implants a few years ago. I was curious after I had finally started to save money from my first post-college job. I definitely saw the benefits of having a more developed bust, but in the end I had decided the risks weren’t worth the rewards. Surgery was nothing to laugh at and the cost was still prohibitive. It wasn’t like I would make more money at my job if I had bigger breasts. I wasn’t a stripper. I was closer to an office drone, although I actually liked my job and the people I worked with.

		If Clay had ever been dissatisfied by the size of my breasts, he had never said anything. Not that he would have. He was not the kind of man who would have commented on them or even suggested I consider an upgrade. Still, I knew his eyes wandered from time to time. He was a man, after all. He was a strong virile man.

		The moment Clay’s cock floated into my mind, my mouth started to water. I was literally salivating over the thought of having his cock in my mouth.

		I could have chastised myself for such a crude thought, but I held back. Instead, I shrugged my shoulders and admitted to myself that me dropping to my knees while out on the trail to suck Clay’s cock would be pretty hot. We’d still have our backpacks on, but I was pretty sure I could still manage to suck him dry before we continued on our way. I licked my lips, enjoying the image I had produced in my head.

		What finally distracted me from my fantasies was my stomach rumbling. I was hungry again, which was no surprise. And at least that would give me something to do other than think about sex. I had no idea what was wrong with me, but food became a more pressing matter.

		Backpacking meals are not particularly attention getting. They certainly aren’t the healthiest options available. After all, there is a constant concern about whether something will keep. Important too is the fact what is brought in must be packed out. My lunch was not some grand affair. It was simple, but filling, providing only a brief respite from the growing ache between my legs.

		As soon as I had finished eating, I went right back to fantasizing about all the ways I could take Clay’s cock. My fingers struggled to keep up with my fantasy. Although they still found my clit and my other hand managed to free my breasts from my sports bra and play with my nipples.

		A blissful smile crept across my face as I sat there and played with myself. The best part was I didn’t even have to think. My mind cleared, the sensations from my fingers eventually putting an end to my fantasies. Instead, I simply sat there and responded to the needs of my body. And in this case, my body had only one need. I needed to cum.

		My arousal kept building higher and higher. It was as if I was climbing the mountain pass Clay and I had traversed yesterday, before all of this had started. We kept climbing up and up, just as the fire in my belly kept growing hotter and hotter.

		There were times when I thought I had reached the top, where I thought I was about to finally crest the top and reach my climax. But those were only false summits. There was a momentary sense of relief, but it was fleeting before the continued climb upwards.

		“Yes,” I moaned, not even knowing what I was agreeing with. “More, more, more.”

		My words meant little. They were the briefest expressions of wisps of thought. There was nothing conscious about them as they flowed past my lips. They were simple expressions of how my body felt, what it desired, what it needed.

		When I finally came, it felt as if a dam had burst, filling me with a torrent of overwhelming pleasure. I felt as if a supernova had gone off inside my head, creating a devastating path as every fiber of my being was inundated with a cascade of orgasmic energy. I screamed out as my vision turned white, but I had no sense of the noise I created or the scene I was making.

		I don’t know how long I sat there with my head back, my eyes staring up at the blue sky, unseeing. When conscious thought finally began to return to me, I could tell that something had changed. I was different. I looked down to see my boobs had continued to grow. They would be an impossibly tight fit in my sports bra now, although I had no interest in actually covering my tits at the moment.

		But the thing that most struck me was not the continued growth of my breasts, but the sense of bliss and calm that permeated my being. I could feel the world rushing around me, but inside I was perfectly calm. I had no worries, no anxieties. My memories suddenly seemed distant and unimportant, as if they could no longer be trusted. In a strange sense, I felt free of the burdens of knowledge I had once placed on myself.

		Not that I had the means to think critically of my situation. That too seemed just out of reach. And as I sat there, I began to realize I didn’t miss it. There were so many other aspects of my life to focus on, such as looking sexy, being pleasing for Clay, bringing joy into people’s lives. Whatever else there was seemed trite in comparison.

		It didn’t take long to take a physical assessment of myself. My breasts were bigger, as I had already discovered. My waist, already thin and fit, seemed to be even thinner. My butt was bigger, looking more and more like a proper bubble butt. My hair was longer, now reaching my shoulder blades. It was lighter still. I was definitely a blonde now.

		For some reason all of that brought a smile to my lips. I never cared about my hair before. I had liked it short and my light brown locks had felt normal to me. Now, I found myself holding my hair in front of my eyes, staring at it, loving its length and color.

		However, I couldn’t do that forever. I had nothing to do, but there was so much more to do than look at my hair all afternoon. With another look up into the sky, I realized how great it would be to sit out in the sun and get a little color. I had never minded my paleness, although I tended to pick up a little color in the summer from backpacking trips like this, among other outdoor adventures.

		And so I set out to work on my tan.

		It quickly became apparent as I found a nice grassy patch to lie down on that if I wanted to work on an all-over even tan, I would have to do it in the nude. I vaguely remembered a time when that would have seemed unacceptable, when there was no way I would expose my body to anyone who happened to be passing by. Those concerns were long forgotten, however. I cared not if anyone saw me. Actually, the idea of someone catching me sunbathing in the nude out here in the middle of the mountains seemed like it would be fun.

		I had no qualms about people seeing my naked body. In fact, I liked the idea of people staring at me, of men getting hard by looking at my body, of women being jealous of my assets.

