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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.

		This is the fifth of the Bimbo Bee books, this time featuring Ember. The books can be read in any order, however, they 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 Ember and the Bimbo Bee.

		

	
		

		Ember and the Bimbo Bee

		

		“S hit,” I cried out. “Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit.”

		I rushed to the sink, fumbling around as I went, my eyes shut tight. I needed to flush out my eyes.

		I ran into the counter with the sink, stopping me short. I reached out, looking for the faucet. My hands came into contact with glassware, my fumbling hands knocking them to the ground, shattering on the floor.

		“Fuck,” I said before I finally found the sink.

		I turned on the water and immediately lowered my head so that I could begin flushing my eyes.

		It was a stupid mistake. There were two stupid mistakes, actually. First, I wasn’t wearing my goggles. I always wore my goggles when I worked with chemicals. It was the safe thing to do, not to mention it being company policy. The research lab I worked for took safety seriously.

		However, for whatever reason, I had forgotten to put them on. My second mistake wouldn’t have mattered if I had been wearing my goggles.

		That second mistake was accidentally spraying my face, and specifically the area around my eyes with a biological substance that had recently been collected. It was my job to determine what the substance was made of.

		I was lucky there was no pain. My eyes did not itch, nor did they burn or sting. I could only hope that the substance I was working with was harmless. Unfortunately, it could take hours or even days to know for sure.

		I let my eyes sit under the stream of water for 15 minutes, hoping I was flushing them clean. I had no way of knowing what could happen to me, but I knew the protocol. I could only hope I wouldn’t suffer any adverse effects.

		After the prescribed 15 minutes of washing my eyes out, I stood up and blinked away some of the water. My face was wet, my lab coat was soaked through. The upper half of the sweater I wore under the coat was wet too.

		I found a towel to dry myself off with. Then I shrugged off my lab coat and grabbed another off the hook behind the door. Luckily, we had extra coats. I didn’t have a change of clothes, however, so I had to make do with my damp sweater. I used the towel to dab at it, trying to absorb some of the water, but it was overall a lost cause. I was just going to have to spend the rest of my day being wet.

		The broken glass on the floor was my next task. I grabbed a broom from the closet and began to sweep up the small shards of former beakers and test tubes. They had been sitting out next to the sink, drying. Not anymore. Luckily, breaking glassware was pretty common and such accidents were accounted for in the operating budget. I wasn’t going to be on the hook for replacing the equipment.

		Finally, once I had cleaned up the broken glass, I logged into my computer to file an incident report. Safety was taken seriously and I would be risking my job if the company found out I had suffered an accident and didn’t report it.

		“Eye contact with Substance BB-501,” I wrote into the computerized form. “Flushed with water for 15 minutes. So far, no ill effects.”

		There wasn’t much more I could say. The accident had just happened. I did fill in a few additional details, such as a report of the glassware that I had broken and an explanation that it had happened while attempting to locate the sink.

		I fully expected to receive a reprimand for not wearing my goggles. It had been a stupid oversight on my part, but it had been a rare instance for me to screw up like that. I would lose a few work privileges for a few weeks, but I knew they would be minor. I was not a habitual safety violator. I had made one mistake and I could guarantee it wouldn’t happen again.

		After submitting my report, I returned to my work area, this time donning a pair of goggles to protect my eyes. I took a moment to return samples to the refrigerator and then wiped down every surface to prevent future contamination of my work.

		I glanced at the clock as I finished cleaning. There wasn’t enough time in the day to try for another round of testing on the biological substance that had started all of this. The week was coming to an end and I was looking forward to a weekend at home with my boyfriend, Dave. However, I still had a few minutes to kill before I needed to clock out. It was annoying having to keep track of my weekly hours, but I was paid hourly and the company did not want to pay people overtime. I worked my contracted hours every week, although they didn’t always follow the 9 to 5 schedule. Unfortunately, this week it had, which meant I didn’t get to leave early to begin my weekend.

		With my few minutes of free time, I decided to look up a bit more information on BB-501, the substance I had been testing. The information available was limited. That was partly by design. My access only gave me the barest of details. I supposed the company didn’t want me to get emotionally attached to my work. They didn’t want my testing to color the final results. Not that I had any interest in falsifying my results, but I could see where someone might have ethical concerns if they found out they were testing human tissue, for example. Even I would have taken issue if I had found such tissue might have been taken without the person’s consent.

		In this case, the information I was able to dig up on BB-501 had no ethical issues. The substance was the venom from a new bee species that had recently been discovered. By identifying what is in the venom, it would be possible to create an anti-venom of some sort or to discover whether the venom might have pharmacological uses.

		Finding out it was bee venom didn’t worry me too much. I hadn’t been stung and I was not allergic to bee stings. I really lucked out. Even if the eye flush hadn’t worked, I doubted I would experience any long term issues. My eyes might get a bit itchy over the weekend, but I was sure I would be fine. My accident could have been much worse.

		My watch beeped, telling me it was time to go home. I let out a satisfied sigh, mentally shifting gears from researcher to a woman who was looking forward to a relaxing weekend with her boyfriend. I was pretty sure I had earned it.

		I quickly put my safety gear away and picked up my purse on my way out of the lab. The door automatically locked behind me. Only a keycard provided access to my lab and over the years it had become a bit like my private domain. I did stop by the main office on my way out of the building to officially clock out. I did so right on time, with no time to spare. I had long ago worked out exactly how long it took me to reach the main office from my lab, including the time it took to put away my goggles and hang up my lab coat. I was a creature of routine.

		“Have a good weekend, Ember,” the secretary said on my way out the door.

		“You too, Amber,” I said. Usually the secretary and I wouldn’t say much to each other, but once we learned we had similar names, it became a bit of a joke for the two of us to greet each other. It was easy for people to confuse our names. There had been more than one new employee that heard someone say my name and went on to think I was Amber the secretary and not Ember the researcher. I didn’t mind too much. Neither of us could control each other’s names, although there were times I felt Ember was a better pornstar name than that of a scientist.

		There had been a time, when I was just out of college, that I considered legally changing my name. I felt like the name Ember was a detractor and that it would prevent me from getting a good job. However, once I was hired, I gave up on caring. It hadn’t helped that I couldn’t think of a name I would rather use. My middle name was my mother’s last name, so I didn’t have that to fall back on.

		Traffic on my drive home was better than an average Friday. It helped that there weren’t any sports teams playing. If it had been a game night, that would have clogged traffic for hours. But without a game, traffic moved freely, helping me arrive home all the sooner.

		As I stepped out of my car in the driveway of the small house I shared with Dave, I yawned. “Hmm, I didn’t realize I was so tired,” I said as I walked up the front walk. It suddenly felt like a wave of tiredness had washed over me.

		My tiredness would have made sense if I hadn’t had my usual lunchtime cup of coffee. The caffeine boost usually kept me going until well past dinnertime. However, this late in the day, I didn’t want to risk another cup. It would lead to caffeine jitters and it would keep me up well past my bedtime.

		“I’m home,” I shouted as I walked in through the front door. I set my purse on the table by the door before I started the climb up the steps. I needed to change out of my sweater.

		“Almost finished,” I heard Dave yell from his home office. In some ways I envied Dave. He worked remotely, never having to leave the house except for rare instances when he was needed for meetings in the office. That usually meant there was a client who insisted they meet the entire team working on their account. The rest of the time Dave could work from home and he didn’t even need to wear pants. Although, knowing Dave, I was pretty sure he always wore pants, or at least a pair of shorts that he could also wear for running errands.

		As soon as I reached our bedroom, I pulled my sweater up and over my head. The garment was still damp and the water had slowly moved its way down, leaving only the bottom third completely dry. I tossed the sweater over a towel rack to let it dry out before I tossed it into the dirty clothes hamper. Then I stepped into my closet, looking for something else to wear.

		As I stood in my closet, trying to decide what I wanted to wear, I could not shake the tiredness that not only seemed to penetrate my mind, but was adversely affecting my body too. All I wanted to do was curl up on the bed and take a nap. However, I knew Dave would want to see me and I planned to do everything I could to stay awake and alert through the evening.

		I had to admit, I didn’t have the most stylish sense of fashion. I never knew anything about current trends. I simply wore what I found comfortable. And it wasn’t like I was going to be wearing high heels and sexy dresses under my lab coat at work. Generally, I wore pants, either a sweater or a t-shirt, and a pair of sneakers at work. My apparel for home was pretty much the same.

		I grabbed a t-shirt out of my dresser. I had owned it for a long time. The graphic on the front had faded to the point I couldn’t even read it anymore. I was sure it had some science related pun on it, but I couldn’t remember what it had said.

		As I walked back down the stairs, I almost felt like I needed to slap myself to stay awake. I could only imagine the adrenaline boost I got when I first got the bee venom in my eyes had finally worn off and in its absence, my energy levels were truly fading.

