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      "It was one time," I cried. "I've regretted it ever since it happened."

      It was the conversation I never wanted to have with my husband. Leo was a good man. I loved him. And yet, there were times when I was lonely. Things happened. I had sex while Leo was out of town for business.

      The anger and hurt in Leo's eyes were worse than I ever could have imagined. I had wanted to keep the affair a secret. Leo didn't need to know. But I assumed a neighbor tipped him off. Apparently, he had seen the other man leaving my home late in the morning. Or something like that. I had thought we had been discreet, but I was wrong.

      "This is what I get for trusting you," Leo spat out.

      "No, it's not. I know you're upset," I said, trying to calm him. I would do anything to fix this, but I knew there was nothing I could do. We were stuck, probably headed toward divorce. That made it all the worse.

      As the wife to an important business executive, I thought it more likely Leo would do the cheating. In the middle of a long trip for work, he might get lonely. And one thing leads to another, probably starting in the hotel bar and ending in his hotel room. But as far as I could tell, Leo had never once even considered straying. I was sure he had been tempted, but the signs weren't there.

      Me, on the other hand, found my time alone in our big house almost impossible to handle. I got lonely. And when there was a neighborhood party where I drank a little too much and met a handsome man who happened to be visiting, something happened. The whole time I did it, I knew I was making a mistake. And yet I kept going.

      The worst part was how the sex wasn't even that good. The guy, Trevor, was good looking and an attentive lover, but the whole situation was lacking. The truth was, he wasn't my husband. And that was what made the biggest difference.

      "I'm not going to divorce you," Leo said. He held my head in his hands, a gesture I had come to associate with his love and care. It was hard to believe, because as far as I was concerned, this was it. This should have been the end of our partnership. "I'm not going to throw you out, Lindsey."

      "So that's it?" I asked. "We're just going to put this behind us?"

      Leo shook his head. "No, no, no. I can't just put this behind me. From this point on, everything is different for us."

      I nodded my head. That made sense. I had broken my vow. I had broken the bonds we shared. But how did Leo think we could move on?

      "I'll go to counseling," I offered. "We can both go. This is fixable. I'll do whatever it takes."

      It was a truthful offer. I didn’t want this marriage to end. I loved Leo. And even though I had made a mistake, even though I had strayed, I still loved him, now more than ever.

      "We're not going to counseling," Leo said. "There will be no fixing this. No more chances. You're going to make it up to me, Lindsey. You've put me through hell, embarrassing me in front of our neighbors. For there to be healing between us, there will need to be a change."

      I didn't know what Leo meant. But I could tell he had something in mind. He would never do anything to hurt me. He was a good man. Leo loved me, even if I didn't deserve his love anymore.

      "I don't want to divorce you, but I can't forgive you right now," he continued. “I love you, but you’ve hurt me.”

      "I understand.” I lowered my head, shamed by my actions. I had never felt so bad. The guilt was overwhelming. I just wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear. At least then I would be alone with my misery. But I was never alone. My actions hadn’t just caused me shame and guilt. They had hurt Leo, too.

      "I hope you can, because the hurt you have caused me makes me want to punish you."

      "Punish?" My mouth opened in shock. What kind of punishment did he have in mind?

      "Yes," Leo said with a grin. "You cheated on me, Lindsey. You've hurt me. And I can't forgive you right now. Maybe someday I will be able to forgive you, but until that point, our relationship, our dynamic, will need to change."

      "How are you going to do that?" I asked. My stomach was fluttering with nervous anticipation. I had never felt this way in my life. I could not remember the last time I experienced a punishment, at least not as an adult. Was he going to spank me? Was he going to burn me? As much as I hated pain, I was willing to do what it took to make things right. I would accept a punishment if it meant I could repair the damage to our marriage.

      "It's not so much how as what," Leo said. "We're going to start with a change in your attitude. I can forgive you. I'm not going to throw you out. But I will make you wish that I had. Because you're going to be my bimbo."

      I just stood there, my head in Leo's hands. He was right there. His strength would have been enough to hurt me if he wanted to. But it was not pain that he caused, but confusion.

      "I don't understand," I said. "What does that mean?"

      "It means, you're going to have to learn your place. And from this point on, you will change yourself to better match my desires. I love you, but I have always harbored certain interests that I have largely kept hidden from you."

      "Wait, does this have something to do with the time you brought up implants?" It had been years since he did that, not long after he got the job as the Chief Operating Officer at Croix Pharmaceuticals. That was when I stopped being a working wife and became a housewife. I always suspected Leo had a hankering for me to be more image focused, but I had always pushed back. I despised the idea of being so shallow.

      "It's related, yes," he said. "But that's not the whole story. You're going to become a bimbo, and that's going to require a lot of change."

      "You mean one of those stupid bitches from reality shows?" It was the only context I had.

      Leo frowned, but nodded. "That's not how I would have put it, but you're not far off. You've heard the word, haven't you?"

      "Yes, I've heard of a bimbo. But what does that have to do with me?"

      "You're going to become a bimbo, and I'm going to take you from being a boring housewife to being my personal bimbo. If you want to keep this marriage intact, you will need to become my submissive. You will look how I want you to look. You will speak how and what I want you to speak. You will behave how I want you to behave. This is your penance, your punishment, for betraying me."

      I swallowed hard. I didn't know how much I could take, but I had no other choice. If I wanted to stay with Leo, which I did, I would have to jump through whatever hoops he wanted me to. I would go as far as he wanted me to go, assuming I didn't completely break in the process.

      "What do you want me to do?" I asked, feeling defeated. I knew I deserved this, even though Leo's solution seemed to be far from normal.

      "For a start, you're going to call me Sir."

      Leo stepped back, giving me some space. "You want me to call you Sir?" I felt confused. Was that all this was going to be?

      "As a start. And I don't just mean when we're alone. This is all the time. You don't use my name again."

      My eyes widened as his proposal started to sink in.

      "Okay, I think I can do that."

      "Sir," he corrected.

      "Oops, sorry, Sir. I think I can do that, Sir." I didn't know how much he wanted me to say it, but it seemed like a small price to pay.

      "Much better," Leo said. "But there's more. From this point forward, you won't be Lindsey anymore. That is the name of a cheating bitch of a wife. And it's not very fitting for a bimbo anyway. Therefore, I have decided you will be Candi, with an i."

      I raised my eyebrows at that. He wanted to change my name? I supposed it couldn't hurt that much, although such a name left a lot to be desired. And the i instead of a y made it even tackier. I really didn't understand it, but I would do it, just to keep Leo happy.

      "Okay, I can go by Candi now," I said, hoping Leo would get tired of it eventually.

      "Tomorrow we're going to the courthouse to make it official. If all goes to plan, you will officially be Candi West by tomorrow afternoon."

      "And after that?" I asked. I was in shock. I deserved to be punished for what I'd done, but this was so unusual.

      "Sir."

      "Sorry," I said. "And after that, Sir?"

      A knowing smile appeared on Leo's face. The anger and hurt in his eyes disappeared, only to be replaced with something else, something I couldn't readily identify.

      "This is just the beginning. I don't know how long it will take, but we'll keep going until you're my bimbo trophy wife."

      "I don't know if I can," I said honestly.

      "You can," Leo replied. "You have no choice. This is happening, and if you want to stay married to me, you'll do everything you can to make this work."

      "You're right, Sir," I said. "And I'll do my best. I love you and I will do whatever it takes to make this marriage work."

      "I know you will, Candi."

      Hearing him call me by such a name left me confused and almost hurt. But I knew it was nothing compared to what I had done to him. This was my doing. And I would take every step he asked of me. I just wished I knew how the hell this was all going to work. I was scared.
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      I woke up the next morning with a sense of dread. If all went according to plan, this was my last day as Lindsey West. After a visit with a judge, assuming my name change was approved, I would be Candi West.

      I knew a Candy once, way back in school. She was a bit like what Leo described to me. She was similar to a bimbo. I didn't remember seeing her at my last reunion, so I had no idea if she even graduated or not. But while she had a y at the end of her name, I would have an i. There was a difference. It seemed impossible to me that I ended up tackier than she was, but that seemed to be what Leo wanted from me. I was at his mercy now. And I deserved whatever strange punishments Leo thought up. I loved him, but I also cheated on him.

      "Are you ready?" Leo asked as grabbed my purse. I had dressed simply, but professionally for the court appearance.

      "Yes," I said. But then I remembered how I was supposed to address him. "Sir," I added hastily.

      Leo nodded his head, recognizing how I had remembered my new rules. It seemed I was going to be living by a lot of new rules from here on out, at least until Leo was satisfied I had been properly punished for my transgression.

      "Come," he said as he offered me his hand.

      I took it and we headed out the door together. It was a nice day, but the mood was somber. Today was a turning point. It wasn't often someone changed their name. I'd read about people who did it for a second time, usually because they were fleeing from something. But I was doing this as part of a promise. And it was significantly different from when I changed my last name when I married Leo. That didn't require a judge. It was just basic paperwork.

      The drive to the courthouse was silent. I didn't know what Leo was thinking, but I was caught in a loop of what I thought would happen when we got there.

      He drove. We were in his car, so of course he drove. But he seemed to have something more on his mind than just my upcoming name change.

      "What is it, Sir? I asked, this time using his preferred title immediately. I hoped that might soften him, and he might be a little nicer to me, but I was not going to be so lucky.

      "I think I have another rule for you. This one is simple. You probably won't even really have to think about it."

      I didn't say anything. I just waited for Leo to continue.

      "From now on, whenever we are driving somewhere together, I'm the one who does the driving. You are always a passenger when we are together. Understand?"

      I sat there for a moment, thinking about this new rule. He was right. It was not very different from normal. In fact, I couldn't remember the last time we were in the same car together and I was behind the wheel. But I could accept that. If anything, I didn't like driving all that much, so it was a relief to make such an arrangement codified as part of our new relationship.

      "Yes, Sir," I replied. "That seems acceptable."

      Leo smiled. "It's good to see you're finally coming around."

      "Thank you, Sir."

      "Just remember, I'm not doing this for you. I'm doing this because you hurt me and I need to punish you."

      "I understand, Sir," I replied. I had no other option. This was the way it was going to be now.

      When we arrived at the courthouse, we walked hand in hand through the parking garage. Despite the gulf that I felt between us, I still felt reassured by his presence. We were together, and as long as we were together, we would get through this. I didn't know how long it would take, but I was willing to do my best to make this work.

      "Are you ready?" Leo asked as we waited outside the clerk's office.

      "I think so, Sir," I replied.

      "You'll need to be sure, because after you sign those papers, you can't go back. Once your name change is recorded, you will have no choice."

      "I'm ready," I said.

      Leo just nodded and led me inside.

      I stood there as the clerk reviewed the documents Leo had me fill out. She eyed me from behind her desk, looking me up and down. I was sure she was judging me. What kind of floozy might I have been to change my name to Candi?

      "And this is your signature?" the woman asked.

      "Yes, ma'am," I replied.

      "Are you sure you want to do this?"

      "I'm sure."

      She turned her gaze to Leo, sizing him up. She didn't know him, but it seemed like she was trying to make a judgment about us, to figure out whether we were a couple or not. Although all she would need to do was look at his driver's license to know for certain.

      "I'm just not used to women coming in here to change their names to something so..." she let the sentence hang, as if she didn't want to insult either of us.

      "It's okay," Leo said. "My wife has decided this is what she wants. I'm just here to help. This is her choice."

      The woman seemed satisfied with that explanation. "Here is your paperwork. The judge will see you on the time listed."

      I looked down to see that I was probably the first person to be seen by the judge after lunch. Hopefully the judge would have a good lunch and not make me explain why I had chosen to change my name to Candi.

      "Thank you," I said.

      "Come along, Candi," Leo said, holding out his arm to me. "Let's go get some lunch while we wait to be seen by the judge."

      "Yes, Sir." I took hold of his arm and allowed him to lead me out of the clerk's office.

      "You're not mad at me, are you?" he asked as we walked down the hall.

      "I'm not mad," I replied. "I'm just confused. Why are you doing this? You're not going to divorce me, but you want me to be something I'm not."

      "Do you think this is something I would have done if you had not cheated on me?" Leo asked.

      "No, I guess not. But you have always wanted me to be more feminine. You're not satisfied with me as I am."

      Leo laughed. "You're not wrong, but this is different. I'm not saying I didn't want to see you dressed up a little nicer and more feminine, but this is not something you would have agreed to. You've made that very clear in the past. But now you've given me an opportunity to shape you how I want you to be, how I've always dreamed my wife would be."

      "It's all just so confusing. I have no idea what to expect, and you've taken me by surprise."

      "Well, the best I can tell you, Candi, is that I want you to embrace your feminine side. And don't worry. I know changing your name feels like a lot right now, but you have to trust me. I'm going slow. The name will just help you stay in your new character better. You're not going to turn into a completely different person. Not all at once anyway."

      "I suppose not. I'm just not sure how far this is going to go."

      "Me neither. I have a plan, but it's flexible. We'll see where it all goes."

      I didn't know what to make of Leo's explanation. But he was right that changing my name felt like something big, but it was relatively minor in the grand scheme of life. But with this becoming official, there would be no hiding it from anyone.

      Leo led me into a little cafe near the courthouse. We sat down outside, enjoying the beautiful weather. A waitress brought out menus for us, as well as glasses of water.

      "You won't be needing this," Leo said, snatching the menu from my hands as soon as the waitress left.

      "Hey, what are you doing?" I asked, agitated.

      "Calm down. You're not getting a menu because I want to give you a taste of what is to come. From now on, I'll order your food for you."

      I stared at him. It was a simple request, but I could already feel my independence fading away.

      "Also, you forgot to call me Sir."

      I shook my head and dropped my shoulders. "I'm sorry, Sir. I will do better."

      "I know you will. This is all new to you. It will take time to adjust. But you will adjust. I know you will. And before you know it, you won't even think of picking up a menu again. It will just be normal."

      I looked up at him, wanting to ask why he was doing this to me, but I held my tongue. I knew the answer. I had asked him already.

      The waitress returned and asked if we were ready to order.

      "Yes, my wife will have the garden salad and I will have the pastrami sandwich, please."

      "Of course," the waitress said. She then turned to me. "What kind of salad dressing would you like?"

      However, before I could answer for myself, Leo spoke up. "She'll have the vinaigrette on the side."

      "Of course. I'll put the order in right now."

      The waitress walked off, leaving me alone with Leo. I thought I could protest, but I knew that would be futile. He would just remind me why I was doing this. This was all his way of punishing me.

      "Am I allowed to speak, Sir?" I asked. I didn't even know if I was going to be allowed to speak freely with my husband anymore. Was he going to train me to be quiet and submissive to him?

      "You may ask questions, Candi. But I won't guarantee I will give you answers."

      "Of course, Sir. Thank you."

      "Candi, don't thank me yet. We've only just begun. Thank me when you're all the way to being my personal bimbo. Thank me when you're all dressed up and sexy. Thank me when you've learned how to properly satisfy a man."

      "But what if I can't? I mean, I've never done those things before."

      "You will learn. You're smart. And you're a fast learner. I have faith in you."

      "Thank you, Sir." I couldn't believe what he was saying. To me, a bimbo was dumb and just got by on her looks. If he wanted me to be like that, why was he complimenting my intelligence?

      It did not take long for our food to arrive. My salad was good, but I would have preferred a sandwich like Leo ate. The pastrami looked amazing. It smelled really good, too. I wanted to ask for a bite, but I didn't. I just finished my salad as quickly as possible.

      "I can see you eyeing my sandwich," Leo said.

      "I'm sorry, Sir," I said as I lowered my eyes, ashamed that I had been caught looking at his food.

      "I don't mind," he said. "In fact, I'll let you eat a bite."

      "Really? Thank you, Sir." I couldn't believe what he had said. He was actually going to share his food with me. We did that sort of thing normally, but it felt different now. This was no longer an equal relationship. I definitely felt like I was being put in my place.

