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“W hat do you mean you lost my luggage?” Emily almost screamed. The clerk behind the desk was apologetic, but there was nothing he could do to make her suitcase magically appear. 

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but there’s nothing I can do. Your suitcase somehow did not make it on the plane. It must still be at your point of departure.” 

This was supposed to be a perfect week. She and Conrad had just gotten married and now they were on their honeymoon. Through the generosity of their family and friends, it was supposed to be an ideal vacation, with nothing to worry about other than if she wanted to lay out on the beach by the ocean or stay in for some adult fun. They were newlyweds and such things were to be expected. 

However, this trip was more than just an all-inclusive resort stay. The cost had included a private jet to the island paradise where they were to spend their week and someone constantly on-call to attend to their every need. It could be the middle of the night and they still had personalized service for late night cravings or directions for the best beach to take a midnight stroll on without getting hurt or lost. 

“This must be what it feels like to be rich,” Emily had told her husband on the flight to the island. At the time, she had been sipping champagne and watching the brilliant blue ocean below through the window. 

But those feelings of being special had now disappeared, replaced with anger and despondency. This was not how she imagined her honeymoon would be. 

“It will be all right, dear,” Conrad said, trying to comfort his wife. He then turned to the resort clerk, hoping they could come to a solution for the problem. “Is there something you can do until her luggage arrives or until the week is done? We don’t want to be stuck like this all week.” 

“Yes, of course,” the clerk said. “We actually have several sets of clothing for people when this sort of thing happens. Or you can buy new clothes at the resort clothing boutique.” 

“I’ll take the borrowed clothes,” Emily blurted out. She was used to making do, often forgetting that Conrad came from a decent amount of money. He could have easily bought her new clothes for the week if he so desired, although the resort clothing boutique was probably more expensive than he would want to pay. That was what Emily told herself, at least. 

Conrad and Emily definitely came from different economic worlds. Emily had grown up on the poorer end of the spectrum. She had never gone hungry, but there were many times when she had been unable to have the toys she wanted, because they were too expensive. Conrad, on the other hand, had never been wanting. And that was unlikely to change now that he was working at a prestigious law firm that paid a sizable salary, more than enough for two people to live on with lots of money to spare. 

The resort clerk ducked into the backroom and returned a moment later with a suitcase. It was bright pink, which Emily wanted to turn down for being too girly, but she knew she could not be choosy. 

“Here you go,” the clerk said. “And don’t worry about the items inside. 

They have all been professionally cleaned since they were last worn. Most were items past guests have left behind after their stays with us.” 

Emily nodded her head, trying to imagine why he felt the need to spell that out. But then it dawned on her. There was likely underwear in there. And there was no way she was going to wear someone else’s dirty underwear. It was bad enough to think that she might end up wearing underwear someone else had already worn. But in this case, she had few choices. 

Once the pink suitcase was handed over, the clerk pulled out their room keys for their stay. They had an entire beachside villa for the week, giving them plenty of room and fantastic views. 

“Would you like someone to take your bags to your villa?” 

“No, that’s all right,” Emily said quickly. “We can manage.” She spoke up so quickly, because she knew Conrad would welcome the help. However, she just wanted some alone time with the man she loved. They might have come from different worlds economically, but they were still very much in love. 

Nothing could tear them apart. 

Although there were a few friction points in their relationship. Conrad had dropped numerous hints that he wanted Emily to quit her job now that they were married. Emily, however, had other ideas. She disliked the idea of becoming a housewife, or worse, a trophy wife. She was no trophy and she was not going to be kept at home, barefoot and pregnant. She had every intention of returning to work after her honeymoon and continuing to advance in the business of insurance. It wasn’t a flashy job, but she was good at it. 

“Very well, ma’am,” the clerk said before he pointed them in the right direction for their villa. 

The walk was not long. However, it gave them both a chance to see a bit of the resort that they would be staying at for the whole week. The weather was warm and the sun was shining. It was not even that humid, which was something Emily had feared for this trip. Her chestnut hair had a tendency to turn overly frizzy when it got humid. When that happened, it was an instant bad hair day. 

