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		Shelly sat down in her new house, satisfied with how it all looked. It had taken her the better part of a week, along with her husband, Darren, to unpack everything. But now it was done and Shelly could finally get started on getting her professional life back together.

		It had been difficult deciding to move across the country for a new job Darren had been offered. But it was a big move up in the business world, getting a Vice President title, which seemed unlikely even a year ago, and finally getting paid for all of his time and effort. The rewards were definitely worth it, even if he was now working for a cosmetics brand.

		For Shelly, the contrast was even more stark, because she had been the main breadwinner before all of this started. She was a high-priced lawyer who represented big-name clients, protecting them from litigation and other legal trouble. And she had been paid well for her work.

		However, there had been one problem with Shelly’s work. She knew she was representing the bad guys. Defending environmental polluters and corporate corruption was required. Everyone and every entity deserved a legal defense. But Shelly was just too good at her job and the morality of her work was finally starting to eat away at her soul.

		This move was going to be a good one for her. It allowed her to turn over a new leaf, to center herself again and take on the kinds of clients who needed someone of her caliber, without worry about cost. Now that Darren made so much money, she could start her own practice and take on clients that she wanted to represent, believing in their cause, as opposed to selecting clients who could pay the most.

		But the change in venue, moving to another state, did require a shift. She needed to pass the Bar exam again. It had been years since she had taken the test the first time and that had been in a different state. This Bar exam would be different and that meant she needed to study for it.

		With the new house came a study. Technically it was a shared study, with both Shelly and Darren using it, but since Darren had an office at work, the room was hers to study in throughout the day. However, given the fact she had just finished unpacking, she was in no mood to start studying. She had all of her old law textbooks ready, as well as a state Bar exam checklist of topics she needed to review, but the last thing she wanted to do was bury her head in a book all afternoon. The weather was nice and she instead decided to go for a walk to explore her new neighborhood.

		Meanwhile, Darren was getting introduced to his new job at Thatcher Cosmetics. Even though he had traveled to visit the company multiple times before, for multiple interviews and other meetings, he was still constantly surprised at what he saw. He would have been the first person to admit that a company that primarily made products for women had very few women in senior positions.

		In fact, his new position had opened up when the previous occupant had decided she wanted to become a housewife instead of an executive. But the truth was such changes were increasingly common within the company. Women were choosing to leave their high stress jobs and men were taking their place. The only areas where women were increasing their ranks at the company seemed to be in jobs like secretaries and personal assistants. Those jobs were teeming with women, and all of them busty and gorgeous.

		Darren had noticed some of this before, but he figured it was something that would be temporary. The company board had a strong diversity statement and he did not get a paternal or patriarchal vibe from anyone at the company. It was just a fluke, or so he assumed. With natural turnover, fluctuations happened.

		“It’s great to have you on board,” the Vice President for Research and Development said, shaking Darren’s hand and even clapping him on his back. “I understand you’re married. Well, I wanted to pass this along to you, a gift for your wife for putting up with moving across the country like this. She deserves the best.”

		“Thanks, I appreciate it,” Darren answered as he took the offered gift.

		Once the latest well-wisher had left, Darren looked down to see himself holding a box of what looked like perfume. “Forbidden Obsession? Good thing I’m not in charge of naming products. I had no idea this sort of thing would sell.”

		Darren shrugged off the whole encounter and finally sat down to go over a few documents he needed to complete before he left for the day. They were classic onboarding documents, making sure he understood what was expected of him and to make sure his conduct did not put the company in a bad light. His employment contract and non-disclosure agreement had already been signed. This was just a little extra.

		He did make sure to slip the perfume into his satchel, a bag he liked to carry to and from the office. As long as something was in his satchel, he knew it would get home.

		And the perfume did make it home. Darren greeted his wife with a kiss when he walked in the door after his first day at his new job. He handed her the perfume, although he was generally aware that she did not use perfume. She stayed away from most cosmetics in general. Of course, that made him working for a cosmetics company a bit strange, but they had both come to terms with that fact.

		“Thanks, honey,” Shelly said as her mind tried to think of ways to get rid of the perfume. She did not even bother sampling the scent. It was better to just shut it away or even throw it into the trash.

		“Oh, and by the way, there’s this thing that happens every Friday evening,” Darren explained. “All of the executives get together with their wives and significant others. I realize it’s probably a pain, but we’re kind of expected to show up every week. Since you can’t start practicing law yet, I hope you’ll join me. I’m sure once you’re working regularly, it will be okay for you to skip these shindigs.”