		I wasted no time in stripping down and slathering myself with sun lotion. As nice as it was to spend time in the sun, I didn’t want to burn, especially in areas that saw less sunlight.

		I did make an interesting discovery as I sat out in the sun. My pubic hair, which had once been nicely trimmed, was now simply gone. My mound was hairless.

		I could have been worried about this discovery. Hair was not supposed to just fall out like that, or whatever happened to it. Then again, I wasn’t supposed to grow bigger boobs this late in life either, but I wasn’t about to complain about that. It was better just not to worry. Something had happened, yes, but I saw no reason to worry. Every change had appeared to be a positive one.

		Laying out in the sun, I considered whether I should try reading my book again. I hadn’t gotten anywhere with it this morning. However, after thinking about it for a few moments, I decided I didn’t really want to read anything. It was much nicer to just clear my head and not have to think about anything.

		In fact, I managed to contain my thinking in general to two things while I laid out working on my tan. The first thing was remembering to turn over. I wasn’t sure exactly how long it had been, but I knew it had been long enough. The second thought was how I wanted to end my sunbathing by using the camp shower I had set out earlier. After sitting in the sun all day, I could only assume the water was warm enough to truly enjoy.

		The water felt amazing as it ran across my sensitive skin. The water was almost too warm, but that only made it better. I hadn’t experienced a shower like this in days. That was always one of the problems with camping and backpacking trips. It was difficult to take the time for a proper shower, if one was available at all.

		As I showered, I was pretty sure I saw a couple guys hike by on the trail above the campsite. I would have waved, but they were out of sight before I thought to do so. I could tell my thoughts were coming to me more slowly than they used to, but I had a hard time caring about it. The slowness just seemed to match the joy I always felt. Thinking was proving to be overrated anyway. Where had thinking really ever got me before? Sure, I was a college graduate and I had a good job, but those things didn’t really matter. At least they didn’t matter when I was as sexy as I now was and I had a husband who could support the both of us.

		After my shower, I returned to the tent, trying to decide what I wanted to wear. As I sorted through my remaining clothes, the radio crackled to life.

		“Astrid, are you there?” came Clay’s voice.

		I picked up the radio and stared at it for a moment, trying to remember how to use it. I couldn’t just talk into it. I knew that. There was a button I had to push.

		“Oh, it’s the big black button,” I finally said. “That’s right.”

		I pressed the button and spoke, “Hi, hubby. You gonna be back soon?”

		“I’m about half an hour away,” Clay answered. “You feeling better?”

		“I’ll tell you when you get here,” I said. “I can’t wait to see you.”

		“I can’t wait to see you too,” Clay said.

		Knowing Clay would be returning soon, I set about trying to decide what to wear with more intensity. For some reason I couldn’t figure out how long half an hour was. Time had lost much of its meaning to me, leaving me giggling instead. And knowing how much I now liked to giggle, I think I preferred not understanding time, just so I could giggle more.

		There was a part of me that wanted to greet Clay wearing nothing. I was certain he would take one look at me, get hard, and want to fuck me. That’s kind of what I wanted too. I hadn’t had a cock in me since this morning and that now felt like forever ago.

		However, I ended up deciding to take a slightly different path. Wearing a bra was out. None of my sports bras fit me anymore. My boobs were just too big. My panties weren’t a great fit either, but I didn’t really see a problem with going commando. One less layer covering my pussy just meant it would be easier for Clay to fuck me. But I could still wear clothes and I decided if I was going to wear clothes, I might as well pretend like nothing had happened to me, to do my best to hide the changes in my body from Clay until he took the time to unwrap me and fuck me. I wanted to play coy about this new and improved version of myself.

		When Clay returned from his hike, I was sitting outside the tent in my chair, wearing a pair of shorts and a baggy sweatshirt I had brought with me for cold nights. I also wore a hat to help cover up the change in my hair color.

		Clay looked like he had spent all day on the trail. He was dusty and sweaty, but that only made him look sexier.

		“Hubby, you’re back,” I exclaimed.

		Clay looked at me for a moment with a look of puzzlement. He could sense something was different about me. There was a part of me that wanted to push out my chest and draw his eyes to my boobs. They were probably my best asset now. I was certain guys would spend more time looking at them than my face, which was hot and actually something I liked. I didn’t understand why, but I liked the idea of men looking at my chest with a predatory gaze. The idea of just being seen as a sex object was desirous. It made me wet.

		“You have a relaxing day?” Clay finally asked as he set down his backpack and pulled out his water bottle. He took a long drink, emptying what was left in the bottle.

		“I did,” I said cheerfully. “I had a nice breakfast and lunch. I sat out in the sun for a while. I even took a nice shower.”

		“And no pain from your sting?” Clay asked.

		The truth was, I had thought little of my injury for hours. I had been too wrapped up in my changing body and the sexiness of it that I had forgotten the reason I had stayed behind.

		“It feels much, much better now,” I said. “Did you enjoy your hike?”

		“It was good. Hot and dusty, but good. I probably need to get some more water and wash up in the creek. I’ll be back in a little bit.”

		Clay grabbed a few supplies out of the tent and then disappeared down the slope toward the creek. I let out a giggle as soon as he was out of sight. It was hard keeping a straight face, acting all prim and proper when every fiber of my being wanted to rip Clay’s clothes off and suck and fuck him. I was beginning to wonder if it was a smart idea to not wear any panties. I was certain I must be soaking through my shorts with a nice wet patch from my freely flowing juices.

