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Chapter 1 – Bigger Bust Bitterness

Ava’s fingers pinched the delicate stem of her mimosa glass. Morning sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a golden glow over the restaurant. Her friends—Claire, Sophia, and Mia—were laughing over a story Sophia was telling, their voices bright and carefree. Ava forced a smile, nodding along, but her attention kept drifting to the men nearby who kept stealing glances at her table, but never at her.
Of course, she thought bitterly, they can’t help but look. How could they not?
Claire leaned forward to grab a croissant from the basket in the center of the table, and Ava couldn’t help but notice how her blouse accentuated her cleavage. That’s exactly the kind of thing Tom would stare at, Ava thought, her own chest tightening. Even if it’s just for a moment, even if he doesn’t mean anything by it, he’d look. He always does.
Sophia’s laughter rang out again, and Ava’s gaze flicked to her. She was wearing a low-cut tank top, her necklace dangling just above the neckline. It’s not fair. They don’t even try. They don’t have to. They just… exist, and the whole world stops to notice.
She glanced down at her own outfit: a tailored blouse and a pencil skirt that hugged her frame. Polished. Poised. Perfect. It was what she always aimed for, what she thought would make her stand out. But now, sitting here, she felt invisible.
A server approached their table, a young man with a charming smile and an easy confidence. He handed out menus, his gaze lingering on Sophia’s chest as he did. Ava continued to seethe on the inside.
“What are you getting, hon?” Claire asked, pulling her out of her thoughts. 
“Oh, um, I think the avocado toast,” she replied, forcing her voice to sound light. “What about you?”
“Eggs Benny, per uszhe,” Claire said, glancing over the menu.
The three other ladies chatted animatedly about their plans for the weekend. Ava tried to focus, tried to join in, but her thoughts kept drifting. Does he wish I looked like them? Does he compare me to them, when he’s scrolling through Instagram?
She thought about the last time she and her husband Tom had gone out to dinner at Savor & Sin, just the two of them. A busty woman had walked past their table, wearing a dress that was unmistakably designed to turn heads. Ava had seen the way his eyes had flicked toward her, just for a second, before he looked back at his plate. Was it just a reflex? Or was it something more?
“Ava?” Sophia’s voice broke through her thoughts again. “You okay? You’ve been quiet.”
“I’m fine,” Ava said quickly, forcing a smile. “Just a little tired, that’s all.”
“Are you sure?” Sophia pressed, her brow furrowing. “You know you can talk to us, right?”
“Of course,” Ava said, her tone a little sharper than she intended. “I’m fine, really.”
The server returned to take their orders, and Ava watched as he glanced again at Sophia’s tempting curvy skin. She thought she saw him bite his lower lip for a second. Stop it, she told herself. Just stop. It’s not their fault. It’s not his fault. It’s just… how things are.
The food arrived, the plates arranged beautifully in front of them. Ava picked at her avocado toast, her appetite gone. She watched as her friends laughed and talked, their confidence radiating off them like sunlight. 
They don’t have to second-guess every outfit, every word, every gesture. They just float through life. And the world loves them for it.
She took a sip of her mimosa, the bubbles tickling her throat. Maybe if I looked like them, he’d look at me the same way. Maybe if I were more like them, he wouldn’t have to look at anyone else.




Chapter 2 – Bedroom Brazenness

The ceiling fan spun lazy circles above the bed, casting blade-shaped shadows across Tom’s chest. Ava ground down harder, her nails digging into his shoulders as his hips jerked upward.
“Mmmph… fuck…,” Tom groaned.
“You like that, baby?” she purred, rolling her hips in a slow, exaggerated circle. The bedsprings creaked. Ava’s breath quickened as she watched Tom’s face, his eyes closed, his mouth slightly open as he gasped for air. She wondered if he was picturing someone else. She knew he was. Self-loathing led to self-betrayal.
“Imagine it’s not me,” she whispered, leaning forward, her hair cascading over her bare shoulders. “Imagine it’s some busty woman you’ve been eyeing. Sophia, maybe. Those huge tits bouncing as you slam into her.”
Tom’s eyes snapped open at the sudden change in rhythm, confusion crossing his face.
“You want me to—?”
“Shut up and fuck me like you would her,” she ordered, surprising herself with her own boldness. “I want you to think of her. Those big tits in your hands. Her moaning your name.”
A flicker of something—guilt? hesitation?—crossed his face, but it was quickly replaced with a fierce determination. He flipped her over, the force of it taking her breath away, and she found herself on her back, staring up at him. His eyes had taken on a glassy sheen, and his jaw clenched as he began to move with renewed vigor.
“That’s it, baby,” she encouraged. “Fuck me like you’d fuck her. Harder.”
He obliged, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made the bed knock against the wall. The headboard thumped in time with their passionate rhythm. She closed her eyes, a mixture of shame and arousal washing over her.
“Bet you’d love to see those big tits bouncing,” she said, reaching up to squeeze his shoulders. “Squeezing them around your cock. Wouldn’t you?”
“Yeah,” he grunted, his eyes fixed on her face. “I’d… I’d love that.”
She knew he was picturing it, and the thought sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through her. She wanted to be that woman, if only for a moment, to see herself through his eyes and feel his desire.
“Tell me you want them,” she demanded. “Tell me you want to fuck those big tits, baby.”
He didn’t hesitate, and the admission that followed sent a sharp pang to her heart.
“I want them,” he growled, his eyes burning with a feverish intensity. “I want to fuck them, squeeze them, grope them. Ohhh, fuck…”
He’s picturing it. He wants her more.
She bit down on a whimper, forcing herself to laugh low and throaty, nothing like her own. “You’re throbbing… can’t help yourself, can you? Just a dumb… nngh… dumb boy for tits like hers…”
His answering growl sent a jagged thrill through her. Hands slid to her ass, kneading, trying to get impossibly deep within her. Faster. Rougher. Like he’s fucking her.
“Y-yes… ahhhh!” She arched, letting her blouse gape open. No lace tonight—just a plain black bra, half-unhooked. Not enough. Never enough. “Tell me… tell me how bad you want to… to suck them… oh, god…” 
“Fuck, fuck—” His head thrashed around, tendons in his neck standing rigid. 
She yanked his hair. “Tell me.”
A wet gasp. “I… I want…”
She slammed her hips up to meet his, relishing his sharp inhale. “Her tits? Her huge, fucking… obscene tits?”
“Yes, God yes!”
