


Day 1 

You͛ƌe iŶ a Đleaƌ, ǁhite ƌooŵ. It has a ǀeƌǇ ĐliŶiĐal feel to it; white tiles on the floor, white tiles 

oŶ the ǁalls, ǁhite tiles oŶ the ĐeiliŶg. Yet it͛s soŵehoǁ ďƌightlǇ lit, eǀeŶ though theƌe aƌe Ŷo 
windows, and no detectable light source to be found. Theƌe͛s oŶe distiŶguishaďle featuƌe iŶ 
the ƌooŵ, aŶd it͛s Ŷot even really a part of it; a large glob, levitating in the centre. 

Something seems to hold this liquid together, but you have no idea what it is. It undoubtedly 

looks fluid, but quite opaque in its purple-pinkish colour. Closing in, you hold your hand behind 

the floating sphere, confirming that it is just barely transparent. Fƌoŵ the ǁaǇ it͛s osĐillatiŶg, 
it͛s oďǀious that it͛s too thiĐk to ďe ǁateƌ, ďut it still floǁs Ƌuite ŶiĐelǇ, Ŷot thiĐk eŶough to ďe 
considered a cream.  

Unsure how you got here, why you got here, and how to get out, you debate your options. 

That deďate doesŶ͛t last foƌ ǀeƌǇ loŶg, siŶĐe ŶoŶe of the tiles seeŵ to ƌeaĐt to aŶǇ soƌt of 
pƌessuƌe, aŶd theƌe͛s no exit in sight, which leaves you with just one choice. 

Breathing in deeply, you staŶd iŶ fƌoŶt of the oƌď appƌeheŶsiǀelǇ. What if it͛s poisoŶous? Well, 
just a little touĐh pƌoďaďlǇ ǁouldŶ͛t outƌight kill Ǉou... AŶǇǁaǇ, Ŷo use dƌaǁiŶg this out aŶǇ 
fuƌtheƌ, it͛s tiŵe to ŵusteƌ up soŵe Đouƌage if Ǉou ǁaŶt to haǀe aŶǇ hope of gettiŶg out of 

this one. Alright. Here we go. Your right arm stretches out before you, closing in on the 

mysterious, hovering shape. It͛s ŵeƌe ŵilliŵetƌes aǁaǇ fƌoŵ it, aŶd fiŶallǇ, Ǉouƌ iŶdeǆ fiŶgeƌ—
BUZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ 

You jolt awake, your heart close to collapsing at the loud noise. Looking around frantically, 

theƌe͛s Ŷo ǁhite tiles, Ŷot oŶe. WiŶdoǁs, dooƌs, otheƌ ƌooŵs. DefiŶitelǇ Ŷot the ĐƌeepǇ ƌooŵ 
you were just in, whatever its purpose. Your scattered thoughts drift to images of sketchy 

eǆpeƌiŵeŶts aŶd seĐƌet ͞hospitals͟ ďefoƌe ƌeaƌƌaŶgiŶg to foĐus oŶ ǁhat ǁoke Ǉou up iŶ the 
first place; your annoyingly loud, unpleasant doorbell. Still half-asleep, you slowly trudge 

towards the door, having to walk through your whole apartment to get there, your bedroom 

is almost as far away from the entrance as it could. A second ring of the doorbell and its 

subsequent eardrum-shattering buzz finally motivate you to speed up a little and call up 

ǁhoeǀeƌ͛s teaƌiŶg Ǉou out of ďed foƌ Ŷo good ƌeasoŶ. 

Daǀid͛s stopped ďǇ. He͛s ĐleaƌlǇ too happǇ aŶd Đheeƌful foƌ Ǉouƌ tiƌed, dƌoopǇ self ƌight Ŷoǁ, 
ďut Ǉou let hiŵ iŶ aŶǇǁaǇ. It͛s pooƌ foƌŵ to seŶd aǁaǇ a fƌieŶd, eǀeŶ if he͛s just heƌe to tease 
you. 

͞“till Ŷo joď I see,͟ he staƌts off. Yep, good thiŶg Ǉou let hiŵ iŶ. ͞Coŵe oŶ, Aleǆ. It͛s Ŷoƌŵal to 
go thƌough phases like this, ďut Ϯ PM oŶ a WedŶesdaǇ? You look like Ǉou͛ƌe still sleepiŶg, 
staŶdiŶg heƌe iŶ fƌoŶt of ŵe.͟ AdŵittedlǇ, Ǉou ǁeƌe doziŶg off theƌe ŵid-sentence. 

͞What ĐaŶ I saǇ, it͛s ƌough. Sending CVs to every employer and their mother, and even the 

dƌug dealeƌs aŶd Đaƌt pusheƌs tell ŵe I͛ŵ Ŷot Ƌualified. No sĐhool ǁill take ŵe, aŶd the loŶgeƌ 
I͛ŵ out of the joď, the ŵoƌe ƋuestioŶs get asked iŶ iŶteƌǀieǁs. It͛s Ŷot like I͛ŵ Ŷot tƌǇiŶg foƌ 
fuĐk͛s sake!͟ Daǀe͛s looking at you with a raised eyebrow. You sigh. He was poking fun at you, 

ŶothiŶg ŵoƌe. You kŶoǁ he didŶ͛t ŵeaŶ it that ǁaǇ.  

͞I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ ŵaŶ, I͛ŵ just fƌustƌated. I kŶoǁ you ǁeƌe tƌǇiŶg to ŵake a joke, it͛s just haƌd to 



laugh about it if your existence depeŶds oŶ it,͟ Ǉou tƌǇ to apologise. 

͞“uƌe, I get it. “oƌƌǇ I got Ǉou all ƌiled up. “o ǁhat͛s up ǁith Ǉou these daǇs? Deǀelop aŶǇ 
supeƌpoǁeƌs Ǉet?͟ You just shoot hiŵ a ĐoŶfused look, Ŷot haǀiŶg a Đlue ǁhat he͛s gettiŶg at. 
͞I ŵeaŶ, supeƌheƌoes aƌe alǁaǇs either people who were down on their luck or just generally 

aǀeƌage guǇs, totallǇ iŶĐoŶspiĐuous. You aĐtuallǇ ŵeet the ƌeƋuiƌeŵeŶts foƌ that joď at least!͟ 
You ǁoŶ͛t ŵake the saŵe ŵistake tǁiĐe aŶd laugh aloŶg this tiŵe, ƌespoŶdiŶg that he ĐaŶ 
kindly go fuck hiŵself ǁheŶ he͛s Ŷot ďusǇ. Both of Ǉou laughiŶg it off, he ĐoŶtiŶues to ask. 
͞“eƌiouslǇ though, aside fƌoŵ the diffiĐult eŵploǇŵeŶt situatioŶ, hoǁ aƌe Ǉou doiŶg?͟ 

͞Theƌe isŶ͛t ƌeallǇ ŵuĐh to tell,͟ Ǉou shƌug. ͞Had a weird dream tonight, or rather... around 

ŶooŶ, just ďefoƌe Ǉou Đaŵe ďǇ. I doŶ͛t usuallǇ dƌeaŵ ŵuĐh. “o Ǉeah, ŶothiŶg ŶoteǁoƌthǇ, 
ƌeallǇ,͟ Ǉou tƌǇ to ŵoǀe oŶ, ďut Daǀe pƌesses the ŵatteƌ of the dƌeaŵ. MaǇďe Ǉou shouldŶ͛t 
have brought it up, you hate talking about these things. People always put too much thought 

into what something as simple as a dream is ǁoƌth. Most likelǇ it͛s just a ƌaŶdoŵ assoƌtŵeŶt 
of images in a dozing, unconscious and unsorted situation. But then again, a silly conversation 

is better than silence. So you explain all about the weird, creepy atmosphere of this room you 

were in, and about the mysterious glob of liquid. 

Daǀe puts oŶ a puzzled faĐe. ͞I see. Based oŶ ŵǇ aŶalǇsis, I ĐaŶ saǇ ǁith ƌelatiǀe ĐeƌtaiŶtǇ that 
this dƌeaŵ ŵeaŶs... Ǉou͛ƌe a Đloset hoŵoseǆual.͟ You giǀe hiŵ a light punch on the arm. How 

Đƌeatiǀe, didŶ͛t see that ĐoŵiŶg at all. ͞“eƌiouslǇ though, it͛s just a dƌeaŵ. I dƌeaŵ all kiŶds of 
ĐƌazǇ, ƌaŶdoŵ shit, that pƌoďaďlǇ just happeŶs to Ǉou ŵoƌe ƌaƌelǇ.͟ 

͞Well, that͛s eǆaĐtlǇ ǁhat I said, Ǉou kept pushiŶg the issue,͟ Ǉou ĐouŶteƌ, aŶd Ǉou ďoth agƌee 
it was really kind of pointless to elaborate on. He stays for quite a while and you chat about 

all kinds of things. Him having a job, a well-paying, stable one at that, is definitely a bit of a 

sore subject, and you ĐaŶ tell he tƌies to ĐoƌƌeĐt hiŵself ofteŶ ǁheŶ he ƌealises he͛s about to 

mention work, salaries or colleagues. It does cut down on conversational material a lot, but 

you both manage just fine, being long-time friends. Some of his stories revolve around how 

he͛s ďeeŶ out of luĐk ǁheŶ it Đoŵes to ǁoŵeŶ latelǇ, though Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot suƌe if he͛s telliŶg Ǉou 
that just so Ǉou͛ll feel ďetteƌ. It͛s Ŷot like Ǉou͛ƌe ŵoƌe suĐĐessful iŶ that ƌegaƌd, ďut at least 
theƌe͛s soŵeďodǇ to shaƌe Ǉouƌ suffeƌiŶg ǁith Ǉou. You eŶd up talking about that topic a lot 

once you both realise that. 

Having woken up quite late, it gets dark outside sooner than you had imagined. That faĐt isŶ͛t 
lost on Dave, who subsequently has to excuse himself; he has a lot to take care of. You know 

he just has to get his shit togetheƌ ďefoƌe headiŶg to ǁoƌk toŵoƌƌoǁ, ďut it͛s ŶiĐe of hiŵ to 
avoid the issue anyway. Both of you say your goodbyes and he takes his leave. Damn, where 

did the daǇ go? It͛s late iŶ the eǀeŶiŶg aŶd Ǉou liteƌallǇ did ŶothiŶg. You͛ƌe barely even dressed, 

you just threw on a pair of baggy pants and a dirty t-shiƌt. DaǇs like this aƌeŶ͛t uŶĐoŵŵoŶ 
latelǇ. “oŵetiŵes Ǉou ǁish Ǉou͛d ƌeĐeiǀe soŵe guidaŶĐe. “oŵe eǀeŶt that teaƌs Ǉou out of 
this monotony and uncertainty and jumpstarts you into achieving something.  

But no omnipotent entity is listening tonight, so it turns out to be just another one of those 

days. Not wanting to go to bed directly, you decide you could use a shower; Dave seemed to 

keep his distance while he was here and perhaps your smell was the cause of that. Afterwards, 

you find you still have some energy to expel on good old-fashioned porn to, uh, cleanse your 



system ǁith the help of a goƌgeous JapaŶese giƌl͛s hips uŶdulatiŶg oŶ sĐƌeeŶ.  Your 

enthusiastic, spontaneous performance means another shower is in order then before you 

finally hit the sack.  

Day 2 

TodaǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe suƌpƌisiŶglǇ aǁakeŶed ďǇ the suŶ, of all thiŶgs. “hit, Ǉou foƌgot to Đlose the 
blinds. Clearly not ready to face another soul-eating, depressing day of inaction, you walk over 

to the window and block that nasty, pesky sun from getting inside. Time for some half-hearted 

doziŶg, ŵaǇďe Ǉou͛ll ŵaŶage to fall asleep foƌ a ďit loŶgeƌ. LaǇiŶg doǁŶ oŶ Ǉouƌ ďed, Ǉou͛ƌe 
gƌateful foƌ soŵe ŵoƌe ƌest that͛ll hopefullǇ iŶspired a more productive phase. 

You͛ƌe iŶ a Đleaƌ, ǁhite ƌooŵ. It has a ǀeƌǇ ĐliŶiĐal feel to it; white tiles on the floor, white tiles 

oŶ the ǁalls, ǁhite tiles oŶ the ĐeiliŶg. Yet it͛s soŵehoǁ ďƌightlǇ lit, eǀeŶ though theƌe aƌe Ŷo 
windows, and no detectable light source to be found. Theƌe͛s oŶe distiŶguishaďle featuƌe iŶ 
the ƌooŵ, aŶd it͛s Ŷot eǀeŶ ƌeallǇ a paƌt of it; a laƌge gloď, leǀitatiŶg iŶ the ĐeŶtƌe. 

This agaiŶ, ƌeallǇ? Noǁ that͛s ďeĐoŵiŶg suspiĐious. Although Ǉou alƌeadǇ did all the ǁoƌk the 
last time you were here – ǁell, iŶ Ǉouƌ dƌeaŵ, Ǉou ǁeƌeŶ͛t really here – you make sure to 

search every tile, every nook and cranny again, just to ascertain that it͛s still the saŵe ƌooŵ. 
After a few minutes of thorough checking, you come to the conclusion that it is. 

That means your objective is the weird spherical mass in the centre of the room. Last time, 

Dave kept you from it, but if your senses are worth anythiŶg, it shouldŶ͛t ďe as late as 
yesterday, so no chance of him barging in. Nonetheless, your curiosity gets to you, and you 

ĐaŶ͛t ƌesist oďseƌǀiŶg the oƌď fuƌtheƌ. Like the ƌest of the ƌooŵ, it looks just like last tiŵe. 

Unceremoniously, you give it a careful pƌod. BǇ Ŷo fault of Ǉouƌs, it doesŶ͛t stop at that though. 
The mass that just seemed almost as liquid as water has turned into a sticky, thick mixture, its 

viscosity like napalm, but its temperature just the opposite – ice cold. Reflexively, you pull 

back your arm, which is a big mistake. The substance gripping your right hand is still connected 

to the whole orb behind. With its changed properties, now a more rigid mass, your pulling on 

the front end of the sphere acts like a slingshot when your arm reaches the end of its range; 

the orb swings over your elbow and lands square on your right shoulder, splashing into you 

and gripping your form tightly. Cold enveloping you, and your right side apparently frozen, 

nothing hinders the alien substance from spreading over your body. Attempts at stopping it 

turn futile, and only serves to add some to your other hand, where it can spread further. 

As it Đƌeeps aĐƌoss Ǉou aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe helpless to ǁatĐh the eǀeŶts uŶfold, it stƌikes Ǉou as 
remarkable that the goo seems keen on reaching your chest. It flows in that direction from all 

parts of your body, both from the left and the right; some of the fluid on your hands even tries 

to reach your belly directly instead of flowing up your arms. Regardless of it curious properties 

aŶd Ǉouƌ suppƌessed paŶiĐ, the faĐt that it͛s ŵakiŶg pƌogƌess is uŶdeŶiaďle, aŶd sooŶ it has 
reached its goal, the very centre of your body. For a minute, it seems to just pool there, 

forming once again a sizeable orb, before it suddenly and surprisingly pulls back just to smash 

into you a second later, enveloping your heart with one mighty thrust that serves to not only 

conquer your body, but also to shatter your dream world. 

You wake up – *squeak* – with a start, jumping up in your bed. Weird déjà vu, just like 



yesterday, you are startled awake. But hold on, what was that sound? You lower your head 

and feel clingy, tight fabric rubbing and sticking against your skin as you shift positions. Finally, 

Ǉouƌ eǇes Đoŵe to ideŶtifǇ ǁhat it is that͛s ĐausiŶg Ǉouƌ disĐoŵfoƌt aŶd the odd noise you 

heard: a full-body latex catsuit! 

What the fuck?! Tight rubber is stretching all across your body, ending only at your wrists, 

ankles, and upon touching there, your neck. Everything but the very end of your limbs and 

your head is encased in skin-tight lateǆ. Youƌ ďƌeathiŶg ƋuiĐkeŶs; it doesŶ͛t seeŵ like a 
daŶgeƌous situatioŶ ďut it͛s ĐƌeepiŶg Ǉou out ƌegaƌdless. Hoǁ did that things get here? And 

ǁhǇ? Those aƌe likelǇ ƋuestioŶs Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t easilǇ fiŶd the aŶsǁeƌs to, so iŶstead Ǉou just lie iŶ 
bed and try to calm your breathing for a start. When you manage to, you make another curious 

observation, which is that this catsuit has the exact same colour as the glob from your dream 

did. That weird, liquid mass with the purple-pink hue... 

You͛ƌe ƌipped out of these thoughts when you notice your left hand suddenly turning liquid. 

Shock paralyses you for a good minute, as you watch more and more of your left arm being 

assimilated into purple-pink goo, nearly reaching your shoulder by now. What the fuck what 

the fuck what the fuck! This ĐaŶ͛t ďe happeŶiŶg, this ŵust still ďe paƌt of the dƌeaŵ... ďut it 
feels so diffeƌeŶt. What͛s happeŶiŶg is iŵpossiďle, ďut Ǉou doŶ͛t feel like Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ a dƌeaŵ, it 
all seeŵs Ƌuite ƌeal to Ǉou. FuĐk, ǁhǇ is this happeŶiŶg to Ǉou? You͛ƌe just soŵe aǀeƌage guǇ, 
Ǉou didŶ͛t do aŶǇthiŶg ďut sleep. Hoǁ Ǉou ǁish Ǉou hadŶ͛t Đlosed the ďliŶds aŶd goŶe to ďed 
again. The feelings coursing through you are indescribable. The only word that comes into 

Ǉouƌ head is ͞ǁeiƌd͟, ǁhiĐh peƌfeĐtlǇ eŶĐapsulates this ǁhole eǀeŶt, ďesides otheƌ fƌoŶt 
ƌuŶŶeƌs suĐh as ͞deǀastatiŶg͟, ͞nerve-wracking͟ aŶd ͞HOLY FUCK MY BODY I“ TU‘NING INTO 

GOO͟. 