		Shelly just shrugged her shoulders. She was not a natural party person. Even though she had been an amazing lawyer, she struggled around lots of people. But for her, the law was something she could always count on. People were far more problematic. Either way, she knew that these events were important, not because the events themselves held much value, but they helped to not only solidify Darren’s place at the company, but they might help him move up to a high position eventually. Success in business had a lot to do with who one knew, not how much one knew.

		“Thanks for letting me know,” Shelly finally said. “I’m sure it will be fine.”
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		It was not fine.

		Shelly had thought she had dressed up for the occasion, meeting not only Darren’s new colleagues but their significant others as well. However, her slacks and sweater ensemble made her look like a nun compared to the women at the event. And worse, once Shelly had been introduced to Darren’s colleagues, all of whom were men, she was shuffled off to spend time with the wives and girlfriends of the executives.

		“You have got to be kidding me,” Shelly mumbled to herself the moment she walked into the kitchen to find herself standing among busty women who looked like they belonged at a nightclub and not a house party. They all seemed to be wearing short dresses that showed off far too much cleavage for a work related event. Plus, the way their hair and makeup was done, it looked like they were looking to hook up, not go home with their husbands. The whole room screamed bimbo.

		“Oh, like hi there,” one of the women said, greeting Shelly in a high pitched voice. “My name’s Blair. You must be Shelly. Galen has told me all about you.”

		Shelly vaguely remembered Galen being the Chief Financial Officer for the company. She was left to question how good he was with finances, because he clearly spent a lot to make Blair look like a high-priced escort. The whole room stunk of money and sex.

		“Uh oh, someone isn’t wearing their perfume,” another woman commented. Shelly did not get her name, but she was already figuring it did not matter. They were all just interchangeable bimbos. Sure, their hair colors were all different, but they were all busty sluts who seemed far more interested in gossip than anything of importance.

		“Don’t worry, I’ve got extra,” a third woman called out before she shuffled over, carrying a large purse on her arm. She dug through it for several moments, with Shelly spotting condoms, lube, and more makeup than she herself owned. “Ah, here we go and stuff.”

		Before Shelly knew it, the perfume, Forbidden Obsession was getting spritzed in her face and over her clothes. Shelly started coughing in response, but there was nothing she could do to get the smell away from her. She was going to be trapped like that all evening. She doubted it would wash away easily.

		However, before she knew it, Shelly started to feel good. She felt a tingling in her belly that she usually associated with arousal. Darren had been so busy this past week, they had not had sex since he started his new job. The new house needed to be broken in, so to speak. They had moved in, yes, but they hadn’t had sex there yet. And it was sex that Shelly desperately wanted.

		Somehow, Shelly had managed to make it through the party. She did not know how, but she had managed to spend all that time with the vapid women the company executives had married and made into girlfriends and fiancées. To her, it should have been a massive red flag, but she was too horny to care anymore.

		And the moment Shelly and Darren were home, she dragged him to the bedroom where she quickly stripped off both of their clothes. Darren did not even have to do anything. Shelly pushed him down onto the bed once they were both nude and proceeded to ride him until she had cum three times. It was definitely a scenario of one room down, and all the others still to go. There was a lot of breaking in still to do, so many rooms in the large house to fuck in.

		Shelly’s actions that night flipped a switch in her husband. Darren had always been interested in sex, but he didn’t need to initiate constantly. It was as if Shelly’s needs Friday night had turned him into a sexual animal who needed daily sex. Not that Shelly turned him down, but she certainly found it strange how Darren would come home and immediately start kissing her with a passion she had not seen from him since their honeymoon. Each day, a new room was checked off the list, breaking in the house even further.

		However, Shelly’s mindset about the sudden change in her husband began to shift as she got ready for the second company executives’ house party. Someone else hosted this time, creating a slightly different environment, although the party seemed to work the same way. The men and women separated, leaving Shelly with all the bimbos.

		Only, it was different this time. It might have had something to do with Shelly’s outfit. It was by no means risqué, but it was certainly more daring than it had been last week. Rather than professional, Shelly went with something more fitting for a party, her little black dress. And since she knew she was going to be forced to wear the Forbidden Obsession perfume, she applied plenty before leaving.

		“It’s really not that bad,” Shelly told herself as the now familiar tingle began to affect her. Darren was not the only man who was going to be pushing for sex by the end of the night. She was certain of that.