The word tore through her. You bastard. You weak, predictable…
“Sophia.” Her voice wavered. Don’t break. Don’t you dare break. “Call me… her name.”
Silence. 
Then— 
“S-Sophia…”
The air left her lungs. You did it. You actually…
Her teeth sank into his shoulder to muffle a sob.
“Harder,” she demanded, voice splintering. “Fuck her… ruin her… ah! Ah!”
He’s thinking about her. He really is. The realization should have hurt, but instead it fueled her. “Does she feel good?” she panted, her voice trembling with the effort. “Her body, her tits… do they feel as good as you imagined?”
He groaned again, a deep, primal sound that erased any notion of civility. “Yes,” he gasped. “Yes, fuck, yes.”
Ava’s breath caught, her pussy clenching around him. He’s not holding back. He’s not pretending. He’s really picturing her, imagining her spreading her legs for him.
Tom’s eyes squeezed shut, his face twisting with pleasure. “I’d—I’d make her come so hard,” he gasped, his voice breaking. “Make her scream my name. Make her forget anyone else.”
Ava moaned, the sound long and drawn out, her body trembling as the heat built inside her. He wants her. He wants her so bad. Just because of her huge tits. The thought was almost too much, too overwhelming, but she didn’t stop, couldn’t stop, her body moving on its own, driven by something she couldn’t name.
Ava’s nails scraped down Tom’s chest, leaving faint red trails as she ground against him, the slick friction drawing a choked whimper from her throat. “Tell me you love big slutty tits—love how they bounce, how they spill out of shirts—how they make your cock throb.”
“Y-yes… Christ… so much bigger…” he groaned, his eyes squeezed shut, sweat beading at his temples. “Want… want to bury my face in them, suck them ’til she screams…”
Ava’s vision blurred. Her thighs trembled as she kept them aloft for him, the slap of skin crescendoing. “Tell me how you’d titty-fuck her,” she panted. “Her perfect tits, how bad you need to cum on them.”
Tom’s hands slid up to grip her throat, not squeezing, just holding, as he snarled, “I’d… hnngh… slide my cock between them, watch her lick the tip every time I thrust… fuck… her tongue swirling, pushing her tits around my big cock.” His hips stuttered, a guttural moan tearing from his chest. “I’m gonna—”
A sharp, wounded noise escaped her, something between a sob and a moan, as her body betrayed her, clenching violently around him. “D-do it,” she stammered, tears pricking her eyes. “Come thinking about her tits, about owning her.”
He’s picturing her. He’s seeing her. The thought tipped her over.
Ava’s climax ripped through her like a serrated blade—beautiful, brutal, endless. Her back arched as a guttural “Nnnngh!” clawed its way past her throat. The room blurred. For one suspended moment, she wasn’t Ava with her modest A-cups and trembling insecurities. She was
Sophia. Voluptuous. Unshakeable. Enough.
“Ohgodohgodohgod…” The words tumbled out in wet, hiccuping gasps as her hips jerked erratically against her husband’s. Her fingers fumbled at her own chest, nails scraping her skin. Bigger. Softer. Heavy. Perfect. The fantasy bloomed vivid behind her fluttering eyelids: plunging necklines that made sommeliers spill wine, Tom’s awestruck gaze devouring her cleavage at parties, strangers tripping over curbs to watch her walk by.
“Y-yes… yesssss…” she slurred, her voice syrupy and foreign.
“Fuck,” her husband groaned. “So… fuuuuuu… so fucking perfect.”
A broken squeal escaped her as her inner walls clenched rhythmically around him. “M-more… ah! Ah!… more!”
He obliged with ragged breath. “Big tits… fuck… bouncing while you ride me… slapping against each other… fuck!” His hips snapped upward, punching a breathy “Oh! Oh! Oh!” from her lips.
She could see herself transformed, magnificent, spilling out of a crimson lace demi-bra. Tom’s mouth latched to a swollen nipple, her back bowed in ecstasy as he murmured his worship into her flesh. “Please,” she whimpered, unsure if she begged him or some cruel god of anatomy. “Pleasepleaseplease…”
“Gonna make you come… Sophia… make you scream…” Tom’s promise slithered into her ear, an ear he imagined was her busty friend’s.
Her answering moan climbed octaves. “Y-yes! Make me! Use me! Nnnngh!” In this glorious delusion, she commanded his hunger. Reduced him to a panting, drooling mess.
“S-Sophia… Sophia…” His chants morphed into a guttural groan as she clenched around him again. “Fuh-huck… that squeezing…”
She reveled in the power, the rightness of his broken syllables. Her head fell back, a wanton “Aaah!” tearing free as she pictured her new body, every inch designed to ruin him. To keep him.
“Coming, baby,” he rasped. “Gonna… yes, fuck, gonna paint those perfect tits…”
“Do it!” she shrieked, the force of her own voice startling her. “Mark me! Claim me! Ah! Ah!”
His roar shook the walls. Hot pulses deep inside her synced with the frantic slaps of skin. Ava’s thighs quivered violently as her climax crested again. A shrill, keening “Eeeee!” burst forth as she imagined thick streaks of white arcing across her fantasy chest, Tom’s greedy gaze admiring each pearly drop.
“Mine,” she panted, as Tom collapsed forward, her real small breasts pressing against his sweat-slicked chest.
Her hips twitched involuntarily, wringing a final “Ungh!” from them both. The aftershocks lingered as the fantasy slowly dissolved.
But not entirely.




Chapter 3 – Birthday Bravery

The laptop’s glow painted harsh lines across Ava’s face as she scrolled through endless articles: 10 Signs He’s Cheating, How to Reignite Passion, Breast Augmentation: What They Don’t Tell You. Her thumbnail worried at a chip in her manicure. Across the room, Tom’s abandoned tie lay coiled on the armchair like a serpent.
An ad exploded across the screen displaying silk-smooth thighs, a plunging neckline framing impossible cleavage. “Attain the body of your dreams with Dr. Hugh Raven: no needles, no drugs. 70% off consultations booked on your birthday!”
Her breath hitched. The date blinked in the corner of the screen: October 11th. Three days away.
She leaned closer, the ghost of Tom’s groans for Sophia still needling her brain. The woman in the ad laughed, full-bodied and unselfconscious, her breasts swaying hypnotically beneath sheer fabric.
Ava’s finger hovered over the trackpad. The mouse pointer trembled. Close tab. Walk away. But her other hand was already typing “Hugh Raven MD” into the search bar. 