      Leo pulled off a small chunk of the pastrami and held it out to me. I would have liked more, like an actual bite of the sandwich, but I wasn't going to complain.

      I reached out to accept the piece of meat, but Leo shook his head.

      "I will feed it to you," he added.

      My eyes widened. That seemed a bit too intimate for where we were, but I didn't want to protest. Leo was in charge now. He was the one in control. I needed to just do what he said, even when he embarrassed me.

      I opened my mouth and allowed Leo to put the piece of meat inside. It was delicious. There was just the right amount of salt. It was cooked perfectly and cut easily with my teeth. It practically melted in my mouth. And the way he made me suck the meat from between his fingers was far more comforting than I had imagined it would be.

      "Thank you, Sir," I said as I finished chewing.

      "You're welcome."

      We sat in silence for the rest of the meal. There was a lot I wanted to say, but I didn't know how to say it. I wanted to know what was coming next, but I was afraid to ask. I was afraid to get an answer, or to get no answer. So I kept quiet, finishing my salad and sitting there waiting for the check to arrive.

      After lunch, I once again found myself on Leo's arm. We still had time before we needed to return to the courthouse for my meeting with the judge. I was nervous, but it was not a full blown panic attack. I was mostly worried that the judge wouldn't approve the name change. I did not want to have to come back a second time.

      "Relax," Leo said. "Everything is going to be fine. The judge will sign off on your name change."

      I was only vaguely aware of how Leo seemed to be able to read my thoughts.

      "I suppose you're right," I said. "I just want to get it over with."

      "I know," he said. "But trust me. It's all going to be fine. There is no reason for you to be worried."

      "Yes, Sir."

      We strolled along the sidewalk, holding hands as we walked. He kept me on the storefront side of the sidewalk, protecting me from the street and the traffic. Not that I was about to dash out into traffic and there was a line of parked cars along the curb, protecting us from danger.

      But we walked slow enough to look in the shop windows. Nothing of note caught my eye, but Leo seemed more intent on window shopping. He even stopped at a couple windows, examining the different clothing styles that were on display.

      It didn't take a genius to figure out the pattern of where he stopped. The shoes all seemed to have high heels. The dresses and skirts had hemlines that would leave most of my legs uncovered, and the necklines all seemed to drop precipitously low. It was like he was staring directly at the attributes that he wanted to see on me.

      But the real question was would he ever actually see me in such clothing? I did not think I could pull off such sexy clothing. But he clearly thought otherwise, which was the real reason why we were there.

      "How do you feel?" Leo asked, pulling me away from the shop windows.

      "About what, Sir?" I asked. "The clothes or the name change?"

      "Both."

      "The clothes are nice, but I don't know if I could ever wear them. I'm not a sexpot."

      "But you could be," he countered. "And you will be."

      "As for the name change, it's a bit scary, but it also feels like it doesn't mean much. I mean, I'm the same person no matter what my name is. And it's just a name. I still know who I am, even if no one else does. So I think I'll be okay."

      "I'm glad to hear you say that, Candi. Because the name change is almost final."

      I swallowed hard. We were only a short walk from the courthouse, which meant the judge would be hearing my case soon.

      Leo wrapped an arm around me and pulled me in tight. I appreciated the gesture, but it also felt weird. It didn't feel like we had that caring relationship anymore. But maybe I was wrong. I knew Leo loved me. I loved him. I wouldn't put up with all of this if I didn't love him. I just hadn't expected his comforting embrace at this moment.

      Before I knew it, we were back in the courthouse. This time, instead of visiting the clerk's office, we went to the courtroom of the judge who today was presiding over name changes. I had no idea what Judge Holstein was going to be like, but I hoped he wouldn't be too rough on me.

      "Please approach," the judge said after we were announced and the bailiff allowed us in.

      Leo squeezed my hand for luck, but he stayed behind. This was a task I had to do on my own. I had to convince the judge that I was serious about my name change.

      "Now then, Mrs. West," the judge said. "I see here that you are changing your first name from Lindsey to Candi."

      "Yes, your honor," I choked out, nervous about everything.

      "Are you sure you want to do that?"

      "Yes, your honor." I nodded my head for emphasis.

      "I might not agree with your choice of names, but I am not the arbiter of good taste. I approve of your name change. You are now Candi West. The bailiff will have your paperwork. You will need to update your various licenses and notify any government agencies that you deal with. Taxes would be an example of that."

      "Thank you, your honor," I said, accepting the papers from the bailiff.

      "Good day."

      I nodded and scurried out of the courtroom, the papers clutched in my hand. I had done it. My name was changed, just as Leo wanted. It was all official.

      "See, I told you there was nothing to worry about," Leo said as we left the courthouse.

      "Thank you, Sir."

      "Let's go home, Candi," Leo said.

      I just nodded, unsure of what more I could say.

      We got into the car and drove home. I held the papers in my lap. They felt strange, almost foreign. They didn't mean much, not yet anyway. But I knew they would. Eventually, everyone would know me by my new name. I was Candi now, and I had no choice in the matter.

      "Oh, it looks like I need to stop for gas," Leo said as we neared our house. He had a habit of filling the tank on the way home so that he could avoid being late the next time he went out.

      When we pulled into the gas station, I remained in the passenger seat as Leo got out and started pumping the gas. As he waited, he knocked on my window and I rolled it down.

      "This reminds me. Another rule relating to cars and driving. You are never to pump your own gas. Your hands don't get close to the pumps. You will need to inform me that your car needs gas and I will take care of it. And if, for some reason, I'm not around to do it, like if I'm on a business trip without you, then you will need to ask the attendant to do it for you. I know you can handle this yourself, but this is another little rule I want you to follow. Understand?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Good. Now, roll the window up and look pretty."

      I obeyed, not wanting to get into any trouble. I felt like a bit of a princess, but I couldn't argue against it. I was already on thin ice. I always felt like I was on thin ice with Leo now. Someday that would change, but until then, I just had to keep doing what he wanted. It was the only way for me to finally be forgiven.
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      If I thought Leo was going to give me the rest of the day off, I was wrong. While he had dropped me off at home as he had to go into the office, the changes I faced were far from over. At least I was able to wait until he returned home that evening.

      Dinner was already on the table when Leo walked into the house. I had changed into a dress and even wore heels, having seen the types of clothes Leo seemed interested in for me.

      "Good evening, Candi," Leo said as he greeted me in the kitchen. I was tending to a small cake I had baked, still trying to get back into his good graces. I knew a good way to get into a man's heart was through his stomach. I just hoped that it worked for heartbreak as well.

      "Good evening, Sir," I said before he lowered his lips and kissed me on the mouth. It was not a simple peck either. It was a long kiss that even included a little tongue. I was startled by the intrusion, but I did not pull away. This was the type of kiss I was used to getting from Leo. But not since I had admitted to cheating on him.

      "I see you have the cake cooling," he said. "Have you made frosting yet?"

      "Not yet, Sir," I replied. "I've only just removed it from the oven."

      "That's okay. I have something you can frost."

      Leo grinned at me and I felt the tension rise in my chest. Something was about to happen and I had no idea what it was going to be. I didn't know if I was going to enjoy it or not. But I was determined to go through with it. I would do anything to make Leo happy.

      "But let's eat dinner first," he added.

      I left the cake to cool, knowing I would come back to it later. Leo's frosting comment still bothered me, but on the list of things that bothered me recently, that was far down on the list. I pulled off the apron and draped over the back of a kitchen chair before I followed Leo out into the dining room.

      "It looks delicious, Candi. It smells delicious, too."

      I needed a moment after hearing my new name. I was still adjusting to it. It was hard to believe I would soon respond to it like it was second nature, but until then, I had to just live with it. And I was sure Leo would continue to use it as often as possible to help me adapt sooner.

      "Thank you, Sir. I hope it tastes good."

      "I'm sure it will."

      We started to eat in silence, both of us focusing on the meal I had prepared. It was nothing fancy, but it was tasty and filling. However, the silence was broken when Leo once again decided I needed to add another rule to my list.

      "When I come home from work, even when I was only at the office for a couple hours, I expect you to ask me about my day. That is your duty as my wife. I work a difficult job that allows you to remain at home and pursue domestic interests of the home. Therefore, I expect you to be interested in what I do. I don't expect you to know every detail, but you need to ask about it. It is not optional. Understand?"

      I gulped, trying to swallow a mouthful of food. "Yes, Sir."

      "Good. I don't want to punish you, but I will not tolerate disobedience."

      I swallowed hard, not wanting to know what a real punishment might be. "I understand, Sir. Forgive me, please. I just... I'll admit that I don't know very well what you do. I'm afraid I wouldn't understand it."

      Leo smiled. He actually smiled. I didn't understand his job and I didn't understand why he was smiling. "You don't have to understand. That's the beauty of it. You are training to become my bimbo wife. As a bimbo, there will be much about the world you do not understand. Instead, you focus on what you can grasp, which is more on the personal side. So, yes, I want you asking about my day at the office. No, I don't expect you to understand the intricacies of being the Chief Operating Officer of a major pharmaceutical company. But I expect you to ask and to listen."

      "Yes, Sir," I said. "How was your day, Sir?"

      "My day was good," he said. "I'm in the middle of some very important negotiations and I think they are going quite well."

      "What are you negotiating for, Sir?"

      "I can't tell you all the details, but basically it's the potential acquisition of a smaller company. They have a very important product that we at Croix Pharmaceuticals have long desired to produce. It's been something I've been working on for years. This could be the key that unlocks everything."

      I could tell that he was really excited about his work. It was something he was passionate about. I wished I understood more, but I did not. I just hoped my support for him was enough.

      "I hope it all works out for you, Sir," I said, trying to sound sincere.

      "Thank you, Candi. I appreciate your sentiments. And don't worry, this will make our lives much easier in the long run."

      "I'm glad, Sir."

      "I do appreciate your lack of understanding. It will be so much better when you are my bimbo wife. I will be able to ask you about the frivolous things that happened to you and you will be overjoyed to share every inane activity you did or thing you thought about. It will be wonderful."

      The impression I got was that he wanted to turn me into some sort of housewife from the fifties, only sluttier. The name alone was a signal to that. But I would do it. I would do it for him. I would do it for our marriage. And if I didn't, he would divorce me, something I could not let happen.

      "And while I'm not going to ask about your day, since I can guess what happened while I was away, I will compliment you on your choice of outfit tonight. It's a good first step."

      "Thank you, Sir," I said. I didn't even think about what he said, but it didn't surprise me. He wanted to see me dressed more femininely. The only question was to what degree would he want me to change? I suspected the answer would be considerable.

      Dinner ended with Leo eating the last bite of the pot roast I had made. I was quite happy with how it had turned out, and it was clear Leo was pleased as well.

      "Very good," he said. "That was a great meal."

      "Thank you, Sir."

      "Now, Candi, why don't you clean up the dishes and get the kitchen squared away. I'm going to retire to the living room to relax. And I know you need to finish frosting that cake. When you're done, I want you to come find me in the living room."

      "Yes, Sir."

      Leo got up from the table and I remained where I was. I was not going to try to keep up with him. I was not even sure what was about to happen. I could only go by the rules he had set forth.

      I puttered around the kitchen for a few minutes, putting the leftovers away and loading the dirty dishes into the dishwasher. I was so glad I didn't need to do those by hand. Then I return to my work with the cake. It had cooled adequately during dinner and now I could properly frost it.

      I carefully applied the frosting, making sure it looked nice. I could have been quicker, but I didn't want to mess this up. If I was going to do it, I wanted to do it right.

      But the real reason for the cake was to hopefully get Leo to go easy on me. I didn't know what he had planned, but if I could keep him nice and full of delicious food and desserts, I figured he might not have it in him to do anything drastic.

      After I was satisfied with my cake, I cut a big slice and put it on a plate. I put it on a tray and carried it out into the living room. Leo sat in his chair, watching TV.

      "I brought you some cake, Sir," I said, announcing my presence.

      "Good," Leo said. "I could use a treat. Put it on the coffee table. I'll eat it after your lesson."

      I did as he asked, but I had to ask. "My lesson, Sir?"

      Leo stood and walked around the coffee table, picking up the remote and turning off the television. "Yes, a lesson. I'm going to teach you how to suck cock."

      I looked at him, shocked. I had never sucked a cock before. I had no idea what I was doing. But that didn't stop Leo from pushing me to my knees and unbuckling his belt.

      "Open your mouth," he ordered.

      I did as he asked.

      "Wider," he added. "I'm going to teach you how to suck my cock."

      I watched in amazement as he pulled his cock out of his pants. It was large and thick and I wondered if I could fit it in my mouth. But I was not allowed to protest.

      Leo moved closer. "Take it in your mouth," he said. "Start sucking."

      I moved closer and Leo held his dick in front of me. I tried to open my mouth wide, but I struggled to get my lips around the head. However, once I managed to get it in, I was able to start sucking, bobbing my head back and forth. It was not easy, but I did not want to disappoint.

      The taste of his cock gave me a sense of warmth and comfort. It was heavy and thick on my tongue, and the flavor was complex, like a mixture of salt and sweetness. It was a masculine flavor that I knew I had to get used to if I wanted to please him. But I had no idea how that would be.

      Leo groaned as he stood above me. I did my best to please him. He wanted to teach me how to suck his cock, so that was what I was going to do.

      "Take me deeper," he said, pressing forward, urging me to take him into the back of my mouth.

      I gagged and choked, but I tried to do what he wanted. However, Leo was not satisfied. He grabbed me by the hair and pushed me back.

      "You've never done this before, have you?" he asked.

      "No, Sir," I replied. "I haven't. You know that, right?"

      "Well, you've got a lot to learn, but we're going to do this until you get it right. Open your mouth."

      Once again I took his cock. I did my best, but Leo was not pleased. I heard him sigh.

      "I have my work cut out for me."

      "I'm sorry, Sir," I said. "I'm trying."

      "I know. You're not bad, but you need to learn."

      "Yes, Sir."

      I looked up at him, hoping for direction, but I realized there was only so much he could tell me. Even though Leo knew what he liked, he had no idea how that translated to my actions, to my technique.

      I tried again, wrapping my lips around his head and sucking on it, tasting the precum that was already leaking from his cock. I used my tongue to press against his flesh, but it didn't seem like that made much of a difference.

      "Move your head back and forth, but keep your tongue active. You need to stimulate me. It's not enough to just be moving."

      I would have said something if I didn't have his cock in my mouth. I would have nodded my head, but I felt as if that would bring a rebuke from him.

      Instead, I moved my mouth up and down, as I tried to remember everything he had suggested. I knew the basic concept, but now I needed to remember the specifics.

      "Lick the head," he said, letting me know he was not going to tell me everything I should do. "Lick the shaft. Make noises. Let me know that you're enjoying this, too."

      I wasn't enjoying this, but I supposed I needed to pretend. I needed to make him think I enjoyed having his dick shoved into my mouth. It was humiliating, but I was not about to complain. I was there to please my husband.

      "You don't have to be afraid," Leo said. "Use your hands, too."

      I hadn't been afraid. I was still figuring it all out. I was not afraid, only inexperienced.

      I moved my lips up and down his shaft, sucking as hard as I dared. I brought my hands up and gently held the base. I didn't know how firm or soft I needed to hold him, but I tried to measure it by his reactions.

      "That's better," he moaned. "Yeah, like that."

      Leo's hips twitched and his cock throbbed in my mouth.

      I did my best to encourage him, hoping he would cum soon. I knew he was getting closer, but I didn't know exactly what to do.

      "Yes, now you're getting it," Leo said, continuing to encourage me. At least now he was being kind. I didn't fear him nearly as much as I had before. I knew this was all up to me. I didn't have to be here on my knees with his cock in my mouth. But if I wasn't here, I was going to be out on my ass, alone in the world without the man I loved.

      But then before I could do any more, Leo pushed me off of his cock. He stepped back and sat down.

      "I'm giving you a break," he said, his cock still hard. "I want you to stay right where you are while I eat this big slice of cake you brought me. Then you're going to practice again."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied.

      My jaws were sore, but I wasn't going to complain. This was all my own fault.