As Ǉou͛ƌe ƌaŵďliŶg aďout the iŵpliĐatioŶs, Ǉou ŶotiĐe that this last stateŵeŶt isŶ͛t tƌue 
aŶǇŵoƌe; the liƋuid is ƌetƌeatiŶg, Ǉouƌ aƌŵ ƌegeŶeƌatiŶg. You͛ƌe turning back into a man, thank 

fucking Christ. Immediately, you drop back on your pillow in relief. The same questions shoot 

through your brain again and again. But eventually, the outcome was a return to your original 

form... Was that coincidence? When your thoughts drift back to the purple-ish goo, your 

fingers start liquidising again, but this tiŵe Ǉou doŶ͛t paŶiĐ, Ǉou kŶoǁ Ǉou ĐaŶ tuƌŶ ďaĐk. The 
transformation started as soon as you thought about the goo, concentrated on it. 

TestiŶg Ǉouƌ hǇpothesis, Ǉou ĐoŶĐeŶtƌate oŶ Ǉouƌself, Aleǆ, the aǀeƌage guǇ ǁho͛s a little 
down on his luck. Indeed, your hand is solid in a matter of seconds. This is messed up. So you 

ĐaŶ tuƌŶ fƌoŵ goo iŶto peƌsoŶ, aŶd fƌoŵ peƌsoŶ iŶto goo... You doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to fiŶd out ǁhat 
happens if you finish the transformation, so first and foremost you try to be careful with your 

thoughts and observant of your body. As long as your head and brain are intact, you should 

be okay. The next question would be what the limits are? 

No otheƌ ǁaǇ thaŶ to tƌǇ. You ĐoŶsideƌ ĐhaŶges that ǁouldŶ͛t affeĐt Ǉou gƌeatlǇ, soŵethiŶg 
that, if you ĐouldŶ͛t ƌeǀeƌse it, Ǉou͛d still ďe okaǇ ǁith. Well, Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t ŵiss a toe that 

much. So you sit up, look at your right foot, and concentrate on somebody who was born 

without the big toe on his right foot. Indeed, your toe disappears, leaving an asymmetrical 

piĐtuƌe of Ǉouƌ feet ďehiŶd. UŶďelieǀaďle! While Ǉou͛ƌe staƌtiŶg to poŶdeƌ the iŵpliĐatioŶs 
and possibilities, you realise you should try and ameliorate your recent handicap before you 



get carried away. With trained ease, your big toe returns to you as if it had never left. 

Tiŵe to tƌǇ soŵethiŶg ďiggeƌ. Who doesŶ͛t dƌeaŵ of a ŵoƌe iŵpƌessiǀe phǇsiƋue? You 
certainly did, but never had the conviction to hit the gym. Alright, this is the opportunity you 

waited for. Before your inner eye stands a muscular hunk of a man. Biceps bulging, thighs like 

a professional cyclist. Not a steroid-ƌiddeŶ, ďuŵďliŶg idiot steƌeotǇpe, just soŵeďodǇ ǁho͛s 
worked hard and dedicated a lot of time to honing his body. Once again, the process starts in 

your fingertips and arms, which take on definition and size. Your pectorals grow a lot, almost 

to the point of looking ridiculous, until your belly catches up, and is naturally shifting to a 

defined six-pack. Your legs develop just as you imagined them, thick and strong. You feel like 

you could jump up small buildings with calves like these.  

There you are. You walk into the bathroom next to your bed to check yourself out in the full-

length mirror there. The sight is stunning. Muscle-packed from head to toe, even your face 

has taken oŶ a ŵoƌe ƌugged, stƌoŶg appeaƌaŶĐe. Yet it͛s uŶdeŶiaďlǇ Ǉouƌ ďodǇ, aŶd ŶoďodǇ 
should haǀe aŶǇ tƌouďle ideŶtifǇiŶg Ǉou. What͛s ŵoƌe, the lateǆ suit seeŵs to haǀe stƌetĐhed 
to fit your form, theƌe͛s Ŷot a deŶt oƌ teaƌ aŶǇǁheƌe iŶ the faďƌiĐ that Ǉou ĐaŶ see. This is 

pƌoďaďlǇ soŵethiŶg Ǉou should͛ǀe thought aďout ďefoƌe, ďut looks like Ǉou luĐked out this 
time. You ĐaŶ saǇ that agaiŶ, just look at this ďodǇ. With a figuƌe like this, Ǉou͛ll haǀe Ŷo tƌouďle 
chatting up women – well, not in your imagination at least. 

But ǁhat aƌe Ǉou goiŶg to do Ŷeǆt? You͛ƌe ƌeallǇ Đoŵfoƌtaďle iŶ this foƌŵ... Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t iŵagiŶe 
coming up with anything better. MaǇďe testiŶg Ǉouƌ ŵusĐles͛ fuŶĐtioŶalitǇ ǁould ďe a good 
idea; theǇ look faŶtastiĐ, ďut ǁhat if theǇ͛ƌe all hot aiƌ? *CRASH* Alright, you may want to 

replace that chair. And get a broom to take care of the glass shards from the ceiling lamp. 

After that little experiment, it͛s pƌoďaďlǇ faiƌ to saǇ that these ŵusĐles aƌe Ƌuite Đlose to ͞ƌeal͟, 
ďǇ Ǉouƌ staŶdaƌds. You ĐaŶ͛t ǁait to show Dave, you think to yourself as you clean up the mess. 

An idea strikes you. 

To staƌt, Ǉou͛ƌe tƌaŶsfoƌŵiŶg Ǉouƌself ďaĐk to Ǉouƌ Ŷoƌŵal foƌŵ. A feǁ ŵiŶutes lateƌ, aŶd 
Ǉou͛ƌe theƌe. Neǆt, Ǉou piĐk up Ǉouƌ phoŶe – Ǉou ƌeallǇ didŶ͛t ǁaŶt to Đƌush it ǁith your 

uncontrolled grip strength – and text Dave that he definitely needs to come by after work. He 

writes you back, briefly stating that, if you think he absolutely has to, he will, but that he͛ll 
stop by a little later today, probably sometime in the evening. Until then, you play around with 

your new magic suit – yes, you realise how stupid that sounds – aŶd doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ aĐĐoŵplish 
much. Funny how some things just never change. 

EǀeŶtuallǇ, the suŶ͛s ŶeaƌlǇ set, aŶd the aŶŶoǇiŶglǇ loud ďuzz of the dooƌďell makes you jump 

despite expecting your visitor. “hoǁtiŵe. You͛ǀe takeŶ ŵoƌe Đaƌe Ŷot to ďƌeak thiŶgs afteƌ 
the first incident and ĐleaŶed up eŶough that Daǀe shouldŶ͛t ŶotiĐe aŶǇthiŶg odd. As he 
arrives at your doorstep, he just stares at you, frozen in plaĐe. Oops, Ǉou foƌgot Ǉou͛ƌe gƌeetiŶg 
him in a transparent, purple latex catsuit, with nothing but your underwear beneath it. That 

Đould ĐouŶt as ͞odd͟, ĐouldŶ͛t it? 

͞That͛s a good look foƌ Ǉou,͟ he Ƌuips, a disĐoŶĐeƌted toŶe to his ǀoiĐe. AppƌeheŶsiǀelǇ, he 

enters your apartment, never really breaking eye contact with you or your body. You do your 

ďest to stifle a laugh aŶd ƌetaiŶ Ǉouƌ Đoŵposuƌe, ďut foƌ ƌeasoŶs ǁhollǇ diffeƌeŶt to Daǀe͛s. 



͞ThaŶks!͟ You ďeaŵ at hiŵ. ͞It͛s Ŷot just a stǇle ĐhoiĐe though, this thing has powers that you 

ǁouldŶ͛t ďelieǀe,͟ Ǉou pƌaise the Đatsuit ǁith ĐoŶǀiĐtioŶ. Daǀe is ŵoƌe thaŶ uŶsettled Ŷoǁ, 
and eyes you suspiciously. 

͞Is this soŵe soƌt of hiddeŶ Đaŵeƌa gag?͟ he asks ǁhile tuƌŶiŶg aƌouŶd aŶd sĐaŶŶiŶg Ǉouƌ 
apartment. ͞If so, I doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ get it. AƌeŶ͛t I supposed to ďe the oŶe lookiŶg sillǇ iŶ a pƌaŶk 
like that?͟ 

͞Oh, so Ǉou doŶ͛t ďelieǀe ŵe?͟ you counter confidently. Of course he shakes his head and 

ŵoĐkiŶglǇ eŵits a shoƌt ďuƌst of aiƌ. He seeŵs to thiŶk Ǉou͛ƌe ǁastiŶg his time after a long day 

at ǁoƌk. Well, theŶ it͛s aďout tiŵe foƌ the ďig ƌeǀeal, Ǉou thiŶk. 

You close your eyes to concentrate. Daǀe ĐaŶ͛t staǇ Ƌuiet. ͞ You takiŶg a Ŷap? Is that the poǁeƌ? 
͚The suit of spoŶtaŶeous fatigue͛? If it is, it seeŵs to ǁoƌk, ďeĐause I suƌe aŵ tiƌed of this shit.͟ 
Just a ŵoŵeŶt lateƌ, he͛s as sileŶt as the gƌaǀe. Before his eyes takes place exactly the 

transformation you practiced hours earlier. Your whole body changes on the spot, once again 

leaving behind rugged, defined abs where before there was an unfit, slightly bulging belly. 

͞“till ǁaŶt to ĐheĐk foƌ a hiddeŶ Đaŵeƌa?͟ Ǉou tease ďaĐk. Daǀe͛s still iŶ aǁe, ďut ƋuiĐklǇ 
shakes off his paralysis and begins touching you somewhat inappropriately, for your tastes. 

͞HeǇ, Đoŵe oŶ, ŵaŶ, Ǉou ǁeƌe the oŶe ŵakiŶg gaǇ jokes just Ϯϰ houƌs ago.͟ He ĐleaƌlǇ 
suspeĐts soŵe kiŶd of tƌiĐk aŶd is lookiŶg to fiŶd soŵe kiŶd of deǀiĐe that͛s doiŶg this. 
TeĐhŶiĐallǇ, he͛s alƌeadǇ fouŶd it, ďƌight puƌple that it is, ďut he doesŶ͛t thiŶk that͛s possiďle, 
of course. 

͞OkaǇ okaǇ, Ǉou ĐaŶ stop that Ŷoǁ,͟ Ǉou sǁat his haŶds aǁaǇ afteƌ haǀiŶg had eŶough. ͞Look, 
I͛ll shoǁ Ǉou soŵethiŶg else.͟ AgaiŶ Ǉou ĐoŶĐeŶtƌate afteƌ takiŶg a seat, this tiŵe to tƌǇ 
removing your right foot. It works, and Dave is no less nonplussed than he was at the first 

ĐhaŶge. You offeƌ hiŵ Ǉouƌ stuŵp leg to ĐoŶfiƌŵ it͛s Ŷot a ǀisual illusioŶ. Afteƌ he ĐheĐked, 
you regrow your foot and let him touch that too. Seeing him still furrowing eyebrows at these 

developments, you figure one more displaǇ ĐaŶ͛t huƌt. 

Your thoughts drift back to the glob of liquid that seemingly started all this. Reliably, your 

hands start turning into goo again, which finally shakes Dave out of his incredulous stupor. 

You thiŶk Ǉou͛ǀe got a pƌettǇ good laugh out of hiŵ, all things considered. 

͞FuĐkiŶg hell dude, ďe Đaƌeful, Ǉouƌ aƌŵs aƌe tuƌŶiŶg liƋuid!͟ He still ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe it, ŵakiŶg 
you laugh a little. You want to concentrate on turning back, but Dave cuts in, asking you how 

you can laugh at something like that, and hoǁ he͛s legitiŵatelǇ fƌeakiŶg out heƌe. His ďiĐkeƌiŶg 
is preventing you from focussing and you start getting seriously aggravated. 

͞GoddaŵŶ ŵaŶ, ǁill Ǉou shut up foƌ just a seĐoŶd?͟ Ǉou ďluƌt out, peƌhaps ŵoƌe foƌĐefullǇ 
than you intended. It works, however, and you get the calm that you needed for just a few 

seconds to concentrate your thoughts to turn back into average Alex. ͞“oƌƌǇ I sŶapped theƌe. 
But doŶ͛t fƌeak out like that, I Ŷeed to ĐoŶĐeŶtƌate foƌ this stuff.͟ He seeŵs gƌuŵpǇ foƌ a 
second, but undeƌstaŶds that it͛s a potentially serious situation.  

After the first doubts and disputes have simmered down, he gets as excited as you did this 

morning. Questions just flow out of his mouth like a waterfall, most of which are simply met 



with shrugs on your ďehalf. Afteƌ all, Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ that ŵuĐh aďout this thiŶg Ǉouƌself; 

neither how noƌ ǁhǇ it ǁoƌks, Ŷoƌ ǁheƌe it Đaŵe fƌoŵ, eǆĐept ͞The Dƌeaŵ Woƌld͟, ǁhiĐh 
souŶds aďout as ĐheesǇ as Ǉou Đould iŵagiŶe. “adlǇ, it͛s all Ǉou haǀe to go oŶ, aŶd it͛s eǆaĐtlǇ 
what Ǉou͛ƌe telliŶg Ǉouƌ fƌieŶd. 

͞“o,͟ he staƌts, ͞Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t fouŶd aŶǇ liŵits to this thiŶg Ǉet? Like Ǉou had a ǁish that ŵade 
it oǀeƌheat aŶd ďuƌst iŶto a thousaŶd pieĐes?͟ You ďoth shaƌe a laugh, aŶd Ǉou state the 
obvious. Everything seems fine so far. ͞MaŶ, just think ǁhat Ǉou Đould do ǁith this thiŶg!͟ he 
ŵaƌǀels. ͞You Đould go out ǁith a ĐhiĐk – it doesŶ͛t eǀeŶ haǀe to ďe a hot oŶe – and after a 

feǁ dates, tell heƌ Ǉou͛ƌe iŶto this latex thing and try to get her to wear this suit. Then you just 

tell heƌ to iŵagiŶe a Đoŵplete aŶd utteƌ seǆpot iŶ heƌ eaƌlǇ tǁeŶties, ǁith a ďodǇ like a suƌfeƌ͛s 
aŶd aŶ ass like a peaĐh. “he͛d ďeĐoŵe this Đoŵplete ŶǇŵpho ǁho—͞ 

Once again, you step in, quite loudly, and tell him to stop his rantings. Out of fear, you remove 

the bodysuit entirely; good to know the zippers work without issue. 

͞ThiŶk aďout ǁhat Ǉou͛ƌe saǇiŶg ďefoƌe Ǉou get staƌted oŶ these taŶgeŶts! If I hadŶ͛t paid 
atteŶtioŶ, thiŶk aďout ǁhat Đould haǀe happeŶed!͟ He just giǀes Ǉou a ƋuizziĐal look, 
completely uŶaǁaƌe of ǁhat Ǉou͛ƌe upset aďout, so Ǉou spell it out foƌ hiŵ. ͞You Đould haǀe 
turned me into a complete bimbo, man. And how would I turn back then, huh? If my brain 

ǁas all ĐoĐks aŶd ĐaŶdǇ?͟ 

͞“hit dude, I͛ŵ soƌƌǇ,͟ he apologises. ͞This all Đaŵe so suddenly, how in hell do you expect me 

to keep all of this straight in my head? Come on, put it back on, try some crazy stuff that 

doesŶ͛t huƌt Ǉou oƌ aŶǇthiŶg. Like fouƌ legs aŶd shit, let͛s go!͟ EǀeŶ though Ǉou ǁeƌe aŶgƌǇ at 
him a second ago, you have to laugh at his enthusiasm. For the remainder of the already short 

evening, you try all kinds of crazy forms, taking great care to leave your cognitive faculties 

iŶtaĐt. You doŶ͛t kŶoǁ if it ĐaŶ eǀeŶ ĐhaŶge aŶǇthiŶg aďout that paƌt of Ǉou, ďut if the suit can 

tƌaŶsfoƌŵ Ǉou iŶto a liƋuid, Ǉou͛ƌe afƌaid to thiŶk about ǁhat else it͛s Đapaďle of. 

Dave eventually takes his leave again, having been astonished for hours, probably not even 

ƌealisiŶg that it͛s ŶeaƌlǇ ŵidŶight... which leaves you on your own again. Not quite ready for 

bed yet, you continue experimenting a little, ŵostlǇ oŶ thiŶgs Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t ǁaŶt to haǀe aŶ 
audience for. Indeed, even your private parts can be manipulated with this suit, as you 

discover. The ladies – theǇ͛ƌe still Ŷot eǀeŶ taŶgiďlǇ ƌeal, ďut that Ŷeǀeƌ stopped Ǉou – are 

going to be grateful for Ǉouƌ ŶeǁfouŶd eŶduƌaŶĐe, Ǉou͛ƌe suƌe. Major experimentation with 

the male physique is quite a tiring practice though, as you find out when you, inevitably and 

unprepared, fall asleep at some point during your busy night. 