Testimonials flooded the screen, “before and after” shots of women who’d traded sharp collarbones for soft, heavy curves. “He just… understands,” gushed a blonde with pillowy lips. “Like he reached into my mind and built exactly what I craved.”
Ava’s knees pressed together under the desk. She could almost feel the weight of it—the way a V-neck would strain, the way Tom’s gaze would snag and stick.
Birthday discount.
Her mouse subconsciously clicked to type in the consultation form. She typed fast, before shame could catch up:
Fuller breasts. Wider hips. Lips that look… useful.
Backspace. Backspace. Backspace.
Lips that look naturally voluptuous.
Her pulse thrummed in her fingertip. The Submit button pulsed red.
“It’s just a consultation,” she whispered to the empty room. The words hung in the air, thin and unconvincing. 
The woman in the ad winked, her cleavage glistening with some unnameable dew.
Ava’s finger stabbed the trackpad.
Appointment Confirmed: October 11, 2:30 PM.




Chapter 4 – Bimbo Babe Born

The waiting room smelled of antiseptic and jasmine. Ava crossed her legs, silk stockings whispering as she studied the anatomical diagrams lining the walls—muscle groups highlighted in pinks and reds like cuts of meat. Tom flipped through a brochure titled Modern Femininity: Reclaim Your Curves, his thumb lingering on a page showing a woman arching her back suggestively.
He’s drooling over the triple-Ds.
Dr. Hugh Raven entered with a tablet computer, his lab coat crisp. “Shall we begin?” No handshake. No small talk about the traffic. His gaze swept over Ava’s form, calculating. “Your intake form mentioned breast augmentation as primary focus. Let’s explore parameters.”
The consultation room’s screen flickered to life. Projected silhouettes materialized, showing a spectrum from subtle enhancement to grotesque parody.
Option 1: Athletic Refinement 
Toned shoulders, pert C-cups. Tom nodded. “Very… sporty.” His knee bounced under the table.
Option 2: Natural Elegance 
Soft D-cups, hips flaring gently from a tapered waist. Ava leaned forward. This. This is achievable. “I like the balance here.”
Option 3: Voluptuous Vixen 
F-cups straining against a corset, nipples prominent through lace. Tom swallowed audibly. “If that’s… what you want, darling.”
Ava grimaced.
Dr. Raven tapped his stylus. “Note the waist-to-hip ratio here—0.58. Historically, men’s pupils dilate 40% wider at this proportion.” The laser pointer circled the silhouette’s midsection. Tom’s eyes followed like a dog tracking a treat.
He’s not even blinking.
Option 4: Bimbo Fantasy 
Cartoonish proportions—watermelon-sized breasts, hips that would necessitate custom doorframes. Ava snorted. “That’s absurd.”
Tom cleared his throat. “Well, it’s… certainly a statement.” A bead of sweat slid behind his ear.
The doctor tilted his head. “Many patients find liberation in extremes. No more blending into the background.” His pointer hovered over a button. “Shall I demonstrate the personalized simulation?”
Ava’s doppelgänger lit up the screen’s surface: narrow shoulders, flat chest, a face already rehearsing apologetic smiles.
“Let’s see the Natural Elegance first,” she requested.
The simulation peeled away Ava’s blouse. Her mirror image bloomed, fuller breasts swaying gently, hips inviting hands to grip. She touched the virtual collarbone, half-expecting warm skin instead of cool screen.
“Remarkable,” Tom breathed. His chair creaked as he leaned closer.
Dr. Raven zoomed in on the augmented breasts as the figure morphed from standing to bending over to laying flat on her back. “Note the natural hang. No telltale implant lines regardless of pose. My nanobots stimulate adipose redistribution.” A clinical term, but his tongue lingered on adipose.
“And the… sensitivity?” Ava’s voice cracked.
“Oh, it’s increased.” The doctor’s watch glinted as he spun the virtual figure around in 3-D space.
He then swiped to Option 3—the corseted figure. “Consider daily realities. Dressing becomes… collaborative.” The animation demonstrated a husband kneeling to lace his wife’s bodice, fingers brushing flushed skin.
Dr. Raven swiped to a new gallery: photos of women with bright blonde hair, pouty lips glossy under studio lights. Their breasts overflowed from lace balconettes, their waists cinched to form an exaggerated hourglass figure. Ava counted three different women bent over a desk, giggling or pouting.
“Ninety-two percent satisfaction rate.” The doctor’s voice softened, conspiratorial. “No stretch marks here.” He zoomed in on a cleavage’s crease—skin smooth as poured wax.
Tom shifted in his chair. “Fascinating.” The word came out hoarse. When Ava glanced over, his gaze was welded to a photo of a woman arching backwards, absurdly big breasts jutting skyward. He looks like he smells steak.
The screen changed to a video. A platinum blonde in a pink latex dress, squealing as she jiggled for the camera. “Best decision ever!” Her voice was that of a cheerleader, and Dr. Raven was the winning team. “Now everyone looks at me.” She pinched her nipple through the latex, giggled, and blew a kiss.
Ava’s own breasts ached, suddenly.
Tom cleared his throat. “Is that uh… typical? The… demeanor shift?”
“A delightful side effect.” The doctor tapped his temple. “Enhanced estrogen levels. My girls feel confident. No more inhibitions to hold you down.”
Another case study: a professional brunette transformed into bleached bombshell, giggling as she struggled to button a shirt over her chest. “Oops! Guess I need new clothes!” Her husband’s laughter boomed off-camera.
Dr. Raven paused the video. “Freedom from societal shame. Total embrace of the feminine ideal.”
Ava’s pulse thrummed in her throat. Her eyes lingered on the case study’s plush lips, her smoldering bedroom eyes, her unapologetic wink. Tom would worship her. Five times a night.
“Any other… mental changes?” Ava asked, unaware that her thumbnail dug into the chair’s leather.
“Joy is addictive, Ms. Wellesley.” The doctor smiled with too many teeth. “When you become the most desired woman in every room, why wouldn’t you be gleeful?”
Ava stood, knees trembling beneath her pencil skirt. The images burned into her mind… those laughing women with their impossible curves, their husbands’ hungry stares. Like they won the fucking lottery every time she unzipped. Her own reflection in the doctor’s window caught her eye, a narrow silhouette against the skyline. A toothpick.
“Let’s sleep on it,” Tom said, tucking his phone into his blazer.