      Leo talked while he ate his cake. "I really like this cake. You did a good job baking it. I'm especially impressed that you have not complained. You were very worried I was going to hurt you, but I'm not. I won't hurt. But you must do what I say. You will be a better wife for it. And you will like it more, too. You will realize as we go on, that this was the right path for us. Just don't forget, you are the reason why all of this is necessary."

      "I know, Sir," I said. "I wish I hadn't done it, but I can't take it back now."

      "That's right. You can't. Which is why we are going to move forward together. But first, I want you to blow me."

      "Yes, Sir."

      I was tired and I was certainly going to have some serious jaw pain the next day, but I was resigned to continue. If this is what it took, then this was what I would do.

      Leo didn't stand up this time. He remained sitting, letting his cock rise from his lap, still hard. He set the now empty plate aside and made room for me to work.

      I crawled over and positioned myself on my knees before him. I reached out and tentatively touched his cock. I didn't know how much he wanted from me. I doubted he would sit there and give me the whole time to get myself ready. He probably expected me to already have my mouth open and ready for him to fuck.

      But as I let go of his cock, ready to open my mouth, he grabbed me by the hair again. He ran his fingers through my hair, close to my scalp, exerting maximum control.

      "Open your mouth and try to open your throat. I want to see how deep you can take me."

      Panic filled my eyes. My throat? I knew that was a thing, but did Leo expect this of me on my first night. This was the second time would ever have his cock in my mouth and he wanted me to try to deep throat him?

      "I've never," I started, but Leo interrupted me.

      "It doesn't matter, Candi. Try."

      I opened my mouth and bobbed my head up and down, sucking on his shaft. He was no longer tolerating me taking my time. This was his lesson. I was there to learn.

      Leo pushed down on the back of my head, trying to force more of him into my mouth. I knew I wasn't ready for that, but I let him push forward. This was my life now. I had to do whatever he wanted.

      "Relax your throat," he instructed. "You're fighting it too much. Embrace it instead."

      It was so hard to relax, but I wanted to learn. I tried to do everything right, to think about everything he had said to me, but it was overwhelming.

      "Relax," he said. "Stop thinking and just relax."

      Leo continued to hold the back of my head as I tried to follow his instructions, forcing him deeper and deeper. I choked and gagged, but I didn't try to fight him. I took him as deep as possible, hoping he would be satisfied with my performance.

      But then his words sank in. Stop thinking. I could do that. I closed my eyes and cleared my mind. And as my thoughts cleared, I felt a sense of relaxation come over me. It was working.

      And then I couldn't breathe. Leo's cock pushed into my throat, blocking my airway. It was terrifying, but I continued to relax. There was no other option. If Leo wanted to suffocate me with his cock, that was his decision.

      His cock pulsed in my mouth and throat. I could feel the heat radiating from his flesh. I could taste the precum in my mouth from before his cock head pushed down into my throat. I suppressed my gag reflex as much as possible, but I was living on borrowed time.

      "Almost there," Leo breathed.

      As he spoke, he pulled out slightly, allowing me to breathe. I coughed and gagged, but I didn't dare pull off of him. Not only did I want to satisfy him, I knew I needed to prove myself. I needed to show him that I could do this, even if it took some practice.

      Leo groaned. "Fuck yeah, that's more like it," he moaned. "I'm almost there, Candi. Almost there."

      I gripped his thighs, doing my best to hold steady as he thrust his cock between my lips. I kept my eyes closed, trying to stay relaxed and allow him in as deep as he needed. The alternative was to fight him and get kicked out of the house.

      The cum hit my tongue and I swallowed, not knowing what it might taste like. Instead, it was salty but not as bad as I had feared. I had expected it to be revolting. Instead, I could already sense that there were qualities about it that I might learn to enjoy.

      Leo slowly pulled his cock out from my throat, finally releasing me.

      "Swallow it all," he said.

      I did as he ordered, swallowing the remaining cum he left on my tongue. It felt good to know that I had done this to him.

      "That was a good start," Leo said.

      "Thank you, Sir."

      "But I'm going to need you practicing every day. I've already ordered a dildo for you to practice with. I anticipate buying you more as your skills improve. Before you know it, you'll be dropping to your knees several times per day to give me blowjobs. That's what I want from you. I want you to be a proper cocksucker. I want you to love sucking my cock. And I think we're well on the way to that."

      "Thank you, Sir."

      Leo picked up the plate with a few crumbs of cake remaining and held it out to me.

      "Now, take this to the kitchen and go upstairs to change into something more flattering. I know you have some lingerie. Don't worry, you'll be getting more soon. Then I want you to come back down and we're going to sit together, like a man and his bimbo do."

      "Yes, Sir," I said. I got up and took the plate to the kitchen.

      As I walked away, I was surprised to realize I was actually smiling. It hadn't gone quite the way I had anticipated, but it was not terrible either. I was proud of the way I had managed to relax and swallow his cock. I knew how difficult that had been. I knew I should have panicked, but I didn't. It was impressive, and I felt proud.

      And once the plate was in the dishwasher, and the dishwasher was running, I went up to our bedroom, not knowing what I was going to wear for my husband. But he had given me a clue. I was going to sit with him as if I was his bimbo. That was his goal for me, after all. But that meant I needed to try to wear something that fit his goal of me as a bimbo.

      However, as I dug through our shared wardrobe, I immediately spotted an item that I believed would be perfect. It was a purple nightie he had bought me for an anniversary long ago. I hadn't worn it much since I mostly wore boring pajamas, but tonight it felt like the perfect thing.

      I shimmied into it, enjoying the way the silk fabric caressed my skin. Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad. I pulled on a pair of purple panties, too. They weren't nearly as sexy, being fuller cut, but they matched the color of the nightie.

      Satisfied with my appearance, I returned to the living room, looking ready for bed, or at least some bedroom fun. I had to hope this was the sort of thing he had in mind for me. I was actually amazed it still fit me, because it had been years since he purchased it for me and at thirty-four, I wasn't exactly young anymore.

      Leo turned to look at me as I walked into the living room. He was assessing me. I stood in the doorway, waiting for his opinion.

      "I forgot I gave that to you," he said. "You look lovely. But in the future, I will want you to wear something more revealing. More attention getting. Do you understand what I mean, Candi?"

      "Yes, Sir. Will this evening's selection be sufficient for now?"

      He grinned. "Yes, Candi, this is acceptable. Take a seat at my feet. I have another rule I want to implement. I wasn't going to do it so soon, but I don't think it will hurt to add one more to your growing list of rules. You have a good memory for them. From now on, when you are at home, I want to see you wearing high heels. I know you saw me looking at shoes like that while we were out to lunch. You know what I like."

      "But Sir," I argued. "I don't have many pairs of high heels. And they hurt my feet."

      I felt like a child making my argument, even though I spoke the truth. And it was embarrassing to have my life dissected in this way. But I would keep trying to do my best to follow these rules.

      "I understand," Leo said. "You will adapt. Heels make you look better. And there will be times when you can take them off. It just so happens that when you take them off, you shouldn't be standing."

      I immediately dropped to my hands and knees, following his order.

      "See, that's much better," Leo said, a gleam in his eye. I couldn't tell if he was actually happy with me or not.

      "Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir."

      "Now come over here and sit at my feet. Not wearing heels also means no furniture. The bed is an exception. So is the shower."

      "Of course, Sir. Thank you, Sir," I said as I sat down at his feet.

      "Lean against my legs and take in the moment."

      I did as he suggested, although I had no idea what he was talking about. I was at his feet, literally.

      But I was glad for the chance to relax. My jaw was still sore, and I was exhausted. And I still had to go to bed.

      "I can see you're tired. I need you to stay up a bit longer. But you can get comfortable. Just lean against me and relax. Watch the TV. You've had a full day and you might not think it, but you've made huge progress. In a single day, you're well on your way to becoming the bimbo I want you to be."

      We sat like that for a while. And I slowly relaxed, enjoying his warmth, even if I couldn't cuddle up beside him on the couch. And I would remember to wear heels next time, even if they hurt my feet.

      Leo was right, I had made a lot of progress in a single day, even if I wasn't where he wanted me to be. And the worst part of it all was that I didn't really hate it. It was fun. And I actually enjoyed his attention, even if it was humiliating.

      "That's good, Candi," Leo said. "Just relax and let it all come to you. You've been a good girl for me today."

      I purred slightly as I relaxed, thankful for the compliment. Never before had being called a good girl actually been good, but I was thankful for it after everything else that had happened.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      After that first full day, Leo didn't surprise me with any more rules. He let me adjust to everything he had set forth so far. And it wasn't easy.

      That very next day a package arrived in the mail. I was wearing heels when I went to retrieve it from the mailbox. I felt silly wearing them, but since I had come from inside the house, the only way for me to walk to the door was to wear heels.

      The package contained a jelly dildo. It wasn't as thick as Leo, but it was actually longer: over a foot in length. But that just made it easier to practice with.

      Leo set me up on a training schedule. I had to practice sucking the dildo three times per day. And each of those times, I had to practice taking it into my throat. And that was on top of our nightly blowjobs.

      Each night, after I finished cleaning the kitchen, I would join Leo in the living room. There was usually a sporting event he liked to watch or some show he could stream. I never got to pay much attention, because I was too busy trying to keep myself from gagging on his cock.

      It was hard at first, but after a few days, I was better able to suppress my gag reflex and take his cock deeper into my throat. The problem was I knew that once I mastered blowjobs, he would give me a new task to practice. This was not going to end. It might never end.

      I was also adjusting to my other rules. I drove to the DMV to have my driver's license changed to reflect my new name. It was an easy task, even if it was long. And wearing heels wasn't easy as I stood in line for what felt like hours. There weren’t enough seats and no one was kind enough to give up theirs for me. I was the dumb woman who decided to wear heels to the DMV.

      It was strange to see Candi on my driver's license. In some ways, it was proof of what I'd done. But I accepted my fate, because what other choice did I have? I wanted to stay with Leo, no matter how much he needed to punish me for my transgression.

      However, I nearly ran out of gas on my way home. I was about to stop at the gas station to fill up the tank when I remembered Leo's car rules. I made sure to notify him as soon as he got home that night, making sure I wouldn't forget.

      Leo grumbled at the news, but he didn't say anything. He turned right back around and went to go fill my car's gas tank while I finished cooking dinner. Even though I felt less in control than I did before, I did appreciate not having to deal with pumping gas. It was a luxury in a way.

      I also started dressing in more provocative lingerie in the evenings. After dinner, after I had finished cleaning the kitchen, and before I joined Leo for the evening blowjob practice, I changed into lingerie.

      Similar to Leo buying me a dildo to practice on, he also bought me lingerie. It would arrive in the mail, just like the dildo. I was sure the mailman had no idea what he was delivering. But I knew this was much more to his liking. Lace was a common theme. He also seemed to like pink, but that was not always the color.

      What was always the case was the cut of the lingerie was skimpy and risqué. The bras, which they were usually bras, lifted my small breasts up, making them appear bigger. And the panties were mostly thongs and even smaller things that I didn't know the names of. It took some adapting to the new dress code.

      The one rule I hadn't gotten to test again was the ordering at a restaurant. We hadn't gone out since that lunch at the cafe. But I had a feeling that would change. The weekend was coming up and Leo often liked to go out to eat at least once on the weekend.

      The next bombshell dropped while we were eating dinner. Leo had already finished telling me about his day. I listened, but continued to not understand. But that wasn't the point. He just wanted to be heard. That I could understand.

      "I have made an appointment for you at a salon tomorrow," he said.

      "Oh," I replied, wondering if I should be nervous.

      "I'll drop you off in the morning. They're going to give you a platinum blonde makeover."

      "Is that necessary?" I asked.

      "Yes, Candi, it is. You need to be a platinum blonde. You're not a natural blonde and I've always thought you would look better as a blonde."

      "But won't it look weird? I mean, I've never been a blonde."

      "It's the sort of change that will help you become my bimbo."

      "Yes, Sir." I knew better than to fight him on this.

      "They'll also give you some other things to go along with your new look. I'm sure you'll like them, but you'll have to wait and see."

      I had no idea what he was referring to, but I nodded, anyway.

      "I don't know what else to say, Candi. I'm really pleased with how quickly you have adapted to your new role. I will admit, I had my doubts. I thought I was going to have to be more punitive with you, but that isn't what I want. This is an opportunity for both of us. I know you didn't cheat on me on purpose, but that doesn't change the fact that you did. I want to see you adapt to the changes I've asked of you."

      "Thank you, Sir. I am trying to make this work. I want this to work."

      The changes hadn't really been asked. There had not been a question. But I knew I had a choice. I could walk out that door and say goodbye to Leo forever. I wasn't willing to do that.

      "I know," Leo replied, reaching out and taking my hand. "You're a good girl. I know you'll be a good bimbo for me, too."

      I smiled. Leo was proud of me. He was pleased with how I had reacted.

      The rest of the evening went much the same as usual. I was still on a schedule and I was going to stick to it. The blowjobs had gotten easier, which I was thankful for. I didn't need to focus as much and I could concentrate on making sure I wasn't forgetting any of the steps Leo had taught me.

      Blowjobs were still a chore in my mind, but there were some positives. I knew Leo enjoyed them. He would sometimes put his hand on the back of my head, indicating he wanted me to go faster or deeper. And the taste of his cum had become something that I looked forward to. I didn't know how it happened, but I was no longer concerned with the taste. It was something I accepted.

      In a way, it was freeing. I had thought blowjobs were a one-way interaction. I would be the one on my knees, sucking his dick. But as it turned out, I got something out of it, too, even if only something small.

      I also realized that a Leo who had just cum was far less likely to want to reprimand me. He was less aggressive toward me, at least in terms of his anger over me cheating on him.

      However, there was also something missing in all of this. Even though I was regularly getting him off, there had been no sex for me. To be honest, I wondered if he would ever fuck me again. After all, another man had been inside of me. Leo might not want to follow him that way.

      The night ended as the nights before had done. But waking up the next morning was different. I had to get ready for my salon appointment.

      "I'll drop you off," Leo said after we finished breakfast.

      "I appreciate that, Sir."

      "And remember, I want you to be receptive. I've already given the salon my instructions, but they might ask you some questions. I want you to answer them as best as possible. They know the change needs to be drastic. That's the only way you'll fit the mold. Do you understand, Candi?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      I felt nervous as we got into the car and started the drive. But I knew this had to happen. It was part of the plan, so to speak. It was necessary for me to become the bimbo Leo wanted.

      "Here we are," Leo said as he pulled up in front of the salon.

      "I'll see you soon, Sir," I said as I leaned over to give him a quick kiss.

      "Be a good girl for me," Leo said.

      "I will."

      I stepped out of the car and walked into the salon, my high heels clicking on the sidewalk. I was ready for whatever was in store for me.

      "You must be Candi," a young woman said as she approached.

      "Yes, I am," I said, looking around. The salon was quiet, but I knew it would get busier as the day went on.

      "I'm Marla," the woman said, introducing herself. "Mr. West has already told us what he wants. Is that okay with you?"

      "Yes," I replied. "That's what I'm here for."

      Marla led me over to a chair. She gestured to it, and I sat down.

      "Let me give you a rundown of what's going to happen," Marla said as she pulled out a salon cape to drape over my body. "We're going to dye your blonde. Mr. West said to go as light as possible. Platinum if we can. And now that I see your hair, I think we can at least get close."

      I nodded my head in understanding. This was a big change, but I felt like I was in good hands with Marla.

      "We're also going to do your nails, makeup, and some waxing," she said.

      I gulped at the news. I had no idea I would be getting a makeover that involved not only my hair but also my body. I would have thought that I was already as girly as I was going to get. Apparently, Leo had other ideas.

      "I'm going to start on your hair. And when Liv is available, she will join us and start on your nails. Holly should be free by then to start on your makeup."

      "Okay," I said, not knowing what else to say.

      The next few hours were a whirlwind. My hair was bleached. It felt weird to sit in the chair as someone else did their best to turn my hair blonde.

