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"I can't wait for dinner," Chloe said as she rode down the hotel elevator alongside her husband, Blaine. It was their first anniversary and they had traveled to the big city to celebrate, checking into a fancy hotel, with dinner reservations at a fancy restaurant. 

Chloe looked up at Blaine lovingly. It was hard to believe they had been married for a whole year already. There had been no let down to fading of the love they had for each other. She considered herself to be extremely lucky, that she found the man of her dreams so quickly. She hoped it wasn't just a fluke, but instead that it was a sign of things to come. 

Blaine looked down at his wife. Her hair was curled in waves around her shoulders and face. It looked so nice after she spent the time curling it for the past hour. Her makeup was just right. The only flaw on her was that she didn't wear enough, at least in Blaine's opinion. 

There was much in Chloe's appearance that Blaine wished she would change, but it was not something he would ever bring up to her. He still loved her very much. 

He just had certain tastes that Chloe would find extreme. That was why he never brought it up. 

Even though Chloe had taken a long time getting ready to go out, her outfit might suggest otherwise. The conservative white blouse and black slacks looked like they would be more at home at the office than at a fancy restaurant, but that was her style. Blaine wished Chloe would more often reveal more of her body. 

Her petite frame was tight, her muscles taut. She had a great base to work from, but she did not see it in herself, having no desire to flaunt her body. 

At least she almost completely lived in heels. That was actually what first attracted Blaine to her. He saw her walk into a bar, wearing an outfit similar to what she wore now, its heels that clicked and clacked on the hard floor. For Chloe, she was so short, heels were a necessity, giving her the height she needed to make her presence known. 

And Chloe was a presence. She had a take charge attitude. She didn't need others to lead. She led with authority, even when it was better for her to let others do so. 

It was her big flaw, in some ways holding her back from success. 

In comparison, Blaine was someone who liked to go with the flow. He never let Chloe bowl him over. He held his ground. It contrasted with his nerdy appearance, complete with thin goatee. But Chloe loved everything about her loving husband and on this occasion, she was happy to let him lead, planning their entire anniversary trip. 

"The restaurant is supposed to be the finest in the city," Blaine said, hoping the restaurant lived up to expectations. He had heard nothing but good things, but it was always hard to tell. 

The elevator doors opened and Blaine held out his arm for Chloe to hold onto as they walked into the lobby. Chloe's heels clicked on the marble floors. She looked up at what looked like gold-plated chandeliers. The hotel was gorgeous. 

She tried everything she could to not think about what this trip must have cost them. She forced a smile, knowing that a smile would help to make her feel better about it all. 

"Good evening," the desk clerk said as they walked by. 

Somewhere between looking at the chandeliers and then looking at the desk clerk, Chloe failed to see the edge of a rug. She was clumsy at the best of times, especially with how she lived in high heels. Even holding onto Blaine's arm was not enough to keep her from tripping. Chloe tumbled to the floor. 

"Oh no, Chloe," Blaine said as he immediately bent low to provide his wife aid. 

Chloe sat on the floor, a little dazed for a moment. It took a moment for the pain to process. Her hands, her hips, they all felt fine. But her ankle was another matter. She winced and gasped as the pain radiated up her leg. Her toe had gotten caught beneath the edge of the rug and she twisted it as she fell. 

"I'm so sorry," the clerk said, rushing out from behind the desk. "I've already called for help. It's your ankle isn't it?" 

"Yes," Chloe said as she reached out and gently rubbed her ankle. It was not swollen yet, but it was already starting to turn red. 

"What kind of help?" Blaine asked. The couple were from out of town and out of network for their health insurance. A sprained ankle would be a bummer, but not something to call an ambulance over. 

"Don't worry," the clerk said. "We will cover the cost. This was no fault of your own." 

Both Blaine and Chloe breathed a sigh of relief. Although, neither were sure what calling an ambulance could do. Ice and rest were the likely prescription. 

And it seemed unlikely that they would make their dinner reservation. 

"Just wait here," the clerk said. "It should only be a couple minutes. No sense in hurting yourself anymore." 

