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            DAY ONE - MONDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Congratulations! You won!

      Those were the words that kept floating through Zora's head as she prepared for the cruise vacation she was about to embark on. Zora could not remember signing up for any contest, but there was nothing else in her memory to contradict its existence. The details seemed to check out too, which meant someone really wanted Zora to be their winner.

      The cruise was with B Resort Cruise Lines. Zora had never heard of them before, but they seemed to specialize in small, more intimate cruises. That was a plus for her, since she was not the most outgoing person. Zora took a long time to warm up to people and spending five days on a ship with a bunch of strangers was a big ask.

      In Zora's investigation of the random cruise win, she had checked out the company. B Resort Cruise Lines were relatively new, a recent venture by B Enterprises. Zora was good at digging for information. It seemed that before the cruise ship venture began, B Enterprises bought out a resort. It seemed like a major expansion into hospitality, but that was unlikely to affect Zora's trip or her win. The cruise ship ticket she received was fully legitimate. The cruise line representative even said so when she called them.

      As Zora entered the boarding area for the cruise ship, she was thankful to not see tons of scantily clad women, as had been common in the marketing materials. She saw a lot of normal people, although more women than men. There were several over-endowed women working, helping process all of the passengers, but nothing that truly bothered her. Zora did not care if other women felt the need to get breast implants. They just were not for her.

      "Zora Alexandra?" asked a handsome man in his mid-twenties as Zora handed over her ticket.

      "I prefer just Zora," she responded. It had been her grandmother's name and she liked to honor her, even though Zora never had a chance to meet her.

      "Zora, it is," the man said, making a note on his tablet. He spoke with a vaguely Welsh accent, although Zora could not distinguish it from a general British accent. "My name is Rhys. I'll be your assistant and advisor, helping to make sure you get the most out of your stay with us. Can I take you to your cabin?"

      Zora followed Rhys onto the ship, down a flight of stairs and into a hallway with doors leading to various cabins. He carried her bags as they walked along the hallway until he came to the last door on the right side. He held the door open for her and gestured inside. Zora smiled at Rhys. He was cute enough and she would not mind if she saw more of him over the next few days.

      "Thank you, Rhys," Zora said as she stepped in.

      The cabin was small, but luxuriously furnished with a full bed and far more amenities than most high end hotel rooms.

      "It's perfect."

      Rhys placed Zora's bags in the corner, on a foldout tray designed for them. He then turned and opened the mini fridge.

      "All our guests receive an introductory smoothie to welcome them aboard," Rhys said as he pulled a tall glass of thick pink liquid, nicely chilled. "It's cooling as well as tasty."

      Zora's mouth watered at the sight of it. She was not used to the heat and humidity, having come from a cooler and drier climate. The smoothie had a sweet scent, like strawberry jam. It looked delicious.

      "Thank you so much for the warm welcome, Rhys," she said with a smile.

      "Not a problem," he responded. "We hear at B Resort Cruise Lines aim to please. And should you ever need anything during your stay with us, just dial 0 on any phone and ask for Rhys. The operator will patch you through to me and I will do whatever I can to cater to your needs."

      "Thank you again, Rhys," Zora said.

      "Now if you'll excuse me, there are other guests I must help get settled. Feel free to roam and enjoy yourself. Remember that everything onboard is inclusive with your ticket. So explore and indulge. And if you have any questions, let me know. I will always make myself available to you."

      And then Rhys left to continue helping other guests, leaving Zora alone in her cabin. She considered exploring the ship, but she had yet to finish her smoothie. And as she settled herself on her bed, enjoying the cool air in her cabin, along with the tasty smoothie, Zora decided the rest of the ship could wait.

      Zora was not the most outgoing woman. She was slow to warm up to people, to make friends. And after all the travel and logistics to get to the ship, Zora just wanted to relax and spend some time reading one of her favorite books. Zora liked reading, especially science fiction. The author of the book she currently had with her was a great storyteller. Zora enjoyed his writing style and she had to admit the way some of the female characters were turned into mindless sex drones, their bodies transforming into a male's fantasy, made her a little hot under the collar.

      But as Zora began to read, she found her eyelids getting heavier. She glanced over at the nightstand, finding the smoothie glass empty. She did not entirely remember finishing it.

      Zora tried returning to her book, but her eyes glazed over, eventually closing as the book dropped onto her chest. Zora was almost dead to the world, completely asleep with strange and sexy dreams flitting through her head.
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            DAY TWO - TUESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Zora opened her eyes and stretched lazily. Even though she had slept for far longer than she had intended, she did not feel particularly groggy. She actually felt wide awake and ready to tackle a new day.

      However, it took a moment for Zora to remember where she was. Her bed onboard the cruise ship was comfortable, but her surroundings were different from what she ordinarily woke up to. But it only took a moment before she remembered that she was on the cruise ship, on a free vacation.

      Zora smiled, thankful she did not need to rush off to work. She glanced over at her nightstand, finding the book she had been reading yesterday sitting there. She did not even think to question how it had gotten there, but that was partly because her eyes latched onto the tall smoothie glass, filled with a cold pink smoothie, ready for breakfast.

      Sitting up, Zora grabbed the smoothie, drinking down the whole thing at once. she had not realized how hungry she was until she started drinking it, but as soon as the glass was empty, Zora's hunger felt sated.

      Zora let out a satisfied sigh as she looked around her cabin. Light poured in through the window. It was a beautiful day outside and Zora felt a pull to explore the ship and maybe find a nice spot on deck to read her book.

      However, Zora was not about to go out without taking a shower and getting dressed first. She pulled the covers back, forgetting how she had fallen asleep on top of the covers. She wore a tight-fitting tank top and a pair of panties. She did not think about how she had been wearing pants and a t-shirt when she fell asleep. The fact her clothing and her cabin had been manipulated did not even occur to her.

      Zora showered in the small cabin bathroom. It was cramped, but she did not mind. It was a cruise ship after all. And after showering, Zora went through the lengthy routine of drying her hair and brushing it out. It was longer and lighter than she thought it should be, but rather than question it, Zora just figured it was the lighting. Hair did not magically change color overnight, at least in her experience.

      There was a bit more jiggle than usual as Zora walked across her cabin to pick out clothes for the day. Her boobs were bigger, but not enough for her to pay them much attention. Besides, the jiggle felt good.

      Zora pulled out a pair of panties from her suitcase. She had arrived with a collection of plain cotton undies. The panties she pulled out were yellow and lacy, hugging the curve of her delectable ass.

      But then Zora hesitated when she went to grab a bra. Her hand hovered over her suitcase, only an inch above the bra cup of a larger bra than those she had brought with her. She looked down at her chest. She even shimmied her shoulders, watching her boobs shake and jiggle.

      "They're really not big enough to need a bra," Zora found herself saying, ignoring their size increase overnight. Zora always wore a bra when she went out, but it seemed easier to just ignore past precedent and go with the new thoughts that seemed to have been implanted in her head.

      Zora's hand moved from the bra to a yellow T-shirt that she snatched out of the suitcase. She pulled it on without much thought. Considering it supposedly spent more than a day packed away, it wasn't particularly wrinkled. It was almost like it had been placed there overnight, but Zora ignored that.

      The top fit snugly around her torso. Her nipples poked at the fabric, making it clear she was not wearing a bra. It stretched over her chest, allowing her slightly darker nipples to show through.

      The yellow top also failed to completely reach the waistband of her panties, leaving a couple inches of bare skin between them. This was entirely unusual for Zora. She never liked showing off skin, whether it was on her chest, around her waist, or on her legs. Arms, neck, and face was usually all everyone saw from her. Even her shoulders were usually covered.

      With her top decided on, Zora pulled out a pair of denim shorts. She frowned as she tried to place when she had bought the shorts. She could not remember. Nor could she remember packing them. Zora always wore pants. She preferred jeans, which matched with the denim of the shorts, but that was the only similarity.

      "I must have bought these in anticipation of the heat," Zora said, brushing off her concerns. Even though she had done no shopping in advance of the cruise, she assumed she must have. After all, how else would the shorts have gotten into her suitcase? There was no reason for her to assume someone had come into her cabin, redressed her and replaced her clothing. It was easier to assume she was the one misremembering and not that her entire life aboard ship was being manipulated.

      Zora pulled on the shorts, letting them sit low on her hips, the band of bare skin encircling her waist still visible. Then she slipped her feet into a pair of yellow flip flops and grabbed her book to find a quiet spot to read.

      The cruise ship was small enough that it did not have the major attractions of some large cruise lines. There was no roller coaster or anything of that magnitude. There were several pools and even a sports court. But the overall sense of the ship was one of relaxation and quiet, at least first thing in the morning.

      It did not take long for Zora to find what appeared to be a quiet spot where she could read outside, on deck, in the shade. She positioned herself in a comfortable reclining chair and opened her book.

      "Would you like another smoothie?" Rhys asked, appearing at Zora's side with a frosty glass already in hand.

      Zora jumped, startled at the sudden appearance of Rhys. But her eyes gravitated toward the smoothie. She licked her lips.

      "Thank you," Zora said as she accepted the smoothie. She immediately started drinking.

      "Hmm," Rhys said as Zora slurped away. "The yellow is nice, but I'm thinking red might be a better color for you."

      "What was that?" Zora asked. She had stopped drinking, but she did not want to admit she had not been paying attention.

      "Oh, nothing," Rhys said. "I was just thinking. Go back to reading your book and I'll make sure you are well supplied with smoothies all day."

      "Thanks," Zora said as she went back to drinking and reading.

      However, Zora found it difficult to get back into her book. She would read a page here or there, but then she would stare off at nothing, her mind stuck and not really thinking about anything.

      And that was how Zora spent her day. She sat there, sort of reading, always with a smoothie to sip. She never really got hungry. The smoothies more than kept her satisfied. And as the skies began to darken and the deck lights turned on, Rhys started adding rum to her smoothies, leaving Zora feeling both spaced out and buzzed. Her level of relaxation only increased, making for a seemingly perfect day.
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            DAY THREE - WEDNESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Waking up on her third day onboard the cruise ship, Zora had no recollection of how she made it back to her cabin. It did not matter though. Nothing mattered when she felt this good. It was like her body was singing out to her, sending every positive sensation it could generate into her head.

      Zora looked toward the window of her cabin. Sunshine poured in, lighting up the room better than if she had the lights on. Then she turned toward her nightstand. Her book was sitting there, but that did not interest her at the moment. It was the tall, frosty glass filled with the pink smoothie she loved so much that pulled in all of her focus.

      Grabbing it, Zora greedily sucked it down, this time using the thick straw that had been included. The moment the smoothie hit her tongue, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, fully enjoying the indescribable flavors.

      And it was only another moment before the happy pink fog descended onto her mind. Zora smiled. She had not noticed it at first, when she kept drinking the smoothies yesterday. But as the day progressed and she kept drinking more smoothies, the happy pink fog built thicker and thicker. By the time Rhys had been adding rum to the smoothies, she was giggling like an airhead, feeling perfectly thoughtless and happy.

      This time, that pink fog descended immediately, leaving her smiling like an idiot. And she certainly felt like an idiot. She felt like a sexy bimbo.

      Sitting up, Zora reached up and grabbed her boobs through her tiny tank top. It barely covered her bulging tits. They had grown again overnight. Not that Zora paid any attention to their new size. She was too focused on how good they felt. Little gasps of pleasure escaped her lips as she pinched her nipples through the thin red top.

      "Get a hold of yourself," Zora said as a rational thought pushed through the molasses that was her mind.

      Zora let go of her boobs and pushed the bed covers away, revealing her surprisingly tight and toned body. Zora had always participated in light exercise, but never anything that could give her such a body. But Zora was not thinking about how her body had changed. Nor was she thinking about how she was wearing a tiny red thong.

      After climbing out of bed, Zora padded into the bathroom and started getting ready for her day. She showered, enjoying all the sensations of her body as she soaped herself up, covering her body in a thick lather.

      Zora paid little attention to the other ways her body had changed. Her hair was longer. It took more effort to wash. And her butt was bigger. It pushed out behind her, giving her something to slap to keep herself from getting lost in her body's desires for pleasure. Even her body hair was gone. She was completely smooth now, which only served to heighten the sensitivity of her skin.

      Out of the shower, Zora took her time making herself look presentable. She dried and then styled her hair. It was definitely lighter, but Zora liked it. If it kept lightening during her stay, she would be a blonde soon. And that thought did not come with any derision.

      The small bathroom counter was covered in various beauty products. None of them were things Zora had ever purchased before, but she paid that fact no attention. Instead, she used what was available to her, adding additional color to her face, including a touch of red lipstick.

      A vague memory of Rhys mentioning that red was her color flitted through her mind. She smiled, now understanding what he meant. Red was definitely her color.

      And after all of that, when Zora returned to her bedroom to begin dressing, there was no surprise when she pulled out a red bikini. When Zora had packed for her trip, she had packed a single, black, one-piece swimsuit, just in case she needed to go swimming. But now it seemed like half of her suitcase was filled with bikinis. And this one was far more skimpy than she ever would have considered before.

      The bikini top hugged her boobs and left plenty of cleavage on display. And the bottoms were even skimpier. The thong back left her ass on complete display. This was not something Zora would have ever worn before, but now it was different. The tiny bikini felt natural, like this was what she was supposed to be wearing.

      Zora next pulled a tiny pair of denim shorts out of her suitcase next. This pair was even smaller than yesterday's. Her ass cheeks were practically hanging out of the back. And rather than try to button them up all the way, Zora left the top button open, revealing the red of her bikini bottoms.

      A white top came out next. Zora might have liked showing off her body now, but there were still a few lingering hints of her previous shyness. Not that the white top covered much. The wide neckline meant she could only wear it on one shoulder, leaving much of her upper chest on display, as well as some cleavage. And it was cropped, leaving much of her toned midriff visible.

      Finally, Zora slipped her feet into a pair of wedge slides with a two-inch heel. They were not particularly tall by some standards, but they were the tallest heels she had ever worn before. Not that Zora thought about that. She was too busy sliding a pair of sunglasses onto the top of her head and making kissy faces in the mirror, enjoying her new look.

      When Zora left her cabin, she left her book behind. She did not have the mental energy to try to read. The pink fog in her head made it so hard to turn all those letters into words and then the words into sentences. It was easier to just sit back and enjoy the relaxing atmosphere onboard. And today, Zora figured she could get some sun, adding a little color to her complexion. It might help lighten her hair, too, giving her a sun bleached look.

      However, the moment Zora made it out onto the deck, expecting to return to her same spot as yesterday, she was instead greeted by the wide chest and handsome face of Rhys.

      "Are you ready for our excursion?" he asked.

      Zora stood there for a moment, her mouth opening and closing like a fish, unable to find the words to deal with this change of events.

      "You do remember, don't you?" Rhys continued, responding to Zora's obvious confusion. "You practically begged me to join you onshore today."

      Zora had no memory of this, but she had so little memory of the day before. Maybe she did want Rhys to join her for some shore leave. It was not the sort of thing she normally would have done, being an independent woman, but the whole idea was plausible.

      "I can see you're not so sure anymore," Rhys said. "But I specifically got permission to take you ashore today. You get my undivided attention until we need to return to the ship. And if you don't go with me, there won't be anyone to keep delivering the smoothies you like so much."

      It was then that Zora noticed the pink smoothie in his hands.

      "Let's go," Zora said greedily. "I can't wait to spend some quality time with you."