		“Good evening, sweetie,” Dave said as he greeted me in the kitchen. He kissed me on the cheek and then returned his attention to the stove where he was cooking dinner. Between the two of us, he was the cook. It was a good thing too, because my skills in the kitchen were best left to loading and unloading the dishwasher. On the rare instances I tried to cook, the only flavor of the food was burned. No matter what I did, I just could not get the hang of cooking.

		In some ways, my lack of cooking skills could be considered comical. Cooking was just chemistry at its heart. And I was a chemist by training. That was why it had been left to me to determine what BB-501 was made up of. I would be the one figuring out what chemicals and compounds were in the venom. But when it came to actually cooking food to become edible, I was a failure.

		“Good evening,” I said in return. “Smells good. How was work?”

		“The same as usual,” Dave answered. Even though I regularly asked him about his work, he never gave away many details. I sometimes joked that his lack of explanation probably meant he was secretly a spy and his remote working position was just a front. Not that Dave would have made a good spy. It just wasn’t in his nature. “How about you?”

		“I screwed up and had a lab accident today,” I said before I yawned again. “Sorry, I suddenly started feeling really tired when I got home. Anyway, I was testing a sample and I forgot to put my goggles on. I got a squirt of the stuff right in my eyes. I flushed them out at the sink, so there shouldn’t be any worries. I looked it up and I was testing a sample of bee venom. It’s a good thing that I’m not allergic.”

		“Sounds scary,” Dave said.

		I shrugged my shoulders in response. Yes, I had made a stupid mistake, but luckily it hadn’t been life altering. It seemed unlikely that I would go blind from it.

		“I think I’ve been running on adrenaline for the last hour or two,” I explained. “That’s probably why I’m so tired.”

		“As long as you eat dinner with me, I will let you go to bed early if you need to.”

		It was meant as a joke. I could tell, having a good sense of Dave’s humor. We had known each other for years before we actually started dating. And even then, it just seemed like a natural evolution of our friendship. Before I knew it, we were having regular sex and moving in together. I certainly didn’t mind, because I was generally terrible with relationships. Dave was the first man that I had transitioned from the get to know you stage to the lets explore a romantic relationship stage. I didn’t even know what happened, but I was glad it had. I loved Dave and he at least regularly told me that he loved me. I figured that was a pretty good foundation to build on.

		“Thanks, Mother,” I said sarcastically. “I’ll be sure to eat all my vegetables too.”

		I was glad that Dave had almost finished cooking dinner, because it seemed that my tiredness only increased with each minute that we waited. Once dinner was ready, I could barely keep my eyes open as I quickly ate down everything on my plate. It was a good meal, but sleep beckoned and that was what was winning out.

		As soon as I finished eating, having said little as I ate, I got up to put my dish in the dishwasher, kissed Dave on the cheek, and then pulled myself up the stairs and into bed. I barely managed to change into my nightgown before I crawled under the covers. As soon as my head hit the pillow, I was fast asleep.
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		I woke up with the sun streaming in through the window. The shade had been pulled down, but a gap had been left open, letting a beam of light provide a rectangle of sun to spread across the room.

		I sat up and stretched lazily, happy that I didn’t have to go into work. It was nice having a proper job that gave me weekends off. Dave still had to work weekends sometimes and we both hated it. Luckily, his schedule had become more routine as of late, meaning he too had weekends free, including this one.

		I looked down to see Dave still sleeping beside me. He looked so peaceful as he laid there. I knew I was lucky to have him. We had started the initial discussions of marriage and it was in moments like these, when I watched him sleep, that I was certain marriage would be the right decision for us. I did love him and I could see raising a family with him someday.

		I slipped out from under the covers and stepped into my fuzzy slippers. They only took a moment before they warmed up, giving my feet a barrier against the cool morning air and what would be the cold tile in the bathroom. I shuffled across the bedroom and into the bathroom, quietly closing the door behind me so that I didn’t disturb Dave.

		As I looked in the mirror, I did the calculation in my head that I must have slept for about 12 hours. That was a long time by my standards. I had always been someone who needed about eight hours of sleep per night. Adding another 50 percent to that was a major deviation from the mean. I couldn’t explain it. Not even the idea that I had come down off an adrenaline high could account for losing half a day to sleep.

		At least I didn’t look ill. I examined my reflection in the mirror. My skin appeared to be in good shape. My girl next door appearance remained strong. My brown hair looked its usual dry and boring self. Basically, I looked exactly how I had become accustomed to since I was a teenager. I just looked several years older, which I fully expected.

		I stripped off my nightgown, figuring I might as well get started with my day and shower. My white cotton panties slid down my legs before I stepped into the shower.

		The moment the hot shower spray hit my skin, it felt as if a fire had erupted inside of me. My arousal skyrocketed, my pussy craving for attention.

		It was the weekend, so I figured there was no harm in satisfying my urges. I had the time and while I could have easily woken up Dave for a bout of morning sex, I figured it best to let him sleep in.

		I stood under the hot spray as my right hand traveled down across sensitive skin to find my wet and waiting pussy and the hard nubbin of my clit poking out from under its hood. My left hand moved up, finding my small but sensitive breasts and my hardening nipples.

		“Fuck,” I moaned as I stood there, my fingers quickly getting to work. I could not remember ever feeling so turned on. Every sensation seemed only to stoke the fire in my belly hotter and hotter.

		It didn’t take long for me to feel my approaching climax. My fingers worked furiously, my thumb rubbing against my clit and my fingers pushing into my hungry pussy. Above all that, my other hand pinched and pulled on my nipples, rolling them, one after the other, between my thumb and forefinger.

		My breathing quickened as I became more desperate. I not only wanted to cum, I needed to cum. That was all that mattered in that moment. No other thoughts permeated my brain. The entirety of my voluntary brain power was focused on my need to cum and making sure that I found relief.

		When my orgasm hit, it felt like I had been hit with a freight train. But instead of feeling pain, all I felt was pleasure. My body hummed with orgasmic energy as my vision turned white. It was almost as if I had an out of body experience. I could almost see myself standing there in the shower, my knees growing weak as I came. Eventually I couldn’t stay upright anymore. Leaning against the shower wall, I found myself sinking to my knees, my legs no longer able to hold me up as I was wracked with pleasure.

		I must have passed out for a moment, because I suddenly found myself on my knees, my head resting against the corner of the shower stall. I didn’t feel any pain, so I was reasonably sure I hadn’t hurt myself. Then again, as my body continued to feel the aftershocks of the biggest orgasm of my life, I couldn’t be sure of anything.

		When I finally managed to step out of the shower, I could feel the water begin to grow cold. I had no idea how long I had been in there, but I had used up the bulk of the hot water. I felt guilty, knowing I had wasted water and energy, but I couldn’t help it. If I hadn’t let my fingers complete their work, I would have been completely insatiable. Of that, I was certain.

		Once I was out of the shower, I found myself inspired to do more with my appearance than was the norm. On a Saturday, I usually focused on comfort, not style. But as I looked at my reflection in the mirror, I couldn’t help but feel that there was so much more I could be doing with my appearance. The way I dressed most of the time made it seem like I didn’t know if I was a boy or a girl. And even the more feminine clothes I sometimes wore still hid my feminine curves. I decided that should change, at least a little.

		And so as I got ready for the day, I applied makeup. That was a rarity on the weekend when it was usually just Dave who saw me. If he cared whether I wore makeup or not, he never mentioned it. I certainly never knew his feelings on the matter. But today I was feeling like I could use a little more femininity in my life. That meant a more liberal use of makeup, although still far less than many women used, and the desire to wear more flattering clothing.

		By the time Dave woke up and made his way into the kitchen for a cup of coffee to start his day, I was already sitting at the kitchen table, sipping a cup of coffee while I perused the newspaper. To be honest, there wasn’t much in its pages that interested me, but I could at least keep apprised of local and national events through the headlines. That counted as reading the paper, right?

		For my outfit, I had chosen to wear a dress. That in and of itself was a rarity for a woman who mostly lived in jeans and t-shirts when at home. It was a yellow sundress that went past my knees, but the bodice hugged my torso, even though it showed no skin with a high neckline and short sleeves. I had replaced the slippers I had worn before my shower with a pair of canvas shoes.

		“Good morning,” I said, smiling. Seeing Dave awake, even in his pre-coffee state, was enough to put a smile on my face. But I felt more than happiness at seeing him. I felt my burning sexual desire rise again. The fire that my first orgasm of the day should have taken care of was back and I could only imagine the lengths I would go to in satisfying those needs.

		“Morning,” Dave said groggily. He still looked half asleep, making it clear I had made the right choice in deciding to take care of my needs earlier and not waiting for him. He clearly needed the sleep. I hadn’t seen him look this tired in a long time.

		“You sleep okay?” I asked, genuinely wondering if whatever had come over me was now affecting him.

		“I guess so,” Dave muttered. “Just a long week. I shouldn’t have stayed up as late as I did. Once you went to bed, I sat up on the couch watching movies.”

