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Courtney started her Monday as she did every day. She
looked at her phone to see what the new day brought on her Keep
Calm app. Always interested in British retro culture, Courtney had
become enamored with the “Keep Calm and Carry On” posters from
World War II and their more recent parodies, to the point that she
had purchased an app for her phone that brought her a new version
everyday.

Courtney followed her routine daily, no matter the
day of the week, not unlike she did as a child when she would start
her mornings by tearing away the daily calendar to see what the new
day’s joke or comic would be. In that same vein, Courtney clicked
the Keep Calm app icon and waited for the program to load. When she
first saw the app in the app store, she was hesitant about
purchasing it, thinking that it was impossible to have enough
versions to even fill out a year. She had been using the app for
over a year and she had never seen a repeat.

Courtney smiled when she read the latest poster,
“KEEP CALM AND BE A GOOD GIRL.” She could not describe it, but
reading that made her feel all gooey inside, not unlike the feeling
when there was something her husband, Aaron, did that made her
melt. Courtney hit the like button, a new feature from the latest
update that was supposed to tailor the messages to the user’s
personal preferences.

The rest of Courtney’s day went entirely normally.
She went into the office, where she was a middle manager for the
human resources department of a technology firm. However, Courtney
slowly began to notice throughout the day, when she was faced with
a decision, she always made the choice a good girl would. When
driving, she followed the rules of the road to the letter. At work,
Courtney found herself waiting on her boss, getting him coffee,
helping him with his projects, even at the expense of her own work,
and in general trying to please him.

At home, Courtney’s behavior continued. She had never
been much of a cook, but she felt a need to please Aaron by cooking
him dinner. On the way home, Courtney stopped at the grocery store
and purchased all the ingredients she was going to need for the
meal she had quickly planned out before she left the office.

Aaron arrived home an hour after Courtney to the
delicious smells of a home cooked meal wafting into the foyer from
the kitchen down the hall. “Courtney?” Aaron called out, slightly
concerned at what he was witnessing. The one thing that was missing
from their marriage was a cook, as neither of them seemed
particularly interested in learning. There were about ten
restaurants that they routinely ordered takeout from on a rotating
basis. Aaron had been expecting to be calling out for Italian.

“Oh, hi honey,” Courtney said happily as she poked
her head around the corner from the kitchen. “I decided to make
dinner tonight. I hope you don’t mind.”

“No, that’s great, just unexpected. Are you wearing
an apron?”

“Yeah, I didn’t want to get anything on my clothes,
so I bought one at the store when I was getting all of the
ingredients for tonight on my way home.”

“What are you making?” Aaron asked curiously.

“It’s a surprise. Why don’t you change out of that
suit and then relax in the living room while I finish up here.
Dinner should be ready in about twenty minutes.”

“If you say so.”

Aaron could not help but smile to himself as he
walked into their bedroom to change. This was so unlike Courtney
that he was almost worried that she was doing this to preemptively
make up for something. Aaron shook that thought from his head, not
wanting to take this gift for granted. He only hoped that whatever
Courtney was making came out all right.

Right on cue, twenty minutes after Aaron arrived
home, Courtney called him to dinner. Aaron walked into the kitchen
expecting to eat there at the kitchen table where they always did,
saving the dining room for special occasions. Other than the signs
of something having been cooked, the kitchen was empty.

“You coming, honey?” Courtney asked, poking her head
into the kitchen from the dining room.

“Yeah, I’m coming,” Aaron responded in confusion.

Aaron entered the dining room and was shocked to see
the spread before him. The table was covered in food, far more than
the two of them could eat in one sitting. What was more, however,
was the tablecloth and lit candles decorating the table. It was
what Aaron had imagined married life would be like after watching
Leave it to Beaver as a kid.

“Have a seat,” Courtney said to the staring Aaron.
“You must be hungry after a long day at work.”

Still slightly perturbed by his wife’s behavior,
Aaron ate mostly in silence. Courtney tried to ask him about his
day but gave up after she only got single word answers in reply,
deciding that he was not in the mood to talk about work. However,
Aaron did have to admit that dinner was surprisingly good. If
Courtney decided to cook like that more often, he certainly would
not complain.

The rest of the evening consisted of Courtney
cleaning and doing anything that she could to help her husband
relax. On most nights, the couple spent their time watching some
documentary that Courtney had picked out and insisted they watch.
Instead, Aaron found himself enjoying watching a basketball game
and drinking a beer.

As the two got ready for bed that night, Aaron tried
to find out what had come over his previously modern wife and why
she was suddenly acting like June Cleaver.

“Is something wrong, dear?” Aaron asked as they
climbed into bed.

“No, why do you ask?”

“Well, you’ve been acting strangely this evening is
all. I mean dinner was delicious and it was great to get to watch
the game, but you’ve never shown any inclination toward the
domestic before.”

Courtney sat up and thought about what Aaron had
said. She had to admit, it was odd the way she had been acting, but
it had felt good. Courtney began to realize that her actions had
come from a compulsion to be a good wife, which seemed a natural
extension to being a good girl.

“I guess I just wanted to be a good wife for you. Is
that a problem?”

“No, it was just unexpected.

It was unexpected, Courtney thought to herself. She
started going backwards through her day and began to notice the
pattern in her behavior. When she made it all the way back to the
morning, she realized that she had been following the directions
from the app. Seeing where her behavior probably originated,
Courtney was able to snap out of her good wife train of thought and
back to her normal self.

“Well don’t get too used to it,” she said in her
usual sarcastic and sassy tone.

“I won’t,” Aaron said with a chuckle. “Well, good
night.”

“Good night.”

Courtney woke up the next morning earlier than
normal. She had always been a natural riser and never needed an
alarm clock. Normally, Courtney would have rolled over and gone
back to sleep to catch an extra couple zzz’s. However, this time
she found herself wide awake and ready to start her day.

As always, Courtney began by checking her Keep Calm
app, only it did not update with a new poster. It still read “KEEP
CALM AND BE A GOOD GIRL.” Courtney, feeling disappointed with the
failings of the app, got up and padded down to the kitchen to begin
making herself breakfast.

Half an hour later, Aaron woke up to the sound of
sizzling bacon. Intrigued by his wife’s continued odd behavior, he
walked down stairs and joined her in the kitchen.

“Honey, what are you doing?” Aaron asked amused at
Courtney’s frantic breakfast preparations.

“I don’t know. I woke up early and suddenly felt the
urge to make breakfast.”

“I didn’t even know we had bacon or eggs in the
house.”

“Oh, I picked them up yesterday when I was at the
store. I hope you don’t mind, but I made you some too.”

“Well, at least it smells good.”

Courtney smiled at her husband. It was unclear if she
had picked up on the sarcastic edge that Aaron had added to his
last comment.

After a delicious breakfast, Courtney’s day went much
like the previous. She found herself doting on her boss at work,
this time completely ignoring her own work. He eventually had to
shoo her away and back to her desk, telling her that he had a
secretary to take care of him. Courtney had been disappointed at
being told off, but she made sure to follow her boss’s instructions
perfectly. She finished her previously neglected work in record
time.

Courtney was tired when she arrived home that
evening, more groceries in tow. Again, Aaron arrived home to the
smells and sounds of his wife cooking. Over dinner, he finally
decided they needed to talk about her recent behavior.

“It’s time to come clean, Courtney. You need to tell
me what’s going on.”

“We’re eating dinner,” Courtney replied naively.

Aaron slammed his hand down on the table.

“Come on, Courtney,” Aaron said, raising his voice in
aggravation. “This is totally unlike you. I want you to tell me why
you’re acting this way.”

Courtney sat there for a moment thinking, her fork
part way to her mouth with a bite of chicken. Aaron watched her
impatiently.

“Um, I don’t know exactly. It’s like there’s this
compulsion inside of me, telling me I need to do all these
things.”

“Are you hearing voices?” Aaron asked, suddenly
concerned with his wife’s mental health.

“Oh no. No, no, no. Nothing like that. It’s just that
doing all these things, like cooking and cleaning, they’re making
me feel good. You know, like, inside.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. It’s hard to describe, but it feels good
playing the role of a good wife for you. I know I’ve never been
very domestic before, but I’m finding I enjoy it. I’m sure it’s
just a phase, but I think I might keep doing this for a while, if
you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. I don’t think there’s ever been a man
who complained that his wife wanted to cook and clean for him.”

“Good. So you’re not going to have me committed to a
mental institution?”

“At least not yet. Maybe if your sudden cooking
ability drops off.”

Courtney smiled at Aaron’s joke as they continued
their dinner.

The rest of the week went much the same as the first
two days for Courtney. At home, her meals kept getting more
elaborate and tastier, according to Aaron. Meanwhile, at work, her
boss kept having to tell her to get back to her own work, as she
could not seem to stop herself from acting as his secretary. On
Friday, he seemed to have finally reached his breaking point,
calling her into his office to find some way to reprimand her.

“I just don’t know what I’m going to do with you
Courtney,” her boss said as he rubbed his temples with both hands.
“Tiff is about ready to quit because of you. If it weren’t for the
fact that you’re still doing good work with your regular job, I
would consider firing you.”

Courtney looked concerned, but she stayed silent, not
wanting to interrupt.

“As it stands,” he continued, “I’m giving Tiff next
week off. I hate to have to bring in a temp, but she’s really
frazzled after having to deal with you all week.”

“I could fill in for her,” Courtney interjected,
surprising her boss and herself at the idea.

“But you have your own job to do.”

“I can take some vacation time.”

“You want to take vacation time so that you can work
as my secretary?” her boss asked in complete shock. The fact it
sounded completely ludicrous, but Courtney was serious in her
offer.

“Yeah. I have some mandatory time off coming up
anyways and I already know your system pretty well. That way you
won’t have to break in a new temp for a week and we save the
company some money.”

Her boss thought about Courtney’s offer, still unable
to believe that he was even considering it, but he had to admit
that she was right. It was smart business sense, although, he was
sure there was something in her contract that would prevent it.

“All right. Let’s say that I am tentatively agreeing
to your proposal. I need to check on a few things, but at this
point, assume that you are coming in on Monday as my
secretary.”

“Thank you sir.”

As soon as Courtney left his office, he went down to
the file room and pulled out her contract. Surprisingly, her little
ploy was completely legal. He smiled to himself about how smoothly
the next week would end up being.


Courtney’s good girl routine continued through the
weekend. Each day she checked her phone to find the daily poster
had not changed. Courtney was no longer surprised, nor
disappointed, by the lack of change, but that did not stop her from
checking the app anyway.

On the following Monday, however, Courtney did find
herself shocked. She woke up at her new earlier wakeup time so that
she could make Aaron breakfast. Checking her phone as usual, she
was surprised to see that the poster had finally changed. This time
it read, “KEEP CALM AND SMILE.” And that is exactly what Courtney
did, she smiled.

Aaron was too preoccupied with getting ready for work
to notice the broad smile spread across Courtney’s face. She did
not mind. In fact, Courtney found she liked to smile. Smiling just
made the day a little more bright and it did wonders for her mood.
Even the most mundane and even painful tasks suddenly became
fun.

Courtney’s day at the office began half an hour
before her boss arrived. She sat down at Tiffany’s desk and began
to prepare everything for his arrival. Just minutes before her boss
was due to arrive, she went to the break room and poured him a cup
of coffee so that it would be ready for him when he sat down at his
desk.

“Good morning, sir,” Courtney said, greeting her boss
with a wide smile. “I have collected all of your correspondence in
your in-box and there is a fresh cup of coffee on your desk waiting
for you. If you need anything else from me, do not hesitate to
ask.”

“Thank you, Courtney. I’ll let you know if I need
anything.”

Courtney was too focused on smiling and trying to
please her boss to notice the slightly perturbed look on his face.
He just did not understand her recent change in behavior. Tiffany
had never been as organized as Courtney was. He only hoped
Courtney’s organization would last the week.

The day went splendidly for Courtney. She was almost
surprised with herself in how much fun she was having being a
secretary. And her smile almost seemed to be infectious. Even the
HR people, who were always crabby, seemed more pleasant after
conversations with Courtney.

“Wow, you look happy,” Aaron said when he arrived
home to see Courtney setting the table, still wearing her
ever-present smile.

“Thanks, honey. I feel good today.”

Courtney had wanted to tell Aaron about what she was
doing at work, but she suddenly felt ashamed at the fact she was
using her vacation time to work as her boss’s secretary. She
decided it would be best to tell him some other time and to instead
focus on being happy and being a good wife for her husband.


Tuesday morning, Courtney awoke naturally as always
to begin preparing breakfast for Aaron and herself. First, however,
she performed her morning ritual. After last week, Courtney
expected the app to be the same as Monday and tell her to smile.
She was surprised when it had a new message. “KEEP CALM AND DON’T
WORRY,” it read.

Courtney’s smile grew as she let the new words wash
over her and through her brain. Almost immediately she could feel
her stress levels go down. What was she going to fix for dinner
that night? It did not matter at the moment. How would she explain
her role for the week at work to Aaron? She would know when the
time was right to tell him and it was no use worrying about it
until then.

Work went much the same way as Monday, except during
her lunch break, instead of watching the noon news on the small
television in the break room, Courtney found herself reading a
trashy romance novel she found in Tiffany’s desk. It was much more
fun than watching the news. The news would have only made her
worry, and Courtney did not want to worry about anything.

Throughout the rest of the week, Courtney fell into a
consistent routine that left her feeling happy at the end of each
day. She knew she was being a good secretary at work and she knew
she was being a good wife at home. Better yet there was not a
single moment that Courtney was not smiling. Aaron had noticed and
at one point he found himself amused to wake up in the middle of
the night to see her sleeping with her lips turned up into a
grin.

Courtney’s stress levels continued to drop as she
found herself each day worrying less and less. Both Wednesday and
Thursday’s messages on her app had stayed the same, instructing her
not to worry. At one point Courtney felt a little awkward when
Aaron asked her a political question at the dinner table and she
had no idea what he was talking about.

“I don’t know, honey,” she said sweetly. “What do you
think?”

Asking what other people think, especially Aaron and
her boss, was becoming more commonplace. She respected both men
greatly and figured it would be easier to not worry and let them
make hard decisions. There was a small part of Courtney that hated
giving up her decision making to other people, but it was just so
much easier and less stressful to not have to worry.


When Friday came along, Courtney was smiling despite
the fact she was disappointed that her time as a secretary was at
an end. It had been a fun week. Actually, it had been her most
enjoyable experience ever as a working woman. If only it did not
need to come to an end. Tiffany would be back on Monday to resume
her position.

At the end of the day, Courtney was called into her
boss’ office. She had been expecting to meet with him to discuss
resuming her normal responsibilities. However, she was pleasantly
surprised when her boss had other topics to talk about.

“You’ve done great this week, Courtney,” he said as
Courtney sat across the desk from him with a smile. “Just between
you and me, you were far and away better than Tiff ever was. I’m
almost sad to see her come back.”

“Thank you, sir,” Courtney responded cheerfully. “I’m
glad I could help. I enjoyed this week very much.”

“I’m glad to hear that, because I have a proposition
for you.”

“Yes, sir?”

“How would you like to become my personal assistant?
The budget for our department has increased and we now have the
funds for me to have a personal assistant.”

“Yes, sir. That sounds fantastic. What would my
duties include?”

“You would take care of my schedule and all of my
personal business needs. Basically, it’s like being my secretary,
except you wouldn’t need to do any of the typing and filing that
you’ve had to do for the past week.”

“When would I start?”

“How does Monday sound?”

“Perfect, sir.”

“Good. Our first task will be finding your
replacement for your old position. I’ll need your help filtering
and interviewing candidates. Oh and don’t worry about pay. I’m
going to call your new position a lateral move, so you will be able
to keep the same salary and benefits from your old gig.”

“Thank you, sir. Is there anything else I can do for
you today?”

“No, but thank you Courtney. I’m looking forward to
working more closely with you. You can head home a little early
today.”

“Thank you, sir. I will see you on Monday.”

Courtney got up and walked out of her boss’ office.
She felt relieved that he had set everything up so that she could
keep her same salary. She had not been worrying about it before he
mentioned it, but she still felt relieved. She would have accepted
the position even if it had come with a cut in pay. She was just
glad she did not need to explain that to Aaron.

Courtney might not have so quickly accepted the new
position if it had not been for her app. After three days working
hard to not worry, she had woken up to a new message, “KEEP CALM
AND SAY YES.” It was a simple message, but she was finding it
almost impossible to say no.

Aaron had asked if she wanted to go out to dinner
when he got home from work. Courtney had wanted to say no, because
she had a special and elaborate meal in mind. She said yes. There
was a fleeting moment when that fact concerned her, but it quickly
went away. She did not want to worry.

It was a very happy and slightly drunk Courtney that
arrived home after eating out with her husband. He had treated her
to the best restaurant in town. The waiter kept asking if she would
like another glass of wine throughout dinner and Courtney found
herself incapable of saying no. Aaron had finally needed to cut her
off after three glasses when she had agreed to a fourth.

Back at home, Courtney was still feeling pretty
tipsy. Walking up the walk to their front door, she hung on to
Aaron’s arm as tight as she could. It felt good to let Aaron lead
her. She did not have to worry about where she was going or what
was going to happen. Aaron was there to take care of her.

Of course it helped that holding onto his strong arm
and pressing her body against his was turning her on. Courtney
could not help but feel a growing wetness between her legs and a
heat in her belly growing almost exponentially. She had already
decided to make the rest of Aaron’s night special.


Courtney woke up Saturday morning with a monster of a
headache. She was not a big drinker, so three full glasses of wine
was more than enough to give her a hangover. Still, Courtney made
it a point to not worry about how she felt. Worrying did not do
anything for her.