Day 3 

Once again, the sun mercilessly wakes you. These damn blinds, you always forget about them; 

you need to get electric ones that run on a timer. You try to simply continue dozing a little, 

ďut the light shiŶiŶg iŶto the ƌooŵ is just too peskǇ, ĐaŶ͛t fiŶd aŶǇ ƌest like this. You͛ƌe just 
about to stand up and walk over to the windows when you realise Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t.

You tear your eyes open in shock at your 

apparent paralysis. A few times more, you 

try to move your legs, but your efforts are 

♪ ...his pleasure would be my utmost desire. 

Often, I am wearing my latex catsuit. I relish 

its tight embrace and shiny, transparent 



futile. Sitting up, which requires quite an 

amount of energy, reveals that your thighs 

and calves are strapped together. In other 

ǁoƌds, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t extend your legs at all, 

your feet are invariably resting against your 

butt. 

Your attention shifts to your head next. You 

hadŶ͛t ƌeallǇ ŶotiĐed, ďut theƌe͛s a feŵale 
voice talking to you constantly. She sounds 

seǆǇ... Hold oŶ, that doesŶ͛t ŵatteƌ Ŷoǁ! 
ConceŶtƌate. CleaƌlǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe ǁeaƌiŶg 
headphones, your senses have recovered 

enough to tell you that much. Instinctively, 

you just want to shake your head around 

uŶtil theǇ fall off, Ŷoǁ that Ǉou͛ƌe listening 

to ǁhat Ǉou͛ƌe aĐtuallǇ ďeiŶg told. But theǇ 
doŶ͛t ďudge an inch. You notice that your 

head is covered in straps; on your forehead, 

the back of your head, under your chin. 

Naming every strap would be impossible, 

but the inevitable outcome is: those 

headphones stay on. 

EǆaŵiŶiŶg Ǉouƌ aƌŵs doesŶ͛t giǀe Ǉou that 

ŵuĐh hope eitheƌ; theǇ͛ƌe Đuffed ďehiŶd 
your back. Searching for the zippers 

eventually reveals that theǇ͛ƌe currently 

between your legs; the line goes up to your 

crotch and from there towards your back 

and all the way up to finally end between 

your shoulder blades. 

Fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ ĐuƌƌeŶt positioŶ, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ƌeaĐh 
the twin zippers. With some effort, you 

manage to stretch your arms long enough 

to guide the cuffs below your legs and have 

Ǉouƌ haŶds iŶ fƌoŶt of Ǉouƌ ďodǇ. DoŶ͛t 
listeŶ to the headphoŶes, doŶ͛t listen to 

the headphoŶes. It͛s ďeĐoŵiŶg haƌdeƌ aŶd 
harder, and you can feel parts of your body 

starting to shift shape. 

AŶǇǁaǇ, foĐus aŶd Ǉou͛ll get out of this. 
With Ǉouƌ aƌŵs iŶ fƌoŶt, Ǉou͛ƌe a ďit ŵoƌe 
versatile at least. You grab the zipper and 

move it towards your expanding butt. Now 

you have to get your hands behind you 

agaiŶ. It͛s aŶ aƌduous task, ďut Ǉou ŵaŶage. 

texture, displaying me for the whole world. 

It is a shameful fetish of mine, but I would 

not dare take it off, unless my husband 

wishes me to. If he does not want other 

men to see my body and lust after me, that 

is his right to command me. My husband is 

allowed dominion over my body. When it 

comes to what I really want, kneeling 

before my husband is my first priority. 

Voicing my own desires is selfish, but 

making my pussy wet and available is my 

first duty as his wife. 

If he decides to use ŵe as his fucktoy, that’s 
a great honour. I can cook and I can clean, 

and I will do everything to make his house 

and my body presentable for him, but 

ultimately, I’ŵ a vessel for his cuŵ. When 

he decides that he wants to have children 

and how many, pregnancy is a burden I will 

wear with pride. My body belongs to my 

husband, and so does my mind. ♪ 

♪ Ohayo! My name is Ayumi. I am a 23-

year-old Japanese girl and a nym... 

nymphomaniac. Please excuse my poor 

English. I came to America to find a strong, 

loving man to marry and nurture me. 

Years of sexual frustration have made me a 

nymphomaniac. I hope that a husband with 

a thick cock will finally be able to fulfill my 

desires, so I could only orgasm around his 

engorged meat. A sex addict like me has 

difficulties suppressing her urges, but I 

would never betray my husband. 

I would follow every one of his orders 

obediently. To be a faithful wife that 

pleases her husband is my dream. All I 

would ask is that he bestows his cock upon 

my body regularly and strongly. Every time 

he would enter me, I would go crazy with 

pleasure, losing control of my sensitive 

body. I hope that my body will be seen as 

desirable in this country. I am told my 

bountiful breasts and tight, pink pussy will 

make men lust after me, and nothing would 

please me more than that being true. 



It could be vital to find a strong husband 

and suck his manly cock—retaining your 

identity, so Ǉou doŶ͛t Đaƌe aďout the effort 

required. 

Behind your back, you grab hold of the 

zipper once again, pulling it up further, 

roughly reaching the middle of your back. 

Looking down, you realise you made a 

gƌaǀe ŵistake; Ǉou haǀeŶ͛t uŶzipped the 
suit at all! Feeling the zipper in your hand 

again, you realise that the texture is 

different than yesterday. Somebody must 

have taped the two zippers together! So 

while you were thinking about kneeling 

before your husband—taking one of the 

zippers and undoing it, you just pulled up 

both and accomplished absolutely 

nothing... 

Exhausted, you break down on the bed. 

Your head angled down, you see sizeable 

tits already adorning your lithe body. As a 

last resort, you give the handcuffs as firm a 

pull as Ǉou ĐaŶ ŵaŶage, ďut it͛s poiŶtless. 
You have no energy left, no escape plan. In 

your desolation, your head is empty except 

for the (your?) echoing, beautiful female 

voice. 

Ohayo! My name is Ayumi. I am a 23-year-

old Japanese girl and a... nymphomaniac. 

Your lips, sat on a shifting face to reflect 

your femininity and Japanese heritage, are 

moving on their own.  

Years of sexual frustration have made me a 

nymphomaniac. I hope that a husband with 

a thick cock will finally be able to fulfill my 

desires, so I could only orgasm with him. 

Your own shrinking, engorged meat is 

heating up considerably, and oozing 

precum. 

I would follow every one of his orders 

obediently. To be a faithful wife that 

pleases her husband is my dream. You wish 

a man would come by to bestow his cock 

upon your body. 

Every time he would enter me, I would go 

I hope to find a strong husband and suck his 

manly cock, if he finds my feminine lips 

alluring enough. His pleasure would be my 

utmost desire.  

Often, I am wearing my latex catsuit. I relish 

its tight embrace and shiny, transparent 

texture, displaying me for the whole world. 

It is a shameful fetish of mine, but I would 

not dare take it off, unless my husband 

wishes me to. If he does not want other 

men to see my body and lust after me, that 

is his right to command me. My husband is 

allowed dominion over my body. When it 

comes to what I really want, kneeling 

before my husband is my first priority. 

Voicing my own desires is selfish, but 

making my pussy wet and available is my 

first duty as his wife. 

If he decides to use ŵe as his fucktoy, that’s 
a great honour. I can cook and I can clean, 

and I will do everything to make his house 

and my body presentable for him, but 

ultiŵately, I’ŵ a vessel for his cum. When 

he decides that he wants to have children 

and how many, pregnancy is a burden I will 

wear with pride. My body belongs to my 

husband, and so does my mind. ♪ 

♪ Ohayo! My name is Ayumi. I am a 23-

year-old Japanese girl and a nym... 

nymphomaniac. Please excuse my poor 

English. I came to America to find a strong, 

loving man to marry and nurture me. 

Years of sexual frustration have made me a 

nymphomaniac. I hope that a husband with 

a thick cock will finally be able to fulfill my 

desires, so I could only orgasm around his 

engorged meat. A sex addict like me has 

difficulties suppressing her urges, but I 

would never betray my husband. 

I would follow every one of his orders 

obediently. To be a faithful wife that 

pleases her husband is my dream. All I 

would ask is that he bestows his cock upon 

my body regularly and strongly. Every time 

he would enter me, I would go crazy with  



crazy with pleasure, losing control of my 

sensitive body. Your lips send a shiver 

through you while speaking.  

I am told my bountiful breasts and tight, 

pink pussy will make men lust after me. 

Your chest swells, and your engorged meat 

finishes reforming into your true genital, a 

fat, sensitive clit, sitting between luscious, 

swollen labia. “loǁlǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe appƌoaĐhiŶg 
the perfect, real ͚Ǉou͛. 
Often, I am wearing my latex catsuit. I relish 

its tight embrace and shiny, transparent 

texture, displaying me for the whole world. 

Another shiver runs through you, the latex 

rubbing over your skin almost as delicious 

as being penetrated by your lover, its tight 

fit sealing in your arousal. 

My husband is allowed dominion over my 

body. When it comes to what I really want, 

kneeling before my husband is my first 

priority. Voicing my own desires is selfish, 

but making my pussy wet and available is 

my first duty as his wife. As if on command, 

your pussy soaks your panties thoroughly. 

If he decides to use ŵe as his fucktoy, that’s 
a great honour. AŶd Ǉou͛ƌe all ready to 

accept it. I will do everything to make his 

home and my body presentable for him, but 

ultimately, I’ŵ a vessel for his cuŵ. WheŶ 
he decides that he wants to have children 

and how many, pregnancy is a burden I will 

wear with pride. My body belongs to my 

husband, and so does my mind. 

 

pleasure, losing control of my sensitive 

body. I hope that my body will be seen as 

desirable in this country. I am told my 

bountiful breasts and tight, pink pussy will 

make men lust after me, and nothing would 

please me more than that being true. 

I hope to find a strong husband and suck his 

manly cock, if he finds my feminine lips 

alluring enough. His pleasure would be my 

utmost desire.  

Often, I am wearing my latex catsuit. I relish 

its tight embrace and shiny, transparent 

texture, displaying me for the whole world. 

It is a shameful fetish of mine, but I would 

not dare take it off, unless my husband 

wishes me to. If he does not want other 

men to see my body and lust after me, that 

is his right to command me. My husband is 

allowed dominion over my body. When it 

comes to what I really want, kneeling 

before my husband is my first priority. 

Voicing my own desires is selfish, but 

making my pussy wet and available is my 

first duty as his wife. 

If he decides to use ŵe as his fucktoy, that’s 
a great honour. I can cook and I can clean, 

and I will do everything to make his house 

and my body presentable for him, but 

ultiŵately, I’ŵ a vessel for his cuŵ. WheŶ 
he decides that he wants to have children 

and how many, pregnancy is a burden I will 

wear with pride. My body belongs to my 

husband, and so does my mind. ♪

Ohayo! My name is Ayumi. I am a 23-year-old Japanese girl and... your thoughts and the voice 

merge, the sound from the headphones constantly entering your ear, while your brain does 

nothing but converting tone into thought. Any old ideas are physically driven out of your head, 

as your brain re-moulds, leaving nothing but a blank canvas to be painted with the cum of 

your husband. Only a few universal truths remain. 

You͛ƌe AǇuŵi-chan. You came to America to still your unending hunger for cock, hoping that 

devoting yourself to a husband would enable you to experience the ultimate pleasure of being 

a wife. When you finally get married, you will use every waking minute to serve your husband, 

and spend every sleeping minute dreaming of him. Despite your sexual appetite, Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t 
dream of sleeping with somebody else; your devotion to your husband will be complete. It 



shames you that the feel of latex arouses you so greatly; you hope your future husband will 

learn to accept your flaws – like your awkward E-cup breasts and inappropriately tan skin – 

and you will try to overshadow them with doubled servitude. A loving man that will remove 

your insecurities over these shortcomings, and perhaps even come to enjoy them. Because 

Ǉouƌ husďaŶd͛s pleasuƌe is Ǉouƌ first priority. Your body must belong to your husband, and so 

does your mind. The mantra-induced trance is overpowering, your eyes unfocused, but you 

groggily notice somebody entering your room. The figure approaches your unmoving form. 

You feel strong arms embrace your body, making your pussy twitch. Piece by piece, one 

restraint after another comes off. Your body is freed of its shackled, and the two melodic 

voices in your head, reciting the same truths, are reduced to one. As your eyes drift up, a 

handsome young man looks back at you, and you shyly avert his gaze immediately after 

meeting it.  

͞Who aƌe Ǉou?͟ he asks. ͞Aƌe Ǉou okaǇ?͟ 

͞I-I͛ŵ AǇuŵi,͟ Ǉou ŵuƌŵuƌ ƋuietlǇ. He waits a second to see whether you elaborate, but you 

doŶ͛t daƌe speak up before this man unprompted. 

͞Well, it͛s ŶiĐe to ŵeet Ǉou, AǇuŵi. That͛s a ďeautiful Ŷaŵe by the way.͟ Youƌ ďellǇ heats up, 
iŶĐƌeasiŶg the pƌessuƌe oŶ Ǉouƌ gushiŶg slit ďetǁeeŶ Ǉouƌ legs. ͞Hmm, you look okay at least. 

Well, Ƌuite ďeautiful aĐtuallǇ.͟ What is this man doing? You continue to stare at the floor, 

smiling but also slightly ashamed. His ĐoŵpliŵeŶts huŵďle Ǉou. ͞What I ŵeaŶt to saǇ is, Ǉou 
doŶ͛t look huƌt at fiƌst glaŶĐe. What happeŶed, hoǁ did Ǉou get heƌe?͟ 

Now that you first consider these questions, you come up short on answers. Actually, you 

realise, you have no idea about anything short-term. How you got here, why you got here, 

what you were doing or who brought you here. You come to America to find a husband, but 

Ǉou doŶ͛t Ƌuite ƌeŵeŵďer your arrival, or how you ended up here, in this random apartment, 

although the style does feel familiar and pleasant. 

Under tears, you apologise that you do not know the answer to his questions, and throw 

yourself into his chest. Perhaps this man will be able to help you sort out your story; he may 

even end your search for a husband early. His arms wrap around your shoulders once more. 

͞Theƌe theƌe,͟ he Đalŵs Ǉou, ͞theƌe͛s Ŷo Ŷeed to ďe upset. I͛ŵ Daǀid. Look, Ǉou seeŵ like a 
nice girl, but if you have no clue how you got here, basically know nothing but your name, 

ŵaǇďe it ǁould ďe ďest to haǀe a doĐtoƌ look at Ǉou, oƌ go to the poliĐe.͟ The poliĐe? But Ǉou 
didŶ͛t do aŶǇthiŶg ǁƌoŶg! Of Đouƌse, Ǉou haǀe Ŷo idea ǁheƌe all Ǉouƌ papeƌs aƌe... Ǉou had 
them when you landed, how else would you have gotten through the checkpoints, but you 

ĐaŶ͛t foƌ the life of Ǉou ƌeŵeŵďeƌ ǁheƌe Ǉou left theŵ Ŷoǁ. “aŵe thiŶg ǁith a hospital, theǇ͛ll 
want to see papers. This man seems trustworthy though. If you play your cards right, Ǉou͛ƌe 
ĐeƌtaiŶ that he͛ll help Ǉou. 

͞Oh David-san,͟ Ǉou ĐƌǇ iŶ a shakǇ ǀoiĐe, ͞Ǉou͛ƌe so kiŶd, though Ǉou doŶ͛t eǀeŶ kŶoǁ ŵe. 
CaŶ͛t I staǇ ǁith Ǉou foƌ a ǁhile? I͛ŵ so sĐaƌed, I ĐouldŶ͛t ďeaƌ to ďe iŶteƌƌogated ďǇ the poliĐe 
ƌight Ŷoǁ.͟ You do Ǉouƌ ďest to use your feminine wiles to convince him. Some teary eye 

contact, a lot of hugging and heavy breathing. Never would you have thought that you let it 

Đoŵe to this, Ǉou͛d Ŷeǀeƌ ĐoŶsideƌed Ǉouƌself to ďe a giƌl like that. But Ǉouƌ fate iŶ this ĐouŶtƌǇ 



depends on it, and if he is the one... then your actions are hardly immoral, are they? 

͞DaŵŶ AǇuŵi, Ǉou͛ƌe puttiŶg ŵe oŶ the spot heƌe,͟ Ǉou loǁeƌ Ǉouƌ head iŶ apologǇ, ͞I Đould 
get into a lot of trouble by letting you live with me. Do you even have any papers?͟ 

͞N-Ŷot ƌight Ŷoǁ, I doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁheƌe I haǀe theŵ. I eŶteƌed this ĐouŶtƌǇ legallǇ, I sǁeaƌ, I just 
ĐaŶ͛t ƌeŵeŵďeƌ aŶǇthiŶg ďut ǁho I aŵ!͟ AgaiŶ, Ǉou tƌǇ to push out a feǁ ŵoƌe teaƌs, although 
theǇ͛ƌe at least paƌtlǇ ƌeal. David͛s ƌesilieŶĐe seeŵs to crumble at your pitiful sight, he͛s lettiŶg 
out a deep breath. 