		That was a common night for both of us, especially on the weekends. We both had an interest in classic movies, although Dave was much more hardcore about them than me. I just enjoyed spending time with him, curled up on the couch with my head resting on his shoulder, my feet tucked up underneath me.

		Last night had been different for the both of us. I had not been there to drag him to bed. I had already gone to bed and didn’t even wake up when he climbed into our bed. And as I sat there, watching him, I had a feeling that the day would go significantly differently from most other Saturdays. It was rare for me to be this excited, but I had a feeling we would be returned to bed before lunch for some extracurricular fun.

		Once Dave had his coffee, he started to perk up. He kept taking sideways glances at me. I was certain he was trying to figure out why I was wearing makeup and a dress. I would have been doing the same thing in his position.

		“Is there a party or something that I don’t know about?” Dave finally asked. “You’re way more dressed up than I would have expected.”

		“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I just felt like putting on a little makeup and dressing nicely this morning. That’s okay with you, isn’t it?”

		My question was playful. We both knew I didn’t need his permission to dress up. And as much as I was sure he liked seeing me made up as I was, I didn’t want him to get any ideas about the future. As far as I was concerned, this was a one-time thing. I was certain I would be back to my usual casual dress by tomorrow.

		“It’s fine,” Dave said, a smile forming on his lips. “You look great. It was just unexpected. That’s all.”

		“You know what else might seem unexpected?” I asked, my arousal starting to take charge.

		“What’s that?” Dave asked. He seemed genuinely curious in his response.

		“I want you,” I said, my voice turning sultry. “Why don’t you come join me in the bedroom in a few minutes?”

		I put down the newspaper and rose to my feet. I couldn’t help but swing my hips back and forth as I walked toward the bedroom. I paused at the doorway and looked over my shoulder. Dave swallowed hard, a combination of nervousness and lust on his face. I couldn’t see his crotch from there, but I had no doubts he was hard. What man wouldn’t when faced with his girlfriend leading him on for sex?

		The moment I was in the bedroom, I slipped off my shoes and then pulled my dress up over my head. Then I shimmied out of my panties and discarded my bra on a chair in the corner. The bra had been pinching me, so I didn’t mind being free of it. It was a little soon to be that time of the month, but I understood there were multiple factors that determined when my time of the month actually arrived. That might also explain why I suddenly felt so aroused. My hormones were probably all out of alignment. These things happened and I was sure I would be back to normal soon.

		When Dave stepped into the bedroom several minutes later, he found me posed on the bed. I was on my side, propping up my body on my elbow.

		“Wow,” was all Dave Ould say before he became too slack jawed to speak.

		“Why don’t you come here and have some fun?” I said, beckoning him toward me.

		Dave wasted no time in stripping out of his clothes and climbing up onto the bed. His moves were fast and lacked finesse, but I didn’t care. I was too turned on for it to matter. I just wanted him to fuck me.

		The moment Dave’s lips touched mine, I felt as if I might melt from the heat. His kiss sent my heart aflutter and immediately raised my arousal, almost doubling it in an instant. I had thought my experience in the shower had been intense, but this kiss blew that orgasm out of the water.

		Dave had always been a good kisser. I loved even his pecks on the cheek. But this was so much more. His hot lips almost felt like they were claiming me. His strong hands held me tight as he probed my mouth with his tongue.

		I let out a gentle sigh as he broke the kiss just long enough for us both to take a breath. I loved this man and I loved how he could make me feel, now more than ever.

		“Please,” I begged before his lips returned to mine, silencing me.

		I kissed Dave back with every effort. I felt as if he were playing me like a string instrument. I was like putty in his hands and he had not even made his final move yet.

		When Dave leaned me back, gently pushing me onto my back, I didn’t fight him. This was what I wanted. It had been rare for me to push for sex. There were times when I certainly wanted it, but I would always let him lead. Now that I had released his sexual beast, I once again let him take over.

		I arched my back, my breath catching in my throat as Dave began to kiss down my body, leaving little wet spots on my skin, which only served to further stoke my lustful fire.

		“Please,” I begged again, unable to say anything more. We both knew what I wanted, but Dave always had a sadistic streak. He liked to see me suffer, just a little. In this moment, I knew he enjoyed hearing me beg him. And I knew he would hold out for as long as he could. He wanted to see me turn into a puddle of lust before he finally fucked me.

		Time lost all meaning as my needs took over. When Dave’s kisses worked their way down my belly and between my legs, I nearly grabbed his head and forced him toward my pussy. I needed relief and if he wasn’t going to fuck me, I could only hope that he would bring me to orgasm with his talented tongue. Dave did not frequently provide me oral sex, but when he did, I was always left satisfied.

		This time, however, Dave did not eat me out. He simply teased me, driving me to ever higher heights of orgasmic need.

		“Please,” I moaned, my body convulsing in need. I felt a bit like an addict, begging for my next fix. But this was different. I wasn’t looking for a high. I was just looking for relief from my body’s own urges.

		When Dave finally pushed his hard cock into my pussy, I nearly screamed out as he filled me. Dave had always been more than enough for me and this time was no different. If anything, he felt bigger inside of me, as if his cock had grown or my pussy had tightened. Either way, I knew Dave felt similarly when he let out a pleasurable groan as he pushed himself inside me.

		I wrapped my hands around Dave’s back, pulling him toward me, wanting to feel him inside of me like this for longer. But he was too strong for me. A moment later he began to pull back, only to thrust back into me again.

		Dave set up a steady rhythm as he pistoned in and out of me. My words left me as he fucked me. Only moans managed to escape my lips. My brain was unable to handle the influx of endorphins and pleasure hormones. I felt more like a happy rag doll than a person, but it didn’t matter. This had been what I wanted. This had been what I needed. And Dave was finally giving it to me.

		The moment Dave’s cock started to surge with his seed, my body joined him in cumming. I called out as my body convulsed under his. I had thought my first orgasm of the morning had been strong, but this was even stronger. I could only lay back and enjoy as wave after wave of orgasmic energy washed over me. My arms and legs thrashed beneath him, but he held me firm as he continued to dump his potent seed into my pussy. It was a good thing I was on birth control, because there was no way I could have avoided getting knocked up. It wouldn’t have mattered when my period was.

		“Wow,” Dave said as he pulled out of me. His chest heaved as he rolled over beside me.

		For my own part, I found my mind struggling to operate, almost as if I had blacked out. When I finally came to my senses, I found Dave looking into my eyes, his head propped up on his hand and elbow.

		“That was unexpected,” Dave said as I looked up at him.

		“But fun, right?” I asked as I turned and slid my hand up over his hip.

		“Definitely fun,” he replied dreamily.

		“Too bad every Saturday morning can’t be like this one,” I said.

		“It could be…”
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		I pushed myself up off the bed with annoyance.

		“Let’s not get into that again,” I said as I moved toward the bathroom to clean myself up.

		As part of our marriage discussions, Dave had brought up me giving up my career to be a housewife. I didn’t actually have a problem with that, but the way he kept bringing it up made me nervous. I had a career I enjoyed and I didn’t want to give it up after marriage. Sure, we could get by on Dave’s salary alone, but that wasn’t the point. I got to do something I loved and I didn’t want our marriage to get in the way of that, should we actually get married.

		However, the moment I looked in the mirror, all thoughts of our long-standing argument fled my mind.

		“Honey, can you come in here a moment?” I asked with genuine worry in my voice.

		Dave was standing behind me a moment later, sensing my concern.

		“Wow,” Dave said as soon as he got a good look at my reflection.

		Neither of us had noticed it before, but my body appeared different from the norm. I almost wondered how neither of us had noticed it before, but just looking at my reflection was enough to raise the hair on the back of my neck.

		First and foremost, my hair appeared both lighter and longer. I had always kept my hair relatively short, but it now reached my shoulders. It was also lighter, on the verge between blonde and brown. It had only been about a week since my last trim and I had never colored my hair before. So seeing the new length and color were shocking.

		However, that was not all. My breasts appeared bigger. I remembered back to how my bra had pinched me before, but now I doubted those bras would even fit anymore. I had grown that much.

		“That’s all you can say?” I asked, worried. “Wow?”

		“I mean, um, what happened?” Dave said, trying to cover for himself. Admittedly, I couldn’t blame him for his first response. The change in hair and the growth in my chest definitely increased my attractiveness. But I didn’t remember all of this from when I stood in front of this same mirror and put on my makeup. How had I not noticed these changes before? Unless, the changes to my body were ongoing. That was a scary thought.

		“I don’t know,” I said. “This is weird.”

		“Maybe we should take you to the doctor,” Dave offered. “Something must be wrong.”

		“You’ll get no argument from me,” I said. “Let’s go.”