      Then Liv arrived to start on my nails. She chatted with Marla as she worked, but I had no idea what they were saying. I couldn't follow along with their gossip and chatter.

      But then Holly arrived and I was introduced to her. She got right to work. It was impressive how all three women worked together so seamlessly. Then again, they were professionals.

      But as they worked, I also found myself looking at them, not judging them, but assessing them, figuring out what aspects of their respective styles Leo would like. Holly was blonde like I was about to be. Liv had big tits. I couldn't tell if they were natural or if they were fake. I guess that made them a perfect size then. And Marla had a thing for piercings. I caught sight of her pierced belly-button several times. And then she also had one in her nose and another in her tongue. The latter only peaked out when she said certain sounds.

      I soon found myself being washed and styled, which I enjoyed. It was relaxing to have someone else wash my hair for me. It felt like a luxury.

      And then I looked in the mirror. I barely recognized the woman staring back at me. It wasn't just the hair, which was a shock to me. I looked like a different person. I was a different person. This was what Candi was supposed to look like. And at the current rate I was going, I would need to get a new driver's license all over again. No one would believe the picture I had taken just a few days ago was me.

      "Yes, that's much better," Marla said. "And that just leaves the waxing."

      I gulped, not sure I was ready for this. It had already been such an emotional morning, but I knew it wasn't over yet.

      Holly escorted me over to a private room.

      "I'm going to have you strip naked and get on the table," Holly instructed. "I will return when you are ready. I don't expect you have done this before, so I will do my best to make it painless. I'm sorry to say that's not always possible, but I will do what I can. Some areas are worse than others."

      "Thank you," I replied, surprised by her kindness. I had no doubt she had done this many times before.

      I was alone for a moment and I took the time to strip out of my clothes. I left them on a chair and climbed onto the table, laying down. I felt exposed, but this was the point.

      A few minutes later, Holly returned, holding a bowl in one hand.

      "Are you ready?" she asked.

      "I think so," I replied.

      Holly came closer and I could see the hot wax and a waxing strip in her other hand.

      "We're going to start on your legs," she said. "Mr. West wants you smooth. This is the most comfortable way."

      I nodded, knowing she was not lying.

      Holly spread the hot wax on my leg and then pressed the strip down on it before ripping it off. I yelped at the pain.

      "I'm sorry," Holly said. "It will get easier. It will just take some time."

      "Thank you. It didn't actually hurt that much. It was more the surprise of it."

      Holly worked her way up my legs, removing the hair on both of them. When she was finished, I sat up to examine her work. It was the smoothest my legs had ever felt.

      But it was only the beginning. I knew what was next, but that didn't make it any less uncomfortable.

      Holly worked quickly and efficiently, making sure to remove all of the hair I had above my pussy. It was not a fun experience. It was definitely painful. But I did appreciate the results.

      "There we are," Holly said. "All done. Mr. West is going to be very pleased with you when he sees you. He did say he wanted you to be bare. I hope that was okay."

      "It's fine," I replied, smiling. I knew Leo would approve.

      I didn't get a chance to get dressed, however, because Marla and Liv came into the room, holding bags.

      "Are you ready for your last surprise?" Marla asked.

      "I guess so," I said. I knew I wasn't really in charge. Leo had planned everything.

      "First, we're going to get you into some new underwear." She held out a bag with a label from a high end lingerie brand. "It seems your husband has a particular look he's going for with you."

      And that was no lie. The lingerie bag had two pieces in it. There was a tiny thong that really didn't cover much. I could understand why he wanted me bare down there. It wouldn't have covered my pubic hair otherwise. And the bra was definitely the sort that enhanced my cleavage, both with how it cupped my boobs and how it padded them. I definitely looked bigger wearing it.

      "Now for the dress," Marla said.

      I was not surprised when she pulled a skimpy dress out of the other bag. It was the sort of dress that was going to make sure I got noticed. And I could understand why Leo wanted me to be so obviously sexy. I was his wife. He wanted me to be attractive. But this was more than that. He was clearly going to be using my looks to assert his own dominance.

      The dress was low cut, but not so low cut that my bra was showing. And it was short, leaving almost all of my legs on display. I had expected stockings, but it seemed Leo wanted to enjoy my recently waxed legs unencumbered by stockings or pantyhose.

      Finally there were the high heels. The shoes Leo had selected for me to wear were impossible tall, matching the color of the dress.

      "That is certainly a look," Marla said with a forced smile. She was judging me for my now bimbo-like appearance. The blonde hair was what started it, but the long nails and slutty dress cemented me as bimbo material.

      "Thank you all for your help," I said, not wanting to make a fuss. I knew what I looked like. I didn't need a mirror.

      "You're welcome," Liv said. "And if you ever need a touchup, we're happy to help."

      I smiled and thanked them again before returning to the front of the salon. I found a spot on the bench to sit, waiting for Leo to come get me. It was a relief to get off my feet, if even for a minute. Those shoes were impossible.

      Leo showed up ten minutes later. He pulled up to the curb and jumped out of his car.

      "Is that you, Candi?" he asked, as if I was a stranger. "I almost didn't recognize you. You look amazing."

      "Thank you, Sir," I said as I stood and walked over to the car. I had to be careful. It was hard to balance, but I didn't want to fall on my face in front of Leo or the stylists who could probably see me from inside the salon.

      "I managed to get the afternoon off, so I'm taking you to lunch and then I have more surprises for you."

      "Really?" I asked, surprised. I hadn't been expecting anything else.

      "Yes. You'll see. Just get in the car."

      I did as I was told, slipping into the passenger's seat. I was glad the drive wasn't long. The city was already passing in a blur, but that was mostly because I couldn't stop looking at my reflection in the window. I had no idea who I was anymore.

      "Did you enjoy yourself?" Leo asked.

      "I'm not sure," I replied, honestly.

      "But do you like the results?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Then I'm happy. I want you to be happy, too. I want you to like how you look. I know that will help you be happier."

      "I'll try."

      "That's all I can ask."

      Leo took me to a local restaurant that had a patio with umbrellas. I was thankful for the shade as I sat down in a wrought iron chair. With my arms and legs bare, I needed the shade since I wasn't wearing sunscreen. I didn't want to get burnt.

      Leo and I were seated immediately. I was thankful that the restaurant had not been crowded. It was still the middle of the day. I would have hated to wait in line for a table in my condition.

      When the waitress arrived, Leo was ready to order for the both of us, just as he had at the cafe. He ordered me a salad and an iced tea. He wasn't concerned with what I might want to eat. He chose an Indian dish that I didn't catch the name of. He also ordered a bottle of rosé for us to share.

      "Thank you, Sir," I said, remembering my manners.

      "You're welcome, Candi," he replied. "Isn't it nice to not have to worry about what you order or anything like that?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "I'm pleased you have made so much progress. It hasn't even been a week. I have to admit, I had my doubts. But I shouldn't have worried."

      "I'm glad, Sir."

      "I just want you to be able to sit there and look pretty," Leo said. Then he leaned close so only I would hear him. "Have you noticed how people are looking at you? They're admiring you. They think you're hot."

      "They are?"

      "Yes, and you'll learn to read their expressions. I know you can't right now. It's okay. You will. I know you will."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied.

      "How do you feel about the dress I selected for you?"

      "It's very different from what I usually wear," I admitted.

      "But you like it, right? It's comfortable? It's sexy? You like feeling like that?"

      "I guess so."

      "Good. You'll get used to it. You'll want to wear things like this more often. It will become your normal."

      I wasn't sure that was true, but I was not about to argue with my husband.

      "Sir, would you be willing to explain what the next part of our plan is?"

      "Can't I take my sexy wife out for lunch without it being part of some devious plan to turn her into my personal bimbo?"

      I couldn't tell if Leo was joking or not. I was on such edge, so far outside of my comfort zone.

      "I'm sorry, Sir. I didn't mean to upset you."

      "It's okay. You didn't upset me. But I can't have you getting all stressed out, now can I?"

      "I don't know, Sir."

      "The plan is for you to not worry about the plan."

      "But... Sir, I'm just confused. I don't know what's going on."

      Leo reached across the table and took my hands. "I know. But don't worry. I have everything under control. I want to have a nice lunch with my wife and then we're going to go home and have some fun."

      I could only imagine what he meant by fun. Did he have another form of punishment in mind for me? I was beginning to think Leo might have a sadistic side to him. Although that might have just been me thinking that. It didn't really line up with what he'd done so far.

      I knew the details were not important. I would find out what Leo had planned for me soon enough.

      "Here you go," the waitress said as she arrived and set our drinks and plates of food in front of us. I was suddenly very hungry. I still wasn't sold on him ordering for me, but I was grateful for the food nonetheless.

      And I had to admit, drinking a bottle of wine with lunch made for an interesting day. It certainly helped me relax.

      After lunch, Leo drove us back home. He led me inside and up to our bedroom.

      "What are we doing, Sir?" I asked.

      "I'm going to fuck you," he said, smirking.

      "Really? Are you sure that's a good idea?"

      "Don't you want me to fuck you? Aren't you ready to be fucked?"

      "I am, Sir, but I know you're still mad at me for cheating on you. I don't know if you're ready yet."

      "Don't worry, I've made up my mind. I want to fuck you. I want to take you."

      I gulped, not sure what he would do.

      Leo unzipped his fly and pulled out his hard cock.

      "Get on your knees," he ordered.

      "Yes, Sir," I said as I dropped to my knees. It was an immediate reaction. I almost didn't even need to think about it.

      I opened my mouth and Leo pushed his cock between my lips, pushing all the way to the back of my throat. I relaxed my throat as much as possible as he started to fuck my mouth. I let him use me, trusting that he knew what was best.

      Leo pushed his cock in and out of my mouth a few times before pulling it out completely. He stroked himself a few times, making sure his cock was fully hard, but he didn't go back to using my mouth.

      "Are you wet?" he asked.

      I reached down and slipped my hand into my panties, feeling myself. I was surprised to discover that I was actually wet.

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Good. Now get up and take your dress and panties off and get on the bed on all fours. I want you facing the headboard."

      "Yes, Sir," I said as I stood.

      I removed the dress, leaving the underwear on the floor with it. Then I did as he instructed and crawled up onto the bed, turning around so my head was pointing toward the foot of the bed. I could feel my butt wiggle as I positioned myself.

      "Just like that," Leo said. "I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fuck you hard. I'm going to make you cum. Do you understand? I'm going to fuck you until you cum. And then I'm going to keep going. I'm going to use your body to make myself cum. And then I'm going to turn you around and fuck you again. Do you understand?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      Leo was quiet after that. He didn't give me another warning. He just climbed onto the bed behind me. He took his place, and I felt his cock pressing against my pussy lips.

      "You're wet," he noted. "I'm glad to know you weren't lying to me."

      "Yes, Sir."

      And then he pushed his cock into me. I gasped, unprepared for the feeling.

      "Is this what you want, Candi?" Leo asked as he started fucking me. "Is this what you like?"

      "Yes, Sir," I moaned as he started to pick up his pace.

      I hadn't expected it to feel so good. It had been a while. The last time I had sex was before, when I cheated. Now though, it felt as if all of Leo's energy was directed at me. It was more than anything I had felt before. It might have even been better.

      "Oh fuck," I said, still moaning as Leo fucked me.

      "You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Leo asked. "You're enjoying being my slut."

      "Yes, Sir," I answered, not wanting to disappoint him.

      "That's a good girl," he said as he continued to fuck me.

      Leo was thrusting into me at a steady pace. He wasn't moving slow, and he wasn't being gentle. I had expected him to take things slower, but I was glad he didn't. It felt so good to be fucked like this.

      "You're going to cum for me," Leo ordered. "Do you understand, Candi?"

      "Yes, Sir," I replied, ready for what would come next.

      Leo moved his hands so he could grab my hips. He had more leverage that way.

      "Oh fuck," I groaned. "Oh god."

      "That's it," Leo encouraged. "You're almost there."

      "Yes, Sir."

      "And you're going to cum. You're going to cum for me. And then I'm going to keep fucking you."

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Do you want to cum for me, Candi?"

      "Yes, Sir. Please. Please make me cum."

      I was begging, but I didn't care. I knew I couldn't fight it. I needed to cum. I wanted to cum. And Leo was in charge. He would give me what I wanted.

      "That's it, Candi. Cum for me. Cum for me."

      I let out a loud scream as my orgasm exploded through my body. Pleasure rolled through me like a flood, and all I could do was ride the wave.

      "That's it, Candi," Leo said, still thrusting his cock into me. "That's it. You came. You came for me. That's a good girl."

      I couldn't answer him, but I could feel him still thrusting inside of me. He kept going as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head. I couldn't see, my vision filled with stars.

      "Keep cumming, Candi," Leo said. "Keep cumming. I know you want to."

      "I can't," I groaned. I had never felt like there was too much good sex. Too much great sex. But here I was, overwhelmed by it all. "It's too much."

      "Yes, you can. And you will. I'm going to keep fucking you. I'm going to keep going until you cum again. Do you understand?"

      "Yes, Sir," I said, resigned to his will.

      "Your pussy feels so good. I love the way you're gripping my cock. Keep doing that."

      "Yes, Sir."

      Leo grabbed my hips tighter. He pulled my hips against him, driving his cock deeper into me. It felt so good, but I didn't know how much more I could take. I was so close to another orgasm. It was like I was right on the edge.

      "Yes, Sir," I repeated.

      "Yes, Sir. That's it. Say it again."

      "Yes, Sir. Yes, Sir."

      "That's it. I want to hear you say that. I want to hear you say it while I'm fucking you."

      "Yes, Sir. I'm cumming, Sir."

      "Yes, you are. You're cumming for me. You're cumming for me while I fuck you."

      "Yes, Sir."

      "You're a good girl, Candi."

      My brain basically broke right then. Hearing him call me a good girl, using my new name, all of it while he fucked me like he had never fucked me before. Leo had always been gentle and kind when we had sex. We had made love. This was fucking. It was raw. It was animalistic. It was amazing.

      But Leo wasn't done. I had cum multiple times, but Leo had yet to finish. He kept fucking me, thrusting his thick cock into my pussy as I moaned wantonly. My head dropped to the bed, no longer able to support myself. I was a rag doll in Leo's hands, and he wasn't letting me go.

      "I'm going to cum, Candi," he finally said. "I'm going to cum inside you. I'm going to cum in your pussy. I'm going to fill you with my seed."

      "Yes, Sir," I mumbled. I couldn't focus anymore. I had cum too much. I was spent. But that didn't mean that Leo had finished.

      "Fuck," Leo grunted as he came. I felt his cock pulse inside me as he started to empty his seed.

      He buried himself in me as his cock surged with cum, filling me up. I could feel my pussy being filled with his cum.

      "Yes," he grunted. "Fuck."

      "Yes, Sir. Cum in me. Cum in me, Sir."

      I couldn't believe what I was saying, but it felt so right. I was his. I was his slut.

      After Leo was done, I fell to my side, his cock slipping out of me.

      "Candi, get on your back," he commanded.

      "Yes, Sir," I managed.

      I rolled onto my back, my legs flopping open. Leo, however, was uninterested in my pussy. Instead, he straddled my chest, looking down at me.

      "Clean my cock with your mouth," he ordered.

      "Yes, Sir," I responded.

      I opened my mouth and Leo put his cock between my lips. I could taste my juices on it, mixed with his cum. It was a familiar taste, the cum, but I had never tasted myself like this before. It was different. It was slutty. And I knew I would be doing this again.

      "That's a good girl," Leo said. "Now you're cleaning me. You're making sure I'm clean. You're a good wife, Candi. You're making sure that I'm clean. You're doing a good job."

      "Yes, Sir," I mumbled around his cock, thankful for his compliments.

      Leo pushed his cock further into my mouth, making me gag.

      "Oh, that feels so good, Candi," Leo groaned. "You're making me hard again. I can't help it. I just want to fuck you again. I want to fuck you more."