      Rhys smiled as they went down the gangplank from the cruise ship, arm in arm. Zora was busy sucking down the new smoothie, once again with the wide straw. She did not even notice how the cruise ship was docked, with a white sand beach only a short walk away.

      Before she knew it, Zora found herself on the beach, in a beachside, open-air bar. She sat across from Rhys at a little table. He looked into her eyes, making her feel warm, arousal coiling in her belly.

      Despite the fact they were now off the ship, she found herself continuing to be served the pink smoothie. This time, there was rum in them. It seemed a little early to be drinking, but Zora was past the point of caring. Rhys could tell her there was poison in the smoothies and she would have a hard time preventing herself from continuing to drink them.

      The pair talked for most of the day, although Rhys did most of the actual speaking. Zora was too busy reveling in the happy pink fog and the alcohol flowing through her system. She did manage to look around and there were a lot of couples that looked like them, a somewhat sexy woman paired with a handsome man wearing a B Resort Cruise Lines shirt. It would have made her question herself, if such self reflection was possible in her current state.

      But as the sun got lower in the sky, Zora suddenly found herself without a smoothie to drink, without a straw to suck on.

      "You want more, don't you?" Rhys said.

      Zora just nodded her head, looking up at him with big doe eyes. She felt so good, spacey, but also full of feeling. Her body sang to her with happiness and the promise of pleasure. Her arousal coiled in her belly, wanting far more attention than she was normally prepared to give it.

      "Well, no more smoothies until we get back on the ship," Rhys said. "But, I know something that will help tide you over in the meantime."

      "What is it?" Zora asked. She was like an addict, needing her fix. There was very little she would not do to get what she needed.

      Rhys looked around him. Zora only had eyes for him, so she missed how the other women at the beachside bar were in a similar state as her, ready and willing to do anything to get what they needed.

      "We can't do it here," Rhys said. "Come. Follow me."

      Rhys took Zora by the hand and pulled her away from the table and then out onto the beach. She tried to keep up, but it was hard to walk in her heels on the soft sand. She kept nearly tripping as she was pulled along.

      It was not long before they reached a little cove. It offered some seclusion. As much as many of the women from the cruise were ready for this next step, Rhys still worried Zora was holding back. He did not understand it, but she had come from such a conservative and repressed state to begin with, he figured that was a part of it.

      "There aren't any smoothies here," Zora said as she looked out at the ocean. The waves crashed against the beach, adding an auditory backdrop to the beautiful scene.

      "No, but you'll get what you want with this," Rhys said. He used that moment to drop his shorts, letting his long, thick cock spring to attention, no longer constrained by his clothing.

      Zora's eyes dropped to his cock, unable to look away. She licked her lips without even thinking about it. But there was also still some reservation in her. She knew, deep down, that Rhys' cock could not give her a smoothie. It could give her other things, like cum, but she was pretty sure that was different.

      "I don't think—"

      "That's right," Rhys interrupted. "You don't think. You don't want to think. You want me to do the thinking for you. And I think you should get down on your knees and suck my cock. It will give you exactly what you need."

      Zora tried to tear her eyes away from the bobbing cock in front of her, but she could not even look Rhys in the face. She felt compelled to follow his words. They were not commands, but they did have a ring of truth about them. It was so much easier to let him do the thinking. That was what she wanted. And if he thought she should suck his cock, then that was what she was going to do. She was doing it because it would give her what she needed, just like Rhys said.

      Dropping to her knees as gracefully as she could, Zora reached out with her hands and held his cock for the first time. It was warm, but hard, veins popping out along its length. It was larger than she expected, maybe eight inches long and two inches around. She wrapped her fingers around it and began stroking it slowly, actually enjoying the sensation of having a cock in her hands. She never expected this.

      "Go on," Rhys said. "Suck it."

      Zora closed her eyes, savoring the sensations coursing through her body, trying to ignore all else. When she opened her eyes again, she saw nothing but Rhys' cock staring back at her.

      She leaned forward, taking his cock into her mouth. His dick slid between her lips, easily slipping over her tongue. She moaned softly as she started to bob her head up and down on it, getting more comfortable with the size. She sucked harder and faster, working up a rhythm.

      "Mmmmmm," Zora hummed as she worked her way down his shaft. And what she could not reach with her lips she stroked with her hands, making sure his entire length was pleasured.

      "Yeah, that's it," Rhys encouraged her. "Keep going."

      Zora did not respond verbally, instead focusing on her work to further heighten his pleasure. He had been so good to her, always making sure she had a smoothie to suck on. And he had spent all day with her, likely ignoring his duties on the ship. And now, when the smoothies at the bar had run out, he gave her something else to suck on. He was even thinking for her. It seemed like the perfect way to spend her day.

      "You're really good at this," Rhys said encouragingly. "Do you think you'd be able to take my whole thing?"

      Zora was not sure about that. Rhys might not have known this, but this was her first blowjob. The idea of even letting his cock push up against the back of her throat was a foreign idea. Zora knew other women could do it, but more from learning about the man who called himself Deep Throat in the Watergate scandal and not from the actual act.

      But Zora told herself she would try. She would try to take him into her throat. She would see where it led her.

      "Just relax," Rhys said. "Let yourself enjoy it."

      And that's exactly what Zora did. She relaxed and let herself fall into sucking Rhys' cock. And when the head pushed against the back of her throat, she relaxed and tried to let it through.

      Having her air supply cut off was a new experience, but she kept taking him deeper. She kept going until her nose was pushed up against his pelvis, her lips pressed to the base.

      "That's it," Rhys said. "You can pull back now."

      He had meant for her to keep sucking his cock, but Zora pulled all the way back. She gasped for air, never having even tried to hold her breath for that long before. She felt even more lightheaded than had become the norm for her after all those rum filled smoothies.

      "Come on, you're almost there," Rhys said. He ran his hands through her hair, pulling her slightly forward, toward his cock. He would not force her, but he wanted to encourage her to embrace the life of a slut before the cruise was over. There were only two more days.

      Once Zora caught her breath, she returned to sucking the cock in front of her. She looked up into Rhys' face as she bobbed her head up and down.

      And then it happened. She was still sucking when his cock exploded in her mouth. Her jaw went slack, unable to swallow fast enough to keep pace with the spurting spunk filling her mouth. Zora swallowed as best as she could, but some of the load escaped her lips and dribbled down her chin.

      But it was the flavor that got to her. It was so much like the pink smoothies she had been drinking. Had she been more aware of herself, she would have questioned whether cum was an ingredient in the smoothies, but she was too busy swallowing Rhys' cum to think about that. Not that they were the same. The smoothies were always cold and Rhys' cum was warm in her mouth and on her skin.

      "That's so good," Rhys groaned in pleasure as the last spurts of cum emptied into her mouth.

      And Zora had to agree. It tasted like sweet nectar. Like a smoothie made from strawberries and cream. She drank every drop of it, wanting to make sure she got it all inside her.

      And afterward, once Rhys pulled his cock from her mouth, Zora scooped up the spilled cum from her chin with her fingers and pushed it into her mouth. She got to savor the flavors all over again.

      "That was wonderful," Rhys said. He helped Zora stand up again, once she was finished eating his cum. She smiled up at him, happy to get what she needed. He had been right. Sucking his cock had been more work, but she got what she needed in the end. "Now let’s head back to the ship. We'll be setting sail again soon."

      This time, on the walk back to the ship, Zora leaned against Rhys as they walked together. And she had a feeling there would be another smoothie for her when they got back on board. She felt absolutely wonderful, almost wishing she could stay onboard for the rest of her life.
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            DAY FOUR - THURSDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Zora woke up much as she had the previous two days. She smiled when she found herself looking at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. She had quickly consumed the smoothie waiting for her. It had not even bothered her that she was completely nude when she woke up, only the bed covers providing any warmth as she had slept.

      The woman Zora saw in the mirror was very different from the one who first boarded the cruise ship. Her boobs had grown into a proper pair of tits. They were big and surprisingly perky for how big they were. And her butt had grown an equal amount, giving her a nice hourglass figure and a bubble butt as well.

      Zora's hair had continued to grow at an exceptional rate, falling well past her shoulders. And it had continued to lighten. She was definitely a blonde now. There were no doubts about that.

      But there was another change to Zora's appearance. She was almost able to ignore it, but when she went to put lipstick on after her shower, it was impossible to miss the size of her lips. They were bigger, both with more volume and more projection. It somehow made sucking down the smoothies through those big straws easier. And she was certain guys like Rhys would love to feel her lips wrapped around their cocks.k

      Zora shivered at the thought of sucking cock. It gave her a weird sense of pride and pleasure, but there was still a vague notion of disgust with the act. It was definitely not something she had ever thought much about until this trip, until yesterday.

      Not wanting to dwell on any one thing, Zora pushed the thoughts of blowjobs from her mind as she finished getting ready to go up on deck, ready to catch some sun. She looked good, but a part of her wanted a little more color. She put on a red bikini, making sure the triangles covered the right parts of her tits. She wanted to make sure she showed off a lot of cleavage. Half the fun of wearing skimpy bikinis was showing off her sexy body. Her thong bottoms were small and equally skimpy.

      Zora put her sunglasses on top of her head as she slipped her feet into a pair of heels with a three-inch heel. It was taller than anything she had worn before, but no one would have noticed, with how well Zora moved in them. She looked well practiced in wearing high heels as she made her way up onto the deck.

      But the moment Zora stepped out into the sunshine, her jaw dropped in surprise. She had expected a quiet day sunbathing. Instead, she was greeted by an orgy. Everyone was fucking. Men, multiple women, the staff. Just the sight of it was enough to turn Zora on.

      The difference, however, was Zora was not ready for this. She had barely been ready to suck Rhys' cock yesterday, and that had come with a lot of prodding or persuading from Rhys. But no amount of pink happy fog or arousal could have prepared her for this.

      Rather than even try to find a quiet place in the sun, doing her best to ignore all the fucking going on around her, Zora retreated back inside. But instead of going to her cabin, which had felt like a safe place before, she minced deeper into the ship, following hallways without any clear idea of where she was going. All that mattered was getting away from all that sex.

      And Zora succeeded. She found a little gap behind a slot machine in the casino. No one was playing casino games. They were all up on deck, fucking each other. Zora slipped behind the machine and sat down, hugging her legs to her now prodigious chest.

      Zora sat there for a long time. She lost all sense of time, but she knew she had been there for hours. Her stomach rumbled, her need for a smoothie got stronger and stronger. Even her happy pink fog started to retreat from her mind.

      There was a part of Zora that wanted to give in. She was hungry and felt the need for another smoothie. It really was like she was an addict. It was not just a psychological need. She felt it in her stomach, like she might die if she did not get another dose.

      But Zora held firm. She continued to hide, knowing she was unlikely to be found. And maybe once everyone got tired of all the fucking, she could finally go out and catch a little sun. She just wanted to be a little tanner. It did not need to be much.

      Had Zora been able to think more clearly, she would have started to question how her body had changed. She would have questioned why she was wearing such a skimpy bikini. She would have wondered where her normal clothes had gone. Not that she expected to fit into most of those clothes anymore. Her pants would struggle to fit over her ass and even her baggy T-shirts might get a little stretched by her now big tits.

      However, Zora could not think about that. Even as the fog in her mind started to clear, it was still too heavy for her to consider such things. And her ever present hunger for more smoothies proved too distracting to think of much else.

      It did not help that Zora did feel a pull to return to the main deck. Her libido had kicked up a notch and she was so aroused. Heat coiled in her belly, ready to go off. She was able to mostly ignore her needs, but they were still there, her body demanding the attention of a man. Or a woman with a step-on. Her body was not picky. It just wanted some penetration.

      "There you are. I've been looking all over the ship for you."

      Zora looked up to see Rhys standing over her. He held a smoothie in his hand, ready for her to drink.

      "I was worried when I didn't see you enjoying yourself on deck. But don't worry, I brought you a super special smoothie. I know how much you like them."

      Zora held out her hands, wanting the tall, frosty glass.

      "Not yet," Rhys said. "You need to come out of there first."

      "I don't want to go out on deck though," Zora said, pouting.

      "You don't have to do anything you don't want to. But you can't keep hanging out behind the slot machines. Just come out and we can sit down and talk while you drink your smoothie. It will be like at the little bar yesterday."

      Zora could not argue against that. She pushed herself back to her feet and slipped out from behind the slot machine. Rhys guided her over to a nearby table and he helped her into a chair. He placed the smoothie on the table. By the time he sat down across from her, Zora was already sucking on the straw, getting her smoothie fix.

      "I had this one made extra strong for you," Rhys said. "I just know you're going to love it and everything it does to you."

      Zora might have commented, but the happy pink fog in her brain was back in full force, stronger than ever. And as the fog descended on her mind, everything went hazy. All Zora could do was keep sucking, to keep drinking, even as everything seemed to fade away to pink.
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            DAY FIVE - FRIDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      By the time Zora woke up on her final morning aboard the cruise ship, it had already docked at its final destination. There was no specific hurry to leave the ship, but Zora still felt the need to get moving.

      But there was a big difference between the Zora of this morning and the one who hid from the sexual orgy yesterday. Today, she would have been a willing participant. She would have barely covered herself in a sexy red bikini and gone up on deck with the intent of losing her clothes as she got fucked every which way she could imagine.

      Zora now understood who she was. The path she had been on all week was toward becoming a bimbo. Her body had gotten a bit ahead of her mind, but now everything was squared away. The happy pink fog was a permanent fixture in her mind, always wrapping her in happiness and arousal. Sex was what Zora now lived for.

      The extra strength smoothie had done more than finish the bimbofication of her mind. It had given her body a boost that no other woman on board could compare with. Zora's tits were huge, sticking off her chest and making sure she was the focus of attention wherever she went. There was no way she could hide them, not that she wanted to.

      But it was not just Zora's tits that had grown. Her blonde hair was lighter and longer still. Her ass was bigger. And her lips were perfectly built for sucking cock. The way she looked now, the way she wanted to be seen, no one would expect anything intelligent to come out of her mouth. Her words were unimportant. She was a bimbo with nothing of note worth saying, beyond begging a man to fuck her. Not that she needed to do much begging with her body.

      There was no smoothie waiting for Zora when she woke up. After her overdose last night, her addiction was cured. And it was not as if she needed to be bigger or more of a bimbo. She had maxed out her bimbo stats. Instead, Zora spent her time getting ready to leave. She put on the same skimpy red bikini she would have worn to the orgy. She also added a tiny skirt that barely covered her ass when she stood still. Sitting or just walking would reveal her ass and her thong bikini bottoms. And she slipped her feet into a pair of tall, platform, wedge sandals, ready for a walk on the beach.

      With the cruise ship staff coming into her cabin every night and replacing her clothing, there was not much she needed to pack. She dumped her new collection of cosmetics into her bag, but that was it.

      The book Zora brought with her still sat on the nightstand by her bed, but she left it there, no longer having an interest in reading. If it was something really important, a man would tell her about it. That was how far she had gone, fully embracing the life of a dumb and sexy bimbo.

      Despite people slowly leaving the ship, many of its services were still open and available. Zora stopped at the salon on her way, pulling her suitcase behind her. She looked fantastic already, but Zora knew she could always look better. There was an open spot, so she took it, letting the stylists blow out her hair, add a little more product to her face, and give her a mani-pedi that would erase anyone's ideas that she might be anything other than a bimbo. The long, glamor length nails she got were painted red, matching her color, the color of lust.