“Holy shit,” Emily said as they stepped inside the villa for the first time. The open floor plan meant there was almost always a view of the ocean. And what a view it was. The sun reflected off the deep blue sea in a way that Emily had never really believed was possible. She had seen such scenes in magazines and on the internet, but she had always assumed there was some sort of photo manipulation going on with those photos. She had never thought she would see such a sight in person. 

“Only the best for my wife,” Conrad said as he came up behind Emily and pulled her toward him. He was a head taller than her, able to place his chin on the top of her head, his arms wrapped around her middle, holding her close, as they both gazed out toward the ocean. 

Emily shuddered with pleasure at Conrad’s words. Life with Conrad was good. And now that they were married, she was certain it would only get better. 

“I’m going to unpack my temporary suitcase to see what clothes fit me,” 

Emily announced. She was happy that the resort had provided for her when it was clearly their fault that her suitcase went missing, but she was still

mad about it. And there was no doubt who was at fault, because the resort owned the private jet they had flown in on. 

Emily wheeled the pink suitcase into the bedroom, which also looked out onto the beach and ocean. The view might have been even better from the bedroom than it did from the rest of the villa. Then again, Emily had little doubt that they would be spending more time in the bedroom than guests who were not newlyweds. There was a lot of sex to be had and this trip was a celebration of their nuptials

The case was reasonably light, which meant it wasn’t jam-packed with clothing. Emily figured she would need to wear items multiple times. The provided clothing could not make up for the large suitcase she had packed that had gone missing. Emily lifted the borrowed suitcase up onto the bed and unzipped it. Then she threw back the lid and nearly gasped at what she saw inside. 

“No fucking way,” she said as she reached in, trying to find anything she could possibly consider wearing. There were actually a lot of clothes in the suitcase, but they were all skimpy and of a size that likely would not fit her. 

The tops were all cropped and would barely cover her, but they were also designed for a woman who was considerably bigger. Emily was not a chesty woman. She did not have big boobs to stretch a top to obscene degrees. She was relatively flat, sometimes able to avoid wearing a bra all together. 

Emily sighed once she started to come down from her disgust at the clothing options presented to her. She could at least find something to wear before they made their way to the clothing boutique. Although she doubted they would have a lot of clothing for everyday use. They probably specialized in swimwear or skimpy island-themed clothing that was similar to what was provided to her by the resort. It probably came from the same stock. 

But that could all wait. Emily wasn’t in the mood to unpack further. She had seen what options she had and they seemed far too limited in her opinion. Although she admitted she might feel differently after getting a few drinks in her. Sex, booze, and great views were all to be expected during her week in paradise. 

“Hey, Emily, I made you a drink,” Conrad called out as he walked into the

bedroom. However, Emily was in the process of exiting the bedroom at the same time. The newlyweds collided and both drinks Conrad had been holding splashed all over Emily. The red mixer in the drinks soaked into her clothes, ruining them. Even her underwear got wet. 

“Ugh,” Emily grunted, the red liquid dripping down her body, further soaking into her white tank top and cotton shorts she had worn on the plane. 

“I’m so sorry.” Conrad’s apology was genuine. It had been an accident. 

Even Emily knew that. However, her ruined clothing meant she would be changing into the borrowed clothing sooner than anticipated. She had thought she could last until tomorrow. But the present was as good a time as any. 

“I’m taking a shower,” Emily announced as she stomped away, leaving a trail of spilled beverage behind her. 

“I’ll clean up the mess I made,” Conrad called after her, knowing he needed to do his part to fix the situation. This was definitely not how he imagined their honeymoon would start. He wanted this week to be perfect for the two of them, but the rocky beginning did not bode well for perfection. Still, all was not lost. There were still seven more days to enjoy before they needed to return to civilization and get on with their lives. 

As Emily showered, Conrad considered how he might broach the topic of Emily’s future as a working woman. He really wanted her to quit her job and just focus on their home and their relationship. And he had hoped that a week of lying in the sun and more sex than she could imagine might help to understand the kind of life she could have now that they were married. 