After walking into the bathroom to take something for
her head, Courtney checked her Keep Calm app for the day’s message.
She practically forgot her headache as she excitedly jumped for joy
at seeing a new message. It read, “KEEP CALM AND GIGGLE.”

Courtney did not completely understand what the app
wanted of her, but she did not worry about it. She knew she would
follow its directions when the time came. She always had
before.

“Hey babe,” Aaron said as Courtney walked back into
the bedroom. He was still lying there, the covers having fallen
away revealing much of his well muscled chest. “How about some
pancakes for breakfast?”

“Sure thing, honey,” Courtney replied. She was out of
pancake mix, but that did not bother her. She could make some from
scratch.

The opportunity to find out what the app meant when
it said to giggle did not come for several hours. In fact, it was
lunch time when Courtney got a glimpse of what her future looked
like. Aaron had been telling her a story while she made him lunch.
It was some benign little story about a coworker. Courtney was not
giving it her complete attention as she was focused on making his
lunch.

At the end of his joke, Aaron laughed. Normally,
Courtney would have joined in, no matter how funny the story really
was, especially now that she was working hard to be a good wife.
Except this time she did not exactly laugh. She giggled
instead.

Courtney was shocked. She had not giggled since she
was a little girl. Courtney quickly finished making Aaron his
lunch, practically dropping it in front of him as he took his seat
at the table before she ran off into their bedroom.

“What was that?” Courtney asked her reflection in her
vanity mirror.

She stared at herself for several moments, searching
her mind for an answer. Her earlier giggle had interrupted her calm
that she had built up over the last week. It was the first time her
compulsive behavior had scared her.

Courtney giggled again when she realized she was
talking to herself.

“You did it again,” she scolded herself, not
realizing that she punctuated her statement with another
giggle.

Courtney continued to stand there looking at her
reflection, studying it for some clue.

“So what if I giggled?” she suddenly asked herself,
the part of her that did not want to worry taking prominence. “It’s
not like I’m not allowed to giggle.”

Courtney cleared her head, pushing her worries out of
her mind. She giggled.

“Ooh, that was a good one,” she told her reflection.
“It felt really good too. I think I like giggling.” Courtney
punctuated her decision with another giggle. She had decided that
she liked giggling. It made her feel light and happy. Giggling went
well with her recent cheerful and worry free attitude.

The rest of the day Courtney practiced her giggling.
Aaron gave her several odd glances at various times, likely when
her giggling did not exactly match up with what he thought was
funny. He, however, did not realize that Courtney had decided that
giggling was a good way of showing other people that she was not
worried about life and as a way to defer decision making to others.
It was surprisingly effective.


Courtney awoke bright and early Sunday morning. She
had already planned out a great big brunch for Aaron. She let him
asleep in bed so that she could have everything ready for when he
woke.

As always, Courtney started by checking her phone.
She practically jumped with glee when she saw there was a new set
of instructions for her to follow, “KEEP CALM AND WEAR MAKEUP.” It
did not matter that Courtney always liked to wear a little bit of
makeup. Her features were less than colorful so she had long ago
formed a habit adding some artificial color in the form of lipstick
among other items.

However, now that Courtney had a new set of
instructions, she felt compelled to put on her makeup before she
started making Aaron’s brunch. This in and of itself was not a
problem, but she was already thinking about the fact that her
makeup choices and supplies were quite limited. Courtney knew she
would be making a trip to the mall in the afternoon to stock up for
the week ahead in her new role.

It was a heavily made up face, at least in comparison
to normal, that greeted Aaron when he emerged from the bedroom,
drawn forth by the delicious smells of Courtney’s cooking. His eyes
widened in shock at the sight of her. Aaron could not believe his
eyes at the vision in an apron standing before him. There was a
certain amount of tasteful elegance in Courtney’s look, with her
bright red lipstick and slightly more subdued tones of blush and
eye shadow. Her lips looked especially delicious, to the point
where his first actions upon entering the kitchen was to kiss his
wife. Courtney definitely liked the attention she got and looked
forward to experimenting with her look.

On Monday morning, Courtney found herself running
into the office to make sure she was there on time. It would have
looked very poor to be late for her first day as her boss’ personal
assistant. Her near tardiness was caused by one important factor.
Courtney now had to wake up even earlier so that she would have
time to put her makeup on. This was exacerbated by the fact that
she had stayed up far too late the night before watching makeup
tutorial videos. They were much needed to hide the bags under her
eyes. The added time for that was what did it.

Courtney gave a big sigh of relief when she got into
the office and found she had still beaten her boss there. She used
her extra few minutes to get him a cup of coffee and collect his
mail from the weekend. He walked in just as she was finishing
sorting his mail. He was stunned to see the vision before him as
she beamed up at him, her face subtly but still brightly painted.
She had worked hard to play up the fullness of her lips and her
high cheekbones, and her boss certainly spent his first few moments
that morning appreciating it.

“Good morning, sir,” Courtney said cheerfully. “I
hope you had a good weekend. I’m very excited to begin our work
together.”

“Good morning, Courtney. I too am looking forward to
this. Is that coffee?”

Courtney’s boss pointed to the steaming mug sitting
on the desk. He too seemed to need an extra boost. Courtney had
sucked down three cups to help her get started with her day. She
was on the verge of getting the jitters, but she found herself
deliriously happy at being such a good assistant. The extra
caffeine simply helped her smile more.

After a long day working in her new position,
Courtney was very glad to be home. She had felt a little
disappointed with herself for serving leftovers for dinner, but she
had spent so much of the last two weeks cooking, the remaining food
desperately needed eating before it went bad. Aaron did not seem to
mind, which was a relief for Courtney.

As Courtney was getting ready for bed, cleaning her
makeup off her face and the like, she spent some time looking at
herself in the mirror. She could not help but notice how different
she was compared to what she had been like before she started
listening to her Keep Calm app.

“What are you doing to yourself?” she asked her
reflection. “Why are you suddenly listening to some phone app,
letting it tell you what to do?” Courtney could not seem to find a
satisfactory answer, but the longer she stood there looking at her
reflection, the more she decided that she really did like the
changes she had made in herself. She was more relaxed and plainly
happier than she had ever been before. Yes, the changes had come
quickly, but she was enjoying herself as she tried to conform to
the demands of each day’s instructions.

The rest of the week went much the same as Monday
had. Courtney finally adapted her schedule to accommodate the
longer times it took to prepare herself each morning. For the next
three days, the message from her app had remained the same. She
took that to mean she needed to wear more and more makeup, applying
it more and more heavily. By Thursday, Courtney’s face was flawless
and she loved it. She knew that she would never leave the house
again without completely doing up her face. Looking right was just
too important.


On Friday, Courtney’s instructions changed. This time
the app read, “KEEP CALM AND WEAR SEXY UNDERWEAR.” Courtney
immediately began to dig through her dresser looking for the
sexiest underwear she had. This proved to be difficult as she had
never been one to wear sexy underwear before, generally choosing
simple cotton pieces over anything fancy. After several minutes of
searching, she eventually found the lingerie Aaron had bought her
for their first wedding anniversary. She had worn it that once and
never since.

Courtney pulled the black lace thong up her legs. She
had never particularly liked wearing thongs, as they always felt
awkward to her, but now, she could not imagine ever going back to
wearing the bikini style panties she had been wearing before. Next
came the matching push up bra. It enclosed and lifted Courtney’s
breasts beautifully, making it look like she was significantly
bigger than she really was. Courtney suddenly felt proud of her
body for the first time that she could remember. She would not have
been surprised if she received catcalls on her way to work.

“Courtney, could you come in here for a minute?” her
boss said through the intercom.

Courtney complied immediately, not wanting to keep
her boss waiting. As she walked into his office, she felt him look
her body over. She was sure he knew what she was wearing underneath
her suit. She felt completely exposed with her risque underwear
choices, but she loved it. She already had plans to stop at the
mall over the weekend and completely overhaul her lingerie
collection. She was sure Aaron would approve of her spending money
on that.

“Yes, sir, what can I do for you?” Courtney asked
with her ruby red lips forming a smile.

“I just wanted to tell you that I’ve been told that
our department just had the most successful week ever and I wanted
to personally thank you.”

“Well, thank you for the compliment, sir. I’m glad I
could contribute.”

“Since we’re ahead of schedule this week, why don’t I
let you cut out early today. Treat yourself to some shopping or
whatever it is you like to do with your free time.”

“Thank you, sir. I know just what to do. I’ll see you
Monday.”

Courtney could barely contain her joy as she left her
boss’ office. She had wanted to go shopping, and now she had the
time. Courtney did not even bother going home first, instead
driving directly to the mall. Victoria’s Secret would not know what
hit them.

Later that day, back at home, Courtney was busy
putting away all of her new lingerie. She had gone a bit over
board, she had to admit, but she found herself almost unable to
stop once she got started. Everything would have been fine if
Courtney had been able to stop herself at simply replacing her bras
and panties. However, she had not stopped, instead going farther by
purchasing all sorts of other items. Having the right stockings for
every occasion suddenly seemed important. That meant buying
matching garter belts. Finally, Courtney found herself buying a
corset. She had no interest in changing her figure with it, but she
wanted to be prepared just in case she needed it.

In an effort to soften the news about her shopping
spree to Aaron, Courtney made sure to make the finest meal she
could think of for dinner. By the time he had finished his dessert,
he was too tired and full to care how much she had spent.
Thankfully their combined income was more than enough to absorb the
occasional spending spree.

“Are you wearing a thong?” Aaron asked when Courtney
climbed into bed that night.

“Yes, honey. Why do you ask?”

“I thought you hated those. I don’t think you’ve worn
one since our first wedding anniversary.”

“I changed my mind. Their sexy, don’t you think?”

“Yes, but it’s just different.”

“Different good or different bad?”

“Good, I think.”

“Good,” Courtney said as she kissed her husband good
night.


On Saturday morning, Courtney took her time getting
up, deciding it best to sleep in and try to catch up on the sleep
she missed earlier in the week. Aaron did not seem to mind, as he
too took his time before getting up. When Courtney offered to make
him breakfast, he turned her down.

“I just want a bowl of cereal,” he told her.

Courtney was a little disappointed that Aaron did not
want her to cook for him, but she did appreciate the break.
Instead, she took the time to check the Keep Calm app. With her
spending spree the day before, Courtney had a feeling that she had
purchased enough new lingerie to get to the next set of
instructions. She was right.

“KEEP CALM AND GET YOUR HAIR STYLED,” Courtney read
out loud. Her simple hair style no longer seemed adequate. Courtney
had already made up her mind to make an appointment at a salon as
soon as possible. That is, after she had satisfactorily make up her
face.

Courtney was about to call for an appointment with
her usual stylist at a low priced salon. However, as she was about
to dial, she realized that she needed more. Courtney had never paid
very much attention to her hair, but now it seemed much more
important. Her regular stylist just would not do.

Courtney turned to her phone, looking for other
salons in town, ones that were a bit more upscale. Of course there
were hundreds listed in her search, but there was only one that
stood out as acceptable. Courtney called and set up an appointment
for later that day, getting lucky that there had been a
cancellation.

“Hi there,” said the bubbly receptionist. “Welcome to
Fabulous Style.”

“Hello, I have an appointment. My name’s Courtney. I
called this morning.”

“Oh yes, that’s right. Just take a seat and Mario
will be out in a moment for you.”

Courtney took her seat. When Mario came out to get
her, she was impressed with his own style. He was flamboyant in
appearance and she knew he would take very good care of her styling
needs.

“Hey honey,” Courtney said when she finally got home.
Aaron was sitting on the couch watching a baseball game.

“Hey babe,” Aaron started to say before he turned and
looked at his wife. “Oh my god, you look amazing. Is there some
special occasion I’m not aware of?”

Courtney giggled before saying, “No, I just wanted to
try something new. You like it?”

“Definitely. Come here and let me get a better look
at you.”

Courtney complied as she sat down on the couch next
to her husband. It did not take long for the heat between Courtney
and Aaron to rise, leaving them incapable of anything but
satisfying the growing lust they felt for each other. What started
as simple making out, turned into full fledged sex. Courtney could
not remember doing it anywhere but in their bedroom before, but she
liked the change.


Courtney awoke Sunday morning with a broad smile
across her face. This was not particularly unusual since Courtney
was always smiling, but the reasons were different. After making
Aaron dinner the night before, they had spent the rest of their
evening together in bed. Aaron had seemed very excited about all
the changes she had made.

However, Courtney was not yet done making changes.
After prepping herself for another day, which now took even longer
as she had to manage her new hair style, Courtney checked her
favorite app. She had been looking forward to checking it since she
had first opened her eyes, but she had promised herself she needed
to finish making herself look presentable first.

“KEEP CALM AND GO TO THE GYM,” the app read.

Courtney looked down at herself and for the first
time notices that she was indeed a little pudgy around the middle.
Before she had started cooking, the constant takeout meals had
taken their toll and more recently, her cooking had had no focus on
healthy eating, instead her meals had been designed to be as tasty
as possible.

The gym membership was not a problem. She and Aaron
already had them, although like many people, they never actually
used them. However, Courtney knew that would be changing, at least
for herself. She could not help but feeling that her day was
becoming more and more complicated, but she did not worry about it.
It would work itself out in the end.

Courtney made her first appearance at the gym in over
a year. Since it was Sunday, it seemed a little more quiet than
what she remembered from last time, but again, she did not put too
much thought into it. It would only make her worry and she refused
to let that happen.

It had taken a moment to re-familiarize herself with
gym procedures, but Courtney was excited to start working on
getting fit. She started by walking a loop around the gym, trying
to figure out where to begin. That was one reason she had not been
back in the last year, she did not know what to do.

However, now it was different. As Courtney made her
way around the gym, she started to make mental notes for her
workout plan. It was like she had spent a past life as a personal
trainer, because she knew exactly what to do and how each exercise
should be performed for maximum benefit. Again, this random source
of information would have troubled Courtney in the past, but she
pushed those thoughts away, instead focusing on getting herself
fit.

Courtney’s second week as her boss’ personal
assistant went just as smoothly as the first. However, this week
she was spending her lunch hour at the gym. She would have liked
more time to spend there, but between her efforts in the morning
and the need to get home to make dinner each night, she was left
with very little free time. And the more Courtney thought about it,
it was nice to get away from work in the middle of the day and
spend time attending to herself.

Each morning Courtney had awoken and checked her app
after attending to her makeup and hair and each morning it had said
the same thing, “KEEP CALM AND GO TO THE GYM.” She desperately
wanted it to say something else. Her desire to keep changing was
strong. The only thing that kept her from throwing her phone across
the room each time she was told to go to the gym was the fact she
knew she was making progress with her body.

Everyday Courtney went to the gym, each day weighing
herself. By the end of the week she had already lost five pounds.
Of course it helped she had started focusing on making her cooking
more healthy. That even meant occasionally making something
slightly different for herself when the meal she made Aaron was too
rich or fattening. Sweets had been entirely cut out of her
diet.


It was finally the following Monday that the app gave
a new instruction. “KEEP CALM AND WEAR SKIRTS AND DRESSES,” the app
read. Courtney was already proud of the small changes she had made
in the previous week, changes she had no intention of stopping.
Maybe the app knew that, she wondered for a short time before her
focus turned toward how she was going to follow her new
directions.

Courtney had already dressed herself for the day when
she received her new instructions. She was wearing a white blouse
and black slacks. Courtney had always made it a point to dress
professionally at the office. Now she would need to change.

Courtney dug through the back of her closet looking
for something to replace her pants. She had never been one to wear
skirts and dresses. She had always felt more exposed and felt
better wearing pants. However, now that exposure would be
necessary. Courtney could not imagine disobeying her app.

Courtney’s boss was already in his office when she
arrived. It had taken too long to find the right skirt for the day
and it had made her late. The skirt was black like her slacks had
been and it went down to just below her knees. In addition,
Courtney was also wearing nude colored stockings. She could not go
into work with bare legs.

“I’m sorry I’m late, sir,” Courtney said as she
rushed into her boss’ office having just dropped her purse on her
desk on her way to his office.

“That’s all right, Courtney. I was enjoying the peace
and quiet this morning. Are you ready to get started with the
day?”

“Yes, sir,” Courtney said, determined to make up for
lost time.

Courtney set herself to work harder than ever to make
up for lost time, only taking a break to go to the gym during her
lunch hour. By four o’clock however, all of her work was done.
Taking advantage of her efficiency, even her boss left early.

Courtney, rather than go home, decided she needed to
use her extra time for shopping. Her collection of skirts and
dresses was woefully inadequate. She was looking forward to
changing that.

After dinner, Aaron was too tired from a long day at
work to be social with Courtney, deciding instead to spend his
evening in front of the television. Courtney used that time to
model her new purchases for herself. As she looked at herself in
the mirror, she had to admit, she looked good. Just losing the five
pounds had already started to make her look better. Courtney was
confident her continued work in the gym would pay major dividends
very soon.

The rest of the week went very smoothly. Each day,
Courtney woke up to the same set of instructions. Each day she wore
a skirt instead of pants. On Thursday evening, Courtney spent her
evening boxing up many of her old pants and slacks, marking the box
for the Goodwill. She had no intention of going back to wearing her
pants.


On Friday morning, Courtney was already dressed,
wearing a tasteful dress, when she check the app. She practically
screamed in delight when she saw a new set of directions. She
giggled instead, something that had become completely natural for
her.

The app read, “KEEP CALM AND WEAR HIGH HEELS.”