      Now feeling her image was complete, Zora left the ship, happy to see what the world could offer a bimbo like her. She embraced her new being completely, without a hint of the old Zora left.

      Not that she knew what to do with herself. Zora had travel arrangements to return home, but she was no longer certain that was what she wanted. Going home meant answering questions and probably filling out paperwork. It was so much easier to skip all of that and just do what she wanted, which was chiefly spending time at the beach and fucking as many guys as possible. She felt a calling to be a beach bimbo, rarely wearing anything more than a bikini.

      Stepping onto the dock, Zora headed straight toward the nearby beach. She shimmied and swayed along in her high heels, her big tits bouncing and jiggling in her tiny bikini, still pulling her suitcase behind her. It contained all of her possessions that she cared about.

      There was a beachside bar she found, not unlike the one she had spent a day with Rhys in. She perched herself at the bar, posing herself to look hot and fuckable. Zora ordered a fruity drink. It did not matter what it was. She just wanted to get a bit of a buzz going, even though it was not yet noon.

      Zora was still on her first drink when she felt him enter the bar. It was strange how receptive she was to his presence. Without even looking at the entrance, Zora not only knew it was a man who had just walked in, but also that it was Rhys.

      "Hey girl," Rhys said as soon as he saw Zora sitting at the bar. Then again, it was hard to miss her. "Didn't think I'd get to see you again. Don't you have a plane to catch?"

      Zora giggled. It was her natural response whenever she was asked a question now. "I'm skipping it. This is my home now, I think."

      "I can't blame you. The sun, the beach, the sex. This place is hard to beat."

      "Yeah," Zora agreed. She leaned forward, placing both elbows on the bar top. She ran her fingers through her hair, fluffing it up some more. "It's nice here. I didn't realize how much until now."

      Rhys laughed. He had seen many women change like Zora had while working for B Resort Cruise Lines. But Zora was different. She had fought back harder than any woman he had ever seen. He fully expected to fuck her yesterday, but she never showed on deck for the orgy. He had to go find her and use the emergency protocols. Zora remembered none of the intense process that completed her bimbo transformation, but it also meant he never got to fuck her. And seeing her now, in all her bimbo glory, Rhys definitely wanted to fuck her.

      "You know, I've got a little apartment near here," Rhys offered. "We could go there for a bit. I don't have to be back on the ship until Monday."

      "You just want to fuck me," Zora said, trying to be playful.

      Rhys was actually a little surprised at her words. Her body language screamed that she wanted to be fucked, but her words made him question whether they had finally found someone immune to the process, or at least partially immune. But then Rhys realized Zora was a bimbo. She looked like one, she sounded like one, and the way her gaze seemed locked onto his body, she thought like one, too.

      "You're right," Rhys said. "I do want to fuck you."

      "Good, because I want to fuck you, too. I already got to taste that cock of yours, but I want to feel it in my pussy. I want to feel it in my ass. I want to bathe in your fucking cum."

      "Then let's go," Rhys said. He pulled out his wallet and dropped a couple bills on the bar, more than enough to cover the cost of Zora's drink and the tip. Then he grabbed Zora by the hand and pulled her from the bar.

      The moment the door to his apartment closed behind them, the pair were all over each other. Zora pushed her big tits into Rhys' chest as she craned her neck upward and kissed him. Her tongue thrust deep into his mouth, as he responded, kissing her back. She sucked on his tongue as she ran her hands across his back, pulling him close. His dick strained against the front of his shorts, eager for release.

      They stumbled backwards, falling to the couch where they fell onto it together. They continued their kiss as they undressed each other, removing clothes piece by piece. Soon, Zora was naked and lying next to Rhys on the couch. She reached down between them and grasped his straining erection, giving it a few strokes before releasing it.

      "Oh yeah," Rhys moaned softly as he watched Zora stroke him. "That feels good."

      She smiled and nodded. "Do you want me to suck it?"

      "Please," he said.

      Without another word, Zora moved closer, kneeling on the floor beside the couch. As she lowered her head, she wrapped one hand around his shaft. She licked the underside of the crown and gave him a quick lick along the bottom of his shaft before taking hold of his thick cock head between her lips.

      His eyes rolled back in his head as he gasped loudly. Zora quickly bobbed her head, sucking his cock deeply into her mouth, swirling her tongue along the base of his cock. A loud moan escaped from Rhys' throat as she worked his dick, slurping sounds escaping as she devoured his entire member, taking him deep into her throat, without any gag reflex remaining.

      "Fuck yes," Rhys groaned. His hips bucked involuntarily as Zora continued to work his throbbing tool, licking and stroking it.

      He reached down, grabbing her hair tightly in his fist and tugging lightly as he pumped his own dick. Zora moaned louder, knowing exactly what he wanted. She sucked harder and faster, wanting nothing more than to please this man.

      After a minute or two of intensity, Zora felt Rhys tense up and knew he was moments away from exploding inside her mouth. Just as she felt him start to spurt, she released his cock, popping it out of her mouth.

      "Goddamn!" Rhys exclaimed, breathing heavily. "What are you doing? Stop! You have to swallow it."

      But Zora wasn't done. She opened her mouth wide, letting him spurt onto her tongue as she stroked his cock with her hands. When she felt the last drops spill onto her tongue, she swallowed the entirety of his load.

      "Holy shit," Rhys breathed, watching Zora clean his cock.

      Zora sat up and grinned at him. "Thank you," she purred. "Your cum tastes delicious."

      "It'll be a moment before I can go again," Rhys admitted. He loved her blowjob, but he wanted so much more from her.

      Zora wanted more, too. She wanted him in every one of her holes. She wanted him to fuck her big bimbo tits. She wanted him to cover her in cum.

      "I know how to get you ready again," Zora said as she gracefully rose to her feet. She walked over to the stereo and turned it on, finding a station with appropriately sexy music. And then she danced for him, shaking and swaying her body, sexualizing every move to get him hard again.

      Zora's body was such a turn on for him and he soon recovered. Rhys could not take anymore of the tease. He stood and took Zora's hand, leading her into his bedroom. Once inside, he kicked the door shut behind him. With Zora in tow, Rhys lightly tossed her onto the bed. There was a large king size mattress in the room. He climbed atop her immediately, pushing his rigid cock against her wet slit and pushing himself inside of her.

      "Yes!" Zora cried out as Rhys entered her. It was fast, with no foreplay, but she was more than ready. Zora threw her arms around his shoulders, pulling him tight. "Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

      Rhys complied, pounding his cock into Zora, driving her crazy with lust. She clawed at his back, digging her new, red nails into him.

      "Harder!" Zora demanded. "Fuck me hard!"

      And that's exactly what Rhys did. He pistoned into Zora relentlessly, slamming his cock into her over and over again. Her huge tits bounced wildly on her chest as she writhed under him, screaming incoherently as he rammed his dick into her pussy.

      Finally, after several minutes of nonstop fucking, Zora couldn't handle it any longer. "Fuuccckkkk!" she shrieked as an orgasm ripped through her body. The feeling was incredible, sending shivers throughout her entire being. Zora came repeatedly, her whole body quivering as she orgasmed over and over again, each climax stronger than the last.

      When it ended, Zora collapsed beneath Rhys, panting and moaning. He had cum inside of her, flooding her lush with his hot, white cum. She tried to catch her breath, but failed miserably. After a minute or so, though, she managed to pull herself together.

      "Wow," Zora panted as she lay next to Rhys on the bed. She looked down at his still erect penis, slowly softening within her. It was a beautiful sight.

      "Yeah," Rhys agreed. "That was pretty intense."

      Zora giggled. "Was it?"

      "Well, yeah," Rhys admitted. "You were really good."

      "Thanks," Zora replied. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

      "Me too," Rhys said. "Although, I don't know if I can handle never coming home to you again."

      Zora looked quizzically at him, not understanding his words. She tilted her head. It looked cute, but it did not actually help her understand.

      "I was thinking," Rhys said, explaining himself. "You need someplace to stay, to live. You could live here, with me. On the weekends, we can fuck all day or whatever else you want. During the week, I have to work on the cruise ship, helping turn other women into bimbos. But while I'm away, you can do what you want, fuck who you want."

      Zora practically purred in delight at the idea. "Really?"

      "Sure," Rhys answered. "Why not? We're both single right now anyway."

      "So, where would I sleep?" Zora asked.

      "In my bed," Rhys told her. "I just don't want to come home to find cum stains on the bed."

      Zora giggled at that thought. But even her bimbofied brain knew that Rhys' offer was a good one. It solved all of her problems and let her be the beach bimbo she wanted to be.

      "I love it," Zora squealed with happiness. She clapped her hands and bounced where she sat, making her tits jiggle on her chest. "You're, like, totally the best."

      There was a moment where an errant thought made it through Zora's happy pink fog of a brain, wondering how appropriate it was to live in a man's apartment who was younger than her, at least by a few years. But then her bimbo reasoning kicked in. She was hot and looked younger than her real age. And it was not as if Zora even remembered how old she was anymore. So that concern did not matter.

      "With that decided, though, we need to come up with a way to celebrate," Rhys said.

      "Mmm," Zora moaned as she came up with an idea. "How about you fuck me in the ass to celebrate."

      "I like your thinking," Rhys said.

      As he reached over to his nightstand to pull out the lube, Zora could not help but think how great a life she now had. She got to live rent free with a really hot guy. And whenever he was away, making more bimbos like her, she could fuck whoever she wanted. It was perfect. And it was all thanks to B Resort Cruise Lines and her free cruise vacation. Zora might not have known this was the life for her, but now she could not imagine a better way of living. She loved being a sexy bimbo.
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            DAY ONE - MONDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Rhys was still tucking in his polo shirt, part of his cruise ship uniform, when he arrived at the guest intake area. His most recent dalliance with Zora had kept him later than usual. He had spent months turning women into bimbos as part of his job, but this was the first time he had kept one after their cruise.

      Even though he had thoroughly laid claim to her, pumping her full of cum for almost three straight days, he still worried about her. She was a bimbo and he had given her permission to spend the time when he was aboard the cruise ship fucking anyone she wanted. But even now, she was on his mind, wishing he could bring her with him so he could continue to fuck her in his off duty hours. Instead, he had to hope she would be there when he returned.

      "Rhys, over here," one of his coworkers called out over the gathering crowd.

      The reception area at the base of the gangplank was crowded with guests and staff trying to find the right people and checking tickets. Rhys was tall enough to see over most of the crowd, which allowed him to push through to his coworker who stood with two guests. He could guess they were guests who had been assigned to him for the week.

      "Hello," he said, throwing in a slightly thicker Welsh accent than usual.

      "Rhys, this is Celeste and Luka," his coworker said before he turned his attention to the guests. "This is Rhys. He'll be your guide onboard the ship and he'll be able to assist you in anything you need during your stay."

      "It's a pleasure to meet you both," Rhys said as he shook the man's and woman's hands. He noted they both wore wedding rings, presumably meaning they were married. Not that marriage was guaranteed. Rhys had worked with guests who were married, but not to each other, before. He also noted how Celeste had a very firm handshake.

      "We're here hoping to rekindle our marriage a little," Luka admitted.

      "Hey, we don't need to be airing our dirty laundry right now," Celeste said, scolding her husband.

      "He might as well know," Luka shot back. "He's here to help. He might be able to suggest some romantic activities during our time aboard."

      Celeste stopped arguing, but the way she folded her arms over her chest made it clear she did not approve and was unlikely to change her mind.

      "Let's get the two of you settled in your cabin," Rhys said, wanting to defuse tensions, especially before they were on the ship. He knew to keep a watchful eye on them during their stay, just in case things between them grew worse. He was all for couples trying to rekindle a lost flame, but it could easily go the other direction, at least on other cruise ships. Rhys had a feeling this ship was different. Celeste and Luka might not understand what they were in for, but he was sure they would leave happy.

      Rhys picked up their suitcases. "If you'll follow me, I'll show you how to best access your cabin."

      He led them onto the ship and through the various decks until he reached their cabin. He let them in and allowed them a moment to adjust to their home away from home. The cabin was a little bigger than the singles cabin. The larger bed took up most of the actual cabin space, but the bathroom was larger, too, with a double vanity and a shower that could fit two people, with a bit of crowding. It was still a cruise ship.

      Rhys set the suitcases down in the corner, placing them on the luggage racks. "I'm available at any time for your needs," he said. "All you need to do is dial zero on any phone on the ship and ask for me, Rhys. The operator will patch you through to me."

      "Thank you," Celeste said, surprising him with her kindness. He had mistaken her serious and opinionated vibes for arrogance originally. He was glad to see she was not in need of a serious attitude check. Luka appeared much more casual, a go with the flow kind of guy. But Rhys knew they would both see improvements through their stay.

      Rhys ducked down and opened the mini fridge in their cabin. He pulled out two frosty glasses, filled with smoothies. "Complementary smoothies to start your stay," he said. The smoothies were two different colors. One was blue and the other was pink. He handed the blue smoothie to Luka and the pink smoothie to Celeste.

      "Pink for girls?" Celeste asked. She was not immediately offended and even gave the pink smoothie a sniff.

      "You're welcome to switch," Rhys said confidently.

      "Here," Luka said, offering his wife his blue smoothie.

      But the moment it got near her, she wrinkled her nose. "No, that's all right. I'll stick with the good smelling pink one."

      The married couple started drinking their smoothies, enjoying the gendered flavors. They were specially designed to appeal to certain people. The color was unimportant, but it served as a good clue.

      "I'll be leaving you to yourselves now," Rhys said, "but call if you need anything or have any questions. And feel free to take a nap. You both look like you've had a long travel day to get here."

      Once alone, Celeste and Luka made short work of their smoothies. And once finished, the weight of the day finally hit them. Their eyelids began to droop and they even started yawning. They laid back on their bed, still fully clothed, and drifted off to sleep. Their nap would turn into far more.
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            DAY TWO - TUESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Celeste woke up in her husband's arms. She was warm and comfortable, so she snuggled up against him, burying herself deeper under the bed covers. She pressed her butt up against him, grinding against his cock as the small spoon.

      This was not how she usually woke up. Celeste and Luka stayed on their own sides of their bed at home. She had forgotten what it was like to feel his warmth pressed up against her in bed. And she had also forgotten what it felt like to have his morning wood pressing against her ass.

      "Mmm," Celeste moaned as she felt herself growing aroused. How nice would it have been for a little morning sex?

      Celeste shook her head to clear her thoughts. Even though that sounded like a wonderful way to get started with her day, riding Luka's hard cock until she came, she was not ready for that yet.

      "Morning, Celeste," Luka said as her snuggling against him woke him from his dreams.

      "Good morning," she said as she pulled away from him, already thinking about how they should spend their day. If Celeste had not promised to spend this trip with him, she would have instead thought about what other activities she could do while onboard, primarily alone.

      "Hey, where do you think you're going?" Luka said playfully as he pulled his wife back toward him.

      Celeste giggled at the sudden movement, finding herself once more pressed up against her husband. It was only then that she noticed he was bare chested. Luka never slept without a shirt of some sort covering him. She was the same way.

      Luka placed a kiss on Celeste's cheek, hoping for more. But she was not ready yet. That first smoothie that had knocked them both out had helped prime her for greater sexual reciprocity, but she was not at that level yet.

      "Hey look," Celeste said, shrugging off her husband's advances. "Smoothies."

      Celeste grabbed both the blue and pink smoothies off the nightstand and handed her husband the blue smoothie. To her, it smelled foul, but that was just a matter of opinion and she was happy to quickly suck down as much of the pink smoothie as she could manage.