And it did only take a couple of minutes before an ambulance pulled up outside the hotel with its lights flashing. However, instead of the usual white, this ambulance was pink. And the side was printed with the name "B Ambulance Services". Neither Chloe nor Brian had ever heard of the company before. 

Both their jaws nearly hit the floor when the three EMTs climbed out of the ambulance. The first thing they noticed was the tits. All three EMTs, all women, had giant tits. They were big and round and they jiggled when they moved. The uniform tops they wore were light pink blouses tied off beneath their tits, their nipples poking through the fabric

The second thing they noticed about their uniforms were the tight navy blue hot pants and their legs ending in matching high heels. But that wasn't what drew the attention to their legs. It was how short the uniforms were, revealing every inch of the girls' thighs. There was so little fabric between the legs of each EMT that you could practically see all the way to their panties, assuming they wore any. 

After that, it was their long, blonde hair, flowing around them in windswept waves, their plump lips swathed in pink lipstick, and their long, voluminous eyelashes that framed their lust filled eyes. They looked like bimbos, not EMTs. 

"Are these women qualified?" Blaine asked. 

"They're not just qualified, but B Ambulance Services is the most popular ambulance service in the city now," the clerk answered. 

"Hello, we're Sandi, Candi, and Mandi of B Ambulance Services," the woman in the middle said. Then she leaned down to address Chloe directly. "Ma'am, we're here to help you with your injury. Do we have your permission to assist you?" 

Chloe's head spun from the combination of the raw sexuality on display from the three EMTs and from the pain radiating up her leg from her ankle. She eventually nodded her consent, enough to allow everyone to get to work. 

The EMTs nudged Blaine and the clerk out of the way. The men watched as they got to work, assessing Chloe's ankle and speaking to her in calm tones, keeping her from panicking and reducing the pain for her. 

"Which is which?" Blaine asked, making an offhand comment. All three women looked so similar. And none of them seemed to have name tags on their blouses, or anywhere. 

"It doesn't matter," one of the EMTs said with a high pitched giggle. "We answer to all of them. I don't even remember which I am half the time." 

Blaine did not know what to say to that. On the one hand, it was disconcerting to have such women attending to his wife's sprained ankle. On the other hand, his cock had never been harder. He found it difficult to hide the tenting of his pants. 

He decided to let them continue, not knowing what he would do without them. 

Blaine watched as his wife was tended to. Although no cold compresses or ice packs were used. Instead, they administered a small vial of pink liquid, letting Chloe drink it all down. They had already confirmed her lack of medical allergies, so Blaine assumed it was for the pain. He was partially correct. 

"Go get the stretcher," one of the EMTs said to another. 

Without another word, one of the women popped up and sashayed back toward the waiting ambulance. She opened the back door and pulled out the stretcher cart. She then wheeled it back into the hotel lobby. 

"She doesn't need transporting to the hospital, does she?" Blaine asked, suddenly worried. It was just a sprain, or so it appeared. 

"Oh, it's nothing like that," the lead EMT said, remaining professional. "We just need to get her in the ambulance to complete her treatment. Then the two of you can be on your way like this never happened." 

"Oh," Blaine said. He looked down at Chloe, but she had a look of complete contentment on her face. If she was fine with all of this, he decided he would, 

too. 

Chloe was efficiently placed onto the stretcher. She laid back, the hint of a smile forming on her lips. She knew she was hurt, but the pain was gone. And somehow she just knew that everything that was currently wrong with her would be made right. Then she could go to dinner with her wonderful husband and properly celebrate their wedding anniversary. 

Chloe was loaded into the back of the ambulance and two of the EMTs went in with her. It was a little cramped, but they were professional and used to it. The third EMT closed the door and sexily swayed back into the hotel. 

"Will this visit be paid with insurance or personal funds?" she asked. 

Blaine looked to the clerk, since he said the hotel would cover the expenses. The clerk winked at him, a signal that he had it all taken care of. 

"The hotel will be handling the expense," he said. "Let's go into the office and we can get everything taken care of." 

The woman giggled, leaving Blaine confused. Was there something he was not understanding? The way the two scurried off into the office made Blaine think there would be more than the writing of a check. Either way, Blaine was left to wait for his wife's treatment to be finished. 