Courtney tried to frown, but her face seemed
incapable of breaking her perpetual smile. Her small collection of
shoes included very few pairs of high heels. In fact, as she
thought about it, she realized she only had two pairs. One pair she
had worn at her wedding and the other was for special occasions.
Her wedding shoes would not work, so Courtney decided on the other
pair.

Walking into work, Courtney’s shoes clicked with each
step. They were not as high as she would have liked, as she had
somehow developed a preference for shoes with at least a four inch
heel. Nonetheless, Courtney felt good as she walked into work
wearing heels. She vowed to go shopping again over the weekend for
several new pairs.

For the next week, Courtney wore her new pairs of
heels all the time, except for when she was working out at the gym.
At first walking had proved to be a bit difficult as she was not
used to walking in high heels. Eventually she started to feel more
comfortable in them. She even started to enjoy wearing them,
knowing they improved her figure.

Aaron, however, had thought Courtney’s behavior had
grown a little weird. He never saw her wear anything but high
heels. She even bought a pair of slippers with a sizable heel on
them.

“Courtney, can we talk?” Aaron asked during dinner at
the end of Courtney’s first full week wearing her new heels.

“Sure, what’s up?” Courtney responded, completely
unaware of Aaron’s concern for her.

“You seem to be making a lot of changes with
yourself. I’m just wondering if there’s something else going
on.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, let’s start with your dress…”

“Do you not like it?” Courtney interrupted, fearful
that she had somehow failed in her duties as a good wife.

“You look great. It’s just your style has changed so
much in the last couple weeks. All you ever wear are skirts and
high heels. Don’t get me wrong, I love the look, but it just seems
like such a big change. I saw those two boxes marked for the
Goodwill in your closet. They’re full of your old pants and shoes.
Is something wrong?”

Courtney was a little stunned. She had not realized
how much she had changed. She loved how she looked, but she had
forgotten how hard change can be for people. She had not even
considered how the changes she was making could affect Aaron.

“There’s nothing wrong. I just wanted a new look and
since we have the money, I decided to just dive right in. I love
you, Aaron, and there’s nothing more that I want than to be a good
wife for you. If you want me to wear my old clothes again, I
will.”

“No, there’s no need for that,” Aaron said, his
concern diminishing. He did like how Courtney now presented
herself. It was just she had rapidly made changes and he had been
worried she might be depressed or something similar. “I love how
you look. How about next time you make a change, you tell me about
it first.”

“Well then, why don’t we skip dessert and head to the
bedroom and we can discuss this more thoroughly?” Courtney said
with a seductive wink. She loved Aaron and she wanted to show her
appreciation for his understanding.


It was Saturday morning and both Courtney and Aaron
were laying in bed, lightly dozing, still feeling the endorphins
from their love making session the night before. Courtney reached
over toward her night stand and picked up her phone.

“KEEP CALM AND GO BLOND,” her app said.

“Honey,” Courtney said quietly, not wanting to
actually wake her husband if he were asleep.

“Yeah?” he replied groggily.

“What would you think if I dyed my hair blond?”

“How blond were you thinking?” Aaron asked, a slight
note of concern in his voice.

“I hadn’t thought about it. It was just an idea I
had. I think it could look really good.”

“As long as you like it, I’ll be happy for you.”

“Thanks, honey,” Courtney said before she leaned over
and kissed her husband.

Later that afternoon, Courtney found herself standing
on a street corner waiting for the light to change. It was too nice
out to spend her workout time in a climate controlled gym, so she
decided to go for a run instead. She was wearing brand new workout
gear to go with her brand new hair color.

Even Courtney had to admit she was shocked when she
looked at herself in the mirror for the first time after Mario had
finished his work. The change was drastic, but she loved it. She
had let Mario decide how blond she should go, not knowing what
would work best for her. He seemed to enjoy the chance at
controlling her new look and he had done a fantastic job. Courtney
was not a platinum blond, but she was close.

With newly colored hair, it was time to celebrate.
That meant shopping for new clothes. Courtney had seen a girl,
maybe college aged, at the gym earlier in the week. The girl was
wearing spandex workout clothes. Courtney could not help but feel
jealous over how hot the girl was. She had not even really
considered other women to be hot before, but she could not help it
with this particular girl.

So as Courtney waited on the street corner, her blond
hair held up in a pony tail while she wore tight fitting shorts and
a racer back tank, she could not help but feel good about herself.
She had done everything the app had said, more even. She loved her
new clothes and her new hair. They all fit her new style
perfectly.

When the light finally changed, Courtney started to
run across the street. Despite the occasional stop at a street
light, she much preferred running outside to spending her time on
the treadmill in the gym. Unfortunately she could not replicate the
weight lifting she had added to her program.

Just as Courtney reached the other side of the
street, she heard honking and the screeching of brakes behind her.
She turned just in time to see a car rear end another. She stopped
to see if anyone needed help, but it appeared everyone was okay and
the damage was minor. Still, Courtney’s heart was beating hard and
fast.

Once she was sure she was not needed as a witness,
Courtney continued on her run. She was quickly back into her pace,
but her mind kept wandering back to the accident and what might
have caused it. Running by a store front, looking at her image
reflected in the windows, Courtney suddenly realized what might
have caused the accident. It was her.

Courtney knew she looked good in her new workout
clothes. She had tried them on at the store, but seeing herself
again, out in natural light, the only word she could think of to
describe how she looked was sexy. The drivers of the two cars in
the accident had been staring at her, staring at her butt. Courtney
smiled as she continued her run. If felt good to know she had
people looking at her because of how she looked. She made a mental
note to make sure those looks continued.


Monday morning, Courtney arrived at the office a few
minutes early. Aaron had been too tired to get up in time to be
made breakfast, instead choosing cold cereal. Courtney had been
disappointed at first, but then she remembered what the two of them
had spent the bulk of their weekend in the bedroom. It seemed Aaron
really liked her blond hair.

Of course, Sunday morning, Courtney was given a new
set of directions. She had expected it after following through so
quickly becoming a blond. The app had read, “KEEP CALM AND SHOW
CLEAVAGE AND LEG.” Courtney was not sure what the app meant exactly
at first. Actually, it was not until she had started to dress
herself Monday morning that she realized what the app was directing
her to do.

Courtney checked her appearance one last time in her
pocket mirror. Holding it back far enough she could see the little
bit of cleavage she had, displayed by leaving several buttons on
her white blouse undone. Not visible in the mirror was her skirt.
It was the shortest one she owned and it almost felt too long,
reaching down to mid-thigh. She would need to go shopping again
very soon.

The rest of the week was remarkably normal for
Courtney. The app had not changed its message for her. On Wednesday
her boss gave her part of the afternoon off. He needed her to run
two errands two hours apart. Courtney had needed to travel far
enough that it made little sense for her to drive back to the
office only to leave again almost right away. However, there was a
mall nearby and she was able to complete her needed shopping during
her down time. She was now stocked with more appropriate attire, at
least according to her Keep Calm app.

At first there had been an adjustment period as
Courtney acclimated to her new style. The shorter skirts meant she
could feel gusts of wind more easily. The lower cut tops meant
people spent more time looking at her bust than they ever had
before. At first it had been annoying, but Courtney slowly began to
take pride in the fact that people, men in particular, were paying
attention to her body. It meant they found her attractive and she
was beginning to enjoy that kind of attention.


“I’m sorry to do this Courtney,” her
boss said on Friday morning, “but I’m going to need to lend you to
my boss for the day. He’s swamped and had requested some help from
our department. Is that all right with you?”

“Yes, sir,” Courtney said without hesitation. She had
received new instruction when she checked her phone when she had
woken up. “KEEP CALM AND BE PLEASING,” it had read. She was not
sure what that meant exactly, but she was sure she would figure it
out eventually.

“Report to Mr. Riley upstairs. He’ll be your boss for
the day.”

“Yes, sir,” Courtney said as she turned on her high
heels and walked out of her boss’ office. She was sure her boss was
watching as she walked out, her hips swaying with each step. She
wore a dark green sweater dress with a wide black belt around her
waist. The dress had a double breasted neckline that she had left
largely unbuttoned, leaving much of her chest on display. The
hemline was short, barely going past the top of her thighs.

As Courtney walked to the elevator, she started to
feel self conscious about how she was dressed. Was she showing too
much leg? The fact she was wearing sheer black stockings and black
ankle boots helped, but she was afraid of what her temporary boss
might think.

Mr. Riley was a vice president of the company. That
had entitled him to a corner office and a legion of secretaries.
Courtney, once she stepped off the elevator felt almost overwhelmed
by the hustle and bustle happening outside Mr. Riley’s office.
People were moving about quickly with determined looks on their
faces. Courtney stood out among the crowd, a blond beacon among the
drab workforce around her.

“How can I help you?” asked a young woman outside Mr.
Riley’s office. Courtney could only assume she was his personal
secretary.

“I was sent up from downstairs to help Mr. Riley for
the day,” Courtney said tentatively.

“Of course. Mr. Riley is expecting you. Go right
in.”

Courtney moved slowly toward the door to Mr. Riley’s
door. She had not really wanted to do this. She did not know why
she had so readily agreed to help.

“It’s the app,” Courtney whispered to herself as she
knocked on the door. “I’m being pleasing.”

“Come in,” said a deep male voice from the other side
of the door.

Courtney opened the door and smiled. It felt good to
be pleasing.

“Welcome,” Mr. Riley said. “Close the door behind you
and we can get started. My name is Andrew Riley. And you are?”

“I’m Courtney. I was sent up from down stairs to help
you for the day.”

“Yes, of course. As you probably noticed outside it
is quite busy today. We’re getting ready to announce a new product
on Monday and we need to get everything ready to go today. Since my
employees are busy with that, the regular filing work and such
needs getting done. There are several stacks of files on the table
over there that need sorting and put away in the file
cabinets.”

Courtney looked to her right and saw mountains of
files. It would take all day to sort and file everything. She could
see why the help was needed.

“Yes, sir,” Courtney said as she immediately set to
work.

Throughout the day, Courtney did her best to ignore
Mr. Riley. For the most part, he was ignoring her, so she did not
find it too difficult. His loud phone conversations were a little
annoying, but Courtney put her worries out of her head. He was not
worth the stress and she knew that by doing a good job, she was
pleasing him.

After her usual lunch break, Courtney found herself
back in Mr. Riley’s office. It had taken all morning to sort
through all of the files, which left her with just having to put
them away, at least a two hour task.

“Ugh,” Mr. Riley sighed as he stretched his arms
above his head just as Courtney was finishing her work.

“Is everything all right, sir?” Courtney asked.

“Don’t worry about it. Just stress. Nothing unusual
for a vice president. I just wish my shoulders wouldn’t tense up
like this.”

“Could I help you with anything else?”

For the first time, Mr. Riley looked at Courtney. He
had seen her when she had come in and had at various times watched
her out of the corner of his eye, but he had not actually looked at
her with any real thought behind his actions. He smiled.

“You any good at back rubs?”

“I think so,” Courtney said happily, her mood
bolstered by the thought of pleasing Mr. Riley. “My husband likes
it when I give him back rubs after stressful days at work.”

“Would you mind?”

“No, sir. Not at all.”

Courtney walked around behind Mr. Riley. She glanced
out the window to see the rest of the city below. She had never
realized how tall the building she worked in really was.

Courtney brought her hands up onto Mr. Riley’s
shoulders. They were well muscled, sure signs of the fact he worked
out. Slowly but surely, she began to work her hands deep into his
muscles, releasing his tension.

“Oh, that is divine,” Mr. Riley said, his newly
relaxed state evidenced in his voice. “You have truly gifted
hands.”

Courtney blushed at the compliment but said nothing.
She was afraid of where the back rub was leading. She knew she
wanted to be pleasing. It was a compulsion. But how far would she
go. Would it turn sexual? Courtney did not want to be unfaithful to
her husband. She only hoped her need to please was not so strong as
to make her break her vows to Aaron.

Courtney continued her back rub. However, at one
point, her hand slipped down Mr. Riley’s chest. She was not sure
how it had happened exactly, but he reacted, placing a hand on
hers. Mr. Riley pulled on Courtney’s hand, pulling her down so that
her head was next to his. He turned toward her and kissed her.

Courtney was in complete shock. She had no idea what
to do. She kissed him back. She acted purely on instinct. His warm
lips felt amazing against her own. The kiss was amazing.

However, suddenly revulsion welled up inside of her.
Courtney pushed Mr. Riley away.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said as she fled Mr. Riley’s
office. She brushed past the secretary and went straight for the
restroom. Her feet moved as fast as her heels would allow.

“Oh my god,” Courtney said to her reflection as she
watched tears streaming down her face. “What have I done?”

She felt awful. Kissing Mr. Riley was not something a
good wife would do. She had failed.

“Come on, Courtney,” she continued. “Get a grip of
yourself. Yes you screwed up. It’s that damn app.”

Courtney pulled out her phone. She needed to delete
the app. She did not know how, but she knew it was controlling her.
The compulsions needed to stop. She needed to get control of her
life.

Courtney looked up one last time at her reflection in
the mirror. She stopped and stared.

“But I do look good, don’t I. I never would have dyed
my hair blond or changed my style if it weren’t for the app. Maybe
I’ll keep it for just a little bit longer. I want to see what it
says next. If I don’t like it, I can always delete it then.”

Feeling better, Courtney left the restroom and went
back downstairs. Her tears had ruined her makeup and she had left
her purse at her desk. Once she was satisfied with how she looked
again, Courtney decided it was time to check in with her boss.

“I’m sorry,” her boss said as soon as she walked into
his office. “Mr. Riley just called down. He’s sorry too. If I’d
known that would have happened, I never would have sent you up to
him for the day.”

Courtney smiled at her boss. He cared for her. She
pleased him enough where he cared about her well being.

“To convey his apologies,” her boss continued, “he
wants to give you a gift card. You just let me know what store your
want it for and I’ll pass the message along.”

“Thank you, sir,” Courtney said. “Where ever is fine.
I don’t care.”

“I’ll tell him. Why don’t you take the rest of the
day off? And like I said, I’m sorry you had to go through
that.”

“Thank you, sir. I’ll see you Monday.”

With that, Courtney left her boss’ office and went
straight home. She was looking forward to cooking for Aaron. It
would give her something to do while she decided whether or not she
should tell him about kissing Mr. Riley.

Back at home, Courtney changed out of her work
clothes. They were too nice to wear while working in the kitchen.
She had improved her cooking abilities dramatically since she
started cooking every night, but she still made mistakes.

Courtney could not help but notice how much her
clothing preferences had changed since she had starting taking
directions from the app. Before, she would come home from work and
change into pajama pants and a sweatshirt, or if it was a night she
was feeling like dressing up a little, yoga pants and a t-shirt.
Now, she was dressed very differently. She wore a pink v-neck top
and a white skirt. The top was cut low and designed to be worn over
a camisole or another top, but she went without, wanting to show
off more cleavage. Her skirt was flared and short, barely brushing
her thighs. For shoes, she wore four inch cork wedged mules.

Courtney minced her way into the kitchen. She was
still getting used to the mules, but she was finding her strides
were becoming smaller and smaller. Of course, her heels kept
getting higher and higher. She was sure it would not be long before
she was never caught out of bed without six inch heels adorning her
feet. Oddly, Courtney was not bothered by this. In fact, she seemed
to almost look forward to such a time.

So as Courtney began making dinner for her and Aaron,
she set her mind to make a decision on whether or not to tell him
about the kiss. As a good wife, she felt she had to. She needed to
be able to admit her mistakes. However, having such a discussion
with Aaron would not be particularly pleasing to him. In some ways
it would be better to keep him in the dark about her little
transgression and make sure it would never happen again. Either
way, Courtney ended up deciding to leave her decision up in the air
and to feel out Aaron’s mood during dinner. She had to admit, she
was the one who ended it, pushing away Mr. Riley so that she could
remain faithful to her husband.

For a full week, Courtney’s app continued to tell her
to be pleasing. She did not tell Aaron about the kiss as she
convinced herself she had not erred and had remained faithful. The
weekend turned into the workweek, Courtney found herself changing
how she interacted with Aaron, her boss and other people. She had
already been saying yes. In and of itself, it pleased people when
she agreed with them or agreed to their requests. However, what she
started to find was that it was the manner in which she did it that
was changing.

Courtney was no longer simply saying yes. She could
say yes with no emotional investment. Now she was making that
investment. When asked a question, she sometimes had to pause for a
moment and try to think of what the person asking the question
wanted to hear. Being pleasing was about looking and acting the way
that people wanted to see. It was like she was putting on an act,
only it was not actually an act. If Aaron had wanted her to make a
change about herself, she would have without hesitation, even if it
went against the instructions from the app.


“Mr. Riley’s secretary dropped this
off for you while you were at lunch,” Courtney’s boss told her on
the following Friday.

“Thank you, sir,” Courtney said as she was handed a
small envelope. She could only assume it was gift card she had been
promised.

Back at her desk, Courtney opened the envelope to
find a prepaid credit card for $1,000. “Trying to buy me off,”
Courtney said to herself. There was not even a note. Despite her
need to please people, Courtney felt no sympathy for Mr. Riley.
Their encounter was not enough for her to file a complaint, but she
did not like the idea of being paid like this. However, that was
not going to stop her from spending the money. There were a lot of
things she could buy with that card.

The most pressing need Courtney felt she needed to
address was a vibrator. That morning she had awoken to a new
message on her app, “KEEP CALM AND ORGASM DAILY.” It was the
strangest thing. Courtney had never been someone who would
masturbate all that much. She had a healthy sex life with Aaron and
that had always been enough for her. Of course, she and Aaron had
never had a daily sex regimen, except for maybe their honeymoon. As
much as Aaron would love a nightly tryst in bed, she needed a back
up plan, hence the vibrator.