      They both sat up in bed, drinking their morning smoothies, neither of them questioning how they had appeared in their room or how they had fallen asleep on top of the bed covers but had woken up under them. They were not even wearing the same clothes as when they fell asleep.

      Luka only wore a pair of blue shorts. It left his chest bare, showing off his naturally thin build. Except, even after a single night, he appeared more muscular. He had greater definition on his chest and his upper arms. Even his abs seemed more prominent.

      But it was Celeste that had the big changes. She wore a yellow tank top and yellow panties. Neither of them touched, leaving an inch or two of skin visible between them, depending on how she positioned her body.

      However, it was Celeste's body that would garner the most attention. Her breasts were bigger. They were heavier and they jiggled when she moved suddenly. Celeste was not used to that, but she paid it no attention. Her hair was lighter, too, but she had not yet seen that.

      As soon as Celeste finished her smoothie, letting out an audible sigh of refreshment, she pushed her feet over the side of the bed and stood up. She stretched her arms over her head, making her tank top ride up her smooth torso, revealing her belly-button.

      Luka could not keep himself from looking at her body. Deep down, he knew something was different about it, but he was hard pressed to care. All he knew was his cock was hard and he desperately wanted to pull his wife back into bed so he could fuck her.

      "Come back to bed," Luka said, a flare of dominance shooting through him.

      Celeste looked over her shoulder at him, almost doing as he said. But the serious part of her brain took over, ignoring him and doing what she wanted to do, which was namely exploring the ship.

      "Not right now," Celeste said. It was a well practiced line. She had said it many times when Luka tried to instigate sex. She did not even feign a headache or other malady. At least she was honest in that, but it did little to fix their fractured relationship.

      Celeste walked barefoot into the bathroom to begin getting ready to leave their cabin. She noted how good her hair looked, but paid no attention to the fact it was actually lighter. It was longer, too, but she did not notice that.

      The shower was warm, but Celeste kept her time there to a minimum. She might not have been up for sex, but she was not going to keep Luka waiting. She still loved him and did not want to make his life hard.

      When Celeste stepped out of the bathroom, there was a towel wrapped around her torso. Not that she was trying to hide her body, but she had never felt particularly confident in it either.

      "The water is warm," she said as she found her gaze pulled toward her husband's chest. He had not covered up.

      "Maybe we should consider taking a shower together."

      Celeste bit her lower lip at the thought. Her arousal seemed more present than it had been in over a year. Nothing she did could make it completely go away.

      "I just finished, so maybe tomorrow," Celeste offered. She did not even know why she even considered it. Shower sex had never been something that interested her before. Now, however, it felt a little different. She supposed being on vacation would make it easy to try new things.

      "Tomorrow," Luka agreed before he closed the bathroom door and started his shower.

      Celeste opened her suitcase, not sure what she wanted to wear. Even though she had packed her bag herself, she paid little attention to the differences between the clothes she had packed and those she found in her suitcase. They had been replaced.

      As Celeste pondered what she wanted to wear, she was faced with an array of different shades of yellow. Each guest onboard the cruise ship was assigned a color. Sometimes the color would change during the trip, but they never seemed to notice. That was part of the beauty of the program. The guests rarely noticed the changes in themselves until it was too late. And then they appreciated them, loving what they saw in the mirror and the new kinds of thoughts that permeated their heads.

      Celeste pulled out another pair of yellow panties. She slid them up her legs and marveled at how they followed the curve of her ass, stretching over her backside delightfully. They were tight and sat low on her hips, a bikini cut that looked like she could wear them with nothing over them.

      However, Celeste was not ready for that yet. She next pulled out a yellow top. When she pulled it over her head, she realized she had not selected a bra first. But instead of pulling off the top to grab a bra from her suitcase, she shrugged her shoulders, figuring she was not really big enough to need a bra.

      The top, however, made it clear Celeste was not wearing a bra. It stretched across her chest, her nipples tenting the fabric. And that fabric did little to support her larger boobs. They would easily jiggle and bounce when she walked or moved.

      Celeste took a moment to place her hands on the tops of her hips. Her skin felt warm, which was no real surprise, because it was already a warm day. The air conditioning was close to turning on.

      By the time Luka walked out of the bathroom, wearing a towel around his waist, he found Celeste fully clothed, although in an outfit he had never seen her wear, and with a style he had never expected. Her yellow top was cropped at around her belly-button and the blue denim shorts sat low on her hips, just barely keeping her panties covered. And they left all of her legs on display.

      "Just give me a moment to get dressed and we can start checking out the ship," Luka said. He found a pair of shorts to wear in his suitcase, along with a blue polo shirt made from a wicking fabric. It looked good on him, especially the way it showed off his more muscular arms.

      When they left the cabin, Luka held out his hand to his wife. Celeste looked at, almost questioning what was happening. Could their love be rekindled this fast? But then she took his hand and a smile formed on her lips. She then let Luka lead her up toward the main deck, both of them excited to see what the ship had to offer them.

      "Good morning," Rhys said as soon as they stepped onto the main deck. "It looks like you had a pleasant night."

      Celeste found herself nodding in agreement. She did not remember what happened, but she definitely got the sense that it had been a good night. She woke up refreshed and in her husband's arms. That meant it must have been a good night.

      "Yes, it was lovely," Luka said, answering for both of them.

      "Fantastic," Rhys said, clapping his hands together. "And I know just what you two need. There's a nice little spot overlooking the water that I think you'll enjoy. Very romantic."

      Celeste was close to arguing, saying she wanted to explore more of the ship first, but Rhys was already guiding Luka toward the romantic spot and since she was holding Luka's hand, she went along for the ride.

      And when they reached the spot, a private little area with a bench seat that seemed perched right on the edge of the deck, overlooking the water as Rhys had said, with a little table for them to sit at, it did seem romantic. Celeste happily sat down next to her husband.

      And it got even better when Rhys brought out smoothies for them to drink. Celeste had no idea what it was about the smoothies, but she found herself constantly craving more.

      Celeste and Luka drank their smoothies. They enjoyed their view. They chatted. They enjoyed each other's company. And when Rhys returned with more smoothies, they drank some more.

      As the day progressed, Celeste found herself growing more and more aroused. Her head also seemed to get foggier, but in a good way. Her thoughts slowed down and she could just feel. And she felt great. Celeste could not imagine a better day.

      That was until Luka leaned down and kissed her. His kiss in bed had been small and playful. This was strong and passionate. He placed his lips on hers and it felt like the whole world stopped around them.

      "Mmm," Celeste sighed as Luka broke off the kiss. He pulled away from her, breathing heavily.

      But it was Celeste who reacted next. She wrapped her hands behind Luka's neck and pulled him back for another kiss. No words needed saying. Celeste wanted more. A fire had erupted inside of her and the only way she knew how to quench it was to kiss her husband. She returned his passion with full force, giving him everything she had.

      "Mm-hmm," Celeste moaned as her tongue met with his. He sucked on her tongue, drawing more pleasure from her mouth than she had ever felt outside of sex before. It was an entirely new sensation.

      Celeste had never experienced a kiss that blew her mind. She had never felt that way about anyone before. Luka had come the closest, but her thinking about why they were together was more mathematical than magic. But this was magic. Her heart sang as she kissed him, enjoying the way his hands roamed over her body as their lips met.

      But as much as that moment could have led to sex, the married couple never got past the kissing stage. They made out for what felt like hours. They only took breaks when Rhys brought by more smoothies. But they only took moments to drink those down before they were back to kissing. Celeste could even taste the blue smoothie on Luka's breath, but it did not seem nearly as bad when it came from him.

      The rest of the ship was forgotten as Celeste and Luka focused on each other. And as the sun began to set, it felt as if their night was just beginning, except on this ship, nothing was as it seemed.
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            DAY THREE - WEDNESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      When Celeste woke up the next morning, she had little memory of how she got back to the cabin with her husband. She remembered kissing him, though. She remembered making out for what felt like hours and the electricity that seemed to flow between them. It had been an amazing day and Celeste felt just as amazing this morning.

      "Mmm," Celeste moaned as she pushed her thong clad ass against Luka's morning wood. He felt bigger than she remembered, but that was not something she cared about. She just loved the idea of his cock inside of her.

      Luka started to stir and Celeste wanted to enjoy the moment with him fully. She spun around in his arms and kissed him.

      Just like yesterday, it felt like sparks flew at the contact. But sparks from kissing were not enough.

      "Good morning," Celeste cooed as she watched Luka open his eyes.

      He smiled back at her. "Morning."

      "I noticed you're nice and hard for me," Celeste said. "Would you mind if I took a ride?"

      It took Luka a moment to process her proposition. Celeste rarely initiated sex, but he was certainly not going to turn it down from her when they were here to fix their relationship and start having more sex again.

      "You're a feisty one this morning," Luka said. "Sure, let's have some fun."

      Celeste immediately went to work, pulling down her yellow thong and tossing it across the room. She then pulled down Luka's shorts. She did not even bother to pull them all the way off of him. She just needed access to his cock.

      And that cock stood straight up, hard and throbbing, ready for her.

      Celeste made sure not to disappoint. She swung her leg over her husband and lined up his cock with her pussy. When she sunk down on him, she let out a long moan, her eyes closed and a look of sexual bliss on her face.

      "Fuck, that feels amazing," Luka said as he grabbed her hips. She started bucking and grinding on his cock, making it move inside of her.

      "Oh God!" Celeste moaned. She had not known how badly she needed this as her body moved back and forth, up and down on her husband's shaft. "That feels so good. I love you, Luka."

      "Take off that tank top," Luka said. He had not meant it to be a command, but it came out like one.

      However, rather than balk at the order, Celeste embraced it. Somehow, it felt good when he gave her an order. She ran her hands up her body until she reached the cropped end of the tank top. She pushed it up over her boobs, which were definitely bigger than the day before. Then in one quick motion, she pulled the top up over her head.

      "Yeehaw," Celeste called out as she swung the top over her head, embracing the way she rode her husband cowgirl style.

      As Luka eyed his wife's boobs, he could not keep his hands away. They slid up her body and grabbed onto the fleshy orbs that stuck off her chest. They were bigger than anything he had imagined for her before, but they felt divine in his hands.

      And his hands on her boobs felt amazing for Celeste. It was like little bolts of pleasurable lightning went up into her brain, flooding her with endorphins, as more went down to her pussy, joining the pleasurable chorus that was Luka's cock filling her.

      "Mmm," Celeste moaned.

      Her body was on fire. The feeling of Luka's fingers on her boobs was almost enough to drive her over the edge. She needed a bit more to get there though.

      "Yes, yes!" Celeste cried out. "I'm close. Oh God!"

      And she came hard, squeezing her tits as she rode her husband's fingers. He squeezed harder to add to the pleasure. His grip on her boobs was rough and intense, but she loved it. It made her feel more than anyone ever had before.

      It was only after she came that Celeste realized Luka had, too. He had grunted with his release, filling her pussy with his cum. She could feel him softening inside of her. But that just meant they had shared an intimate moment together, the both of them getting the release they needed.

      Celeste rolled off of her husband and snuggled up beside him. He wrapped an arm around her, holding her close.

      "That was amazing," he said.

      "Yeah, I loved it. Why don't we have morning sex more often?"

      "You know I'm always ready for you," Luka said with a chuckle.

      Celeste closed her eyes and breathed in her husband's musky scent. It was comforting and it also made her hunger for more. She had just cum, but she already wanted more.

      However, when Celeste opened her eyes, she spotted the smoothies sitting on the nightstand.

      "Time for breakfast," she said as she pulled away long enough to grab the two frosted glasses.

      "Thanks," Luka said as he took the blue smoothie from her. They both started drinking, getting a start on their continued transformation. Celeste not only had bigger boobs again, but she also had lighter hair. She was almost blonde now. And on top of that, her lips appeared fuller and her ass was a little bigger, angling toward bubble butt territory, but not quite getting there yet.

      Luka had changed, too. He continued to gain muscle mass, his chest growing wider and his arms and torso gaining both volume and definition. His cock was bigger, as well.

      And on top of that, he was becoming more dominant toward his wife. His words came out like commands and Celeste found herself actually wanting to obey them. That was new, but not unwelcome.

      When they were finished with their smoothies, Celeste jumped up to take a shower. He walked into the bathroom, not caring that she was nude. It felt natural to her now, at least more than it ever had before.

      But when Celeste was just about to close the door, she paused, thinking. Thinking in her post-orgasmic state, along with the invading pink happy fog that came with drinking those delicious pink smoothies, was not exactly easy, but she remembered the promise that they would shower together today.

      "Hey, Luka," Celeste said, poking her head out of the bathroom. "I forgot we were going to shower together."

      "Me, too," Luka said. He paused for a moment, but only enough to look down to see his cock rising to the occasion. "But that's not going to be a problem. I'm ready to go again."

      "Goodie," Celeste said as she turned on the water to let it heat up.

      A moment later, Luka had joined her. As they stepped into the shower, he lifted her up, pressing her back against the wall. Celeste wrapped her legs around him as he lowered her down. They were both ready for a second round.

      "I want you to cum inside me, Luka," Celeste said, looking into his eyes.

      He grunted as he slid into her. He always wanted to cum inside of her. That was the most intimate way he could share his love with her. And if it was not for her birth control, he would have knocked her up already. But he hoped their future could change after this trip, that she might consider starting a family with him.

      But even without that not possible at the moment, Luka could still enjoy the moment, enjoy fucking his wife as he pushed her up against the shower wall.

      "How's this?" Luka groaned as he pistoned his cock in and out of her.

      "Yes," Celeste moaned. "You feel so good inside me. I can't wait to cum again."

      Celeste held onto Luka tight, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck. They were almost eye to eyes in this position, but the pleasure was too much for her to keep her eyes open. She threw her head back and closed them, riding the cascade of pleasure that came with this incredible moment.

      "I'll make sure you cum again," Luka grunted. He could feel her walls clenching around his shaft and knew he was going to fill her up with cum again. "But I'm not going to last long. You feel so damn good. My God, my wife feels so damn good!"

      And with those words, Luka exploded in Celeste's pussy. He shot stream after stream of warm, creamy cum into his wife, filling her womb with his seed.

      And Celeste was cumming too, her body shuddering as the eave of pleasure crested and crashed down upon her. She opened her eyes, but her vision turned white, her body shaking in response to another fantastic orgasm.

      All the while, throughout all of this, water poured down onto them, cleaning them as they got themselves dirty at the same time.

      Celeste hung onto her husband for a long time, but when they were finally done, he set her down and they went about cleaning each other, in the normal way. Celeste could have gone again, but Luka either needed more time or another smoothie for him to get hard again for her.

      When they stepped out of the bathroom, they were both still naked, but they were dry and ready to start their day. Luka dressed quickly, not needing to spend much time on his appearance.

      Celeste, on the other hand, took her time. She found a yellow bikini that looked nice. It had a thong back, but that was not an issue since she planned to wear a sarong to cover up. Not that the sarong hid much. It was mostly sheer, but having the fabric wrapped around her hips made her feel more comfortable with showing off her improving backside.

      Celeste's last steps were to put on a coat of pink lipstick and slip her feet into a pair of wedge-heeled slides with a small heel. The pair then left their cabin, hand in hand, ready to enjoy the day on deck.