		And what sex it was. Shelly had been a bundle of nerves all night. The few times she had been able to get a few moments with Darren, the way his hands touched her felt like fire exploding inside of her. And when they got home, she practically tackled him. It was exhilarating and she had never felt so close to her husband. The sex was better than their honeymoon.

		But the most significant change came Saturday morning, after the latest party. After a nice relaxing shower, Shelly gave herself a spritz of Forbidden Obsession. The fragrance clung to her skin, drifting up into her nostrils, filling her with sexual desire. She had planned to study for the bar exam, but she pushed such considerations away and instead dragged Darren back to bed. She was too horny to study.

		Before long, Shelly was waking up every morning to see her husband off to work, when it was not a weekend, and then promptly showering and perfuming herself. She had become obsessed with Forbidden Obsession. It was no longer enough to just apply it once per day. Having the scent always with her was addicting. She always wanted it there, just like she almost always wanted sex too.

		Rather than crack open a book to study for the Bar exam, Shelly instead would spend her time with a vibrator between her legs. It did not matter what room in the house she was in, she would spend her time masturbating. Although not always cumming. There were times when Shelly would edge instead, pushing herself to the brink of orgasm and then back off. That was almost as fun as cumming. And when she finally did cum, often with Darren’s cock in her pussy, she came harder than she could imagine. It was delightful.

		“I wonder what it would be like to fuck against the wall there,” Shelly asked herself one afternoon as she wandered the house after a rare self-induced orgasm. Her mind kept turning to sex. Just looking at a piece of furniture was enough to get her mind thinking about sex, wondering how to best fuck on it. It was an interesting way to live, but not exactly unwanted. The truth was, Shelly was having more fun thinking about sex than she ever did working as a lawyer.

		And Darren certainly was not complaining about having a wife who seemed to have two modes now when it came to sex. There was Yes and then there was Harder. How was a man going to turn that down? He did not even need to initiate anymore. Shelly was ready to tackle him as soon as he walked in the door after work.
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		“Darren, do you think my boobs look bigger?” Shelly asked as she was getting ready for another party.

		Darren walked into the bedroom where she was changing and his eyes nearly bugged out of his head when he saw his wife. Shelly looked phenomenal, at least compared to the woman she had been only a few weeks ago. She had managed to pull on a short skirt that would have looked slutty on a woman 10 years younger. On her, it looked downright obscene. But that was half the reason he liked it on her. She had really upped her game when it came to dressing sexy for him.

		In the past few weeks, Shelly’s entire wardrobe had undergone a massive overhaul. Her pants simply went away. She had no interest in them anymore. One, they hid a great asset in her legs. The only way she was going to cover her legs was with stockings. Even pantyhose were out. But that was largely because of the secondary factor, which to Shelly probably was really the primary factor. Skirts gave her easy access to her pussy. She could masturbate whenever she wanted. And she almost always wanted to.

		However, as much as Darren wanted to answer in the affirmative, he had a hard time deciding how to respond to his wife’s question. Were her boobs bigger? That question alone required some unpacking. Before that moment, he had only ever heard his wife refer to them as her breasts. Boobs made for new terminology, although not unwelcome. He liked the sound of it.

		Then there was the question of how Shelly would respond if he told her that her boobs were indeed bigger. Even though she was topless, her boobs did look a little bigger. In the past weeks in particular he had come to a familiarity with her boobs that he liked to think made him a bit of an expert. Shelly should have been able to recognize it too, but she might have been too close to the situation, spending too much time with her boobs and therefore being unable to notice the day to day changes.

		“They might be bigger,” Darren finally answered, hedging his bets. He needed to maintain plausible deniability, just in case Shelly decided to throw a fit about her sudden growth spurt. At her age, she was not supposed to be growing anymore, at least not in the puberty sense. Her growth was supposed to be more of the middle-aged spread, although she seemed to have avoided that. Not that she was ready to call herself middle aged. Darren was not either. But they were both solidly in their thirties now and there was no going back to those fun and seemingly easy days of their twenties when they could eat or drink whatever they wanted. Time was starting to catch up a little.

		But with Shelly, time seemed to have at least stalled, if not backtracked a little bit. She looked better than ever, especially with a slightly expanded bust. And if there was any real concern, the fact that her boobs showed no hints that they were giving anything to gravity helped make her look even younger.

