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		Introduction

		

		Clowning Around is the culmination of a commissioned story I wrote. Only the names have been changed to protect the person who commissioned the piece.

		This story is a bit more extreme than many of my stories. Although considering the most common complaint I get is that my stories are not extreme enough, this may actually please more readers than it turns off.

		If you are interested in having a story commissioned, feel free to contact me and we can discuss your idea and its feasibility and the cost. I can be reached via email at author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com.

		~Sadie
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		Sunday

		

		Abigail sat there, holding her phone, staring straight ahead, showing no emotion.

		“Abby,” her husband said as he watched her sit there, expressionless. “What’s the matter?”

		“There was a pipe that burst at the hotel today. There’s water damage everywhere. I’ve been furloughed for at least two weeks.”

		“Oh no,” Sam said as he sat down beside his wife. He wrapped his arms around her and brought her in for a hug, doing all he could to comfort her.

		Finally tears started to come to her eyes. The dam had burst and her tears were quickly followed by quiet sobs. She had put so much into that hotel. Yes, she only worked as a receptionist officially, but the small boutique hotel had needed all the help it could get to stay open over the years.

		Abigail was not worried about her job or her pay. They did not need the money. It was just a nice boost, giving them a chance to build wealth and save more for retirement. Her sadness came from all that might be lost when the hotel was finally able to open again. The wood moulding was likely destroyed. So too was the ornate wood mantel for the fireplace in the lobby.

		She did not know the full extent of the damage. She had not been on site when the pipe burst. Nor was she going to get in the way while the work crew came in to fix everything. At least the hotel had insurance for this sort of thing. It was just sad to think that a part of the hotel’s charm might be lost forever.

		“Well, I guess you won’t be going into work tomorrow,” Sam said. “At least no one got hurt. And I’m sure the workmen will do all they can to keep the charm. I’m sure it will be fine in the end. This will just be a small blip in the history of the hotel. You’ll see.”

		Abigail fought back her tears with a sniffle. “I hope you’re right.”
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		Monday

		

		Abigail slept in Monday morning. Often she was the first one in the house up, needing to get ready for her day shift working the hotel reception desk. However, there was no need for that with the hotel closed. She woke up briefly when Sam got up, but she managed to fall back asleep before he had even left the house.

		When Abigail finally did get up, she still felt the sadness of the day before, but she also felt new hope. Two weeks off, even if unpaid, gave her the chance to do things she would otherwise not have time to do. She had been meaning to lose a little weight. Abigail had never been happy with her body. The problem was that there was not one big thing to fix. It was lots of little things and that made it easy to feel overwhelmed and then not do anything about it. Now she had time to focus and dig deep a little.

		However, Abigail quickly discovered there was not much she could just do all of a sudden to fix her body issues. She made a plan, but the actions she needed to take were all long term.

		“I guess I can go for a walk,” Abigail told herself as she looked at the plan she had put down on paper. “I can even walk by the hotel to see what kind of shape it’s in.”

		And that was exactly what Abigail did. She showered and got dressed, wearing her casual attire of a pair of loose jeans and a sweatshirt, knowing the wind might be a little chilly. It was only a 20-minute walk to the hotel. Most days she would drive, but she had been known to make the walk occasionally, almost always in the summer.

		By the time she arrived, the construction company hired to fix the water damage had already erected a chain link fence around the entrance to the hotel. There was no way she could get inside even if she wanted to. However, to Abigail’s surprise, the movie theater next door had also closed its doors. Actually, that was not entirely true. The theater had canceled its movie showings, but had kept its concession stand open for takeaway snacks and movie popcorn.

		“All movie showtimes have been canceled until further notice,” the young clerk behind the concessions counter said as soon as Abigail walked in. The clerk looked to be no more than 20 at best, with a face full of acne to make her look even younger.

		“What happened?” Abigail asked. She had come in looking for information, wanting to check out the situation as much as possible before returning home. “I work at the hotel. Did you guys get hit with the water damage too?”

		“The auditorium is actually slightly below ground level,” the clerk explained. “All the water from the hotel went to the lowest place it could find. There was a foot of water in there when I came in this morning. And that was after we had pumps already running. I just consider myself lucky to still have a job right now. You want to buy any popcorn? That’s our new thing. Takeaway movie popcorn for your movie nights at home.”

		“Not right now,” Abigail answered. “But maybe later in the week, if I get bored. I won’t be working again until they reopen the hotel.”

		“That’s lame,” the clerk said. “But yeah, come back anytime. I’m not expecting a lot of people popping in for popcorn today, but I don’t mind. I’m getting paid.”

		“Have a nice day,” Abigail said as she headed for the door.

		“You too. Hopefully I’ll see you around.”

		Abigail felt better about her situation as she walked back home. She was still out of work for at least two weeks, but she had more information. Knowing what was happening was comforting, even if the news was not good.

		Once back at home, Abigail made herself a small salad for lunch, wanting to jump start her get fit plan. She had gone for a walk, getting exercise, and now it was time to focus on eating better. Body changes usually took time, but she hoped two weeks would at least help her cement some new habits and make some visible progress.

		However, after lunch, it did not take Abigail long to feel bored. Usually when she was home, it was a weekend and Sam was there to do something with. Or at least he was there to talk to. She was alone and already feeling the lonely effects of her situation. Scanning the bookshelf, Abigail saw no books that interested her and she had already read her magazines for the month.

		“I guess I can watch some tv,” Abigail eventually relented. It seemed counterproductive to her new healthy living efforts, but there was no way to get around the boredom.

		However, as soon as Abigail turned on the television, she was greeted with the opening of a show about a circus called Clowning Around.

		“Oh, I saw a trailer for this,” she exclaimed as she settled onto the couch to watch.

		Abigail loved watching shows and movies that featured real life stories of female empowerment. She especially loved watching documentaries about women’s struggle for emancipation and other rights. And the trailer for Clowning Around had led her to believe the show would feature a woman’s struggle against oppression in the circus industry.

		However, it only took a couple minutes to see that her impression of the show was not to be. The women featured, many of them playing clowns in the actual theatrics of the circus, were not fighting for their rights or for respect. They bought into the misogynistic circus world, not only by passively going along with it, but by actively engaging it, including less than savory actions behind closed flaps.

		Abigail screwed up her face in disgust, her fingers only inches away from the remote. It would have been so easy to turn it off or to at least change the channel. Instead, she continued to watch, completely transfixed by the images on the screen.

		And so she watched, barely blinking for the full hour. Each minute passed with her unable to look away. Her hand, so close to the remote, fell away, her body relaxing as if she had been entranced. Nothing could pull her attention away from the screen. Her phone could have rung, there could have been someone at the door, the fire alarm could have gone off, but Abigail would have sat there and continued to watch the show.

		When the hour had finally passed, when the first episode of Clowning Around had finished, Abigail felt as if she was waking up from a nap. The announcer closed out the show by saying, “Tune in tomorrow for the next episode.” She blinked her eyes rapidly and gently shook her head, trying to remember what had happened in the last hour. Had she watched the circus show or had she switched the channel? She could not remember.

		Abigail tried watching more tv, but she quickly grew bored of that too. The truth was, she was no longer in the mood for such passive entertainment. A small tingle in her belly had formed. She knew the feeling, she recognized it, even if it did not happen as it once had. She was aroused. Actually, it was more than that. This was not the low level arousal she was accustomed to. She was horny.

		The solution to Abigail’s predicament was simple in her eyes. She never masturbated. It was something she had never enjoyed. Sex, on the other hand, was something she very much enjoyed, as along as it was completely vanilla in every way. The man was supposed to be on top and the woman on the bottom. The missionary position was the only position she would consider. In her mind, that was how sex was supposed to happen.

		And since Abigail was horny and alone, her only option was to wait for Sam to come home from work. However, it being Monday night, she was keenly aware he might not be in the mood. His Mondays were always difficult. He often came home tired. Then again, sex might just brighten up his day. But Abigail knew she was going to have to dress up for him. She wanted him to be in the mood just as much as she did. And she certainly knew what got Sam’ motor going. She was going to have a little fun.

		Abigail started at the makeup table. She usually kept her makeup to a minimum, especially on days where her only trip out of the house was for a walk to see the damage at the hotel. However, that was not going to do it tonight. Abigail needed to go all out, with a full face of makeup. That meant lipstick, eye shadow, and even a little extra color for her cheeks. Paired with her short curly hair, it gave her an elegant and timeless appearance that could have worked in almost any age.