He just wanted her to be happy, knowing that she would make a great housewife. 

By the time Emily stepped out of the shower, Conrad had finished cleaning up the mess she had left behind in the bedroom. It seemed the only fabric the drinks touched was her clothes. The flooring was made of some sort of wood. Emily had no idea what kind, but that did not matter. At least the damage was limited. She just hated that it happened to her one pair of clothes that actually belonged to her. 

“I guess I’m going to be wearing the skimpy clothes sooner than I thought,” 

Emily said to herself as she stepped toward the bed and the pink suitcase that she had left sitting there. 

Pink. That was Emily’s first issue with her situation. The suitcase was pink. 

She supposed it made sense, since it made it easier for the resort personnel to pick which suitcase was which, depending on the gender of the guest who needed to borrow clothes. Pink was a pretty standard representation for women, even if Emily had always disliked the color, finding it to be overly feminine. Emily was all woman, but she had never felt the need to wrap herself in specific colors to further announce her gender. 

As Emily pawed through the suitcase, looking for underwear to wear, she found a small white thong. The small amount of fabric was enough to make her want to throw it back. Not that Emily was unfamiliar with thong underwear. She owned several pairs herself, having even packed a few of them for occasions during the trip when she wanted to feel extra sexy. That was usually what they did for her. Even if no one ever saw them, knowing she was wearing them gave her a sexy boost she would not have had otherwise. 

However, as much as Emily wanted to throw the thong back into the case and try to find another pair of underwear that might fit her, she found herself stalling. The little white thong remained in her hands, her fingers unwilling to let it go. 

“Well, maybe I could stand to feel a little sexy tonight, after all that has happened today,” Emily reasoned with herself. Pushing the envelope a little might help her get out of the rut she currently felt that she was in. She realized it might help to get out of her comfort zone. 

And therefore, rather than drop the thong back into the suitcase, she reached down and began to slide the panties up her legs until they were snug on her hips. This thong was not the sort that sat high on her waist. It rested low on her hips, barely covering her, her dark pubic hair sticking out in front. 

“Hmm, that won’t do,” Emily said, trying to decide if she should try to trim things down there or find panties that gave her more coverage. 

But before Emily could make her decision, she saw that her pubic hair started to disappear. She stood there blinking, looking down at her crotch, not understanding what she was seeing. It did not seem possible. Hair did not just disappear like that. She pulled at the waistband and looked at what now lay beneath. Except the view she was now greeted with was completely bare. All of her hair down there had disappeared. 

Little did Emily realize at the moment, but it was not just her pubic hair that disappeared. All the little hairs across her body, outside of her eyebrows, eyelashes and the hair on top of her head, had all disappeared. 

Her skin was completely smooth with the added sensitivity that came just after shaving, only it was a permanent feature to her body. 

“What’s going on?” Emily asked as panic started to well up inside of her. 

She tried pulling the thong back down her legs, but her hands and arms seemed suddenly incapable. In fact, her fingers removed themselves from the waistband entirely, letting the thin fabric snap back into place against her hairless mound. 

Emily turned toward the mirror in the corner of the room to get a better view of what was happening to her. Her eyes opened wide in shock as she watched her legs slowly transform. Emily had been a little bottom heavy, with shorter legs than what was proportional. But from what she could see in the mirror, her legs were growing longer and slimmer. And all of this was confirmed by the sense that she was suddenly taller, looking down on the room more than she had before. 

But it was not just the shape and length of her legs that were transforming. 

The muscle tone was changing too. Before she knew it, she sported sleek and svelte legs, along with a tan that looked like it required hours every week to maintain. Either that or an amazing spray tan routine that looked completely natural. 

Emily was shocked by what she saw, but, for whatever reason, she could not find it in herself to get angry. She knew she should be angry as she watched her body transform, but there was a part of her that saw these changes as positive. They were good, making her look better and, dare she even consider it, sexier. 