The doctor dimmed the tablet screen. “Of course, though I should mention…,” his voice dropped, velvet wrapped around steel. “The birthday discount applies to the procedure as well, if you want to do it today.”
Ava froze. Today. Birthday. Thirty-fucking-three. She inhaled sharply. The image of Option 2 flickered in her mind’s eye… that elegant swell of hip, the confidence of perfect breasts.
That ass that begs to be spanked.
Tom checked his Rolex. “Darling, your Pilates class—“
“Seventy percent,” the doctor murmured. “Once-in-a-year opportunity.” His lab coat rustled as he opened a daily calendar. “My three o’clock canceled. Highway pileup.” A pause. “Tragic.”
Ava’s nails bit into her palms. “How… how long does it take?”
“Not long.” Dr. Raven explained. “You’d have time to go shopping for new bras. No recovery time. No scars.”
Tom’s hand found her waist. She felt his warmth through silk. “We could swing by the Ivy after. Celebrate properly.”
The doctor’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Shall I prepare the suite?”
Say no. Walk out. Keep your flat chest and crumbling marriage. Her tongue darted over lips tasting of stale coffee and envy. “Natural Elegance. Option Two.”
“Excellent choice.” Dr. Raven left abruptly and quickly returned with a crystal vial of thick liquid sloshing like mercury. “Mint chocolate. My personal recipe.”
He swirled the vial, light catching on suspended particles. “These are programmable stem cells. They’ll seek out various regions, sculpting based on your selected parameters.” A pause. “And neural feedback.”
Neural what now? The liquid glimmered, hypnotic. “Feedback how?” the nervous wife asked.
“Your body’s desires guide the transformation. Every sigh, every gasp… they listen.”
Tom cleared his throat. “Sounds… efficient.”
“More than you know.” The doctor’s cufflinks flashed as he handed Ava the vial. “Bottoms up.”
The liquid clung to her tongue, a cool mint undercut by dark chocolate. Toothpaste dessert. She gagged, swallowing convulsively. “How long until—“
Then the world lurched sideways. Ava’s fingers spasmed against the armrests as her vocal chords seized. Tom? She tried to turn her head, but her neck had turned to marble. The pastel walls blurred into a watercolor smear.
Why can’t I—
“Ava?” Tom’s voice, warped as if spoken through a wax paper-covered comb. Her husband’s face swam into view, his nostrils flared and his eyebrows stitched in concern.
The doctor’s hand clamped her shoulder, fingers digging through the silk blouse. “Perfectly normal. Phase one sensory disorientation.” His breath smelled of cloves and something chemical. “Her cerebral cortex is syncing with the nanobots. Like rebooting a computer, just a temporary loading screen.”
God, they’re inside me.
“Her pupils are dilating, is that okay?” Tom asked.
Dr. Raven’s pen light swept across her eyes. “Excellent. The nano-clusters are activating.” His thumb found her pulse in her neck. “Pulse steady. No obstructions.”
The room tilted again. Ava watched from somewhere near the ceiling as her body sat rigid, jaw slack, eyes vacant.
Dr. Raven’s voice cut through the static in Ava’s skull. “Phase two commencing. Lowering anterior cingulate cortex inhibitors. Your wife will be more in touch with her true urges and allow herself to be honest with us.” The words slithered into her ears like Danish poison.
Her vision blurred, then sharpened. She floated somewhere behind her own eyes, a prisoner watching through a frosted window.
“Excellent.” The doctor’s methodical eyes danced across a tablet computer displaying readouts from his robots. “Now, Mrs. Wellesley. Let’s discuss your sexual awakening.”
Oh, wait, but I never—
Her traitorous mouth opened. “I stole my roommate’s laptop when I moved to college.” Oh, God!
Tom sat up straight.
“Porn. Anal, gangbangs.” Her laugh bubbled wrong… too high, too bright. “But I kept refreshing the Big Tits category. These girls… they looked correct.” Her hands cupped empty air before her flat chest. “Like they were poured into their lingerie.”
The doctor steepled his fingers. “And how did that make you feel?”
Lie. Say—
“Jealous. And they had these… lips.” Her tongue darted over her upper lip. “Permanent blow job lips.”
Tom’s attempted to bite his fist. His wedding band glinted.
Shut up shut up—“Remember our honeymoon? You fucked me doggy style while I watched our mirror. Kept imagining my tits swinging. Grazing the bed. But they just…” Her hands fluttered to her breasts, brushing nipples hard enough to dent silk.
Dr. Raven scratched his beard. “Fascinating.”
Don’t say any more, don’t—“I watch lesbian porn when you travel. Big titty bimbos, rubbing and fingering and coming over and over. They’re so… soft.” Her thighs clamped together, stockings hissing. This isn’t me this isn’t me—“I imagine them making me lick them, suck on their strap-ons, stretching my stupid little mouth…”
Her traitorous hand drifted south, index finger tracing her slit beneath her panties. What are you DOING—“Sometimes I touch myself to those bimbo transformation comics. Where girls get pumped full…” Her free hand mimed squeezing a grapefruit. “They cry from how good the pressure feels.”
Tom finally remembered how to speak. “Damn, Ava.”
Dr. Raven nodded. “The honesty is refreshing, no?”
It’s not me, it’s the robots—“Last Thanksgiving,” her mouth plowed on, “I let your golf buddy finger me behind the pool house.”
Tom froze. “Greg?”
“Hands like a fucking piano mover.” She arched without meaning to, blouse gaping. “He said I’d look hot with bolt-ons. I came in thirty seconds.”
Tom exhaled with a “blugh” noise. His gray slacks began tenting.
Dr. Raven’s chair squeaked. “Phase three activates upon climax. Describe your new form as you orgasm, and the nanobots will obey.” His stylus caught the light when he gestured to her lap. “Every subsequent climax will… refine you. Higher arousal, simpler thoughts. Begin.”
No foreplay? No dignity? Good. Ava’s fingers tore at her pantyhose. The rip echoed like a gunshot.
“Fuck, Ava…” Tom reached for his belt buckle.
“Ah-ah.” The doctor thwacked Tom’s wrist. “Observation only. Your interference could… confuse the programming.”
Shouldn’t be this wet, shouldn’t want this.
“Nnngh!” Her hips jackknifed off the chair, skirt bunched around her waist. Exposed. Filthy. Perfect.
“Very wise,” the doctor murmured.
Her clit throbbed under frantic circles. Slip slip slip. “Hah! Hah! Hah!” Each gasp sharper than the last. Tom’s watching… and I like it.