		Next on Abigail’s list was finding the right outfit to wear. She owned several outfits that she knew Sam particularly liked. The only question was choosing which one. That was always the struggle, finding the right outfit for the occasion. There was the classic little black dress that worked for almost all occasions. There was the tight sweater that really made her breasts pop, especially when she wore a pushup bra. And there was the low-cut blouse that, again paired with the pushup bra, made her breasts look far nicer than she felt they really were. Suffice it to say, her jeans and sweatshirt were simply not going to cut it.

		The minutes ticked by as Abigail stared into her closet, trying to make her decision. It seemed so much harder than it should have. And it felt like she was forgetting something.

		“I guess you can’t go wrong with the L-B-D,” Abigail finally said, reaching into the closet and pulling out the dress. She figured her pushup bra would work with the dress as well. She might as well do everything she could to turn Sam on.

		By the time Abigail finished dressing, she had not only donned the dress, but she had also added black stockings to the mix, with a garter belt to hold up the straps. Although the dress was a little short. Bending over was enough to reveal the tops of her stockings and the straps leading up to her garter belt. Her black pumps completed the look, making it seem that she could be preparing for a night out on the town or for a night in with her husband.

		“Honey, I’m home,” Sam called out in classic fashion as he stepped into the house.

		“Welcome home, Sam,” Abigail said as she posed in the doorway to the living room, in full sight of her husband on the other side of the room.

		“Whoa,” Sam said, surprised by his wife’s outfit. “Abby, did I forget something? Is there an event tonight?”

		“No, I just wanted to give you a little treat,” Abigail said as she practically strutted across the room, adding an extra sway to her hips with each step. “You’re Mondays are always so tough and I thought I might help make today a little better for you.”

		Abigail closed the distance on her nearly entranced husband. His eyes seemed caught between looking her in the eyes and looking down at her exposed chest. He had always liked her in that dress. It hugged her curves perfectly and highlighted all of her best features. She took hold of his chin between the thumb and forefinger of her hand and then reached with her neck and planted a kiss on his lips.

		It only took a moment before Sam was returning the sensuous kiss. He dropped his briefcase on the ground and pulled Abigail closer to him, demonstrating his hunger for her.

		“Before or after dinner?” Sam asked as soon as they came up for air. He knew where this night was headed. The only question was in what order it all happened.

		“Dinner?” Abigail asked with a look of deep confusion on her face.

		“Yes, dinner. I assumed you made dinner.”

		Abigail stepped back for a moment, still looking confused. “Huh, I guess I forgot to make dinner. Strange.”

		“It’s all right,” Sam said, not wanting to ruin their moment. “We can go out. Or even better yet, we can order in. There’s that new bistro down the street that is offering delivery. How about we try that?”

		“Whatever you want,” Abigail answered, returning to her sultry thoughts. “But they better hurry or we’ll be busy by the time the food arrives.”

		“Why don’t you open a bottle of wine?” Sam offered. “I’ll make the order.”

		Abigail did as she was beckoned, sashaying into the kitchen, making sure Sam saw her butt as she walked. Deep down, she was aware that this was unusual behavior, but considering her arousal levels and the fact she wanted to turn her husband on, she was willing to accept such actions. She certainly was not hurting anyone.

		It only took a few minutes before both Abigail and Sam were enjoying a glass of wine as they waited for their dinner to arrive. The bistro promised prompt service. They were not exactly busy on a Monday night.

		As they sat waiting, Abigail found herself stroking Sam’ thigh. She could not stop her flirty behavior even if she had wanted to. Then again, it felt good. Her body had needs and she was giving into those needs. And that seemed perfectly reasonable.

		The pair continued to drink even after their dinner arrived. The food was delicious, although Abigail found herself to be easily distracted all throughout dinner.

		“What did you end up doing all day?” Sam asked.

		“Oh, you know, um, stuff,” Abigail found herself answering. Her day had seemed so vivid earlier, but now that she looked back on it, she had a difficult time remembering exactly all that she had done. “Nothing all that exciting I guess. How about you? How was your day?”

		Sam went on to answer Abigail’s question, but she only half paid attention. Between the good food, the wine, and the strong signals her body was sending her brain about its need for sex, she did not have many brain cells left over to fully engage in the conversation, especially about her husband’s work, which could be confusing at the best of times. Suffice it to say, when it came to her ability to comprehend, this was not the best of times.

		Once they had finished their dinner, however, the only question that remained was how long they would wait before retiring to the bedroom.

		“Here, let me get you more wine,” Abigail said as he picked up the bottle on her way around the table. She leaned over, bending at the waist, letting Sam get a good view of her breasts in the pushup bra, as she poured him another glass, emptying the bottle.

		Sam did exactly what she had expected him to do. His eyes latched onto her exposed cleavage and simply could not be pulled away. She might not be happy with her body, but she could still make herself look presentable enough to turn on her husband. That had to count for something.

		Finally, once Sam had finished that last glass of wine, Abigail managed to pull him into the bedroom. She had never been so forceful with him before. Despite her enjoyment of sex, she rarely needed to work very hard to turn him on. If anything, it was Sam who initiated their sexual escapades. However, if Sam minded her taking the lead, he said nothing, instead just letting it happen.

		Abigail laid back on the bed and spread her legs, forcing her dress to rise up around her hips. Her black lace panties glistened in the dim light, a strong signal of just how turned on she was.

		“Wow, you really need this, don’t you?” Sam said. He might have been surprised by the forwardness of his wife, but he was certainly not complaining. He liked the idea of her being horny enough to instigate sex.

		“Yes,” Abigail moaned. “I need you. Please.”

		Sam needed little time to get ready. He let Abigail keep her dress and stockings on. He even left on her heels. Luckily, she had pulled on her panties after affixing the garter straps to her stockings. He just needed to remove the panties and she was ready.

		The moment Sam plunged his hard cock into his wife’s channel, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. The pleasure she felt was intense, stronger than she had ever felt before. Then again, she had never been so turned on before either.

		As Sam set up a steady rhythm, slowly thrusting in and out, Abigail let out tiny little moans with each thrust. She had always been quiet during sex, but she could not remain quiet now. Each thrust of her husband’s cock sent her arousal higher and higher. Soon her hands were running across the duvet, pushing down into the bedding as she attempted to withstand her growing need.

		Sam could only watch his wife as she responded to his actions. She looked almost like a woman possessed, her actions not fully her own—certainly not a normal state of affairs. Not that either of them complained. Sam loved seeing her react this way, overcome with the pleasure coursing through her, responding to him as the source of that pleasure. As for Abigail, her mind was almost unable to remain in control. The pleasure was so great, the endorphins flooding her brain, leaving her to act on instinct.

		Sam sped up his rhythm as his needs grew stronger. The added strength and speed of his thrusts only seemed to heighten Abigail’s pleasure. Her moans grew louder and more insistent.

		And then it happened. The married couple knew each other well. Sam’ cock twitched inside of her, signaling that he had crossed his point of no return.

		“I’m gonna cum,” he announced.

		“Do it,” Abigail moaned.

		What man could say no to that? Sam buried himself to the hilt inside his wife as his cock exploded with a surge of white hot cum. Abigail screamed out as she came with him, her arms flailing as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure cascaded through her body, filling her up from head to toe, causing nerves and muscles to fire indiscriminately. Her vision turned white as her senses narrowed to only what she could feel. And even then, she could feel only pleasure.

		“Wow,” Sam said, breathing heavily. He looked down at his barely conscious wife with a mix of pride and fear. He had done that to her. He had fucked her so hard that she was barely able to remain conscious, the signals from her body overloading her brain. But he also feared that something could be wrong with her. However, it was hard to give that voice too much purchase, given the incredible pride he felt in giving his wife such an incredible orgasm.

		As Abigail’s eyes started to flutter open, she looked up at her husband and smiled.

		“Did you enjoy that?” Sam asked.

		Abigail simply smiled and nodded her head. Speaking was too much right now. It was too much effort for her mind to form the words and then command her body to actually produce them. But damn did she feel good. If sex was always like that, she knew that she would come to crave it.
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		Tuesday

		

		Waking up Tuesday morning, Abigail was prepared for the bed she shared with Sam to be empty. She laid there under the warm covers, stretching slowly, giving herself ample time to fully wake up after a satisfying night of sleep. She thought back to the night before, how she had cuddled with her husband after the best night of sex she had ever had.