      I continued to suck his cock. I could feel it growing in my mouth. He was getting hard again. I didn't know how he was doing it. He had already cum. I had already cum multiple times. But he was getting hard again.

      "That's it. That's it. Keep going."

      I kept sucking and licking his cock, unable to answer him. I could taste my pussy on him. I could taste his cum. But that was soon replaced by my saliva as I licked and sucked him clean.

      I knew what I was doing, but I didn't care. I was cleaning my husband's cock. I was performing a task that I had never done before. But I was learning. I was learning what Leo liked. I was learning what my husband liked.

      "Fuck, Candi, I can't hold it anymore. I can't stop. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum again."

      I would have answered, encouraged him even. I couldn't believe it, but I actually wanted his cum. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I wanted to taste more of his cum. And I wanted him to be satisfied with my performance.

      Leo grunted as his cock started to spurt again. This time he was coming in my mouth. I could feel the warmth of his cum on my tongue. I could taste it. I could feel it sliding down my throat as I swallowed. I could feel the warmth as it went into my stomach. It felt so good. It felt so right.

      It was right. I was a good girl. I was doing what my husband wanted. I was making him happy.

      "That's it. That's it."

      I continued to swallow as Leo came in my mouth. He had his eyes closed. I could see the pleasure on his face. I was happy that I was making him feel so good. I was making him feel so happy. I was making him feel so good. I was a good wife.

      Finally, he finished cumming. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and sat back, looking down at me.

      "You look so good like that, Candi," Leo said. "I want to make sure you look like that all the time. I want you to always be like that for me. I want you to always be my good girl."

      I smiled, happy with his praise.

      But inside I was questioning myself. I didn't understand what had just happened. The sex had been mind blowing. But why? I had been so wet and I hadn't even realized it. Again, why? How had this all come to pass? It didn't make sense.

      And as I turned onto my side, a lock of my newly blonde hair fell in front of my face. It was another reminder of what I had done. I was changing myself for Leo. There was a part of me that knew this was my penance. But there was another part of me that clearly liked it.

      That scared me more than anything.
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      No answers came to me in the following days. I almost wondered if Leo had drugged me, but there wasn't anything that could do that. And I was pretty certain Leo wouldn't use untested drugs from work on me. That was the sort of thing that could land him in jail.

      But a lack of answers just brought more questions. I had to admit the way Leo treated me during our lunch had made me feel a little like a princess. He made me feel like someone who should be seen. And my new blonde hair, long nails, and face full of makeup certainly put me on display, whether I wanted it or not. Could that have been what made me so aroused?

      Or was it the way Leo dominated me? He treated me like his personal slut. Had that been what made me wet for him? Usually I needed foreplay to get going, but Leo jumped right into it. I didn't understand how that was possible.

      Of course, when I wasn't thinking about all that sex and how wet I had been, I was adapting to life with long nails. It turned out there were certain activities that were harder with longer nails. Since I didn't work, I didn't have to type on a computer, but I still experienced some difficulties with simple texting on my smartphone.

      It wasn't just texting either. I had to hold objects differently, without the same dexterity that I had when I could use the tips of my fingers. Those were impeded by my glamor length nails. It was annoying, but I knew this was going to be my new normal. Leo wanted me to look this way and right now, given all that had happened, Leo got what he wanted.

      Except he wasn't done.

      A few days later, during dinner, he brought up a new rule for me. Or maybe it was more like new rules.

      "You're doing great so far," Leo said, complimenting my efforts to abide by his bimbo rules.

      "Thank you, Sir," I replied, acknowledging his words.

      "But there's something new I've been meaning to mention to you."

      I looked up at him, listening. I had no idea what he was talking about, but I was curious.

      "So far you've been very good about calling me Sir. You need to continue that, but there are other things about what you say and how you say it that we need to start working on."

      I remained unsure what he wanted from me, but I was sure I wouldn't like it. I was finally coming to terms with my blonde hair when I looked in the mirror.

      "You see," Leo continued. "There's this voice that is a big part of the bimbo ideal. High pitched and soft, almost cooing as you speak. It might come across as flirty to some, but that has more to do with the fact that a bimbo is supposed to sound dumb and she makes up for it with giving others compliments."

      I just sat there, staring at my husband, unsure how to respond. What was he saying to me? Was he being serious?

      "The part about what you say is probably less important right now. It's how you say it that matters to me. Because if I'm going to have a bimbo, she is going to talk like a bimbo."

      I bit my lip, trying to hold back my response. I wanted to complain. I wanted to outright refuse to speak to my husband that way. I didn't want to have to be called Sir every time I spoke to him.

      But I knew none of that mattered. Leo was in charge. And if he wanted me to speak a particular way, that was what I would have to do.

      "Please, teach me, Sir," I finally said, resigning myself to my fate.

      Leo smiled. "Okay, let's start there. I want you to say that again, but raise the pitch of your voice."

      It felt silly, but I did as I was told.

      "Please, teach me, Sir," I repeated, only raising my voice to make it sound more girlish. I kind of knew what he wanted from me, but it was hard to tell if I was getting it right. What I heard in my head and what he heard were two different things.

      "Again," Leo instructed.

      So I said it again. We did that several times, with me slowly changing the inflection of my voice, softening it and raising the pitch even further.

      "Was that okay, Sir?" I asked, making sure to continue to speak in what I was going to call my bimbo voice.

      "We'll keep working on that. The goal is for you to not have to think about that. When you speak, you will automatically use your bimbo voice. You'll learn how to do it."

      "I'll try, Sir."

      "That's all I can ask." Leo turned back to his dinner, ignoring me for the most part.

      I let out a small sigh of relief, grateful he was not going to keep me pushing me to talk like his bimbo. Of course, that respite was short lived, as Leo soon cleared his throat and began to speak again.

      "There is something else I need to talk to you about."

      "Yes, Sir?" I made sure to keep the pitch on my voice as high as I could manage. I didn't know how I was going to be able to do this. Did people just change the way they talked and it became normal for them?

      Leo looked down at his plate, a smile forming on his lips. "Candi, Benjamin has invited us to dinner next week. His wife will be there, too. I expect you to have your bimbo voice perfected by then. It's important that you show yourself to be a bimbo, both to him and to Ami."

      I had met Benjamin on multiple occasions. He was the CEO of Croix Pharmaceuticals. And he was more than that. He was the man whose name was on the company. He was Mr. Croix. And even though the company was publicly traded, he was the majority shareholder, giving him complete control.

      Mrs. Croix, on the other hand, I had yet to meet. Whenever there was a function where the wives, husbands, and partners of the company executives were in attendance, she always had something come up. I knew nothing about her.

      However, the idea of presenting myself as a bimbo to Benjamin and his wife scared the hell out of me. Benjamin knew me from before I was Candi. And what would his wife think of me if I showed up looking and sounding like some tart?

      "Are you sure that's wise, Sir?" I asked, my voice straining to keep the pitch high. I definitely had to soften my voice, reducing my volume to make it work. I hated how ridiculous it made me feel.

      "I'm sure. You'll do fine. Benjamin trusts my judgment. He knows what's going on. And he agrees with my decision."

      "But it's not just him, Sir. What about Mrs. Croix?"

      Leo shook his head. "Ami can't wait to meet you. I think you'll find the two of you have a lot in common now."

      I sat there, silent, taking it all in. Ami and I had a lot in common now? Which meant we didn't before. The understanding hit me full on. Mrs. Croix was a bimbo. Or she acted like a bimbo. The distinction didn't actually matter. It was all starting to make sense.

      The pieces were coming together. I was starting to see the big picture of what Leo had in mind for me. And maybe even where he got the idea to begin with. I got the whole bimbo thing from an aesthetic perspective. Blonde hair, sexy body on display, maybe big boobs, but Leo was pushing me beyond what I thought was necessary for the look. He wanted more than that. It wasn't the looks that mattered. It was the transformation from the person I was into a bimbo.

      "This is what you had in mind for me all along, isn't it, Sir?" I didn't know why I was pressing him for more details. There was a part of me that preferred being in the dark. And the more I got Leo talking, the more likely he was to add something more to my routine. It was wearing pink lingerie at the dinner table when before all of this started I would have worn something simple, like a T-shirt and jeans.

      "More or less," Leo admitted. "But things have improved since then. I admit, I'm not unhappy with how you've taken to your new wardrobe."

      "Really?"

      Leo nodded. "You've actually done really well. Other than a few reminders here and there, I haven't actually had to punish you for any missteps. It makes me wonder if you really want this, too."

      "I don't, Sir," I said. With my voice higher pitched, it made me sound almost petulant, which was not my intention. It was hard to sound serious when I talked this way. "I'm just trying to make up for what I did. I don't want you to leave me."

      Leo narrowed his eyes at me, making me worry that I had overstepped my role, but then he nodded.

      "I appreciate your honesty, Candi," he said.

      "Thank you, Sir."

      "Now, let's get back to dinner so that you can give me a blowjob after."

      "Yes, Sir."

      We fell quiet, eating our dinner. But that was okay. The silence was not awkward. We had an understanding, and for me, that was good enough. And silence meant I didn't have to talk. It was getting to the point, I almost feared opening my mouth, just because I didn't want to hear the high pitched cooing that I had been ordered to produce.

      The weirdest part of it, though, was how I was actually looking forward to that blowjob. Having Leo's cock in my mouth would mean I wouldn't be expected to talk. My mouth would be occupied already.

      And I had no doubt I was getting better at it. Between our practice sessions after dinner and my practice with the dildo during the day, my need to gag when I took his cock into my throat had almost disappeared. I knew women trained themselves to get rid of it, but I never expected to be one of them before. But as a bimbo, I suppose I needed to be the best little cocksucker I could be.

      But I was okay with that. The more time passed, the more I understood that as long as I did as I was told, Leo and I would be okay.

      He said he would never leave me. I believed him. And we were still married. I knew it was possible he would divorce me for my affair, but he said that wasn't going to happen. That meant all I had to do was my part and we could get through this.

      "I'm finished," Leo announced as he set his fork and knife on his plate. "Now, if you would please remove the plates from the table so we can continue your lessons."

      "Yes, Sir," I responded as I stood and collected his plate and silverware.

      I took the dirty dishes into the kitchen, placing them in the dishwasher. Then I returned to the dining room and dropped to my knees in front of my husband's chair.

      "Now, Candi, I want you to remember, there is no rush. I want you to be comfortable. This is not a race. Take your time."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied before lowering my eyes and reaching up to unzip his pants.

      I reached in and freed his cock from his underwear. His member was only semi-hard, but that would change as I continued to pleasure him.

      I started with licking his shaft, keeping my tongue flat. I dragged it from base to tip, swirling my tongue around the head before sliding it back down to the bottom of his shaft. I repeated the action, making sure to cover every inch of his cock in my saliva. I also took the opportunity to fondle his balls, feeling their weight in my hand. I was gentle, of course, but I was getting better at knowing what he liked, reading him to know his level of pleasure. My mouth was simply another way for him to get his rocks off, but as his wife, as a bimbo wife, it was my duty to maximize his pleasure.

      Soon, his cock started to stir, becoming thicker and harder. When it was finally fully erect, I was ready for him. I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and started to bob my head up and down, taking more of him into my mouth each time.

      I got halfway down his length before he started to choke me. I backed off, retreating to the head of his cock and sucking there while I tried to force my gag reflex down.

      I knew I could do this. I could take more of him into my mouth. It was just a matter of getting past my reflex. It was just a reflex, after all.

      After a few more tries, I got it. I had just the tip of his cock in my mouth as I looked up at him and saw him nod, giving me permission.

      I lowered my mouth down his cock, taking more of him into my mouth, and then I kept going. I let his cock slide all the way down my throat until my nose pressed against his pelvis.

      I felt his cock pulse in my throat, a sign of his pleasure. I didn't choke. I didn't gag. I had him in my mouth completely and it felt so right. I wanted to be his perfect slut. I wanted to do everything in my power to make him happy. That was a new feeling for me, but I embraced it, looking for the sunshine in what had felt like a dark world since Leo had found out about my indiscretion.

      I held him there for a few moments, feeling his cock pulse. And then I started to pull my mouth off his cock. I moved slowly, letting his cock slip all the way back out, taking the entire journey in reverse. I still didn't gag or choke, even with my nose clear of his body.

      "Fuck," Leo said. "Candi, that was amazing."

      I popped off his cock entirely and looked up at him. "Thank you, Sir." Then I leaned forward and started to suck his cock again.

      "You didn't do the voice," Leo said, reprimanding me.

      I stopped and sat back on my heels. I looked up at him, pleading with my eyes. I didn't want to do the voice. I hated hearing myself talk like that.

      "Do the voice," he said, his voice stern. "Do it or there will be consequences."

      I closed my eyes for a moment and steeled myself for what happened next. I opened my mouth and spoke, using my bimbo voice. "Thank you, Sir." I simply repeated what I had failed to say correctly before. "Can I continue sucking your cock now?"

      Leo looked down at me with a sense of smugness. "You may."

      I quickly put his cock back in my mouth, sucking him as hard as I could. I wanted him to cum. I needed him to cum. I wanted him to cum in my mouth. I needed to taste him.

      I did my best to suck him, bobbing my head up and down on his cock, taking as much of him into my mouth as I could. But if I had learned one thing from these lessons, it was that Leo liked his cock in my throat. So I opened my throat to him, relaxing my gag reflex, and I once again cut off my airway so I could pleasure his cock with my throat.

      Leo let out a low moan and I knew I had done well.

      I held him in my throat as long as I could, but my lungs started to burn as they were deprived of oxygen. I needed to breathe. I had no choice.

      I retreated up his cock, feeling it slide over my tongue until I got to the head. I breathed through my nose for a moment, and then I started the process again.

      "That's it, Candi. Fuck. That feels so good. Your throat feels so good."

      I just sucked, letting the praise wash over me. It was the way it was supposed to be. I was his wife. I was his slut. And I was supposed to make him happy. This was how it would be for a long time, maybe even the rest of our marriage. That was a sad thought, but I couldn't think about it now. It was too hard to both think and have my air supply cut off by his cock.

      "Fuck, Candi. You're going to make me cum. Do you want that?"

      I backed off his cock long enough to answer. "I do, Sir. I want you to cum." And then I continued sucking. I was almost there. I could feel his cock pulsing. I knew he was going to cum soon. I wanted him to cum.

      Leo placed his hands on my head and pulled me down onto his cock. He pulled my nose tight against his pelvis and held it there. I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe. I was at his mercy.

      It took me a moment to realize what he was doing. He wanted to cum down my throat. That was something I hadn't done before. This was more than swallowing. This was making sure every drop of his cum went down into my belly, completely bypassing my mouth and my tongue. Even if he ever allowed me to spit, I couldn't if he came down my throat.

      But that wasn't my concern. I was more worried about not suffocating.

      Leo grunted, holding my head tight against his pelvis as he started to cum. I could feel the pulsing of his cock as he came, but I couldn't taste his cum. It was going straight into my stomach, as per his orders.

      When he was done, he released my head. I pulled my head off his cock and coughed, trying to get my breath back. I sputtered and gasped, my throat sore. I didn't know if I could continue to use my bimbo voice now. It might not have been my mouth, but my throat still hurt.

      "That was amazing, Candi," Leo said as he wiped the tears from my cheeks. He had made me cry. It had been an accident. He hadn't intended to hurt me. "You were amazing. I know that had to be hard for you."

      "It was, Sir," I responded, my voice raspy, my throat raw. I needed to get some water and I knew the ice cubes in the freezer would help.

      "Do you need a drink of water?"

      I nodded, not wanting to use my voice. I worried he might want to punish me if I didn't sound like a girlish bimbo.

      "That's okay, Candi," he said. "I know it was an intense experience. And I am proud of you. You did not fail to do as I instructed. That makes me very happy. I will bring you water. You rest for now. And who knows. Maybe later I will fuck you. Would you like that?"

      I looked up at him, a slight smile on my lips. I knew I should say something, but I was afraid. I didn't want to make him angry.

      Leo looked down at me and I could see the disappointment in his eyes. "You are to always answer me when I ask you a question. Do you understand?"