“F-faster,” she slurred. Spit dripped off her lower lip.
Tom palmed his hard dick through his slacks. “Christ, she’s… dripping.”
“Note the clitoral engorgement,” Dr. Raven said. “Nanobots amplifying blood flow. She’ll climax within—”
“Unnnh!” Ava’s back arched, vertebrae popping like firecrackers. There there there! Her free hand mauled her left breast. “W-want them… s-sensitive.” Squeeze harder. “B-bigger than… Option F-Four.” Stupid. Say it right. “M-melons! Watermelons tits!”
Tom groaned. “Ava, fuck—”
“Ignore him, dear.” The doctor admonished. “Nipples?”
She imagined them swelling, stretching. “P-puffy! Like… hnngh!… gumdrops!” Her finger jammed deeper. Schlllp. “Ahh-ass too! R-round! Jiggly!”
The doctor scribbled.
Tom’s breathing was so loud.
“Restrain yourself, sir.” The doctor didn’t look at him.
Ava’s thighs quaked. This can’t be real! “L-lips! Pouty! So soft, so thick… unnnmmhhhh…” Her free hand clawed at her mouth, stretching it into a clownish O. “Blonde! P-platinum! Curly!” Like the video girl. Like all of them. “Voice… squeak!… higher! Giggly!”
Betraying every feminist seminar. You dumb slut.
“Nnnngh… close!” Her ankles hooked over the armrests, heels dangling wantonly. Her hips lurched, chasing waves of pleasure. “Buh… buhhh… bimbo! Please! Make me… hnnng!… stupid… gasp… cockdumb… ungh!… slut!”
“Eeeeeee!” Her scream shattered Tom’s ears. Fluids drenched her manicure.
Dr. Raven checked his watch. “Phase three engaged.”
Ava collapsed, twitching. So empty. Need… more? Her tongue lolled. “D-did I…?”
“Good girl.” The doctor nodded at her chest.
Ava looked down.
Her blouse was straining. Buttons popped—ping! ping!—revealing pink skin swelling quickly.
“O-ooh!” She cupped herself—oh God, why did I—“They’re… hot.”
“It’ll pass.” The doctor produced a hand mirror. “The face comes next.”
Ava’s reflection gasped with pillowy lips, like glossy, deep red cherries. Mine? She giggled. The sound tinkled. “Omigod! I look… look!”
Suddenly feeling higher in her chair, she reached down to squeeze her new bubble butt, gasping in pleasure.
“Yes,” the doctor explained, “your skin there is more sensitive, as well.”
Tom stood, cock insisting to be freed. “Let me… just a taste…”
Dr. Raven blocked his path. “Patience. Her IQ hasn’t finished dropping.”
Ava’s brow furrowed. IQ? The letters jumbled in her head. I… Q… like BBQ? She giggled again. Her new tits jiggled—boing-oing-oing.
“M-more,” she panted, fingers sneaking back between her legs. “Wanna… come again…”
Dr. Raven smiled. “Naturally.”
Dr. Raven directed Tom to sit back down with a commanding index finger. “Phase four requires enthusiastic consent. A… security measure. The nanobots need to hear you seduce me specifically. To hardwire your new persona.”
The doctor circled her chair. “Your husband’s approval is hardly required.” His lab coat brushed her bare arm. Cold. Starched. “But cooperation accelerates the process.”
Tom gripped his armrests. “This isn’t what—“
“Shhhh, baby,” Ava purred. Her new voice, high and syrup-sweet, startled her. Wait, am I… She tried to look at Tom, but her neck rotated toward Dr. Raven like a sunflower seeking noon. Stop. Control yourself—
Shapely red nails traced the doctor’s stethoscope. “Soooo…” Blonde ringlets bounced as she tilted her head. “I just gotta ask real nice for you to fuck me?”
Tom surged to his feet. “Ava, we’re leaving.”
Dr. Raven barreled on. “The nanobots require confirmation before cementing her current state. Without agreement…” He nodded at Ava’s chest. “She’ll deflate by dawn.”
Ava’s hands flew to her tits—warm, heavy, mine mine mine—“Nuh-uh!” The protest came out a childish whine. “No take-backs!”
Tom gripped his crotch. “Christ, she’s…”
“Perfect?” Dr. Raven stroked her platinum curls. “And you want her to stay this way. Your sweet little fuck puppet.”
Ava preened. Her nose pressed to the doctor’s belt buckle.
The doctor stepped back. “Let’s hear your real opinion, Ms. Wellesley.”
Ava blinked. The office swam, the eye chart’s tiny letters merging into gibberish. Was the E always fuzzy?
“I…” Her old vowels peeked through. “I don’t know… this is…” She clutched her ballooning breasts, nipples stiff under damp silk. Help me, Tom. Or fuck me. Somebody please…?
Dr. Raven’s voice softened. “We can stop right now. Reset everything.” He tapped his watch. “Your original body returned. Your old, boring life intact.”
Tom edged closer. “Ava, do you—“
“But…” Her fingertip circled a puffy pink nipple visible through sweaty fabric.
Tom’s jaw worked. His erection strained against his zipper. “You were always beautiful.”
She turned to him. “You looked at those girls all the time.” Her plush lips formed the words carefully. “The big ones. At bars. The tennis club.” A tear carved through contoured makeup. “Am I better now?”
Tom’s Adam’s apple bobbed. “You’re… breathtaking.”
Her head snapped back to Dr. Raven, blonde spirals whipping her cheek. “Make me stay like this.” Her hands pushed her tits together. “Forever.”
The doctor unbuttoned his collar. “Persuade me.”
Ava slithered off the chair. Her knees hit thin carpet. “Please, Doc-tooor.” She drew out his title like a lullaby. “Nail me. Make it stick.”
Dr. Raven removed his glasses. “Eloquent.”
Tom sank back into his chair, hands covering his face.
Ava pawed at Dr. Raven’s trouser hem. “I’m… urh…” Her nose scrunched. “Good girl! The bestest blowjob giver!” Can’t even construct a proper—“Lemme suck it?”
Dr. Raven’s thumb pried her lower lip down. “Your husband’s watching.”
The remaining shards of Ava’s intellect were losing the war against her dripping pussy.
“Pleeeeease?” Her forehead rubbed against Dr. Raven’s thigh, smearing foundation on tailored wool. “I need this! Need to be…” Her voice cracked into parody. “Dumb doll!”