		Abigail had no idea what had come over her, but she was not complaining. The night before had been better than any single night of their honeymoon, although the pure volume of their honeymoon had to count for something.

		It had been a fantastic evening. They had a great dinner, then amazing sex, and then a wonderful time just spent in each other’s arms. It was almost a shame Sam eventually had to go to bed. He did have to get up early for work. But sleeping had been wonderful too. Abigail could not remember having a better night’s sleep.

		Despite laying there for a long time, reveling in the warmth of the bed, Abigail eventually did need to get up. She wrapped a robe around her and slipped her feet into a pair of slippers before shuffling into the kitchen for a cup of tea and breakfast. Most mornings she drank coffee, but that was out of a need to be fully awake and alert at work. But with the hotel closed for repairs, she could take life a little slower, including replacing her usual coffee with tea.

		“I should get moving so I can go for a walk,” Abigail eventually told herself after sitting at the kitchen table for longer than intended, nursing her tea. “I can’t let my efforts fail after only one day.”

		Abigail had her morning routine down to a science. She could be out the door in less than half an hour, including taking a shower and applying makeup, if she needed to. However, that routine hit its first bump when Abigail went to put on a bra.

		“What the hell?” she asked herself as she tried to fit her breasts into the cups of her bra. Unfortunately, it was readily apparent as soon as she tried that her bra was too small. That or her breasts were too large.

		Taking off the offending bra, Abigail checked the size, just in case something strange was happening and she had somehow pulled out the wrong size bra, even though she had not owned a smaller bra for many years.

		“Nope, it says it’s a C-cup,” Abigail said as she tossed the bra aside and reached into the drawer for another.

		“Okay, now I’m mad,” she said as the second bra failed to fit. Like the first, the band fit her just fine. It was the cups that were too small.

		Abigail walked over to the mirror to get a look at herself. She was already wearing a pair of panties and the jeans she had intended to go out walking in. Looking at her topless reflection, her breasts did look bigger. But what seemed even more strange was the perkiness they now exhibited. They sat high on her chest with little hint of sag. That was certainly a change. And they looked rounder too, but that could have just been a trick of the light.

		“Huh,” Abigail finally said to herself. “Maybe I should hold off on a walk for today until my breasts figure out what size they want to be. Oh well. Maybe my legs needed the extra day of rest.”

		Ignoring the rest of her bras, Abigail reached into another drawer of her dresser and pulled out a stretchy tank top that might still provide her with some support. Over that, she pulled on the blouse she had considered the night before. She looked down and realized it looked like she was wearing a pushup bra, even though she was not wearing a bra at all. Yes, it was too sexy for sitting around the house all day, but it was not like anyone but her and eventually Sam would see it. And she knew Sam would not care that she had dressed up a little for him.

		The rest of the morning Abigail found herself puttering around the house. She did a little cleaning. She tried reading the newspaper, but quickly grew bored of that. She ate a small lunch. However, the whole time she continued to eye the clock, waiting for something. The problem was she could not think of what she might be waiting for.

		Abigail’s day took a turn for the strange when she grabbed her car keys after lunch and walked out of the house. It took her a few minutes to realize she was driving toward the hotel, although she could not fathom as to a reason why. It became even stranger still when Abigail found herself driving past the hotel and parking in front of the adjacent movie theater.

		“Welcome back,” the young clerk said as Abigail walked in. “Come for some takeout movie popcorn?”

		“Um, I guess so,” Abigail answered, not completely sure of the reason she was there.

		“Great. What size would you like?”

		Abigail scanned the wall above the clerk, which had the popcorn tub examples. They were labeled medium, large, and extra-large.

		“That one,” Abigail said, pointing to the largest tub. She could not bring herself to say the words. She could not understand what she was doing. Her actions, however, felt preordained, as if she had no will of her own.

		The clerk went about her business, filling an extra-large tub with popcorn.

		“Would you like extra butter on it?”

		“Oh,” Abigail said, surprised. It appeared whatever force was telling her to buy popcorn was not prepared for the question of whether she wanted extra butter. And of course, given her desire to eat healthy and get in better shape, she knew she should have refused the butter option. She did not need the fat or calories that would provide.

		“The first squirt is free,” the clerk added.

		“Um, sure, put it on,” Abigail found herself saying without thinking.

		After that, Abigail found herself paying for the popcorn in cash and then walking out of the theater. She was careful to place the tub in her car, trying to avoid any popped kernels from spilling. Then it was straight back home.

		Abigail’s timing was perfect. As soon as she arrived home, she placed the tub of popcorn on the coffee table in front of the tv and sat down. She turned on the tv just as the next episode of Clowning Around started. Her disgust of the program was completely forgotten. In mere moments, her eyes had glazed over as she sank into trance.

		This time, however, Abigail was not just a passive observer of the show. She did not just sit there and watch. First, she started by snacking on the popcorn in front of her. Her fingers grew slick from the butter topping.

		However, before she had even finished the tub, she found the familiar tingle growing inside of her again. But in her trance-like state, her ability to fight against masturbation, an action she refused to take part in during normal circumstances, Abigail found herself pushing her pants and panties down until they were around her ankles. Then with her already slick fingers, she began to gently stroke herself, running her fingers over her clit and across her outer lips.

		Abigail spent the bulk of the hour-long program like that, snacking on popcorn with one hand and rubbing herself with the other. She never provided enough stimulation to make her cum. She just kept herself mildly stimulated, pushing herself occasionally toward the edge, but always backing off again. Her eyes never left the screen.

		“That’s it for another episode of Clowning Around,” the announcer said as the program came to a close. “Join us tomorrow for the next episode. And remember, if you don’t have a vibrator, buy one.”

		It took nearly half an hour for Abigail to fully wake up from her induced trance. Little did she realize that she had followed the instructions of the announcer to the letter. She had managed to wipe off her hands on her thigh before pulling out her phone and ordering a vibrator online. She did not notice that she had selected overnight shipping. And once she had put her phone down, the whole incident was forgotten.

		“What the hell?” Abigail asked herself as she finally woke up enough to realize she was sitting in the living room with her pants and panties around her ankles. Her thighs glistened with a mixture of melted butter and her own juices. The popcorn bucket was empty.

		Disgusted with herself, Abigail immediately began to clean up. She pulled up her panties and pants, although she immediately regretted it, what with how wet she was. The popcorn bucket went in the trash and the few kernels of popcorn that had spilled were cleaned up as well. Abigail was just glad to see that her actions had not led to leaving a mess on the couch. That would have been hard to explain to Sam when he got home. Not that she would have a believable explanation.

		“I don’t know what happened,” Abigail would have been forced to say. “I was watching television and when I turned it off, there was a big wet spot where I was sitting.” It was so unbelievable that even she would not have believed herself. She still could not understand what had happened.

		Hopping back in the shower, Abigail quickly got herself cleaned up. Then she spent the rest of her afternoon preparing for Sam to return home. That meant applying makeup, at least as much as she had the night before. She might have gone a little heavy on the blusher, but she liked the look of rosy cheeks.

		After wearing her nice blouse all day, especially through what she had done in front of the tv, Abigail decided another outfit was preferable. It did not help that she was horny again. Was this a new normal for her? Then again, if sex was always like what she had experienced the night before, she would not have complained. But there was no way she could expect sex to always be that great.

		Abigail chose to wear the sweater. And with her bigger breasts, she did not bother with a bra or even a tank top or chemise. She simply let the cashmere material stretch around her breasts and rub against her sensitive nipples. That only served to turn her on more, but she knew she looked good. It was rare these days for her to have sex with her husband more than once per week, let alone in consecutive days, but she was too horny to care about that. Sex was definitely on the night’s menu.

		Already wearing her sweater, Abigail paired it with a short black skirt she found in the back of her closet. She vaguely recalled it being part of some costume she had worn to a party, although she could not remember the costume or the party at the moment. However, the skirt fit and it looked good on her, especially when she wore her tall heels from the night before. It was a fantastic outfit and Sam was sure to want her as soon as he saw her.