But the transformation did not stop with her legs. No, it continued to move up her body, altering her hips, slimming them ever so slightly, but at the same time expanding her rear end, giving her a bubble butt to match her hips. And all the while her magical thong panties, the cause of her transformation, continued to fit her body perfectly, her ass cheeks growing out, unencumbered by the flimsy bit of fabric that covered her. 

And once her ass had filled out to wonderful proportions, making it look like she either visited a surgeon for her results or she hit the genetic lottery that allowed her to achieve such an ample ass through workouts alone, the magic continued its upward trajectory. Emily’s waist pinched in, her midriff becoming just as toned as her legs, giving her a body that was desperate to be shown off in a bikini or other skimpy outfit. A piercing even developed in her belly-button, although no jewelry appeared. The magic of the panties could change her body, but it could not create jewelry out of thin air. 

This whole time, Emily was mesmerized by the changes taking place in her body. She kept turning this way and that, trying to get a full view of everything happening to her. And as she did so, the tan that had developed on her legs continued its northward journey, following the rest of her transformation. And while she could not be certain, it appeared that when the tan moved up from her legs to her waist, there were no tan lines left behind. 

When the magic finally reached Emily’s chest, it became clear that her life with tiny boobs was over. Even if she wanted to hate the changes that had occurred thus far, there was a part of her that had always wanted to see herself with a more prominent chest. She had even considered breast implants in the past, although such flights of fancy never lasted for long. 

Her fear of surgery and how people would talk kept her from ever going through with it. It did not seem like the feminist thing to do. 

In truth, Conrad would have started dropping hints eventually. He loved Emily, but there were still aspects of her that he wished were different. It was not a conscious plan. He did not have devious intentions. But over time, he would have made the suggestion that Emily consider a more thorough makeover than could be conducted at a salon. He had always considered himself a breast man, but he allowed his love for Emily to override his personal preferences. Love was more important. 

However, now they were both getting what they wanted, deep down. Emily could only stand and stare as her chest began to expand, her breasts blowing up like two balloons, projecting off her chest as if they had been bolted on. Her gaze kept transitioning back and forth between looking at her reflection in the mirror and looking down into her blossoming cleavage. 

But her boobs did not just grow a little bit, as probably both Emily and Conrad would have initially preferred. They kept getting bigger and bigger, their weight becoming more and more substantial. And before Emily knew it, she had a pair of tits. There was no way they were natural. She reached up and gently kneaded them with her fingers, testing both their softness and their heft. They were big. There was no doubt of that. And they were heavy. 

Yet, despite the weight, Emily did not feel them that way. If anything, she almost forgot they were there if she closed her eyes and ignored the tactile sensations from her hands on her tits. That was because her back and shoulder muscles were strengthened to compensate for the added weight. By the time her tits had stopped growing, she could move just as well as she had before, if not better, since she could now jiggle her tits with both a bounce or a shimmy of the shoulders. 

“Holy fuck,” Emily said when she opened her eyes and watched her tan flow up over her tits. This was not what she had ever imagined for herself if she had gone through with getting breast implants. These tits were bigger and rounder than she had ever figured they could be. And yet, they also felt surprisingly good, especially as her fingers continued to knead her enhancements. And her nipples felt the best of all, small, but aching to be touched. 

Without even realizing it, Emily was starting to get turned on. There was a heat building up inside of her, centered just below her belly. Had she taken the time to explore her body more thoroughly, she would have discovered her slick folds were ready to accept a cock. Her body was being rebuilt and sex was now at the forefront of her purpose for existence. Each change created by the panties made her look sexier and sluttier. It was as if she was being remade specifically for sex. At least that was how Emily was starting to feel. 

There were few changes that needed to be made to Emily’s arms. They were

already nearly perfect. However, her fingernails were another matter. As a working woman who regularly typed on a computer as part of her job, she kept her nails short. She had gotten her nails done for the wedding, acrylics added just for the day, but those had already come off. Now though, her nails grew out from her fingertips, reaching a glamorous length that belied her role as a working woman. Then again, all the other changes before this would have given the same impression. 