Tom’s chair creaked. “Jesus Christ.”
Dr. Raven grasped her nape. “You wish to be objectified? To value yourself only through male gazes?”
Hard to think… “Yuh-huh!” Her ruby nails clawed at his zipper. “No brain good. Only holes!”
Tom whimpered.
Can’t… help it…
Dr. Raven’s belt buckle gleamed like a dare. Ava’s tongue darted out, leaving a trail of spit on cold metal. “Please,” she slurred. “Need your cock in my slutty holes.”
Not holes—you have a name… it’s… uh…
Her thoughts dissolved as nanobots swarmed her synapses. She nuzzled the doctor’s zipper, inhaling the promise of fulfilling her destiny. “Gonna milk you dry,” she purred, nails scraping his thighs. “Turn me into your cum dumpster.”
Tom made a wet, choking sound.
The doctor’s palm cradled her jaw. “Such vulgarity from a society wife.”
Dr. Raven unzipped slowly, too slowly for Ava’s vanished patience. His cock sprang free, thick, demanding, glistening at the tip.
Ava’s breath hitched. Too big. Can’t— but her mouth watered. “Fuck me stupid.” She lunged, but he yanked her hair back.
“Ah-ah. Convince me.”
She whined, hips bouncing. “Please, sir! I’ll… host your orgies! Lick your nurses’ heels! Be your on-call whore!” Each promise dripped like acid, eroding her last shred of decorum. “Please… I need your dick!”
This isn’t… I just wanted Tom to notice me. Her gaze flicked to her husband, who stared in mute horror, his hand clenched around his bulging crotch. I’m doing this for him. I’m doing this for our marriage. Right?
“Unnngh…” She arched against Dr. Raven’s grip, her tits brushing his trousers. “Please, Mister… Doctor… sir… let me worship that dick.”
Her thoughts swirled like fog, hard to grasp. I’m losing myself… but he’s watching. Tom’s watching. That’s what matters.
The doctor’s fingers tightened around her wrists. “Why should I, Ms. Wellesley? Why should I fill that needy little cunt of yours?”
“Because… because…” Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips. “I’m a dumb bimbo slut who needs big cock! I need it to make me a perfect good girl!” Her thoughts stuttered, slipping away like water through her fingers.
Tom groaned, his own traitorous hand moving in his lap. “Ava, you don’t have to…”
She glanced at him with misty eyes. “But baby, I’m doing this for you! I need to be perfect for you!” Right? Isn’t that why I’m here? Her brain felt fuzzy, like static on a TV screen. Focus, dummy. Focus…
Dr. Raven chuckled, his cock twitching in front of her face. “Such devotion. Such… degradation.” The doctor’s hand slid into her hair, tilting her head back. “Say it again. Louder.”
“Please, Doctor!” she cried, her voice high and whiny. “Fuck my stupid bimbo cunt! Make me your slut!” I’m doing this for him. The thought was faint, almost gone. For… Tom. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and desperation, the last vestiges of her old self dissolving into nothing.
Dr. Raven’s hand tightened in her fresh blonde curls. “Such a good little slut. Shall I make it permanent?”
“Yes! Yes! Please!” She squirmed on her knees, her tits bouncing obscenely. “Fill me up, Doctor! Make me your bimbo whore!” Her thoughts were a jumble, barely coherent. Please, fix this… fix… me.
The doctor’s cock brushed her lips, and she opened wide, her squeal echoing against framed diplomas. Tom… The last shred of her identity slipped away, leaving only a desperate, moaning bimbo begging for the doctor’s cock.
Ava’s mouth stretched wide as Dr. Raven’s thick cock plunged past her swollen lips. “Mmmmm gggghh!” Her nose pressed into his coarse pubic hair, the musk of his arousal flooding her senses. “Hnnnnngh!”
So big… so perfect… I’m deep-throating!
Her jaw ached deliciously as she hollowed her cheeks, sucking with desperate wet slurps. “Schllllrp! Gllllchk! Unnnghhh!” Spit dribbled down her chin, drool soaking her new and improved tits.
“Good girl,” Dr. Raven growled, his hips thrusting forward. “Take it all, you dumb slut.”
“Mmmhmmm!” she moaned around his girth, her puffy lips making obscene popping noises with every bob of her head. “Mmmm fuck… fuck my face!”
Tom’s choked gasp reached her ears, followed by the slick sound of his hand working his cock. “Christ, Ava…”
She peeked up at him through mascara-clumped lashes, her eyes wide and innocent despite the lewd display. “Mmm want doctor’s cum all over my bimbo face!” she giggled, pulling off with a lewd pop. “It’ll look soooo pretty!”
“Insatiable little slut,” Dr. Raven muttered, his cock slapping against her cheek. “Face him. Let your husband see what a whore you’ve become.”
“’kay!” Ava spun around on wobbly legs, her tits jiggling wildly as she repositioned. “Mmf!” The doctor’s cock slammed into her throat again, cutting off her air. “Gggghhhh!”
“She… she’s broken,” Tom muttered, his hand moving faster. “Fucking broken…”
Ava’s head bobbed furiously around Dr. Raven’s shaft. Her nails dug into the doctor’s thighs as she deep-throated him, her throat clenching rhythmically around his cock. “Mmmmm! Mmmmm!”
“Filthy cocksleeve,” Dr. Raven grunted, his hips snapping forward. “Such a good little whore.”
“Urrhhh! Urrhhh!” Ava slurped dutifully on his cock as she reached up to cup her enormous tits, squeezing them obscenely. “P-please… use me!”
The doctor’s hand fisted in her hair, yanking her head back. “Beg.”
“P-please, doctor!” she gasped, spit and pre-cum coating her swollen lips. “Wanna be your fuck doll! Your cum dumpster! Your… your…” She struggled for words, her bimbo brain melting under the heat of his gaze. “Your stupid slut!”
“Pathetic,” he muttered, slamming his cock back into her throat. “But effective.”
“Gggghhhh!” Ava’s eyes rolled back as she gagged around his girth, her throat working him over with desperate clenches. “Mmmmm! Mmmmm!”
Her husband’s frantic stroking filled her ears, his breath coming in sharp gasps. “Fuck… fuck…”
Dr. Raven abruptly stopped abusing her throat, then he reached down to smack Ava’s ass, eliciting a delighted yelp. “Show your husband what those fat tits are for, cocksleeve. Milk him dry.”