		Unlike Monday night, this time Abigail did remember to make dinner. However, as she looked through the refrigerator for inspiration, she was faced with the fact that she really did not understand what she needed to do. A cookbook seemed like the easy solution, however, as soon as Abigail opened its pages, she was faced with a slew of numbers and fractions that seemed to jump off the page and swim before her eyes. And that was before she needed to make alterations to account for the fact there were only two people eating and not a family of four or more.

		“Screw it,” Abigail said as she slammed the cookbook shut. “I’ll make something frozen.”

		Abigail had always been someone who enjoyed cooking, even if she was not the best cook in the world. Sam certainly did not complain when he came home to a hot meal every night after a long day of work. He especially appreciated her efforts on night he had to work late, often returning home just before it was time to turn in to start another day. Although they each ate alone on those nights, Abigail always put the leftovers in the refrigerator for him to heat up when he got home. Somehow, those meals were always the most appreciated, because he better recognized the effort she must have gone through.

		Tonight, however, Abigail found herself completely unable to cope with the prospect of cooking anything from scratch. Luckily, they always kept a collection of frozen meals available for emergencies. Technically this was not an emergency, but Abigail did not want to let her forgetfulness the night before become a habit. As it turned out, the directions on the frozen pizza she pulled out was much easier to figure out.

		When Sam arrived home, he was far too enamored with the appearance of his wife to be worried about the fact she had baked a frozen pizza rather than cook a real meal. He could not keep his eyes off the way her sweater hugged her chest or the way her skirt rode up anytime she bent over, giving him a tantalizing view of her legs.

		For her part, Abigail was only partially aware of the effect she was having on her husband. She could sense he was turned on by seeing her, but she was not aware of the way she kept bending over at the waist when her back was turned to him or the way she stuck out her chest when she faced him, forcing her sweater to stretch just a little bit more.

		“Abby, have I ever told you how fantastic you look?” Sam said as he pushed his chair away from the dinner table. After four big slices of pizza, he was full.

		Abigail let out a little giggle. “Not tonight, you haven’t.”

		“Well, you look fantastic. And I mean that. I’m so lucky that you agreed to marry me.”

		Abigail giggled again as she pushed herself to her feet and sashayed around the table until she was standing direction behind her husband. She placed her hands on his shoulders and slowly began to knead his muscles.

		“Does that feel good?” she cooed his ear. “Do you like that?”

		“Oh yes,” Sam groaned. “That’s wonderful. You really know how to use your hands.”

		“Maybe we should move things to the bedroom,” Abigail suggested. “We can have an encore of last night.”

		“I’m gonna need a few minutes,” Sam said with a sigh. “I ate too much.”

		“How about I clean up while you go lie down for a few minutes?” Abigail said. “When I’m done we can give it a go, because I want to feel you inside me again.”

		Sam managed to pick himself up and stumble into the bedroom as Abigail cleared the table. Luckily with a frozen pizza, the cleanup was minimal.

		However, when Abigail entered the bedroom, she found Sam was still not ready.

		“I’m sorry,” Sam said. “My cock is ready, but my stomach isn’t. I can’t be on top like normal.”

		Suddenly an idea formed in Abigail’s mind. She licked her lips as she realized she could enjoy other forms of sex. It did not always have to be Sam on top and her on the bottom with him doing most of the work. There were other opportunities that they were missing out on.

		“Don’t worry,” Abigail cooed as she stepped toward the bed. “I’m sure I can do something about that.”

		Sam could only stare as his wife climbed up on the bed and began to pull out his cock. He was completely dumbfounded when she bent down low and licked his shaft with her tongue.

		In all their time together, Abigail had never sucked his cock. He had suggested it from time to time, but she had always steadfastly refused. There had only ever been one kind of sex in their relationship. It was always missionary position. The idea of oral sex was completely foreign between them.

		And yet, as Sam sat back, he could only watch as his wife began to bob up and down on his cock. Her technique was a little unsteady at first, but as soon as Sam started groaning with pleasure, she seemed to pick up on what he liked and did not like. Before he knew it, he was receiving not just a passable blowjob, but a very good one, maybe even the best he could remember from his pre-Abigail days.

		For Abigail’s part, she was so turned on by her actions that she completely forgot to be horrified. This was not who she was. This was not how she was supposed to act. But the proof was in her actions. She was doing exactly what she had always refused to do before. And what was more, she liked it.

		Abigail quickly discovered she liked the taste of Sam’ cock. What was more, she loved having so much control over his pleasure. She loved being able to give him pleasure so freely. It felt good to give him such a gift, even when she received nothing in return.

		“I’m getting close,” Sam said as Abigail’s ministrations drove him toward orgasm. He loved everything about what she was doing, but he also knew this was an unlikely first. He did not want to surprise her by suddenly cumming in her mouth. He needed to warn her.

		However, Abigail did not stop. She kept going. Even as his balls began to ripple in preparation to blow his load, she continued to bob and suck. She was lost in her own actions, unable to stop, unwilling to stop. She almost felt like she was in a trance again, with her body acting of its own accord, leaving her mind to simply enjoy the thoughtlessness that it found itself in.

		“I’m cumming,” Sam groaned as pleasure flowed through him.

		His cock surged with his seed, shooting rope after sticky rope into Abigail’s waiting mouth. She swallowed as quickly as she could, but the load quickly overwhelmed her. Two rivulets of cum escaped the corners of her lips and flowed down her chin as she continued to suck and swallow, working until Sam had been sucked dry of every drop of cum.

		“Wow,” Sam said when Abigail finally came up for air. He had never seen his wife act this way. He would have been worried about her if he had not felt so good himself. And there definitely did not seem to be anything wrong with her. She looked just like her normal self, except she had dressed up a bit, putting on makeup and a sexy outfit that made her look amazing. Sam was already thinking about making the suggestion that she not go back to work. If her being home during the day led to such amazing sex, he definitely wanted more.

		“That was…” Abigail said before she got distracted by wiping up the cum that had escaped her lips with her fingers and then sucking them clean. “That was fun. And tasty. I didn’t know cum tasted so good.”

		“Neither did I,” Sam said, unsure how to respond. It was not like he had tasted his own cum before.

		“Well, it is,” Abigail declared. “At least your cum is tasty.”

		Sam was not about to argue with that. He was not about to say anything that might dissuade her from doing that again.

		“Do you think you might be ready to go soon?” she asked, already thinking about how good it would feel for him to fuck her now. He might even last longer on his second attempt.

		“You sucked me dry,” Sam lamented as he sank back against the pillows. “I’m gonna need a few hours at least, I think.”

		Abigail gave a look that was a mix of disappointment and confusion. Sam had never seen her look like that. It seemed this was a night of many firsts.

		“I’m gonna go take a shower, I guess,” she finally said. “Before bed.”

		Sam could only watch as his wife entered the bathroom and started the shower. He had no idea that this was her third shower of the day, although given how much makeup she was wearing, at the very least, she needed to clean off her face before going to bed.

		Oddly, Abigail never fully came out of her sex-related trance. The hot water only served to deepen her relaxation. However, when she stepped out of the shower and began to dry her body, she was unable to stop herself as her body demanded release. Without even thinking about it, she started humping her towel against the edge of the countertop. She rode the towel hard, bucking her hips as she drove herself to orgasm.

		When it came, it was nothing compared to the night before. She bit her lip to keep from disturbing Sam. A part of her did not want him to know that she had been masturbating. Another part was did not want him to be embarrassed that he had been unable to please his wife. Of course, she blamed herself for the latter part. It had been her cooking, or lack thereof, that had led him to filling up on pizza.

		When Abigail climbed into bed that night, she snuggled up close to her husband and let his warmth fill her. These last two days might not have been normal, but she had certainly enjoyed herself and she guessed Sam had enjoyed himself as well.
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		Wednesday

		

		Wednesday started much like Tuesday did. Abigail woke up alone. She stretched lazily in bed for a while before she got up to start her day. And like the day before, she took her time, eating breakfast and cleaning up around the house.

		As she dressed herself that morning, Abigail did not even bother with trying one of her bras. Looking down at her chest, she could see that she was once again bigger. There was no way her old bras would fit anymore.

		Not that she seemed to need a bra anyway. Abigail stood in front of the mirror for a while, admiring her breasts. They were not only bigger, but perkier and rounder too. She bounced up and down on her toes a few times, watching how they moved. The jiggle that had been there once was gone, replaced by a bounding, a result of the added mass.