Meanwhile, in the ambulance, the two EMTs were rubbing some sort of salve into the skin around Chloe's ankle. She raised her head to look at what they were doing, but everything seemed so confusing all of a sudden. 

"What's going on?" Chloe asked. And before she could wait for an answer, she kept talking. "And why does my head feel so funny? It's weird, but it's good, you know?" 

"We know," one of the EMTs said with a giggle. 

"We feel that way all the time," the other said. 

"Would you like to always feel this good?" the first one asked. 

Chloe considered the question for a moment. There was a part of her that knew

something about this situation was not right. But in her current state, she could not figure out what that was. Instead, she found herself pondering if she really could feel this good all the time. It felt a little like the orgasmic high she felt just after cumming, but stronger and better. And that was definitely something Chloe could embrace. 

"Yes. I'd love to." 

"Great," one of the EMTs said. "We're done with your ankle. Let's get those boring clothes off you and we can start making the upgrades." 

"Yes, ma'am," Chloe said, a smile forming on her lips. 

Chloe looked down at her outfit and gasped in shock. The EMTs used shears to cut the clothing straight off her body. They were remarkably efficient. One moment she was full clothed and the next she was completely bare. 

They left the tatters beneath her. Chloe had not thought ahead, realizing she now had no clothes to wear, to dinner or otherwise. Not that her lack of clothing particularly bothered her as she watched them pull out a machine from a cabinet inside the ambulance. 

"This is a mobile body modifier," one of them explained. "It will let us give you the perfect body." 

"We used to use it on each other," the other EMT said, "but we're not allowed to anymore. We went a little overboard." 

The pair giggled, but Chloe was left in the dark, not understanding what they were talking about. She did not even know what she had agreed to, but she was excited about the idea of having a perfect body, whatever that really meant. 

"Let's start with your waist. Do you want a sexy hourglass shape or are you one of those girls who likes to keep a little meat on the bones?" 

One look at Chloe was enough to make it clear she kept in reasonably good shape. But assumptions made for poor patient care experiences and reviews. 

"Hourglass, I think," Chloe said. "That's smaller, right?" 

"Yes, it's smaller." 

"I want a smaller waist," Chloe said definitively. 

The two EMTs went to work, using the handles on the machine, shining a warm purple light over Chloe's midsection. And then, right before her eyes, her waist shrunk. The little layer of fat that had developed there over time just melted away as her skin tighter around her core. It only took moments before her waist was small enough it looked like she was wearing a corset. 

"Yeah, that's a good size," the first EMT commented. "Don't you think so, Candi." 

"I agree, Sandi. Any smaller and we'd have to move her stomach." 

Chloe normally would have been appalled at such talk, never having had the stomach for medical speak. But she just smiled and nodded her head, loving the way her waist looked better than it ever had before. 

"Let's do your legs next," the woman seemingly called Sandi said. "You're already pretty petite, but you could use a little more tone. Does that work for you?" 

Chloe had never really liked her legs. That was one reason she always dressed in pants. She never had to put them on display. 

"Do it." 

It did not take long before the EMTs had Chloe's legs looking great. They were firm, yet shapely, with just enough muscle to be healthy and attractive. They never mentioned the fact they were shortening Chloe's tendons so she would find it easier to walk in high heels. Not that she needed much help there, since she already wore them so much. But now she would be able to wear even higher heels without being so clumsy. 

"Let's get you turned over," Candi said. "It's time to work on your hips and ass." 

Chloe dutifully turned over, lying down on her now flat belly. They used the opportunity to remove her tattered old clothing from beneath her. 

Once Chloe was settled again, Sandi positioned the machine over her hips and ass. "You said you wanted an hourglass figure. I suggest a bit of an increase in the size of your hips and giving you a nice bubble butt to go along with them." 

In any other situation, Chloe would have completely taken charge of the situation. She would have probably disregarded Sandi's suggestion. But she was not feeling particularly confident in herself right now. Instead of wanting to take charge, she felt completely submissive to the two women standing over her. And if Sandi suggested she needed bigger hips and a bigger ass, who was she to argue? 