		“I hope they stay that way and it’s not just retaining water,” Shelly commented as she snatched a low-cut sweater out of the closet. She did not bother with a bra. Darren wondered if that was how she figured out that her boobs were bigger. Her bras had stopped fitting.

		Darren would have happily bought Shelly new bras if she asked, even if they were only going to be worn temporarily. But she showed no indication that she was interested in such items. And Darren was not going to complain if she wanted to let her girls breathe a little more. He could only imagine how much her bigger boobs would bounce and bound within the confines of her sweater. She was already looking at showing off her enhanced cleavage, but he was happy to see the sweater left a few inches of exposed skin around her middle as well. He had always liked the cropped top look on women. And he enjoyed looking at Shelly most of all.

		This time, when Darren and Shelly arrived at the party, Shelly happily went off with the other women. She knew she was smarter than the rest of them, but she had a hard time caring about that. They were just fun to hang out with. They were sexy and talkative. Shelly had learned so much from them, like which styles would best fit her body and how to wear makeup to the best effect. Those were topics that did not require much intelligence, making them easy to share.

		“Ooh, I think you’re starting to grow boobs,” Blair said after a while. Shelly had been getting a lot more attention from the other women, especially her chest. It helped that she was now dressing the part to fit in with the other women, but that did not fully account for her growth spurt.

		“I’m still not as big as all you girls,” Shelly admitted with a hint of sadness in her voice.

		“You’re still growing though,” one of the women countered. “You’ll have nice big tits like us soon enough.”

		“You really think so?” Shelly asked. Deep down, she knew she should not see having big tits as an important part of life, but no matter what she did, she could not help but wish she was bigger. She wanted to be sexier.

		Shelly had learned over the past few weeks that she was a sexual creature. Sex was a need, not a want. It was not enough to desire sex, which she did, but she actually needed it. She could not imagine living without Darren fucking her every day. That was one reason why they had started fucking in the mornings too. Shelly made sure that she got her fix.

		But as Shelly’s life more and more revolved around sex, she understood an important truth. She not only needed to have sex, but she needed a sexier body. And seeing all these other supportive women, even if they were bimbos, with big, sexy tits, she knew she needed the same thing.

		“Definitely,” Blair said. “We didn’t all used to be this big. But then we started growing and now we’re just yummy.”

		Blair punctuated her comment by hugging her tits, pushing them up into an even better display of cleavage.

		Somehow Shelly felt better knowing that there was more growth still to come. She did not understand why she was growing, only that she wanted it to continue.

		And it was not just the growth she wanted to continue. She wanted the sex to continue too.

		After the party, Shelly could not even wait before they arrived home before she started pulling out Darren’s cock. Before she knew it, she was leaning over the center console of their car and wrapping her lips around his cock. She had given a few blowjobs over the years, mostly for special occasions, but now she could not imagine ever saying no to a blowjob. The taste, the flavor, the texture, all of it screamed sexiness to the now slutty Mrs. Ingles.

		“This is too much,” Shelly said to herself in one of the few lucid moments she seemed to have had in recent weeks. The lucidity was not a contrast to her being out of it previously, but the sex induced euphoria had become so rampant in her day-to-day life that she had not fully comprehended all that had happened.

		It was partly Darren’s fault. He wanted to do a little roleplaying in the bedroom. And since Shelly had all but officially given up her desire to take the Bar exam and return to work as a lawyer, he had her dress up in one of her old suits for work.

		Of course, there were a few problems. Top of the list was the fact that Shelly had gotten rid of all of her pants. She had to wear a skirt suit, which had never been her style before she learned how to dress in an overtly sexual and feminine manner. She still had one of those, but it was surprisingly tight around her ass. That too had grown, turning into a proper bubble butt. Darren had enjoyed that new aspect of his wife and had wondered if he could bounce a quarter off her backside now.

		Then there were Shelly’s tits, because after a week of significant growth, she had shed her boobs terminology and started calling them tits. It did not matter that they were too big for any of her old bras, since she had simply stopped wearing bras in general. But it was the fact she could no longer button the blouse up over her tits without threatening to pop a button off that got to her.

		Instead, Shelly had to decide whether she would just tie the blouse off under her tits or if she would button it up until she couldn’t get the buttons to properly reach anymore. But even as Shelly looked at her problematic tits, she felt herself growing wet. Her pussy was almost always wet these days, but this was a very wet scenario. Seeing the caricature of her past self in a sexy attempt to fit into her past life was turning her on more than she could imagine. It was simply too hot to play the role of sexed up lawyer, even though that was technically what she was.