      I swallowed, my throat aching, and then I spoke in my bimbo voice. "Yes, Sir."

      "What should you say to my proposal?"

      I closed my eyes, not wanting to answer, but knowing I must.

      "I would like that, Sir."

      "You don't sound convincing."

      I opened my eyes and looked up at him. "I would like you to fuck me, Sir," I said, putting more effort into it. The problem was I didn't actually want that. Not really. However, I knew I was supposed to want it. If I was to be his bimbo, I would want him to fuck me. Bimbos found approval when they were fucked. It meant they were worthy. Or so I figured.

      "I will get your water and I will fuck you," Leo said, smiling down at me. "And by the way, I like that lingerie on you. Very sexy."

      I smiled back at him, feeling grateful. "Thank you, Sir."

      I wasn't thrilled about my life, but I was grateful he was trying to teach me what he wanted. He had a dream about his wife and he wanted me to fulfill that. And it was true. I had done the worst thing possible when I cheated on him. This was a small price to pay to keep him happy, to keep our marriage intact.

      "You're welcome, Candi," he said before he turned and headed into the kitchen.

      I looked down, not sure what I should be doing. I felt so strange, sitting on the floor of our dining room wearing nothing but pink lingerie with long blond hair and bright red lips. It was surreal and yet, this was my life.

      Leo returned a few minutes later, handing me a glass of water. I took it and drank gratefully. I must have looked like an absolute mess, but I was glad Leo did not seem to mind. I could tell he still loved me. He was a good husband.

      "Drink up," Leo said. "You're going to need the water so your throat is nice and lubricated for the next time you have my cock in your throat."

      I just nodded and continued to drink. I knew he was right. I knew I needed to take care of my body. I was going to have to perform.

      "Now, Candi," Leo said, getting my attention. "I want you to walk up the stairs and get on all fours on our bed. You are going to wait for me, face down, your ass facing the door. You may rest until I get there."

      "Yes, Sir," I responded, using my bimbo voice. And then I slowly got to my feet and headed for the stairs.

      The entire time, I could feel his eyes on me. I felt so slutty, knowing he was looking at my ass the entire time. And he had made sure I wore the right kind of lingerie for it. I had on a pink g-string that did little to cover anything up, and my butt cheeks were on display the entire time I walked up the stairs. My heels clacked against the floor, announcing my presence the entire time.

      I knew I should feel degraded and humiliated, but there was a part of me that loved it. I didn't want to be this for him. But I wanted him to love me and I wanted to be there for him. And as humiliating as it was to go from being an equal partner in this marriage to becoming his personal bimbo, I went forward, trying my best to please him.

      So I climbed the stairs to the bedroom, knowing exactly what my husband expected of me. I walked into the bedroom and crawled onto the bed as directed. I made sure I stayed on all fours, with my ass facing the door, just like he said. This was it. This was me. I was his slut. I was his bimbo. It was time I accepted that.

      I closed my eyes as I waited for Leo, trying not to think. But the longer I waited, the more my thoughts wandered. The more I thought about the woman I used to be and how I got here, the more I came to realize one thing. There was nothing I could do to stop this.

      I didn't have long to wait before I heard Leo climb the stairs and enter the bedroom. I remained still, waiting for him to make the first move. I knew I was to submit to him. He was in charge. He had all the power. I just had to do as I was told and then all would be right with the world. I could have my husband and my marriage.

      "There's my good little slut," he said. He stepped forward and reached out, caressing my ass. He seemed to enjoy touching it. "You're still in position. I am so proud of you."

      "Thank you, Sir," I cooed, remembering to use my bimbo voice.

      "Now, I'm going to fuck you," Leo announced.

      "Yes, Sir."

      I listened as I heard the rustle of clothes and then Leo appeared beside me. I opened my eyes to find myself almost staring straight at his cock.

      "What can I do for you, Sir?" I cooed.

      "I wanted to see your face before I start fucking you. I love seeing you like this."

      "Yes, Sir," I said.

      "Now, I'm going to fuck you," he repeated.

      I nodded, unable to answer with words.

      I closed my eyes again and waited as he moved into place. I felt his fingers push beneath the waistband of my panties. He had not told me to undress for him, so I was still wearing the lingerie.

      He pulled the g-string down my legs. I lifted one leg and then the other, allowing him to remove them completely.

      I felt his hands return to my hips, guiding me. And then his cock was at my entrance. I braced myself, knowing it was going to stretch me open.

      "I'm going to fuck you," he said, his cock at the entrance of my pussy.

      "Please fuck me, Sir," I replied, my voice high and squeaky.

      I gasped as he plunged his cock into me. He took me again, thrusting inside of me. This was not the same as before. It wasn't like our lovemaking of old. That was gone. And while he still fucked me, he was going to dominate me. He was going to make me his slut. I was already his slut, but he was going to make sure it stayed that way.

      I kept my eyes closed, enjoying the ride. It was different. It was rough. And I couldn't pretend I wasn't enjoying it. It was amazing. Leo had never treated me like this before. There had been times in the past that he had gotten a little rough with me, but not like this. Never like this before I started down this path for him.

      "Tell me how much you want me," Leo commanded.

      "I want you so much, Sir," I replied, trying to remain in my bimbo voice.

      "You want me to fuck you, don't you?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "You want me to fuck you with my big cock, don't you?"

      "Yes, Sir," I cooed.

      I couldn't believe he was making me say those words. It was all so crass. But he was fucking me. He was fucking me hard. I couldn't deny how good it felt. I couldn't deny that I was wet and enjoying it.

      "Fuck. You feel so good. Your pussy is so tight. I love it."

      I groaned as Leo pounded my pussy. I had no doubt he was fucking me as hard as he could. And it felt so good. It was hard to explain, but I was starting to love being used like this. I was a slut for him. He was right. This was who I was. This was who I was supposed to be.

      "That's it, Candi. Just relax. Let me have you. Just let me have you."

      "Yes, Sir. I'm all yours."

      And it was true. I was all his. I had always been all his. I just didn't realize it until now. And I knew it was my fault. I had done something I shouldn't have. I had strayed from our marriage. I was going to accept whatever punishment Leo had in store for me. This was just the start.

      Leo grunted as he came, flooding my pussy with his cum. I groaned and arched my back, accepting all of him. This was what I had been born for. I had been born to be a slut for Leo.

      And I was cumming, too. Pleasure flooded my body as my orgasm overwhelmed me. I gasped as my orgasm made me dizzy, almost making me collapse on the bed, but I forced myself to stay on all fours for my husband. That was my job. That was what he wanted. That was what he needed.

      Leo pulled his cock out of me. I opened my eyes and looked over my shoulder at him. I watched as he stood up and looked down at me. I was soaking wet, both from the cum he had just deposited inside of me and my own juices. My orgasm had made a mess of me.

      But Leo didn't seem to mind. He just smiled. "That was so good, Candi. I hope you liked it."

      "I did, Sir" I said as I pushed myself up and turned around so that I was facing him. "Now let me clean your cock."

      Leo smiled at me. "I like the sound of that."

      He sat down on the edge of the bed. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around his cock. It was coated in my juices, but that was the point. I was to clean it off.

      I licked his cock, lapping up my juices as I went. And I was getting better at sucking cock, too. It was easy to get the whole thing in my mouth without gagging.

      "That's it," Leo cooed. "Get all of it."

      I hummed as I sucked. I was going to make sure he was clean. He deserved that.

      Once I was done, I sat back and looked at Leo.

      "You're doing so well, Candi," Leo said. "I know this isn't easy for you, but I hope you're finding some enjoyment from this experience. You are a good girl and you make me happy. I just want you to know that."

      "I do," I said, almost whispering, using my regular voice.

      I reached up and brushed the tears from my cheeks. I hadn't realized I was crying. It was the kind of thing I couldn't stop. And he was right there, patting my head, comforting me. But as I looked up into his eyes, there was both love and a sternness that worried me.

      "I know this is difficult, but I love you, Candi. You're my wife. And now you're my slut, too. Soon enough, you'll be my bimbo. But for that to happen, you need to use the voice. I never want to hear your old, deep voice again. And if I hear you slip up again, there will be a punishment."

      I sniffled, but nodded. It wasn't easy for me to keep my voice high pitched, but it was important for Leo. And if I was going to make this work, I needed to give him everything he wanted.

      "Now, go get yourself cleaned up," he said. "I'm going to go downstairs and relax with the TV. I'd like you to join me after you've fixed your face."

      "Yes, Sir."

      "That's my good girl."

      He gave me one final pat on the head and then got up and headed downstairs.

      I sat there for a few more minutes, trying to collect myself. I still wasn't sure how I felt about this whole situation, but I knew I needed to move forward. There was no going back.

      I went into the bathroom and examined my face. It was a mess. My makeup was running down my cheeks in dark lines. I grabbed a towel and washed my face. I glanced at the clock and saw how late it was. Normally, I wouldn't even think about putting makeup back on at this late hour. But I did this for Leo. I did everything for the man I loved, the man I had hurt. I just hoped he didn't break me as he turned me into his bimbo.

      When I was done, when I had reapplied my makeup, making me look as if I was about to go out for a night on the town, even though I was just going downstairs to watch TV with Leo, I took a deep breath. I needed to steel myself for this. Everything was different now and I just had to adapt. This was my life now. Then I pulled my panties back on and went downstairs to join my husband.
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      The big night had arrived. Or that was how I thought about it. It was the night when we were having dinner with Benjamin and Ami. And I was supposed to somehow prove to Ami that I was a bimbo. I honestly didn't know how I was going to do it. I knew nothing about her, but I imagined her being a strong and independent woman, the perfect feminist, a power player in business, right alongside her husband. Playing the role of a bimbo for her seemed like the most humiliating thing imaginable to me.

      Leo bought me a whole new outfit for me. He opted for a red dress, along with red heels. The dress was tight and low cut. It also was impossibly short. If I leaned over too far, anyone behind me would be able to see the matching red g-string covering my pussy. This was not an outfit I could wear a bra with. The neckline was too low and the back had large cutouts, just to make it even more clear.

      But it was not just the dress that Leo had picked out. He had also sent me back to the salon for a touch up. He wanted me looking my best, which meant no dark roots showing and he wanted to make sure my makeup was perfect.

      Marla and the other girls had been nice about it all. Apparently it wasn't uncommon for women like me to have their hair styled for a big night. It was not at the same level of wedding hair, but more on par with prom. I didn't do the whole get dolled up for prom thing. Maybe this whole thing would be easier if I had.

      The hardest part of my trip to the salon was returning and sounding different. Leo had ordered me to use the bimbo voice all the time, especially when I was out and about. My cheeks turned red the first time I said a word to Marla. She looked at me funny for a moment, as if she was trying to decide if her memory of how I had sounded before was faulty or not. I wished I could tell her why I was doing this, but she was too professional to ask.

      "I'd complain about how long it takes you to get ready to go out now," Leo said as I touched up my lipstick. Most of my makeup had been done at the salon, but I now had the tools to touch everything up on my own. And I knew I needed to look perfect during dinner. "But it's my own fault for doing this to you."

      If there was any hint of remorse in his voice, I didn't hear it. He was fine with turning me into his bimbo. And he wanted the whole world to know that he owned me. He wanted to show off what he had done. And what he wanted from me.

      "I just want to be good for you," I replied as I looked up into the mirror at him.

      Leo came up behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist. He pulled me against his chest and I let him. I enjoyed the warmth of his body. It made me feel safe and loved.

      "I know you do," he said. "And you're going to be amazing."

      I just nodded. I wanted to be perfect for him. I had to be perfect for him. This was my penance for hurting him so badly. But I remained worried about what Mrs. Croix would think of me. I worried what Mr. Croix would think of the new me as well, but Leo had made it clear it was his wife's opinion that mattered the most. I wasn't sure why.

      "Candi, you're going to be amazing tonight," Leo repeated, emphasizing the fact that I had to be a bimbo.

      I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. And I was a little nervous. I didn't want to screw this up. This was our first outing as a couple with people we knew since I became Candi. I knew there would be a learning curve, but I also knew I would do my best for Leo.

      "I know, Sir," I answered. "I'll do my best."

      "You always do," Leo said. He let go of me, taking a step back. "Now, finish up. The car is waiting for us outside."

      "Yes, Sir," I said, finishing with my lipstick.

      I gave myself one last glance in the mirror. I didn't recognize the person staring back at me. This was not Lindsey West. This was Candi. That was the name he had chosen for me. I was Candi now. In a way, this was a fresh start. I could not be the person I had been before.

      I turned and followed Leo out of the house. He gave me his arm as we walked down to the car that was waiting to take us to the dinner party. Benjamin was playing host. I didn't know if that meant his wife was cooking dinner or if they had made other arrangements. As the CEO, I was sure he had the money to do whatever he wanted. For all I knew, this dinner could be considered a company expense.

      However, as we walked down to the waiting car, the driver got out to help us. But as he looked at me, his eyes lingered longer than I had ever experienced before. He did not leer. His gaze was not bad. It was approving. It showed he was impressed with me.

      The man helped first me and then Leo into the car. Then he raced around to get into the driver's seat. But before he got in, Leo leaned down, bringing his lips right next to my ear. "Did you see how he looked at you?" he whispered. "Every man should look at you that way. Every man will look at you that way when you're complete."

      I bit my lower lip, my body reacting to his words, even as my brain was conflicted. I wanted to be Leo's bimbo, for Leo, but I also wanted to be taken seriously. I was a feminist at heart, so it was difficult to turn myself into a slut that only had value because of my body. But since that was what Leo wanted, I was going to give him that.

      The drive to Benjamin's house was quick, or maybe it just felt that way. Before I knew it, we had arrived. The driver was there to help me out of the car and I had to fight back the urge to sigh when he took me in again. I saw him looking at my face and my breasts and he was definitely not looking at me the same way he would have if I was Lindsey West. But as Candi, I was a woman worth looking at.

      The door to the house opened before we reached the top step. Benjamin stood there, wearing a suit that was very similar to Leo's.

      "Welcome," Benjamin said with a smile on his face. He was clearly looking me up and down, taking me in.

      "Thank you," Leo answered for the both of us. "We are honored to be here."

      "Ami and I are the ones who are honored. We're so glad you could make it."

      Leo chuckled. "It's been too long since we've been able to get together like this. And Candi here has never met Ami before."

      "Yes, well Ami was still recovering during the last big event," Benjamin said. "And she'll be down to greet you both soon." He turned toward Leo before he added, "You know how women can be. They always take forever and always seem to be late. But come in, both of you. Can I get you something to drink? I just opened a bottle of pinot noir from the Willamette Valley. It's top notch."

      As we entered Benjamin's house, I looked toward Leo, expecting him to answer for the both of us. Even though this was not a restaurant, I assumed he would want to decide what I ate or drank, given a choice.

      "That sounds perfect," Leo said. "And given your taste in wine, if you say it's top notch, it really is."

      Benjamin led us over to the bar where he had the wine decanting. He poured four glasses, almost emptying the bottle in the process.

      "Sorry I'm a little late. Can we just call it being fashionable?"

      It was a high pitched woman's voice, much like my own bimbo voice. I turned around, expecting to see Ami wearing a little black dress, but covering more of her body than mine did. But instead, I saw the most obvious bimbo I could have imagined. Long blonde hair, plump lips, and fake tits that dominated her figure. And her dress was a sparkling blue instead of black. It also looked like it could barely contain her curves. Her fit body just oozed sex appeal. Suffice it to say, Ami was a bimbo and she looked fantastic.

      "Ami, you've already met Leo before," Benjamin said as he waved his wife over to his side. "But I want you to meet his wife, Candi."

      Ami minced over in her high heels, her big tits bouncing a bit, in an obviously fake way, not really supported by her dress. "It's so good to finally meet you," she cooed.

      Before I knew it, I was being pulled away from Leo and wrapped up in a big hug. Her giant tits pressed into my itty bitty breasts. And to top it off, she kissed me. Not on the cheek in the European style. No, she kissed me right on the lips, with tongue.