By late afternoon, Courtney was beginning to feel
desperate. It was like her new instructions had awoken a fire
inside of her. She was horny. At lunch, after her workout at the
gym, Courtney had tried to take a moment in the restroom and find
some kind of sexual release. Rubbing intently, her thoughts focused
on her usual masturbation fantasy, she could feel her temperature
rising, her arousal increasing to incredible highs. Only, she could
not reach a climax.

After fifteen minutes of the most agonizing pleasure
she had ever experienced, Courtney gave up. She needed to get back
to work. It took a great deal of effort to pull her skirt and
panties back up and touch up her makeup before going back to her
desk.

Courtney’s arousal lessened once she stopped
providing stimulation to her clit, but it did not return to normal
levels. For the rest of the afternoon, Courtney was stuck at her
desk, taking care of a special project for her boss. She squirmed
in her seat the entire time, desperately trying to find a position
that would lessen the heat between her legs. It did not help that
she kept flipping to her web browser every few minutes to shop
around for a vibrator. It was amazing what she had found on
seemingly straight laced websites. She knew her company monitored
Internet usage, but her searches were all on reputable sites.

“Courtney,” her boss said, poking his head out of his
office door, “how’s the project coming?”

Courtney winced at hearing the word “coming.” It
reminded her of what she had been unable to do all day, either
because she was stuck at her desk, or because she had been unable
to find release during her lunch hour.

“I’m almost done with it, sir,” Courtney said,
glancing up briefly at her boss, before she turned her attention
back to her computer. When she had been interrupted, she had been
shopping for her new toy. She was pretty sure she had found the one
she wanted. She was simply excited that she could get overnight
shipping.

“Good. You can go as soon as you’re done.”

“Thank you, sir,” Courtney replied.

Once her boss was back in his office, Courtney
quickly made her purchase. She was looking forward to the special
Saturday delivery the site offered. Not that she hoped she would
need it. The weekend meant there was more time to spend with Aaron.
After the past several weekends, she was hoping for another repeat
performance.

It was a very distracted Courtney that arrived home
that evening. She had struggled to finish her work on time and had
had to stay late. Aaron was already home. Courtney was disappointed
there was not enough time to make dinner, but she looked forward to
the possibilities the evening held.

“Sorry I’m late, sweetie,” Courtney said before she
kissed her husband when she came home to find him sitting on the
couch watching television. “I had to stay late to finish up a
project. I hope you don’t mind, but I was thinking we might get
some takeout and have a night in together.”

“Sounds great, honey,” Aaron responded warmly as he
muted the television. She had his undivided attention. “Just like
old times, right?”

Courtney momentarily panicked at the idea of
reverting back to her old ways. However, she was calmed by the
realization that this was a one time event, unlike before when they
ate takeout every night. Getting takeout also meant she could push
Aaron toward bed more quickly as there was less cleanup involved
with ordering in.

“Yeah, like old times,” Courtney said with some
remaining trepidation, before deciding to turn the conversation in
a more pleasing direction, for Aaron and herself. “Why don’t you
order for us and I will change out of my work clothes?”

“What do you want to eat?”

“You pick for me. I trust you.”

Courtney kissed Aaron on the cheek and then turned
and walked toward their bedroom. She made sure to give her hips a
little extra sway to help build him up for some fun later.

Once in their bedroom, Courtney quickly slipped out
of her blouse and skirt she wore to work. As much as she enjoyed
being a good employee for her boss, the job was starting to wear on
her. After several weeks of feeling amazing all of the time, not
worrying and just going with the flow, Courtney was starting to
feel the stress of work. The expectations her boss had put on her
were only a part of it. She could feel herself changing and she
wondered if there would ever be a time when she would no longer be
able to handle the job anymore.

Courtney walked into the bathroom and examined
herself in the mirror. She liked what she saw. Her blond hair set
off her makeup nicely. Her push up bra and lace thong were simply
icing on the cake as far as she was concerned. Her time spent in
the gym was starting to pay off.

However, as Courtney looked at her reflection, the
question she had to ask herself was whether she really wanted all
of these changes. She loved how she looked. She loved her new
habits. It felt good making breakfast and dinner for Aaron. It felt
good saying yes and trying to be pleasing. She had never considered
herself to be submissive before, but she had discovered she did
indeed have a submissive side.

The problem was, each new set of instructions always
set her into an emotional tailspin and with each new directive, the
problem was getting worse and worse. Glancing down, Courtney
noticed a damp spot on her panties. She swore to herself as the
heat that had been building all afternoon between her legs was back
and making its presence known. She needed to find relief and she
could not wait for Aaron.

“Come on,” Courtney pleaded with herself as she used
a finger to penetrate her slick folds, her panties already around
her ankles.

It was true that Courtney had only rarely
masturbated, but she had never done so with such urgency, such
absolute need. She could feel herself getting closer and closer,
her arousal building higher and higher.

Courtney felt herself slump against the wall, bracing
herself with her ever weakening legs as she tried to bring herself
the relief she had been waiting hours for. It felt so good and yet,
the longer she went before an orgasm, the more painful it all
became.

“Courtney?” Aaron called through the bathroom door.
“Dinner’s ready.”

“I’ll be out in a moment,” she replied, as she tried
to refocus her thoughts on the ministrations on her sex.

It did not work. With her focus shattered, Courtney
found herself still horny, but her ability to relieve it was gone.
She had had her chance, and now it was over.

Reluctantly, Courtney removed her hand from between
her legs. Her fingers were covered in her own juices. After
cleaning herself up, Courtney attempted to focus on making herself
look presentable again. Her makeup was ruined, the perspiration
from her earlier exertion causing it to run. After washing her face
and reapplying her makeup, Courtney walked back out into the
bedroom and set herself to choosing something to wear.

Looking through her closet, she tried to find just
the right thing to wear. She desperately needed to seduce Aaron so
that he could satisfy her needs. Courtney was convinced his cock
would send her over the edge. However, she did not want to come on
too strong. He would likely grow suspicious if she came out in just
her lingerie and he would probably start asking questions that she
did not want to answer.

Courtney ended up selecting a pink tank top and a
jean skirt. The top left part of her toned stomach bare and her
skirt was short enough, just about anyone would get to see her pink
thong if they tried hard enough. Putting on the revealing clothing
set a stopper in Courtney’s sexual need. Somehow, her clothing had
a calming affect on her.

Courtney, since she had set herself to stop worrying
about nearly everything, had all but eliminated stress from her
life. She floated through every day smiling, saying yes, giggling,
and trying to be as pleasing as possible. She no longer had her old
stress coping mechanisms and Courtney’s inability to cum had become
the biggest stressor in her life. Instead of truly dealing with the
stress, she decided it best to focus on following all of her
directions. Courtney was not supposed to worry, so she did not let
her inability to orgasm worry her. It would happen after dinner,
she was sure of it.

Satisfied with her appearance, Courtney slipped into
her wedge heeled slides and left the bedroom to join her husband
for dinner. Aaron was sitting on the couch, a movie queued up and
ready on the television with two plates of Chinese food sitting on
the coffee table, waiting.

“Wow,” Aaron said as Courtney sat down next to him on
the couch. She slipped her feet out of her heels and bent her legs
under neath her. “You look amazing.”

Courtney giggled before she said, “Thanks. I really
needed to get out of those work clothes.”

Aaron leaned forward to pick up the two plates of
food, when Courtney suddenly reached out and held his shoulder. He
stopped and turned to look at her. She bit her lower lip as she
tried to figure out what to do. Simply being in her husband’s
presence had reset the fire burning inside of her. Did Courtney
dare act on her arousal? It had been burning inside of her for too
long to ignore much more. She needed to act.

“You okay?” Aaron asked with a look of confusion.

Courtney did not answer. Instead, she got up on her
knees and leaned down to kiss him. Taking his head in both her
hands, Courtney held her husband, kissing him as hard as she
could.

When finally Courtney broke the kiss, she looked into
Aaron’s now lust filled eyes and said, “Let’s skip dinner.”

Words were no longer needed as Aaron and Courtney
ignored the food on the table and continued their making out.

“Oh yes,” Courtney moaned when her husband reached
down and began groping her small perky breasts. The heat that had
been growing all afternoon between her legs was spreading.
Courtney’s skin was on fire, her body flush with arousal. Every
touch from Aaron set off sparks inside her head and served to
further stoke her fire.

Aaron took charge, holding Courtney by the shoulders
and lowering her onto her back. Leaning over her, he continued
kissing her, on her shoulder, on her neck, on her lips.

“Fuck me,” Courtney moaned, spurring on her husband
to continue with their carnal act.

“You need this, don’t you,” Aaron said once he freed
his hard throbbing cock.

“Yes,” Courtney screamed. “Yes, I need it. I need
your cock in my pussy. I need it now.”

“Then get ready.”

Aaron reached up underneath Courtney’s skirt and took
hold of her panties. He pulled them down her legs, sliding them off
around her feet and tossing them across the room. Their soaked
state meant they flew the full distance.

Sliding Courtney’s skirt up over her ass, Aaron
positioned himself between her legs. Readying himself for the
stuffing he was about to give her. Looking into Courtney’s eyes, he
saw they were glassy with lust. Her focus was not on what she could
see, but entirely centered on her pussy. As her husband, he felt it
necessary to give his wife exactly what she needed.

Aaron slid his shaft deep into Courtney’s pussy,
splitting her wet folds as she cried out, “Fuck yes!” Very slowly
and gently at first, Aaron set up a steady rhythm, pumping his
large cock in and out of her.

Courtney could feel her arousal continue to build
inside of her, driving her on to want more and more. She wrapped
her legs around her husband and began to meet his thrusts, pulling
him in deeper and deeper each time he slid into her.

“Harder,” Courtney moaned. “Fuck me harder.”

After feeling incapable of orgasm for the entire
afternoon, Courtney now felt as if her shackles had been removed
and she was allowed to be the sexual creature she had desperately
tried to become earlier. Everything felt good. Everything felt
right.

Aaron, as he continued to plow into his wife, his
thrusts harder and faster, grabbed Courtney’s tank top and slid it
up over her breasts, pulling her bra with it, freeing them from
their confines. He leaned down low and took a nipple into his mouth
and sucked on it gently.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Courtney began chanting, her brain
overwhelmed by the intense pleasure.

Aaron could feel himself getting close. He took hold
of Courtney’s hips and began to slam his rock hard shaft into her
sopping wet pussy. Courtney screamed out in pleasure.

“Here it comes,” Aaron roared as he climaxed, filling
her channel with his hot white cum.

“Fuck yes,” Courtney moaned as the feeling of his cum
against her pussy walls triggered her own orgasm. Her vision went
dark as her body all but shut down from the thorough fucking she
had just received. Courtney’s head fell back against the couch and
her eyes closed as little quakes of pleasure continued to shoot
through her body in waves.

When Courtney finally came to, she was momentarily
confused. She was still lying on the couch, her skirt hiked up
around her waist and her shirt bunched up above her breasts. After
taking a moment to fix her outfit, Courtney turned her attention to
her husband. Aaron was missing, or at least he was not in their
living room any longer.

Courtney sat up and had to put a hand to her head to
steady herself. She felt like she was hungover, but she could not
remember drinking anything. She thought back to what had happened
just before she had passed out. She could remember nothing but
pleasure. She could not remember actually having sex. She could
only remember how her body felt and it had felt amazing. She was
sure it had been the best sex she had had since the honeymoon.

Without thinking, Courtney slid her feet back into
her high heels and got up to go look for Aaron. He was not in the
kitchen, although she noticed he had put the two plates of food in
the refrigerator. Moving through the house, Courtney searched each
room she came across for her husband. When she finally reached the
bedroom, she noticed the bathroom door was closed. The sound of a
shower could be heard on the other side.

Not wanting to disturb her husband, Courtney went
back to the kitchen to reheat their dinners. She had worked up
quite an appetite and she was looking forward to spending the rest
of the night curled up next to Aaron on the couch watching a
movie.

Saturday morning, Courtney woke up feeling the same
fire burning inside of her as she had felt Friday, only this time
it was still small enough to be manageable. She checked her app,
its instructions unchanging from the day before. Deep down, she
knew there would be no update, but she checked it anyway, out of
habit more than likely.

Courtney smiled when she remembered about the package
that was supposed to be arriving. Sex with Aaron was great,
especially the way she got fucked the night before, but she liked
the idea of having more control over her ability to cum. Friday had
been maddening, but somehow Courtney knew the vibrator she ordered
would work, while her fingers had failed. At the very least, she
was sure she would find out later in the day when the package came.
She would be coming after that.

The rest of the weekend passed in a state of orgasmic
bliss for Courtney. When she was not cooking and cleaning for Aaron
or finding some sexual activity the two could share, she shut
herself up in the bedroom and used her new toy. By Sunday night,
Courtney had realized she was not just trying to please the people
around her, but her app too. One orgasm a day was just not enough
when she could have more. However, after the countless climaxes she
had reached over two days, she feared how she would handle having
to go without for long periods of time.

 

Aaron was also starting to become more and more
suspicious. Their love life had always been adequate for him, but
it seemed like his wife’s libido had suddenly been kicked into
overdrive. He was not complaining as he had not had so much sex in
such a short period of time since their honeymoon, but he was
worried about Courtney and wondered if there was something wrong.
His worries had started several weeks before, but each week they
seemed to build and build with each new change he saw in his
wife.

Despite Courtney’s original worries about the
workweek, she found herself completely capable of maintaining her
orgasm schedule. It was rare when she was unable to slip off to the
restroom with her trusty vibrator. Courtney carried it in her purse
everywhere she went. It was comforting to know it was close and
could be used to help take the edge off when she found her arousal
building.

Courtney tried not to worry about how much she seemed
to all of a sudden need to cum. It was so easy to find herself
getting aroused over the most mundane and normal things. Leaning
over the copy machine to get a paper that slipped behind the
machine turned her on at the thought of someone walking in on her
and taking advantage of her vulnerable position, flipping her skirt
up, sliding her thong to the side and splitting her open with a
hard cock. And that was one of the less interesting fantasies.

Thursday afternoon, however, proved particularly
trying for Courtney. Her boss had a set of meetings scheduled all
over town and as his personal assistant, she was expected to
accompany him. Courtney got back from lunch and the gym right at
one o’clock. She immediately joined her boss in a company car as
they headed off to the first meeting. For the entire afternoon,
Courtney never left her boss’ sight.

By three o’clock, Courtney was struggling to keep
track of all of her responsibilities. Everything she saw, heard or
touched reminded her of sex. In the second meeting of the
afternoon, Courtney had had to squeeze her legs together to try to
stop the irresistible urge to touch herself under the table.

By 4:30, Courtney could barely maintain a
conversation. She would get distracted and lose track of what was
going on. Courtney finally excused herself from the last meeting of
the day and hurried to the bathroom, her purse in hand. She had
been so wound up she came almost came immediately as she started
masturbating in a bathroom stall, her favorite toy doing most of
the work.

When Courtney finally returned to the meeting it was
nearly over, but she returned with a fresh smile on her face and
her skin glowing in pleasurable bliss. Capable of concentrating,
she set back to work and helped her boss in any way she could.
While annoyed at Courtney’s disappearance, he was appreciate of her
return to action. She used the excuse of desperately needing to use
the restroom as an explanation of her odd behavior.

If Courtney had still been prone to worrying, she
would have been frantic over how her life had been taken over by
sexual pleasure. She needed it, a lot. And the longer she went
without it, the worse everything became, especially anything that
involved work. Her job had become the one real remaining stressor
in her life and it was beginning to wear on her.


It was a Saturday when Courtney discovered the app
had changed. She had been checking it faithfully every morning as
she always did, but it had remained the same, until now. “KEEP CALM
AND WATCH PORN,” it read. It was strange. Courtney had never been a
porn watcher before. Even Aaron did not seem particularly
interested in it, at least as far as she could tell. Courtney had
always left some areas of his life alone, and his personal sexual
urges was one such area.

Despite having little experience in watching porn,
Courtney oddly felt like she knew exactly what she needed to do.
The video store would have a decent selection, but they would not
open for several hours. It was a Saturday morning after all. In the
meantime, Courtney decided it best to do a little searching on her
computer.

Ever since Courtney had bought her phone, she had
found herself using her computer less and less. It had not been
turned on in weeks. She could do everything she needed to from home
on her phone.

Courtney had worn Aaron out the night before, as the
two had had quite the session of fucking. And that was what it had
been. They had not made love. That required a certain tenderness.
There had been done of that. The sex was rough and loud and
exhausting. Courtney had loved it, but Aaron had over exerted
himself it seemed.

Sitting in front of the computer, her favorite toy
already sitting at the entrance to her pussy, waiting to be used
once Courtney found what she was looking for. Somehow she knew
exactly what sites to go to and how to keep her computer safe from
all of the crap that porn sites are known for. Once she found a
video that looked interesting, Courtney plugged her headphones in
and pressed play.

Courtney now spent what little free time she had
watching porn. At first her watching of various videos had been to
help her orgasm. They helped as watching made her orgasms more
intense, come sooner and last longer. However, as the next week
wore on, Courtney was finding she was choosing what to watch based
on what she could learn from the video as opposed to how arousing
she found it.

Learning from porn was embarrassing at first. Sex had
never been something Courtney had ever thought needed learning, but
the more she watched, the more she started to wonder what some of
the various acts she saw felt like. She thought she knew how to
give a blow job, despite the fact she had never given one before,
but as she watched numerous women go down on numerous men, the
variety in skill level and style really impressed her. Courtney
vowed to herself she would get better at sex. Aaron deserved at
least that much from his good wife.