		It did not help that it was not just Shelly’s tits and ass that had grown. Her lips had plumped up, making it easy to assume she had received injections. They were plump and sensuous and she had been using them every day on Darren’s cock. If it were not for the fact she wanted him to fuck her all the time, she would happily kneel at his feet and suck his cock, drinking own load after load of his tasty seed. She would live on that stuff if she could.

		There was also Shelly’s hair. She had always kept it short, aiming for a professional and low maintenance style. But ever since they had moved, her hair had grown at a rapid rate and it now flowed down past her shoulders. And more than just the length, it was now full volumed and silky smooth. Shelly barely needed to change her hair care routine and the health of her hair and improved dramatically.

		“Fuck it,” Shelly finally said before she stepped into a pair of high heels. “I’ll worry about all of this tomorrow. I’m horny and I want Darren to fuck me like the sexy lawyer I am.”
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		Shelly never did worry about it later. Actually, her list of worries started to drop off dramatically soon after that.

		“Hey, babe?” Darren asked one morning as he walked into the kitchen. Shelly just finished riding him and now she was making him coffee. She used to make him breakfast, but she was having a harder and harder time remembering all the details. Coffee was easier for her, although even that she struggled with sometimes.

		“What’s up, sweetie-poo?” Shelly was all sweetness as she cooed in his general direction. She wiggled her cute behind as she worked, sticking her tongue out between her plump lips when she was not talking, instead concentrating on her task.

		“I heard yesterday was the deadline to sign up for the exam. Did you get your application in?”

		Despite Darren’s love for his dumber and definitely sexier wife, he had not fully put two and two together. He was still operating under the impression that she was spending her days while he was at work studying. He had somehow convinced himself that the dumb act was all just a game for her, extending their bedroom games out into the real world. He had no real concept of understanding that this cute, but clearly dumb, woman making him coffee was not acting. This was the new her.

		“Oh, gee, I guess I, like, forgot and stuff,” Shelly commented. Her voice had raised in pitch in the last week, further playing up the dumb and sexy thing she had going on. “You don’t mind me being your stay at home wifey, do you?”

		Darren smiled, loving that very idea. He liked to imagine what Shelly would look like in a sexy French maid costume. They might still need to hire a real housekeeper, but he was pretty sure that Shelly would enjoy playing dress up and pretending to clean. Although given her predisposition for talking about his cock, she probably would never get much past the concept of cleaning his cock with her mouth while dressed up in a sexy maid costume. That image alone was enough to make Darren hard again.

		For Shelly, her diminished mental faculties were hard to identify. Deep down, she knew she was no longer lawyer material. She had a hard time remembering her phone number, let alone all those complicated things having to do with laws. But that was just her general mood.

		The real reason she had a hard time tracking her decline came from the fact the things she most enjoyed thinking about never went away. She could talk about clothes and fashion without even batting an eye. She could talk about sex with Darren, either with him or with one of her friends from those lovely weekly parties. More and more, she saw them as her friends. They were all so much like her, sexy and dumb, and all of them busty.

		But when it came to how Shelly’s mind worked, it was hard to miss what she did not remember. So while she could easily think about sex and sexy styles, her brain had eliminated nearly everything else. And she missed none of it, because she was already thinking so much about sex and style. Between those two things, she never really missed anything else. She knew that there was more to the world than sex and being sexy, but her world was so much more fun and simple when that was all she thought about.

		Shelly woke up every morning thinking about cock. She spent most of her days thinking about cock. And then she would fall asleep every night thinking about cock. And in between those sexy thoughts about Darren’s cock, she managed to fit in thoughts about new clothes or accessories she wanted to buy. She had not only amassed quite a clothing collection, but also a jewelry collection. Shelly had jewelry for every occasion now and she was alway blinged out to the best of her ability.

		When it was finally Darren and Shelly’s turn to host the weekly work party, Shelly was excited, because this marked her and Darren’s official acceptance into the Thatcher Cosmetics family. They had to hire out for food and preparation for the party. There was no way that Shelly could organize a party with all those people. Such things were beyond her now. Not that she minded. By letting someone else handle all the details, she could focus on what she did best, which was namely being the sexiest bimbo that she could manage.

		For the party, she wore a new gold metal mesh style dress that barely cringed to her body. Her ripe breasts were on full display and there was the constant possibility that she would expose herself. She was not wearing panties either, and the risk of exposing her hairless pussy was a definite possibility too.