		It was a few minutes later when Clay returned. This time he was shirtless. I had never paid much attention to the handsomeness of my husband. He might not be strong in the traditional sense, where he had great big chest and arm muscles. He was thinner than that. But what muscles he did have were clearly obvious. I had no doubts Clay could lift me up with hardly any effort. And while the size of his muscles might not have been big, he was cut, with well defined washboard abs that made me want to melt.

		As soon as Clay ducked into the tent to change into dry clothes, I followed him in, pushing him down and straddling him.

		“What the?” Clay asked before his eyes noticed the increased size of my bust for the first time. I was still wearing my sweatshirt, but it did not fully hide the fact I had big boobs for the first time in my life.

		“I’m horny,” I said plainly. “I’ve missed you all day and now I want to fuck.”

		I reached down and pulled up at the hem of my sweatshirt. In one swift motion, I pulled it and my hat off my head, giving Clay a good look at my boobs and my now blonde hair.

		“What happened to you?” Clay asked as his hardening cock pushed up against me. I could feel it through his shorts.

		“I got sexier,” I answered. “Don’t you like it?”

		I could tell that Clay was getting tongue tied. The blood was flowing to his cock, not his brain.

		“I don’t understand,” he finally said.

		“You don’t have to understand,” I said as I took his hands and placed them on my boobs. “You just have to enjoy.”

		If there was any resistance left in him, it wilted as soon as he started to squeeze my boobs. It felt as if fireworks were going off in my head, flashes of light behind my eyes, as his hands probed and prodded my sensitive flesh.

		His hands never left my boobs as I managed to rid us both of our shorts. A moment later I was sinking down onto his hard shaft, cooing as he split me open, filling me.

		“That’s it, hubby,” I said as I started to bounce and gyrate on his cock. He seemed almost mesmerized by my boobs, making me giggle. “You have a hot slut for a wifey and all she wants to do is make you cum.”

		There was more to it than that, obviously. Yes, I wanted to make Clay cum. But more importantly, I wanted to cum myself. But I knew I wasn’t going to be able to cum unless he did too. That’s how it worked now, even if that had not necessarily been true before.

		Like many things that had changed for me, I had no idea how or why these changes had occurred. What I did know was I liked the changes. I liked having bigger boobs. I liked being sexy and horny. I liked being free from worry. This was better, whatever this was.

		“It’s like you’ve become a slut,” Clay said, his mind still coming to grips with my changes.

		“I’m your slut,” I said back. “Doesn’t this feel great?”

		I wasn’t entirely sure how he did it. The physics, if I could even understand them anymore, escaped me. With a sudden explosion of power, Clay roared and flipped us over. Suddenly I was on my back, Clay still buried in my pussy. The roles had reversed. Rather than me riding my husband’s cock, he was on top of me, taking charge as he continued to fuck me.

		When I was on top, I controlled the pace. I could prolong his pleasure. Now Clay was in control and he fucked me hard, his thrusts getting faster and harder.

		“Yes,” I moaned between thrusts. He pushed into me with such force, I couldn’t breathe as he pushed into me. The force was strong enough to empty my lungs of air with each thrust.

		My eyes rolled up into the back of my head. I felt like little more than a rag doll. Clay could do with me what he wanted. I was at his mercy as he pistoned in and out of my tight pussy.

		My breathing turned into moans and squeals. No intelligible words escaped my lips anymore as Clay’s rhythm grew faster and more erratic. If I had been in any position to think, I would have known he was getting close to cumming. That was what I wanted, because when he came, I would cum too. However, I was lost in my own little world. My brain could barely function. It was only a new found instinct that made me milk Clay’s cock with every muscle in my pussy.

		“Here it comes,” Clay roared as his cock began to surge with his seed. The moment his cum shot inside of me, I was screaming out in orgasm. Even if I had cared if someone heard us, I wouldn’t have held my tongue. Not that I had the ability to control my orgasmic screams. Those were outside my conscious control. Birds took flight, deer looked out, as my screams carried across the valley and up into the mountain passes.

		My vision turned white as I came, my pussy flooding with cum and my body flooding with orgasmic energy. I was in heaven, the pleasure leaving me in an extended state of bliss.

		It took a long time before my vision returned to me. I was still lying there in the tent. Clay had pulled out and simply stared down at me, as he sat beside me, smiling at me, but at the same time showing concern.

		“You’re getting bigger,” Clays said when my eyes opened and my gaze fixated on his face.

		“What’s getting bigger?” I asked, confused.

		“Your breasts,” Clay said. “They got bigger.”

		I raised my head and looked at my naked form. Clay was right. My breasts were bigger. They were so much bigger than they were when we first set out together on our honeymoon.

		“You like my big tits?” I asked. It was the first time I had ever referred to my breasts as tits. I had always viewed the word as crass, preferring to use their proper name. But looking down at my now large and round breasts, I had to admit, tits were a better name for them. At this size, they were more than just the clinical term breasts. They were tits. I had big tits.

		I smiled.

		“They’re very nice,” Clay said. “But doesn’t that mean something is wrong? They aren’t supposed to just grow like this. I mean, I watched them grow. I shouldn’t be able to do that.”

		“Don’t ask me,” I said, finding myself unable to answer Clay’s question. “I’m just a girl.” I broke out into a fit of giggles.

		“I’m serious,” Clay said, his smile disappearing. “I’m really worried about you. You don’t seem like yourself.”

		“That’s because I’m not myself,” I said. “The old me was boring. Now I’m fun. It’s fun to be sexy and horny and fuck a lot. Don’t you agree?”