For the time being, Aaron had given up on worrying
about Courtney. She had become such a sexual creature over the past
several weeks, he had little time to complain. When she was not
cooking him dinner it seemed she had made it her goal to have as
much sex with him as possible. Multiple orgasms a night were
becoming the norm for him. The smell of sex in the house was
strong, which only seemed to amplify his level of acceptance.

For Courtney, however, she had hardly noticed a
difference in herself. Each time she was given a new directive, she
went through an adaptation period as she tried to adjust to a new
schedule and new ways of thinking and acting, but as soon as she
had adapted, she thought of herself as having always been that way.
Deep down she knew she was changing, but she had become more adept
at pushing those thoughts away. She did not want to worry herself
after all.

On the other hand, work was becoming more of a drag.
Her propensity for sex clashed with the nine to five work style of
the office. After masturbation sessions in the restroom, Courtney
felt great and her work at those times was fantastic. However, as
time wore on, she would feel her arousal slowly build again. The
distraction was the worst part of it.

If she could have focused, it would not have been a
problem. But it was, and her work overall was beginning to suffer.
With so much time spent away from her desk in the restroom with her
vibrator, the time she spent actually working had dropped
significantly. To make matters worse, her average efficiency when
she was working had dropped when the time leading up to her
personal breaks was factored in. Her boss was not particularly
happy with her work.


On Friday, Courtney was determined to not let her
sexual needs get in the way of her job anymore. She would have
succeeded too as she had planned ahead and come up with methods to
help her put the fire of her arousal out, but her app had given her
new directions that morning.

“KEEP CALM AND GET PIERCED,” the app had read. It had
taken most of the day to figure out what she was supposed to do. It
was actually on the drive home that evening that Courtney realized
what it was she had been directed to do.

It had been the flashing neon sign that had caught
her attention, distracting her from thoughts about what porn movie
she would watch when she got home. Tiger Tattoo and Piercing was
the name of the shop. Courtney gasped when she figured it out, but
instead of continuing her drive home, she pulled her car over and
got out.

Courtney stood outside the tattoo and piercing parlor
for several minutes trying to talk herself out of going inside.
Technically piercings were not permanent, but this felt like a huge
step to take. She had only ever had her ears pierced and now she
was considering something drastic. The only problem was Courtney
did not know what she was going to get pierced.

Finally inside the piercing parlor and determined to
follow the instructions on her app, Courtney stood in what appeared
be an unattended store front. The walls were lined with pictures of
tattoos and piercings, most of which seemed far too extreme for her
tastes. Courtney had never been a fan of tattoos. The idea of
permanently marking her skin with an image she would have no
guarantee to like the in the future was scary. A piercing on the
other hand was technically temporary. If she did not like it, she
could take it out and let the hole reseal itself.

“Can I help you?” asked a woman who appeared younger
than Courtney. She had entered the storefront through a door
leading to the back.

“I’m thinking about getting a piercing,” Courtney
responded, trying hide the fact she had no idea what she was
doing.

“Yeah? What were you thinking of getting?”

Courtney kept her eyes focused on the walls looking
at all the different pictures. The more she looked at the pictures,
the less extreme some of them seemed. However, quickly glancing at
the woman, Courtney could tell she was being sized up. The fact she
was dressed in her business clothes did not convey the image she
was going for.

Courtney took her time to answer the young woman.
This not only gave her time to continue looking at the pictures on
the wall, but it gave her time to look at the woman who would be
helping her. From what Courtney could tell, the woman had done
nothing extreme, but she had had a lot of work done. Both her arms
had full sleeve tattoos. She was wearing a small cropped tank top
that showed off her belly button and tightly held her breasts.
Courtney could see both her nipples had been pierced with little
hoops poking through the thin fabric. Her navel had been pierced
four times, once in each cardinal direction. Surprisingly, the
woman’s face was completely normal looking.

“Um, I think I’d like to get my belly button
pierced,” Courtney finally said. It seemed like a normal enough
piercing to get. She was actually surprised she had not had it done
in college. Most of her friends at the time had done it.

“Sure thing,” the woman said. “If you’ll just follow
me into the back room, I can get you squared away. Is there a color
you’d like to start with?”

“Oh, um, pink I think,” Courtney said, completely
surprised by her quick response. It felt like all of this was
happening too fast, but she felt compelled to obey her
instructions. Pink just seemed like a natural color to go with.

The woman led Courtney into the back room where she
showed her the equipment and explained all of the after care
procedures. Courtney had never realized the complexities of getting
a piercing. Her mother had pierced her ears when she was little so
she did not actually recall what she did after.

Overall the whole trip was relatively painless. The
actual piercing part had hurt, but not as badly as Courtney had
feared. It felt like she was in and out with plenty of time to get
home and make Aaron dinner.

The only problem Courtney found was her stomach was
now much more sensitive to movement and pain than she had been
before. Sitting in her car, she kept readjusting her seatbelt to
try to avoid placing pressure on her belly button or to create any
friction that might pull at the pink barbell in her navel. Despite
the discomfort, Courtney was excited at the idea of showing Aaron.
She probably would not need her vibrator.

Aaron had been surprised at first seeing his wife
with a cropped t-shirt showing off her new jewelry, but he
certainly seemed to like it. As much fun as the previous Friday had
been for Courtney once she got past her inability to cum without
something big inside her like her vibrator or Aaron’s cock, this
week was even better. Aaron certainly responded strongly to her new
decorations.

Waking up the next morning, Courtney was hoping she
would get a new set of instructions. She had done exactly as she
had been asked. She went out and got herself pierced. However, as
deep down she knew it would, the app had the same message. A belly
button piercing, while a great start, was not enough.

“Aaron?” Courtney asked later while they ate the
omelets she had made them for breakfast. “What would you think if I
got some more piercing work done?”

“What were you thinking of getting?” he asked in
return with a look of lust in his eyes. It was clear that Aaron
liked the idea of his wife wearing more jewelry.

“I was thinking of getting a stud in my nose. I think
it could look cute.”

“I’ll support you with whatever choice you make,”
Aaron said kindly, but with a look that indicated he would love it
if she got more done.

The nose stud had not been enough, although Courtney
had to admit she liked how it looked. Each time she went into Tiger
Tattoo and Piercing, the same young woman was there to help her. On
Sunday the woman turned Courtney away, saying she needed to take
more time between having work done to help with soreness and to
help keep away infection. “Come back next weekend if you still want
to take the next step.”


Three weeks later, Courtney was looking at her naked
body in the mirror after she had showered. Everything looked to be
healing nicely, and she could not help but smile as she looked
herself over. Both of Courtney’s nipples had little barbells
running through them, making her nipples more prominent than ever.
She had added additional holes to her ears, including one in each
ear through the cartilage. The most severe piercing though was one
that was not immediately evident.

Courtney opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out.
The bright pink barbell through her tongue showed brightly,
reflecting the overhead light. She had had it done the night before
after work. Now that it was Saturday morning, the only thing
Courtney regretted was the fact she would likely be unable to speak
properly on Monday at work. Still, she loved how it looked and felt
in her mouth.

Picking up her phone with only a towel wrapped around
her, Courtney knew she had done enough to get to the next stage on
her app. It would not be long before she could change out her new
jewelry and the thought of something dangling from her belly button
drove her wild. Courtney was beginning to find herself hot. She
loved what she was becoming. She only wished she knew what the end
result would be, but that would have taken the fun out of it
all.

Courtney jumped around giddily as she saw she had a
new set of instructions. She had not even read what she needed to
do. Just the fact it no longer told her to get pierced was enough
to make her happy. She had already decided what the next option
would have been, but she had not been looking forward to it.

“KEEP CALM AND DRESS LIKE A SLUT,” the app read.
Courtney stared at it for a while trying to determine its meaning.
In some ways, at least around the house, she had been dressing
provocatively with cropped tops, and short skirts. She could not
think of too much more she could do.

However, then it came to her. Courtney knew what the
app was asking her to do. It was too much. She had been dressing
what she considered slutty while at home with just her and Aaron.
The app wanted more. It wanted her to dress like a slut all the
time, including at work.

Courtney dropped her phone on the bed and ran back
into the bathroom, her towel falling away as she accelerated to a
sprint. She slid into a corner of the bathroom and sank slowly to
the floor. Holding her legs to her chest, Courtney tried to
rationalize what she was doing and what she was considering. She
could not go on like she was. Something had to give. The only
question was what it would be.

Disobeying the app seemed like the worst thing she
could do. She loved how she looked and acted now. Going back to the
old her sounded absolutely dreadful. However, she would essentially
need to do just that if she planned to break the control her app
had over her. Continuing on though would require her to
significantly change her life. Courtney would need to quit her job.
Technically she and Aaron did not need her to work. His paycheck
brought in plenty of money for the two of them to live comfortably.
Courtney even knew what she would spend her days doing if she quit,
but she had been working since college and her job had become a
part of her identity. No matter what choice she made, a part of her
would be gone, likely forever.

Courtney needed to talk to Aaron. No matter what
decision she made, he would be affected too. If she chose to keep
her job, they would return to their old lives and their old
relationship. If she quit, she would continue to make the changes
in her life the app told her to, except she would no longer be
bringing home a paycheck for their household.

Because Courtney could barely speak with her swollen
tongue, she waited to talk to Aaron until Sunday night. Of course,
that had not stopped her from having some fun with him before that.
Courtney had started to feel like she was his sex toy. There was a
part of her that liked that idea.

The Sunday night conversation had been an awkward
one, mostly because of Courtney’s issues with speaking clearly.
Every once in a while she would break out in giggles at the sound
of her own voice. The combination of her lisp and her giggling only
made Aaron laugh.

“I wath thinking of quiting my job,” Courtney
said, her lisp clearly evident.

“Is everything all right?” Aaron asked, hoping his
wife was not having issues with the people at work. She had made so
many changes in herself, he would not have been surprised to have
someone giving her a hard time.

“No, it’th good. It’th jutht I
can’t take the thtreth anymore. There ith the
perthon I want to be and there ith the perthon
I need to be for work. I can’t be both anymore.”

“I know we don’t need the money, but what would you
do with yourself?”

“I’d be a better wife for you. But altho, I’m
changing. I don’t even know what I’m becoming, but I need to
thee it through. I need the time to figure it out.”

“I’m all right with this,” Aaron said, his response
surprising Courtney. “I just want to be kept in the loop with
everything. Even more than I am now.”

“Thank you,” Courtney said as she hugged her husband.
She would have kissed him but her mouth was still too sore. She
could barely wait for her new piercings to heal. She would look hot
and actually be able to talk.

Courtney did not go into work on Monday. She called
in sick, or more accurately, she emailed in sick. She was still
having trouble with her lisp and she was afraid of what her boss
might say to try to get her to change her mind. She also sent in
her two weeks notice. Courtney had no intention of actually going
back to work at all. She had accumulated enough sick time to cover
the next two weeks.

Since Courtney no longer had to worry about her
appearance at work, she really got into the idea of dressing like a
slut. Despite her lisp, she felt confident enough to go on another
shopping trip. She no longer needed to worry about her work
clothes, so she decided to replace them with an entirely new
wardrobe, all of it risque.

There was one problem as Courtney tried to follow all
of her rules. She was required to wear sexy underwear, but she also
needed to dress slutty. Courtney found it difficult to do both. If
she really wanted to push the envelope on slutty, she needed to
stop with all of the underwear. The fact was it got in the way when
it came to either getting fucked by Aaron or by her vibrator.

Still, Courtney somehow managed to pull it off. And
more, there was a certain innocence to her appearance. Courtney was
now always dressed for sex, but she looked like it was entirely
natural for her to be dressed that way and entirely natural to have
a lot of sex.

Sex was always on Courtney’s mind. She could be
walking down an aisle in the grocery store picking out food for
dinner. She would be wearing a small low cut dress that barely came
down below her ass, perched on a pair of six inch heels with a
platform sole. There was no doubt about what she spent most of her
day doing. The stares alone would have embarrassed most women, but
Courtney paid the stares no attention. They were not worth worrying
about. However, that did not stop her from wiggling her ass a
little more when she new a man was watching her.

By the end of the week, Courtney had completely
overhauled her wardrobe. Every article of clothing she owned was
designed to show off her body, sometimes revealing it entirely,
others simply alluding to what the garment concealed. Regardless,
Courtney’s new clothes made her feel like a sex object, a feeling
she absolutely loved. She had no more worries, because her purpose
had become clear. It was a liberating feeling.


Saturday morning, Courtney had just finished riding
Aaron’s morning wood to a glorious climax when she took a moment to
look at her app. “KEEP CALM AND FUCK DAILY,” it read. Courtney was
momentarily taken aback at the sudden use of language in her new
instructions. However, her bewildered expression quickly turned to
a smile, punctuated by a giggle, when she realized she had been
following this set of instructions for two straight weeks.

Still, however, there was a little niggle in the back
of Courtney’s mind that wondered how she could follow this new set
of instructions if Aaron were not available. What if he had to
leave for a business trip and he could not bring her along? If she
could not get fucked by her husband, she needed someone else to do
it.

“Oh my god,” Courtney’s friend, Louise, said when
Courtney first walked into the restaurant. “What have you done to
yourself?”

Louise’s question was sincere, but there was no hint
of disgust with the new image her old friend was now portraying.
Courtney had specifically chosen to meet up with Louise because she
was the closest to being an all out slut. Back in college, Louise
had a boob job to help her pick up guys. Now, several years later,
she looked professional but sexy as hell.

The big reason for contacting Louise, as it had been
a while since they last spoke, was not to catch up, but to find a
solution to the possible inability to get fucked by Aaron everyday.
Sex with a woman had never been particularly appealing to Courtney,
but now it seemed like a lot of fun. She would still need to be
cleared by Aaron, but the fact was, Courtney clearly remembered
several nights in college where Louise came home from a party drunk
and tried to seduce her. It had not worked, but Louise’s bisexual
tendencies were no secret.

“I decided to try something new,” Courtney said,
replying to Louise’s question. “I was getting tired of corporate
America, so I quit my job and started changing how I dress.”

“You look fantastic. If I didn’t already know that
you aren’t interested in girls and that you are married, I would be
trying to seduce you so bad right now.”

“Actually, that’s what I wanted to talk to you
about.”

Courtney explained a lot about her new rules,
although she never once mentioned the app on her phone that was
making her rules. Louise seemed very receptive of the idea of
spending some quality time with her old college friend, especially
now that she looked like sex on legs.

The two left the restaurant with plans to meet up
again soon. Courtney, however, left with one additional assignment.
She needed to talk to Aaron.

“Aaron, baby, you know I love you,” Courtney said
later that night after dinner and after their first romp of the
evening.

“Of course I know that, Courtney,” responded Aaron as
he tried to figure out what she was talking about.

“Well, I was wondering if you ever thought about
trying to spice things up in the bedroom?”

“I’m not sure we need too much more spice with the
amount of time we spend in it.”

“Actually, I was thinking about the idea of bringing
someone else into the bedroom with us.”

“Uh…” Aaron said as he tried to wrap his mind around
what his wife was telling her.

“Don’t worry, I am completely satisfied with what we
have, but I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind bringing in another
woman?”

“Who did you have in mind?”

“An old friend of mine from college. She had always
shown an interest in me and I guess as I explore my sexuality more,
I have a developing interest in women.”

“When were you thinking this would happen?”

“Oh don’t worry. It won’t be soon. I just wanted to
broach the topic now, so we can talk it out and so you can talk to
her if you want.”

“All right. We can talk about it more, just not
tonight.”

“Wonderful,” Courtney said before she leaned over and
kissed her husband. He responded quickly and soon they were
engaging in round two for the evening.

Courtney felt much better about her situation. She
did not really fear not being able to have sex with Aaron everyday,
but now she had a backup plan. She figured if he was all right with
adding Louise to the bedroom when they were together, he would have
less of a problem if she spent some intimate time with just
her.


Aaron and Courtney slept in on Sunday. They had been
up late completing another marathon fuck session. Courtney could
not even remember how many times she came. Not that it mattered.
Just the simple fact that she had cum and had had fun was all that
mattered. Worrying about anything else was pointless. It only added
stress to her life and stress was no fun at all.

Given her recent behavior in addition to getting
fucked by her husband on a daily basis, Courtney was pretty sure
she would get another set of instructions. She had already proved
herself in the sex department and she knew the app somehow knew
that. It did not make sense, but then again, a lot of things were
not making sense. Courtney just went with the flow and accepted
things. It was easier that way.

Picking up her phone, Courtney opened the app and
waited for it to boot up. She smiled when she saw what the app told
her to do. “KEEP CALM AND GET KINKY,” the app read. Courtney licked
her lips as she suddenly thought of a great way to follow her new
directions. She put the phone down and slid underneath the
covers.

Courtney had never given a blow job before. Aaron had
asked about it briefly once when they were dating, but she had been
adamant about never wanting to take part in such a degrading sex
act. Courtney had never considered herself a staunch feminist, but
the whole idea of sucking on a guy’s cock had seemed revolting.

Now, however, it was completely different. Courtney
could not imagine never wanting to suck Aaron’s cock. Just thinking
about how it might taste had made her mouth water. There was so
much Courtney could do with his cock that she had trouble focusing
at the task at hand.

The moment Courtney saw Aaron’s cock as it lay there
in semi-hardness, lit only by the light filtering through the
covers, she came back to her senses. She needed to suck that cock.
Without even a second thought, Courtney plunged herself on to his
dick, taking it into her mouth and gently sucking it to complete
hardness.

Aaron was still asleep, but his cock certainly
enjoyed the attention it was receiving. Courtney on the other hand
felt like she was sitting for a gourmet meal. She loved the taste
of Aaron’s cock. It had a certain musky flavor that appealed to her
new sexual identity. However, the flavor was missing one thing, the
taste of cum.