"Sounds good to me," Chloe said. "Just give it to me." 

The machine worked for a few minutes, increasing Chloe's ass size and shaping her hips. Chloe barely noticed the procedure because her head was so cloudy. It felt like her body had become someone else's. And yet, there was a primacy she felt, as if her new features were screaming out at her, promising her untold pleasure. 

"There," Sandi declared, satisfied with Chloe's new bubble butt. "Perfectly slappable." And it was, although neither woman would consider slapping Chloe's ass without being asked first. They were professionals. 

However, Chloe quickly got lost in a fantasy where Blaine did just that to her new ass. It would be encased in a tight pair of pants or a short little skirt. He would come up behind her as she stood there, pull his hand back and then bring it down hard on her ass. She would jump in response and then moan as the pleasure hit her. 

Chloe's pussy was wet as she turned back over. It felt different to have so much more on her backside as she laid down. But it also felt good. It felt really good. 

And neither EMT mentioned the wetness between her thighs. Little did Chloe realize they were equally as wet and definitely used to their patients getting turned on as their bodies were bimbofied. 

"Let's do your arms next," Candi suggested. "We can increase the tone and even give you some sexy nails. How does that sound." 

Chloe nodded her head, still imagining what her husband would do to her tonight after dinner. Sex had already been a given, but now it felt a whole lot different. 

Somehow, Chloe was certain it would be much, much better. 

The EMTs went to work, giving Chloe sleeker and sexier arms. They capped off her fingers with glamor length nails. They were pink for now, but Chloe would be able to repaint them at her leisure. 

One change that had gone unnoticed so far was how Sandi and Candi had removed Chloe's body hair. She shaved her legs and kept her pubic hair under control already, but she would never need to worry about shaving again. Her body hair was gone, permanently. 

"It's time to bring on the boobies," Sandi announced. 

Both EMTs broke out into a fit of giggles. Chloe looked up at them, not entirely sure what they were giggling about, but as good as she felt, she joined in, creating a harmony of giggles. 

"So, you want bigger, right?" Candi asked after the fit of giggles died down. 

Chloe looked from Candi to Sandi, looking at their impressive tits. Then she looked down at her own chest, feeling completely inadequate. 

"Yes, bigger," Chloe said, almost mesmerized by both women's size. They were so big, so round, so perky, and yet jiggly and beautiful. 

"How big do you want?" Sandi asked, moving the machine over Chloe's chest. 

"Um, how big are you two?" Chloe had no idea what she wanted, but bigger seemed to be the way to go. But how big was too big? And was that even a question she should be asking. Chloe felt confused and sad to have such small breasts compared to the medics taking care of her. 

"We don't even know," Candi answered with another giggle. "But we just love our titties." 

"Titties," Chloe said, letting the word roll around in her mouth and mind. "Tits. I want titties, too." 

"You got it," Sandi said. "Two titties coming up." 

The two women started to work on Chloe's chest. She could only sit back and watch as her breasts slowly inflated. They got bigger and bigger, losing their natural teardrop shape, becoming more round, sticking straight up off her chest as if they had been bolted on. 

It felt so good, Chloe could barely stand it. Her legs writhed on the stretcher as the pleasure coursed through her body. She thought she was going to cum as they continued to inflate her breasts, eventually topping out at a size large enough to nearly match them, at least considering her smaller frame. Chloe had always been a small woman, but there was nothing small about her new tits. 

Reaching up with her long-nailed hands, Chloe touched them for the first time. A greedy moan escaped her lips as the first burst of pleasure hit her. She wanted more. She wanted so much more. 

Chloe was lost in her self exploration and barely registered as Sandi asked if she was ready for her facial makeover and if she wanted to give any input. "Go ahead," Chloe managed to mumble. "I trust you." It was unclear how much Chloe understood of what Sandi had proposed, but after what the two EMTs had done to her body so far, she more than trusted them. They were like artists, using her body as a canvas, sculpting it into something truly tremendous and beautiful. 

With Chloe distracted, Sandi and Candi went to work. They grew out Chloe's hair, turning it from the current brown to a beautiful blonde. They added loose waves to it, giving it shape and body that it had never had before. 