      I froze, not knowing what I was supposed to do. This was so not like the Ami I expected. This was bimbo behavior, not businesswoman behavior. I never would have imagined Benjamin's wife would be a complete and utter bimbo, but here she was, kissing me in her own house.

      "Come sit with me," Ami said. She took my arm and practically dragged me away from Leo. "You have to tell me all about yourself. I want to hear it all."

      I looked back at Leo, trying to seek help, but he just smiled and shrugged. I was on my own. Ami was already dragging me toward a pair of seats in the sitting room, away from our husbands.

      "Oh, we're going to have so much fun together," Ami continued as she sat down next to me. "We're going to be best friends."

      Ami proceeded to talk the entire time, prattling on about absolutely nothing. It was like watching a young child try to have a conversation, only instead of trying to tell a story, Ami was just making up the words as she went along. Nothing she said made any sense, but she never stopped talking.

      And the entire time, she kept smiling, her perfect, white, teeth on full display. She was stunning, but she was also so dumb. I wasn't sure how Leo expected me to impress this woman, because I couldn't get a word in.

      That was until Benjamin appeared. "You forgot your wine." He carried two glasses and handed one to me and then one to his wife. "Enjoy, you two."

      I nodded my thanks to the host and then immediately took a sip. The wine was delicious. I didn't know much about wine, but it was smooth and flavorful.

      Ami took a sip as well. The interruption seemed to have stopped her nonstop prattling. But since I needed to convince Ami that I was a bimbo, too, I used her silence as an opportunity to begin speaking. I cleared my throat and then jumped in, using my bimbo voice.

      "Benjamin said you missed the last event because you were recovering. Were you sick?"

      Ami giggled. "Oh no. I just got my new boobies. This is my second set." She held up her chest, pointing them out, like they were the best thing in the world.

      "You look amazing," I replied, hoping flattery would be my ticket in with Ami.

      Ami smiled. "I know. Benjamin thinks so, too." Then she winked and laughed again.

      It was not my intention to get into the sex lives of our spouses, but I could play that game, too. "It's so great when our husbands approve. That means so much. It means they like us, you know?"

      Ami's smile turned into a grin, almost like a cat eyeing its prey. "It's more than that for us. We're not just trophy wives. Well, I mean, we're like the super premium trophies. But we're more than that, too."

      I tried to act confused. "What do you mean?"

      "You're a smart cookie," Ami said. "It's okay. I know your secret."

      I nearly did a spit take with the bit of wine I had just sipped.

      "Secret?" I whispered.

      Ami leaned in close. "You're like me. This is just a game we play for our husbands. It gets them all hot and bothered. I bet that's the same for you."

      I wanted to deny it, but I was curious. She was right. I did the bimbo thing for Leo. That was true. And that was all it was supposed to be. But if I could play on her level, if I could become like her, I might be able to convince Leo I had fully committed to him. And I wanted that. I wanted him to forgive me. I wanted to be his perfect bimbo.

      "Yeah, it is," I responded, using my bimbo voice. "I cheated and now I have to be his bimbo to heal our marriage."

      Ami nodded. "Ooh, naughty girl. Was he good though?"

      "What?" I was confused.

      "The guy you slept with," Ami answered. "Or was it a girl? Girls are hot like that. And usually guys don't mind us hooking up with hot chicks, as long as we always come back to them, that is."

      I felt my cheeks getting hot. I had never imagined this would be an appropriate topic of conversation, especially with a woman I technically just met. However, this was the sort of conversation I imagined a bimbo would take part in, so I decided to play along.

      "No, it wasn't a girl," I said.

      "So was he any good then?" Ami pressed. "Was it worth it?"

      I shook my head. "Biggest regret of my life."

      "It can't be all bad. You get to be Leo's bimbo now. That's got to be a plus."

      I looked at Ami, trying to understand her. When I first met her, she was clearly a bimbo. But now she had shown a completely different side of herself. The bimbo thing was just an act. It was a role she played perfectly. Until she had admitted to it being an act, I never would have guessed otherwise.

      "Does Benjamin know you're not..."

      "Oh, I'm a bimbo," Ami said. “I’m, like, so dumb. But I'm not an idiot. There's a difference. It's pretty crazy. But Benjamin likes that about me."

      "Wow," I said.

      Ami laughed and took another sip of her wine. I noticed her glass was almost empty. "So, how far along are you? You've pretty much got the voice down. How long has it been since you started talking like this?"

      "It's been about a week," I said, feeling a little more comfortable with Ami. I wondered if this was just what it was like to be a bimbo. Leo liked me acting dumb, so I didn't let myself worry about it.

      "Oh wow, so it's still new then," Ami said. "You've got so much to learn."

      "I feel so confused. It's just so weird, you know."

      "Trust me, I know. But I'll help you. You can totally be my sister bimbo."

      I giggled, actually giggled, and said, "Sister bimbos. I like the sound of that."

      We talked for a long time after that. I never once dropped the pitch of my voice. It helped that Ami spoke a lot like me. Although she had a lot more of what I considered bimbo mannerisms in the way she spoke and moved. It was clear that she was well practiced at this.

      I could sense that we were getting close to dinner, but I had one burning question for the woman who had become my bimbo idol. "How long have you been doing this?"

      "I've, like, kinda always been a bimbo," Ami answered. "I mean, I've always kind of been a slut and I'm good at playing dumb. Guys like that. And so I was partying at this hotel, like, seven years ago and Benjamin was staying there for business. I sneaked into the hotel bar and he bought me a drink. We hooked up that night and we've been together ever since."

      "Wait, why would you need to sneak into a bar?" I asked, confused.

      "Because I was nineteen," Ami said with a giggle.

      It took me a moment to do that math. That first glass of wine was already going to my head. "Wait, you're only twenty-six? That makes me feel so old. You're so much better at this than I am and I've got eight years on you."

      "Two words, honey," Ami said, holding up two fingers. "Tits and lip injections."

      I giggled, but then I fell silent.

      "What's wrong?" Ami asked.

      "It's just hard to admit that I need them," I said. "I never wanted to be a bimbo. But it's the only way Leo will forgive me."

      "Yeah, but big tits like these are the best," Ami said. To emphasize her point, she cupped the underside of her tits and lifted them up, almost presenting them to me. "You'll look so much better."

      "Leo hasn't brought them up yet, but I'm pretty sure he's going to want me to get implants. But it's just so hard. I have always been against plastic surgery."

      Ami got a funny look on her face. "You know you're doing bimbo things for your husband, right?"

      "Yes, I know."

      "Then you don't get to complain about it."

      "That's a little harsh."

      "No, it's not. Bimbos don't complain about being bimbos. That's like fish complaining about the water they live in."

      "But..." I stopped, not even knowing what I was arguing about anymore.

      "No buts, unless you're talking bubble butts," Ami countered.

      We both giggled at her joke. And it was a good one.

      "But I mean, do you want your husband to still love you? Would you rather him just divorce you and then you have to start all over again with a new man?"

      I was horrified by the idea. That was something I didn't want at all. I didn't want to lose Leo. I loved him. But it was difficult to go against what I believed, what I wanted to be, what I thought I was.

      "No," I whispered, admitting defeat.

      "So you have to get with the program, right?" Ami asked, poking me in the shoulder.

      "Yes."

      "Then you can't complain. That's, like, rule number one. Bimbos are happy. Bimbos don't worry. So fix that head of yours so you can be the pretty and dumb bimbo that Leo wants you to be."

      "I'll try." It was all I could say.

      "Good enough. Now let's go get refills on the wine and see about dinner."

      I felt more comfortable after that. The talk with Ami had put me at ease. I still wasn't sure what Leo wanted from me in terms of convincing her that I was really a bimbo. She saw right through me from the start. And yet, that hadn't been a problem. At least to her. Leo might think differently.

      Leo and Benjamin were sitting near the bar, talking and laughing. I minced over to Leo, coming up behind him. I knew he could hear me coming, because of my heels clicking on the marble floor. Benjamin flaunted his wealth with a beautiful and big house. But even though he knew I was approaching, I still came up behind him and wrapped my arms around him.

      "Sir," I said as bubbly as I could. "Ami and I were just having the best time."

      Leo turned his head, probably to look at me. But as soon as his lips were within range, I kissed him. And then he was kissing me back. It was fun. It was hot. And when we finally broke the kiss, I looked over to see Ami sitting on her husband's lap. She was grinding her ass into his lap, probably making him hard.

      The kissing and basic public displays of affection I could do, but I didn't think I was ready to do that. Ami was a true bimbo, at least on purpose. In comparison, I was a bimbo in training. And I wasn't up to her level yet.

      "Let me pour you another glass of wine," Leo said as he jumped up and walked over to the bar. He was so eager to do that for me.

      I knew I was lucky. Leo was still a good man, even if he was turning me into his bimbo. Another man, if he had learned of my infidelity, would have kicked me to the curb. But Leo wanted to keep me. And that was important to me. I wanted to keep my marriage. I loved him. And even though I had already agreed to be his bimbo, that was a sacrifice to pay for the rest of my life together with him. I didn't want to screw that up.

      "Thank you," I said when he returned with the glass of wine. "You're the best husband ever."

      Leo beamed as I said those words. I had to admit, saying that in my bimbo voice made me sound much more enthusiastic. He smiled down at me and then kissed me on the forehead. "Only the best for you."

      I smiled up at him as he walked over to Benjamin and Ami. We all laughed and chatted. But it was hard to focus on the conversation, as all I wanted to do was sip my wine and keep a smile on my face. The conversation drifted in and out, but I did my best to follow along.

      I knew from the moment I agreed to become a bimbo, that I would have to give up parts of myself. I had to play dumb and I definitely had to give up my dignity. But now that I saw Ami, I had a better understanding of it. I also needed to give up my humiliation. If Ami ever had any, she had definitely given it up.

      However, it was not just giving parts of me up. I felt like there was room to gain new elements of myself as well. A carefree attitude was one. Peace of mind was another. I didn't see Ami tying herself up into knots over anything. I wasn't sure how much of that was just her pretending to be a bimbo and how much was her naturally being that way, but I wanted to learn from her.

      "Ami, where are my manners?" Benjamin asked, seemingly out of nowhere. "I haven't offered our guests anything to eat."

      "No, that's my fault," Ami said. "Candi and I were talking so much, we lost track of time."

      "That's okay," Benjamin replied, patting her on her knee. "We've got time for a little appetizer before dinner."

      "Sounds good to me," Leo chimed in.

      "Ami, go fetch the appetizers," Benjamin ordered his wife.

      "Of course, baby," she cooed in his ear. "Anything for you."

      Ami skipped off and I found myself now with Benjamin's full attention. "I can see you and Ami are fast becoming friends."

      "She's amazing," I said, unable to hide my enthusiasm. "You are so lucky."

      "I know," Benjamin replied. "And Leo is very lucky to have you."

      I felt myself blush at his kind words. I had never imagined myself receiving such compliments from Benjamin, but I wasn't going to turn them down. He was right. I was a catch and Leo knew it. That was why he was doing what he was doing with me.

      "Sometimes I'm glad you cheated on me," Leo said.

      There was a part of me that agreed with him. There were aspects of this bimbo thing I was starting to enjoy. The whole getting treated like a princess thing was pretty nice. And having men look at me, at least while I was safely with my husband, was pretty nice, too.

      But then it dawned on me. Leo had just shared private information with Benjamin. Worse, as I looked into Benjamin's face, I saw that he already knew. He probably knew all about us.

      "You told him?" I asked my husband. I had let my voice drop to its normal pitch, anger brewing in my eyes.

      "You know we're best friends, right?" Leo asked me. "We tell each other everything. There are no secrets between us."

      I looked between the two men. I didn't know what to think. Benjamin had always been there for Leo. They had always been the best of friends. And yet, I still had the right to be angry that Leo had told him our private business without my permission.

      "I'm so sorry about that," Benjamin said. "If it helps, Ami had no idea."

      My eyes went wide. She might not have known, but she was still aware about me. About us. And I didn't know how to take that.

      "I don't know what to say," I said, still angry. I appreciated Benjamin’s apology, but I just wanted to squeeze my hands into fists and hit something. And then scream. Except I couldn't use my fists, because my nails got in the way. And I was a guest in this house and screaming would have been completely inappropriate.

      "Candi, just relax," Leo said, placing a comforting hand on my shoulder. "I know you're angry. You have every right to be angry. But we're both trying to move forward. What you did hurt me, but I'm over it now. I want to focus on us moving forward."

      "Shut up," I snapped. I very nearly threw my wine in Leo's face. "Don't tell me to relax. Don't tell me how to feel. Or how you think I feel. I'm tired of living under your thumb. I'm tired of being a bimbo for you."

      I just did a complete switch of my mind. With Ami, I was ready to go all in on the whole bimbo thing. I was looking forward to being her friend. But then Leo and Benjamin riled me up, and I was done. I was done with it all. If we had been home, I would have marched upstairs and changed into the ugliest, frumpiest outfit I could come up with, just to stick it to Leo and his bimbo fetish.

      "Who wants cheese?" Ami asked as she walked into the room, holding a large plate filled with cheese, crackers, various spreads, and a few veggies. She was completely unaware of what had just happened. And even though she probably saw me ready to breathe fire, she was completely unbothered by it.

      I suddenly felt sick. I felt like I had betrayed Leo. Again. I had said no. I was refusing to go along with what he wanted. I couldn't believe how I was acting. I was worse than a brat. I was awful. And I didn't know how Leo could forgive me. I didn't know how he was even still willing to talk to me.

      "Please," I whispered. "Sir, I'm so sorry."

      Leo looked at me with a mix of disappointment and affection. "Candi, just relax. It's okay."

      I started to cry. I was so confused. I was angry. I was also feeling relief. But I was also scared. I knew this was not how bimbos should behave. But I could not just become something I was not, no matter how hard I tried.

      "Leo, she's had a stressful few days," Benjamin interjected.

      "No, I'll be okay," I insisted. "Just give me a moment to compose myself."

      I ran off to the powder room to try to salvage the evening. I had ruined everything. I knew it. Not that it really mattered. This wasn't really a test. Leo had just made it sound that way so I would have to be on my best behavior. But once I saw through it, I broke.

      I did return to the little party. I didn't say much, though. I listened. I drank wine. I ate food, both the appetizers and the actual main course. It was a meal that had been catered, so I was glad Leo and I stuck around. We didn't want the food to go to waste.

      But it was not until we were in the car, riding home, that Leo dropped a bomb on me. "I'm going to have to punish you for your outburst. You know that, right?"

      I sat there, frozen to the spot. I was confused and scared. I hated the thought of being punished. But I also knew I deserved it. I had done something wrong. I had lost control and now I would be punished. And yet, it felt right.

      "Yes, Sir," I said. "I know. And I accept my punishment. I deserve it."

      Leo was quiet for the rest of the car ride, letting me stew on my mistakes.

      When we arrived home, I followed my husband inside. We made it to the kitchen before he turned around and looked at me. He was still a little angry, but not as much as I was expecting.

      "Take off your dress," he ordered.

      I nodded my head in submission and pulled the dress down, slipping the straps off my shoulders and pushing it down until I was able to step out of it. I set the dress on the kitchen island.

      "Now turn around and bend over. You're going to get ten spanks."

      I nodded again and turned around. I placed my hands on the kitchen island and then bent over. I turned my head so I could see Leo, waiting for him to get started. I wanted to apologize again, but I knew now was not the time to speak.

      "I want you to count them after each one," he ordered.

      "Yes, sir."

      The first spank stung, but I bit my lip and let it happen. I knew I deserved this. I had gone against my husband. I had acted up and now I was paying the price.

      "One," I cried.

      After the first slap, Leo pulled down my g-string, letting it fall around my ankles. My bare ass was now exposed, my pussy out in the open.

      "Two," I counted. "Three."

      By the time I reached "eight," I was crying again. I couldn't believe how hard Leo was hitting me. I knew I deserved it, but it still hurt. And it was not as if my pussy wasn't already wet. The pain was turning me on. My body was responding to my punishment, even though my mind was trying to fight it. It was betraying me.