Once Emily was fully tan from the neck down, the magic went to work on the final piece that would forevermore cement Emily as a sexy wife. First, her lips plumped up, gaining an unnatural volume and projection from her face. It was immediately clear that they had been enhanced for the sole purpose of sucking cock. There was no other explanation. And as Emily licked her lips with a tongue that suddenly sported a hole to be filled with another piece of jewelry, she could not help but imagine how much Conrad would enjoy her lips wrapped around his cock. Her mouth even started to water at the thought. 

Next came Emily’s nose. It reshaped itself, slimming down and turning up at the end ever so slightly, giving her an almost doll-like appearance. That appearance only became more clear when her eyes grew bigger, not through shock, but through the magic of the panties. And when her eyelashes grew out thick and full, it was almost difficult to even recognize herself anymore. 

She had started as pretty but a little plain to becoming a vision of lust and sexiness. Even her eyebrows thinned and raised slightly, giving her a slight appearance of confusion or surprise. 

And what a surprise it was. Her whole body was changing and she had no control over the outcome. Even though she had never believed in magic before, Emily knew that this was all because of the thong she wore around her hips. There was no other explanation. This had all started when she had picked the little bit of white fabric up out of the suitcase. From then on, her actions had led to this point, without her ability to stop herself. 

“Oh no,” Emily said as she realized what was about to happen next. 

However, her voice no longer sounded like her own. It had raised almost an octave, giving her an even more feminine sound. But it was not just the pitch of her voice. It sounded softer and almost breathy, making her sound like a sexpot. And with her body changing the way it had, she looked like

one too. 

But Emily was less concerned about her voice as she was about her hair. As the tan reached her hairline, it almost looked like it traveled up into her hair. Except rather than darkening like her skin had, her chestnut colored hair getting even darker, almost turning black, it did the opposite. Emily’s hair lightened in color as it grew out, lengthening and gaining in volume in a way that seemed unnatural as she watched it happen in real time. 

Had Emily’s hair just lightened to a honey or golden blonde, she would have been fine with it. There had been a time, all the way back in college, when she had dyed her hair, choosing to try life as a blonde. The upkeep had been hard and she let it grow out, not even bothering to color it back, but she had enjoyed the color change and would have kept it if the upkeep had been simpler. 

However, her hair continued to lighten until it had turned platinum blonde, lighter than she had ever considered before. And with the added volume and length, she now sported a mane of hair that rivaled the top social media models and influencers. 

Emily let out a sigh when it seemed that her body was done changing. She had to admit she looked good. She stood there, just wearing a tiny pair of thong panties, but she looked incredibly sexy, almost turning herself on just by looking at her reflection. And a glance down into her cleavage did not hurt matters either, although she had no idea how she could live life this way. Her friends would all question what had happened to her, assuming she went away for surgery instead of actually going on a honeymoon. 

But the magic of the panties was not finished with Emily. It had given her the body of a slutty goddess, but she was still the same Emily on the inside that she had been before. And that simply would not do. She could not continue to think of herself in the same way she had before. This Emily had been remade and it needed a new mind to go with the new body. She needed a new engine to match her appearance as a supercar. But unlike with such cars requiring bigger engines, Emily’s new body needed a smaller brain to best live her new life. 

“Oh no,” Emily said as she felt a pink fog descend on her mind. She did not

know how she knew it was pink, but deep down, she knew as her mind clouded over. Her thoughts slowed down as if they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses. But it was not just that her thoughts were slowing down and even disappearing. It was that they were being replaced with other ideas and thoughts, completely changing the way she thought and what she thought about. 

Cock. It was what her brain seemed to focus on. It was the single thing that could hold her attention as her libido shifted into overdrive. She was a horny bimbo and she wanted, no needed, cock. And thankfully, she was now married to a man with a big cock, the kind that a bimbo would drool over. 

With cock on her mind, Emily turned back toward the suitcase and started rummaging around inside of it, looking for the best outfit to seduce Conrad in, introducing him to her new body and her new desires. 

The skirt Emily chose was short and sheer, almost completely see through. 