͞FiŶe, Ǉou ĐaŶ tag aloŶg aŶd staǇ the Ŷight, ďut I ĐaŶ͛t keep Ǉou iŶ ŵǇ apaƌtŵeŶt iŶdefiŶitelǇ, 
uŶdeƌstaŶd?͟ You͛ƌe oǀeƌjoǇed. EŶthusiastiĐallǇ, Ǉou Ŷod, ďut iŶ the ďaĐk of Ǉouƌ head Ǉou 
already formulate a plan. It͛s Ƌuite siŵple; ŵake Ǉouƌself useful, pƌoǀe Ǉouƌ ǁoƌth aŶd he͛ll 
fiŶd Ǉou iŵpossiďle to ƌesist. Oh, hoǁ happǇ Ǉou͛ll ŵake David. 

Day 7 

You͛ǀe seĐuƌed a plaĐe iŶ David͛s apaƌtŵeŶt; Ŷoǁ Ǉou Ŷeed to seĐuƌe a plaĐe foƌ Ǉou iŶside 
his heart. He has been more critical of your stay with him for pretty much every day after the 

fiƌst oŶe, ďut he͛d ďeeŶ espeĐiallǇ iŶsisteŶt ďefoƌe he left foƌ ǁoƌk todaǇ. All Ǉouƌ stoƌies aŶd 
hints that you hope to find a decent husband have fallen on deaf ears with him. You started 

ĐookiŶg foƌ hiŵ aŶd ĐleaŶiŶg his apaƌtŵeŶt Ƌuite eaƌlǇ oŶ, ďut it hasŶ͛t ĐoŶǀiŶĐed hiŵ to shoǁ 
more leniency yet. Well, you can sort of understand why; you know you can do much more to 

please him. 

That eǆplaiŶs ǁhǇ Ǉou͛ƌe ĐuƌƌeŶtlǇ standing at the stove, your body covered by nothing but a 

flimsy apron that could drop off by a light pull on a barely tightened knot, like a gift for David 

to unwrap. GettiŶg Ǉouƌself to take off the Đatsuit ǁas tough... Ǉou͛d gƌoǁŶ so aĐĐustoŵed to 
it, the way it makes you feel. You͛ll just put it ďaĐk oŶ lateƌ. Anyway, before you, a steak and 

some green beans are currently sizzling in a pan, surrounded by plenty of butter. This greasy, 

fattǇ ĐuisiŶe ǁill take soŵe gettiŶg used to, ďut that͛s hoǁ David said he liked it. Hopefully, 

Ǉou͛ll ďe aďle to ďefƌieŶd soŵe ŵaƌƌied ǁoŵeŶ to shaƌe ƌeĐipes with at some point. They 

could be a big help in introducing you to local tastes, as long as David wants to stick to those. 

It͛s iŵpoƌtaŶt that he staǇs healthǇ aŶd... aŶd ǀiƌile, he didŶ͛t aĐtuallǇ ask foƌ the gƌeeŶ ďeaŶs, 
those sprung from your concern. Just as Ǉou͛ƌe eŵptǇiŶg the paŶ oŶto the plates, Ǉou heaƌ a 
key turn in the front door and feel juices running down your legs in response. 

As a welcome gift, you make sure to stand sideways, looking towards the door, baring your 

entire nude right side. David enters, not seeing you at first, shuffling about and closing the 

door behind him. When he finally does turn around again, his eyes meet yours directly, and 

then his start to wander considerably. His mouth agape, he flat out drops his coat on the floor. 

This is starting off nicely. 

͞Oh, Ǉou͛ƌe hoŵe. Good eǀeŶiŶg, David-san, I hope Ǉou had a pleasaŶt daǇ at ǁoƌk,͟ Ǉou 
ďeaŵ at hiŵ. ͞I just fiŶished ŵakiŶg us diŶŶeƌ. A steak, just as Ǉou like it, ǁith soŵe gƌeeŶ 
beans on the side, and just some of the beans for me. Are you hungry?͟ He͛s ďaƌelǇ aďle to 
reply coherently, just muttering a ǁeak ͞...eh...͟ aŶd ŶoddiŶg. You giggle at his scatterbrained 

deŵeaŶouƌ aŶd put the filled plates oŶ the taďle. Well, Ǉouƌs isŶ͛t all that full, ďut a petite ϱ͛Ϯ͟ 
giƌl like Ǉou doesŶ͛t Ŷeed aŶǇ ŵoƌe thaŶ that. IŶ faĐt, Ǉou feel full eŶough afteƌ just a few bites, 



which you try to pick out in a cute and ladylike manner, in case David͛s ǁatĐhiŶg. AŶd Ǉou 
kŶoǁ he is, he͛s still ďaƌelǇ touĐhed his steak.  

͞It͛s goiŶg to get Đold,͟ Ǉou ƌeŵiŶd hiŵ ǁith a flushed sŵile, hoŶouƌed that Ǉouƌ appeaƌaŶĐe 
can stir such a reaction from him. Your reminder actually shakes him out of his absentminded 

reverie, and he starts eating. Apparently you did a good job trying to emulate local dishes, 

oŶĐe he͛s had a taste, he ǁolfs doǁŶ the steak iŶ Ŷo tiŵe, though he sŶeaks iŶ a glance or two 

in your direction, making you quietly giggle again. Although Ǉou͛ǀe had a tiŶǇ seƌǀiŶg 
compared to his, both of you finish eating at roughly the same time, chatting a bit about 

David͛s ǁoƌk aŶd otheƌ suĐh ŵatteƌs. AĐtuallǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe ŵostlǇ listeŶiŶg, Ǉou͛ƌe just fasĐiŶated 
ďǇ his ǁoƌk ethiĐ, aŶd he͛s so fuŶŶǇ too! These last feǁ daǇs, Ǉou asked hiŵ a lot aďout his 
work and his life, trying to figure out whether he would make a suitable man to dedicate 

yourself to. A conclusion was quickly reached: marrying this man would be a dream. 

That͛s ǁhǇ Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t teaƌ Ǉouƌ eǇes off hiŵ ǁhile he talks aďout ǁoƌk. He said he͛s iŶ ŵiddle 
management, leading one of the many teams at the big company he works at. It͛s Ŷot the 
most impressive position, ďut it͛s ƌespectable and it was evident that David cares a lot about 

his job. Promotions are a tricky thing at the firm, but he believes he has good chances during 

the next round. If things pan out as you imagined them, he would easily be able to sustain you 

both, so you could be left to care for the house. When he finishes one of his stories, he starts 

addressing you directly, which takes you out of your thoughts. 

͞ListeŶ AǇuŵi, doŶ͛t take ŵǇ surprise as I came home as anything but genuine exhilaration, 

ďut Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t just stand half-naked in plain sight from the apartment door. What if I had 

ďƌought aloŶg a Đolleague?͟ Youƌ Đheeks ďuƌŶ iŶ eŵďaƌƌassŵeŶt. A siŵple-minded woman 

like you almost endangered the career of your loved one! You intended this to improve your 

chances, not stand in between you two. Hastily, you try to recover. In a rush, you tiptoe over 

to David and sit down on his lap. 

͞I-I͛ŵ so soƌƌǇ. I hadŶ͛t thought at all, I just ǁaŶted to ŵake Ǉou happǇ. Do Ǉou… do Ǉou iŶteŶd 
to puŶish ŵe?͟ You get off his lap and spread yourself over it, face down, resting your belly 

on his thighs. ͞I sǁeaƌ I͛ll Ŷeǀeƌ dishoŶouƌ Ǉou agaiŶ, ďut if Ǉou deeŵ a puŶishŵeŶt 
appropriate, I will suďjeĐt ŵǇself to Ǉouƌ ǁill.͟ There, you wait. At first it seems like David͛s 
not going to do anything, but half a minute later, you feel a light pull on the knot tying your 

apƌoŶ togetheƌ, just like Ǉou͛d plaŶŶed. AĐtiŶg eŵďaƌƌassed, Ǉou juŵp up aŶd tƌǇ ĐoŶĐealiŶg 
your massive breasts and gushing pussy with your dainty hands. 

͞D-David-san! Youƌ ŵiŶd is so peƌǀeƌted,͟ Ǉou sĐold hiŵ, ďut Ǉouƌ ďlushiŶg Đheeks aƌe ŵoƌe 
thaŶ oďǀious. ͞Besides, Ǉouƌ appƌeĐiatiǀe gaze is haƌdlǇ a puŶishŵeŶt,͟ Ǉou ƋuietlǇ thƌoǁ iŶ 
there. Without a word, he pulls your left arm down, both revealing your breasts and bringing 

you even closer to him once more. Both hands now held straight down in front of your juicy 

sex, your arms push into the sides of your breasts – totally by circumstance and entirely 

unintentional – which does a terrific job of enhancing their profile. Your body as delicate as it 

is, David͛s head ŶeaƌlǇ ƌeaĐhes Ǉouƌ ŶeĐk eǀeŶ ǁheŶ he͛s sittiŶg aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe staŶdiŶg up. 
Carefully, he leans forward, never breaking eye contact even as his lips part and suck in one 

of your protruding, erect, sensitive nipples. 

A Ƌuiet ŵoaŶ esĐapes ǁith Ǉouƌ ďƌeath, as Ǉouƌ kŶees tuƌŶ iŶto puddiŶg. You͛ǀe Ŷeǀeƌ felt like 



this ďefoƌe; ŵaǇďe Ǉou fouŶd ǁhat Ǉou sought. WheŶ he tƌies to goes foƌ Ǉouƌ pussǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe 
brave enough to fend off his advances. Marriage comes first, and the wait will only make it so 

ŵuĐh ďetteƌ ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe fiŶallǇ eŶteƌiŶg Ǉouƌ uŶioŶ. IŶstead, David doesŶ͛t giǀe up, ďut the 
ŵaŶ that he is, gƌaďs Ǉou ďǇ the shouldeƌs aŶd loǁeƌ Ǉou to Ǉouƌ kŶees. This, Ǉou doŶ͛t ƌesist. 

Perfectly understanding his wishes, you take your place between his legs and envelop his 

engorged meat with your alluring lips. The Ŷeǆt ŵoaŶ to fill the ƌooŵ is his, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe ďǇ Ŷo 
means displeased with the situation. This actually gets you going much more. Serving and 

servicing your future husband, splayed on your knees before him, beneath him. It͛s like Ǉou͛ƌe 
spiritually connected; the greater his pleasure, the greater your own.  

WhiĐh puts Ǉou iŶto a positioŶ ǁheƌe Ǉou͛ƌe ŵoƌe thaŶ ǁilliŶg to go the eǆtƌa ŵile. David does 

his part and gentlǇ ƌests his haŶd oŶ Ǉouƌ head. He isŶ͛t pushiŶg Ǉou, just eŶĐouƌagiŶg. Not 
like you need it, but it still gives you a warm, fuzzy feeling. To return the favour, you try – and 

it͛s Ŷot easǇ, David͛s leŶgth shoĐked Ǉou ǁheŶ Ǉou fiƌst laid eǇes oŶ it – to thrust yourself 

deeper onto his thick cock. Battling with your throat, you manage to insert it after a couple 

attempts, but gag quickly, requiring you to detach as you cough and sputter around his penis. 

He gives you a slightly disapproving look from above. RightlǇ so, as it͛s Ǉouƌ joď to take his 
ĐoĐk pƌopeƌlǇ, ďut Ǉou hope he͛ll uŶdeƌstaŶd that this is due to Ǉouƌ laĐk of eǆpeƌieŶĐe, aŶd 
that he͛ll haǀe the oppoƌtuŶitǇ to tƌaiŶ aŶd ŵould Ǉou to his pƌefeƌeŶĐes. 

Regardless of your fate, you get right back in to make good on your pledge to service him 

faithfully. During your next advance, you suck his rod in even deeper, and keep it in your throat 

for a few seconds. Staring deep into David͛s eǇes, Ǉou͛ƌe ƌeǁaƌded ǁith aŶ appƌoǀiŶg sŵile, 
and then it happens. Powerful surges race through your body, your belly twitching in reaction, 

but you still keep David͛s ĐoĐk iŶside Ǉou. FeeliŶgs Ǉou Ŷeǀeƌ felt ďefoƌe ƌush thƌough Ǉou aŶd 
culminate in your already flowing juices to unleash in one waterfall of girlcum, crashing onto 

the ǁoodeŶ flooƌ audiďlǇ. It͛s Đleaƌ Ŷoǁ: You aƌe destiŶed to seƌǀe this ŵaŶ. Only one thing is 

clearer. 

You want more. 

So you find yourself bobbing up and down David͛s leŶgth ǁith ƌeŶeǁed eŶeƌgǇ, Ǉouƌ thƌoat 
much more eager to hug the intruder tightly, helped by the post-orgasmic numbness you feel 

all over. Nothing can stand in the way of you bestowing heavenly bliss upon this man, and 

Ǉou͛ll pull out all the stops to aĐhieǀe it. 

Now that your throat is more adept at taking punishment – although you would prefer to call 

it something entirely different – you can turn your attention to other matters. Like your tongue 

ďeiŶg ƌatheƌ lazǇ so faƌ. WilliŶg to ĐhaŶge that, Ǉou go ǁild ǁith it ƌight aǁaǇ. It͛s sǁiƌliŶg all 
around his cock, tending to every sensitive spot; your experiment shows that little David quite 

enjoys being licked across the underside. You make a mental note to look up techniques and 

tips on how to pleasure your man online once you finish. 

You doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to ĐoŶsideƌ this eǆĐhaŶge to eŶd at all, but it seems David͛s appƌoaĐhiŶg his 
fiŶale. GƌeatlǇ aŶtiĐipatiŶg ǁhat͛s to Đoŵe, Ǉou ǁaŶt to fiŶish hiŵ off ŵeŵoƌaďlǇ, suƌpƌisiŶg 
and teasing him by detaching at first. After only a brief moment of eye contact – David looking 

back at you with furrowed eyebrows and a completely unbelieving expression – you never 



stop looking at him when you point his dick upwards, lick all the way up his scrotum and the 

underside of his shaft, until you arrive at the glans, teasing it with the tip of your tongue a few 

times, before wolfing down his cock, impaling yourself on it with one quick, sharp thrust down 

and using your throat to massage it to completion. 

No man could have kept his rod dry after a performance like that, and similarly, David is 

declaring his disbelief by shouting at various deities and by absolutely emptying himself inside 

of you. David͛s loǀe is eŶteƌiŶg Ǉouƌ ŵouth at high speed aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot pƌepaƌed. Yet Ǉou 
manage to only spill the first two strings down the corners of your mouth, forming a tight seal 

afterwards to prevent more from exiting you. 

Unsure what David would prefer you do with it – and given that you love its texture and taste 

– you keep it in your mouth, tilt your head back a little, and slowly part your lips to proudly 

present your man with his seed. Silently, he smiles at your submissive display and gently 

pushes your chin up, until your mouth closes again and even further, angling your head further 

and further upwards. The message is clear: he expects you to swallow. Loving nothing more 

than to permanently take care of David͛s jizz, Ǉou gulp it doǁŶ iŶ Ƌuite a feǁ stƌaiŶed gulps. 
It͛s the fiƌst tiŵe Ǉou haǀe to – and want to – swallow this thick, creamy substance, and it 

proves much more difficult to achieve than you had expected. Then again, most desirable 

things do. 

WheŶ Ǉou͛ǀe got it all doǁŶ, Ǉou look ďaĐk at David and open your mouth proudly, 

deŵoŶstƌatiŶg that Ǉou sǁalloǁed it all. You doŶ͛t ƌeǀel iŶ Ǉouƌ aĐĐoŵplishŵeŶt foƌ loŶg 
though, because he has a little black box set on his left thigh. It looks... it looks like a box from 

a jeǁelleƌ͛s. You͛ƌe alŵost ǁilliŶg to ƌuŶ aǁaǇ out of aŶǆietǇ, ďut David sees your nervous 

expression and nods at you encouragingly. Opening it excruciatingly slowly, your heart having 

halted work for a good minute now, it lies before you. What you had feared, what you had 

hoped for. A ring. 

In celebration, you jump up, box in hand, unable to stifle a scream, your upbringing and 

demure, collected demeanour forgotten for a brief moment. Excitedly, you shove the box plus 

ring back into David͛s haŶd, aŶd hold out Ǉouƌ oǁŶ, fiŶgeƌs spƌead and shaking. Him shoving 

that most special of rings on your finger almost feels better than him shoving his cock down 

your throat just minutes earlier. 

͞“o I take it Ǉou wi—hŵgphg!͟ ďefoƌe he ĐaŶ ŵake one of his smug remarks, you kiss it right 

out of hiŵ aŶd doŶ͛t ďƌeak up Ǉouƌ loĐked lips foƌ a good half houƌ, a lovely post-engagement 

make-out session.  

You made it. David will finally make you a woman. 

Day 46 

With little more than a month to plan the wedding, your days have been more stressful than 

usual, that͛s foƌ suƌe. David has been an absolute dream, unsurprisingly. Whatever your 

ǁishes, ǁhateǀeƌ Ǉouƌ eǆpeĐtatioŶs, he͛s ďeeŶ pƌoǀidiŶg ǁoƌds of assuƌaŶĐe, ŵoney, and 

patience in equal measure, never getting discouraged by your girly wedding insanity. He is the 

oŶe, theƌe͛s Ŷo douďt aďout it. 