They also made changes to Chloe's facial structure, raising her cheekbones and making them more prominent. They made her nose smaller, making it turn up a little at the end. Her eyelashes were made thicker and longer, framing eyes that were bigger and more expressive. Even though Chloe was relatively young still, very much at the beginning of the prime of her life, every hint of a wrinkle was erased from her face. That limited some of her expressive range, making it even more important that she could express herself with her eyes. 

Last of all came Chloe's lips. They had been relatively thin before. But with the help of Sandi and Candi, Chloe's lips were made plumper. It was not just the increased size, though. It was the projection, the way they pushed away from her face, making it perfectly clear what they were best used for. They were gorgeous cocksucking lips. 

"All done with the body modifier," Sandi announced. "Ready to see the new you?" 

Chloe nodded and Candi positioned a mirror above her, letting the patient see her new face and how the upper slopes of her big tits pushed away from her chest. 

"I look like a bimbo," Chloe said. There was a strain of worry in her voice. The drugs she had been given that made her feel light and happy we're starting to wear off. Chloe still felt them in her system, making her want to smile, but she also felt real thoughts begin to push at the sides of her mind, rational thoughts wanting to break through the barrier and invade. 

"You say that like it's a bad thing," Candi said. 

"It's not?" 

Sandi and Candi both giggled. "Of course it's not," Sandi said. "We're both bimbos and we've never been happier. Being a bimbo is great, because you get to be really sexy and hot and not have to worry about stuff." 

Chloe looked up at the EMTs with newfound understanding. Chloe had been too caught up in the pain and then the happy thoughts in her head to notice how much they looked like bimbos. And hearing that they identified as bimbos made it so much easier to want to be like them. They made for great role models. 

"I guess I could be a bimbo," Chloe finally said. "You both make it look so good." 

"Oh, it's great," Candi said with enthusiasm. 

"But you're not a real bimbo yet," Sandi warned. "You look like one, but you won’t be a real bimbo until we use the brainwave modifier on you." 

"Do it," Chloe said before she could change her mind. She knew that as soon as her rational thoughts arrived, she would talk herself out of it. But those intrusive thoughts would take away the happy high she felt. And it might take away the pleasure that her new body gave her. There was no way she wanted to give that up. 

Sandi and Candi set to work. They attached leads to Chloe's temples and another

one to the base of her skull on the back of her neck, where the brain stem became accessible. Then they hooked a computer into the leads. 

Just as the computer turned on, as Sandi pressed the start button, Chloe had a sudden realization that if they could transform her body, they could do some serious damage to her brain. They were bimbos, after all. But before Chloe could put words to that worry, her mind went blank as the leads activated. 

After that, everything became hazy. Sandi and Candi talked to Chloe, telling her all about her new life as a bimbo. She learned just how much she loved sex, anyway she could get it. Her body had been designed for sex and she gained pleasure from even the simplest of acts. 

They explained how much Chloe was submissive, especially to her husband. 

However, she was so submissive that she could be topped by a toaster if given the right situation. Her days of taking charge were behind her. She would always be deferential to others, preferring to serve rather than lead. 

And the final change they added was a change in spelling of Chloe's name. It always helped women to adapt to being a bimbo by dividing their new bimbo self from their old boring self. A name change was a great way to do it. 

However, there was not a good nickname to use from Chloe. It was already short and easy to say. But changing a single letter would be enough. From now on, Chloe was no more. She was Khloe now. 

"Cum for me, Khloe," Sandi whispered in her ear. 

And that was exactly what Khloe did. Her body convulsed in orgasm as she moaned in pleasure. Orgasmic energy cascaded through her body solidifying her new bimbo existence. 

And when Khloe finally finished cumming, her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at Sandi and Candi with a smile. 

"It's time to get you dressed," Sandi announced. "I'm sure your husband is waiting to meet the new bimbo you." 

Khloe giggled as she was provided with a dress, shoes, and an array of cosmetics. It was crowded in the back of the ambulance, so both women helped Khloe get ready. When she was done, she had pink eyeshadow and lined eyes, 

plus pink lips that matched her nails. 