		They looked good though. Abigail had to admit to that. She liked how they looked on her frame. They stood out, but they were not so big that they dominated her figure entirely. And after pulling on a stretchy tank top, Abigail was impressed with how feminine they made her look.

		And just like Tuesday, after a small lunch, Abigail once again found herself in the car driving toward the hotel. She drove past the hotel, parked in front of the movie theater, and walked inside.

		“Three days in a row,” the clerk said as Abigail walked in. “You’re on a streak now. More popcorn?”

		“Yes, please,” Abigail said. “The big one.”

		The clerk started filling an extra-large bucket with popcorn. “By the way, I like your makeup. It’s really bold.”

		“Um, thanks,” Abigail said. She had not actually paid attention to her makeup process, but as she licked her lips, she could tell she had used a heavy coat of lipstick. Maybe she had gone a little strong for a short errand in the middle of the day, but it was no matter. And Sam would certainly enjoy it when he got home. Although she vaguely remembered that he would be late tonight. But that was fine. She could think of plenty of things to do to keep herself occupied until he came home and fucked her.

		“Butter?” the clerk asked.

		“How much is two squirts?” Abigail found herself asking.

		“It’s an extra 50 cents.”

		“Two squirts then.”

		Abigail could not understand why she did it. She knew the extra butter ran counter to her desire to eat healthy and get in shape, but she simply could not stop herself. And she did not even need to buy the popcorn, but again, she was unable to stop herself. She did it without thinking.

		There was a package on the doorstep when Abigail arrived home. She juggled the tub of popcorn, making sure not to spill any, as she bent over to pick up the package. The box was relatively small, but it had some decent weight to it. She wondered what it was.

		It was easiest to unload her arms onto the coffee table when she walked into the house, kicking the door shut behind her. Without even thinking, Abigail turned on the television as she started to open the package. She had turned it on just in time for Clowning Around to start.

		However, Abigail only had one eye on the show as she focused on opening the strange package. She certainly did not recognize the company it had shipped from. Opening the lid, she saw something long and pink wrapped in plastic. It took her a moment to recognize the phallic shape and the accompanying batteries.

		“Who the fuck sent me a vibrator?” Abigail nearly screamed as she stood up in disgust. She had never owned a sex toy in her life and she had no plans to start owning one now.

		Abigail’s mind flitted to all the different people who might have ordered the vibrator and sent it to her, never once remembering that she had been the one to place the order at the conclusion of Tuesday’s Clowning Around episode. She could only hope Sam was behind it and even then, she planned to give him a piece of her mind when he got home. He should have known better. Yes, they had expanded their sex routines, but that did not mean she was willing to use a sex toy.

		However, Abigail’s rage quickly died down as more and more of her attention was drawn toward the tv in front of her. Before she knew what she was doing, she was pushing her pants and panties down to her ankles and sitting back down on the couch. She even broke open the vibrator, loading its batteries, and turning it on as she sank deeper into her circus show trance.

		Abigail spent the next hour happily playing with her vibrator, munching on buttery popcorn that left her fingers slick and well-lubricated, and letting her mind turn to cotton candy. This time, unlike Tuesday, Abigail came. She did not back off when she neared orgasm. She pushed straight through, holding the long slick vibrator inside of her, stimulating her G-spot as she simultaneously rubbed her clit with her free hand. Over and over, she came again and again, each time falling deeper into the circus show stimulating trance.

		When the announcer signed off at the end of the hour-long program, urging everyone to tune in for the fourth episode on Thursday, Abigail came hard. Her whole body buzzed with orgasmic energy as her trance was released, letting her fully enjoy every moment of her latest orgasm and the subsequent orgasmic high that left her looking like she was still in her trance.

		“Wow,” Abigail said as she finally came down from her climax. She remembered nothing of the past hour. However, looking down, she still had the vibrator buried deep in her pussy. And as much as that should have bothered her, she did not react to it beyond turning it off and slowly withdrawing it from inside of her.

		Abigail’s pussy felt empty as she set the toy aside. “Just got to get a cock in me,” she murmured to herself, not even realizing she had said anything. The idea of Sam coming home and fucking her filled her head. It was a pleasurable fantasy, one that she could surely make happen if she worked for it a little.

		Cleaning up after the latest episode of Clowning Around felt effortless. She did not question the now empty bucket of popcorn. She did not question the fact she had just been masturbating with a vibrator she could not remember ordering. She did not question how she had once again awoken to find her pants and panties around her ankles. And she did not question her need to take another shower to clean off the butter and her quickly drying juices.

		“Why am I so horny all the time now?” Abigail asked herself as she stood under the hot spray in the shower. The steam helped to clear her head, making it feel less like it was full of cotton candy, although she could not make the feeling go away entirely. Of course, she had no answer to her question. She only had the reality that she was indeed horny. And if the past few days were any indication, it was a condition that was only getting stronger. The tingle she had felt Monday now felt like an itch that she always wanted to scratch.

		It was pure luck that Abigail managed to finish her shower and dry off without pleasuring herself again. She attributed it to will power, but that had become debatable.

		After deciding that her stretchy tank top was still clean enough to continue wearing, she decided that her pants were wrong for the occasion. What the occasion was exactly, she could not begin to guess. However, finding a nice skirt that left much of her legs bare seemed to be the perfect solution. At the very least, wearing a skirt meant her pussy was much more available. She might not have felt fully with it, but she knew the mistake she had made the night before with Sam. She now knew better to fuck before dinner, rather than wait until after. Of course, tonight, with Sam coming home late, she would have to work extra hard to entice him away from the kitchen and into the bedroom.

		But Sam’ arrival was still hours away. What was Abigail to do until then? Somehow the television did not hold her interest. She could imagine watching the nightly news and either be horrified by the terrible events in the world or completely confused by it all. The world seemed so much more complicated than Abigail remembered it being.

		“I’m gonna read the newspaper,” Abigail announced to herself, now determined to do something that she had always viewed as normal.

		Abigail grabbed the newspaper from that morning off the kitchen table and carried it into the bedroom. She started by reading the headlines on the front page, but none of them interested her. She opened up the paper and started perusing the interior headlines, looking for anything that grabbed her attention. Nothing did.

		“What the hell?” Abigail exclaimed. “What is wrong with me?”

		Determined to read something, she chose an article at random and started to read. It took her several minutes to realize she had read the opening paragraph nearly a dozen times. She simply could not read any further.

		“This is weird,” Abigail said as she started flipping through the pages. “I’ve got to read something.”

		Abigail stopped flipping pages when a cartoon drawing caught her eye. She smiled as she realized she could at least read the comics. That was technically reading, even if it was not the high brow content that filled the rest of the newspaper. Something was better than nothing.

		And so Abigail spent the next several hours slowly reading the comics. One would expect it to only take a short time. There were only two pages to read. However, not even Abigail could recognize that her mind had slowed dramatically over the past several days. To her, it felt normal.

		When Abigail finally finished her reading for the day, she gave a satisfied smile. She felt proud of herself. Despite everything that had been going on, despite her unusually high arousal, she had managed to read the funny section of the newspaper. It was something.

		However, when Abigail glanced at the clock, she realized it was getting late. Sam could be home any minute and she had not even made dinner for herself, let alone him.

		Thinking fast, even for the newly slowed Abigail, she arranged for restaurant delivery. She even thought ahead to arrange for the delivery to be left on the doorstep, without any contact from her or Sam.

		And it was good timing. Just as Abigail hung up the phone, she heard Sam’ car in the driveway. He was home.

		Abigail rushed into the bedroom and quickly shucked off her panties. She was not going to need those anymore. Then she climbed up on the bed, facing away from the door, her ass sticking out as she got on all fours.

		“Abby,” Sam called out as he entered the house. “I’m home.”

		“I’m in the bedroom,” Abigail called back. “I need your help with something.”

		Abigail could hear her husband’s footsteps as he walked through the house toward the bedroom. As he approached, she quickly flipped up the back of her skirt, making sure that she was properly on display.

		“What is…” Sam started to say before he caught sight of Abigail’s naked ass wiggling in his direction.

		“Can you fuck me before dinner?” Abigail asked, unable to fight against her own arousal. Deep down, she knew she needed to fight. She knew she needed to tell Sam everything that she could remember. She needed to tell him that her mind was not working properly. And yet, when faced with the prospect of his cock in her pussy, there was nothing she could do to deny herself. She could fight all she wanted, but it would not matter. Her body had its needs and she could not stop herself from begging her husband to fuck her.