Finally satisfied with Aaron’s hardness, Courtney
began her bobbing up and down on his cock, each time taking a
little bit more of him into her mouth. It was not long before she
could feel the head of his dick press against the back of her
throat. It was not the time to test her gag reflex. That time would
come later as she was sure she would need practice.

After a while, Courtney was beginning to think Aaron
was close to orgasm. The behavior of his cock was beginning to
mimic the sensations when he was close and pounding into her pussy.
Feeling this, Courtney redoubled her efforts, increasing her speed
and intensity.

It was not long before Aaron confirmed her earlier
assumptions. Grabbing Courtney’s head with his hands, guiding her
onto him, he said, “What a way to wake up. You’re an amazing
cocksucker. You should do this everyday.”

Courtney would have looked up and smiled in
recognition of the compliment, but she was too busy, too focused on
getting a chance to taste her husband’s cum. To top it off, she
realized she appreciated the guidance of Aaron’s hands. It helped
her to please him better. That was the whole point of giving him a
blow job, waking him in the most pleasing of methods.

Suddenly Courtney felt her husband’s cock spasm in
her mouth as it began to shoot spurt after spurt of his cum into
her mouth. She could not help but savor the salty but delicious
flavor as she continued to milk his cock with her mouth, trying to
get every last drop. Once Courtney was satisfied Aaron was spent,
she swallowed his load, enjoying the sensation of his cum filling
her belly.

“Mm, that was tasty,” Courtney said as she climbed
out from underneath the covers. “You want me to do that every
morning?”

“It beats getting up by an alarm clock. That is if
it’s okay with you.”

“I’d love to.”

Courtney started to crawl out of bed, waving her ass
at Aaron as she went. He gave her a light smack on her ass, which
elicited a giggle from her.

“Naughty, naughty,” she scolded mockingly before she
slipped into her wedged slides and walked into the bathroom.

Courtney looked at her slightly disheveled appearance
in the mirror and she could not help but smile at herself. She
looked hot standing there naked in front of the mirror. Courtney
turned slightly to get a view of her ass. Her workout regimen was
working wonders for her, especially the squats.

Courtney’s eyes lit up with a sudden idea.

“Baby,” she called out to Aaron in the other room,
“you should totally do me in the ass later.”

Aaron did not answer with words. He merely grunted
his approval. His response made Courtney giggle. She was certainly
following her latest set of instructions. Getting fucked in the ass
certainly qualified as kinky. She thought about practicing with a
butt plug, but she decided she wanted Aaron’s cock to be the first
thing up her virgin asshole.


The days wore on in orgasmic bliss for Courtney.
Every morning she woke Aaron up with her very best blow job. She
had started out as a proficient cocksucker, but her skills had only
improved. She planned to try deep throating very soon. She had
spent a lot of time practicing with a dildo.

Courtney had also found she absolutely loved getting
fucked in the ass. The first time had been a little painful, but in
a good and pleasurable way. Now it was not unusual for her to walk
around with a gemmed plug sitting inside of her. She loved feeling
full.

Despite Courtney’s new proclivities toward oral and
anal sex, she still loved a good hard fucking. While being more
adventurous with different ways of getting fucked, she and Aaron
had also explored different positions and places. It had gotten to
the point where half the thrill for Courtney was getting caught.
She had especially loved getting bent over a low fence in a
secluded corner of the local zoo during an adults only evening and
receiving a hard pounding. Courtney had been able to keep her vocal
screams muted by biting down on a popsicle stick, that is until she
came like a freight train. Her screams of ecstasy echoed through
the entire zoo. They were able to move on before someone came
searching for the source of the scream.

With all of Courtney’s efforts to look good and be
kinky, her self desires were partly fueled by all of the porn she
watched. While Aaron was at work, she would clean the house and
exercise, but that still left a large portion of her day empty.
Porn filled those empty hours.

However, Courtney was starting to develop a bit of an
inferiority complex when it came to her body. Her favorite porn
stars had gigantic tits and puffy lips. Their bodies had been
redesigned for sex. Thinking of herself as a sex toy, Courtney
began to think about what it would be like to have a porn star’s
body.

Then one morning, after she had completely given up
on her app changing its message for her, Courtney was given a new
set of instructions. “KEEP CALM AND HAVE SURGERY,” it read.
Courtney immediately knew what it meant. She needed to get the body
she desired so that she could truly be a sex object. That was all
she wanted to be anymore.

Courtney was unsure what day of the week it was when
the app changed its message for her. Aaron had to work, which meant
it was a weekday, but beyond that, she had stopped paying attention
to those kinds of things. She had a happy and fun routine that she
followed. Nothing else really mattered.

Courtney was shaken from her thoughts of having big
tits by a text message on her phone. It was from Louise. Before
reading the text, Courtney thought back to the two times Aaron had
agreed to have Louise join them in the bedroom. She had absolutely
loved it. Aaron had refused to fuck Louise’s pussy, but everything
else was fair game. Courtney especially liked licking Louise’s
pussy. Both times, Courtney had licked her friend out while Louise
sucked Aaron’s cock, at least to start with. Things got kinkier
after that.

“Want to grab lunch?” the text read.

“Sure,” Courtney wrote back. “How about Raphael’s at
12:00?”

“Perfect.”

With a lunch date set, Courtney spent her morning
trying to figure out what to wear. Over the weeks, her wardrobe had
continued to change, continued to push the boundaries of what was
appropriate. Almost all of her skirt’s lengths were in the single
digits. To top it off, Courtney had spent so much of her time in
heels, it hurt to walk barefoot. She did not mind as the heels made
her ass look good.

It was with small mincing steps that Courtney walked
up to her friend to give her a hug. Louise was waiting for her
before they were seated. Raphael’s was a trendy little cafe that
served healthy food and seemed to cater toward a more glamorous
clientele. Courtney fit right in.

“Wow, you look amazing,” Louise said as she held
Courtney at arms length after their hug to give her outfit a once
over. “I like your top.”

Courtney giggled before she said, “Thank you. It took
me forever to figure out what to wear.”

“You’ve got a big enough selection I can see
why.”

Courtney had decided on a white off the shoulder
cropped sweater. The knitting was spaced far enough apart, her pink
push-up bra was visible. She had chosen a pink skirt to match her
thong and bra. Courtney’s heels were white stiletto pumps with pink
highlights. She looked slutty but innocent.

“So what’s new with you?” Louise asked once they had
been seated and had ordered.

“Well, I’m thinking about getting my boobs done.”

“Really?” Louise responded, only slightly surprised.
The way Courtney had changed over the last several months, she
could easily see her taking the next step.

“Yeah, but that’s not all. I was thinking of getting
my lips done too and maybe some other stuff.”

“Wow. Sounds like you’re really wanting to up your
game in the sex department.”

“Well, I mean, now that I’m not working, there’s not
a lot else for me to do. And sex is so fun, why wouldn’t I try to
make it better? It would be so nice to get my tits fucked. That’s
the one thing I haven’t been able to do yet.”

“I think you should go for it, at least assuming
Aaron is in for it. Have you thought about how you’re going to pay
for it?”

“Aaron just got a promotion and a big raise. It seems
all my work to relieve his tension has really helped his job
performance. So I think we’ll be fine cost wise.”

“Oh good, the mimosas,” Louise said when their drinks
arrived. They both were planning to have a fun afternoon.

“Hi, sweetie,” Courtney said to her husband when he
arrived home from work before she kissed him hard on the lips. Her
head was absolutely killing her, but she did her best not to let
her hangover be noticeable. After lunch, she and Louise had come
back to the house and things had turned rather hot and heavy for a
while. They had not actually had sex, but both of them had cum
multiple times by the time they curled up naked on the couch
together for some post orgasm cuddling.

It was then that Louise told Courtney about her boob
job. It had been a graduation gift from her boyfriend at the time.
She broke up with him shortly after the surgery. At the time she
had felt bad about taking advantage of his wealth before dumping
him. Now she realized he had been a jerk and he was not worth
thinking about anymore. Louise at least got to enjoy the spoils of
their relationship.

“What’s up, babe?” Aaron responded before he gave his
wife a swat on her behind, sending her back into the kitchen.

“I met up with Louise for lunch today.”

“Yeah? How is she?”

“She’s good. We came back to the house and played for
a bit.”

Aaron was silent for a moment as he thought through
what his wife had just told him. Had she cheated on him? They had
already invited Louise into the bedroom with them a couple times,
so it was not like they were unfamiliar with each other,
sexually.

“You have fun?” Aaron asked, finally deciding that he
did not mind Courtney playing with Louise. At least with her libido
she was not fucking other guys. That he could not stand for.

“Lots. Did you know she had a boob job?”

Somehow Aaron knew where this conversation was headed
before the question had even been asked. His one regret about
Courtney’s body, especially now that she liked to show it off all
the time, was how small her breasts were. They were not tiny
exactly, but he had always wondered what it would be like if she
had a more substantial bust. He knew they could afford it is she
wanted to go through with it. It was just a matter of how much she
really wanted it.

“No, I didn’t. I would have thought she would have
gone bigger.”

“She had it done at eighteen. I didn’t realize she
had been so tiny. I thought she got them done in college to help
her pick up guys, but I was wrong.”

“Well her surgeon was good, I’ll give her that.”

“While we’re on the subject, I’ve been thinking of
getting mine done.”

“Yeah?” Aaron said with very little surprise in his
voice. Courtney was too preoccupied to notice.

“I mean, I love pleasing you and I think I could do
even better if I had tits, real tits, big tits. I’ve always wanted
to let you fuck my tits but I’m not big enough.”

“I’d support you if this is what you want.”

“You will?” Courtney said with excitement. “What if I
wanted to have some other stuff done too?”

“Courtney,” Aaron said as he looked into his wife’s
eyes, “I love you. I love you no matter what.”

“Oh thank you,” Courtney squealed as she jumped up
into Aaron’s arms.

“So what else were you thinking of having done?”

Courtney could feel her husbands erection straining
through his pants. If she had not been in the middle of cooking
dinner, she would have bent over and begged him to fuck her. She
knew he would have liked that. However, since that was not
feasible, she offered him a beer to help him relax before
dinner.

“How about I tell you after you fuck me later?”
Courtney said with a giggle. She knew she had her sexy act down
pat. In fact, it really was not an act anymore. It was who she was.
The old her was the act during the few times she still had to act
respectable.

The next day, with Aaron’s support, Courtney called a
surgeon for a consultation. For the next two weeks, as she waited
for her first appointment, she could barely keep still. Anytime she
had nothing to do, Courtney would jump up and practically run
around the house until she ended up in the bedroom with her growing
collection of toys. From there, it was usually at least an hour
before a sexually sated woman emerged.

When the day finally arrived for her consultation,
Aaron went in with Courtney for support. She was armed with a list
of what she wanted done and pictures of the kind of look she was
hoping for. The surgeon, Dr. Emory, was young but talented, at
least according to his reputation. Courtney could tell the young
part was correct and based on some of the pictures he showed her
during the appointment, he certainly seemed talented.

And more, Dr. Emory seemed excited about what
Courtney was trying to do. He was impressed with her commitment to
be as sexy and pleasing as she could be for herself and her
husband. He asked if she needed time to think about what she was
doing, but she insisted that her surgery happen as soon as
possible. Courtney could barely stand looking at her app every
morning telling her to get surgery. The repetition was only a
reminder of how inadequate her natural body was.

Courtney left her appointment disappointed. Her
surgery was two months away. She could not imagine waiting that
long before she got her next set of instructions. Her only respites
from sadness were the knowledge that she would not be stuck with a
flat chest forever and the erection in Aaron’s pants. To thank him
for taking time off from work to join her at her appointment, she
made sure to suck him off on the way home. It was only fair, and
she was hungry from skipping lunch.


The following morning, Courtney woke up to a complete
surprise. The app had new instructions for her. It somehow knew she
had scheduled her surgery. “KEEP CALM AND ACT DUMB AND DITZY,” it
read. Courtney read her new directive over and over again, trying
to figure out what the app was trying to get her to do. She was
already a sex object. Deep down she knew that. But this wanted
something else from her. She just could not put her finger on what
it was.

Courtney shook her head to clear her thoughts. If she
was going to follow directions she needed to start by not thinking
about what the big plan was. She needed to trust her app and let it
make her into whatever she was meant to be. Being dumb meant not
thinking too much. She could do that.

And ditzy was all about not being aware of what was
going on, or at least not aware of what normal people thought was
important. As a sex object, Courtney knew she needed to stay up on
things like fashion and sex. Knowing about the latest celebrity
gossip would be good too, although she felt that could become a
little high brow at times.

As Courtney contemplated her new ditzy image, she had
to admit, she was already part of the way there. In her effort not
to worry about anything, she had lost track of all current events
beyond what she read in fashion magazines. When the voting
pamphlets arrived, Courtney had not even bothered to open hers as
she tossed it in the recycling instead. She did not even know if
the election had happened or not yet.

The old Courtney, the Courtney from before she
started following the instructions from her app, would have gone
crazy over someone not knowing about elections and current events.
She would have screamed her head off at Aaron after running into
someone like that on the street. Now Courtney could only smile at
how completely unaware she was of everything that happened around
her. It was liberating to not be burdened with other people’s
problems. It was much better to trust that everything would work
out. And if things got really bad, she knew Aaron would protect
her.

Deciding it was time to get started with her day,
Courtney jumped out of bed, doing her best not to wake her husband
who was still sleeping. She needed to start making him breakfast
before she performed her wake up duties. Courtney licked her lips
at the thought of what her breakfast would be. As she walked into
the kitchen she was still trying to decide what Aaron might like to
eat.

Later that morning with Aaron successfully sent off
to work, Courtney had just finished cleaning the bedroom, a daily
occurrence because of all the fucking that went on in there, when
the doorbell rang. Courtney checked herself in the mirror, wanting
to make sure her hair and makeup were just right, before she minced
into the foyer to answer the door.

“Hi there,” she said with a giggle as she opened the
door. Standing on the front porch was a short squat little man in a
raggedy suit clutching a threadbare briefcase.

“Um, hello,” the man said as he looked Courtney up
and down. The amount of time he spent eying her made her giggle.
“My name’s Robert Thornburg and I’m with Cataclysmic Insurance. I’m
going door to door spreading the word about our new insurance
packages.”

Courtney knew she should have told the man to go
away. She did not need more insurance, or at least she did not
think she did. Aaron handled all of that, even before she started
down her current path. However, Courtney knew she could not just
turn the man away. She needed to be pleasing and she needed to say
yes.

“I’m Courtney,” she said, not knowing what else to
say.

“Yes, yes you are,” the man said, struggling to get
into his prepared speech. He just could not get over how scantily
clad Courtney was. She was wearing her favorite outfit to clean in,
a blue flippy skirt that sat low on her hips and a matching blue
cropped halter top that showed off the dangling pink butterfly from
her belly button. For shoes she was wearing her favorite wedge
heeled slides that she only ever wore around the house.

“We at Cataclysmic Insurance believe that you can
never be too careful with all the different bad things that can
happen to you, your family and your home,” the insurance salesman
continued. “That is why I want to talk to you about our volcano
insurance package. Did you know that the percentage of families
covered by volcano insurance is smaller than the unemployment rate.
It would be terrible if you and your family were unprepared for a
volcano eruption.”

Courtney simply smiled and giggled at her visitor,
having no clue what he was talking about. She did have to agree
volcanoes were bad. She remembered that one movie about a volcano
in Los Angeles. A lot of people died.

“Do you think you might be interested in protecting
your family from volcanoes?” the man pressed.

“Oh, um, yeah. Volcanoes are bad, right?”

“Yes, they can be very bad. Not only can they kill
you but they can destroy your house as well. Don’t you want to
protect your family and your house from such terrible
disasters?”

“Well, I guess so,” Courtney said, struggling to
follow Mr. Thornburg’s logic. She was realizing that by not paying
very close attention to what the salesman was saying, she would
appear more dumb and ditzy. “You can help with that?”

“That’s what I’m here for. Now don’t worry about the
fact there isn’t a volcano for miles. They can pop anywhere at
anytime with absolutely no warning.”

Courtney thought something did not sound right. She
vaguely remembered learning about volcanoes growing up in school,
and she did not remember learning about surprise volcanoes. Still,
that was years ago, and Courtney was sure she could be remembering
wrong. The salesman seemed smart enough to know what he was talking
about. She figured she was wrong.

“Now we offer three levels of coverage,” the man
continued. “The basic level is special home insurance in case you
house burns down because of a volcano eruption. The second level
includes the home insurance and a life insurance policy if you or a
family member is killed in the house while it is destroyed by a
volcano eruption. The most comprehensive policy includes insurance
if any member of your family covered by the policy is hurt or
killed because of any volcanic eruption.”

“Um, wow, that’s really complicated,” Courtney said.
She felt like she was experiencing information overload. Still, the
idea of volcano insurance sounded like a good idea, but she knew
she could not make that kind of a decision. She needed to tell
Aaron about it and let him decide.

“Yes, well, I personally recommend the top level
policy. It’s the most comprehensive package offered by any
insurance company in the world and for less than you could get any
policy from another company. So could I get you to buy this
insurance package for your family?”

“Um, I’d like to. Really I would, but my husband
makes those kinds of decisions. And I’m not very smart about these
kinds of things, so I’m sorry. Maybe if you came back another time
when he’s home he might buy some.”

“Thank you ma’am, I may just do that,” Mr. Thornburg
said gruffly. There was a reason he went door to door during the
day. It was easiest to sell to women with young kids. They were
usually too caught up in the idea of protecting their kids to
realize the absurdity of buying volcano insurance.