And she wore a beautiful light pink dress with a dipping neckline that left her tits on display. She wore no bra and no panties. Bras seemed superfluous given the new shape of her breasts and how they sat so perfectly on her chest. Plus, panties would just get in the way later. 

The new shoes, black with pink soles, were higher than what she had been wearing before. The stiletto heel would make walking more difficult. However, where Chloe had been mentally sharp and physically clumsy, Khloe was the opposite. She was physically able to perform amazing feats of acrobatics, linked to her great desire for sex, but she was mentally clumsy, gullible and submissive. 

Not that Khloe minded. She felt so good this way, alive like never before, and without a single worry in her head. 

Blaine watched as the ambulance doors opened. The two bimbo EMTs stepped out first. But then stepped out a woman who Blaine barely recognized. He knew the woman was his wife, even though she looked like his greatest fantasies come to life. His jaw dropped as she sashayed toward him, a sexy sway to her hips as her tits bounced and jiggled, unrestrained in her low-cut dress. 

"Blaine," she said as she wrapped her arms behind his neck and craned her face upwards for a kiss. 

The moment their lips met, it was like fireworks went off in their heads. It was pure love and passion that they shared. And if there was any doubt that they were no longer husband and wife, that moment erased it. 

The kiss was interrupted by the office door opening. The desk clerk came out, looking a little disheveled and a freshly fucked grin on his face. The third EMT, Mandi, walked out after him. She looked more put together, but she was tying the ends of her blouse off under her tits. There was no secret about what they had been doing. 

"Looking good, ma'am," the clerk said with a wink to Khloe. 

She giggled at the compliment before she submissively whispered "Thank you." 

"Since payment has been handled, there's still a little bit of paperwork," Sandi said. She held out a stack of papers to Blaine. She did not even bother trying to

hand them to Khloe. "There's a detailed printout of the treatments we administered. There's also a card for our parent company, should you need to make a complaint or contact them with either a tune up or something more dramatic. There's only so much we can do as a mobile unit. And finally, there's a change of name from there. Your wife now goes by Khloe, with a K. And unless there's anything else, we should get going. You never know when we'll get another call. 

"There's just one thing, but I doubt you can help us," Blaine said. He was surprisingly calm about the transformation his wife had just undergone. But that was mostly because the woman she had become was like a dream come true. He had always been a breast man, liking the look of big, round tits. But it was only now, having seen the bimbo EMTs that he realized it was a bimbo fetish. And now he had a bimbo for a wife. "We had dinner reservations at Mario's, but there's no way we'll make it on time now." 

Sandi could have discussed this with her team, but she was the senior bimbo of the trio and therefore could make executive decisions. "We can take you there. 

We can have you sit in the back while we throw on the lights and siren. We'll have you there in no time." 

Blaine looked into Khloe's eyes, wanting to get her opinion. But there was an emptiness there that made it clear she had no opinion on the matter. She was completely submissive to him now. 

"That sounds great," Blaine said. "Thank you, so much." He turned toward the clerk. "And thank you. This is amazing." 

"Only too happy to help," the clerk said, waving them on. 

Sandi and Candi climbed into the front seats of the ambulance. Mandi jumped into the back, turning to help Khloe and Blaine in as well. 

"There's only one extra seat, so you'll have to share," Mandi said. 

Blaine was ready to split the small seat, giving them each space for a single butt cheek. But as soon as Blaine sat down, Khloe settled into his lap, grinding her ass onto his hard cock. 

Once the pair were seated, Mandi banged her hand on the shared wall with the

cab. The siren started up and they were suddenly moving. 

By the time the ambulance stopped, Blaine and Khloe were only a few minutes late for their reservation. Candi jumped out and opened the rear doors of the pink ambulance. Blaine stepped out first. He looked up to see the lights still flashing on the roof of the ambulance, white and red, except the red was closer to pink. It seemed fitting. 

Blaine held out his hand and helped Khloe step out of the back. As soon as she had both feet on the ground, she grabbed onto her husband's arm, letting him take the lead. She would follow him anywhere. 

They waved goodbye to the EMTs, thanking them for everything. Then they stepped into the restaurant, ready to resume their anniversary celebrations. 