		Well, yes…”

		I could see that Clay was torn. He clearly loved the new me. How could he not? I mean, now that I was fun and sexy, I was clearly better. I wasn’t bad before, but I wasn’t like I am now.

		“Now I’m a bimbo,” I said. “And bimbo is better. But guess what.”

		Clay sighed. “What?”

		“I’m your bimbo.”

		Without waiting for Clay to say anything, I reached out and pulled him toward me. He provided little resistance as I pulled him toward me for a kiss.

		The moment his lips touched mine, I was instantly wet and ready to go again. My tongue darted past his lips, beginning a game of tug of war with our tongues. Whatever concerns Clay had seemed to be dissipating as he took charge of our make out session. Yes, he might be worried about what had happened to me, but he certainly liked the changes. How many men could say they were married to a wet and willing slut with complete loyalty to them? I guessed there weren’t many.

		“Fuck,” Clay said after a while. I could tell his cock was getting hard again. We had never tested his recovery ability, but I was certainly game to see how soon he could go again.

		“What, hubby?” I asked.

		“We need to make dinner. But there’s a part of me that says we should hike out tonight to get you to a doctor sooner. I’m afraid something bad has happened to you.”

		“I’m fine, silly,” I said with a giggle. “I’m better than fine. I feel, like, totally awesome. I mean, I’m horny, but I kinda like feeling horny all the time. It’s fun. Sex is fun too. Do you want to go again before dinner? Are you ready for that?”

		I reached down and gently squeezed Clay’s cock with my fingers. I could feel the surge of blood enter his shaft, making it grow bigger and harder.

		“Not now,” Clay said, batting my hand away from his cock.

		I pouted, unhappy that he was denying me access to his cock. I loved his cock. I loved it almost as much as I loved him. But I was a good girl. If he didn’t want to fuck again right away, I was just going to have to live with that.

		“Come on,” Clay said. “Put some clothes on and let’s eat. Then we can decide what to do with you.”

		I nodded my agreement and began fumbling around in my backpack for appropriate clothes to wear. Camped in the valley as we were, the sun set earlier than usual, It had already dropped below the tops of the trees and in another hour it would drop below the horizon. Clay quickly threw on some clothes, a pair of hiking shorts and a long sleeve fleece shirt. It might have been a little warm for the fleece shirt to start with, but the night would quickly turn chilly now that the sun was dropping low in the sky. The half zip style had him leaving the shirt unzipped, exposing his chest.

		Seeing him like that made me want to tear his shit off and fuck him again, but that had been tabled for the time being. Clay wanted to eat dinner first and I was not about to deny him that. To be honest, even if I had been willing to argue with him, I didn’t think I could actually do it. I was quickly discovering that my sexy body and wore-free attitude came with a submissive streak that I could not break. Clay was a man and therefore he was in charge. But more than that, I was his wife, making his commands almost like law to me. I honestly believed he could order me to do anything and I would acquiesce. Sure, I might try and get out of it, using my big tits and long blonde hair to my advantage, but in the end, I would do as he told me.

		I got dressed too. I decided my previous sweatshirt didn’t really fit my new style. It had worked well to disguise my big tits, but I didn’t need to do that anymore. Clay knew all about them now. Instead, I found a tank top that I had thrown in to wear if it got really hot. It had a low neckline and the bottom was cropped. Stretching it over my tits took a bit of work, but I definitely liked the look, showing off both my tits and my taut midriff. The shorts I pulled on were tight across my ass, making me think it had probably gotten bigger too. I left the button on the shorts undone, since I hoped to be taking them off again soon.

		I was pretty useless when it came to making dinner and starting a fire. Dinner was really simple. It was a freeze dried meal that only needed hot water added. Clay boiled the water for the meal. In our family, he was the cook. That was why the eight before I had been collecting wood for the fire. Not that we had started a fire. My bee sting had ended that possibility.

		“Honey?” I asked, an idea suddenly coming to me.

		“Yes, Astrid?”

		Clay looked up at me as he sat over the backpack stove, waiting for the water to boil.

		“Do you think the bee sting had anything to do with my big tits?”

		“You mean like an allergic reaction?” Clay countered.

		“Um, yeah, sure, an allergimic reaction.”

		Clay chuckled at my inability to properly pronounce allergic. It seemed strange, but I had the sudden feeling that I wasn’t very good with words anymore. That worried me for a moment, but then I remembered that I didn’t like to worry. I stopped and realized I no longer cared if I mispronounced words. I was hot and sexy. That made up for any of those silly mistakes.

		“Maybe,” Clay said. “I mean, that’s the only thing I can think of to explain it. It’s just that I’ve never heard of that kind of reaction to a bee sting before. And your reaction seems to be really specific. Does the site of the sting hurt or itch any?”

		I shook my head no.

		If Clay said anything after that, I didn’t hear him. I instead became distracted by my hair. It was longer than before Clay fucked me. It was also blonder. I had gone from having a dark blonde color to what could only be classified as light blonde.

		In my head, I could see an image of myself with still bigger tits and platinum blonde hair flowing behind me as I walked. It would reach my ass when I stopped walking. My feet were encased in high heels, adding about six inches to my height. The height of the heels not only forced me to add a sexy sway to my hips, but they made me stick out my tits and ass to make them appear even more prominent.

		What was more, the person I saw in my head had plump juicy lips and lots of makeup. She clearly knew how to draw attention to herself and she knew how to best tell the world who she was and what she could do. No one would assume her lips were good for anything other than sucking cock. Her tits were big enough, and on display enough, to signal that she was the kind of woman who had sex constantly on the mind. And her eyes were vacant enough to make it clear that she could think about little else.