      "Good morning," Rhys greeted the pair. He held smoothies for them and they took them gratefully, already wanting more. Neither of them had tracked their smoothie intake, but that was fine, because this was a vacation and they did not suspect the smoothies were changing them.

      "Morning," Luka said before he dove straight in and started drinking the blue smoothie. Celeste did not even manage to say anything before she started drinking.

      But that gave Rhys time to explain the events for the day. "We've docked at a wonderful spot for the day. This is a great chance to go ashore and explore a little. There are some nice beaches and bars to check out if that's your style. You're certainly dressed for the beach. We'll start sailing back tonight, when everyone is back onboard."

      "Thank you," Luka said after he finished his smoothie. Celeste was still working on hers, but she was almost done.

      "And if you want more smoothies like this, there's a little beachside bar near the dock that makes them. If you drink there, it's included in your fare."

      "Let's go there," Celeste said, practically begging Luka as she held onto his arm.

      "That sounds like a plan," Luka said. "Thanks for the tip."

      The pair handed back the empty smoothie glasses to Rhys before they headed toward the exit, walking down the gangplank to the dock and then toward the beach.

      When they walked into the little tiki-style bar, no one batted an eye at how Celeste was dressed. She did not even mind the fact she had placed her body on such display. She actually enjoyed it. People, especially men, kept glancing at her with lust in their eyes.

      And then there was her husband. The way he looked at her was enough to light an inferno of arousal in her. She bit her lip, trying to keep from jumping him in such a public place.

      The bartender came over with smoothies for them. They did not even need to order. Given their appearance and the timing of their arrival, he knew they were cruise ship guests.

      But where the smoothies they had consumed before had been just smoothies, these were spiked with rum. Not that either Celeste or Luka cared. If anything, that just made the whole thing better. They were spending their day ashore, getting a little drunk, enjoying themselves in a way they never had before.

      Celeste quickly found herself slipping into the happy pink fog. She smiled as Luka talked. She listened, but registered very little of what he actually said. Instead, she just nodded along, agreeing with him. That seemed the easiest thing to do. He was so smart and she did not want to think about anything. Letting him handle that seemed better.

      As the pair sat at the little table, they eventually noticed Rhys enter with a shy woman wearing a green bikini beneath a wide-necked top that slipped off her shoulder. They sat together and she ordered a smoothie, just like Celeste had. It was good to know that Rhys was keeping busy, helping other guests.

      The late morning turned into afternoon. In that time, Luka and Celeste had not moved from their table, but they were growing restless. Both were pleasantly buzzed, but not completely drunk. Luka still had his wits about him and was keeping an eye on the time. Celeste was a little more gone, but she was happy.

      "Hey, let's go for a walk on the beach," Luka said. "It seems a shame to spend all of our shore leave hanging out in a bar."

      "Sure," Celeste said. "Let's go."

      Since their tab was taken care of, they were able to walk from the bar out onto the beach.

      Celeste wrapped her fingers through Luka's, making sure they kept contact as they walked. It was a beautiful day, with sun and the sound of the surf. And the farther they walked, the fewer people were around.

      After a little while, they found themselves in a quiet cove. There was no one else visible. They could not even see the cruise ship from there. They were all alone.

      "It would be so much fun if we—"

      Luka had been about to suggest they have sex, but Celeste was way ahead of him. Without any prompting, she dropped to her knees in front of him. Her hands went to his shorts, freeing his cock.

      "Mmm," Celeste moaned as she looked at his cock, already hard and waiting for her. She licked her lips. She had no idea what was making her want to do this, but she had an insatiable desire to suck Luka's cock. It felt like it was her duty as his wife and she wanted nothing more than to taste his seed on her tongue.

      "Oh fuck," Luka groaned as Celeste wrapped her lips around his cock. She went to town right away, bobbing on his shaft, giving him the best blowjob she could imagine.

      Her technique was rushed. It was her first one. She had never understood why a woman would suck on a man's cock. But now she understood. At least she had an inkling of why. The taste, the pleasure she could provide him. It was all so good.

      "Yes...yes!" Luka yelled out, pushing into her mouth. He grabbed a handful of her hair, guiding her. He knew what he liked and he could make sure she performed as he needed her to.

      But it was not enough to just let her suck on his cock. He needed to test the limits, to test her limits. He pushed her down onto his cock. He hit the back of her throat, but then her body acted on its own. Her throat opened and she took him deep inside of her.

      "Holy shit," Luka said as he pushed her lips to the base of his cock. He knew he could not keep her like this for long. She needed to breathe. But she also did not have a gag reflex. He was certain this was going to happen again. There was no way he could go the rest of his life without a blowjob from his wife after experiencing this.

      Luka could not last long after that. He released her hair, letting Celeste go back to her earlier ministrations. However, she used what she had learned to make it even better for him.

      And, as she bobbed her head on his cock, Celeste's fingers dipped beneath her bikini, finding her clit. She rubbed herself in time with her bobbing on his cock, almost imagining she was getting fucked from both ends.

      When Luka finally shot his load, when he unleashed a torrent of cum into Celeste's mouth, she was cumming, too. Her body shuddered in pleasure as she tasted her husband's cum for the first time. It was delicious, better than anything she had ever tasted, maybe other than the smoothies. Celeste really loved those pink smoothies.

      By the time Celeste had swallowed all of Luka's cum, she had tears running down her face. She had worn no other makeup than the lipstick, so it did not show, but she had nearly choked on his dick. The only difference was she had loved it. And she had loved cumming as she drank his cum, having managed to corral every drop.

      "Holy fuck," Luka said, stunned by his wife's accomplishment. She had never sucked him off before and now she had taken him deep into her throat and swallowed a load of cum. She had come a long way since the cruise started.

      "You like that?" Celeste said, looking up at Luka through hooded eyes. She knew she had done something good.

      He smiled down at her, pulling her close. "Yes, I like it." He pulled her up to her feet, wrapping his arms around her, and kissed her. "But I think we better get back to the ship. We don't want them to leave us behind."

      But as the pair walked back down the beach, once again hand in hand, they wondered if that was such a bad idea. What if they just stayed on the tropical island, or wherever they were? But they had lives to return to next week. Staying was an impossibility.

      As they walked back, they spotted Rhys and his lady friend approaching the cove. Little did they know those two were about to do something very similar. However, Luka and Celeste had other ideas about how to spend the rest of their day. Back on board, they could drink more smoothies, this time with the added rum, and maybe they could explore their sexuality a little more.
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            DAY FOUR - THURSDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as Celeste woke up on the fourth day of the cruise, she immediately dove under the covers to take Luka's morning wood into her mouth. There was no thinking involved. There was no questioning about why Luka was naked or why she was naked. Nor did she question her big tits, her bubble butt, her long, blonde hair, or her cocksucking lips. Celeste just did what came natural to her.

      "Yes," Luka groaned with pleasure as he slowly woke from slumber. "Just like that..."

      Celeste doubled down on her work, bobbing up and down on her husband's hard cock. It was bigger than the last time she had taken him into her throat, but that was not something she questioned, either.

      Luka ran his hands through his wife's hair. He grabbed hold, but only needed to subtly guide her before she opened her throat to him.

      "That's the stuff," he said as she reached the base of his cock with her plump lips. She purred in delight at his compliment, the vibrations in her throat adding to the pleasure as she held him deep inside.

      Luka's cock cut off Celeste's breathing, but she held him in her throat for as long as possible, using small movements to keep his hard and the pleasure flowing. But even she had her limits. And when she started to see stars, she pulled back, enough to get a lungful of air before she started bobbing on his cock again, never pausing from her work.

      "Damn, girl," Luka groaned as he came, filling his wife's mouth with his cum. His flow was stronger and more voluminous than yesterday, a further change in his body, beyond turning into a ripped stud with washboard abs and a cock that would frighten a virgin.

      Celeste swallowed the very drop of her husband's seed. She wanted to feel it in her belly, to savor his gift to her. And then she smiled, looking up at him lovingly, loving what he gave her. It felt better than anything she had ever known.

      And Luka looked down upon his sexy wife with newfound love. He had hoped this trip would rekindle their love and sex life. And it had. But it had turned it up to an extreme, dialing both up to eleven.

      "I love you," Celeste cooed. "Thank you."

      Luka reached down, grabbing hold of one of her breasts. He squeezed it gently and then started rubbing his fingers across her soft, tender nipple. "You don't need to thank me. I love you and I know what you need. You need my cock and my guidance."

      "Always," Celeste agreed. She smiled, but then she caught sight of the smoothies on the nightstand. Neither of them questioned how they had got there. They did not care. "Ooh, yummy smoothies."

      Celeste got up and grabbed both glasses. She handed the blue smoothie to Luka before she took a long drink from hers. Today, it came with a wide straw. Celeste sucked on the straw greedily, loving how it all tasted and how natural it felt to wrap her lips around it. It was like she was made for sucking and that realization warmed her almost as much as getting a tasty load of cum from her husband.

      Neither smoothie lasted long, but it was enough to make Luka hard again. And it was enough to strengthen the happy pink fog that always seemed present in Celeste's mind now. She felt so happy and sexy with her mind inundated as it was. And it helped that she really was sexy, with big tits and a body made for sex.

      "You ready to fuck me?" Celeste asked, almost pleading to get pounded. She had yet to cum and her body was brimming with arousal.

      Luka looked his sexy wife up and down. He did want to fuck her, but he felt a calling to go up on deck. As much as he would enjoy fucking Celeste over and over again in their cabin, he also wanted to show her off and spend some time in the fresh air. The blowjob on the beach yesterday had awakened a new desire in him, to fuck her out in the open, laying claim to her slutty body for all to see, to cement his dominance over her.

      "Not yet," Luka said as he reached over and tweaked one of Celeste's nipples.

      Celeste moaned with pleasure as her knees went weak. She was so turned on, but she could not find it in herself to argue with her husband. He was so strong, and hot, and smart. Taking orders from him seemed natural and she would do what he said.

      "Then I'm gonna take a shower," she said as she bounced away, shaking her tits and ass. Luka gave her bubble butt a loving smack as she passed him. She giggled like a bimbo in response.

      Celeste tried to hurry as she got ready, knowing she took longer than Luka to get ready to be seen publicly. The hot spray from the shower almost led her to masturbate, but she held off, knowing once she started, she might not be able to stop. Her body screamed out for sex and the hot spray striking her sensitive skin was almost enough to drive her wild with need.

      Out of the shower, Celeste made quick work of drying herself, both wiping the beaded water off her perfectly smooth skin and blowing out her hair to make sure it looked perfect. Celeste paid little attention to how blonde her hair had become. She hugged her tits, loving their prominence and sensitivity. They made her feel so sexy, no matter how heavy they were or how different they were from her previously small breasts. Celeste did not even think about how she looked in the past, preferring the picture of her naked body in the mirror instead.

      Celeste's side of the double vanity was filled with various hair and makeup products. She used everything, making herself look as sexy as possible. She painted her plump lips with pale pink lipstick and applied false eyelashes to better frame her sexy green eyes.

      When Celeste was done, she made a kissy face to her reflection. Then she turned and slapped her bubble butt, loving how it jiggled. Every inch of her was sexy, making her look like a bimbo.

      However, when Celeste walked out of the bathroom, she had a moment of rational thought as a question flitted through her mind. Was looking like a bimbo a good thing? But then she caught sight of Luka and all rational thought fled her mind. Love and lust for her husband was all she could feel.

      "How's my sexy bimbo wife feeling now?" Luka asked as he changed places with her, planning for his shower.

      Celeste purred with delight. "I'm horny."

      "Of course, you are. I'd expect nothing less from you."

      Celeste had never known her husband's words could turn her on so much. But she could only stand there and watch as he closed the door to the bathroom, leaving her alone with her arousal.

      It took a few minutes for Celeste to recover. But once she did, she focused on getting dressed for her day above deck. Yellow was her color, so she had no problem finding a sexy bikini that barely covered her tits and put her ass on display. She did not bother with a sarong. Celeste was too sexy and too much of an exhibitionist to consider covering her body more than that. She would happily walk around the ship naked if she thought she could get away with it.

      Celeste was slipping her feet into a pair of high-heeled sandals when Luka stepped out of the bathroom. He looked so muscular and hot in his naked glory. Celeste found her gaze falling to his cock, unable to look away until he pulled on a pair of shorts.

      But that was all Luka put on. He left his chest bare, not bothering with a shirt. All that was left was slipping on a pair of sandals before he held out his hand to his wife.

      As their fingers intertwined, Luka pulled Celeste close and kissed her hard on the lips. She swooned in his arms as she returned his kiss with a fiery passion. But just before she expected it to move past a kiss into something far more fun, Luka stopped. He looked down at her with a mischievous smile. He not only loved seeing her as his sexy wife, but he liked to see her aching with need. She was his horny little bimbo now and even through her desperation, she loved it.

      The moment they stepped out on deck, however, the loving couple were inundated with sex. It was like a massive orgy taking place on deck, with almost every woman on the ship on deck, having sex. The other male guests were there, fulfilling their duties. They even saw Rhys railing from behind the formerly shy woman from yesterday. There were couples fucking in the pool, on loungers, and everywhere else. And since there were more women than men onboard, in some cases, it was women fucking each other, every one of the, stacked and sexy, looking like hedonistic bimbos.

      Both Luka and Celeste found themselves turned on by what they saw, but Luka was not in the mood to share his wife, because that seemed to be the natural situation for many. It was a free for all of sexual partners. As much as Luka might want to plunge his now thick cock into any number of other bimbos, he knew he was here for his wife. It was their rekindled relationship that mattered.

      "Let's go this way," Luka said, pulling Celeste along with him as they skirted the edge of the orgy. They ended up at the same spot as Tuesday. It had been romantic then and he hoped it would continue its magic.

      Luka sat down first, but instead of making room for Celeste to sit beside him, he tapped his lap, making it clear he wanted her to sit on his knee.

      Celeste made a big show, sticking out her ass toward him as she lowered herself onto his lap. She giggled as she felt his cock press against her ass, with only his shorts and her thong-backed bikini bottoms separating them.

      Luka raised his hands to her tits, massaging them through her thin bikini. Celeste leaned back into his muscular chest, enjoying how good he was with his hands. He could touch her anywhere and drive her wild with desire and lust. She loved the power he held over her.

      "Fuck, I want you to ride me," Luka said, his voice coming out deeper and gravely.

      "Ooh, yes," Celeste squealed. "Let's do it."

      Celeste raised her ass as she slid her bikini bottoms to the side. They were so skimpy, they were easy to move. At the same time, Luka freed his cock. By the time she sat back down, his cock was perfectly lined up with her pussy. As she lowered herself, he filled her completely, his cock and her pussy fitting like a key in a lock.

      And feeling her husband's big cock inside of her was enough to unlock her first orgasm of the day. She had been so much on edge, it only took a moment, the overwhelmingly full sensation in her pussy, to push her over.

      Celeste's orgasm rolled through her. She screamed out in pleasure. Under normal circumstances, it would have been enough to draw attention, but it was barely louder than the orgasmic moans and screams from all the other guests. The pleasure was like nothing Celeste had ever experienced before. It was like her whole body was coming apart at the seams, with every part of her being filled in some way by Luka. His presence filled her even more than his cock could.

      She had no idea how long it went on. Time lost meaning as she regained some semblance of control. She started grinding on his cock, keeping her motions slow, not wanting him to cum yet. The goal was to keep going, to keep fucking for as long as possible.

      "Yeah, just like that," Luka said. He continued to play with her body, alternating between kneading her tits and sliding his hand down between her legs and rubbing her clit. Every time he did the latter, Celeste came, crying out in erotic ecstasy.