		I only took a few minutes to refresh my makeup. I considered cleaning it off completely, but the thought of that bothered me. I couldn’t explain why. I decided to continue to wear my dress, but I skipped the bra this time. I doubted it would fit anyway. And as for panties, well, I decided my usual cotton panties just wouldn’t do it. Instead, I pulled on a lacy red pair that Dave had given me early in our relationship together, before he realized I wasn’t the type to regularly wear such items. I had worn them on rare occasions, like his birthday, when I wanted him to feel good. However, this time I wore them for me and I couldn’t help but admire how they stretched over my ass. Was that getting bigger too? I couldn’t be sure.

		“I handled calling the doctor for you while you were getting ready,” Dave said when I walked out of the bedroom. I had replaced my canvas shoes with my only pair of heels. They weren’t a perfect match to the dress, but I figured they still looked better than a pair of flats would.

		“They have room for me?” I asked, knowing Saturdays were not always good days to see the doctor.

		“Your doctor happened to be in today,” Dave responded. “He’ll be able to see you as soon as we get there.”

		I was torn. As much as my suddenly changing body concerned me, there was a part of me that liked the changes that had taken place. I couldn’t understand it myself, but just the way I spent the last few minutes getting ready to go to the doctor had sent a thrill through me. I loved the idea of looking pretty and sexy. It felt good to have Dave’s gaze lingering on me, his cock getting hard even after our most recent bout of sex. And I could certainly feel my body’s willingness to give it another go.

		However, I knew this had to be wrong. As good as the sex felt, as good as it felt to dress up in pretty clothes, I knew this was completely unlike me. This wasn’t supposed to be how I behaved, let alone looked. I was supposed to be a smart and capable woman with a job in biological and chemical research. I was not supposed to be someone who had to apply makeup just for a visit to the doctor.

		Dave drove the car to the doctor’s office. I sat in the passenger seat, trying to avoid thinking about Dave and what his cock could do for me. It had been less than an hour since we had sex and I was already thinking about it again. My nipples were hard and my pussy was wet. It didn’t help that I could almost smell Dave’s arousal. I had always been aware of his scent. I noticed it one evening when we were curled up on the couch together. I noticed it when we were in bed together. And I noticed it now, trapped in a car with him.

		My mouth watered as a stray thought about sucking his cock floated through my mind. I had always hated giving blowjobs, only acquiescing on those occasions when I would wear the lacy red underwear. Maybe that was the reason. Maybe I had conditioned myself to suck Dave’s cock when I wore the lacy red panties. It was an idea, although not a very good one.

		I rolled down the window to try and clear the air, hoping the fresh air would do me some good. It certainly couldn’t hurt, although I noticed the cool air did cause my nipples to poke at my dress. Not wearing a bra meant my nipples were on display. However, I would rather have that be the case than to find myself bending over the center console so I could suck Dave’s cock as he drove. I had never given road head before, but I wasn’t about to start now. I couldn’t let myself fall that far. I wasn’t supposed to do those sorts of things.

		By the time we arrived at the doctor’s office, I could barely stand it anymore. My body felt on fire again, much to my dismay. I honestly wondered how long I could go without sex again. I needed to cum again, but this was not the time. I needed answers.

		Just as Dave had said, as soon as we stepped into the lobby, there was a nurse waiting there to take me to the exam room. She was efficient as she took my vitals and then gave me a hospital smock to wear during the examination. Then she left me to change my clothes.

		Knowing what this examination could likely entail, I stripped down completely before I slid the smock over my shoulders. I couldn’t tie it shut behind my back very well, but I managed to preserve my modesty.

		When the knock came at the door, I was already sitting on the exam table, fully covered.

		“Good afternoon, Ember,” said the doctor as she entered the room. “I understand you’re experiencing some unexpected growth?”

		“I guess you could call it that,” I answered. “My breasts are bigger. So is my butt, I think.”

		“Hmm, well I would be happy to take a look. Anything else?”

		“My hair,” I said. “I know I’ll probably sound crazy, but my hair is both longer and lighter than it should be. I just had a haircut last week, but it seems to have grown several inches just this morning. And I’ve never dyed my hair, but it’s now several shades lighter.”

		“Interesting,” the doctor said as she took notes. “I can’t say I’ve ever had a patient complain about these symptoms before, but I’m always happy to learn new things. Let’s run a few tests and then see where things stand.”

		The doctor put me through a complete examination. She checked my breasts for any abnormalities. There weren’t any that were readily obvious. She also looked at my butt, but couldn’t find anything there. She even performed a basic gynecological exam, just in case, but nothing she did came up with any abnormalities.

		I was just thankful that she believed me and didn’t write me off as being crazy. I had a regular check up with her every year, so she was generally familiar with me. And I had made various appointments over the years for family planning purposes. It was her prescription that I used for my birth control.

		“There’s nothing obviously wrong with you,” the doctor said. “I’ll arrange for a blood sample to be taken, but that will require several days before we get answers. Was there anything about the last few days that was out of the ordinary? I’m grasping at straws at this point, but I can’t think of another possibility.”

		It suddenly dawned on me that this could be a reaction to the bee venom. I had been too caught up in my body’s immediate needs and I had forgotten about the biggest thing that happened to me recently.

		“I was running some tests on a bee venom,” I started to explain. “I got some in my eyes on accident yesterday. I flushed them out, but I might not have gotten all of it.”

		“Hmm, I suppose this could be an allergic reaction,” the doctor posited. “It would be the strangest reaction I’ve ever seen, but we should check it out. Let’s have a look at your eyes.”

		The doctor transitioned to an eye exam, shining bright lights into my eyes. I had never understood what exactly could be seen with those handheld devices, but doctors clearly found them useful or they wouldn’t use them.

		“Hmm, not sign of inflammation or other strange reactions,” the doctor finally said. “Have you had any itchiness or other symptoms with your eyes?”

		“No, nothing. All that happened when I got home last night was I ate dinner with my boyfriend and then I went to bed. I probably got 12 hours of sleep last night, which is way more than normal.”

		“That could be allergy based,” the doctor supposed.

		“And this morning I’ve been really aroused,” I continued, my cheeks turned red from embarrassment. I trusted the doctor, but it was still strange to be telling her these things about my more intimate encounters. “I got myself off in the shower when I woke up this morning. Then a little while later I got my boyfriend to, um, have sex with me. Nothing out of the ordinary, but definitely not a part of my normal routine. And even now, I’m horny again. It’s like I can’t turn off the tap on my arousal. It just keeps building until I give in to it.”

		The doctor ran her hand across her face, thinking. I probably should have led with all of that, because after the physical exam, I had significantly complicated matters.

		“I really don’t know,” the doctor said. “I’m probably going to be up half the night thinking about your case now.”

		“I’m sorry,” I said automatically.

		“It’s not your fault,” the doctor admitted. “I’m intrigued more than anything. I love a good mystery, but this is something else.”

		Those were not exactly comforting words. They made me feel even more as if something was wrong with me. And the truth was something clearly was wrong with me. My body had changed and my behavior was different. It was almost as if I couldn’t help myself sometimes. It was easier to just turn off my brain and let my body do its thing.

		“All right,” the doctor said. “I’ll have someone come in and take a blood sample. They’ll also have your post appointment printout. And I’ll write my home phone number on it. I want you to call me if anything changes.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” I said, grateful for her caring and her expertise. Even if she didn’t know what was wrong with me now, I knew she was in my corner and she would figure it out eventually.

		The doctor left and closed the door behind her, leaving me alone with my thoughts once again. Sitting there, I couldn’t help but wonder if these changes were good or bad. Yes, they were strange and they seemed to be fast acting. One did not simply grow bigger breasts in the span of a day, without surgical help, that is. And I couldn’t explain my hair either. However, I had to admit, I liked the changes. I felt prettier. I felt sexier. And as much as I had denied myself those qualities before, they weren’t bad by nature. They were just different from my normal. And I had to admit, feeling pretty and feeling sexy wasn’t bad. I actually liked it.

		A knock came at the door, shaking me from my thoughts.

		“Come in,” I called out.

		The door opened to reveal a male nurse wearing blue scrubs. He was tall with wide shoulders and arms that looked like he acted in movies as a superhero. Basically, he was ripped and that alone was enough to get my juices flowing.

		“Hi there, Ember,” he said. “I’m Colin. I understand I need to do a blood draw for you?”

		“You can do anything you want to me,” I said without thinking.

		I nearly clapped my hand across my mouth. I couldn’t believe what I had just said. Here I was with a boyfriend and I was more than flirting with a man I had never met before. I did more than flirt with him. It was like I was trying to seduce him.

		“Yes, well,” Colin said, clearly flustered by my response. “Let’s take care of the blood draw first.”

		“Oh, yeah, sorry about that,” I said, suddenly overcome with embarrassment.

		I held out my arm and Colin quickly and efficiently managed to find a vein and begin drawing my blood sample. However, as I sat there with my arm in his hands, I couldn’t think of anything except how strong he was. I could feel the heat in my belly turning into a raging fire as I imagined him pressing me up against the wall and fucking me hard.

		“There, that should do it,” Colin said while I was still lost in my fantasy, my eyes glazed over.