		In other words, the woman in my head was a complete bimbo. And even though I was not there yet, somehow I knew the woman I saw in my head was my future self. She was who I aspired to be.

		Like the night before, I went around collecting wood for the fire. I was more careful this time. I avoided walking through the underbrush and stuck to more open areas. There were still plenty of fallen sticks, some of them quite thick, to make for a good fire. And this time I didn’t get stung, which was a huge plus.

		I didn’t understand how Clay could turn a freeze-dried meal into a tasty feast, but he did just that. After we ate, he started a fire with the wood that I had gathered. I didn’t think either of us would have trusted me to light it on my own. That had been a skill I had once possessed, but no longer. It was gone along with many other skills, as well as a great deal of knowledge. When you were a sexy girl like me, you didn’t need to be smart. That was what I was beginning to learn.

		Once the fire was lit, I curled up next to Clay, enjoying both the fire’s warmth as well as the warmth I got from him. He pulled me in tight and gently stroked my hair.

		“Is something wrong with me?” I asked. For the first time that day, I was growing worried. It was fine to be a sexy bimbo when I was out here with Clay to take care of me. But once we returned to the city and our lives, I didn’t know if I could keep being a bimbo. The real world seemed so complicated and harsh. What if I needed help and Clay wasn’t there to help me? What if he was too busy working or taking care of some other task I was no longer capable of completing?

		Clay didn’t answer for a long time. I looked up to see him staring into the fire, contemplating my question.

		“I don’t know,” he finally answered. “We should probably have you checked out by a doctor when we get back though.”

		As much as I was enjoying being a bimbo, it did make sense to visit a doctor. I could only hope they would give me a clean bill of health. Even if something was wrong with me, at least I felt good. That had been a definite bonus throughout much of my day.

		“Do you like me like this?” I asked. It wasn’t enough to just know if he thought something was wrong with me. I needed to know if he liked me being the big-titted bimbo that I had become.

		Clay looked down at me and smiled. “Yes, I like you like this. You’re my wife, so I would love you no matter what, but I can honestly say I like you like this.”

		I beamed with pride. He liked me as a bimbo. Sure, he would love me no matter what, but he preferred this version of me compared to the version from a week ago when we had married.

		We sat snuggled together until well after the sun went down. I looked up to see the stars fill the sky. You could see so many more out here in the mountains, away from the city lights. It was a beautiful night, made even more beautiful by the man I got to spend it with.
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		Waking up after our last night in the mountains, I couldn’t help but smile. After the campfire had burned itself out, we returned to the tent where Clay and I made sweet love together. I came twice, the second time, essentially falling asleep. Clay must have zipped me into my sleeping bag, because I had no memory of getting into it myself.

		I sat up as the sun began to pour into the tent. My sleeping back fell away to reveal tits even bigger than they had been the night before. I hefted one in my hands and was surprised by its weight. They didn’t feel heavy on my body. In fact, they felt entirely natural, as if I had always had big tits.

		I reached up and pinched both nipples with my fingers. A shudder of pleasure shot down my spine to my already wet pussy. It was a reminder of how horny I was now. My new baseline was such that any increase would have driven the old me up the walls. Now, it was just another reminder of how much I loved sex.

		Somehow I had come to the understanding that all the changes to my body and mind had occurred after I had cum. That was when my tits grew. That was when my hair changed color. That was when my mind slowed down.

		I tried counting the number of orgasms I had experienced yesterday, but I quickly lost count. Numbers just weren’t my thing anymore. I was vaguely aware of being good with them before, but now, they felt like a foreign language. Even simple counting was a huge tax on my limited brain power and generally not worth attempting.

		I pulled out a small handheld mirror from my backpack. I had brought it on the trip as a first aid tool, just in case I accidentally walked into a tree branch and cut my face. I hadn’t planned to use it, but now I wanted to see what my face looked like now that so much of me had changed.

		My jaw dropped when I saw my appearance in the mirror. It was more than my tits and ass that had been transformed. My lips were plump pillows on my face. I struggled to close my lips all the way. The only way that I could was with a pout, which looked surprisingly cute on me. There were also changes to my nose and eyes. My nose appeared smaller, although that was harder to define exactly than the plumping of my lips. My eyes appeared bigger and brighter too, although they no longer shined with the same intelligence they once had.

		I knew I was dumber. That had been clear to me since the previous afternoon. But for the first time, I could actually visibly see the difference. If the eyes are a window into the mind and soul, mine showed I didn’t have much going on in my mind, leaving me with just my soul.

		Some of the size of my eyes could be attributed to the long eyelashes I now sported. I was actually surprised I hadn’t noticed them before. They framed my vision, much like my tits now framed the bottom of my picture of the world. They were big enough and high enough on my chest that they always seemed to be in view.

		My hair no longer showed any signs of the brown I had once sported. It seemed as if my hair was now as close as one could naturally get to platinum blonde. I honestly wondered if it could get any lighter. I hadn’t brought a brush or a comb, which in hindsight seemed dumb, but then again, I hadn’t much cared about my hair before all of this had started. Now I did. That meant I was left to using my fingers to brush and comb my hair, trying to get it to lay flat after a night of sleep.

		As I worked on my hair, I began to notice my fingernails had grown out. They were not at a glamour length, but they were longer than I had ever allowed them to grow before. I only wished I had nail polish to paint them. Not that I could have done all this hiking if I had brought a complete collection of beauty products. I knew I had a lot of shopping in my future.