And that was fine, since she was wearing panties. The new Emily really did not care if someone saw her pussy, either through her clothing or from her skirt riding up, but she still understood that there were standards to maintain. Society was not really built for a woman with Emily’s new proclivities. 

Emily smiled as she pulled on the top she selected. It stretched across her tits deliciously. But it also left much of her chest bare, giving great views of both her cleavage and her under boob. Wearing an outfit like this made it clear what kind of a woman she was. 

There were no shoes in the suitcase, but Emily figured she would spend most of her week barefoot, walking around the villa or out on the beach on her toes. Her heels would rarely touch the ground, her feet and legs best suited for the wearing of high heels. And if she needed anything special to wear, if they went out for a nice dinner at one of the resort’s fancy restaurants, she could always buy new shoes at the resort boutique. She was confident that they would have both shoes and dresses to accommodate her new shape and style. 

However, with her outfit decided upon, there was still the matter of her jewelry. As it turned out, the suitcase also had a zippered pocket filled with

various jewelry to accessorize her outfit. The gold belly-button piece was perfect and would give Conrad something more to look at than just her lips and her tits. 

There was also a stud for her tongue. It was also gold, a common theme among all the jewelry pieces she was borrowing. The gold bracelets, hoop earrings, and belly chain completed the look. Emily had become a jewel, an object to be shown off and admired. 

She was also an object that needed regular access to cock. And with that in mind, Emily sashayed out of the bedroom and into the main room. Her lustful eyes scanned the room, looking for Conrad, but he was not there. 

Panic began to form in the pit of Emily’s stomach, but it disappeared almost as soon as it arrived, her body successfully chasing such negative feelings away. Emily was a bimbo now and negativity had all but been erased from her life. 

However, after a moment of trying to figure out where her husband had disappeared to, Emily spotted Conrad’s leg as he laid out in the shade on the porch that overlooked the beach. He was relaxing while admiring the view. And as Emily stalked outside, her body swaying to a new rhythm that made her tits shimmy and bob and her hips sway deliciously back and forth, she was intent on making Conrad’s view even better. 

“Whoa,” Conrad said when he first saw his new and improved wife. He did not recognize her at first. So much about her body had changed. Even her eyes were different. And yet, despite the clear and drastic changes to her body and mind, he still recognized her, deep down. “Emily, is that you?” 

“It’s me, baby,” Emily cooed as she sat down next to him on the lounger, making sure that he got a full view of her tits. 

Conrad’s eyes nearly bugged out of his head at the sight of her, but no matter what happened, there was no way he was going to deny himself of the beauty before him. She was dressed like a slut, but somehow that seemed completely natural on her new body. His arm reached out and wrapped around her waist, pulling her closer to him. 

Emily giggled at his touch, enjoying his hot hands against her sensitive flesh. 

Her hand absentmindedly moved to his crotch and the tent where his cock

strained against his shorts. Her mouth automatically watered at the thought of it and her pussy practically gushed at the slightest possibility that it might end up inside of her. 

As Conrad sat there with his bimbofied wife carefully rubbing his crotch with her long-nailed fingers, he decided that whatever had happened to Emily could be investigated later. His cock was telling him that if he did not fuck his wife right there and right then, the whole world would fall apart in meaninglessness. Fucking was all that mattered. 

Conrad shifted immediately into action. He grabbed Emily by the hips and easily lifted her up onto his lap. She swung her leg over him so that she was straddling him. Her hands shifted and ran down across his muscular chest as she practically purred in arousal. Her mind had all but shut down already, her actions guided by an animalistic instinct that wanted only one thing, to fuck over and over again. Her conscious brain was not needed for that. Only her body was required as she licked her lips in anticipation. 

As soon as Emily’s hands made it down to Conrad’s belt, she began to unfasten it. Then her fingers deftly moved to opening his pants so that she could free his cock. Conrad only needed to sit there as his wife did all the work. And then once his cock was standing tall, his shaft sticking straight up, his size perfect for her bimbofied body, Emily lifted her skirt and then pulled her panties aside, revealing her hot pink pussy, already dripping wet with arousal. 