		“I mean…” Sam started to say, but stopped, overcome with conflicting emotions. There was no doubt he wanted to fuck his wife. And he had always wanted to try doggy style with her. But even he had to admit she was acting strangely this week.

		However, Sam quickly put his concerns aside. Seeing his wife present herself to him like that did more for his cock than almost any porn flick could. Without saying a word he stepped forward as he unbuckled his belt.

		“Yay,” Abigail cheered as she heard the sound of her husband’s belt and pants hitting the floor. She gave her ass an extra wiggle in celebration.

		However, that celebration only lasted until Sam grabbed her by the hips and steadied her ass. He climbed up on the bed behind her, his cock already throbbing.

		“You want me to fuck you like this?” he asked. “You want me to fuck you from behind.”

		Abigail nodded her head, biting her lip as she anticipated the pleasure her husband was about to bestow upon her.

		“Yes,” Abigail moaned as Sam pushed his cock into her wet and waiting pussy. This was what she needed. She had felt so empty since she finished watching her show, since she had removed the vibrator. As the cock inside of her seemed to push her thoughts out of her head, she could think of no reason why she should not always have something inside of her, whether it was a cock or a toy. Her pussy needed filling, always.

		It turned out that neither of them were slated to last long. Sam was overcome by the chance to finally move away from the vanilla missionary position that had defined their lives together and became far too excited too quickly. He lasted all of five minutes.

		However, that was more than enough time for Abigail. Even the sex of Monday night had paled in comparison to what she now felt. Sam had never filled her pussy quite so well. He reached places she did not even know could be reached. And as his cock surged with cum, her pussy spasmed as they reached climax together.

		Abigail’s arms gave out, leaving her face planted in the bed covers as Sam filled her pussy with his seed. Her whole body vibrated with orgasmic ecstasy, leaving her little more than a puddle of woman on the bed.

		It took Sam a few minutes to recover. All the while Abigail remained planted on the bed, the only change being that she managed to turn her head to the side so that she could breathe more easily.

		“So, about dinner?” Sam finally asked, his stomach grumbling.

		“On the doorstep,” Abigail mumbled. She had no idea if the food had arrived yet. She had lost all sense of time. Time had been fucked out of her.

		Sam pulled his clothes back on and stumbled out of the bedroom in search of food. Abigail continued to sit there, her ass still sticking up and pointed toward the bedroom door. She felt too good to move.

		However, Abigail’s stomach finally started to rumble. She was hungry too, only lasting longer because of the big tub of popcorn she had eaten. But before she felt comfortable leaving the bedroom, she needed to make herself look presentable first. That meant fixing her makeup, which had definitely gotten smudged when her face had been planted in the bed covers. The duvet would need washing soon.

		Just before Abigail left the bedroom, she wrapped her robe around her. She could not determine why she did it, but wearing just a tank top and skirt left more skin exposed than she was used to. It made sense to add another layer for warmth.

		“Good call on getting delivery,” Sam said as he ate. “And you even fixed your makeup. Abby, you are too good for me sometimes. It seems like everyday I am left counting my blessing at having married you.”

		Abigail smiled as she sat down. Admittedly, she had not considered fixing her makeup as something she would do for him. She just felt like she needed to look her best and that meant a heavy layer of makeup. It seemed natural. Did she not do that before?

		Her thoughts felt like a jumble. Her slow mind did not help matters. It was difficult to tell what was real and what was false in her mind. However, the smell of food quickly distracted her, turning her attention away from using her brain and instead feeding herself.

		As they climbed into bed that night, Sam was completely unaware of all that had happened to his wife thus far. He had been blinded by her actions, her requests for sex, her blowjob skills, to see that his wife was changing. All he could think about was how great this week had been and how much he never wanted it to end. For Abigail, she found her mind to be happily blank. She felt good, so she smiled. And as far as anyone could tell, that was the truth. She was as happy as could be.
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		Thursday

		

		Waking up Thursday morning, Abigail sat there giggling without reason for several minutes as she lazily stretched. She could feel that her breasts were bigger. They were firm and round, standing straight up off her chest. If she had been in the mood to think about it, she would have assumed she had somehow had surgery, because her breasts were big and fake looking.

		Climbing out of bed, Abigail did not bother with her robe. She walked out of the bedroom wearing a tank top that barely managed to contain her expanded assets and a pair of panties that seemed a bit tighter than they had when she went to bed.

		Not that Abigail really noticed. She was beyond paying attention to such matters now. So much of her life felt like it was on autopilot. She simply needed to act. She did not need to think.

		Although there was one difference, even if Abigail paid it no attention. Looking down, she could no longer see her feet. Her breasts projected off her chest so much that they created a shelf that required a mirror for her to see below them. That is unless she bent over, which she would have been happy to do—from the waist, of course.

		This time, however, when it came time to get ready to go out, Abigail could not stop herself from playing with herself in the shower. She sank back against the wall, one hand going to her big tits, the other hand snaking down between her legs. She giggled as she played, enjoying herself immensely. The idea that she had ever seen masturbation as something bad or unwarranted did not even compute. Abigail was horny, Sam was not around, so she masturbated. That was the extent of her thinking on the subject.

		And considering how primed her body now was for sex, Abigail came easily. She screamed out in pleasure as her first orgasm of the day rocked through her body, acting like an earthquake for her psyche, further fracturing it.

		She came three times in the shower. Afterward, she happily applied her makeup. If her face looked bold on Wednesday, she went even heavier today, adding far more color than most anyone would consider to be appropriate, for daytime or nighttime. But Abigail did not notice this. Instead, she saw her makeup as a positive, making her look better than ever.

		When it came time to dress, Abigail’s choice of outfits was limited. Her breasts were simply too big for almost anything she owned. She was running out of stretchy tops that were still clean. However, even though her mind was definitely slipping into mindless bliss, she still had the creative skills to piece together an outfit that she could wear outside without getting picked up by the police for indecent exposure.

		The blouse could not close over her tits. That was physically impossible. However, if she buttoned every button that she could below her tits, her nipples would at least remain hidden from view, assuming she did not lean too far forward. But if she did that, it probably would have been because Sam has his cock in her pussy and then everything would be fine. Getting a cock in her always made everything perfect.

		With her frequent play breaks, as she came to call them, Abigail took a bit longer to get ready to go out than she had the previous three days. There was no time for house cleaning and she made no attempts at reading the comics in the newspaper that Sam had left on the table for her. He had no idea that she could not read more than the comics anymore.

		This time, however, Abigail was not surprised when she found herself driving to the movie theater. At least she had remembered to put on a pair of shorts to make the trip. She had nearly walked out of the house with just her blouse and a pair of panties.

		“Holy shit,” the clerk said unprofessionally as soon as she caught sight of Abigail.

		Abigail just giggled at the clerk’s reaction as she pointed up at the big tub of popcorn on the wall. The clerk knew the drill, but she could not contain her surprise at Abigail’s outfit and makeup.

		“Three squirts, please,” Abigail said in a cutesy voice before she broke out into another fit of giggles.

		The clerk did as she was told, but she shook her head as she did it.

		“Can I say something?” the clerk finally asked as she rang up Abigail’s purchase. “That outfit, your makeup, it makes you look like a whore. I just wanted to warn you. I don’t know if this is some sort of joke or you lost a bet, but I’m just gonna say it. You look like a whore, especially with your tits hanging out of your top.”

		Abigail just shrugged her shoulders, which nearly caused a button on her blouse to pop off. Then she giggled again before handing over her money and taking the tub of popcorn back to her car. The clerk was just left shaking her head, unable to understand what had become of the nice woman she had met on Monday.

		Back at home, Abigail found she had a few extra minutes before the next episode of Clowning Around started. That gave her a chance to simply pull off her shorts and panties, along with her blouse, tossing them onto the bed before she took her usual spot on the couch, her vibrator at the ready. She did not need clothes while watching tv. They would only get in the way as she further turned her mind into cotton candy and made her body a perfect receptacle for cock.

		However, for what amounted to possibly as little as s split second, Abigail looked down at her body, getting a face full of cleavage. A combination of fear and disgust welled up inside of her, her previous values taking hold once again. This was not her. This was not who she was supposed to be. This was not who she wanted to be. Something was wrong. Something was drastically wrong. Abigail wanted to call out for help, but she knew she was alone. And what would a neighbor be able to do for her? She doubted even medical science could explain what had happened to her body and her mind.