      "Your cock feels so good in me," Celeste moaned. "I never want this to stop."

      Luka knew it wouldn't end any time soon. He wanted nothing more than to keep fucking her like this all day, fully enjoying their final full day on the cruise ship.

      But even he had to eventually cum. His cock twitched inside of her. Her pussy massaged his cock, milking him for every drop she could get out of him.

      "Fuck," he groaned as he unleashed his seed into her, filling her pussy even more.

      And Celeste came again, too. Her vision turned white as the pleasure raced through her like a cascading waterfall. It was wonderful.

      Celeste was just about to climb off her husband when Rhys appeared with smoothies for them. He had finished fucking the shy woman and had continued his duties, supplying everything the guests needed.

      "Thanks," Celeste said with a giggle before she took hold of the two glasses. She handed the blue one to Luka.

      "I'm glad to see you're both enjoying yourselves," Rhys said. "I'll be sure to keep you two stocked up. And if I'm busy, I'll make sure someone else brings you smoothies."

      "You have perfect timing," Luka said before he took a long pull on his smoothie.

      It only took moments before he downed the whole thing. And it only took moments longer before his cock grew hard again, still inside Celeste's pussy.

      "Ooh, yeah, baby," Celeste said, grinding on her husband. She took a little longer to drink her smoothie, but as soon as she had, she let out a satisfied sigh and went back to work, never wanting the fucking to end.

      They went on like that for hours. Celeste came frequently, her body on a knife's edge, so easy to push over. Luka came less frequently, his stamina impressive. But whenever he did cum, it always seemed to be followed shortly after by Rhys or someone else bringing them smoothies to recharge their sexual batteries.

      "Fuck," Celeste said. "I love you so much, Luka. You're the perfect husband for a bimbo like me."

      "I'm happy to hear it," Luka replied with a grin. "Because I love you just as much. I'm so glad we came on this cruise."

      Celeste nodded her agreement. The trip had been just what they needed. Sure, their love was so much more mixed in with the lust they felt for each other, but there was no going back to the way things were before. Celeste had lost her seriousness and her workplace ambition. She really just wanted to be a sexy bimbo for her husband. That was her calling now.

      The day progressed into evening. The sun got lower and lower in the sky. Both of them had lost count of their orgasms. The non-stop fuck fest had continued, making them wonder if it would ever end. They were happy to just keep going as they were, taking a romantic moment, watching the sunset, with Celeste riding Luka for all she was worth, wanting nothing more than to make him cum inside of her again and again. It was the perfect way to end the final night of their cruise.
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            DAY FIVE - FRIDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Waking up on the final morning, Celeste smiled and stretched happily. Her pussy felt used and her tits felt massive on her chest. She felt like such a sexy bimbo slut.

      Without even thinking, she dove under the covers once again. Every morning from now on would start with a blowjob. As a bimbo, that was her place, to act as her husband's human alarm clock. And what better way to wake him than with her mouth and a whole lot of pleasure?

      Luka groaned and threw a pillow over his face as his wife continued to work his cock. When he felt it getting hard and knew he wouldn't last much longer, he took a deep breath and let himself go. Celeste was there to take in every drop he gave her.

      After Celeste swallowed down her breakfast from him, she climbed back out from under the covers and cuddled up next to her man. They were both naked. There was no need to cover their bodies when they were alone anymore. They were both too hot and sexy for that. And they both wanted access to each other's bodies.

      There were no smoothies today. There was no need. They had completed their transformations. Celeste was nothing other than a sex-obsessed bimbo now. And Luka was her dominant husband, complete with strong and ripped muscles that meant he could protect his bimbo wife. No one could take her away from him, even if they tried.

      Their love was complete. They only wanted each other. Luka would need to provide for them, but it was a task he was both up to and willing to do. Celeste, on the other hand, was no longer a working woman. Just looking at her, it seemed unlikely she could count beyond ten. And that was because she could no longer easily see her toes when standing.

      Eventually they climbed out of bed. They needed to get ready to leave. The ship had docked. It had returned to port and they eventually had a flight to catch, ready to go home to their altered lives.

      Celeste started first. She needed more time to get ready, so Luka gave it to her. He used the time she needed to shower and apply makeup to sign into her email accounts and send a resignation letter to her boss. It was just easier if he took care of it. Celeste no longer had that ability. There were a lot of things in their life together that he would need to handle. But he was more than willing to do it, because it meant he had a sexy bimbo wife at his beck and call.

      Celeste could not stop herself from posing in the mirror, making kissing faces at her reflection, and generally trying to look as sexy as possible. The pink fog in her mind was now permanent. It was ever-present and prevented her from handling complex thinking. But no one cared about what she thought or what she said. They cared about what she looked like and what she fucked like. And Luka was more than happy to experience both regularly. And she was happy to give it to him.

      When they traded places, Celeste took her time picking an outfit to wear. She never considered the fact her suitcase was filled with clothes she had never actually purchased before. Everything had been provided by the cruise ship staff. Not that she wanted to wear her old clothes or that she could fit into them. Celeste had a slightly different figure than the one she arrived with. Her butt was big and her tits were bigger.

      As much as Celeste wanted to wear a sexy bikini, the flight prevented that. Instead, she pulled on a tight little yellow crop top that did little to support or hide her tits. The low neckline meant she had a deep valley of cleavage on display.

      And Celeste paired the top with a little blue miniskirt. She did not bother with panties. Somehow, even though they would be out in public for much of the day, she knew she would either end up with Luka's cock in her or he would finger her. Celeste could only go so long between orgasms.

      Her final step was to put on a pair of high heels. They were taller than anything she had worn so far, but they felt completely natural on her feet. It was like she was made to dress this way, to show off her exaggerated hourglass figure and big tits, to be a sexy bimbo all the time.

      "You're going to get fucked so much in that outfit," Luka said when he walked out of the bathroom. Celeste giggled in response. That was the sort of thing she wanted to hear from her husband.

      He dressed quickly while Celeste packed. She stuffed her clothes into the suitcase and then carried it into the bathroom. She dumped all of the cosmetics on the counter into the bag, making sure it all came home with her.

      Once they were both packed, they headed out. They saw Rhys down on the dock, helping people down the gangplank. Luka wanted to stop and thank him, so they waited in line and disembarked when it was their turn.

      As they walked, however, Celeste paused for a moment. She turned and looked at her husband. "You know," she said with the vacant eyes that would become proof of her bimboness, "when we get home, you should totally knock me up."

      "I like that idea," Luka said. "Maybe we'll even get to do it while joining the mile high club. Now keep moving. You're holding up the line."

      It was the last change in their lives. This was what Luka had always wanted. And now, he finally had his wife on board. Their lives had changed radically since they started their trip, but they were both happier for it. And Celeste could not wait until Luka impregnated her, making her belly swell with his seed. It was a fulfillment of her purpose. She was a bimbo, but she was also his wife.

      "I hope you enjoyed your trip," Rhys said when Celeste and Luka finally reached him. He reached out and shook both of their hands. He noted how firm Luka's handshake was and how feminine Celeste's was.

      "It was the best," Celeste said enthusiastically.

      "We got everything we could have dreamed out of it," Luka agreed. "The romance, the sex, it's all there now. Thank you."

      "You're welcome," Rhys said. They waved and that was it. They were gone, continuing with their lives, adapting to their new realities. There would no doubt be questions, but Rhys was certain they would be happy. Whatever friends did not approve of their new lives would be replaced by people who did. That was how the world worked.

      As for Rhys, he stuck around until the last of his guests had departed. Then he made a beeline toward his apartment. It had been too long since he last saw Zora and he was left hoping she had not run off with another guy. She was such a bimbo, she might forget about him.

      But the moment he walked into his apartment, he had two big tits shoved in his face as Zora was there to pounce on him. Everything was right with the world. He had a bimbo to fuck all weekend and the marriage of Celeste and Luka had been saved. And all it required was having more bimbos in the world.
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            DAY ONE - MONDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Adelia was a professional stowaway.

      Ever since dropping out of college, Adelia had loved the sea. But she had loved the lifestyle aboard cruise ships even more. What had started as a short stint as a maid aboard a cruise ship, turned into a whole life of deception. She stowed away, sneaking onboard, and the. Spent the length of the cruise, doing her best to take advantage of the free amenities.

      It was not a life Adelia originally expected for herself, but it was one she was well-suited for. Her dark skin helped to blend into the crowd. It helped her pose as staff when she needed to, when she was singled out. Although recently dyed hair could pose a problem this time. Blue was not a natural hair color and could make her stand out.

      As Adelia looked up at her latest target, from B Resort Cruise Lines, docked in port, she knew this was a ship she would need to pretend to be a guest more often than a member of the staff. The ship was smaller, more intimate, with fewer crew. And her recently dyed hair would make her look less professional. But that was just a challenge to be overcome, not a true obstacle.

      Adelia knew the easiest way to get aboard was to pose as a supplier. She would grab a few cartons of whatever was getting loaded onto the ship and then miraculously never leave. A lot of supplies were lifted onto the ship with a crane. Serving so many people made that a requirement, but there were always a few items loaded by hand. Adelia just needed to wait for her opportunity.

      And that opportunity came after only a few minutes.

      "My back," a man complained as he nearly dropped his load, a box of who knew what.

      Adelia rushed over to help. She was less concerned about the man's injury than she was about liberating his load and carrying it aboard herself.

      "Take it easy," Adelia said, comforting the man. "Let me handle the load. You go report your injury to your supervisor."

      The man looked Adelia up and down, trying to place her. She was not dressed in a uniform. She was not a part of the same crew. But before he could question her further, he felt a painful twinge in his back, his face twisted in pain.

      "Thanks," he said.

      "Where does this get delivered?"

      "The casino," the man said.

      "Great. You rest and I'll handle the delivery."

      Before the man could say anything else, Adelia was walking up the gangplank with the box in hand.

      As soon as Adelia was onboard, she looked for a map of the ship. Each cruise ship was built differently. Even though she had been on so many, she always found her first day led her to wandering around in a bit of a daze. But that only made her fit in all the more with the guests.

      The ship had maps posted all over, along with signs pointing toward various destinations. The casino was not on the main deck, but one level down. And as soon as Adelia found what she was looking for, she made quick work of delivering the box. The casino manager seemed to be excited to finally get the box, whatever was in it. He did not even question the fact she was not the original guy making the delivery.

      It was a wordless handoff. Adelia left the box with the casino manager and then made it look like she was headed to the exit. Instead, as soon as she was out of sight, Adelia darted up to the main deck and found her way into a storage area.

      "This looks good enough," Adelia said, finding a small cubby hole where she could fit, hidden from view. She found a blanket and curled up in a ball, hiding herself. Now she would wait, hoping to avoid detection until guests started milling around. Then she could leave her hiding place and have some fun.

      Eventually Adelia heard the sounds of guests making their way onto the ship. She knew the routine. Usually the guests went to their cabins to settle in, but then they went out to explore the ship. This would be their home for several days and there was no point in wasting any time.

      Except the expected noise on deck never came. Adelia chanced a few glances out of her hiding spot, but the deck remained empty. It made no sense to her. It was as if everyone who came aboard remained in their cabins, not caring about the rest of the ship.

      Adelia was starting to regret choosing this ship when it set sail. Her stomach rumbled and there was no sign of anyone. Either the whole ship was made up of compulsive gamblers or there was something she was missing. Adelia had never heard of B Resort Cruise Lines before. She knew it was a new company, but it left her wondering if there was something else going on.

      By the time darkness fell, Adelia had grown desperate. There was no telling how long this was going to take. And it was only going to get worse as more and more time passed, making her look like an employee. The last thing she needed was someone calling security and having her thrown overboard.

      Not that Adelia believed she would be thrown overboard if caught. But she had never been caught before. And she had never heard of anyone else like her getting caught. When being a stowaway was her profession, she was not sharing stories online or in a bar. She kept her secrets and discoveries to herself. And Adelia had heard stories about stowaways getting caught. Half the time they were out to work. The other half of the time they were thrown overboard. But those were just stories.

      The deck lights never turned on, which told Adelia there would be no guests out tonight. That was strange, but she was not going to argue against what she saw with her eyes. But even with the main lights off, there was enough extra lighting and moon light to see by. She needed food, sooner than later.

      Adelia left her hiding spot and went in search of something edible. She hesitated to go inside. There might be staff who would see her. With no one milling about, it meant she could not pass herself off as a guest. They would ask where her cabin was and she could not answer that question. She did not have a cabin.

      "Damn," Adelia muttered as her stomach growled. Her hunger only grew as she wandered around the deck.

      But then she spotted something that looked promising. There was an outdoor kitchen area next to the storage area where she had been hiding. She had missed it the first time, focusing elsewhere. She hoped there would be something there she could eat.

      The refrigerator was empty. It had not been stocked yet. That would probably happen in the morning in preparation of usage for the day. Adelia was left hoping there would be guests enjoying themselves tomorrow. Otherwise, it would be a lonely cruise. At least she knew the casino would be open.

      However, there were several taps for drinks. Two were labeled as smoothies. The rest were alcohol. With everything strange going on, Adelia did not want a drink. She needed to keep her wits about her. Plus, alcohol on an empty stomach was just asking for trouble. But the smoothies were promising.

      Adelia found a tall frosted glass and tried to decide between the two smoothie options. They were labeled pink and blue. That was not particularly descriptive, but since she had blue hair, she decided to try the blue one.

      "Yuck," Adelia said as soon as she got a whiff of the blue smoothie. It smelled revolting. She dumped it out in the sink and washed her glass out.

      When the pink smoothie poured into her glass, the smell was much more pleasing. She filled the glass to the brim and then took a deep sniff, enjoying the wonderful odors as they hit her olfactory senses. She could almost taste it, just from the smell. Not that she could identify what it smelled or tasted like. The smoothie was indescribable in almost every way.

      And the moment Adelia put the glass to her lips and began to drink, it was like she was in heaven. She could not imagine anything better. It was like ambrosia as it flowed across her tongue and down into her belly.

      Adelia could not stop at just one smoothie. As soon as she drained her glass, she refilled it so she could keep drinking.

      In the end, when Adelia had finally had her fill, she had consumed three glasses of the wonderful pink smoothie. She was full, for now, but she knew those would not be her last. And assuming the ship returned to some sort of normality soon, she would definitely consider sneaking aboard this or another B Resort Cruise Lines ship again, just so she could experience more smoothie goodness.

      With her hunger sated, Adelia returned to her cubby to hide in. It was not the most comfortable spot, but it was not the worst she had ever experienced either. And if all went to plan, she would find more comfortable accommodations tomorrow.
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            DAY TWO -TUESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      "Ugh," Adelia groaned as she woke up the next morning. Her legs and arms were stiff, but her chest and shoulders hurt as well.

      It took her a moment for her brain to wake up, to follow her body. "What the hell?" Adelia asked herself. "Why do I hurt so much?"

      When she sat up, she realized the pain came from the clothing she was wearing. Her top was tight across her chest, probably tighter than it should have been, but that did not explain the pain.

      Light poured into her hideout cubby through the cracks around the door. It was dim, but enough for her to see by. The pain definitely was not from her top. She could see that. And her top was not strong enough to cause pain like that. It had to be something else.

      It took some work, making room for her to remove her top. But once her white top came from, it was much easier to see what the problem was. The pain came from Adelia's bra as the cups dug into her breasts and the straps pressed painfully into her shoulders.