“Yay!” Ava bounced on her knees, massive breasts swaying. “C’mere baby!” She yanked Tom’s pants down roughly, his cock rock hard for her, for the new her. “Oooh, perfect for my new titties!”
She mashed her drool-soaked tits around his shaft with wet schlrp sounds, pink nipples dragging along his thighs. “Mmmf! Sooo good at this now!” Her tongue swirled around his tip between each upward squeeze. “Gonna titty-fuck you every morning!”
Tom’s head thumped against the wall. “Fuck… Ava… your… size…”
“Uh-huh!” Her boobs jiggled violently. “Biggest bimbo fun bags ever!” She stuck out her tongue, cross-eyed. “Gonna follow you everywhere! Office! Golf trips! Men’s room!” Each word punctuated by lewd squelch noises from her glistening cleavage. “Your adoring… hnngh… titty fuck-slut!”
Dr. Raven knelt behind her, spreading her thighs apart. “Such elegant vocabulary. Tom, I’m going to use your wife’s pretty fuck hole now.”
Tom’s eyes flew open—“Wait, what?”—but Ava’s nipple flicked across his frenulum, making him shudder.
“Shhh, baby!” She increased her tempo, breasts undulating like lazy hentai.
Dr. Raven’s cock head pressed against Ava’s dripping entrance.
Schllllk! He sheathed himself in one brutal thrust.
“Gyaaaah!” Ava’s back arched. “F-fillinnngggg meee!”
Tom gripped the armrests. “Christ, she’s… your skin is so warm…”
“Good!” Ava’s deep red nails clawed Tom’s thighs as Dr. Raven’s hips snapped forward. “I’m a… hnngh… perfect fuck doll!” Each pounding thrust mashed her tits tight around her husband’s cock. “Gonna wear… uhn!… slutty outfits! Suck off anyone you want! Nnngh!… Take facials at brunch!”
Dr. Raven spanked her crimson ass. “Such lofty ambitions for a walking set of holes.”
“Uh-huh!” She winked at Tom, drool stringing from her lips. “Your cock’s always first! Even… ah! Ah!… even when I’m getting railed by… ohgodohgod… pool boy! Delivery guy! Nnngh!… The bowling team!”
Tom’s hips bucked upward. “Fuck… can’t… last…”
“Doooo iiiit!” Ava’s tits milked him frantically. “Paint my dumb face! Mark your property!”
Dr. Raven’s fingers dug into her hips, pace turning brutal. “This vapid cunt’s best virtue? She’s exceptionally breedable.”
“Uh-huh! Uh-huh!” Ava’s head lolled, blonde curls sticking to her sweaty face.
Tom’s groan built as her nipples circled his crown. “Ava, I’m… fuck…”
“Cum cum cum!” she shrieked, impaling herself deeper on Dr. Raven’s cock. “Make me your… hnnngh!…”
Tom’s cock pulsed between her slickened breasts, veins throbbing against her pillowy flesh. Ava held her breath—please please please gimme all that cum—eyes fixed on his contorted face.
“F-fucking… slut!” Tom snarled, hips jerking.
The first hot splash painted her collarbone. “Yessss!” she sighed, bouncing her tits to catch every spurt. “Mark me! Mark your slut!”
Rope after rope splattered her skin, thick, glutinous pearls glazing her nipples, dripping down her areolae. “Oooh, so… fuck that’s good… so much!” She licked a stray drop from her wrist, giggling. “Yummy! Nnngh!”
“Look at you…” Tom panted, still pumping weak spurts onto her quivering mounds. “So dirty.”
Dr. Raven chuckled behind her, his cock hammering her drooling pussy. “She’s thriving, Mr. Stunkard.”
Ava nuzzled his softening cock, smearing cum across her nose. “Your whore! Yours!” She lapped at his spent shaft, moaning at the bitter salty tang.
Tom grabbed her chin, forcing eye contact. “You’re nothing now. Just… fuckmeat.” His thumb dug into her cum-slicked lips. “Understood?”
“Mhmm!” She suckled his thumb clean, pupils blown wide. “Bestest fuckmeat ever!” Her pussy clenched around Dr. Raven’s thrusts, juices leaking down her thighs. “Built for your cock! His cock! Every cock!”
Tom’s cum dripped thickly between Ava’s breasts as Dr. Raven yanked her head back by the hair. “Time to renew your vows, cocksleeve.”
“Mmkay!” Ava giggled, tongue darting out to catch a stray droplet sliding down Tom’s softening shaft.
The doctor’s free hand groped a bouncing tit, groping someone else’s bride. “Repeat after me.” His hips snapped forward, making her squeal. “I… Ava Wellesley-Stunkard…”
“I… Ava…” She grunted as his cock head brushed her cervix, “Hnngh! Wellesley-Stunkard…” Her lips sealed around Tom’s flared tip, sucking weakly at lingering semen. I love this!
“Promise…” The doctor’s thrusts turned shallow and rapid, pelvis smacking her jiggling round ass. “To serve my husband…”
“Prhhhmisss…” Ava’s words vibrated against Tom’s cock, her nose buried in his groin. “T’serve m’husband…” She lapped around his balls. I’m perfect now!
“With my body…” Dr. Raven punctuated each phrase with a brutal downward thrust. “And mind… forever…”
“Wiff m’bodyyyyy… nnnnnggghhh!” Her scream muffled against Tom’s crotch as the doctor’s cock throbbed inside her. “N’ miiiiind! Foooreverrrr… glgggh!” Her head bobbed frantically between her husband’s legs while her hips pistoned backward smack smack smack against the doctor’s pelvis. “Eager h’help’im cum! Gonna—schllrpk!—suck’n’fuck’n’rim’n’mmmf!”
The doctor’s thick fingers dug into her hips, slamming her onto his cock. “Whenever…”
“Hhnn-whenevrrrrr!” Her words dissolved into garbled squeals as he rubbed her g-spot. “Work trip! Movies! Ah! Ah! Ah! Funerals! Nnngh!”
The doctor’s chuckle rumbled through his office slash bordello. “Wherever…”
Ava pulled off Tom’s cock with a pop, ropes of spit connecting her lips to his glans. “B-backseat! Mall… unh… food court! Baseball st-stadium! Ohgodohgod!” Her tongue swiped up Tom’s shaft as she spoke, worshipping every hard inch.
Tom’s groan mixed with the filthy squelch of her overstuffed pussy. “Fucking… animal…”
“But Imma good girl!” Ava winked. She inhaled loudly when Dr. Raven’s thumb found her clit. “H-holes always…hnnngh… open! Legs always… smack!… spread! Tongue always… schllrp… ready!”