Besides the ǁeddiŶg itself, it ǁasŶ͛t like Ǉou had the ƌest of Ǉouƌ daǇ foƌ Ǉouƌself. ‘easoŶaďlǇ, 



David explained to you that it would make a bad impression if all his friends and colleagues 

got to meet his bride for the first time after the ceremony, seeing their friend getting married 

to a Đoŵplete stƌaŶgeƌ. IŶstead, he hoped that theǇ͛d atteŶd the ǁeddiŶg of tǁo of their 
friends, and introductions went quite well, you think. You met as many people during the last 

30 days or so than you did over the course of your entire life, being a rather shy and withdrawn 

girl. Everybody was so welcoming though, and you took special care bonding with the women 

who were married; both to keep up with how to make your husband happy, and to ensure 

you always get to hear the latest gossip. David isŶ͛t aƌouŶd Ϯϰ/ϳ afteƌ all! 

Some of them were even nice enough to take care of you on your big day, and are now doting 

around you, fixing your dress everywhere, checking your makeup, your nails, your hair, every 

spot on your body is under stringent examination. Good, David should only get the very best, 

especially on this day of all days. They even introduced you to contraception ahead of your 

big day, but a topic like that is best left private. So you subject yourself to the pinching and 

prodding of every inch of your body, as well as your luxurious dress. 

It͛s ďeeŶ tough to Đhoose oŶe. The ďaŶe of a giƌl͛s life. NatuƌallǇ, Ǉou ǁaŶt David to see as 

much of you as possible, to know the score he made, or at least to let him think he did. At the 

same time, you need to preserve your modesty before all of his friends and family. Once again 

you miss the familiarity of your cosy latex catsuit, but the exhilaration over the biggest day of 

your life far outshines the absence of rubber on your body. In the end, you did go with a rather 

ƌeǀealiŶg dƌess, at least up top. It͛s stƌapless, held up ďǇ the sheeƌ tightness of it, which serves 

to oŶlǇ highlight Ǉouƌ alƌeadǇ eŶoƌŵous Đleaǀage a gƌeat deal. You͛ǀe alǁaǇs thought of Ǉouƌ 
breasts as disgraceful, fat udders, but David seems to like that more than anything. And today, 

Ǉou͛ƌe theƌe just foƌ hiŵ. 

Last finishing touches being done on you, sprays, needles and powders doing one last lap 

aƌouŶd Ǉouƌ ďodǇ, Ǉou͛ƌe fiŶallǇ ƌeadǇ foƌ hiŵ. OŶe last tiŵe, Ǉou look iŶ the ŵiƌƌoƌ as a loŶelǇ 
woman, inspecting your entire form with a critical eye to the last detail. No glaring fault can 

be seen though, your bridesmaids and personnel have done an impeccable job. You never 

thought you were capable of such beauty, the tight dress smoothing your form into a 

pronounced hourglass, your makeup making your face appear flawlessly elegant and noble, 

and your hair perfecting the look by following a similarly graceful theme. Any man would be 

lucky to have you, but not as you lucky as you are to have found him. 

It͛s tiŵe. Youƌ kŶees aƌe puddiŶg, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe asked to Đoŵe out and get ready to walk down 

the aisle regardless. You had worried about that moment; your father is back in Japan, so 

ǁho͛ll aĐĐoŵpaŶǇ Ǉou? Out of all the people Ǉou got to kŶoǁ, Ǉou͛ǀe still oŶlǇ kŶoǁŶ theŵ 
for about a month. The decision was made that you would take that walk on your own. After 

all, Ǉou͛ǀe thƌoǁŶ Ǉouƌself iŶto seƌǀitude to Ǉouƌ ŵaŶ ďǇ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ desiƌe aŶd ŵaǇďe it͛s a 
good thing your most special walk should symbolise that. 

The church doors open. All eyes are on you. You͛ƌe suƌe Ǉou see heaƌtfelt smiles and probably 

some lustful, envious glances direct towards you, but your own sight is set on your very-soon-

to-ďe husďaŶd. He͛s staŶdiŶg at the altaƌ, siŵilaƌlǇ tƌaŶsfiǆed oŶ Ǉou, ƌelishiŶg Ǉouƌ sight. You 

ĐaŶ͛t ďlaŵe hiŵ, ďut he͛s Ƌuite a looker himself. You ĐaŶ͛t ďelieǀe a ŵaŶ like that ǁould ŵake 

you his wife... but he will, in a matter of minutes. 



This shoƌt aisle is all that͛s keepiŶg Ǉou fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ ultiŵate dƌeaŵ. This ďƌief distaŶĐe ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ 
feels a lot longer though, and you wish you could just run into David͛s aƌŵs aŶd haǀe hiŵ ĐaƌƌǇ 
you out of here without all the holdup. But this is the daǇ aŶd Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t alloǁ aŶǇthiŶg otheƌ 
than perfection, so you compose yourself, take in a deep breath and continue your slow, 

graceful walk. David clearly notices your nervous hyperventilation and smiles at you, which 

oŶlǇ ǁeakeŶs Ǉouƌ kŶees fuƌtheƌ. You͛ǀe said it too ofteŶ, ďut it ƌeallǇ is that tƌue; it all feels 
like a dream. 

Noǁ Ǉou͛ƌe staŶdiŶg ƌight iŶ fƌoŶt of hiŵ, his sŵile peƌsistiŶg. He takes your dainty hands into 

his oǁŶ, laƌge oŶes aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ heaǀeŶ. The pƌiest Ŷeǆt to Ǉou is ƌeĐitiŶg his passages ďut 
Ǉou doŶ͛t eǀeŶ heaƌ hiŵ. You douďt David does. You͛ƌe ďoth iŶ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ little ǁoƌld ƌight Ŷoǁ, 
not even the large crowd of guests can pull you out of it. Only when the priest poses a prompt 

that requires David͛s ƌespoŶse aƌe Ǉou toƌŶ out of Ǉouƌ ƌeǀeƌie. 

͞I, Daǀid, take you, Ayumi, to be my wife. I promise to be true to you in good times and in bad, 

in sickness and in health. I will love you and honour you all the days of my life.͟ He deliǀeƌs his 
part confidently and powerfully. You swallow heavily, nervous that you will make a mistake. 

One last breath to calm your shaky vocal cords and off you go. 

͞I, Ayumi, take you, David, to be my husband. I promise to be true to you in good times and in 

bad, in sickness and in health. I will love you and honour you all the days of my life.͟ You ŵade 
it. Practicing it all day while you were being pampered by your bridesmaids has paid off, and 

nothing can staŶd iŶ the ǁaǇ of Ǉouƌ happiŶess Ŷoǁ. AgaiŶ, the pƌiest͛s ǁoƌds just pass Ǉou 
by as this tremendous pressure is taken off you, instilling newfound confidence. Before you 

ĐaŶ gatheƌ Ǉouƌ thoughts agaiŶ, it͛s tiŵe to eǆĐhaŶge ƌiŶgs. 

You hold your hand out for David, and he takes it gently, threading your delicate finger through 

the beautiful ring. Just like last time, during his rather unconventional proposal, you have to 

do your utmost to maintain your composure. Unlike last time, you actually manage to, 

although you really thought your legs would give in for one brief moment. That ring hugging 

Ǉouƌ fiŶgeƌ... it͛s the ŵost delightful seŶsatioŶ Ǉou haǀe eǆpeƌieŶĐed Ǉet. The oŶlǇ thiŶg ŵoƌe 
heavenly than that feeling is the knowledge that you will feel it there for the rest of your life, 

eternally reminding you of how happy you can make your man. 

Before you get carried away, the priest ends his next exhortation and awaits your reaction. 

Cautiously, you take David͛s haŶd aŶd geŶtlǇ push the ƌiŶg doǁŶ his fiŶgeƌ, struggling a little 

to get it far enough down with your petite, feminine hands. With a little effort, you manage 

ǁell eŶough, aŶd ďoth of Ǉou aƌe Ŷoǁ ďouŶd. TheŶ, the pƌiest saǇs the ǁoƌds Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ 
waiting to hear all day, and your whole life. 

͞I heƌeďǇ deĐlaƌe Ǉou husďaŶd aŶd ǁife. You ŵaǇ Ŷoǁ kiss the ďƌide.͟ 

And kiss he does. He embraces you and plants his lips lovingly on yours. The hard part is over, 

Ǉou fouŶd Ǉouƌ ŵaŶ aŶd Ǉou ŵade hiŵ Ǉouƌs. Noǁ Đoŵe the duties as his ǁife. TheǇ͛ƌe 
already intrinsiĐ paƌt of Ǉouƌ Ŷatuƌe, so theƌe͛s Ŷot a ǁoƌƌǇ to ďe fouŶd iŶ Ǉouƌ head. 

David breaks the kiss under resounding applause. Now that most of the pressure is off your 

chest – amusingly literally, but mostly figuratively speaking – you notice all the genuinely 

happy faces in the crowd, countless people congratulating you, most of them barely knowing 



you, some of them seeing you for the first time in their lives. It really is quite an achievement, 

and you certainly feel like the luckiest girl in the world right now. 

The festiǀities aƌe gƌaŶd, theƌe͛s Ŷo otheƌ ǁoƌd to desĐƌiďe theŵ. EǀeƌǇďodǇ has a ŵagŶifiĐeŶt 
time – ŵost of all Ǉou, Ǉou͛ƌe ǁilliŶg to ďet – the cake you had ordered was crafted to your 

every specification and tastes absolutely delicious, the music is good, the people are nice, the 

alĐohol is floǁiŶg, aŶd eǀeŶ Ǉou iŶdulge iŶ a little, eǀeŶ though Ǉou usuallǇ doŶ͛t dƌiŶk. Not 
that Ǉou͛d Ŷeed it, ďut ƌefusiŶg iŶ a soĐial situatioŶ – on a day like this! – would be unseemly. 

David and you are inseparable all daǇ; Ǉou͛ǀe put so ŵuĐh ǁoƌk iŶto ĐouƌtiŶg hiŵ, Ǉet todaǇ 
you doubtlessly cling to his arm and hips more than you ever did. 

Preparations seemed to be unending, but the ceremony and celebrations fly past in no time. 

Before you know it, you are lying in David͛s aƌŵs, shuffliŶg sloǁlǇ aŶd ĐoŵfoƌtaďlǇ oǀeƌ the 
dance floor together in a nearly empty room, quiet and soft music accompanying your trance-

like swaying. Even with such a glorious ceremony behind you, this may just be the best part of 

your day. Just you and David, calm and relaxing together, yet still reminded of your recent 

commitment by your gorgeous wedding dress and his handsome suit. Oh my, now that you 

look at it, he dƌopped soŵe Đake oŶ his Đhest. It͛s haƌd to see, alƌeadǇ ƌuďďed iŶ a little. You 

chuckle at his clumsiness, looks like you have laundry to do tomorrow. 

Night becomes midnight and David hiŶts that ŵaǇďe it͛s tiŵe foƌ husďaŶd aŶd ďƌide to ƌetiƌe 
as ǁell aŶd ĐoŶĐlude the pheŶoŵeŶal paƌtǇ. You agƌee, it͛s ƌatheƌ late ďǇ Ŷoǁ aŶd eǀeƌǇďody 

left alƌeadǇ. You doŶ͛t ǁaŶt this tiŵe to eŶd, ďut aƌe ǁell-aware that it sadly has to. That also 

means the very last tradition is waiting for you, the one that will truly make a woman out of 

you. 

Your apartment – Ǉes, it͛s Ǉouƌs Ŷoǁ, too – isŶ͛t faƌ fƌoŵ the ƌooŵ Ǉou ƌeŶted foƌ the 
celebration. Both of you are comfortable walking there, the atmosphere of the cold night 

ďeiŶg a ǀeƌǇ speĐial kiŶd of ƌoŵaŶtiĐ. With hoǁ ŵuĐh skiŶ Ǉouƌ dƌess eǆposes, it doesŶ͛t take 
long before you start shivering, it has gotten really late. Of course, David takes notice, and 

gentleman that he is, takes off his coat and lays it softly around your shoulders. Hugging him 

closely helps against the cold as well, and your walk through the night becomes very enjoyable 

and calming. 

Before long, you arrive at the building and go up to your room. As you exit the elevator, David 

ĐaŶ͛t ƌesist. He let Ǉou leaǀe fiƌst, aŶd Ŷoǁ staƌtles Ǉou fƌoŵ ďehiŶd ďǇ aďƌuptlǇ sǁoopiŶg up 
your legs. Instinctively, your arms wrap around his neck and you both share a long, romantic 

gaze until he starts walking you to your room. Your dream just became a fairy tale.  

Just like in a movie, step after step, you approach the door separating you from your marital 

bed. David awkwardly reaches around with just one arm, having to hold you with the other, 

ǁhile he͛s pattiŶg eǀeƌǇ oŶe of his poĐkets foƌ his keǇs. He͛s so Đute, the ǁaǇ he͛s paŶiĐkiŶg. 
You ĐaŶ tell that he͛s Ŷeƌǀous ďeĐause he ǁaŶts to ŵake this Ŷight a speĐial, ŵeŵoƌaďle oŶe. 
He ŶeedŶ͛t ǁoƌƌǇ that ŵuĐh, he͛s oŶ the ƌight tƌaĐk. AŶd at the saŵe tiŵe Ŷeƌǀous eŶough to 
forget that he gave you the keys not long ago. 

While David frantically pats his pockets like percussion, you sneakily slip the keys from your 

purse in between your puppies, and tap his shoulder. You arch your back, grinning widely. 



͞LookiŶg foƌ soŵethiŶg?͟ Ǉou tease hiŵ. IŵŵediatelǇ, his gaze is diƌeĐted toǁaƌds Ǉouƌ 
cleavage and his anxiety is relieved right away when he sees you fooling around with him. 

Theƌe͛s soŵe ŵoƌe fooliŶg around to be done though, so David retrieves the key from the 

narrow valley on your chest and hastily fumbles the door open, overcome with anticipation. 

The apartment now spread out before you, David runs to the bedroom and throws you onto 

the mattress, making you squeal and laugh at the same time. 

When you regain your balance and look up at David, his jacket, shirt and tie have already come 

off, aŶd he͛s fuƌiouslǇ fiddliŶg ǁith his ďelt Ŷoǁ, unable to restrain his excitement. Eventually, 

that belt comes off too, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe ďoth ƌeuŶited iŶ ǁhat ǁill sooŶ ďeĐoŵe Ǉouƌ ŵaƌital ďed.  

David takes great care to ease you into it, although you yourself are hardly able to wait any 

longer. Still, it goes to show what a caring husband he is. Heart fluttering, you make out for a 

good twenty minutes, with just enough light teasing from your man that your juices start 

flowing, or rather overflowing. Then, he finally makes a commitment. Pulling off his more than 

strained underwear reveals his massive erection, already poking you in the thigh. Your 

husďaŶd lets it ƌest oŶ top of Ǉouƌ ŵouŶd, ŵakiŶg Ǉou go ĐƌazǇ. He͛s looking right in your eyes, 

but you͛re squirming so much you can hardly concentrate on him. 

Without a word, David pulls his hips back, and then slowly pushes them forward again. He 

eŶteƌs Ǉou eǀeƌ ŵoƌe deeplǇ, Ǉouƌ ŵouth Ŷoǁ a ĐoŶstaŶt ͞O͟, fasĐiŶated aŶd oǀeƌǁhelŵed 
by the pleasure of feeling your man inside you. Just then, during his slow first thrust, he meets 

some resistance, and as it gives way, a little drop of blood trickles down his cock. Your hymen 

is broken, and David has proof that you were unsoiled when you pledged yourself to him. All 

that ƌeŵaiŶs Ŷoǁ that Ǉou͛ǀe giǀeŶ Ǉouƌ husďaŶd Ǉouƌ ǀiƌgiŶitǇ, is to giǀe Ǉouƌ ǁhole self to 
him, starting today. When David bottoms out, his pelvis pressed tightly against your ass, your 

legs inch upwards and around him, trapping him in your bridal embrace. 

He pulls back again, and you let him. Your legs follow his body, not giving him any space to 

escape. At some point though, theǇ haǀe to opeŶ up; Ǉou aƌe just too sŵall aŶd Daǀid͛s leŶgth 
too impressive for your legs to follow his hips all the way back. In a quicker thrust this time, 

the cock you just praised enters you to the hilt a second time. On his way back, you use your 

legs to aid his push again, and let out your first moan. It feels good. It feels natural. 

That way, you quickly set into a rhythm. David pulls away, nearly exiting you, your legs open 

up, you breathe out. David thrusts in again, your legs catching his hips in a flash and pressing 

him to you even harder, you breathe in with a squeal, sounding shocked and pleased at every 

push iŶside Ǉou. EǀeƌǇ iteƌatioŶ pƌogƌessiǀelǇ iŶĐƌeases iŶ ǀoluŵe aŶd speed, uŶtil Daǀid͛s 
thrusts become so hard that your moans are accompanied by the slapping of his thighs against 

your tight, firm ass. Regardless, your vocal chords still demand the most attention in the room. 