      "How the hell did that happen?" Adelia asked herself. "I must have had too much of that smoothie last night."

      Adelia had never experienced bloating that only affected her breasts, but this cruise had already been strange enough and she knew anything was possible.

      "Time to get rid of the bra, I guess," Adelia said as she reached back and unhooked the offending garment. "At least until my boobs go down."

      Adelia let out a sigh of relief once the pain vanished. She disliked going without a bra, but she did not see herself having much of a choice. She could always see about finding the ship's laundry and stealing one. It was not ideal, increasing her risk as a stowaway, but she doubted anyone would actually notice. The cruise line would probably reimburse the passenger or crew, if the theft was even noticed. Or so Adelia assumed.

      As Adelia struggled to pull her top back on. It was such a confined space and the sudden sound of voices somewhere beyond her cubby door. She needed to keep quiet to prevent discovery.

      "There," Adelia whispered to herself. The top did little to hide the fact she was braless. Her nipples poked against the taut fabric. But it was a cruise and Adelia was certain there would be a worse faux pas at some point from one of the passengers.

      Not that hard nipples were a real problem. They could even come in handy if someone on the crew started asking too many questions. Adelia still remembered the time she started flirting with a guy to keep him from asking too many questions. Nothing had happened, but she had been prepared to give him a blowjob if necessary. Any other kind of sex would have been off the table. Adelia had her limits.

      When Adelia stepped out into the bright morning sunshine, it took her a moment for her eyes to adjust. Thankfully, no one seemed to notice her sudden appearance from her hiding spot. If all went well, it would be the last time she needed to hide there.

      Adelia decided to take advantage of the opportunity and walk around the deck for a while. Passengers were out and about and she could finally blend in. At least to the casual observer. No one really stopped her, not that they knew who she was or cared. She did get a few glances. But those came from men, so she was confident nothing was going to happen.

      The ship had a very relaxed atmosphere, which was actually a nice change from some of the party cruises she had stowed away on. Then again, it was still early and there was a lot of time before the real party started.

      Adelia found herself walking around the ship, exploring it fully. She went inside and ended up walking past the casino. There were a few guests inside, playing slots. However, as she explored, Adelia noticed how many more women there were onboard than men. It had to be a two to one ratio, with about twice as many women than men. Not that Adelia minded. Most of the crew that she saw were men, which helped even out the numbers.

      Eventually Adelia returned to the main deck. By now there were even more people out, having come out of their overnight hibernation in their cabins, to relax in the sun or the shade.

      After a night in that cramped cubby, Adelia decided laying out on a lounge chair would be an ideal way to relax and let her stiff muscles work themselves out. She found an open chair in the shade and laid her claim to it.

      "That's so much better," Adelia said with a sigh as she laid back. She was mostly reclined and was about to close her eyes when she caught sight of her chest.

      Adelia found herself staring, not entirely believing what she saw. Her breasts were noticeably bigger. And the way they strained against her top, sticking up off her chest, even while lying back, was unheard of.

      "Looks like someone could use a smoothie," came a smooth male voice with a slight Welsh accent.

      Adelia, forgetting her chest for the moment, looked up to see one of the crew members holding a pink smoothie. Without even thinking about it, her hands shot up, eager to accept the prize.

      "My name is Rhys," the man said. "I don't know what crew member is assigned to you, but I wanted to say that I like the hair."

      Adelia took a break from drinking, a small ink mustache on her upper lip. "Thanks," she said with a smile.

      "It's interesting to see you wearing pants," Rhys commented. "I've never seen a guest wear pants after their first day."

      "Um..." Adelia had no idea what to say to that. But as she looked around, tearing her gaze away from the handsome man in front of her, she noticed all the women around her were wearing shorts or skirts. Some wore bikinis, too.

      "Don't worry about it," Rhys said.

      Adelia found herself relieved by his words. There was a part of her that knew she should not care what this man thought of her. It was true how the other women were dressed differently, but there was no reason she needed to be a follower, other than to better fit in as a passenger.

      "Enjoy your day," Rhys eventually said. "I'll swing by later to see if you need topping up."

      Adelia sighed once she was alone again. Interacting with the crew was always a little scary. What if they figured out she was a stowaway? But now Rhys was gone and she could fully enjoy her morning smoothie.

      The rest of the day went swimmingly. Rhys kept dropping by with more smoothies, but he kept the conversation to a minimum. Every time he stopped by, however, Adelia felt herself growing aroused. Her nipples hardened in his presence. She knew she was putting on a show, but there were other women in similar situations to her. No one seemed to mind.

      As the day wore on, however, Adelia found herself wondering where she was going to sleep for the night. She had spotted a nice spot that was mostly out of sight where she could pull her lounge chair when it got dark. And that was assuming the relaxation party did not just go on forever.

      It was hard to think about all of that when she was so relaxed though. Her mind was inundated with a happy pink fog. It did not stop her from concentrating when she wanted to, but it was easy to just let the day happen and assume everything would work out for the best.

      By the end of the day, as darkness fell, Adelia found herself pulling her lounge chair toward the quiet spot she had picked out. No one seemed to pay any attention to her. Their eyes were glazed over, completely relaxed. It was only because Adelia had to watch her back that she was not in the same position. But it never dawned on her that she had not consumed any food other than the smoothies all day. It felt entirely normal.

      And that was how Adelia's second day onboard ended.
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            DAY THREE - WEDNESDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      Adelia woke up to the gentle sounds of someone moving around nearby. She sat up without thinking, finding herself sitting on the lounge chair. She remained out of sight, but the idea of being discovered worried her.

      Taking a moment to assess her situation, Adelia decided it was time to get up. But as she looked down at herself, she could not help but notice how her top stretched across her chest. Its tightness was not painful, but it was noticeable. Yesterday she could see her nipples poking the fabric when she felt turned on. Not they were ever present.

      But it was Adelia's pants that were the problem. They were almost painful from the way they pressed into her hips. The buttons strained to remain clasped.

      "It's my butt," Adelia whispered. Her butt had grown while she slept and now it strained her pants, risking the seams splitting.

      She stood up, trying not to wince from the pain in her ass and crotch area. Even her shoes were rubbing uncomfortably against her feet.

      "Well, it looks like we're going shopping," Adelia said to herself. However, shopping meant she was going to be on the hunt for unattended clothing she could steal. It was not something she wanted to do, but it was now no doubt a necessity.

      Adelia moved awkwardly as she walked from her sleeping spot. If her pants had not been so tight, she would have dragged her lounge chair back to where she got it from.

      "Shit," Adelia cursed as she saw passengers filing off the ship. They had docked and this was an excursion day. And it looked like most of the passengers were leaving.

      Adelia had only once before left the cruise ship for an excursion. It had not gone well. She had not accounted for the checking of names of passengers upon their return. She had been stranded and had to fly home.

      However, today things were different. Today Adelia had a plan. With everyone lining up and filing off the ship, she would use that opportunity to do a little exploring and hopefully finding some better fitting clothing.

      Adelia quickly made her way below deck, or at least as fast as she could with her current clothing situation. She tried a few of the cabin doors, not really wanting to rifle through passengers' personal belongings, but she did not know if she had a choice. Thankfully, the cabins were all locked.

      "Not going ashore?" asked a woman who then proceeded to giggle.

      Adelia looked up and saw the busty blonde standing in the entrance to the casino. The woman wore a cropped crew uniform with plenty of cleavage on display. She looked and sounded like a bimbo. Adelia looked past her, but the casino appeared empty.

      "No," Adelia answered quietly.

      "What's wrong?" the woman asked. She leaned closer to Adelia, making sure her ample bosom was visible. "Are you feeling sick? Is there anything I can do?"

      Adelia shook her head.

      "Oh, I know what you need. You need a smoothie. Come in and I'll get you fixed up."

      With that, the woman grabbed Adelia's hand and pulled her inside. Adelia watched the woman's impressive ass sway back and forth with each step. Her body was perfect, with its hourglass figure and exaggerated feminine curves.

      "Have a seat somewhere and I'll be right back," the woman said before she reached a small alcove with a drinks station. Adelia recognized the smoothie taps. They were the same type as up on deck.

      However, Adelia did not sit down. She was afraid to now that she knew her pants could split at any moment. So instead, she stood there nervously waiting for the woman to come back.

      "You look nervous," the woman finally said from behind the counter. "Is everything okay?"

      "Yeah...yeah," Adelia replied, hoping her answer would suffice. She didn't want to explain herself further.

      "Here you go," the woman said, setting two large glasses filled with pink liquid on the counter. "They're both for you. I know how tasty those smoothies are. I used to drink them all the time."

      "Thanks," Adelia said as she immediately started to drink from one of the two glasses.

      And as soon as she drained the first glass, she moved onto the second. Adelia could not stop herself even if she wanted to. It was like she was addicted to them. They were just that tasty.

      "Hey, you know," the woman said, "I'd bet you'd, like, be more comfortable if you got out of those clothes and into something sexy."

      Adelia did not respond while she kept drinking. It was only once she had finished the second smoothie, letting out a satisfied sigh, that she considered answering.

      "I don't know about sexy," Adelia said, "but I could go for something more comfortable. My pants don't fit anymore. They're fit to burst."

      The woman giggled. "You'd look great in a sexy bikini. I know it. Just give me a moment and I'll see what I can find. Your color is white, isn't it?"

      Adelia had no idea what the woman was talking about when it came to color. But Adelia looked down at her too tight top. It was white. Was that what she was talking about? Adelia knew it was better to go along with the flow. Not that it seemed to matter. The woman looked and acted like a bimbo.

      "Yeah, white," Adelia finally answered.

      "Great. I'll be right back."

      And just like that, Adelia found herself alone in the casino. She knew the games would just take her money, but she did not actually have any money on her. She had no identification or anything that could be used against her. That was a part of her plan, making sure it was difficult for anyone who wanted to get her in trouble from actually doing so.

      It only took a few minutes for the woman to return. The bikini she brought out was far skimpier than Adelia would have ever considered wearing before. The pieces of fabric were tiny. Not that she had a choice. Adelia knew she could not keep wearing her top and pants. They were getting to be too small. She figured she would have to borrow or steal something that covered more of her body at another time. But for now, a bikini would give her the coverage she needed.

      "Where can I change?" Adelia asked.

      "Just do it here," the woman said with another giggle. "It's not like there's anyone but us girls here. Not that having some sexy guys watching would be that bad."

      Adelia bit her lower lip at the mention of sexy guys. Her body responded with the heat of arousal. But as she looked around, she realized there was nothing to fear. There was no one around. Not that Adelia looked up. The happy pink fog from the smoothies was starting to descend on her mind and she was not thinking clearly.

      "Yeah, you're right," Adelia finally said, not fully knowing what she was agreeing with.

      The top came off first, revealing the full extent of her now large boobs. They bounced and jiggled once freed, but they remained surprisingly perky and sat high on her chest for such a large pair.

      "Do you mind helping me?" Adelia asked as she held up the bikini in front of her boobs. The small triangles of fabric were too small to fully contain her new endowments, but something was better than nothing.

      "Sure thing."

      The woman jumped into action, tying the straps behind Adelia's neck and back.

      When Adelia looked down, she was greeted with cleavage she had never seen on herself before. The arousal she felt from the mention of sexy guys took another spike, as if her own body was enough to get her hot. It was a strange, but not unwelcome, feeling.

      Next came Adelia's pants. The moment she unbuttoned them, she felt relief. But it was only slight. Her pants were practically painted on now. That was how tight they were. It took some work, but she eventually pushed them down her legs.

      Adelia sighed, finally feeling some relief. But it took her a moment to realize there was still some tightness and pain.

      "Oh, my panties need to come off, too." This time, Adelia added a little giggle. She had no idea if she was copying the woman or if the giggle came from herself. Either way, the giggle escaped her lips and Adelia was left with the conclusion that it felt good to giggle sometimes.

      It only took a minute, but finally Adelia was properly decked out for a cruise, wearing a sexy bikini instead of those boring clothes.

      "Here, I'll take care of these for you," the woman said. There was a measure of disdain in her voice. It was not directed at Adelia, but at her old clothing.

      There was a part of Adelia that wanted the woman to stop and to leave her the old clothing. But that was a voice that never surfaced far enough to be spoken aloud. Instead, Adelia only watched as her top and her pants disappeared forever.

      "Thank you," Adelia said, trying to sound sincere.

      "Don't worry about it," the woman said, giving Adelia a wink. "Now how about some casino games?"

      "Oh," Adelia said. "I don't have any money on me."

      "Just tell me your cabin number and I'll apply it to your account."

      Adelia hesitated. She needed to be careful.

      "Um," Adelia said, trying to fill the time as she thought about what to do. It would have been easier if that happy pink fog was not slowing down her thinking process.

      "You know what?" the woman said. "How about I just give you a card with some money preloaded for you. That should let you play for a while. You just can't keep any of your winnings."

      "Yes, I can do that," Adelia said, grateful. "Thank you so much."

      The woman handed Adelia a card for the casino. And even though Adelia had never been interested in playing slot machines before, she happily sat down at one of the machines and plugged in the free card and then pulled the handle.

      Spin after spin, Adelia sat there, partially mesmerized. It was so easy to turn off her brain and be entertained by the flashing lights and whirling wheels. And when the woman brought another smoothie, Adelia happily sucked away on it, thankful for the straw this time.

      Adelia spent hours in the casino. Even when passengers started returning from their excursion, Adelia kept playing until late into the night. It was only after she used up the last of her money, it having lasted a surprisingly long time, that she returned to her lounge chair out on the deck, ready for a night of sleep. The fact she was wearing a bikini instead of other clothing neither bothered her nor was enough to make her consider just how much she had changed.
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            DAY FOUR - THURSDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      When Adelia woke up on the fourth day of the cruise, she did so in shadow. She looked up to find some standing over her. It took a moment for her thoughts to press through the remnants of yesterday's smoothie intake and the happy pink fog that still remained.

      "I know you're a stowaway," the man said, his voice thick with a Welsh accent.

      Even though Adelia had not yet placed the man visually, she knew this was Rhys, one of the crew. And he had figured her out.

      "I can explain," Adelia said, although she knew she could not. Even if her mind was operating on all cylinders, she would have struggled to talk her way out of this situation. All she could do was turn on the charm.

      "I very much doubt that," Rhys said. "I know how many smoothies you've been drinking."

      For the briefest of moments, Adelia understood what was happening to her. It was the smoothies. They were the cause of her body changes. Adelia looked down to see her tits straining against the thin fabric of her bikini. She realized she looked very different from when she first came aboard. And yet, she looked sexier than she could imagine.

      Adelia's thoughts turned toward sex, her arousal spiking to levels she had never experienced before. She looked up at Rhys through hooded eyes, batting her lashes at him and licking her plump lips. Adelia did not even pay attention to how much bigger they felt, a new addition to her body.

      "Maybe we can come to some sort of agreement," Adelia offered, her voice surprisingly husky.

      In the past, Adelia had been willing to give a blowjob to keep the heat off of her. But now, with the heat coiling in her belly just from looking at the handsome and well built Rhys, she was willing to do so much more. She could not think of anything she would say no to, although the range of thoughts in Adelia's mind was not particularly impressive at the moment.

      "Follow me," Rhys said.

      In almost any other situation, Adelia would have pushed back against such an order. She would have taken charge of the situation and either talked her way out of it or charmed her way out. Now, however, she could not talk her way out of anything. All she could do was do what the handsome Welshman said to do. Her body acted before her mind even had a chance to catch up.