		Colin put everything away, cleaning up after himself, including pulling off his gloves.

		“Thank you,” I said, coming out of my fantasy, but still feeling more turned on than I could ever remember.

		“Is there anything else I can do for you?” Colin asked. His question was one of professionalism and service. However, there was something he could do for me and my body jumped at the chance.

		I wrapped my arms around Colin’s neck, bringing my mouth close to his ear. “Fuck me, please,” I begged.

		In the moment, I felt like a wild animal, completely out of control. Any consideration of the fact I was cheating on Dave was stuck swimming upstream against a torrential flow of arousal. My rational side simply shut off as I held onto Colin tight, desperately needing to feel his cock inside of me.

		Had I been in my right mind, I never would have expected Colin to do anything. I would have expected him to set me down on the ground and pull my arms off of him. But that wasn’t what he did. Whether he was lost in the same lust-filled moment as I was or something else, he started to make my fantasy come true.

		Before I knew it he had positioned me up against the wall. His strong arms easily held me up. I managed to raise my smock up, while simultaneously untying the drawstring of the blue scrub pants he wore.

		“Yes,” I moaned as I got my hands around Colin’s cock. It was long, thick, and hard, all of which meant he was ready to fuck me.

		A moment later he did just that as I helped guide him into my desperate pussy.

		“Fuck yes,” I whispered, biting my lip to try and keep quiet as Colin bottomed out inside of me.

		Compared to my previous bout with Dave, this was pure unemotional fucking. This was an act of two horny people who simply needed to cum. Collin fucked me hard and fast as he kept me pinned against the wall. I could barely breathe as he pounded into me. And it was glorious. I had never been fucked like this before. There had been times when Dave had fucked me hard, but those instances paled compared to this. If I weren’t so horny myself, I would have felt that Colin was having his way with me.

		There was no consideration for my pleasure in our act of lust. And yet that made it feel all the better. I never wanted this moment to end, loving the pure lust expressed in our act. I only felt pleasure, as if that was all that mattered in the world. At that moment, that was all that did matter.

		As soon as Colin began to unload into my pussy, I came. I bit my lip to keep from screaming out. My vision turned white as I felt myself slump onto Colin’s shoulder. He was holding me up anyway, so there was no danger to me.

		At some point, he must have carried me over to the exam table and sat me down, because that was where I came to my senses. Colin stood there over me with a look of confusion on his face.

		“I shouldn’t have done that,” he said. “Please don’t tell the doctor what we just did.”

		“Only if you don’t tell my boyfriend,” I answered, suddenly worried. I hadn’t just succumbed to my body’s desires for sex. I had cheated on Dave. How could I ever face him again? I wasn’t a slut who fucked random men. I had always been a caring woman who could never get past the idea of dating more than one person at a time, let alone fucking more than one person.

		“Deal,” Colin said as he looked in the mirror over the sink. He took several moments to make himself look presentable before he began to gather up my blood sample. “Oh, and your documentation is here on the counter. Please take it with you. You can leave whenever you’re ready.”

		“Thanks,” I said before Colin left the room, leaving me alone once more. In the moment, I couldn’t tell if I was thanking him for performing the blood draw or for fucking me. To be honest, given how much better I felt after cumming, it was a little bit of both.

		As soon as Colin was gone, I set about getting dressed. As I pulled the red lacy panties up my legs and over my butt, I couldn’t help but notice that they felt tighter, as if my butt had grown even bigger since I had been in the exam room. As I slipped my dress on over my head, I also noticed my breasts felt bigger, more full. More changes. And then as I too took a moment to fix my appearance, fixing my hair and wiping off the smudge of lipstick from my encounter with Colin, I noticed my hair was again longer and lighter. I could definitely call myself a blonde now, although it was still a dark blonde.

		I nearly forgot my paperwork before leaving the exam room, having to take mincing steps to return to pick it up. My heels did not make walking simple, but it certainly made it sexier, especially when my boobs bounced and jiggled.

		“Everything okay?” Dave asked as soon as I returned to the waiting room. He set down a magazine and stood up, giving me a hug.

		There was a part of me that wanted to push him away. I had been unfaithful to him. I had fucked another man. And yet, as he embraced me, I realized I didn’t want to upset him. I didn’t know how he would take it and I didn’t want to go through this alone. I needed him.

		“The doctor isn’t sure,” I said. “She couldn’t find anything physically wrong with me, but they took a blood sample. Hopefully she will hear something in the next week.”

		“Well, that’s better than nothing, I suppose,” Dave said. “Although I don’t know what will happen in a week. Your hair is still getting lighter.”

		“I guess you’re dating a blonde now,” I said, smiling. Already my body was getting turned on again. I had just fucked a stranger and the moment I was back in Dave’s arms, I wanted him to do that same to me. It was weird, scary, and arousing all at once.

		“Let’s go home,” Dave offered as he put an arm around my shoulder and guided me out of the waiting room.

		“Sounds like a plan to me,” I answered, smiling. I couldn’t let my one act of indiscretion get in the way of the love I had for Dave. I melted into his body and let him guide me to the car.
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		It was clear I was still changing. After visiting the doctor I managed to cum twice more on Saturday, once with my own fingers and again by getting Dave to fuck me.

		“I think it might be the sex,” Dave said as we laid in bed after our late night fuck.

		I considered his hypothesis, but I couldn’t find the brain power necessary to give it more than a basic appraisal.

		“Maybe,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. The truth was I had started to enjoy the changes in my body. I had never been particularly well developed when it came to my boobs. And now that I had something worth looking at, I felt the need to show them off. Dave certainly seemed to like them. I kept catching him staring, which brought a smile to my face.

		After spending so much of my adult life being overlooked, I was finally beginning to see what women with more feminine features enjoyed on a daily basis. Sure, some of them complained about not being taken seriously, but who cared about that when guys would nearly drool at the sight of you.

		It didn’t help that my mind seemed more and more tuned toward sex and being sexy. Sure, my body was changing, but I could sense my mind was changing too. Admittedly, I was finding the prospect of returning to the research lab on Monday less and less appealing. I still wanted to go to work, but the idea of having to wear a lab coat and doing all that sciencey stuff gave me a headache.

		Sunday started with me climbing under the bed covers and waking Dave up with a blowjob. I didn’t know why I did it. I just had this craving for cock and before I even realized what I was doing, I had Dave’s morning wood in my mouth. And once I had his cock in my mouth, I certainly wasn’t going to take it out. I was going to keep sucking until he came. That was going to be my breakfast.

		“Oh fuck,” Dave groaned as he ran his fingers through my hair. It had grown to the point where it tickled the tops of my boobs when I stood upright and let my hair fall in front of my shoulders.

		It didn’t take long for Dave to cum. Before I knew it I had a creamy load of his seed in my mouth. I held it there after he came, making sure to show him his cum after I climbed out from under the covers. A moment later, I made a big show of swallowing it all down, smacking my lips in satisfaction.

		“Yummy,” I said.

		Dave’s eyes drank me in. It was impossible for him to avoid showing his lust. He found me hot and sexy, which warmed me to my core. So much of the rest of the world didn’t matter when I knew someone, especially Dave, found me pretty and sexy. That was what mattered most to me now.

		I could tell that Dave was already thinking about fucking me again. I could see it in his eyes. But I could also see disappointment. He needed more time to recover from my blowjob. He was only human, after all.

		“I’m gonna get the coffee started,” I said as I slid out of bed. I slipped my feet into my fuzzy slippers, but I found them to be less comfortable than I preferred. Standing in them caused a dull pain in the back of my legs, like my lower legs were being stretched in unnatural ways.

		I didn’t bother tossing on a robe or my nightgown. It was only then that I realized I hadn’t worn any clothes to bed last night. After Dave thoroughly fucked me, I hadn’t had the energy for my usual bedtime routine. And if I was honest with myself, I loved the feeling of the warm sheets against my sensitive skin. Nightgowns and pajamas would have just gotten in the way.

		I could sense Dave’s eyes staring at my ass as I made my way out of our bedroom. I made sure to add an extra sexy sway to my hips, making sure his eyes stayed right where I wanted them.

		At the door, I stopped and paused. I looked over my shoulder to see Dave indeed staring as I wanted. “Are you gonna join me?” I asked. I wasn’t feeling particularly in the mood for coffee this morning, which was a rarity. I felt wide awake and wondered if a man’s cum had any energy boosting effects. I certainly didn’t need a caffeine jolt to get me going.

		Dave took a few minutes before he joined me in the kitchen. Unlike me, he had dressed himself in a robe, which thinking about it, was normal for the both of us. However, when he arrived in the kitchen, there was no sound of the coffee maker running. That was because I suddenly seemed to forget how to make it work.

		This was something I had been doing for years. I was a habitual coffee drinker. I had usually been one of those people who you didn’t want to talk to until I had my morning coffee. I would be grumpy and irritable until I had my morning caffeine fix. So it came with obvious surprise that I seemed unable to actually use the machine that I had been using for years.