Daǀid goes to gƌeat leŶgth to ŵake suƌe Ǉou͛ƌe gettiŶg the ŵost out of this ǀeƌǇ speĐial 
moment together. Constantly, he brushes a strand of hair out of your face so you can see your 

gorgeous man take care of you, caressing you, making you squirm under his touch. His fingers 

feel electric against your cheek. 

Not quite as electric as his magnificent, pulsing cock feels against your freshly deflowered 

pussǇ though. At fiƌst, it ǁas a little paiŶful. TheŶ agaiŶ, Daǀid͛s atteŶtioŶ aŶd loǀe ĐaŶ ŵake 
the ŵost paiŶful seŶsatioŶ feel pleasuƌaďle. BǇ Ŷoǁ hoǁeǀeƌ, it͛s phǇsiĐallǇ addiĐtiǀe, that͛s 



how good it feels. Your mind drifts to your pussy completely, as if any blood flow and nerve 

ending to and in your brain is disconnected, to more fully appreciate the pure love pulsing in 

your snatch right now... indeed, not just sliding and massaging, but actually pulsing noticeably. 

With your attention focussed so thoroughly, you feel every vein slipping past every single 

nerve ending inside you. Yes, his dick is starting to quiver inside you, you know it is. You know 

it fƌoŵ Ǉouƌ tƌǇst duƌiŶg Ǉouƌ pƌoposal, ǁheŶ Ǉou͛d felt ďad for cooking nude. Know it from 

that time you were asking for that really expensive, elaborate wedding cake. That time you 

needed him to stay up late on a Tuesday to pick out decorations. The imported high heels. 

Gold-lettered invitations. 

Huh, now that you thiŶk aďout it, Ǉou ƌeallǇ kŶoǁ Ǉouƌ ǁaǇ aďout Daǀid͛s ĐoĐk alƌeadǇ. That 
was all with your mouth though, to keep yourself pure for your wedding night. That is about 

to come to an end, as your slit is suddenly hit by a heat spike you were completely unprepared 

foƌ, Ǉouƌ husďaŶd͛s speƌŵ iŶǀadiŶg Ǉou, ǁhiĐh fiŶallǇ shoots Ǉou oǀeƌ the edge. You dig Ǉouƌ 
finely made nails iŶto Daǀid͛s Đhest just as he Đƌushes Ǉouƌs iŶ his gƌip, ŵoǀiŶg Ǉouƌ sĐƌeaŵ of 
exhilaration even higher in pitch as you both cum your hearts out. Your fluids start a tug of 

ǁaƌ, Daǀid͛s tƌǇiŶg to foƌĐe theiƌ ǁaǇ iŶ, aŶd Ǉouƌs shootiŶg out so ǀioleŶtlǇ as Ǉouƌ ďodǇ is 
thrown into shakes and tremors. The end result is a thoroughly soaked bed sheet, plain and 

simple. You make a mental note to clean them tomorrow; another item for the laundry on top 

of Daǀid͛s jaĐket. 

Thoughts of doŵestiĐ dutǇ aside, Ǉou͛ƌe deeplǇ gƌateful that Daǀid leaǀes his ĐoĐk iŶside Ǉou 
for the moment, and that it keeps its stiffness. Being filled like this is a fantastic feeling on its 

oǁŶ, eǀeŶ ǁheŶ the aĐt itself is oǀeƌ. Daǀid͛s head is plaĐed oŶ Ǉouƌ heaǀiŶg Đhest, pƌessiŶg 
down on it warmly and licking one of your nipples playfully in the afterglow. Your dress serves 

as more of a corset now. While it was something of an obstacle during sex, you would give 

anything to have a repeat of this wedding night, in this wedding dress, for your first time. 

Daǀid giǀes Ǉouƌ Ŷipple oŶe last iŶtiŵate kiss ďefoƌe he tuƌŶs his head to Ǉou. ͞I loǀe Ǉou, ŵǇ 
deaƌ ǁife,͟ he sŵiƌks. You kŶoǁ it͛s ŵeaŶt iŶ jest, talkiŶg like that, ďut it ǁaƌŵs Ǉouƌ heaƌt 
regardless. 

͞AŶd I loǀe Ǉou, ŵǇ deaƌ husďaŶd,͟ Ǉou plaǇ aloŶg, speakiŶg tƌuthfullǇ. 

Day 62 

AŶotheƌ ŵoƌŶiŶg, aŶotheƌ set of duties. It͛s a ǁoƌkdaǇ, so the ŵoƌŶiŶg is Ƌuite a siŵple, 
reliable ƌoutiŶe. Daǀid͛s still iŶ ďed, he Ŷeeds his stƌeŶgth iŶ the offiĐe, to ŵake a good 
impression on the employees he oversees, and more importantly on his superiors. Having 

silently snuck out of bed, you open the dresser just as stealthily, taking out a clean shirt you 

ironed just yesterday afternoon, along with the rest of a complete set of clothes, which you 

cautiously lay out for him. 

TheŶ, it͛s off to the kitĐheŶ, ǁheƌe Ǉou ĐaŶ ƌelaǆ a little ŵoƌe, Ŷot haǀiŶg to sŶeak aƌouŶd Ǉouƌ 
strong, sleeping bear. As Ǉou ďoth agƌeed Ŷoǁ, it͛s fiŶe to Đook Ŷude iŶ the ŵoƌŶiŶg. Little 
ĐhaŶĐe of a ǀisitoƌ ĐoŵiŶg ďǇ theŶ. EǀeŶ foƌ the afteƌŶooŶ͛s, Daǀid has Đoŵe aƌouŶd to Ǉouƌ 
ǁaǇ of thiŶkiŶg. EǇe ĐaŶdǇ suƌe is appƌeĐiated, aŶd ǁhat aƌe Ǉou if Ŷot that? You͛ǀe deĐided 
to keep it siŵple; if Daǀid ďƌiŶgs soŵeďodǇ hoŵe, he͛ll Đall ďefoƌehaŶd. 



“o Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ fƌoŶt of the stoǀe, ǁheƌe Ǉou ďeloŶg aŶd speŶd ŵost of Ǉouƌ tiŵe. Wheƌe Ǉou 
can make your man happy. Well, one of two places where you can do that, actually. Or any 

place, if he͛s feeliŶg adǀeŶtuƌous, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe dƌiftiŶg off. As alǁaǇs, Ǉou͛ƌe oŶlǇ ǁeaƌiŶg Ǉouƌ 
open-ďaĐk apƌoŶ ǁith Ǉouƌ puƌple Đatsuit uŶdeƌŶeath. It͛s tƌaŶsluĐeŶt aŶd oŶlǇ seƌǀes to 
enhance your body that is already quite a gift. You think of it as your second skiŶ, ƌeallǇ, so it͛s 
like Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷaked, to Ǉou aŶǇǁaǇ. Eggs and some bacon are sizzling in front of you, covered in 

a heap of butter and oil. Just the way David likes it. 

“peakiŶg of the deǀil, he͛s ĐuƌƌeŶtlǇ pƌoddiŶg Ǉouƌ ass ǁith his tƌideŶt. IŶ this case, it only has 

a single point though. A sharp, but playful smack rolls across your butt cheeks. You giggle at 

Daǀid ŵassagiŶg Ǉouƌ ďouŶtiful ďehiŶd. IŶ ƌeaĐtioŶ, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t help ďut ŵoaŶ. Youƌ ďodǇ is so 
seŶsitiǀe, Ǉou͛ƌe puddiŶg iŶ Daǀid͛s haŶds. 

͞Hŵŵ, that sŵells deliĐious,͟ he ǁhispeƌs iŶto Ǉouƌ eaƌ. You tǁitĐh a little, a hiŶt of aŶ oƌgasŵ 
shootiŶg thƌough Ǉou. ͞Both Ǉou aŶd the food,͟ he Ƌuips, ďefoƌe geŶtlǇ ďitiŶg Ǉouƌ eaƌloďe. 
͞Looks to ŵe like Ǉou foƌgot aŶ iŶgƌedieŶt though. AŶd let͛s get this ƌestraining thing out of 

the ǁaǇ.͟ 

Daǀid͛s haŶd speeds ďetǁeeŶ Ǉouƌ thighs, gƌaďs as ŵuĐh of Ǉouƌ Đatsuit as it ĐaŶ, aŶd just 
teaƌs it opeŶ at the ĐƌotĐh. The zippeƌ ǁould͛ǀe ďeeŶ easieƌ, ďut appaƌeŶtlǇ that ǁasŶ͛t ǁhat 
he wanted. Whatever the case, he gets what he wants now, your pussy already receiving his 

iŵpƌessiǀe ĐoĐk, Ǉouƌ ŵoaŶs ŵuffled iŶside Daǀid͛s ŵouth. Just like the dƌess Đode, this has 
ďeĐoŵe soŵethiŶg of a ƌitual, Ǉouƌ good ŵoƌŶiŶg fuĐk. AŶǇthiŶg foƌ Ǉouƌ husďaŶd. AŶd Ǉou͛ƌe 
not coming out empty-handed, David always makes sure of that. 

͞I loǀe Ǉou,͟ Ǉou ŵuƌŵuƌ ǁhile thiŶkiŶg aďout hoǁ luĐkǇ Ǉou aƌe. Youƌ husďaŶd ĐoŶtiŶues 
exerting himself behind you, going at it quite forcefully. Every part of him is busy, his cock 

pistoning in and out of your snatch, his mouth caressed by your lovely lips, his hands mashing 

your ample tits together. You͛ƌe Ƌuite oĐĐupied Ǉouƌself, ďeiŶg the taƌget of these 
ŵiŶistƌatioŶs, ǁith oŶe haŶd stƌokiŶg Ǉouƌ ŵaŶ͛s haiƌ, the otheƌ teŶdiŶg to the eggs fƌǇiŶg oŶ 
the stove. If Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t get those eggs ƌight, ǁhat use aƌe Ǉou? 

At least you͛ll always be good enough to ĐatĐh Ǉouƌ husďaŶd͛s seŵeŶ, ǁhiĐh is eǆaĐtlǇ ǁhat 
you do right now. Until David has another idea. In rapid succession, he pulls out of you, 

snatches one of the pans, and ejaculates right on it. His entire load lands on one of your two 

breakfast meals. Satisfied, he sets the pan back on the stove, nodding to you as if to signal 

that Ǉou kŶoǁ to take Đaƌe of the kitĐheŶ duties. ͞You eat like a ďiƌd, hoŶeǇ, just ŵakiŶg sure 

Ǉou get Ǉouƌ pƌoteiŶ,͟ he Ƌuips fƌoŵ ďehiŶd. 

Calming your breathing, you take a last look at the food in front of you before deciding that 

it͛s aďout ƌeadǇ. You eŵptǇ ďoth paŶs oŶto sepaƌate plates, paǇiŶg atteŶtioŶ Ŷot to spill aŶǇ 
of the plentiful fluids adorning yours. Half-naked, you traipse over to the table, setting both 

plates doǁŶ, aŶd take a seat Ǉouƌself. Daǀid doesŶ͛t eǀeŶ touĐh his food, ďut ƌatheƌ has Ǉou 
transfixed in his gaze, smiling. 

Catching his drift, you start eating, putting on a reluctant, disgusted face. Outside the bedroom 

Ǉou͛ƌe still a ladǇ. On the inside though, your heart is racing, your sex lubricating. Even with 

its translucent appearance, the sheer amount of semen makes it clearly visible every step of 



the way to your mouth. You shove it in and start chewing your egg with its slimy condiment. 

You try your best to highlight your furrowed eyebrows, and to force the corners of your mouth 

down, while hiding the shivers going through you when the salty substance hits your tongue. 

David seems content with your compliance and starts eating, himself, suddenly turning 

nonchalant, as if what you did were completely normal. The feeling overtakes you that maybe 

this ǁasŶ͛t Ǉouƌ last ďaďǇ ďatteƌ ďƌeakfast... Good. 

Day 72 

When David ripped your catsuit a while back, you were shocked. The feeling was like a physical 

paiŶ, as if he͛d toƌŶ at Ǉouƌ ǀeƌǇ skiŶ. Afteƌ Ǉou͛d seeŶ hoǁ it looked theŶ, Ǉou had to thƌoǁ 
it out, it ǁas uŶsalǀageaďle. You doŶ͛t kŶoǁ ǁhǇ it ďotheƌs Ǉou so ŵuĐh, daǇs later, it was just 

a catsuit. You got a new one, black and opaque. Its special feature is another zipper, this one 

right across your chest. Oh, the fun David and you had, breaking that baby in. Honestly, you 

like this one much better anyway. 

But that͛s Ŷot too iŵpoƌtaŶt ƌight Ŷoǁ, ďeĐause Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot ǁeaƌiŶg it. IŶ faĐt, Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot 
wearing anything but whipped cream on your nipples, with one cherry each on top, and one 

sitting on your belly button. Some of your friends – those that kŶoǁ Daǀid aŶd Ǉou doŶ͛t kŶoǁ 

eaĐh otheƌ that loŶg aŶd doŶ͛t judge – had Đlued Ǉou iŶto the faĐt that it͛s aĐtuallǇ Daǀid͛s 
birthday soon; namely today. It was a pleasant surprise, because it gives you another 

opportunity to make yourself useful. 

It͛s ƌoughlǇ ϲ PM, aŶd Ǉou heaƌ keǇs turning in the lock. Lights are dimmed, some candles 

ďuƌŶiŶg, Ǉouƌ ŵakeup aŶd haiƌ iŵpeĐĐaďle. EǀeƌǇthiŶg͛s ƌeadǇ foƌ the ŵaŶ of the houƌ. 
Outside the door, you hear bags and coats hit the floor, shoes being kicked to the side. Any 

moment now. Indeed, likely in confusion over your absence, David heads right for the 

ďedƌooŵ, ǁheƌe he͛s stopped ƌight iŶ the dooƌǁaǇ. 

͞HappǇ ďiƌthdaǇ. Caƌe foƌ soŵe Đake?͟ Ǉou ask lasĐiǀiouslǇ, pokiŶg a fiŶgeƌ iŶto the ǁhipped 
cream atop your tits and licking it off. With your other hand, you touch yourself between your 

spƌead legs, aŶd likeǁise spƌead Ǉouƌ ďeautiful, fat laďia. ͞If Ǉou put out this fiƌe, Ǉou ŵaǇ just 
ďe gƌaŶted a ǁish.͟ 

Daǀid doesŶ͛t haǀe to ďe asked tǁiĐe. His shiƌt is off ďefoƌe Ǉou fiŶished that last seŶteŶĐe. 
Befoƌe Ǉou ĐaŶ ďliŶk aŶotheƌ tiŵe, he͛s oŶ top of Ǉou aŶd Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t hold ďaĐk a giggle. 
IŵŵediatelǇ, Daǀid͛s lips aƌe ĐlaŵpiŶg doǁŶ oŶ Ǉouƌ Ŷipples, Ǉou ĐouldŶ͛t ask foƌ ŵoƌe. The 
last weeks after your wedding have been the height of depravity, your life has been pretty 

eǀeŶlǇ diǀided ďetǁeeŶ Đhoƌes aŶd seǆ. You͛d thiŶk Ǉou͛d ďe soƌe aŶd tiƌed, but if anything, 

Ǉouƌ ďodǇ got ŵoƌe seŶsitiǀe eǀeƌǇ daǇ, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe feeliŶg that Ŷoǁ. 

Just his sucking, as enthusiastic as it may be, would never be more than light foreplay for 

anybody else. But here you are, shuddering through your first orgasm under the loving display 

put oŶ ďǇ Ǉouƌ husďaŶd. You ŵelt iŶ this ŵaŶ͛s aƌŵs, ďetǁeeŶ his lips, oŶ his ĐoĐk. You͛re 

bound together, like his cock entering your pussy now. Every time feels like the first, with your 

mind shutting down completely and your body taking over. Your fire is getting put out alright, 

three and four times over. 

Quite literally so, as David is just now shooting his load inside you, coating the walls of your 



loǀe ĐaŶal tƌaŶsluĐeŶt ǁhite aŶd Ǉouƌ sŶatĐh is dƌippiŶg his Đuŵ ǁhile Ǉou͛ƌe ďoth ƌestiŶg, 
him still lying on top of you. He gets closer to your ear, still out of breath. 

͞Aƌe Ǉou oŶ the pill?͟ He deŵaŶded Ǉou take it, so oďǀiouslǇ Ǉou did. You Ŷod. 

͞Well,͟ he ďegiŶs, ͞peƌhaps Ǉou ĐaŶ dƌop that.͟ 

Day 89 

The last two weeks have been strewn with calls to your doctor and research online to check 

up oŶ ďehaǀiouƌ afteƌ gettiŶg off the pill. EǀeƌǇ daǇ Ǉou ǁait foƌ oǀulatioŶ ďut it doesŶ͛t Ƌuite 
want to come. You͛ǀe heaƌd aŶd ƌead ĐouŶtless tiŵes Ŷoǁ that iƌƌegulaƌities ĐaŶ ƌaŶge fƌoŵ 
ǁeeks to ŵoŶths, aŶd Ǉou kŶoǁ that Ǉou͛ƌe faƌ fƌoŵ haǀiŶg to ǁoƌƌǇ, ďut that doesŶ͛t ŵeaŶ 
Ǉou doŶ͛t. MaǇďe soŵethiŶg is wrong. 