      Adelia stood and followed Rhys, her body moving in ways it had not before. She could not help but sway her hips, letting her bubble but rock back and forth. Her tits bounced and jiggled on her chest, her bikini top doing nothing to support them.

      Rhys led Adelia below deck, down into the bowels of the ship. She followed dutifully, but watched as passengers emerged from their cabins, all the women busty and sexy. There were even a few couples who were fucking in the hallways, women pressed up against the walls, their men holding them up and fucking them.

      Adelia had never felt so wet. As much as she knew she was in trouble, she struggled to think beyond how hot the situation could become. She imagined what it would feel like to be fucked right here in the hallway. Or maybe inside a passenger cabin. Would people hear? Could they smell her arousal? Did they want to join in on the fun? Little did Adelia realize these thoughts were all thanks to the copious amount of pink smoothie she had consumed while aboard.

      Rhys led them to a quiet cabin. They were below the waterline, so there were no windows. There was also no movement except for the subtle vibrations from the engines.

      "Sit," Rhys said and pointed toward the bed. This was a sleeping cabin, but it was unclear if it was designed as a passenger cabin or for someone on the crew. It was empty, so it appeared unused.

      Adelia sat on the edge of the bed, not sure what she could say. It was so hard to think and her stomach was gurgling, wanting a breakfast smoothie.

      "If you're wondering, I knew you were a stowaway when we met the other day on deck. I commented how strange it was that you were wearing pants. You see, we replace the clothing of the passengers each night, giving them something that will fit better and be more visually appealing. I bet you can't even imagine wanting to wear pants anymore."

      Adelia considered pants and Rhys was right. The idea of wearing such clothing felt unnatural.

      "But now that the cruise is close to coming to an end," Rhys continued, "it's time to address the elephant in the room."

      "Elephant?" Adelia asked as she looked around the room. There was not enough space in the cabin for there to be an elephant.

      Rhys sighed. "It's a figure of speech. Moving past that, I'm going to give you a choice. You can either be hauled off by the police when we dock tomorrow or you can become a permanent employee of B Resort Cruise Lines, living on board and working off your debt."

      Adelia did not like either option. She had already tried working on a ship once. It was not for her. But getting taken into police custody was not something that interested her either. Although there was a chance she could use her big titties to seduce the police and get them to let her go. Most cops were men and could be influenced if she tried really hard.

      Rhys had no idea what was going through Adelia's head, but he knew he was not getting the expected answer. She was thinking too much. The goal was to make Adelia a permanent member of the crew, a bimbo who would happily bimbofy the passengers, believing this was the best state for a woman to hold.

      "Let me sweeten the offer," Rhys said. "If you choose to work on the ship, I'll give you another smoothie. I'll even make it extra strength for you."

      "Yes," Adelia said automatically. She did not even need to think about it. The actual offer no longer mattered. All Adelia wanted was another smoothie. She vaguely understood that she was addicted and that the smoothies were changing her body and making it hard to think. The smoothies were turning her into a bimbo. And even with that knowledge, she wanted more.

      Rhys produced a big smoothie glass, filled with pink liquid. Adelia kicked her lips at the sight.

      "Drink up."

      Adelia did. She drank the smoothie faster than any other she had consumed. It was bolder in flavor and definitely extra strength.

      The pink fog descended on Adelia's mind, stronger than ever. Her eyes lost focus as her brain shut down. A feeling of warmth spread throughout her body and she found herself unable to resist the urge to rub her pussy through her skimpy bikini bottoms.

      "You're enjoying yourself," Rhys noted as he approached, his cock bulging in his shorts.

      Adelia moaned softly and rubbed her clit harder, desperate to cum.

      "And you are going to enjoy being my little bimbo until tomorrow," Rhys said. "Are you ready for me to fuck you?"

      Adelia nodded vigorously.

      "Good girl," Rhys replied and pulled off his shirt, revealing a tight six pack abs.

      Adelia set the empty smoothie glass aside and slid off the bed, onto her knees. She reached up with deft fingers, releasing Rhys' cock. She licked her plump lips as his cock rose to full hardness in front of her eyes.

      "Suck it," Rhys said. His tone suggested he was not joking.

      Adelia opened her mouth wide and took Rhys fully into her mouth. She bobbed her head forward eagerly, sucking and slurping along his length. Even though she had sucked cocks before, this time it was different. It felt like her body was built for this. Like it was meant to suck dick and take it deep inside her throat.

      "Damn, Blue," Rhys said. He knew her name, but her blue hair made her stand out. "You're a mighty fine cocksucker. And I love the blue hair. It's so different from the usual blonde we get. Most women don't keep their dyed hair when they come aboard. Somehow you have and I like it."

      Adelia could have stopped to thank Rhys for the compliment, but she kept bobbing her head on his cock instead. She liked the taste of him in her mouth, the way he tasted like warm flesh and salty precum. She loved the sensation of having his cock slide between her lips and down her throat. It was a powerful experience and one she craved now that she was a bimbo.

      She worked her tongue up and down the shaft, tasting everything she could. She ran her hands along his thighs, feeling the muscles beneath his skin. She gripped tightly to his ass cheeks and squeezed as she moved deeper on his cock. Rhys did not even need to guide her deeper. Adelia could do that all on her own, impaling her throat on his big cock.

      "Mmmm," Rhys moaned as Adelia bobbed her head on his dick. "I'd love to bend you over the table and fuck your brains out."

      Adelia wiggled her ass at the thought, but she did not stop her oral ministrations. There was no way she could imagine stopping until she had a belly full of cum.

      "Ahhh!" Rhys groaned loudly. He held himself back, waiting for just the right moment.

      Finally, he pushed forward, forcing his cock past Adelia's gag reflex and sending thick ropes of semen straight down her throat. Adelia would have loved the opportunity to taste his cum, but she knew there would be plenty of time for that. They had all day to play.

      Despite his orgasm, Rhys remained hard. He needed no recovery time. He was ready to go again.

      "Time to fuck you properly now," Rhys said. "But the only question is how to do it. Should I fuck you while you're on your back so I can see those big tits of yours bounce and jiggle or should I fuck you from behind so I can get my big cock deep inside of you?"

      Adelia was not sure if she actually wanted to choose. It was so much hotter for Arby's to just take charge and treat her like the sex object she had become. But she also enjoyed the role playing and the teasing. So she decided to tease him first.

      "How am I supposed to know which position is better? Maybe you should tell me," Adelia teased.

      Rhys grinned wickedly. He leaned back against the wall, his cock in his hands, watching Adelia intently. "Give me a strip tease and then get on your knees on the bed. I'm going to fuck you so hard from behind."

      Adelia giggled as she rose to her feet. Then she started dancing to music only she could hear. Her moves left her ass swaying back and forth. Her tits jiggled and bounced. Then she reached up and pulled the tie behind her neck. The knot came undone and the fabric fell away from her tits. She followed by pulling on the tie behind her back, letting the fabric fall to the floor at her feet.

      "And now the bottoms," Rhys said.

      Still giggling and dancing, Adelia moved her hands to her bikini bottoms. She pulled at the ties on the sides, letting the thong fall away, revealing her hairless pussy to Rhys for the first time.

      "Now get on the bed and prepare yourself for the fucking of your life."

      Adelia obeyed, moving to lie face down across the bed. As soon as she got settled, her ass sticking up, Rhys climbed up behind her. He positioned himself and grabbed his cock, stroking it slowly, preparing it for entry.

      "Ready?" he asked.

      Adelia nodded enthusiastically, eager for penetration. She turned around slightly, looking back at Rhys with need. If he did not fuck her soon, she would start begging. That was not something she wanted to do yet. Not until she had gotten some relief from her new addiction. She still wanted more smoothies, but she wanted cock even more.

      Rhys placed his tip at the entrance to Adelia's pussy. With slow movements, he began pushing inside of her.

      "Fuck, yes," she screamed out. "Fuuuuckkkk!"

      Rhys turned his slow movements into a steady rhythm. He built up the pace and force of his thrusts, taking his time, enjoying her velvety pussy with careful consideration. He had fucked so many bimbos he was becoming an aficionado when it came to their abilities. He wanted to sample everything Adelia had.

      Her hips rocked back and forth, meeting each thrust of Rhys's cock. Her pussy was hungry for more and she was determined to get it. She tried desperately to hold back her screams as he started to fuck her hard. Each stroke was strong and fast, pounding his cock deep inside her.

      "Oh God! Yes!" she cried out. "Yes! Fuck me! Oh please, fuck me good!"

      It wasn't enough for Adelia. She continued to scream louder and louder as he pounded her harder and faster.

      "Harder!" she begged. "Please fuck me HARDER!!"

      Then suddenly, she couldn't handle it anymore.

      "AHHHHH!! FUCK ME!!! AHHH!!!! YESSSS!!!!! OH GODDDD YEEEESSSSSS!!!!!!!!!"

      The intensity of the orgasm ripped through her body. It was powerful beyond belief. She shook violently, her whole body convulsing uncontrollably. Every muscle in her entire body seemed to tighten simultaneously. Her legs bucked wildly underneath her. Her arms were locked above her head.

      When it finally ended, Adelia collapsed on the bed. She lay motionless for several seconds before realizing what had happened. She had orgasmed many times before, but nothing had come close to how good that had felt. It was her first bimbo orgasm. And after experiencing that, after experiencing such pleasure, even if Adelia could go back, she would not want to.

      "That was... amazing..." she murmured softly.

      "You say that like we're done," Rhys said. "I'm still hard and I want to cum in that sweet pussy of yours."

      Rhys pulled out of Adelia's pussy and then flipped her over. She looked up at him with freshly fucked eyes. But he would not be denied her willing body. He returned to fucking her, starting slow again, this time straddling her.

      "Oh fuck," Adelia moaned, her body already responding to his cock.

      With each thrust, he forced his cock deep inside her tight pussy. His balls slapped against hers as he slammed his pelvis into hers, driving his cock further and further within her.

      "Fuck yeah," Adelia gasped. "Take my pussy! Take it hard!"

      "I could be up on deck fucking all those passengers," Rhys said, commenting on the orgy that he knew was taking place above them, but fucking you is so much better. I love turning problematic bitches like you. You're going to be the perfect bimbo on this ship."

      Adelia let out a moan of agreement as he plunged his cock deep inside of her. He was right. This was so much better than any other experience she'd ever had. Even though she knew what was happening to her, she didn't care. She wanted this now. She wanted to be a bimbo and she wanted to help make other women into bimbos, too. She couldn't wait to get started.

      "I'm getting close, Blue," Rhys groaned as the pleasure built inside of him. "Should I cum in your pussy or do you want it on your face and tits?"

      "Cum in my pussy!" Adelia screamed. "Fill me with your cum! Give it to me!"

      Adelia was rewarded immediately. Rhys gave one last thrust before exploding inside of her. Thick ropes of sperm shot deep inside her, filling her completely.

      Adelia was moaning incoherently as the waves of ecstasy washed over her. Her mind was blank except for the incredible pleasure of a second orgasm ripping through her. Adelia's pussy muscles kept massaging Rhys' cock, milking every last drop of semen from his balls. Finally, he withdrew, allowing her to fully rest for a moment.

      He smiled down at her as she looked up at him with a vapid grin.

      "Don't get too comfortable there," Rhys said as he climbed off the bed and busied himself near the small kitchenette this cabin had been stocked with. "This is just a smoothie break. I plan to keep fucking you all day long."

      "I love it," Adelia said. She had no idea if she was more excited for another smoothie or more fucking, but knowing she was going to get both made it extra special. She could not imagine a better life for herself.

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            DAY FIVE - FRIDAY

          

        

      

    

    
      When Adelia woke up the next morning, she was in an actual bed. She was also still naked. Rhys was nowhere to be found, but while that was a disappointment, she understood she had responsibilities now. She was a member of the crew now.

      There was no need for a smoothie when Adelia got up. Her addiction had been kicked, her final day making smoothies an unnecessary part of her life now. But the results of all those smoothies she had consumed were evident. Her whole body jiggled and swayed as she worked her way into the bathroom of her new cabin.

      The image that greeted Adelia in the mirror was one of a blue-haired bimbo. Her tits were huge, jutting off her chest. Her waist was small and her hips wide, complemented by a big bubble butt. Her lips were plump, perfect for sucking cock. And her hair seemed longer and brighter than it had been before. And from what she could tell, it grew blue now. It was no longer dyed, but permanently that color.

      Adelia smiled at what she saw. She felt so sexy. Yes, she knew she was a bimbo now, that her hopes and dreams had been taken from her, but with a body like this, she would receive so much more pleasure. And helping to turn other women into bimbos, all while working on a cruise ship, seemed like a pretty good deal.

      It took time for Adelia to prepare herself to go out. She showered and put on makeup. She needed to look her best. Then when Adelia opened the drawers to the dresser in her cabin, she was happy to discover sets of clothing for her. There were crew uniforms, in various styles. Somehow she knew the different styles were for the different days of the cruise. Early in the cruise, Adelia would need to cover up, hiding her sexy body. But those rules became less restrictive as the week wore on, complementing the way the passengers were bimbofied.

      And for her free time, there were white bikinis. And there would be a lot of free time while the ship was in port. And when it was time to take on more passengers, Adelia would be back in uniform, although she had no idea what her duties would be. As a bimbo, those abilities were limited, but she would still do her best. This was her life now: a cruise ship bimbo.

      Once dressed in a revealing vest and skirt combo with shy-high heels, Adelia made her way up onto the deck. She might not be an official member of the crew yet, but she could still help see off the passengers, wishing the newly minted bimbos, like herself, safe travels as they returned home.

      There was so much boob on display. Adelia smiled when she saw it all. All the women who had come aboard on the same day she had were sexy bimbos. Young, old, and everyone in between were all bimbos and it was a lovely sight.

      "Thank you for sailing with B Resort Cruise Lines," Adelia said to one couple. The woman wore a revealing halter top and her boyfriend or husband wore a tight fitting polo shirt. The men had been changed as well, turning into handsome, beefy men. If Adelia was not working, she would have dropped to her knees to suck the men's cocks.

      The woman simply giggled. As a bimbo, no other words were needed. The man looked down into Adelia's deep cleavage, making her want to giggle, too. "Thank you for a wonderful and eye opening trip. You changed our marriage for the better."

      "You're very welcome," Adelia said. She could have admitted to this being her first unofficial day, but it was just easier to play along.

      But it was fun to see all the happy people leaving after their stay. Adelia could not wait until they were people who she had actually helped to transform and not just people she had inexplicably transformed alongside.

      Eventually, the last of the guests made it off and the crew let out a collective sigh. Some of them, like Rhys, had apartments to stay in over the weekend. And in Rhys' case, he had a bimbo to go back to and to fuck, just like he spent a full day fucking Adelia.

      Adelia returned to her cabin and changed out of her little uniform, much preferring the skimpy bikinis she now had. They barely contained her big tits and the thong bottoms did not even try to contain her ass. But that was as it was supposed to be now.

      With her responsibilities complete, Adelia changed into her bikini and then left the ship for the afternoon, wanting to spend some time on the beach. After that, anything was possible. Adelia might find a man to fuck her or she might return to the ship later and get one of the male crew members to give her what she needed. All Adelia knew was she was a sexy bimbo now and there was nothing that would keep her from living her life with the maximum amount of pleasure possible. This was her life now and she loved it.
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	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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