		Abigail was about to get up in search of clothes to cover herself when Clowning Around started. As soon as the now familiar theme music began to play, she froze and stared straight ahead at the tv. It was too late. The fear and disgust she had felt moments earlier had been erased, replaced instead with complete and utter emptiness. She felt only the tranquility that mindlessness could bring.

		As Abigail watched the program, she played with herself, using the vibrator in her pussy, but also taking the time to buzz her nipples, getting them extra hard from the attention. All the while she continued to snack on the extra buttery popcorn, making her fingers slick to aid them as they slid across her bare skin, teasing herself.

		And that was all Abigail did. She teased herself. There were no orgasms. She did everything she could to push herself over the edge, but every time she got close, her hands slowed down, they moved to another part of her body, or she reached out and stuffed another handful of popcorn into her mouth.

		When the hour was finally over, the announcer appeared on the screen. “Thank you for watching another delicious hour of Clowning Around. Join us tomorrow for the final episode. And don’t forget to buy your special outfit. Only then can you cum.”

		Abigail wiped her dominant hand clean on her thigh, trying to clean off the butter so that she could pick up her phone. Her fingers danced across the screen, almost as if they had been programmed how to behave. She navigated to the clothing she had been instructed to buy, once again selecting overnight shipping. And the moment she submitted her order, her body convulsed in orgasm. Her body shook to its very core as her whole body filled with a torrent of orgasmic energy, wave after wave of pleasure shooting through her body, lighting up every nerve, every fiber of her body with pure orgasmic ecstasy.

		Her body could not control such overwhelming pleasure. She sank back into the couch, one hand on her phone, the other buried in her pussy, closing her eyes and falling asleep.

		When Abigail awoke, she felt disoriented. Her mind did not feel as foggy as she had felt earlier in the day. Her body felt like it was less on autopilot. However, at the same time, she was less concerned about the radical changes that had taken place to her body. She looked down at her bulging breasts and simply smiled, as if she had always had big round tits.

		Abigail looked around the room, finding herself sitting on the couch. The television was still on, but it only showed static. She leaned forward and turned it off. Then she pushed herself to her feet and started cleaning up after herself. The popcorn bucket went into the trash. Her vibrator needed cleaning. She also changed the batteries, having used it a lot over the past day. She had the sense that the batteries were wearing down. Luckily, she had spares.

		Then Abigail climbed into the shower and washed herself off, cleaning her face and washing off all the butter that she had wiped across her body. None of this bothered her. In fact, it seemed oddly normal, as if this was how she was supposed to spend her days. It was a strange mix of lucidity and brainwashed normalcy. She felt like a functional adult again, even if she was one with big tits and a libido that never quit. But that felt normal now.

		This time, when Abigail climbed out of the shower and had dried off her body, she did not bother to put clothes on. They did not fit very well anyway. Her robe was much more comfortable and it gave herself easy access to her pussy. That was important. There was no telling when the need to masturbate would strike.

		However, her arousal, at least for now, seemed muted. She did not feel the incessant need to cum over and over again or to have her husband’s cock buried in her pussy. Sure, both of those things would be nice, but they were not necessary to her survival as they had felt at times in the past.

		Abigail sat down at the kitchen table and picked up the newspaper. She did not bother to look at the headlines. There was no point. Instead, she went straight to the comics, looking for something to laugh at and entertain her until it was time for dinner.

		“Huh,” Abigail noted as she looked at the first comic. She could see the pictures just fine, but she had the sudden realization that she could not read the words. “Why can’t I read?”

		It was an important question. The once intelligent and normal woman now found herself no longer able to read the written word. She moved to the next comic and found the same thing. She could look at the pictures, some of which were funny, but she could not read the captions or the dialogue. She was now illiterate.

		Sitting there, it took some time for that fact to fully sink in. However, after a few minutes, a sense of dread reappeared. It was finally sinking in that she could no longer read. It was finally sinking in that this was wrong. It was finally sinking in that she needed help.

		“I’m so fucked,” Abigail said, realizing her plight. It was language she would not have used, had trained herself not to use, but it was too apt a description of her situation. “I gotta call Sam.”

		Abigail reached out for her phone, ready to dial her husband, when a sudden surge of arousal struck. It felt like her whole body was on fire. Her hands shot to her pussy, easily sliding between the folds of her robe, finding her honey pot wet and waiting. She giggled as she began to play, unable to stop herself.

		That was the end of Abigail’s attempts at getting help. Her mind filled with cotton candy again and she played with herself incessantly, unable to stop herself. She managed several pauses, one to grab her vibrator, another to sneak a little food into her system, and still another to relocate to the bedroom, but she always had one hand between her legs. It was only through sexual stimulation that she could keep the fire at bay, that she did not go absolutely mad with lust.

		When Sam arrived home late that night, he knew Abigail was likely already in bed. His work had taken several hours longer than he had intended, but it could not be helped. He poked his head into the bedroom to see his wife bundled up under the covers, already sound asleep. He closed the bedroom door and headed to the kitchen for a late night snack. He just counted himself lucky that his extra hours would mean he could leave work early on Friday.

		Little did Sam know that Abigail had fallen asleep masturbating less than half an hour before he had arrived home. The batteries in her vibrator, which was still snuggly fitted in her pussy, had run out only 15 minutes before. He was entirely unaware of the day his wife had experienced or the woman that she had become.
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		Friday

		

		Abigail woke up with her hands between her legs, already pumping the dead vibrator in and out of her pussy. She was giggling too. That had become her new default state. If in doubt, giggle. She came three times before she managed to collect herself enough to climb out of bed. Her pussy felt empty when she removed the vibrator, but it could not be helped.

		In the shower, Abigail once again discovered her tits had grown again. They were like two balloons stuffed inside her chest. And as big and fake as they were, Abigail loved them. She could barely keep herself from running her hands over them, paying special attention to her perpetually hard nipples. Abigail’s ass had rounded out a bit as well. It was not nearly as big as her tits, but the added growth certainly helped balance out her proportions.

		Of course, given the continued growth, none of the clothing Abigail owned would fit her anymore. Even her panties would be stretched to the breaking point to accommodate her ass. She might have been able to manage a bikini, but she did not own one, never feeling confident enough in her body to showcase it in such a blatant manner.

		The only clothing that still fit was Abigail’s robe, but even in her muddled state, she was aware that she could not go out wearing a robe. And that was especially true given her predisposition to masturbate. It was so easy to slide her fingers beneath her robe and to start playing with herself. She still had a modicum of self respect.

		Luckily, just as Abigail had finished toweling off after her shower, she heard the doorbell ring. She pulled her robe back on as she tip-toed through the house, not even noticing how her heels did not want to touch the ground. It just felt natural. Even with tying the robe tight around her to answer the door, Abigail could not hide her gaping cleavage. Her tits were just that big. Not even her robe could hide them any longer.

		Opening the door, Abigail stood there, looking out at the street, confused. There was no one there. For a moment she wondered if she had heard the doorbell at all. Had she just imagined it? She could not remember. However, just before she moved to shut the door, she looked down to find a package resting on the doorstep.

		“Oh, goodie,” Abigail cooed before she broke out into a fit of giggles. She had no recollection of ordering anything, but she was not going to be upset about receiving a package.

		As soon as Abigail was safely inside the house again, she let her robe fall open, giving her tits some extra air. Her body was too hot to keep wrapped up in a robe forever. She needed to figure out what to do about clothes. She needed to go to the movie theater for more popcorn before watching the final episode of Clowning Around.

		Opening the box, Abigail let out a happy squeal at seeing the outfit that had been sent to her. The multicolored tube dress would stretch perfectly around her balloon tits and the short petticoat ruffled skirt would make it easy to just flip up the back and let Sam’s cock slip into her. There was even a pair of matching heels to go with it. The outfit was perfect.

		However, despite the outfit find, it still took Abigail almost an hour before she was ready to go out. Her makeup took a while. She applied it heavily, turning herself into a sexy clown parody. The new outfit and heels only emphasized that impression. And in Abigail’s mind, that was perfect. She loved her outfit and she loved her makeup.