The salesman could not help but think how easy
selling to Courtney would have been. He figured she had to have
been some kind of trophy wife as dumb as she seemed. It was just
too bad she was smart enough to leave money decisions to her
husband. She had seemed gullible enough where he was sure he could
have sold her every insurance policy his company offered.

Courtney closed the door and fell back against it,
sighing as she felt calm begin to wash over her. Dealing with the
salesman had been hard with her new mindset. Still, she figured it
probably had worked out for the best. If it was really important,
Aaron would be able to sort it out.

By the time Aaron got home from work that evening,
Courtney could barely describe the incident with the insurance
salesman.

“He wanted to sell us something,” Courtney said once
the topic had been broached.

“What was it?” Aaron asked patiently. Courtney’s
recent behavior had taught him to be patient. It would have been
impossible for him not to notice how she had replaced her interests
in most things with interests in looking sexy and having sex.

Some volcano thingy,” she replied not entirely sure
of what it had been anymore. After the salesman had left, Courtney
did her workout and then spent the afternoon watching porn. By the
time it was time to make dinner, she was lost in a post orgasmic
haze.

“Did you buy whatever it was he was selling?” Aaron
asked, now trying to figure out if his wife had stupidly bought
something she could not even remember anymore.

“Um, I don’t think so… Um, no, I didn’t. I said if he
wanted us to buy it, he would have to come back when you are home,
because you’re in charge and stuff.”

“Good girl,” Aaron said, relieved that Courtney had
not made a major mistake. However, he could not help but notice
that she was acting like even more of an airhead than usual. It was
actually rather fun watching her struggle to think about things.
She was speaking differently too, like she could not find the right
words and had to make do with other less accurate descriptors.

Courtney shuddered in pleasure at the compliment. She
was glad she had been good. In that moment Courtney decided Aaron
would have to approve of all non-essential purchases. However, in
her mind she thought of it as needing permission to buy anything
that was not food or clothes.

During the following weeks as Courtney waited for her
surgery day to come, rather than actively seek out new experiences,
she instead floated through each day. She kept to her routine,
because she knew her routine would be fun. The cooking and cleaning
was enjoyable. Spending her afternoons watching porn was definitely
fun.

However, the way one day ran into the next for
Courtney had started to affect her ability to function in the real
world. She had all but stopped reading. Since she started following
the directions given to her by her app, she had not read much,
sticking to fashion magazines and the like, but now she even stayed
away from those, unless they were mostly pictures.

This also meant Courtney was completely clueless
about what day it was. Aaron had taken to setting an alarm to tell
her when to wake him up. He had had several sleepy Saturdays,
because she had given him his morning blow job as if it were a work
day. For Courtney, the weekends were a happy, albeit strange,
occurrence as Aaron stayed home all day. Not that she complained.
It gave her more time to get fucked by her husband.

One day while shopping for groceries at the
supermarket, Courtney was busy trying to decide what cut of steak
to buy when an older woman approached her.

“How dare you come in here dressed like that,” the
woman scolded.

Courtney looked down at her outfit trying to find
what was wrong. Looking out the window before she got dressed, she
thought it looked cold out. In that spirit, Courtney had decided to
dress a little more warmly. Of course, for Courtney that meant a
dress. The fact that the dress prominently displayed her small
breasts and it only just came down past the swell of her ass felt
completely normal to Courtney.

“What’s wrong? Did I get dirt on my dress?”

“Well I’ll be,” the woman said with indignation.
“This is a family establishment. I’m surprised the clerks even let
you in here wearing that…that thing you call a dress. They
shouldn’t let trollops like you in here.”

“Trollops?” Courtney said, confused about what the
woman was saying to her. “What’s that?”

There was still a part of Courtney that was
intelligent and could remember what she had learned in school.
However, it was just easier to ignore that part of her. And when
she ignored it, she realized she usually had more fun. Of course,
ignoring the smart part of her meant she was following
directions.

“Look you stupid cunt,” the woman spat at Courtney,
“you’re a disgrace to being a woman.”

“Excuse me ma’am,” a store clerk said as he came
running up to Courtney and the woman having heard the older woman’s
raised voice and fearing there might be an incident. “If you’re
going to use language like that, I’m going to have to ask you to
leave. There are children present.”

Courtney looked in the direction of where the clerk
had come from and saw two young children shopping with their
mother.

“But what about this slutty bitch?” the woman
exclaimed, throwing her arms up in disgust. “She’s dressed like a
whore.”

The store clerk looked Courtney up and down. She
responded by batting her eyelashes.

“Ma’am, I’ll agree this woman is provocatively
dressed, but nothing she is wearing is against store policy or
against the law as far as I am aware. I’m going to have to ask you
to leave.”

The clerk began to take the woman’s hand to lead her
away when she pulled her arm away and said, “Keep your hands off
me. I can find my own way out. Don’t expect me to ever shop here
again, especially since it seems you cater to stupid whores.”

The woman walked away, leaving her shopping cart
behind.

“Sorry about that,” the clerk said turning to
Courtney.

“That woman was scary,” she said as she reached out
and touched the clerk’s arm. Courtney had spent so much time
focusing on being pleasing for Aaron, her social skills primarily
consisted of flirting.

“Yes, well, she won’t be bothering you anymore. I can
escort you through the parking lot after you check out if you’d
like.”

“That’s all right. I’m sure I’ll be fine. But thank
you anyway.”

Courtney leaned forward and gave the clerk a peck on
the cheek. If she had not been married, she knew she would have
done much more. She would have at least given him a blow job for
his help.

With the ordeal with the woman behind her, Courtney
went right back to her shopping. By the time she arrived home, she
could barely remember that anything happened. She did not worry and
she did not bother trying to remember. The woman had not been very
fun, so it made no sense to bother.

Two weeks before Courtney’s scheduled surgery, she
was at the mall shopping for clothes that she thought would fit her
when she had her big tits. In front of one of the stores was a
booth offering a $10,000 shopping spree to the winner of a trivia
contest. Courtney was so excited at the prospect of winning so much
money to spend on clothes, she did not bother to pay attention to
what she would need to do.

“Hello, what’s your name?” the man running the
contest asked.

“I’m Courtney,” she said with a giggle. The man was
hot and she could not help but at least flirt with him.

“Are you ready to answer some questions to try to win
the shopping spree?”

“Sure.”

“All right then, I’ll ask you the first question. If
you drive eighty miles per hour for one hour, how far will you have
driven?”

“Oh, ooh, that’s a tough one,” Courtney said as she
furrowed her brow in thought. After six weeks of not using her
brain for much more than coming up with the next position to get
fucked in, she was a little out of practice when it came to more
complicated matters. “Um, eighty miles per hour for an hour. That’s
really fast. I only drive thirty miles an hour to get here and it
takes me fifteen minutes. Um, fifty miles?”

Courtney guessed the answer having no idea how to
figure it out. Math was hard and it was not as much fun as
shopping. Then again, she was doing this so she could shop
more.

“I’m sorry, but that is the wrong answer,” the man
said. “But don’t worry, because you can still win this thing.”

“Oh goody.”

“Next question. Helsinki is the capital of what
European country?”

Courtney had to think for a moment. Something did not
sound right. She vaguely remembered the name Helsinki. It was a
city somewhere.

“Wait, isn’t Europe a country?” Courtney said,
deciding it must be a trick question.

“No, unfortunately Europe is not a country, it is a
continent.”

“Oh, yeah, silly me. Helsinki’s the country then,
right?”

“Um, no…” the man said before he broke out laughing,
unable to contain it anymore after listening to Courtney answer so
poorly.

“Hey, Matt, what’s so funny?” another man who worked
at the booth said as he approached.

“This chick has the absolute best answers to these
questions. You should hear these, but you’re gonna have to read
‘em. I’m bustin’ a gut from the first two.”

“If you say so, man,” the second man before he turned
toward Courtney. “All right, are you ready for the third
question?”

“Um, I guess so. What’s so funny?”

“Ignore my partner. He’s being an idiot. Now for your
third question. Who wrote Romeo and Juliet?”

“Um, who are they?” Courtney asked, not sure who the
man was referring to.

“They’re characters in a famous play. The play is
named after them.”

“Oh I don’t go to plays. They’re boring.”

“Yes, they sometimes are. But really, did you even go
to high school?”

“Of course I did. I went to college too.”

“What did you major in?” the man said,
disbelievingly.

“Um,” Courtney said as she started to think. “I
forget.”

“You forget what you majored in? You don’t know who
wrote Romeo and Juliet? Almost every high schooler reads
it.”

“Is it by the Harry Potter lady?” Courtney asked
trying to think of anyone who could be a writer. She knew she had
read those books at some point, but it felt like a long time ago
now. She could barely remember what happened.

“No,” the man shouted, looking like he was about to
have a heart attack. Matt was still cracking up.

“Stop asking hard questions if you want me to get the
answers right.”

“All right, all right,” Matt said as he started to
calm down. “There’s just a couple more questions. Who is the
current Vice President of the United States?”

“Um, that’s the second in command guy right? I didn’t
vote. Is he any good?”

“Do you know who he is?” Matt pressed as Courtney
tried to evade answering, because she had no clue.

“Wait, isn’t he the guy that played that one guy in
that show,” Courtney said. She thought she had an answer, but when
it came time to actually putting it into words, she completely
failed.

“I’m going to have to say no to that.”

“Oh, but do you know who I’m talking about?”

“Maybe we can talk about it later. You still have one
question left.”

“Okay, but I’ll probably get this one wrong too. I
guess I’m just not that smart anymore.”

“You said you went to college?” Matt asked, curious
as to how an educated woman, who admittedly looked like a typical
dumb blond, could be such a dumb blond.

“Yeah.”

“Did something happen to you? After I mean, that made
you like… this?”

“No, I just stopped trying to be smart. It’s more fun
to be a dumb ditz.”

Courtney giggled and went back to trying to flirt.
She hoped her flirting might help her win the shopping spree, since
her answers were not helping her.

“Yes, I can see that. You’re last question is, how
old are you?”

“Wait, Matt, that’s not what the card says,” the
second man said as he looked over Matt’s shoulder having calmed
down.

“Shh, let have an easy one. I think she has a brain
injury or something.”

Courtney did not hear a word the two men said about
her. She was too busy counting on her fingers.

“Ooh, I know,” Courtney shouted, jumping up and down
in excitement. She had figured it out. “I’m twenty-six years
old.”

Courtney was proud to have answered a question
correctly. It had been a little tough to remember, but she had done
it. She only hoped it would be enough to win the shopping
spree.

“I’m sorry,” Matt started to say, “but you did not
get enough right answers for the grand prize.”

Courtney pouted at hearing the news. She felt awful.
If she had not been such a dunce, she could have won a bunch of
money.

“Don’t worry,” Matt continued. “Because you still
have won a $5,000 shopping spree.”

“I won?” Courtney shouted in complete shock. “Oh my
god, I won.”

“Yes, you did,” Matt said. “Here’s your shopping
spree card.”

Courtney took the offered card. It looked like a
credit card, but it had the mall’s name on it. She could only use
it there.

“Thank you so much,” Courtney said before she leaned
over the counter and kissed Matt on his cheek.

As Courtney walked off toward her favorite store, she
could hear the two men talking back at their booth.

“You let her win because you thought she would fuck
you, didn’t you?” the second man said.

“Yeah, I was hoping she’d fuck me,” Matt said. “She
may be dumb, but she is smoking hot. The way she’s dressed, I bet
she’s awesome in the sack.”

“You didn’t notice the wedding ring, did you.”

“She’s married? Shit. Why’d I let her win then?”

“Because you weren’t thinking with your head.”

Courtney giggled to herself as she finally left ear
shot of the two men. They had let her win. That was so nice of
them. If she were not married, she definitely would have offered
them a ride. After all, what were sex toys like her for.


The night before Courtney’s surgery, she could not
sleep. She was too excited to sit still. Aaron finally kicked his
airheaded wife out of the bedroom so he could get to sleep himself.
He was taking the day off from work to join her at the clinic. He
too was excited, but one of them had to be awake and coherent in
the morning. Given how Courtney had dumbed herself down and become
a complete ditz, Aaron knew it was going to be left to him.

The majority of time, Aaron could not have been
happier with how his wife had devoted herself to him. Her entire
world revolved around him, trying to please him. The sex had been
phenomenal and bringing Louise into the bedroom occasionally had
been a lot of fun. The fact Courtney wanted to remake herself with
big tits and several other enhancements was a bonus.

However, Aaron did have some reservations about the
changes his wife had undergone. She used to be incredibly
intelligent, having graduated top of her class. She was not dumb
exactly. He knew that if Courtney absolutely needed to, if her life
depended on it, she could remember what she had learned in school,
but it was obvious she no longer wanted to.

It was like Courtney had purged her brain of anything
academic. She had no concept of what was going on outside in the
real world. She spent all of her time living in a sexy fantasy
world. Aaron usually loved the result, but he learned that he
needed to take greater care of his wife. She was gullible and
forgetful, except when it came to sex. If she were not so devoted
to him, Aaron was sure she would be hopping around from cock to
cock, using her body to get everything she needed. He was sure she
left a lot of guys with blue balls around town when she had to turn
them down to stay faithful. At least she stayed faithful.

With Aaron asleep, Courtney wandered into the living
room and turned on a new porn video she bought. She stuck a plug up
her ass and then got out a nice big dildo from a drawer in the end
table. She had stashes of toys all around the house for whenever
they were needed.

As Courtney sat there, slowly pumping the dildo in
and out of her pussy, she imagined she was the big titted slut in
the video. She knew after her surgery she would be complete. She
just did not know what it was she was going to be. Various people
around town had caller her names: slut, whore, cunt, fuck toy,
bimbo. Courtney knew all those names could apply to her, although
she was not really a whore. She only ever got fucked by her husband
and never for money, unless you counted the fact that he gave her a
weekly allowance for all the grocery and clothes shopping she
did.

It was nearly three in the morning when Courtney
finally drifted off to sleep, her toys still wedged inside of her
and a dopey grin spread across her face. She had set the video to
repeat and it continued to play throughout the night.

The sun was not yet up when Courtney woke up. Her
head was groggy as she tried to figure out where she was. The porn
video was still playing on the television. Sensing she was still
stuffed with toys, Courtney wanted to go back to playing as the
scene in the video was turning her on and making her wet. However,
she fought hard against her body’s wants. She needed to check the
time to see if it was time to wake Aaron up.

Courtney’s appointment at the surgeon’s office was
early. With the scope of procedures she was having done, she would
be there most of the day. She was thankful she would not have to
spend the night, assuming there were no complications. Of course,
she probably would not be up for getting fucked when she got home.
That was Courtney’s one reluctance about the whole thing. She would
not be able to get fucked as much until she recovered.

Of course the getting fucked was an important
distinction. Courtney absolutely loved the act. Sex was her
favorite activity. She made her life revolve around it. However,
Courtney knew she was not the instigator. She wanted it all the
time, but it was Aaron who held all the cards. He decided when,
where and how. He fucked her. The fact she tried to egg him on had
no bearing on whether it happened or not.

Looking at the clock on the microwave, Courtney saw
that it was six o’clock. There was an analog clock hanging above
the refrigerator, but she could not read it anymore as she could
not remember what all the hands meant. Courtney was supposed to be
at the clinic at 7:30. The timing would be tight, but she was
confident she would be able to get everything done on time.

Courtney started by making breakfast. With limited
time, she made him a breakfast sandwich. Then it was time for
Aaron’s wakeup call. Still naked from before, she slipped under the
covers and began to suckle on Aaron’s growing hardness. It was not
long before he was shooting his cum into her mouth.

With her breakfast finished, Courtney bounced into
the bathroom to get herself ready. As her appointment approached,
each minute left her more excited, allowing her to shake off her
tiredness. Just before Aaron was about to call to her that it was
time to leave, she bounced out into the foyer wearing her favorite
outfit, a pink tube dress. It was the last time she would be able
to wear it as her new tits would never be able to fit inside.

Aaron could not help but notice how the tightness of
Courtney’s dress not only showed off the outlines of her nipples
but the barbells she was wearing as well. At that moment, he
desperately wanted to fuck his wife one last time, but with
traffic, they would be late if they did not leave right away.

“How do I look?” Courtney asked as she stood in the
foyer, posing for her husband.

“Good enough to fuck,” Aaron said truthfully.

“Really?”

“Yeah, but we don’t have time for that. We need to
get to the clinic.”

“Oh yeah,” Courtney said cheerfully. “I can’t wait to
have my new titties.”

The drive to the clinic seemed longer than usual to
both Courtney and Aaron. Courtney was excited, but she was also
incredibly horny. She kept reaching over and trying to massage
Aaron’s hard cock through his pants. She at least wanted to give
him a blow job, but he kept pushing her away. “I need to focus on
driving,” he kept telling her. Courtney was disappointed, but it
did not last long as she would remember where they were going and
she would start smiling again.

By the time they reached the clinic, Courtney was
bouncing up and down in her seat with excitement, babbling happily
in a high pitched voice. Aaron could not understand a word she
said.

Everything was ready for Courtney as soon as they
went into the clinic. Dr. Emory ushered her off to the pre-op room
so that she could get ready. Aaron was stuck waiting in the
reception area. He had brought a book, but even he was having a
hard time focusing with the idea of what his wife was doing. She
was trying to make herself more pleasing for him. Aaron could not
believe the luck he had had with the recent changes in Courtney.
His concerns had been washed away by her complete devotion to
him.