		Suffice it to say, my self-evaluation proved to me that I was every bit the bimbo on the outside as I felt on the inside. After spending more time than I normally would have cared to admit examining and improving my appearance, I turned my attention to my other needs. This whole time I had been working quietly beside Clay as he slept peacefully.

		I spent several minutes just watching him sleep. He looked so handsome as his chest slowly rose and fell with each breath. He looked so peaceful, although I knew there was so much more to him than initially met the eye. Although in that moment, I became much more concerned with his cock, which was pressing against his sleeping bag, creating. Tent of its own.

		“Clay, baby,” I said, gently nudging my husband on the shoulder.

		He stirred slowly, finally opening his eyes and looking up at me with a smile.

		“Can I suck your cock?” I asked.

		Clay opened his sleeping bag to reveal his naked body and his already hard cock. He had some of the best morning wood I could imagine.

		Within moments, I had dived down and taken Clay’s shaft into my mouth. As I did, an overwhelming sense of calm came over me. This is what I was for. This was why I had plump and juicy lips. This was how I was supposed to start the day.

		I worked diligently, trying to hold the line between prolonging his pleasure and bringing him to orgasm. Eventually, however, Clay got involved, placing his hand on the back of my head, running his fingers through my hair, and guiding me as I pumped up and down on his hard shaft.

		“I’m going to cum,” Clay said softly, only just loud enough for me to hear.

		He didn’t lie and I didn’t stop. A moment later my mouth was filling with his seed. I sucked his cum down greedily, loving the taste and texture, neither of which were true before. I had hated the taste of cum and had always spit it out if any got in my mouth. Now, however, I loved it.

		Even with all my efforts to swallow every drop, two rivulets of cum escaped the corners of my mouth, running down my chin. When finished draining Clay of his cum, I saw up on my haunches and licked my lips happily.

		“Um, you’ve got some…” Clay finished his statement by generally pointing toward my face.

		I picked up the mirror and looked at my reflection. Seeing the escaped cum, I quickly pushed it back into my mouth and finished by sucking happily on my finger.

		“Yum,” I finally said with complete satisfaction. “Thank you for my breakfast. You’re the best husband ever.”

		“Do you know what you’re going to wear on the hike back to the car?” Clay asked. “You might want to figure that out while I make breakfast.”

		He quickly donned some clothes and hopped out of the tent. I could hear his stomach rumble as he did so, signifying to all how hungry he was.

		I could still smell Clay’s scent after he left the tent. I took a deep breath, enjoying the musky odor he left behind. That smell wrapped around me, comforting me, making me feel secure as his bimbo. No matter what happened, Clay would take care of me. I knew that. And I would do everything in my power to take care of him. He could use me in any way that he pleased, always knowing that his pleasure came before my own.

		Once the smell of food cooking overpowered the left over scent of Clay’s presence in the tent, I began getting dressed. It was no surprise I had a hard time deciding what to wear. None of my clothes fit me how they were originally designed to. I had purchased them before I had big tits and a nice big bubble butt. I eventually opted for the tiny pair of khaki shorts I had worn the night before, again leaving the top button undone. For a top, my options were limited. Last night’s tank top wouldn’t fit. However, I did remember how I had brought my bikini to go swimming in. I hadn’t actually worn it yet, but now seemed like a good time. The purple bikini top did little to cover my big tits, the triangles of fabric simply being too small to provide much coverage. They did cover the nipple and areola on each breast, but they left plenty of side boob, under boob and cleavage on display.

		Actually, as I sat there in the tent putting my shoes on, I kind of liked how much of my body I was putting on display. With my shorts open, it would be pretty easy to realize I wasn’t wearing the matching bikini bottoms under my shorts. No one would suspect I hadn’t always been a bimbo dressed as I was. That made me oddly proud.

		When I stepped out of the tent, Clay’s jaw nearly hit the ground. “You’re going to wear that?” he asked, surprised by my choice of clothing.

		“Sure,” I said with a giggle. “It’s sexy, isn’t it? And anyway, nothing else fit me. It’s this or I hike home topless.”

		Clay didn’t answer my question, but I could see by the way his cock was tenting his shorts that he agreed that my bikini top and shorts combo was sexy. I was hoping we could fuck at least once more before we left the campsite, but that would be up to him.

		Even though I had already had a serving of cum for breakfast, I still ate some of the oatmeal Clay had prepared. I figured I would need the extra calories for the hike down to the car. At least it would be downhill. It would make the hike easier, as well as probably make my tits bounce more. They weren’t exactly restrained in my bikini top.

		Unfortunately, Clay was not interested in another round of fucking before leaving camp. He gave me specific instructions to help clean up. It was a good thing too, because I felt completely useless. I knew that there was a time when I could have been an equal partner in packing up, but it all seemed far too complicated now. My bimbo brain simply could not handle the complexities.

		If Clay was annoyed by my new limitations, he certainly didn’t complain. I could sense the way he kept glancing at me with ravenous eyes. He wanted to fuck me as much as I wanted to fuck him. The only difference was he had the willpower to hold himself back. As a bimbo, I now lacked that. If there was a chance for us to fuck, I was going to take it every time. The fact he was able to withstand my innate sex appeal made him all the more attractive in my eyes. He was not only handsome, but smart and mentally strong. I couldn’t have asked for a better husband.