Your sexual hunger – already a wonder to behold – has increased manifold, and David has got 

a taste of that. Theƌe͛s ďeeŶ Ŷo toleƌaŶĐe foƌ gaŵes, eǆĐept to get hiŵ goiŶg agaiŶ. But ǁheŶ 
theƌe͛s seŵeŶ to ďe had, it goes diƌeĐtlǇ to Ǉouƌ ǁoŵď, Ŷo eǆĐeptioŶs. LiftiŶg up Ǉouƌ legs 
after every creampie, always hopeful, alǁaǇs patieŶt. WheŶ Ǉou doŶ͛t oǀulate, ǁhat poiŶt is 
theƌe though? You͛ǀe ďuƌŶed thƌough eŶough pƌegŶaŶĐǇ tests to ǁaƌƌaŶt ƌeŶtiŶg a plastiĐs 
factory for a month maybe, to cut down on costs. None of them showed you the desired result, 

of course. 

To keep Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd off thiŶgs, Ǉou͛ǀe doŶe ŵoƌe ǁoƌk aƌouŶd the house thaŶ usual. It doesŶ͛t 
hurt to do your job properly anyway, and keeping yourself occupied is a nice side effect. It 

brought you to the nastiest corners of the apartment, the elusive ones between cupboards, 

desks aŶd otheƌ fuƌŶituƌe, that aƌe ofteŶ oǀeƌlooked. BǇ lazǇ ǁiǀes, that is, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot oŶe 
of those. 

It͛s also ďƌought Ǉou to the oŶe plaĐe Ǉou aƌeŶ͛t alloǁed, staƌiŶg at the dooƌ ƌight Ŷoǁ. Daǀid͛s 
little home office. Imagine how that ŵust look, siŶĐe Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot alloǁed iŶ aŶd ĐaŶ͛t ĐleaŶ it 
at all. Daǀid͛s peƌfeĐt, Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t get eŶough of hiŵ, ďut he͛s Ŷot oŶe foƌ tidǇiŶg. That͛s ǁhat 
Ǉou͛ƌe foƌ. “o, Ǉou ƌeasoŶ, if that͛s ǁhat Ǉou͛ƌe foƌ, theŶ theƌe ĐaŶ͛t ďe aŶǇthiŶg ǁƌoŶg ǁith 
goiŶg iŶ, ƌight? KeepiŶg the apaƌtŵeŶt ĐleaŶ is oŶe of Ǉouƌ foƌeŵost duties, aŶd it ǁoŶ͛t ďe 
ĐleaŶ if the offiĐe is a ŵess. He pƌoďaďlǇ has his oǁŶ sǇsteŵ of soƌtiŶg thiŶgs, so Ǉou͛ll take 
care not to move things around... but some vacuuming and scrubbing could hardly do any 

harm, could it? 

Of Đouƌse Ŷot, aŶd eǀeŶ if Daǀid does fiŶd out aŶd gets upset, Ǉou͛ǀe got Ǉouƌ ǁifelǇ ŵeaŶs. 
You͛d eǇed the ŵaid Đostuŵe fƌoŵ that sketĐhǇ stoƌe aƌouŶd the ĐoƌŶeƌ foƌ soŵe tiŵe. It͛s 
designated as a left over Halloween costume – doubtlessly fashioned for some cheap harlot 

to get nailed by a stranger in – ďut Ǉou iŵagiŶe Ǉou͛ll get Ƌuite a lot of use out of it at hoŵe, 

if Ǉou͛d speŶd soŵe of Ǉouƌ alloǁaŶĐe oŶ it. Regularly starting to wear it, when one day you 

happen to take a little longer with your chores as David comes home, just when you need to 

clean beneath the couch. His pants will tear before he can think ͞keep out of ŵǇ offiĐe͟. 

Entirely accidentally, and by pure circumstance, the office door bursts open, much to your 

amazement. Better step inside to see what caused that ruckus. What you see is pretty much 

what you had expected – Đhaos. Theƌe͛s ƌeallǇ Ŷo otheƌ ǁoƌd foƌ it, foldeƌs lie opeŶ, usuallǇ 
empty because all the papers they contained are flying loosely across the room, even on some 



of the fuƌŶituƌe, due to laĐk of spaĐe oŶ the flooƌ, appaƌeŶtlǇ. What͛s ŵoƌe, he left oŶ his 
Đoŵputeƌ. “o ǁasteful! TheŶ agaiŶ, he eaƌŶs the ŵoŶeǇ aŶd that͛s Ŷot foƌ Ǉou to ƋuestioŶ. 
GoiŶg thƌough ǁith ǁhat Ǉou͛d plaŶŶed, Ǉou leave to bring the vacuum cleaner, wondering 

ǁhǇ Ǉou thought the ƌooŵ ǁould look at all diffeƌeŶt fƌoŵ ǁhat Ǉou͛ǀe seeŶ, aŶd ǁhǇ Ǉou 
didŶ͛t ďƌiŶg it aloŶg iŶ the fiƌst plaĐe. 

“oŵeďodǇ ǁho͛s Ŷeǀeƌ ĐleaŶiŶg up aƌouŶd his hoŵe ǁould Ŷeǀeƌ kŶoǁ hoǁ ŵuĐh ǁoƌk it is, 
especially if you have to do it for two, especially ǁheŶ Ǉou͛ƌe teĐhŶiĐallǇ Ŷot alloǁed iŶside 
soŵe of the ƌooŵs. Youƌ poliĐǇ of ͞Ŷo shiftiŶg thiŶgs aƌouŶd͟ has to ďe ďƌokeŶ ǁithiŶ the fiƌst 
seĐoŶds of tuƌŶiŶg the ǀaĐuuŵ ĐleaŶeƌ oŶ. You͛d ǀaĐuuŵ iŵpoƌtaŶt documents! Simply going 

with the easiest solution is to make some piles close to the area where the documents were 

originally found, all sorted by position. That gives you a little more room to maneuver. Ugh, 

all these fast food crumbs. Once your marriage settles, Ǉou͛ll ŵake Daǀid eat a feǁ dishes 
from your home. Those are much healthier, and make a lot smaller messes. He͛ll ďe the talk 
of the offiĐe too, Ǉou͛ǀe alƌeadǇ piĐked up oŶ soŵe of ‘oďeƌt͛s ŵoƌe... odd fƌieŶds ǁho seeŵ 
to love anything you say and do for some reason, except when you revel in the joys of being a 

housewife. Anyway, time to get back to the business on hand, the office has seen enough 

vacuuming for... the rest of the year, if David has his way, you suppose. The windows could 

use a little sĐƌuďďiŶg. Looks less like ŶooŶ aŶd ŵoƌe like suŶset iŶ heƌe. Theƌe aƌeŶ͛t that ŵaŶǇ 
to begin with, so the task is finished quite quickly, and to great effect. The room probably 

hasŶ͛t ďeeŶ this ďƌight siŶĐe it ǁas fiƌst ďuilt. 

While your work ethic has uplifted you quite a bit, and you proudly examine your work. But 

during the clean-up, your eyes kept darting to the monitor that was still on. At first glance, 

there was nothing more than the desktop, but there were a few minimised windows, one of 

which looked very suspicious to you. Why would he watch a video in his office? You really 

shouldŶ͛t, ďut it͛s so haƌd to ƌesist. As a ǁife, Ǉou͛ǀe got suĐh aŶ easǇ life aŶd so little keep 
Ǉouƌ tiŶǇ ŵiŶd oĐĐupied ǁith; that͛s the ǁhole ƌeasoŶ foƌ Ǉouƌ addiĐtioŶ gossip, because what 

else is there to talk about? Besides, David told you not to enter the office, but the monitor is 

ǀisiďle fƌoŵ outside ǁheŶ the dooƌ͛s opeŶ. “o teĐhŶiĐallǇ, Ǉou Đould ƌisk a glaŶĐe ǁithout 
breaking his rules. 

Having found reason enough to investigate, you sneakily hop over, more goofing around than 

aŶǇ seƌious atteŵpt at stealth. You͛ll ďe aloŶe iŶ the apaƌtŵeŶt foƌ Ƌuite soŵe tiŵe, ǁoƌk 
isŶ͛t oǀeƌ uŶtil the afteƌŶooŶ at the eaƌliest. Clicking on the icon in the taskbar brings up the 

window and shows you where he left off. Precisely at a blonde, tattooed and bathed in 

makeup, getting railed from behind by some muscular hunk. He... David... your husband owns 

poƌŶ! Not just oǁŶs it, ďut ǁatĐhes it too! You kŶeǁ it fƌoŵ the ďegiŶŶiŶg, Ǉou͛ƌe inadequate 

foƌ hiŵ. Youƌ Đoǁ tits aƌe alƌeadǇ huŵiliatiŶg as theǇ aƌe, ďut appaƌeŶtlǇ theǇ aƌeŶ͛t eŶough 
to sate Ǉouƌ ŵaŶ͛s desiƌes at aŶ E Đup. 

You͛ƌe shoĐked ďǇ this disĐoǀeƌǇ. JudgiŶg ďǇ the ĐloĐk iŶ the ĐoƌŶeƌ of the Đoŵputeƌ displaǇ, 
you guess you must be standing there for a good half hour now, your eyes filled with tears, 

staƌiŶg at the ǁhoƌe ǁhose ďodǇ Ǉou ĐaŶ͛t ŵatĐh. Afteƌ a ǁhile loŶgeƌ, Ǉou foƌĐe Ǉouƌself, 
tear yourself away from the monitor and slam the office door shut behind you, vowing to 

honouƌ Daǀid͛s ƌules fƌoŵ Ŷoǁ oŶ. Theƌe͛s still a lot of ǁoƌk to do aƌouŶd the plaĐe, aŶd Ǉou͛ll 
have to think about what to cook. Maybe something a little cheaper today. 



Day 112 

LatelǇ, Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ ƌeallǇ stƌessed, aŶd it shoǁed oŶ Daǀid too. ‘ight Ŷoǁ, Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ soŵe ƌiĐh 
folks͛ ŵaŶsioŶ, ĐleaŶiŶg ƌooŵs so laƌge Ǉou Đould host sŵall ĐouŶtƌies iŶside. It hasŶ͛t ďeeŶ 
easǇ, aŶd the eǆpeƌieŶĐe is uŶdouďtedlǇ shaŵeful, doiŶg ǁoƌk outside Ǉouƌ hoŵe, ďut Ǉou͛ǀe 
been saving up some money. Since babysitting and cleaning is all a good wife knows to do, 

Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ teŶdiŶg the houses of otheƌs iŶ Ǉouƌ spaƌe tiŵe, ǁithout Daǀid͛s kŶoǁledge. Youƌ 
reputation has become quite a good one. Some of your friends had put in a good work and 

referred some clients, and you did the ƌest. People iŶ this ĐouŶtƌǇ doŶ͛t haǀe a ǁoƌk ethiĐ, Ǉou 
fiŶd, so it͛s Ŷot ďeeŶ ǀeƌǇ ĐhalleŶgiŶg to get ahead. 

Nonetheless, your workday comes to an end. Politely, you exchange goodbyes with your 

eŵploǇeƌ, ĐolleĐt Ǉouƌ daǇ͛s paǇ – needless to mention that this happens under the table – 

and you can head back home. On your way there, you quickly stop by a supermarket and pick 

up soŵethiŶg Ǉou ĐaŶ ŵake iŶ a huƌƌǇ, ǁoŶ͛t ďe too loŶg ďefoƌe Daǀid gets hoŵe too. You 
find some spaghetti with a bunch of easy-to-make crap on top and sprint over to the register. 

You get home before David does, luckily. Right away, you stuff your clothes into the laundry, 

ŵake suƌe to ŶeatlǇ set doǁŶ Ǉouƌ shoes Ŷeǆt to the dooƌ, to aǀoid aƌousiŶg suspiĐioŶ; Ǉou͛ƌe 
such a neat peƌsoŶ, it ǁouldŶ͛t ďe like Ǉou to just kiĐk off Ǉouƌ shoes aŶd leaǀe theŵ aŶǇǁheƌe. 
Daǀid does that, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe theƌe to tidǇ up, ďut ŶoďodǇ does Ǉouƌ tidǇiŶg foƌ Ǉou, oďǀiouslǇ. 
You quickly slip into your apron and get to cooking. Sooner than you expected, you hear keys 

turning in the door. You were just in time. 

It doesŶ͛t take loŶg foƌ hiŵ to dƌop all his ďaggage aŶd diǀeƌt his atteŶtioŶ to Ǉou. “tƌoŶg aƌŵs 
ǁƌap aƌouŶd Ǉouƌ hips, ŵakiŶg Ǉou sŵile aŶd push Ǉouƌ ďutt ďaĐk agaiŶst Ǉouƌ husďaŶd͛s 
crotch. He laǇs his head oŶ Ǉouƌ shouldeƌ fƌoŵ ďehiŶd, takiŶg a look at ǁhat͛s oŶ the stoǀe. 

͞“paghetti agaiŶ?͟ he asks iŶ a Ƌuiet, sĐoldiŶg toŶe. Dƌead floǁs thƌough Ǉouƌ ǀeiŶs. It͛s haƌd 
to imagine a worse insult than to question your skills around the home. What else do you have? 

͞Noǁ that I thiŶk aďout it, I haǀeŶ͛t seeŶ Ǉou iŶ a Ŷeǁ outfit iŶ a ǁhile Ŷoǁ. Not that iŶteƌested 
iŶ Ǉouƌ alloǁaŶĐe aŶǇŵoƌe, aƌe ǁe?͟ You try to stifle the tears and give him a forced smile. 

͞“-soƌƌǇ. The stoƌe͛s seleĐtioŶ isŶ͛t that good this tiŵe of Ǉeaƌ, aŶd I ǁouldŶ͛t ǁaŶt to ǁaste 
Ǉouƌ ŵoŶeǇ. Haǀe patieŶĐe foƌ a ŵoŶth oƌ tǁo, aŶd I͛ll ďe ǁeaƌiŶg tǁiĐe as ŵaŶǇ, tǁiĐe as 
ďeautiful Đlothes, just foƌ Ǉou.͟ You tuƌŶ aƌouŶd to giǀe hiŵ a kiss, ǁhiĐh he takes oŶ uŶŵoǀiŶg 
lips. The past feǁ daǇs haǀe ďeeŶ like this a lot, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe doiŶg Ǉouƌ ďest to plaǇ it off. 

Hearing a zipper being undone behind you, you spread your legs a little and grab the edge of 

the kitĐheŶ ĐouŶteƌ to giǀe Ǉou ďetteƌ footiŶg. The fuĐkiŶg hasŶ͛t ĐhaŶged at all. Eǆcept... 

eǆĐept that it keeps feeliŶg ďetteƌ eǀeƌǇ tiŵe. If this goes oŶ, Ǉou͛ll lose Ǉouƌ ŵiŶd oŶe daǇ. 
Theƌe͛d ďeeŶ a Đouple of daǇs ǁheƌe Ǉou had a ŵiŶd to ǀisit Daǀid duƌiŶg his luŶĐh ďƌeak 
wearing nothing but a trench coat and a whole lot of nothing underneath. So far you resisted, 

but the idea has been stuck in your head since then. 

͞Caƌeful stud, the food͛s goŶŶa take a ǁhile. MaǇďe take it a little sloǁeƌ todaǇ?͟ Ǉou adǀise 
him pragmatically, although you prefer it fast yourself. He heeds your advice though and slows 

his thrusts a little, which is a delightful sensation in its own right. Your time together was spent 

with creampies left and right, nothing changed there, but your meals were still cum-enhanced, 



the only time that you still waste semen. On the topic of childbearing, you finally ovulated last 

week, to your great excitement! All your pregnancy tests still returned negative results, but 

few couples get pregnant on their first try. 

The spaghetti are about ready, and you do your best to turn down the heat of the stove while 

dealing with your own. You grab a nearby sieve and dump the spaghetti inside, waiting a 

couple seconds for all the water to pour out. 

͞Alŵost ƌeadǇ Ŷoǁ,͟ Ǉou aŶŶouŶĐe to Daǀid, ǁho speeds up his effoƌts iŶ ƌeaĐtioŶ. You 
separate your meals on two separate plates, yours much smaller than his, and before you can 

put some sauce on top, your noodles have already been taken care of in terms of topping. 

Well, it͛s Ǉouƌ faǀouƌite aŶǇǁaǇ. 

So you leave all the sauce you bought for David, and you both head over to the table to eat 

Ǉouƌ ŵeals. He͛s ĐleaƌlǇ Ŷot eǆĐited aďout it – in stark contrast to you, your apron already 

dripping wet down there – ďut he doesŶ͛t look ŶeaƌlǇ as poutǇ as he did ǁheŶ he fiƌst Đaŵe 
in. You take a first bite aŶd ĐaŶ͛t help ďut ŵoaŶ, ƌeĐeiǀiŶg at least a little sŵile fƌoŵ Daǀid, 
ǁhiĐh he ĐaŶ͛t hide. 

Day 125 

You͛ƌe Ŷeƌǀous. You saǀed up foƌ just this, ďut Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷeƌǀous. You told Daǀid Ǉou͛d speŶd the 
Ŷight at a fƌieŶd͛s plaĐe, oŶe of the ƌaƌe oĐĐasioŶs that happeŶs, espeĐiallǇ oŶ a TuesdaǇ. He 
didŶ͛t ďat aŶ eǇe. The taďle Ǉou͛ƌe lǇiŶg oŶ is Đold aŶd uŶĐoŵfoƌtaďle, just like Ǉou feel ƌight 
now. Markings are all over the froŶt of Ǉouƌ toƌso, like Ǉou͛ƌe a pieĐe of ŵeat. LiŶes ďeloǁ 
your tits, in between, above, even on your arm pits, like a sexy, grotesque instruction manual. 