Dinner proved to be painfully slow. It was not because of the service or the food. 

Both were beyond excellent. It was just that they both would have preferred to be somewhere more private where they could rip each other's clothes off and fuck for hours. 

But once they returned to the hotel, that was exactly what they did. As soon as the door to their room was closed, Khloe was all over her husband. She used her long-nailed hands to strip him of his clothing. She made quick work of disrobing him. 

Blaine would not be denied. He pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulder. 

He let out a gasp of amazement when her full tits came into view. He had been staring at them all night from across the dinner table, but now he could enjoy them in their uncovered glory. Her nipples were already hard and her large breasts sat so perfectly on her chest, as if they were tailor made for her body. 

Khloe's eyes lit up as she saw how excited her husband was. She had no shame at being seen like this, completely naked once Blaine finished pushing her dress down her curvy body. And she was not going to deny him either. She wanted him to see her, to take her and treat her like his slut. 

"I want you inside me," she said breathlessly as she dropped to her knees, reaching forward for Blaine's cock. She grabbed it in one hand and began jerking it off with her free hand. 

She looked up at him, taking in his handsome features. His brown hair was short, cut close to his head. He wore a thin beard that made him look older. Khloe loved this look on Blaine. He had never seemed so much like a real man. 

The sound of her wet lips wrapping around Blaine's cock filled the bedroom as Khloe started sucking his cock. Blaine held his cock firmly in her grip, keeping it from moving while she gave him head. She bobbed her head up and down his shaft, sucking him deep into her mouth each time she dove down. Khloe opened her throat, taking him as deep as she could, pressing her nose into his pelvis. 

"Yes! Oh god yes!" Blaine yelled out. He grabbed onto her shoulders as his orgasm approached. "I'm going to come! I'm going to cum in your bimbo mouth!" 

Khloe continued to suck hard as the first ropes of semen shot up his shaft, filling her mouth. She swallowed, taking the first gulp as the second shot hit her tongue. 

"Oh fuck! Yes!" Blaine yelled again as another rope shot up his cock and hit the back of her throat. She pulled off, sucking hard as she tried to get every last drop. 

As soon as she felt Blaine's cock shrink and go soft inside her mouth, she stood up. She wiped the excess saliva from her face, swallowing down all of his sperm that remained in her mouth. 

Once that was done, she walked over to his suitcase and opened it. She started going through his clothes, looking for something to put on. 

"What are you doing?" Blaine asked. He was naked, his cock hanging limp and dripping from its previous use. He wanted more, but needed a little time to recover. 

"I want to smell you on me while I help get you hard again," Khloe said, pointing to his dick. She pulled out a collared shirt and slipped it over her shoulders. She did not bother to button it up. Instead, she left it open, leaving her tits out and her bare pussy visible. 

Blaine watched intently, admiring her beauty. "You're right. I need more." He sat back on the bed and Khloe joined him, snuggling up next to him. It felt good to

cuddle and Blaine was more than willing to cuddle with his bimbo wife. 

He still could not believe what had happened to her. Meanwhile, as Khloe reached out and gently stroked his cock back to hardness, she could not imagine ever going back to her old self. She loved being a bimbo. Everything felt better and there were no negative thoughts or worries in her head to bother her anymore. 

"I'm guessing you'll be quitting your job when we get home," Blaine commented. 

"Probably, but let's not talk about that right now. How about you tell me how sexy I am? I like hearing that." 

Blaine could not help himself. Khloe looked incredible. His beautiful, blonde bimbo wife had a huge set of tits. And it was clear from the way she looked up at him and spoke so sweetly, even through the sexual act, that she enjoyed giving her husband pleasure. 

"You are fucking hot!" he said. "You are the hottest little slut I could ever imagine." 

"I know," Khloe purred. She took his hand and guided it to her pussy, letting him feel just how wet she was. "You can fuck me however you want, as hard or as slow as you'd like. Just take me, make me yours." 

"Just another moment," Blaine said, desperate for his cock to recover. He wanted nothing else, but to fuck his wife, enjoying her bimbo body to its fullest. 