		“Everything all right?” Dave asked.

		I turned to look at him with a pout on my face. “I forgot how to make coffee.”

		Dave stared at me with disbelief for a moment, as if I was pulling a prank on him. However, as my pout continued, his disbelief turned to a smile and then an actual laugh.

		“You’re really pushing this dumb blonde thing, aren’t you?” Dave said as he gently pushed me out of the way and turned on the coffee maker himself.

		“You think I’m dumb?” I asked, suddenly worried. Being dumb didn’t sound particularly good to me. Even if I was dreading going into work on Monday to continue my research projects, I didn’t want to think I was dumb.

		“I didn’t say that,” Dave said, although I could hear a hint of sadness in his voice. “You’re just acting dumb, right?”

		“Um, right,” I said, although not with any degree of confidence.

		The truth was, maybe Dave was on to something. The bigger my boobs got, the longer and blonder my hair got, the dumber I got too. It was a scary thought. I had always been smart. I worked as a researcher. That required intelligence. This was clearly bigger than just some physical changes. It felt like my whole life was being rewritten. And yet, as scary as that seemed, I couldn’t help but admit that it felt good.

		There was a part of me that had always envied the women who could get through life by their looks alone. An attractive woman didn’t need to be smart to be successful. Sure, intelligence helped, but there was definitely a factor that some men, maybe even most men, found dumb girls even more attractive. And I had no doubt how my body was changing. I was definitely gaining curves. I was becoming sexier, but could that also be applied to my mind. Was I getting dumber too? When this was all over, would I just be a hot shell of a woman with nothing of significance happening between my ears?

		I let out a low moan as I came back to reality. Dave was pouring himself a cup of coffee. I was suddenly overly conscious over the fact I was standing in the kitchen without any clothes on. It felt good, but it also felt like I was trying too hard to be a sexpot.

		“I’ll be right back,” I said before I returned to the bedroom to put some clothes on.

		When I returned a few minutes later, I wore my nightgown and had put my hair up into a messy bun. I wasn’t used to having this much extra hair. It was actually nice having enough hair to do something with. My previously short style was limiting, even though it had stayed out of my way. Now I had a head of hair that I had to pay attention to.

		However, my hair was the least of my concerns. It was actually my nightgown that had me slightly worried. It had always been loose on my body, and it still was, mostly. My boobs had grown big enough, however, that the nightgown struggled to stretch around my chest. My boobs pushed at it and made me wonder if the seams would rip if I took too deep a breath. And it did nothing to hide my hard nipples. They always seemed to want their presence known now. And given the way my nightgown put pressure on my nipples, I certainly wasn’t going to be forgetting about them anytime soon. My pussy was already wet and I was certain it would only get worse.

		“You changed,” Dave commented, showing a slight hint of displeasure at me covering my body. “I was just starting to get used to having a sexy girlfriend.”

		“I can still be sexy,” I said, almost worried that I might have relegated myself back to plain old Ember and could no longer call myself pretty and sexy.

		“Hmm, well come over here and let me see,” Dave said, pushing his seat back from the kitchen table and beckoning me toward him.

		I carefully walked toward him, placing one foot in front of the other. When I neared him, I reached out and ran my hand across his shoulder. Despite Dave’s busy schedule, he somehow maintained a strong physique. He wasn’t ripped like Colin had been, but he was still strong and manly.

		I turned my body around and made a show of sitting on his lap, making sure he got a good look at my ass

		“Is that better?” I asked, grinding my ass into his lap. I could feel his erection growing beneath me. He would be ready for another round soon.

		“Yes, much better,” Dave said, almost as if he were mesmerized by my body.

		It was weird, almost like we were caught in a loop. My body seemed to have some measure of control over his, given his natural reactions to my budding body and the sexuality it portrayed. But it seemed as if his mind had become dominant over mine. Then again, what with my recent mental difficulties, it wouldn’t have been hard for him to talk me into just about anything, especially once he started reaching up and touching my boobs through the thin layer of fabric that made up my nightgown. He could do that to me all day.

		Neither of us were capable of holding back. After only a few minutes of Dave’s groping and fondling of my body, he had me standing again, but bent over the kitchen table. This time I wasn’t wearing any panties. All Dave had to do was lift up my nightgown and my swollen sex was on complete display. It was only a moment later that I felt Dave’s cock inside of me.

		After that, my memories would grow hazy. I remembered the pleasure, but little else of our most recent sexual encounter. It was only after we had both cum that I found myself pushing up off the kitchen table and discovering that my boobs had grown yet again.

		“Yes, it’s definitely the sex,” Dave said, seeing the change in my body. My nightgown barely managed to contain my newest assets. The seams were stretched almost to their breaking point.

		“Does that mean we need to stop?” I asked, suddenly shy and worried.

		The fact was, I didn’t think I could go cold turkey on the orgasm front. I couldn’t handle being denied for long. If I couldn’t cum, I would end up crawling up the walls with an irresistible need to cum, whether by my hands, Dave’s cock, or whoever else I could get to play with me.

		“Maybe,” Dave said, sounding unsure of himself. I couldn’t blame him. There was so much going on that I didn’t know what was important or not.

		“Should we call the doctor again?” I asked.

		“What did she say for you to do?” Dave countered.

		“She gave me her home phone number in case my condition changed. But it hasn’t really changed. It’s just gotten stronger, right?”

		I couldn’t help but phrase that last statement as a question. I felt so unsure of myself. The world I had grown up in and felt comfortable with was changing so fast. It wasn’t just my body and mind that was changing, but my relationship to it.

		“I think that’s a safe assumption,” Dave said. His words comforted me, making me feel better. Yes, my symptoms were worsening, but there wasn’t anything to be worried about. It would be best to wait until the blood sample was analyzed. Then we might have answers about what was happening to me.

		“So I should just try and take care of myself, right?” I asked.

		“I would always advocate for that,” Dave answered.

		My heart felt warmed by my boyfriend’s answer. He loved me and I loved him. We both wanted to see each other be happy.

		“Do you think it would be okay if I spent the day at the mall?” I asked. “I kind of need to get out of the house for a bit.”

		“Do whatever you need to do. I’ll support you no matter what.”

		I hugged Dave and then scurried off to the bedroom. I needed to get ready to go to the mall.

		I knew several things had changed about me in the last couple days. First, I never felt the need to spend an hour or more on my appearance just to make a trip to the mall. Second, I never would have viewed retail therapy as a legitimate way to make me feel better. But both were now true.

		Unfortunately, there wasn’t much in my closet that could now fit my boobs. My butt was going to struggle as well. Basically, I knew there was no chance I would fit into any of my pants or shorts at this point. I had to wear a dress or a skirt. And I ended up picking out this pink skirt with white polka dots on it, although it was longer than I would have preferred, falling to my upper calf. It was not the sort of thing I normally wore, but it seemed to resonate with me now, albeit being longer than I wanted. But I would be able to replace it while at the mall.

		For a top, I chose the stretchiest top I could find. The spandex based top struggled to fit over my boobs, but I had to admit it looked pretty sexy on me. My nipples were obvious, but that was now almost a constant for me. And it left a little sliver of skin bare between it and the top of my skirt.

		I ended up wearing the same pair of heels I had worn to visit the doctor, but with the intention of replacing them too. I basically needed a whole new wardrobe to account for my growing boobs and my changing taste in fashion. And as much as I hated shopping in the past, I was now excited at the prospect of spending my day shopping.

		And my day at the mall was everything I had hoped it would be. I spent far more money than I had ever thought possible. There were so many cute clothes that I just had to have.

		I started with foundation items, specifically lingerie of various sorts. I practically cleared out the boutique I visited of items in my size. I held off on getting anything that was fitted to my chest. That would have to come on another shopping trip. I didn’t know how much bigger I would get, so everything I bought needed to have some stretch to it.

		However, I didn’t need to worry about some of the other items, like panties. I had always been someone who wore full-cut panties, or at the most revealing, bikini-cut panties. Both of those had stopped interesting me, especially since they would both need to stretch over my expanding ass. That was why I gravitated toward thongs and g-strings. Basically, I wanted something that would preserve what little modesty I had left, but also look sexy and continue to fit me over time.

		Once my underwear and lingerie was settled, I moved on toward actual outfits. It didn’t take me long to figure out what my preferred style was. I had never realized how much of an exhibitionist I could be. I wanted people, especially men, to look at my body. I wanted them to see me in short skirts and revealing tops. I wanted them to look at me, wondering if they would get a glimpse of what actually lay beneath my skirt or if they could catch a bit of nipple from under my top.

		Then it was on to shoes. I bought more pairs of shoes than I could count. And all of them had high heels, higher than the one pair I had owned prior. Some had platforms under the toes. Some had the heels come to an almost spiked point. There was even one pair I bought that didn’t actually have a heel at all. It was designed to keep me perched on my toes the whole time. They were funky to walk in, but they were too sexy to pass up.