The men’s combined groans vibrated through her body. Ava quivered between them, every nerve singing with feminine fulfillment.
Dr. Raven’s cock twitched inside her grasping cunt. “Now the husband’s turn. Vow to treat this cunt as she deserves—a public glory hole with tits.”
Yes yes yes make him say it make him mean it!
“Tell her.” The doctor’s palm cracked against her ass, planting a handprint flag of ownership. “Tell your wife how you’ll share her.”
“F-fine.” Tom’s voice cracked. “I vow… to pimp you out.” His hips jerked upward, forcing his cock deep into her throat. “To let strangers… fuck… your ridiculous tits.”
Ava’s toes curled. “Uh-huh! Uh-huh!” She pawed at her own breasts, squeezing as if to make them pop.
Dr. Raven spanked Tom’s new fuck puppet again. “Beg, slut. Beg to be filled with my cum.”
Ava’s breath hitched, her body trembling as she obeyed without hesitation. “Please, please, please fill me up, doctor! I need it! I need your cum so bad! Hnngh!” Her voice was a high-pitched whine, desperate and eager. “I’m just a dumb, wet cunt! Please, please pump me full! I’ll be so good, I promise!”
Ohgodohgod yes fucking yes fill me up make me yours make me his make me everyone’s!
“Thank you, thank you, thank you for making me perfect!” she squealed, her words tumbling out in a breathless rush. “Thank you for making me a walking wet cunt! Thank you for turning me into a perfect little slut! Ah! Ah! Ah!”
Dr. Raven’s grunts rumbled through her, his cock and ego swelling to know he’d made the world just that little bit better. “Damn right, you brainless whore.”
“Yes, yes, yes!” Ava’s pussy clenched around him, her body trembling with anticipation. “Just a hole! Just a dumb, wet hole! Hnngh! Please, Daddy, please cum in me! I need it! I need it so bad!
Ahhhhh fuck!”
Ohgodohfuck yes fuck yes I’m his I’m his I’m his—
The doctor’s hips snapped forward, his cock buried to the hilt as he came with a guttural groan. “Take it all, you stupid slut!”
“Yessss!” Ava’s scream was a mix of pleasure and gratitude, her body convulsing around his pulsing cock. “Thank you, thank you, thank you! Hnngh!”
ohmyfuckinggod I love it it’s so warm so thick so perfect I’m such a good girl
Dr. Raven’s thrusts slowed, his cock still twitching inside her as he flooded her. “Good … hahhhhh… girl. You’re a good girl now.”
“Uh-huh! Uh-huh!” Ava nodded eagerly, her body still trembling with pleasure. “I’m your good girl!”
The doctor’s hand patted her ass, a final gesture of approval. “Now go give your husband his sloppy seconds.”
Ava’s legs wobbled as she stood up, with the doctor’s cum oozing down her thighs. Yum yum yum. She turned to her husband, lips curving into a dazed smile. “Your turn, baby.”
Tom’s gaze flicked between her sloppy pussy and the doctor’s satisfied smirk. “I… uh…”
Just fuck me just take me take me take me use it use my body to come in
Ava straddled his lap, her dripping, gaping pussy hovering over his cock. “Mmm, you loved watching that, didn’t you?”
“I…,” his chin bobbed. “Yeah.”
Ava’s hands braced against his chest as she sank down, her used, cheating pussy swallowing him whole. “Fuuuuck!” Her head tipped back, blonde curls bouncing. “Feels… hnngh… so good!”
Tom’s hands caressed her wide hips, his fingers learning her new curves. “Christ, you’re… loose.”
Ava’s giggle turned into a moan as she slid up and down his length. “Mmm, yeah… his cock’s so big, honey.” She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his chest. “But you I took it like a good slut, right?”
Tom groaned as he thrust upward. “Fuck… yeah.”
“Uh-huh!” She nipped at his earlobe, her breath hot and heavy. “Loved seeing me be a cheating slut, didn’t you?”
“Y-yeah…”
“Good.” Ava’s hands slid up to grip her own tits, squeezing and bouncing them as she rode him. “Tell me again?”
Tom’s thrusts grew frantic, his cock swallowed and drenched in his wife’s used-up cunt. “Fuck… loved… watching you… take his cock…”
“Uh-huh!” She moaned, her nails raking down her breasts. “And how good I looked with his cum dripping out of me?”
“So… fuckin’… hot…”
best husband ever!
Ava squealed as his thrusts hit just the right spot. “Mmm, and you’re gonna share me, right? Let other men use me?”
“Y-yeah…”
“Good boy,” she purred, her pussy clenching around him. Mmm yes yes yes more more more “Gonna be your perfect little slut. Let you watch me get fucked by… hnngh… anyone and everyone.”
Tom’s grip tightened, his hips slamming upward. “Fuck… yeah…”
Ohgodohgod I love him I love this I love these titties
“Uh-huh!” Her voice was a breathless whine as she rode him harder. “Gonna be your… ah!… devoted cheating slut wife. Mmmfff! Always… hnngh!… spread my legs for anyone you say.”
Tom gleefully molested her new bimbo tits, kneading and pulling them and burying his face between them.
Yes yes yes squeeze them grope them they’re yours I’m yours fuck me forever
His cock thrust home deeper, faster, harder. Need it need it gimme cum
“F-fuck!” Tom snarled, his mouth devouring her titty, teeth scraping her nipple. “Hnngh! So… fucking… big!”
Ava’s hands clawed at his shoulders, her body convulsing as her orgasm slammed into her. Her cunt tightened around his cock, milking him, demanding his cum. Cum cum cum cum cum!
Tom sucked air in through his teeth as he erupted, his hips jerking almost painfully, his cock overflowing her already sloppy pussy. Yessss he’s doing it I made him come I’m a good girl! Ava’s scream was a wordless, primal cry, her body trembling as her hungry cunt swallowed her reward.
Her cunt clenched, hungry for more, even as Tom’s cum dripped from her swollen slit.
His hands never stopped mauling her tits, squeezing and pulling, his mouth sucking marks into her skin.
Her thoughts were a jumbled mess of need and gratitude, her body a trembling, quivering mess of pleasure. Thank you thank you thank you! Her cunt was so full, so wet, so used, but it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough.
Dr. Raven watched from the side, smirking. “Good slut,” he praised her.
Tom’s happy bimbo slut wife beamed with pride.
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