Consultations have been intense, your anxiety in the air so thick it could have been cut by a 

knife. You͛ǀe ŵade Ǉouƌ pƌioƌities Đleaƌ, ďut it ǁas haƌd to eǀeŶ get the ǁoƌds out of Ǉouƌ 
mouth. Long, awkward pauses made up the vast majority of the conversation, even the doctor 

was hesitant to tell you something, worried he may cut you off or tell you something you may 

not want to hear. What an impression you must make on him, like some uppity, rich housewife 

ǁho thiŶks she oǁŶs the ǁoƌld. It͛s alŵost as eŵďaƌƌassiŶg as the ƌeasoŶ foƌ Ǉouƌ ďeiŶg heƌe 
in the first place. 

͞“o... the most important thing... yeah, the ŵost iŵpoƌtaŶt thiŶg is defiŶitelǇ ŵǇ ĐhildƌeŶ,͟ 

you started off. The doctor started answering right away, which threw you off, since you 

ǁeƌeŶ͛t fiŶished, ďut he͛s seŶsitiǀe eŶough to ŶotiĐe that this is ǀeƌǇ diffiĐult foƌ Ǉou. ͞No Ŷo, 
I doŶ͛t haǀe children yet... not just yet. But I want to. So, uh, if you tell me there will be some 

pƌoďleŵs theŶ I ĐaŶ͛t do this at all, Ŷot at all, Ŷo. The ŵilk floǁ defiŶitelǇ ĐaŶ͛t ďe huƌt, that͛s, 
Ǉeah, that͛s defiŶitelǇ Ŷot possiďle.͟ 

You͛ǀe ďeeŶ staŵŵeƌiŶg like that for longer than you care to admit, but after the doctor had 

patiently and kindly endured all your rantings, he alleviated any worries you had, saying that 

Ǉou Đaŵe to the ƌight plaĐe, aŶd that he Ŷeǀeƌ daŵaged a ǁoŵaŶ͛s ŵilk duĐts ďefoƌe. 
Apparently, Ƌuite a feǁ ŵade that ƌeƋuest. He doesŶ͛t ǁaŶt to pƌod, ďut iŶ his eǇes, ŵaŶǇ of 
them were worried about keeping their husbands, and looked to please them, more than 

themselves. Knowing that your concerns are shared by many other women goes a long way 



of relaxing you as well. You feel at ease around this doctor after the first consultation already, 

ďut Ǉou͛d Ŷeed a Đouple ŵoƌe, aŶd haǀe ŵade good use of theŵ. 

Noǁ Ǉou͛ƌe heƌe, Ǉou aĐtuallǇ deĐided to go thƌough ǁith this. You sĐƌatĐhed the ďottoŵ of 
the barrel for every dollar you could find and in just over a month, jobbing and saving your 

alloǁaŶĐe, plus soŵe eaƌlieƌ saǀiŶgs haǀe pƌoǀeŶ eŶough. Those kŶoĐkeƌs doŶ͛t Đoŵe Đheap, 
ďut ŵaǇďe... ŵaǇďe Ǉou ǁoŶ͛t just ďuǇ iŵplaŶts, Ǉou͛ll ďuǇ Ǉouƌ husďaŶd͛s uŶdiǀided love. 

The doĐtoƌ Đoŵes iŶ, togetheƌ ǁith a teaŵ of Ŷuƌses aŶd assistaŶts. You͛ƌe pƌettǇ suƌe soŵe 
of theŵ giǀe Ǉou sĐoldiŶg looks, like Ǉou͛ƌe soŵe ĐoŵŵoŶ ǁhoƌe. Well, Ǉou ǁill ďe soon, you 

figure. OŶĐe agaiŶ, Ǉouƌ speĐifiĐatioŶs aƌe ďeiŶg ƌuŶ thƌough ďǇ the doĐtoƌ, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe 
listening with one ear. Taking extra care with your milk ducts, making your tits look just a little 

fake, but not too much, and expanding them by roughly one size, which would leave you at an 

F cup. The doctor warns you of potential back problems, but since you hope to spend a lot 

ŵoƌe tiŵe lǇiŶg oŶ it, Ǉou͛ƌe Ŷot too ĐoŶĐeƌŶed. 

That concludes the iŶtƌoduĐtioŶ. “eĐoŶds lateƌ, Ǉou͛ƌe ďeiŶg put uŶdeƌ ďǇ a judgeŵeŶtal Ŷuƌse 
and you lose your eyesight. 

Day 126 

GƌoggilǇ, Ǉou ǁake up. The ƌooŵ Ǉou͛ƌe iŶ is Ƌuite daƌk. You͛ƌe hooked up to ďeepiŶg 
ŵaĐhiŶes, ďut otheƌǁise aloŶe. AĐtuallǇ, the ƌooŵ isŶ͛t eǆaĐtlǇ daƌk, Ǉou͛ƌe just lookiŶg at the 
window. Dim lights are quietly buzzing above, barely illuminating the room. An alarm clock 

iŶfoƌŵs Ǉou it͛s a little past ŵidŶight. You aƌeŶ͛t aǁake foƌ loŶg, sleep gƌasps Ǉou oŶĐe ŵoƌe, 
keeping you under for good this time. 

The next morning, your senses are much clearer, much to your dismay, actuallǇ. You͛ƌe 
painfully aware of your hunger and thirst. The same clock you vaguely remember from the 

loŶg Ŷight ďefoƌe tells Ǉou it͛s ϵ AM. PƌoďaďlǇ shouldŶ͛t take ŵuĐh loŶgeƌ uŶtil soŵeďodǇ 
ŶotiĐes Ǉou͛ƌe aǁake. You doŶ͛t ǁaŶt to ďe a ďuƌdeŶ oŶ the Ŷuƌses, they already seem rather 

displeased ǁith Ǉou… You ĐaŶ͛t ďlaŵe theŵ, Ǉou͛d pƌoďaďlǇ thiŶk the saŵe aďout soŵeďodǇ 
like you. 

Indeed, a nurse shows up not 20 minutes after you finally regained consciousness. With her 

ŵask off, she seeŵs a lot ŶiĐeƌ. ͞Ah, Ǉou͛ƌe aǁake. I hope Ǉou had a good Ŷight͛s sleep.͟ You 
sŵile at heƌ aŶd Ŷod, thaŶkiŶg heƌ. ͞We͛ƌe soƌƌǇ that Ǉou͛ǀe ďeeŶ out all daǇ, ǁe oǀeƌdid it a 
little oŶ the aŶaesthesia. That shouldŶ͛t Đause aŶǇ pƌoďleŵs, it just kept Ǉou out of 
commission a lot longer, is all,͟ she saǇs iŶ heƌ ďuďďlǇ, Đheeƌful deŵeaŶouƌ. “he ŵust haǀe 
had the day off yesterday. “he ĐoƌƌeĐtlǇ pƌediĐts that Ǉou ŵust ďe staƌǀiŶg aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe left ǁith 
a pleasaŶt eŶough ŵeal, ĐoŶsideƌiŶg it͛s a sŵall ĐliŶiĐ. PeĐkiŶg at it a little ŵoƌe thaŶ sates 

Ǉouƌ huŶgeƌ, aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe sooŶ ƌeuŶited ǁith the ŶiĐe Đaƌetakeƌ. 

͞Alƌight, theŶ let͛s get to the ŵatteƌ at haŶd. AŶǇ disĐoŵfoƌt… up theƌe?͟ she asks hesitaŶtlǇ. 
You doŶ͛t ƌeallǇ kŶoǁ hoǁ seǀeƌe it is, aŶd ǁhat͛s Ŷoƌŵal iŶ suĐh a Đase. Theƌe͛s defiŶitely 

ŶotiĐeaďle soƌeŶess, ďut Ǉou ǁouldŶ͛t saǇ it͛s outƌight paiŶful. 

͞DisĐoŵfoƌt, Ǉeah, defiŶitelǇ. I doŶ͛t thiŶk it͛s that ďad though.͟ You giǀe theŵ a testiŶg, 
Đaƌeful pƌod aŶd hiss a little at the feeliŶg. ͞OuĐh, ǁoŶ͛t do that agaiŶ,͟ Ǉou laugh it off. The 

Ŷuƌse joiŶs iŶ, ƌelieǀed that Ǉou͛ƌe takiŶg it ǁell. 



͞No ǁoƌƌies, that͛s ĐoŵpletelǇ Ŷoƌŵal. Youƌ ďƌeasts ǁill likelǇ ďe soƌe foƌ a daǇ oƌ tǁo, aŶd 
ǁe͛ll sĐhedule a post-op ĐheĐk iŶ a ǁeek, just to ŵake suƌe the iŵplaŶts sit ƌight aŶd Ǉou͛ƌe 
getting used to theŵ. The doĐtoƌ told ŵe to tell Ǉou that theƌe͛s ďeeŶ Ŷo ĐoŵpliĐatioŶs aŶd 
no unintended damage to your tissue whatsoever, so they are guaranteed to be fully 

fuŶĐtioŶal. If theƌe͛s ŶothiŶg else Ǉou Ŷeed us to do, aŶd if Ǉou feel up to speed, Ǉou ĐaŶ get 

hoŵe aŶǇ tiŵe Ǉou ǁaŶt.͟ That ǁas a lot to take iŶ, ďut all of it good Ŷeǁs. She reiterates that 

you need a lot of rest and not to strain yourself too much for the week before she helps you 

up. You just want to go home before David does. 

That͛s Ŷot ǀeƌǇ haƌd, siŶĐe the ĐliŶiĐ is less thaŶ aŶ houƌ͛s dƌiǀe, aŶd the foƌŵalities aƌe ƋuiĐklǇ 
taken care of. After all is said and done, you step through your apartment door roughly at 

noon. Passing a mirror while unloading all your things – mostly a mountain of brochures and 

ads Ǉou͛d ďeeŶ haŶded oŶ Ǉouƌ ǁaǇ out – you realise that you are a mess. Not all that 

suƌpƌisiŶg, giǀeŶ that Ǉou͛ǀe slept foƌ ƌoughlǇ ϭϴ houƌs aŶd theŶ ǁeŶt stƌaight hoŵe ǁithout 
once seeing a bathroom from inside. 

Greeting David looking like this is uŶaĐĐeptaďle, so that͛s Ǉouƌ fiƌst Đouƌse of aĐtioŶ. To take 
care of this particular challenge, you do the full program, including a long bath, a fresh coat of 

paint for your nails as well as your face. GettiŶg Ǉouƌ haiƌ uŶtaŶgled isŶ͛t easǇ eitheƌ, but after 

a loŶg aŶd aƌduous pƌoĐess of ďeautifiĐatioŶ, Ǉou͛ƌe fiŶallǇ pƌeseŶtaďle foƌ Ǉouƌ husďaŶd agaiŶ. 
At this poiŶt, it͛s easilǇ past Ϯ PM, aŶd Ǉou kŶoǁ Ǉou doŶ͛t haǀe that ŵuĐh tiŵe. “till, Ǉou take 
a good glance at your new form in the mirror, that much you have to do. 

TheǇ͛ƌe a ǁoƌk of aƌt. That thought ŵaǇ Đoŵe aďƌupt, ďut it͛s the fiƌst thiŶg that eŶteƌs Ǉouƌ 
head as you lift your hair out of the way. TheǇ doŶ͛t look like that ǁhoƌe͛s oŶ Daǀid͛s Đoŵputeƌ, 
like somebody pushed two volleyballs into your tits, but if anything, yours look more real than 

they did before the operation. Firm, definitely, and protruding on their own, but still with a 

light, natural-looking sag to them, still a noticeable teardrop, not an absurd spherical shape. 

Before you fall iŶ loǀe ǁith Ǉouƌself though, Ǉou ŵake soŵe food iŶ adǀaŶĐe. You͛d stopped 
ďǇ the stoƌe oŶ Ǉouƌ ǁaǇ hoŵe aŶd got soŵethiŶg good; Ǉou͛ll pƌepaƌe it so Ǉou just Ŷeed to 
heat it up a little for it to be done whenever the two of you finish up. It takes quite some time 

to get ƌeadǇ, ďut it͛ll ďe ǁoƌth his ƌeaĐtioŶ. You͛ǀe ƌeǀelled iŶ Ǉouƌ oǁŶ sight, aŶd Daǀid ǁill 
haǀe the eleŵeŶt of suƌpƌise added. You ĐaŶ͛t ǁait to see his faĐe. 

Luckily, you won͛t have to wait long, you can hear somebody barging into the apartment, 

apparently having just gone through a particularly stressful day at work. He wouldn͛t normally 

make such a ruckus. Looks like you picked the right day to do this. You͛re in the bedroom, 

quickly pulling up the zippers on your new catsuit and making some final adjustments before 

posing on the bed. In search of you, David soon finds you perched on the mattress, clearly 

awaiting him. 

Now, the catsuit is tight and form-fitting, and you can definitely make out a questioning glance 

of his, he͛s clearly puzzled by something. But it seems he doesn͛t quite catch on yet. You 

bought the suit before your operation, so your breasts are squeezed in there the tightest, so 

David͛s gaze is mostly directed at them. For him to really appreciate your new rack, you think 

a closer look is in order. Crooking your finger, you beckon David over and after a couple 

seconds of dreamy paralysis, he͛s on top of you. 



Grabbing his wrist, you lead his hand right to your sore breasts. It͛s clear in his eyes that he 

notices a change now, and can͛t wait to get a good look. This new catsuit is a blessing, with its 

special zipper. David grabs it and slowly, very slowly pulls it to the side, more and more of your 

chest being touched by the cold air. They were squeezed in so tightly and are so perky now 

that they fall out entirely on their own when David pulls the zipper completely open. Now 

there͛s no doubt anymore, he knows what you did. 

He stares for a moment before convulsing a little. Did he... did he just cream his pants? Your 

cheeks blush fire truck red and you can barely hold back the giggling. You feel warm inside. 

Loved. You help your husband undo his belt, which he͛s struggling with in his embarrassment. 

His painfully rigid cock is indeed smeared white in some places, but still looks more than ready 

to go.  

David grabs your shoulders and positions himself over your belly. His cock placed between 

your breasts, he starts thrusting. It͛s amazing, without any help, your breasts are firm enough 

to titfuck him! Regardless, you push them together from the sides to really envelop David͛s 

length in the entirety of your now even more massive titflesh. His cock is hidden entirely 

between your tight valley, only ever peeking out at full thrust. To make even better use of 

your body as a cocksleeve, you open your mouth and allow David in whenever he comes close. 

Despite having just cum in his pants, it doesn͛t take him long to bless you with his semen, 

some landing in your mouth, some around your lips, a little on your nose and one large glob 

on your eyes, the rest just dripping down your cheeks and forehead. You don͛t think you͛ve 

ever seen David cum this hard. 

Your libido is healthy already, but the coming days – weeks even! – are utter depravity that 

Greek mythology would be embarrassed by. While you͛ve usually had your extra nutritious 

morning breakfast and a good night fuck, you͛re easily up to three encounters plus the 

breakfast bonus per day. To realise that, you actually did take some time out of your schedule 

and visited David during lunch break quite often. His bosses can͛t stop singing his praises, and 

he soon gets his promotion. You͛re so proud of your man... and you can͛t help but feel that 

you played a part in it too, finding fulfillment in your role as his wife. 

Most importantly, all that fucking has consequences of course, in the best way possible. One 

day, late at night, you wake up because you feel the need to pee. Perhaps you ingested a few 

͞beverages͟ too many, but you can͛t help it, it͛s Oral October, David told you, and traditions 

are meant to be honoured. Spotting a left over pregnancy test that you apparently prepared 

but forgot to take earlier, you figure you could just go for it. When it turns out positive, you 

think you͛re still drowsy from your sleep. You take out another, and another, and after peeing 

out the last drop of water in your body, you͛re certain. You͛ll carry David͛s child. Perhaps you͛ll 
even get twins! Your mind is racing with fantasies already. If you get a boy, you͛ll teach him to 

be strong, but caring, just like his father. Doing well in school, getting a decent career and 

marrying a loving, obedient wife will set him up for happiness. If you get a girl, you͛ll teach her 

how to be a good wife, to cook and clean, and how to make her husband͛s happiness her own, 

just like you know it. When you tell David, he͛s as exhilarated as you. At first, you were hesitant 

to wake him, but once he hears the news he jumps up and embraces you so tightly it hurts. 

He͛s such a good man. You drift off though, while he talks about a bunch of things you͛ll both 

have to take care of, like finances and stuff, which you don͛t have a mind for. 



Actually, you don͛t have a mind for much lately. You don͛t know what it is, but you͛re just so 

much more scatterbrained all of a sudden. Constantly, you have to write things down so you 

don͛t forget them, but even writing gets a lot harder. Standing at the register is becoming a 

real challenge when you͛re doing groceries, and some dishes and spices are turning out to be 

really hard to pronounce! It͛s so strange, you can͛t explain it. Whatever͛s brought on this 

change, you wonder while stroking your fake tits through your latex catsuit, you welcome it. 

David doesn͛t need those vapid whores on his screen anymore. 

He already has one at home. 

 

THE END 