		Long nails, plump lips, perfect makeup, long lashes, a skimpy party dress, and tan skin made Shelly the perfect trophy wife babe for her husband. And as always, she was bathed in Forbidden Obsession. Not a moment went by when she did not have the fragrance clinging to the air around her. It was a comfort to her, especially in moments when she was faced with the fact that she was no longer the smart lawyer she had once been and now was just a sexy bimbo for her husband instead.

		However, this night was special for another reason. One of the executives had finally persuaded his long-distance girlfriend to move in with him. This was her first party.

		“Welcome to my home,” Shelly chirped happily, greeting the newcomer with a hug and even a quick kiss on the lips. Shelly simply could not help herself sometimes.

		The new woman was named Betsy and she had previously worked in advertising. She was chic, but also rather plain, at least compared to the bevy of bimbos she would soon call friends. She seemed to look down on all the women gathered, seeing them for who they were, without any idea that she would soon be just like them.

		Shelly introduced Betsy to everyone, filling the dead time with giggles. That had been a late addition, but giggling just felt so natural now. It was a way to express the fact she had so little of importance going on inside of her head.

		“Oh, didn’t your boyfriend give you a bottle of Forbidden Obsession?” Shelly asked once introductions were complete and she realized that the newcomer was not wearing their favorite perfume.

		“I don’t really wear—“

		“Nonsense,” Shelly interrupted, waiving off Betsy’s response, not caring that this woman had little interest in perfume. Seemingly out of nowhere, one of the bimbos produced a bottle and started spritzing it on Betsy. Shelly leaned in close and took a deep breath. Everything about her life was now perfect. And she knew that it would soon be perfect for Betsy too.

		Even if Betsy did not fit in right away, all the women present were certain she would eventually. Not that discussions about the new girl could take away from Shelly’s final acceptance as one of the Thatcher Cosmetics bimbos. It was a perfect evening and fun was had by all, even Betsy.

		But by the time the last guest left, Shelly could barely stand still. Her arousal was through the roof. She needed Darren to fuck her, desperately. As the catering staff cleaned up from the party, Shelly dragged her husband upstairs to their bedroom where she then begged him to fuck her. She got down on her knees and begged him.

		“Please, Sir, your wifey needs you to fuck her. I’ll do anything if you’ll just get that big, hard cock out and fuck me with it.”

		Neither of them noticed how she changed perspective as she spoke. Shelly had started to do that occasionally, especially when she was really horny, slipping into third person speech and referring to herself as his wifey. Then again, when she was at her horniest, she felt more like an object than she did a person. It only made sense that she think of herself that way.

		“On the bed,” Darren ordered. “Hands and knees.”

		Shelly was up in a flash, resounding to her husband before she had even processed the words. On a normal night she might have had to strip off her clothing, but she was already wearing so little. As soon as she climbed up onto the bed and presented her ass toward her husband, her flimsy dress slipped up over her ass, making everything so much simpler.

		And before Shelly knew it, Darren was behind her, his cock out and his hands on her hips, holding her tight. The moment he entered her, she screamed out in erotic ecstasy. Her entire body had seemingly been rewired for sex. Even the clumsiest of moves could get Shelly off now. But Darren was not clumsy. He knew what he was doing and he could now play Shelly’s body like a musical instrument, making her cry out as pleasure flowed through her.

		“Harder,” Shelly called out before she buried her face in the bed covers beneath her. Her two modes had been reduced to one. She always wanted it harder, faster, or rougher, her body more in tune than ever with her husband’s.

		Darren indeed fucker her harder, thrusting in and out of her as if she was a porn star. And Shelly loved every minute of it. This was her living her best life. She might not have the mind of a crack lawyer anymore, but she had the sexy body of a bimbo with a desire to make it clear to the world exactly what kind of woman she was.

		As Darren and Shelly came together, him flooding her pussy with his hot white cum, Shelly’s body practically convulsing under the overwhelming cascade of pleasure flowing through her body, it had all become so clear. Darren did not question the transformation of his wife, although he was certainly happy with the outcome. For Shelly, this might not have been what she thought she wanted in life, but there was no way she would give up anything that she now was to return to her old life.

		Shelly was a bimbo, now and forever. And that was exactly how she wanted it to be. And it was all thanks to a little perfume called Forbidden Obsession.
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