Once Courtney was out of surgery, Aaron came to visit
her in the recovery room. Because of all the drugs in her system,
she was barely conscious. Once Aaron was sure she was all right, he
decided it best to go into work for a few hours and come back when
she was ready to get home.

Courtney was barely aware of what had happened. She
struggled to open her eyes to see the two big mounds of bandages
sticking up off her chest. At least she assumed it was mostly
bandages. She had gone as big as the doctor would allow, but what
she saw looked huge. Courtney was also struggling to breathe. The
added weight on her chest pushed down on her rib cage
painfully.

Courtney’s breasts were not the only things different
about her now. Had she been able to speak, she would have found
difficulty with her plumper lips. The collagen injections would
give her perfect cock sucking lips. The liposuction was the other
major procedure, taking care of the problem areas that her exercise
regime was not able to fix.

Courtney was still heavily wrapped in bandages when
Aaron took her home that evening. Still on her pain medications,
she had a hard time even thinking about pleasing her husband. That,
however, did not stop her from fantasizing about being the dumb and
ditzy blond walking around with huge tits and fat lips.

At home, Courtney was barely able to ask Aaron to put
her gemmed butt plug in her ass before she went to bed. She could
not help but feel incomplete without something that could make her
standout, even if only Aaron would see it. She could not stand
feeling what she viewed as repulsive, even if it was only in her
head.

The first day after her surgery, Courtney spent the
whole day in bed. She spent her time watching porn on the little
t.v. in the bedroom. It was the first time in months that she did
not look at her app. Courtney already knew what it said. She knew
it would not change its message for her until she had healed from
her surgeries.

It was also the first day she did not wake Aaron with
a blow job since she had started that tradition. If it had not been
for the pain medications coursing through Courtney’s veins, making
her sleepy and completely out of it, she would have missed it,
regretting her inability to play the role of a good wife. However,
deep down she knew the sacrifice was worth it. She was almost
complete.

By the end of the week, Courtney had started to get
back into her routine. She did not feel up to going out very much
as she was still self conscious about the bruising and swelling
from the operation, but she was starting to feel better.

At two weeks, Courtney’s confidence in her appearance
returned. She was ecstatic over her new body. Her tits were giant
orbs that looked bolted on to her chest. Her lips were thick and
juicy looking, always covered in a sexy lipstick and a flavored
gloss that made her frequently lick her wet lips. The last
difference Courtney noticed was her thinner waist and sculpted
thighs. Just looking at herself in the mirror made her wet.

Now that Courtney was up and about, she had plans. It
was the day before Aaron’s birthday and she had quite a day planned
for him. However, she had a lot to do to get ready for his big
day.

First up came a trip to the salon. She had made good
friends with Mario and he seemed supportive of the changes Courtney
was making to herself.

“You look gorgeous,” Mario said when Courtney walked
in. “I love the new tits.”

Courtney giggled before she said, “Thank you. I still
need to go shopping though. That’s the problem with getting big
tits like mine. All I can wear is this old sweatshirt. I have to go
shopping for all new clothes.”

“Like that’s even a problem,” he said, causing Mario
to laugh and Courtney to giggle at the joke.

What Courtney did not say was that the sweatshirt was
not actually that old. She bought it after she started listening to
her app. It was supposed to be cute as it was cropped to reveal her
navel piercing, which was currently a set of dangling sparkly pink
jewels connected together. However, now with her expanded bust,
Courtney’s sweatshirt barely reached the bottom of her tits,
leaving her entire midriff exposed.

The stylist got straight to work, recoloring
Courtney’s hair and touching up her roots. It was now platinum
blond. Over the past several months, Courtney had been growing her
hair out. It now reached down to the small of her back. Her goal
was to have it reach her ass. It was harder to manage, but she
loved how it looked. Aaron seemed to like it too, which made it all
the more important to continue to grow it out.

Mario also gave Courtney a manicure and pedicure.
After spending several weeks inside, Courtney felt the need to up
her game with fancy new nails. By the time she left the salon, her
hair was once again wavy and perfect and her nails bright pink to
match her lips, but with silver glitter applied near the base,
making her fingers sparkle.

The next part of Courtney’s day was devoted to
shopping. It was not just her tops that no longer fit, but many of
her skirts and dresses no longer hugged her body in the same way
they once had. By late afternoon, Courtney had filled the trunk of
her car with bags and bags of new clothes. Aaron had given her a
spending limit and she had spent every penny she was allowed.
Shopping was the one thing she seemed able to do with any level of
intelligence.

That night, Courtney found herself in the kitchen
wearing nothing but an apron. When she got home from shopping, she
could not help but try to get herself off. After spending hours of
looking at herself in all kinds of revealing outfits, her libido
was through the roof. Courtney had giggled when she went to finger
her ass while she stuffed her hungry pussy with a large pink dildo.
She had been wearing a butt plug all day and had not realized it.
Courtney initially took it out, but quickly replaced it. The
feeling of emptiness was too great.

After several strong orgasms, Courtney decided it was
time to make dinner. After having to keep her tits in a surgical
bra for two weeks, she decided it was best to let them breath for a
while. Since she was already going topless, she figured it was
pointless to put on a skirt too.

“Did you forget to wear clothes again?” Aaron asked
when he got home from work to find his wife cooking dinner
naked.

“Um, I forget,” Courtney answered with a giggle. With
all the effort she had put into making dinner, she had forgotten
why she was not wearing anything beyond her apron.

Aaron just shook his head and left his wife to finish
the cooking while he went to change out of his work clothes.
Courtney pouted for a moment, not knowing if there was a problem,
but she eventually remembered to finish making dinner. With Aaron’s
response forgotten, Courtney started humming to herself as she
turned her attention back to the stove. She smiled and thought
about how much fun Aaron would have tomorrow.


Aaron’s birthday was a Saturday. Courtney got up
early to get her self ready, cleaning herself inside and out to be
ready for anything. She had a rough idea of how the day would play
out, but she needed to be flexible to best please the birthday
boy.

Courtney had learned over time that Aaron had a thing
for the school girl look. On several occasions she had dressed up
for him. For his birthday, however, she was going all out. Courtney
wore a short pleated plaid skirt with no underwear beneath so that
she could be ready at any moment. There was no way her white blouse
could be buttoned over her now enormous breasts, so she tied it off
beneath them and left them completely on display. Her outfit was
topped off with high heeled platform Mary Janes on her feet with
sheer white stockings and pigtails for her hair.

Once she was dressed, Courtney started on breakfast.
The meal was an elaborate affair and it required all of her
concentration to make sure she got it right. The apron she wore to
protect her outfit was needed as she made small spills several
times. As Courtney worked away on making breakfast, she hummed to
herself absentmindedly, unaware of her behavior.

Humming had become one of several behaviors she had
adopted without realizing it when she had been instructed to act
dumb and ditzy. Courtney could also be found to twirl her hair with
a finger or bite her lower lip when she was thinking. The most
obvious behaviors, however, were how she would either stare off at
nothing or randomly start giggling to herself.

Once Courtney had finished making Aaron’s breakfast,
she went back to the bedroom to have her own while waking up her
husband as she did every morning. Aaron already had his feet
sticking out from underneath the covers, which made it easy for
Courtney to reach his morning wood. She greedily sucked him into
her mouth and slowly began to blow him using every skill she had
learned.

When Aaron finally came, now fully awake, he filled
Courtney’s mouth with his cum. She swallowed it down happily,
thankful for the opportunity to please her husband and for the
delicious breakfast he provided her.

“Stand up and let me look at you,” Aaron said
excitedly. He was fully aware it was his birthday and that his wife
had planned a special day for him.

Courtney followed Aaron’s orders, standing up while
wiping a dollop of cum that had escaped her mouth with her finger.
She licked her finger clean and sighed at the tasty flavor.

“You look perfect,” Aaron said as he stood up and
hugged Courtney, holding her tight and pressing her expanded chest
against his own well muscled one.

Courtney giggled in response, before she remembered
to add, “Happy Birthday.”

“So what’s for breakfast?” Aaron asked as he let
Courtney go. “It smells delicious.”

Courtney led her husband into the kitchen and began
to serve him his breakfast feast. Pancakes, eggs, bacon, sausage,
strawberries, cantaloupe, blueberries. Everything he could want was
sitting on the table ready for him to eat. Aaron’s eyes were wide
with shock at the spread before him. He looked up at his wife to
see her smiling at him, a combination of lust and desire for
approval in her eyes.

“Can I massage your shoulders while you eat?”
Courtney asked, wanting to make Aaron’s birthday as pleasurable as
possible. It was what a good wife would do after all.

“Thanks, babe,” Aaron said as he happily began to
eat.

Courtney shuddered at the thought of being pleasing
to her husband. She moved behind Aaron and began to massage his
shoulders while he quietly ate, enjoying the good food.

“You know, your cooking has gotten a lot better since
you started,” Aaron said between mouthfuls.

“Thank you, honey,” Courtney said, brimming with
happiness. “I want to be a good wife for you and cooking is
important for that.”

“You’re doing a great job. You make my life easier
and me happy.”

Courtney giggled at the compliment.

Her massage continued as Aaron finished his
breakfast. Courtney started humming to herself as she rubbed
Aaron’s shoulders, enjoying their well muscled composition. Partly
inspired by her own workout efforts, Aaron had started spending
time at the gym as well. Courtney was very pleased with his
results. She loved being married to a strong man.

“What would you like to do next?” Courtney asked once
Aaron had finished eating. She had hoped he wanted to fuck her as
she was already wet and ready.

“Oof,” Aaron grunted. “I can barely stand up after a
meal like that. It was delicious.”

“Ooh, I know,” Courtney said, jumping up and down
excitedly and causing her tits to nearly bounce out of her top.
“How about I give you a tittie fuck?”

Aaron grinned before he responded, “Go get the
lube.”

Courtney squealed before she ran off on her errand.
She had barely had the chance to use her new tits and this was
actually going to be her first time using them for fucking. She had
tried before the surgery, but she just had not been big enough. Now
she most definitely was.

Courtney wrapped Aaron’s dick in her massive cleavage
and slowly began to slide up and down on his cock. She giggled at
the sensation.

“Oh my, that is fantastic,” Aaron said, practically
moaning as he leaned back in his chair and reveled in the warm
embrace of his wife’s enhanced bosom.

Courtney said nothing as she was completely focused
on her husbands hard cock sliding between her tits. Each time the
head popped up from her cleavage, Courtney worked hard to lick and
suck the tip, wanting so very badly to taste her husband’s seed
again.

Courtney shuddered with pleasure as Aaron reached
down and gave a healthy tug on her nipple rings. She had developed
an affinity for rough sex, and Aaron had seemed to enjoy causing
both pleasure and pain. For Courtney, the fact Aaron enjoyed it
made it all the more pleasurable.

It did not take long for Aaron to reach his climax
with Courtney’s tits enveloping his cock with such warm and soft
sensations. However, it was seeing his wife’s vapid expression as
she looked up into his eyes with nothing but love and lust that
sent him over the edge. Aaron shot rope after rope of cum onto
Courtney’s made up face, much of it slipping down and covering her
large round tits.

“That was wonderful,” said the well spent Aaron. “Did
you enjoy that?”

Aaron need not have asked as Courtney was busy wiping
her tits free and scooping the cum into her mouth so that she could
taste it as it slid across her tongue before swallowing it.
“Mmm-hmm,” Courtney mumbled between licks to confirm her
enjoyment.

The rest of the day was spent much like the morning
had been. Aaron, for the most part spent his time lounging around,
watching sports on television and finding various ways to fuck his
wife. By the time they went to bed that night, Courtney was
practically leaking cum from every hole. They had fucked all day,
only taking breaks to allow Aaron to recover. He had taken her in
the ass after lunch and had spent much of the afternoon between
quarters in the football game finding new positions to fill
Courtney’s pussy with his cum.

As Courtney made dinner, she had completely given up
on wearing clothes, her school girl outfit strewn across the house
and largely forgotten. Her memory just could not hang onto where
she had dropped her clothes when she was occupied with getting
fucked.

The one thing Courtney was wearing as she finished
cooking another feast for Aaron was a new pair of heels. At some
point she had kicked off her Mary Janes and misplaced them, so she
decided it would be best to wear her highest and sluttiest pair of
shoes for the rest of the evening.

Despite practically living in high heels, Courtney
still struggled with her current footwear. The platform sole was
clear and nearly four inches thick. Courtney was not sure exactly
as she was not very good with numbers anymore. All she new was they
were really high.

However, as high as the platform sole was, the
stiletto heel was even higher, forcing her feet nearly vertical. As
she cooked, Courtney minced about the kitchen, her steps so tiny
she could barely get one foot in front of the other. All the little
steps forced her hips to sway and her tits to bounce.

While Aaron ate his birthday meal, Courtney crawled
under the table and gave suckled his cock, pleasing his and making
sure he was hard for after, for she was going to be dessert. The
whip cream and chocolate sauce was ready to go. She could not help
but giggle at the naughtiness of Aaron’s special day.

After dinner Courtney and Aaron spent their evening
playing. Courtney gave herself a whip cream bikini, but it did not
last for long as Aaron licked it off of her. He seemed especially
appreciate of Courtney’s efforts to make his birthday special. Both
of them lost count of how many times they made each other cum.

By the end, Courtney’s entire body was one giant and
super sensitive erogenous zone. Each touch of Aaron’s tongue as he
licked her bare skin clean sent erotic shivers through her body.
Courtney’s brain had all but shut down. Her ability to think was
entirely controlled by her body’s desires and the deep seeded need
to please her husband. She had no stray thoughts. She was entirely
tuned to the eroticism of the fantastic sensations she was
receiving and the knowledge she was giving even more back in
return.

Finally, both Aaron and Courtney reached the point
where only a massive shared orgasm would satisfy their erotic lust.
Courtney laid back, her face a mirror of the pleasure she felt,
unconsciously giving her best O-face. Aaron pounded her hungry
pussy hard with reckless abandon, slamming his thick cock into her
channel while licking the last of the chocolate sauce off his
wife’s round tits.

All Courtney could do was moan as her brain all but
shut down. The pleasure coursing through her body, emanating from
her pussy and her tits was too great as it spread out through her
body. Courtney’s arms and legs spasmed randomly from each wave of
pleasure. Her eyes were blind from the intense sensations, seeing
only white instead. Every nerve was devoted to the pleasure she
felt.

And then it happened. Aaron, while grunting like an
animal, spilled his seed into Courtney’s pussy, sending wave after
wave of cum into her channel. At the same time, Courtney screamed
out in ecstasy as she came hard, climaxing with more force than she
ever could have imagined. Her orgasm was so strong she likely did
burn out a few extra brain cells, making her dumb act less of an
act.

Aaron and Courtney spent much of the next hour
recovering from their marathon fuck session. Aaron was completely
spent, his lips turned up into a happy and satisfied smile.
Courtney too had a smile on her face, but one that indicated how
little was going on inside her head. She was barely conscious and
she laid there reveling in the post-orgasmic haze.

Eventually it was decided they would clean up from
dessert in the morning, the task too daunting in their current
state. Aaron climbed into bed and Courtney followed. She held him
tight, using his chest as a pillow. Her hand reached down and
gently massaged his cock, making sure it was ready for his morning
blow job. Courtney loved Aaron too much to ever consider breaking
their sexual routine.

Sunday morning, Courtney woke up bright and early.
The sun was just beginning to peak through the windows. She
carefully extricated herself from Aaron, making sure not to wake
him. Courtney slipped on her wedge slides she walked around the
house in and then began to make herself pretty for her husband.
After over an hour in the bathroom, showering, shaving and fixing
her hair and makeup, Courtney reentered the bedroom, wearing only
her wedge slides and her gemmed butt plug, on her way to the
kitchen to start Aaron’s breakfast.

Just as she was about to walk out, she spotted her
phone sitting on the nightstand. Courtney had not thought much
about her phone since her surgery as she knew exactly what it would
say. In fact, with her considerably lower active I.Q., she
struggled to use most of her phone’s applications. There was still
one app, however, that Courtney needed no help in remembering how
to use.

Courtney walked over to the nightstand, her hips
swaying sexily out of habit, and picked up her phone. With just a
few swipes across the screen, she had opened her Keep Calm app.
Courtney had not looked at her app in some time. Somehow she knew
it would have said the same thing. However, this time she knew it
would be different.

It took a moment to load the latest message. When the
words finally popped up on the screen, Courtney smiled. The words
and image were white on a pink background. Instead of the usual
crown, reminiscent of the original posters, there was the
silhouette of a woman. The message read, “KEEP CALM AND BE A GOOD
BIMBO.”

Courtney smiled. For a split second Courtney
remembered all that had happened to her. She had completely changed
her body, her personality, her life. It was all worth it. She was a
bimbo now and she knew she would be the best bimbo she could
be.

Courtney looked over at her sleeping husband. He
looked happy lying there. Courtney felt drawn to him, her mouth
watering at the thought of getting to suck his cock. Without even
thinking, she began to move slowly around to Aaron’s side of the
bed.

However, just as Courtney was beginning to reach
under the covers for her husband’s morning wood, she remembered
something she had forgotten.

“Oopsie,” Courtney said quietly with a giggle. “I
need to make breakfast first.”

Courtney quietly left the bedroom and then skipped
off toward the kitchen, her platinum blond hair and naked tits
bouncing wildly while she absentmindedly hummed to herself. It was
going to be a good day. Then again, for a good bimbo like Courtney,
everyday was a good day.




Visit Sadie Thatcher’s Blog at http://authorsadiethatcher.blogspot.com
to find out about new releases and to view her full catalog,
including her many bimbo themed stories. Also, be sure to visit
Sadie Thatcher’s Bimbo themed Tumblr at http://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com.
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