		Just before she walked out of the house to head to the theater for her popcorn fix, Abigail reached out in front of her and bopped her tits with her hands. Her nipples hardened, pressing out against the fabric of her dress, the top of which barely managed to keep her covered. Abigail giggled as she imagined her dress slipping down and flashing her tits as she walked down the street. She knew that was wrong, but she could not help but find that image hot.

		“What the fuck?” the clerk said as Abigail minced into the movie theater lobby, her big tits bounding with each step, barely contained by her dress. Her skirt was short enough that bending over would have revealed her lack of panties.

		Abigail giggled at the clerk’s reaction. She took the surprise and confusion as a compliment. She knew she looked hot and completely fuckable. That was what mattered.

		The young clerk did not need telling what Abigail was going to order. She simply grabbed the extra-large popcorn tub and started to fill it. She even added the extra butter without being prompted. All she could do was shake her head at Abigail’s appearance.

		“Thanks, so much,” Abigail cooed as she made her purchase. “I’m just so horny. I can’t wait to get home with this popcorn.”

		The clerk could only stand and stare as Abigail carried her popcorn out of the theater. She could not understand what had happened to the woman who seemed so normal at the start of the week. None of it made sense. The only positive the clerk could find in the whole situation was how happy Abigail seemed. She looked genuinely pleased with herself. And the clerk could not fault her for that, even if everything else about her screamed dumb and slutty. And that did not even include the makeup. The clerk simply could not understand that, but then she remembered she was not paid enough to worry about stuff like that. She had done her job and Abigail had left as a happy customer. Nothing else mattered in the big picture for the clerk.

		Back at home, Abigail sat down and turned on the tv just as the opening theme song to Clowning Around began. She dug in and started eating her popcorn while her free hand played with her pussy. The shortness of her skirt made it so easy. As for her mind, she quickly slipped into a trance to receive her final programming. Abigail would never be the same again.

		“I’m home,” Sam called out as soon as he walked in the door. The credits to the final episode of Clowning Around had just finished rolling. He saw his wife sitting on the couch, her legs spread wide apart, her fingers running circles over her clit.

		“Abby, um, wow,” Sam said as she got a good look at his wife. His first thought was how she made her breasts look so big and round. But when his cock responded, growing hard at the sight of her big balloon tits, he lost interest in wondering how they looked that way and simply decided to enjoy the view. He was even willing to avoid judgment of her makeup choices, thinking her makeup had been applied far too heavily.

		“Giggles,” she said in reply.

		“What was that, Abby?” Sam asked, not sure he heard her correctly.

		“Giggles,” she repeated. “Name is Giggles.”

		“Um okay,” Sam said as she slowly approached his wife. “I can call you Giggles if you want. Is this some kind of game? I got off work early.”

		Giggles turned to Sam and smiled. She saw the bulge in his pants. That was what she needed. She needed cock. Fingers could work in a pinch, but what she really needed was to get stuffed with man meat.

		“Horny,” she said as she reached her hands up to her tits. She pinched her nipples as she said, “Honk, honk.”

		Sam could not believe what his eyes and ears were telling him, but he also found himself more turned on than he had ever been before. In a flash he was pulling off his pants. Giggles climbed up on the couch, bracing herself against the arm rest as she presented her ass to her husband, her skirt lifting up and revealing her soaking wet pussy.

		Giggles let out a long and loud moan as Sam entered her from behind. This was what she had needed. This was all that she needed. She needed cock. She always needed cock.

		Seeing the obvious pleasure his wife was in, Sam did not worry about taking it slow and steady. He started fucking her with wild abandon, his rhythm erratic, but his thrusts fast and forceful. At that rate, neither of them would last long.

		When Sam finally came, he held himself inside her pussy as he flooded her channel with his cum. She screamed out in orgasm, her body fully primed to enjoy it with every fiber of her being. Her vision turned white as her nipples rubbed against the armrest through the thin fabric of her dress, sending further sparks of orgasmic energy coursing through her body.

		“Holy fuck,” Sam said as she finally collapsed beside his wife, his chest still heaving from the exertion. However, he fully planned to do more of that once he recovered. His mind was already planning a sexy weekend together, not unlike their honeymoon in frequency.

		However, Giggles was thinking about other things. Her mind had been fully filled with cotton candy. There was no returning to the Abigail she had once been. She turned and looked at Sam’ deflating cock and pouted, knowing that it could be a long time before he was ready to go again. And Giggles could simply not wait that long. She needed more cock and if Sam could not provide it, she would need to go out and get it herself.

		Sam could only watch as Giggles sat up and readjusted her dress, making sure that it barely kept her nipples covered, letting it sit as low as possible across her big balloons. She found a napkin to wipe up the bit of spilt cum on her thigh. She took a long sniff of it, loving the smell of cum mixed with butter. It reminded her of the circus.

		Once Giggles was satisfied with her appearance, she practically skipped toward the door. She looked back over her shoulder at the man who had once been her husband. She no longer recognized him as that, however. Now he was just another man with a cock. But there were other men and other cocks in the world. And it was her job to fuck them, using any part of her body that could be desired, whether that was her wet little pussy, her lovely mouth, her tight ass, or even her balloon tits.

		Giggles stepped out the door and into the bright sunlight. She blinked her eyes as they adjusted to the brightness. Then she smiled. Her past life as a wife and working woman was behind her. Now she was a circus slut, little more than a sexy clown who was meant for fucking.

		Looking around, Giggles saw other women like her, stepping out onto the street with a hungry look in their eyes. They were dressed much as she was, wearing thick clown-like makeup and sexy colorful outfits that showed off their sexy bodies and made it clear that they, like Giggles, could barely form a coherent thought.

		Off to her right, Giggles saw a man. He was a neighbor, a terminal bachelor who Abigail had at least been friendly with. Giggles licked her lips as she stepped down off the doorstep and made a beeline toward the man. He had a cock. That was what mattered. Other women like Giggles saw the man too, but she was closest. She would win.

		“Horny,” Giggles said as she approached the man. “Fuck Giggles.”

		The man could only stare at the approaching Giggles, his eyes fixated on her tits. She reached up and pinched her nipples. “Honk, honk,” she said.

		The man did not understand what was happening, but he recognized his good fortune. He quickly wrapped an arm around Giggles’ shoulder and guided her toward his house. He was about to make both of them very happy before sending her on her way again.

		As for Giggles, all she knew was she had more cock coming to her. That was what mattered. She was made for sex and sex was what she was going to have until another opportunity presented itself. She was a circus slut and that was all that mattered.
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		Saturday

		

		“G entleman,” the man sitting at the head of the conference table said. “Clowning Around has been a total success.”

		Each man at the table, a dozen in all, raised glasses of champagne to celebrate their success. They were tv executives, but not the normal tv executives that ran the major production companies. These were men on a mission, using the television medium for one thing and one thing only.

		“The data is still coming in, but a single week of episodes has turned more women than I can count into sex-crazed bimbos with a circus fetish,” the man continued. “We are all to be commended for our fantastic work on getting this project off the ground and past the censors.”

		“The censors were easy,” came the voice of another man. “They just had to watch the first episode and they were hooked.”

		“What ever happened to the censors anyway?” asked another man.

		“Who do you think is sucking your dick right now?” the man at the head of the table countered.

		Sitting below the table in front of each man, was a big-breasted bimbo with extreme makeup, eagerly sucking on a cock. There were 12 censors for the 12 men, a perfect result for everyone.

		“And they’ll stay this way forever?” asked still another man.

		“These bimbos got converted months ago,” answered the man at the head of the table. “I don’t think they’ll be anything other than bimbos for the rest of their lives. And they’re damn happy as bimbos, isn’t that right Sweetums?”

		The man at the head of the table looked down into his lap. The woman who had her lips wrapped around his cock nodded her head. She loved being a bimbo.

		“And how is collection coming along?” the man asked.

		“Recovery of the assets is coming along nicely,” answered a man at the far end of the table. “We should have the majority of them collected and headed toward processing centers by the end of the weekend. There will of course be a few stragglers, but my team is continuing to search them out and facilitate recovery.”

		“Terrific,” the leader replied. “Everything is going to plan. Now, after the success of Clowning Around, what do we want to make next? There are more women in this world to turn into bimbos. It will take time, but we’ll get them all eventually. We just have to find the right programming.”

		The men huddled together and started brainstorming their next hit miniseries. They all very much enjoyed their jobs.
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