		Even with me helping pack and us not getting side tracked with his cock pushing into my pussy, we didn’t leave the campsite until mid-morning. But once we were on our way, we made good time. It seemed that my bimbo transformation had done little to change my stamina. I could still keep up with my heavy pack and the extra weight on my chest.

		I will admit I looked pretty funny with my backpack on. The belt sat snuggly on my hips, my shorts coming up just short of the belt. The shoulder straps were held on by a strap that ran across my chest, above my tits. The straps served to push my tits together into an even more prominent display of cleavage, framed nicely by the chest strap.

		Clay had been worried my lack of clothing might make the backpack rub my skin raw, but it wasn’t a problem. I did close the button on my shorts though, just to make sure they didn’t actually slide off while we were hiking. I wasn’t worried about revealing my pussy to the world, since I had already done that while sunbathing, but I didn’t want to trip if we were in the middle of a tricky descent.

		We were about halfway into our hike when Clay decided we should stop for lunch. We had been generally walking downhill, but the second half of our trek out of the mountains involved traversing a series of switchbacks. We could actually see the parking lot with our car from the site we stopped.

		This was more of a snacking lunch, but it was nice to take the backpack off for a while. We sat across from each other on a pair of large rocks as we worked our way through the last of the dry food we had brought with us. It made little sense to carry any remaining food down the hill with us.

		However, as lunch finished up, I found myself getting up and slowly walking into a grove of trees. Just before I entered, I turned back and looked over my shoulder at Clay. He was watching me with hungry eyes.

		“Are you coming or not?” I asked.

		He needed no additional encouragement. He jumped up off his rock and raced after me.

		A moment later I was bracing myself on a fallen tree as my husband fucked me from behind. There was no foreplay. There was no loving embrace. Clay simply pushed me toward a tree, pulled down my shorts and a moment later I was getting filled with cock. Not that I needed anything before the final act. I was already wet. I was already aching for it. His cock slid into my pussy easily. He filled me right up to the hilt on his first thrust and then started fucking me hard from there.

		“Harder,” I begged as he plowed into me. I didn’t want him to be gentle. I wanted to feel every ounce of his strength pour into me. And that was exactly what he did.

		I was in heaven as he filled me from behind. I had needed a good hard fuck all morning and now I was finally getting it.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Clay practically yelled as he neared his point of no return.

		“Do it,” I yelled back. “Cum in my fucking cunt.”

		That was a word I had never used before. It was a word I had always hated. But that was before I was a bimbo. Now, it seemed fitting. It was not an everyday word, but one that fit the moment. It was the kind of word to use when getting fucked hard from behind.

		“It’s my cunt, you dumb bimbo,” Clay roared as his cock surged inside me. I came as soon as the first rope of his seed hit the walls of my pussy. My arms gave out, leaving Clay to hold me up as he kept his cock buried inside of me. My brain was completely overwhelmed by the orgasmic endorphins flowing through me. Every nerve in my body was singing with pleasure. Inside, I was brimming with pleasure. Outside, I was little more than a rag doll, held up by my husband.

		Eventually Clay helped me down to the ground. He pulled my shorts back up and had me lean against the fallen log. All the while, his last words repeated over and over again in my head. Those words could have been humiliating. They could have been degrading. There was no doubt that those words could be viewed that way in the majority of circumstances. But in that moment, they were like a shining beacon showing me the way forward.

		Yes, I was a dumb bimbo. There was certainly nothing to be ashamed of for that. Because where I lacked in intelligence and mental capacity, I made up for it with a sexy body and an insatiable libido. And if there was anything to take away from our honeymoon in the mountains, it was that I belonged fully to Clay. He owned me, body, mind, and soul. That was true now and it would forevermore be the case. I was his to command.

		When I finally had the strength to stand on my own two feet again, I discovered my body had gone through another round of changes. My tits were a little bigger, my hair was a little longer and now was fully platinum blonde. My lips were even bigger. I could see them sticking out from my face when I looked down past my nose. Basically, I was all around a little more beautiful, a little sexier, and a little more extreme in my proportions. No one would doubt who I was now. One look at me and everyone would think I was a bimbo or a slut. Or both. And the truth was, I was both. I was Clay’s bimbo and slut wife and there was nothing better than that.

		The rest of the hike back to the car went by in a flash. We encountered one hiking group on their way up. They looked at me with more than fascination. The whispers were enough to tell me that they had heard us in that last fucking. I had little doubt there was anyone in the valley below who had not heard our screaming.

		I knew the old me would have been embarrassed by that knowledge. I had been a sexually private person. But that was before I became a bimbo. Now I wore my sexuality in the open. I was proud that people knew how much I enjoyed sex with my husband. I was glad they knew how much he could please me and I could please him. It was a testament to his virility.

		If Clay picked up on the other hikers’ whispers, he didn’t let on. He simply greeted them as if they were anyone else one might meet on the trail. Although I do think he enjoyed the way they looked at my tits. I certainly did. With tits this big, I wanted people to look. If someone other than Clay looked me in the eyes, I would feel strange.

		It was a relief to finally be back on familiar ground when we reached our car. It was right as we had left it, although possibly a little dustier. The air conditioning felt especially good on my nipples as we drove home. They became hard little nubbins that I enjoyed teasing and twisting through the thin material of my bikini.

		And when we got home, before we had even unpacked the car, Clay led me inside and fucked me in the shower. I couldn’t have asked for a better treat when we returned home.