		After all of that, with having made multiple trips back to my car to stow my purchases, I still had an important part of my shopping trip to complete. After spending so much time getting ready to go shopping at the mall, it became clear to me that my makeup collection simply wasn’t going to cut it. I needed more. I needed a lot more.

		But it wasn’t just makeup with multiple new colors of lipstick and gloss. There were eyelash extensions to make my eyes really pop. I could tell that my lashes were longer than they used to be, but I wanted them to be so long that they almost impacted my vision. There were also jewelry concerns as well, needing the right pair of earrings to match my look.

		Hoops became my new favorite accessory. I loved seeing my face framed by two thin hoop earrings that nearly reached my shoulders. Every time I turned my head I could feel them clatter into the side of my face. They were completely impractical, but they looked too good to pass up.

		“I’m sorry, but your card has been declined,” the clerk told me as I tried to make my final purchase of the day.

		“What do you mean my card has been declined?” I asked, not entirely sure what the clerk was saying. I didn’t really understand how I could be refused. My credit card had been accepted everywhere else during my shopping spree.

		The clerk looked to the bags I held at my side. I was laden down with a bevy of makeup products. This had been my last stop, to buy a pair of earrings.

		“Might I suggest that you have reached the credit limit of your card?” the clerk asked politely.

		“Oh,” I said. “I didn’t realize I spent that much.”

		In all my life, I had never come close to reaching the credit limit on my credit card. And I had only ever had one credit card, because I simply didn’t need more than one. I mostly used the one I had for emergencies, but as I thought back over my day, I realized I had always pulled out my credit card instead of my other payment methods.

		“That can happen sometimes,” the clerk said. “Is there another form of payment you would like to use?”

		“Um,” I said as I looked into my purse. That had been another new purchase, since my old purse simply lacked any fashion sense. This one might have been expensive, but it fit with my new style.

		“I could also arrange for you to make an alternative form of payment,” the clerk offered. “At the very least I could give you my employee discount, if you know what I mean.”

		I didn’t know what he meant, but I was certainly willing to try this alternative payment scheme. There was no way I was going home without those earrings. I just had to have them. I would do anything for them.

		“Okay, let’s do that,” I agreed.

		“Then follow me.”

		The clerk led me into the back of the store, through the doorway that said Employees Only. He closed the door behind me, leaving me alone with him in the stockroom.

		Before I knew what was happening, the clerk took my bags from me and set them on a nearby table. Then he reached up and gently caressed my cheek, looking into my eyes. Suddenly it came to me. Now I understood what his alternative form of payment was. He wanted to trade sex for the earrings. And despite my misgivings about cheating on Dave again, I really did want those earrings.

		And it wasn’t like Dave needed to know that his girlfriend was a slut, because clearly I was. I had lost count of the number of times I had cum over the last two days, as well as the number of times I had fucked Dave and Colin. But most importantly, I was horny. How could I not be after spending all afternoon trying on and buying sexy clothes? I had already figured I would be jumping Dave when I got home. But the clerk was here now and he could take care of my needs before I drove home. And just because I fucked the clerk now didn’t mean I couldn’t also fuck Dave when I got home. I could do both and that seemed much more fun to me.

		“How do you want me?” I asked before I leaned forward and kissed the clerk on the lips.

		He seemed almost surprised by my response. He had no idea that I had decided to fuck him. I wasn’t some innocent woman. I had needs and I knew he could fulfill them. But more importantly, I knew I could both get the earrings and a good hard orgasm in one simple action.

		“Mouth, pussy, or ass?” I continued once I broke the kiss. I hadn’t actually ever been fucked in the ass before, but I was certainly willing to try it.

		The clerk seemed surprised by my forwardness. I don’t think he had expected me to be quite so enthusiastic.

		“Pussy,” he finally said before he pushed me up against the wall and started fumbling with his belt.

		I helped as much as I could. The clerk wasn’t nearly as strong as Colin or even Dave, but the moment I saw his cock I was happy with my decision to fuck him. He wasn’t all that long, but he was thick and I knew the stretching sensation he gave me would feel divine.

		Through our actions, we managed to free each other of each other’s clothes. I moaned as the clerk took a moment to explore my boobs with his tongue. It was as if little bolts of lightning were going from my nipples down to my pussy. I was practically gushing for him.

		“Oh fuck, you’re tight,” the clerk groaned as he pushed himself inside of me.

		I could only moan in response, the stretching feeling just as delicious as I had hoped.

		It was a fast fuck. The clerk didn’t have much stamina, but he more than made up for it with his enthusiasm. And as soon as he started to cum in my pussy, my own orgasm was triggered. I collapsed against him, pinned between his body and the wall. My mind could not hope to cope with the endorphin rush, along with all of the other pleasure chemicals that flooded my brain. I simply couldn’t remain conscious under the onslaught of orgasmic energy pulsing through me.

		“Wow,” the clerk said in surprise as I finally lifted my head off his shoulder. He didn’t seem to notice how I had lost consciousness after I came.

		“That was fun,” I said with a dopey smile on my face. I looked down to see that my tits had grown again, which was no surprise. I would have to spend a few minutes in front of the mirror to appraise the rest of my appearance, but for the time being I needed to stay focused on the prize at hand.

		“I’d say,” the clerk agreed.

		He was still inside me, but his cock was slowly deflating.

		“About those earrings,” I said, focusing in on the whole reason I had just cheated on Dave. “What kind of discount was that worth?”

		“Take ‘em,” he said, his mind still reeling from our quick fuck.

		“Thanks, babe,” I said as I stepped away and began to clean myself up.

		I slipped the new earrings into my ears before I left the store, happy to be able to wear them home.
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		The outfit I arrived home in was very different from the one I had left wearing. My low heels had been replaced with a pair of yellow open-toed stilettos with a modest platform. I was looking forward to painting my nails, but there hadn’t been time at the mall.

		My skirt was considerably shorter than the one I wore to start my day. It barely reached the tops of my thighs and the blue color matched my eyes. I had to be careful when I bent over, because I could easily put on a show with how brief the skirt was. Anyone who wanted would be able to see my yellow thong hugging my pussy snugly.

		I had opted to keep my top simple. It was a yellow tube top that failed to meet the top of my skirt, leaving several inches of my midriff bare, including my belly-button. When I first bought it, I kept having to tug it up to keep it from sliding down and releasing my tits, but since my most recent growth spurt, the elastic band at the top was held secure by my larger size. Luckily, there was still plenty of cleavage on display.

		“Hi, Davey,” I said as I sashayed into the house, my new earrings bumping against the side of my head. “I hope you had fun while I was gone.”

		Dave smiled as he saw me, drinking in my new appearance. I could tell he liked it. Or at least he liked that his cock liked it. There was already a tent forming in his pants.

		“Wow, you look amazing,” Dave said as I posed for him. I wanted him to enjoy having a sexy girlfriend at his beck and call. Yes, I enjoyed turning him on, but I would never leave him with a case of blue balls. I was ready to go anytime. And I certainly wouldn’t mind gaining another cup size. My tits were getting pretty big, but I could still see them growing more. Sometimes bigger really was better.

		“Thanks,” I said before I broke out into a fit of giggles. I didn’t know what was going on, but I felt better than I had in ages. It was like years of hard thinking had just been washed away, leaving me feeling fun and fancy free. It was great.

		“I was about to get dinner started,” Dave said. “Any requests?”

		“Surprise me,” I said. “Anyway, I need to go unload the car. I might have bought more than I planned.”

		Actually, the truth was I had no plan when I started shopping. I simply kept shopping until I felt like I had enough. Getting everything into the car had made for a tight fit, but I didn’t mind. I didn’t really need to use my rearview mirror. The bags in the back were piled up to the roof.

		The trek from the car to the bedroom wasn’t a long one, but I had to make multiple trips. In high heels, that wasn’t easy, but I was finding heels to be more comfortable than flats. I didn’t know what it was, but my legs hurt when I tried to stand flat footed. Not that it mattered. Heels made my legs look so much sexier that I didn’t want to be flat footed anyway. I even bought a pair of heeled slippers to wear around the house. They were pink and fuzzy, much like my old slippers, but they had a heel to make them both sexier and more comfortable.

		“Holy shit,” Dave said when he ducked into the bedroom for a moment. The bed was piled high with mounds of my shopping.

		“I didn’t mean to buy all this,” I tried to reason with him, knowing what his problem would be. “But there was just so much I just needed to have, you know?”

		“How much did all this cost?” Dave asked, exasperated.

		“Um, I don’t remember,” I said truthfully, wondering if Dave was going to get mad at me. “I wasn’t really paying attention to price tags. It was enough where my card stopped working at the end, but I managed to negotiate with the clerk and got my earrings for free.”

		Dave looked at me and then back to the mound of clothes on the bed. I could see the wheels turning in his head, trying to come to grips with what his mind and eyes were telling him.