"Not too long, I think," Khloe said as she continued urging his cock back to hardness with her hand. "I want you to fuck me so much." 

"Oh god yes," Blaine replied. "I want you so bad right now." 

Khloe let go of his cock, taking her hand off completely, knowing he would be there in just a second. She was ready. 

When his cock had finally regained hardness, thanks to her ministrations, Khloe turned to face her husband. "Are you ready for some bimbo pussy?" 

Blaine could barely hold himself together. She was beautiful. He had always known that, but now it was different and so much better. 

"Prepare yourself for me," Blaine said as he sat up. "I want to see those bimbo tits bounce when I fuck you." 

Khloe opened his shirt wider so that it was barely on her shoulders anymore as she settled back onto the bed and spread her legs. Blaine moved between her legs, his cock hard and ready. As he entered her, she gasped aloud, surprised at how big and thick it felt. Then he began pounding away, driving into her as deep as he could go. 

Blaine was surprised by how hot and wet she felt. There were no barriers holding him back from plunging in and out of her pussy, fucking her hard and fast, enjoying every moment. He fucked her hard, giving her everything he could give her. 

"Fuck me! Fuck my bimbo pussy!" Khloe called out loudly. Her bimbofied body jiggled as her breasts bounced with each thrust, her hips jutting upwards as he pushed his way deeper into her, meeting his thrusts with ones of her own. 

Blaine used his increased stamina following his first orgasm to full effect. He pounded into his wife's pussy with reckless abandon, her cries of pleasure driving him onward. Khloe felt as if she was in heaven as the orgasmic energy built up within her, preparing her for the biggest orgasm of her life. 

"I'm cumming!" Khloe exclaimed as Blaine continued pumping into her. 

And then the orgasm came. The waves of euphoria washed over her body. She lost all sense of time. It seemed to go on forever, but when she finally regained some sense of normalcy, Khloe realized Blaine had been pounding into her so hard that he had not noticed her orgasm. 

"What did I do?" Khloe asked. "Didn't you come with me? You haven't even cum yet!" 

"That's OK," Blaine replied, continuing to pound into her tight pussy. "We're still going." 

The next few minutes were spent as Khloe rode out several more orgasms, her

pussy milking every drop from her husband's cock. He could not have lasted much longer, but Khloe's body took care of his orgasm and he shot off inside her pussy, filling it with hot sperm. 

"That feels so good," she moaned loudly as he withdrew, feeling his softening cock slip out of her and the warm cum leak from her pussy. 

"Fuck, that was good," Blaine added. He collapsed on the bed beside her, spent from his efforts. 

Khloe lay on the bed, breathing heavily, waiting for her husband to recover and get some energy back. There was no way they were done yet. This was their anniversary, although it was the first day with her as a bimbo. Both needed celebrating and Khloe could not think of a better way to do it than by fucking late into the night. They were on vacation, after all. 

"How are you feeling?" he asked once he had recovered a little. 

"I feel amazing," she said, giggling softly as she reached over and grabbed his flaccid cock. "Being a bimbo is the best. I love fucking you. I love giving you pleasure. I love you." 

Blaine smiled down at her. "And I love you. But what about being a bimbo? 

What does it feel like now that you're one?" 

"I love it!" she gushed. "I can't believe I wasn't like this before. I don't even remember what it was like to be a normal person." 

Blaine chuckled as he thought back to his original intentions when he had married Chloe. Her being a bimbo had never been on his mind. Breast implants were as far as he hoped he might get out of her someday, but her tits now we're better than he had dreamed of. 

"I'm going to need some more time after this one, but how about you play with that slutty push of yours while I play with these tits?" 

Khloe squealed with joy. She leaned over and kissed Blaine, pushing her tongue into his mouth. He kissed her back as his hands reached up and started fondling her tits. Her hands went down to her pussy, teasing herself before she could get her husband's cock inside her again. 

As the couple played, there was no doubt in either of their minds that the events of the night were far and away the best possible outcome. Blaine's dreams were coming true and Khloe got to experience a vibrant and sexy life as a bimbo. And while her new self would cause some difficulties in the future, Khloe was certain everything would work out for the best. As a bimbo, she could believe nothing else. 
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