		Interestingly, I didn’t experience any more growth after that. It seemed I had maxed out my bimboness already. Then again, there wasn’t much more that could have happened. My tits could have gotten bigger, yes, but they were already so big, there wasn’t much point to go any bigger than they already were. My hair certainly couldn’t get any blonder. That too had been maxed out. And while it could grow longer, it was plenty long already, making me look forward to all the different ways I could style it.

		Life was certainly grand.
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		“The doctor will see you now,” the nurse said before she led me back to the exam room.

		Somehow Clay had gotten me in to see my doctor the day after we returned from our honeymoon. I had spent my morning shopping, since there was no way I could stand to wear the few clothes that still fit me. I had no sense of style before I became a bimbo. I don’t know how Clay ever came to love me. I was a real mess back then.

		Walking into the doctor’s office, I wore a purple sweater with a plunging neckline. It was forced to stretch around my tits, meaning it left my belly-button bare. I had gotten my navel pierced at lunchtime, so I now sported a silver barbell there. I couldn’t wait for it to heal so I could change out the jewelry.

		Paired with my purple sweater, I wore a matching skirt that hugged my ass tightly. It didn’t go far past the curve of my ass, so I had to be careful to not flash my pussy when I sat down or climbed out of the car. After spending the last couple days without wearing underwear, I wasn’t keen on going back to it. Even though my tits were big and bounced when I walked, I couldn’t stand the idea of confining them in a bra. And my pussy needed to breathe. The thought of covering it up made me cringe.

		Now that I was free from hiking, at least for the time being, I went a bit overboard on shoe shopping. My current pair of silver sandals with a sky-high heel matched the silver in my belly-button, as well as the silver bangles on my wrists and the silver hoops in my ears.

		“Um,” the doctor said as soon as I entered the exam room. He was seated at the computer, my file already showing on the computer monitor. It included a picture of me, a picture of my pre-bimbo self. I could tell that he was confused.

		“Hi, Doc,” I said cheerily. I hadn’t noticed until my husband explained it to me after we arrived home that my voice had risen an octave, giving me a much more pleasant and cheery voice.

		“Astrid?” he asked, unable to come to terms with my new appearance.

		“That’s me,” I said happily. “My husband wanted me to come see you, because in the last couple days I went from the woman you see on the screen there to this.” I punctuated my point by running my hand down my flank. “And there’s some mental stuff too. Basically, I’m a bimbo now.”

		“I’ll say,” the doctor said without thinking. “I mean, yes, that’s very strange. You want me to figure out how to change you back?”

		“Gosh, no, Doctor,” I said. “I love being a bimbo now. It’s, like, the best ever. I just want to make sure I’m, you know, okay. Healthy. That’s the word. I want you to make sure I’m healthy.”

		“Sure, I can do that.”

		The doctor ran me through a series of basic tests. He even took a blood sample for testing. But everything checked out. The blood sample would take a few days to process, but he didn’t seem concerned, since everything else checked out. It seemed I was in perfect health.

		“What’s this?” the doctor asked when he noticed the mark on my calf where the bee had stung me.

		“Oh, I got stung by a bee while camping,” I explained. “It happened before all this happened to me. Do you think it might be related?”

		“It seems unlikely,” the doctor answered. “But I should probably run some more tests on that. Do you mind if I take a small biopsy?”

		“Do whatever you need to, Doc,” I said. “My husband is busy running errands right now. He won’t be able to fuck me for hours.”

		If the doctor was bothered by my choice in language, she certainly didn’t show it. With permission granted, he had me lie down on the exam table, positioning me on my stomach. My tits got in the way a little, it wasn’t a big deal. And if the doctor could see up the back of my skirt as I laid there, he didn’t comment on that either. He did, however, take a small scraping from what remained of the bee sting.

		“I’ll let you know if there are any adverse findings,” the doctor said as he helped me back to my feet. “In the meantime, I wouldn’t worry. You seem perfectly happy and healthy. And congratulations on the wedding. I’m sure you and your husband have a rich full life ahead of you.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” I said before exiting.

		As far as I was concerned, I had been given a clean bill of health. I texted Clay that information before I headed to a salon. I wanted to get my nails done and do something fun with my hair. I was happy to leave it as it was, but there was so much more I could do with it.

		By the time I arrived home, I only had a few minutes to change clothes before Clay would arrive. I quickly changed from my purpled outfit to a pink one. Pink had become my favorite color. The long-sleeve dress featured several cutouts. There was one across my upper chest, leaving much of my cleavage on display. This was not a dress I could have worn a bra with. There was another cutout in the middle of my back and a third cutout around my belly-button. I wanted to show off my new jewelry.

		My shoes were white sandals with a cork wedge heel. They were super comfy and definitely easier to walk in than the regular heels I had worn to visit the doctor. As much fun as it was to wear heels, I was not used to these new heights and it would take me time to adapt to them. But when it came to fashion, I was a fast learner. It was the same for sex, although those two things taxed my brain enough. Learning anything else would lead to abysmal results.

		As soon as Clay returned home, I immediately knew he liked both the good news I had texted him, my new pink nails, as well as my sexy dress. He especially liked the corkscrew curls I now sported.

		“Hubby,” I said. “Do you want to fuck me now or do you want to wait until after dinner?”

		“Why not both,” he answered.

		I giggled my agreement and practically skipped into the bedroom.

		I didn’t know how I had turned into a bimbo, but I was going to enjoy everything my new bimbo life had to offer. I couldn’t have imagined a better life for myself, especially since I was married to such a caring and virile man. Being a bimbo is the best.
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