		“Wait,” Dave said. “How did you negotiate?”

		“We went into the back of the store and he found something we could do that would let me have them for free,” I answered, not even realizing that I was basically explaining to my boyfriend how I had cheated on him. “Don’t you like them?” I used my hand to hold them out from my face, making sure Dave could see them.

		“You fucked him, didn’t you?” Dave nearly yelled.

		“Um,” I started to say, trying to think of how to explain myself. My brain seemed to be working even slower than before. I doubted I would be able to use any of the equipment at the lab tomorrow. “I’m sorry,” I continued, beginning to break down. “I was horny and I wanted the earrings. I couldn’t stop myself. I’m so sorry that I’m such a dumb slut.”

		Tears were forming at the corners of my eyes. I tried to fight them back, knowing how they would make my makeup run, but I was losing the battle. However, when I looked up into Dave’s eyes I was surprised that I didn’t see anger or hate. Instead I saw lust.

		“Don’t cry,” Dave said with a kindness in his voice I didn’t understand.

		He stepped forward and reached out with his hands and held my face, caressing my cheek. I sniffled, still trying to keep the tears at bay.

		“You’re not mad?” I asked.

		“Annoyed, maybe,” Dave said. “But not mad. You don’t understand, but I’ve always had a thing for slutty women. But then I met you and I put all that behind me. But I still dreamed.”

		“You mean you like me as a slut?” I asked, still not fully comprehending.

		“I love you even more as a slut than the woman you were before,” Dave answered.

		He wrapped me up into a warm embrace. I rested my head against his shoulder, breathing in his scent. I was so thankful to hear he didn’t mind me fucking other guys. It took a huge load off of my shoulders, knowing I didn’t have to lie to him or try to be all prim and proper when I was with other men. I could just do what felt natural to me. I could just be myself.

		“Um,” I said, realizing I had more to confess. “The clerk wasn’t the only guy that I fucked. The nurse who took my blood yesterday. We fucked in the exam room.”

		Dave pulled back from me and held me at arms length. His smile could have lit up the town.

		“You ready to go again?” he asked.

		“Always,” I answered truthfully. And it was true. I didn’t know what had happened to me, but I knew my body was changing. I knew my mind was changing. And I knew it had something to do with my orgasms. Yet, with all that information, there was nothing that could have stopped me from letting Dave take me right then. I didn’t care what was happening to me. I just wanted to keep feeling sexy and slutty.

		That night, Dave fucked me more times than I could count. I honestly didn’t know how he could keep getting hard. What was more, I had never felt so much excitement and energy from him as we claimed my body in every way imaginable. Nothing was off limits and I came again and again.

		We did stop to eat dinner eventually. And on another break, Dave helped me clean out my closet. There was no way I was wearing any of my old clothes again. Even if they fit me, they weren’t a part of my new style. He promised to take care of them, to either donate them someplace or throw them out. Either was fine with me. If I never saw those clothes again, I would be a happy woman.

		Dave left me the task of putting all of my new purchases away. Of course, as I did so, he had me model a few of my favorite outfits. There was a dress that I bought that really got his motor going. It was green, short, backless, and it showed off a huge amount of side boob. With my tits still growing, the dress showed off even more than when I first bought it.

		Apparently Dave could even watch as my tits grew after my orgasms. I always seemed to pass out when it happened. That was kind of disappointing, since I would have loved to see them grow. But I was happy to wake up and discover they were bigger. That was always exciting.

		However, the last time Dave fucked me that night, I didn’t pass out like I had before. He had just finished cumming and I came just as hard as I now always did, but I looked up at him with hooded eyes and knew that I was complete. I had been dumbed down and perked up until I was the perfect bimbo slut. I knew the next few days might be difficult, especially with my job and whatever the blood results came back with, but I also knew none of that mattered. As long as I had Dave by my side, I knew everything would work out for the best. And I was certain to get to put my libido to good use, no matter what happened. I was so glad to have a boyfriend who supported me being a complete slut.
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		I woke up Monday morning with a smile on my face. I slipped out of bed, my feet sliding into my new slippers. They felt warm and comfortable on my feet. I looked back at Dave, still asleep in bed. My mouth watered with anticipation of a morning blowjob. That might become a routine for the two of us, but there wasn’t time today. I needed to make a plan for work.

		There was no way I could continue to work in the lab as a researcher. Even if I had the interest, I no longer had the brains for it. And I certainly no longer had the interest. Science was boring. In the span of a weekend I had gone from a relatively shy nerd to a vivacious people person who wore her sexuality openly.

		I minced into the bathroom to start getting ready for my day. The reflection that met me in the mirror was one I almost didn’t recognize at first. The platinum blonde hair looked phenomenal and it fell all the way down to my ass. My tits were big and round, perfect for the life I was now planning to live. My ass had fleshed out nicely into a perfect bubble butt. Even my face had undergone some changes with my lips plumping up and my nose shrinking slightly. I even had nails worthy of my new station in life.

		I was barely able to stay on task as I showered. My hands kept wanting to roam across my body. The hot spray drove the fire in my belly to exasperating heights. I desperately wanted to cum, but I held back, deciding it best I be as horny as possible when I arrived at work.

		I took a long time getting my hair and makeup just right. I needed to emphasize the kind of woman I had become, but I also wanted to still be recognizable to my coworkers. I looked very different from when I left the lab on Friday and I didn’t want security hassling me about whether or not I worked there.

		My outfit remained understated. I wore purple lingerie that left little to the imagination beneath a sexy blue pullover and a skirt that was now the longest skirt I owned and it still didn’t come close to reaching my knees. A pair of black heels completed the outfit.

		My hair I put up in a bun. It was more professional that way, but if I did have to do any work in the lab, the bun would keep my hair from getting anyplace it shouldn’t be.

		“What do you think?” I asked Dave, presenting myself to him.

		“You are the sexiest lab researcher I’ve ever seen,” Dave said, making me beam with pride. “But I’m guessing you’re going to be choosing a different career.”

		“Have you ever seen a bimbo like me do science?” I asked rhetorically. “I’m thinking secretary is a better job for a slut like me. I’m sure the bosses will choose me over Amber, especially after I convince them with my lips.”

		Dave laughed. “Yes, I think that is a better job. Although, as you know, if you just wanted to stay home, that would be fine too.”

		“I know,” I said. “But I can’t be as big of a slut if I’m here all day. It can always be my backup plan.”

		“I’m sure someone will complain about that new slut working at the front desk eventually,” Dave said, smiling.

		I really wished we could stop and fuck, but I needed to be off. I wanted to get to work early, to make sure I didn’t cause too big of a fuss. It was going to take people some time to adjust to the new reality of me being a bimbo.

		As it turned out, however, there had been no need to be concerned. My boss was already in his office when I arrived. I hadn’t realized he was such an early riser, but I had never had a lot of contact with him in my day-to-day work. I explained everything the best I could, going back to the accident in the lab on Friday. He was completely understanding of my situation and happily transferred me to the secretary department. He said I didn’t need to suck his cock to make it all official, but he didn’t turn me down.

		Amber was surprised to see me when I joined her at the front desk. She had handled everything just fine before I showed up. Then again, as a bimbo, there was only so much I was able to do. I was worth maybe half of Amber on my best day. And then there were the times I was called away to provide dictation or other secretarial services for various employees. As it happened, however, those moments usually didn’t require much in the way of work. It was just cover for me providing some stress relief.

		At first, Amber and I didn’t get along very well. She resented me getting thrust onto her. I offered to lick her pussy for her to help, but she turned me down. I had hoped we would be good friends, but she apparently didn’t like my new appearance or personality.

		I guess she went and complained, because life at the company got weird for about a week. Amber took a few days off, but then she was called in and a room was set up for her in one of the labs. I didn’t know what was happening and I struggled to work at the front desk by myself. It was a lot of hard work for a bimbo like me.

		But then Amber returned to the front desk and I couldn’t believe my eyes. She looked so hot and sexy. Her tits were huge, bigger than mine, and her hair was long and blonde, just like mine. Neither of us understood the details, but someone must have figured out what happened to me, because it happened to Amber too. Having her back working the front desk was perfect.

		Sometimes the other people at the lab would get us confused, calling me Amber or her Ember, but we just giggled and went with it. To be honest, as bimbos and sluts, we weren’t all that different from each other. I even brought Amber home a couple times with me so we could have a threesome with Dave. He definitely enjoyed that.

		Unfortunately, I never did find out what happened to me and Amber. My bloodwork came back clean. My doctor had no idea what had happened to me, but she hasn’t regretted keeping me on as a patient. I made sure to leave her smiling after my appointment.

		I never thought I would say this before, but life is great as a bimbo. I spend all my time in a happy pink fog. And whenever something bad happens, I know I have Dave to help set things right. He makes for a great boyfriend and I have the best bimbo friend someone like me could hope for in Amber. I’m so glad I got turned into a bimbo.
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