“Oh fuck,” the pair moaned in tandem as Emily sank down onto Conrad’s thick shaft. He split her open, stretching her tight little pussy delightfully, her body pulsing with pleasure now that she had what she so clearly needed. 

From there it was a matter of bouncing and grinding on Conrad’s cock. 

Emily’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she fucked her husband. 

His hands came up and grabbed at her tits, mauling them in his hands. And given the way her body was now wired, that simple gesture was enough to drive Emily wild with lust. She let out a long moan as she kept bouncing on her husband’s shaft, her body an object to provide pleasure for her man. 

And in return, she was rewarded with pleasure she could never have imagined before. 

“That’s it,” Conrad groaned as he directed his wife. He had no idea what had happened to her, but he approved of each and every change. He loved the size of her new tits, already bigger than he ever could have gotten her to go if he had been successful in talking her into getting implants. Her lips looked perfectly made for sucking his cock. And overall, her body was the sexiest thing he had ever seen. She was perfect now, in body, in mind, and in soul. She was his to do with as he pleased, his sexy bimbo wife, now and forever. 

Conrad did not bother to tell his wife when he was about to cum. He provided no warning as his cock surged with his seed. He usually did, just out of respect for her. But now he no longer felt the need to notify her of anything. Even though they had barely spoken since she had transformed, he somehow understood how the roles in their relationship had changed. 

And as far as Conrad was concerned they were both going to be very happy from now on. 

“Fuck yes,” Emily practically screamed as they came in tandem, his orgasm like a small explosion that went off inside of her, his cock flooding her pussy with his cum. Her orgasm felt like a wave crashing over her, the pleasure inundating every fiber of her body, leaving her to collapse against him as her body shuddered under the onslaught of erotic energy flowing through her. 

Emily’s orgasm would have been enough to leave any woman wrecked and questioning what she thought she knew about sex. But for her, with her mind already simplified and her body built for just this sort of experience, there was no way she could go back to her old orgasms. Her body knew what it wanted and it needed to feel that pleasure again and again. It was an addiction that she would never be able to quit, her mind and willpower incapable of overcoming the physical need to cum over and over again. 

“I love you,” Conrad said as Emily’s eyes fluttered open following her earth-shaking orgasm. 

“I love you, too,” Emily replied. And it was true. She loved Conrad. She might have loved his cock even more, but that was just because of how perfect it was for her. It was like her body had been remade for Conrad’s cock. It fit inside of her perfectly. And she would soon find that it fit

perfectly in her mouth and her ass as well. But more important than her love of the cock she so craved, she loved the man. 

Emily was a bimbo now and she knew that while she brought love and sexiness into the world, she had her limits. There were things she could no longer do, like count beyond ten or hold her own in an argument. That was where Conrad came in. He would take care of her, keep her out of harm’s way and provide for her. And in return, Emily would do everything in her bimbo power to please him, using her body as it had been designed. 

As the afternoon turned into evening, Emily sat back on Conrad’s lap, his cock still buried inside of her, as they both watched the sun drop toward the horizon, reflecting beautifully off the blue water. Emily could not have been happier. She was serving her purpose. It might not have been her purpose in life before she pulled on that magical pair of panties, but it was her purpose now and she loved how her life had turned out. 

For Conrad, he planned to enjoy this new relationship with his wife. He did not question how it happened, although his analytical mind had already come up with several possibilities. And if there was one thing he was certain of, it was that when their week was over, the pink suitcase and all the clothes Emily had borrowed from the resort would be returned, allowing them to be borrowed again by another woman. He could only hope the clothes had a similar effect on their next wearer, because as far as Conrad was concerned, the world could always use more bimbos. 

Emily would probably agree if he bothered to ask her, but he knew there was no point. She was too much of a bimbo to have an opinion worth listening to. But that was how they both liked it. But for now, they had a full week to enjoy themselves and explore Emily’s sexy body. What came after the week was over was not worth thinking about now. He would deal with the realities of the real world for the both of them, but only after they had enjoyed their honeymoon surprise to the fullest. 
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