      "Ten."

      When it was over, I collapsed onto the floor in tears. Leo gave me a moment, alone on the floor. I sat on my hip, not actually on my butt. My ass was too sore for that.

      But then Leo sat down next to me. He brought his hands around my shoulders and pulled me in close to his chest. He comforted me as I openly cried, my face buried against him. He was being so nice to me. He was so loving and affectionate. And I loved him so much.

      "I'm sorry, Sir," I said, once I got myself back under control. "I didn't mean to be so bad. I know I'm supposed to be a good girl."

      Leo patted me on the head. "It's okay, Candi. I know this isn't easy for you. You're trying so hard. You've been doing such a great job. And I know I can be hard on you sometimes, but this is all for you. You're so much better like this."

      "Thank you, Sir," I replied.

      "And I really hope you learned your lesson. It's important for there to be consequences. But consequences just help us learn to be better. Up until that moment tonight, you were perfect. You followed all of your training. And even after your outburst, you did good to just sit there and play along. You have one mistake, but that's all. So don't think tonight was a total loss."

      I nodded my head, sniffling. Leo had a way with words. Even his punishment had been given with love.

      "I love you, Sir," I said, wrapping my arms around him.

      "I love you, too," he replied, hugging me tightly. "Now get up and get ready for bed. It's been a long day. It's time to get some rest."

      "Yes, Sir."

      I was sore and tired, but I was also proud of myself. I had survived a punishment. I had a husband who loved me. And I had a bright future, just so long as I didn't screw up again.

      I was learning how to be a bimbo. But I knew I still had a long way to go.
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      It hurt to sit for a full day. That was how hard Leo spanked me. But even though it hurt and it made me cry, I knew it would make me better. It would make me a better bimbo for Leo.

      I knew it was fucked up to be thinking like that. My whole life had turned upside down. I didn't even think Leo was mad at me for cheating anymore. This whole situation had grown beyond that. It had evolved. And I was a part of it now. I was a willing participant.

      However, if I thought Leo would not take it easy on me, I was mistaken. It seemed as if he had constant plans for me. He had a whole checklist somewhere and he just checked each item off the list, one by one, as I achieved his new benchmarks. And even though I had slipped up and stopped using my bimbo voice for just a few moments at Benjamin's house, he thought I was ready for the next stage.

      "We're going out," Leo announced when he came home from work, two days after the dinner.

      "Where are we going?" I asked, happy to see my husband.

      "I'll tell you when we get there," he answered. "But I want you to wear this." He held out a red crop top and a short, black leather skirt. Both would be incredibly revealing. "And these," he added, holding up a pair of red high heels.

      "Yes, Sir," I replied, taking the clothes from him. I dropped to my knees and began to undo his pants. "May I suck your cock first? I've missed it."

      Leo nodded his head and I smiled. I wasn't sure if I actually missed his cock, but it seemed like the right thing to say. It was something a bimbo would say. It was something Candi would say. And since I was Candi and I was supposed to be training to become a bimbo, it seemed fitting.

      Leo's cock was already hard by the time I got it out of his pants. I stroked it a few times before licking it from base to tip. I was rewarded with a groan from my husband.

      "That's it, Candi," he moaned. "You're such a good little cocksucker."

      I smiled and then took his cock into my mouth. I felt the tip press against the back of my throat, but I kept going. I pressed forward, forcing my body to relax. I wanted to deep throat him. I needed to do it. I wanted to prove to Leo that I could be a good little bimbo for him.

      Deep throating was something I could do regularly now, but it seemed important to him. It was one of the first things he taught me about blowjobs. And it was something I trained for daily, using a dildo and shoving it down my throat.

      "Oh god, Candi," Leo moaned. "That's it. Take it all."

      I pulled back, gasping for air. I looked up at Leo and smiled, but I didn't speak. I just went back to sucking his dick. I wanted to make him cum. I wanted to make him feel good. And I was doing a great job of it, too.

      "Candi, I'm going to cum," Leo warned me.

      I just smiled around his cock and kept sucking. I didn't care if he came in my mouth or on my face or anywhere else. I just wanted him to cum. I wanted to make him feel good.

      My wish was granted just a moment later. The first blast of cum hit the back of my throat. I swallowed it down, but it kept coming. I started to choke, but I did my best to keep going. I wanted to swallow every drop. I didn't want to waste a single bit of his precious cum.

      When I was done, I sat back on my heels and looked up at Leo. He was panting and smiling down at me. I smiled back, smacking my lips with satisfaction, happy that I had made him feel good.

      "Yes, you're definitely ready," Leo said as he put his cock away. "Now go get dressed. We're going to be late."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied before standing up. I was just wearing lingerie, which had become my standard for wearing at home. Sometimes it got a little chilly that way, especially when the air conditioner was running. That blast of cold air across my bare skin took some getting used to.

      Upstairs, I pulled on the skirt. It was tight around my hips and it really didn't go much past the top of my thighs. I'd word shorter stuff for Leo, but not much shorter. The top came next and I was right, it barely dropped below my breasts. My entire midriff from a few inches below my belly-button to just below my sternum was bare.

      The shoes were taller than what I had come to know as my house heels. They were the shoes I wore around the house, since Leo had ordered me to crawl if I wasn't wearing heels. I couldn't even sit on the furniture without my heels on.

      There were times when I actually enjoyed slipping off my heels and dropping to the floor, usually when I was watching TV with Leo, and leaning against him. He would put his hand on my head, patting me as if I was a pet. And yet, I actually felt good about that. It made me feel loved.

      With the shoes on, I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror. I was hot. There was no denying that. I looked like a complete slut, but I also looked like a woman who knew what she was doing. I looked like a woman who could make men weak in the knees. And that was exactly what I was going for. And after a quick check of my makeup, I was ready.

      Downstairs, Leo was waiting for me. He gave me a once over and nodded. "Perfect," he said. "Let's go."

      I followed him out to the car, my ass swaying with each step. I could feel the skirt riding up the back of my thighs, but I didn't try to fix it. I knew it was supposed to be that way.

      Leo held the passenger door open for me as I got in. He was always doing that, but it still felt nice. He was such a gentleman. It made me feel like a princess.

      As soon as we were on the road, I found myself fidgeting, my hands wringing in my lap. I didn't know what he had in store for me. I had already asked once, and he had told me he would wait until we had arrived.

      "What's wrong?" Leo asked, noticing my nervousness.

      "I don't know where we're going," I answered. "It's making me nervous."

      Leo chuckled. "You'll see soon enough."

      I sighed and then leaned my head against the window. I watched the city pass by as Leo drove us through the streets. It wasn't long before we pulled into a small parking lot at the edge of a strip mall. It wasn't exactly the sort of place I expected to go wearing this outfit.

      "We're here," he announced.

      "But..." I started to ask a question, but then I stopped myself. "Yes, Sir," I said instead.

      Leo helped me out of the car and then he walked me over to one of the shops. It was a piercing parlor. The only thing I had pierced were my ears and I had those done many years ago. I felt panic begin to well up inside of me, fearing what he could want me to have done.

      "Don't worry," Leo said. "I'm not going to pierce anything overly sensitive. But I think you'll like what I have planned for you."

      I trusted Leo. He had not given me any reason not to trust him. And yet, I was still nervous. I had never considered having any other piercings. I had never even thought about it. And his comment about not piercing anything overly sensitive had me concerned. What did he mean by that? Not that I was going to ask. Such questions weren't befitting my new role as his bimbo.

      "Come in," Leo said. "I called ahead. You have an appointment."

      I swallowed hard before I followed him inside, my high heels clicking. My hips did not have the same sway to them that they had before, although I couldn't completely stop my ass from swinging back and forth. That was the nature of t high heels. And I had to admit, it did feel a little sexy to walk like that.

      "Hello," a woman said to us, her eyes immediately dropping to my exposed midriff. "My name is Shelly. Can I help you?"

      The woman was heavily tattooed, up and down both arms and up around her neck. She did not seem to have many piercings though, which I thought odd. But then again, she wore enough clothes to potentially hide some significant jewelry. People who got into body art could take things to an extreme.

      "I made an appointment for my Candi here," Leo said with a smile. "Her name is Candice West."

      "Oh yes," Shelly replied. "We've been expecting you. Please follow me."

      I was led over to a chair where I was instructed to sit down. The chair reminded me of a dentist's chair, because of how it reclined.

      "I understand you're here for three piercings," Shelly said. "Navel, nostril, and tongue."

      I didn't say anything, since this was supposed to be planned, but I couldn't help but open my eyes wide in surprise. The first two, I could easily live with. But my tongue? That sounded pretty scary.

      "That's right," Leo said. "Candi has wanted these for a long time, and I decided to finally get them for her for being such a good girl."

      I bit my lip, trying to keep myself from growing aroused. The last thing Shelly wanted was for me to be squirming in her chair, unable to keep still because my husband had unlocked a way to make me horny. I had never imagined him calling me a good girl could make me wet, but there I was, in public, and it was happening.

      I felt the chair recline even more and then a strap was placed over my chest, keeping me from sitting up. It made me feel vulnerable.

      "I'm going to start with your belly button," Shelly said. "Just try to relax and it'll be over before you know it."

      I nodded my head. I knew there was no getting out of this now.

      "Good girl," Leo said as he took my hand and squeezed it.

      Shelly went to work, cleaning off the area around my belly button and then sliding in the needle. I winced at the pain, but then it was over. The clamp was released and I was left with a new piece of jewelry.

      "Now for your nose," Shelly said.

      "No," I moaned, but it was too late. The needle was already in my nose. I breathed through the pain, but just barely.

      "Last one," Shelly said.

      I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. There was no point in fighting it anymore. I was already committed.

      This one was more complicated. Forceps were involved, holding my tongue in place. Even if I had wanted to talk, I couldn't with my tongue squeezed and pulled out from between my lips. Shelly even slid a little block of foam into the side of my mouth, between my upper and lower teeth, probably to keep me from biting down in pain. I couldn't ask about it.

      But almost as fast as the other two, I had a new piece of jewelry sticking out from my tongue.

      "There we go," Shelly said. "You were a very good girl. Now just stay there while I get you cleaned up."

      I felt like crying, but I held it together. This was not the place for me to break down. I had to remain strong. I had to prove to Leo that I could handle it. But I didn't miss how Shelly had called me a good girl, adopting Leo's language. I was thirty-four years old and being called a good girl by a complete stranger. It only would have been more humiliating if Leo started sharing about why was doing all of this. Thankfully, he kept that just between us, with Benjamin as an add-on.

      "So what do you think?" Leo asked as he helped me up after I had been released from the chair.

      "It hurts," I answered, my voice whiny and the sound mumbled.

      "I know," he replied. "But you did so well. You were such a good girl for me."

      I moaned, feeling my pussy moisten again. I hated that Leo could so easily turn me on like this. But I also loved it. And I loved him.

      I followed him out of the shop, holding his hand. I was wearing new jewelry in my belly button and nose. And I had a new piece of metal sticking out of my tongue. It was weird and yet I felt excited by it.

      Leo led me right back to the car. We were going home.

      However, once we were on the road, he gave me the reasoning for why I had just done all of this for him. "You don't have to talk. Just listen. I know you don't understand. The belly-button is just because I love the look and I think you'll look amazing with it. The nose is just because I could and it makes you appear a little more delicate. But the tongue is what I'm excited about. It's going to make your blowjobs phenomenal. But I had to wait until I was satisfied with your cocksucking progress. I told Shelly I'd handle your recovery, and I will, but I already knew that it will be at least a month before you're sucking my cock again."

      I remained silent, following Leo's directions. And to be honest, with the swelling of my tongue, I wasn't going to be able to say much anyway. But I also found myself disliking the knowledge that it would be a month before I could suck my husband's cock again. A whole month.

      Right then, I knew I was fucked up. This whole bimbo training was getting to me. Not only was Leo able to turn me on by calling me a good girl, I actually looked forward to the most degrading and submissive act of sex there was. Blowjobs were all about the man, giving the woman no pleasure. And yet I found myself already missing them.

      If I had known that last blowjob would be my last for a whole month I would have tried to make it special. I didn't know what I could have done differently, but I would have tried.

      "I can see you're upset," Leo said. "But this is for your own good. You need to learn patience. And this is the best way for you to learn that lesson. But I promise, when you're allowed to suck my cock again, I'm going to let you. I'm going to cum down your throat. I'll give you everything you want. I'll make you feel good. But only if you're patient. Only if you're a good girl."

      I nodded my head. I understood. I might have even smiled if my mouth was capable of such things.

      "But that doesn't mean we can't have some fun tonight," Leo continued. "Just because you can't suck my cock, doesn't mean I can't play with your pussy."

      I smiled, feeling a little better about the whole situation.

      "And I'm going to eat you out. I'm going to lick your sweet pussy until you're a moaning mess."

      I could tell Leo was getting hard. I could see it in his eyes. He wanted me. He wanted to fuck me. He wanted to make me feel good. And I wanted him to do all those things, just as soon as we got home.

      I sensed that Leo drove a little faster going home than he had on our way to the piercing parlor. He was eager for it as much as I was. But he still made me wait for him to open my door before I could get out of the car. Then he led me up the steps and into the house.

      "Go upstairs. Get naked. Lie back on the bed. And don't talk."

      I nodded my understanding and did as he ordered. I felt my pussy grow wetter with each command. I was so horny. I needed to be fucked.

      I was lying on the bed, naked except for my heels and new jewelry, when Leo walked into the bedroom. He was still dressed, but I could see the outline of his cock in his pants, straining against his clothing. I wanted him inside of me. I needed him inside of me.

      "Candi, you've been such a good girl," Leo said. "So I'm going to make you feel good."

      I smiled up at him, but I did not say anything.

      Leo quickly stripped off his clothes and then climbed onto the bed between my legs. His face hovered over my pussy and then he dove in.

      It was heaven. I moaned loudly as his tongue lapped at my pussy. He was teasing me at first, but after a few minutes he really went to town on me. I squirmed and writhed, but his strong hands held me in place, keeping my hips and my pussy from ever getting far from his lips.

      "You taste so good," Leo said before diving back in.

      I couldn't respond. Even if I could have spoken, I wouldn't have been able to say anything intelligible. My mind was too focused on the pleasure he was giving me. I could feel my orgasm building, the pressure growing. I was close. So very close.

      "Cum for me, Candi," Leo commanded. "Cum for me."

      I screamed out loud as my orgasm exploded through my body. I shook and spasmed, but Leo kept licking me. He kept going until I came down from my high, collapsing onto the bed, completely spent.

      "That's my good girl," Leo said as he crawled up my body. "Now it's time for me to cum."

      I smiled up at him, hoping he was going to take me. I needed it. I wanted it. I was ready.

      Leo lined his cock up with my pussy and then pushed into me. I groaned as he filled me. It felt so good to be connected like this. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down. He didn't kiss my lips, but he kissed along my jaw as he thrust into me.

      I couldn't speak, but I tried to moan for him. I tried to encourage him. And it seemed to work. He fucked me harder and faster, his cock slamming into me. I was certain I would be sore after this, but I didn't care.

      "Candi, I'm going to cum," Leo announced. "I'm going to fill your pussy with my seed."

      I nodded my head, wanting it. I wanted to feel him explode inside of me. I wanted to feel his cum filling my pussy.

      And then he came. He grunted and groaned as his cock pulsed inside of me, depositing his cum deep within me. It was perfect. It was amazing. It was everything I could have hoped for, because I was cumming again.

      Orgasmic ecstasy ripped through my body once more. I closed my eyes and let it wash over me. I was in heaven. I was living the dream.

      When it was all over, Leo collapsed onto the bed next to me. We both lay there, panting and gasping for air. But we were also happy. We were both satisfied.

      "Candi, you're amazing," Leo said.

      I smiled and rolled over to cuddle up to him. I was completely spent, but I was also happy. I had done well. I had made my husband happy. I had made myself happy. And that was what mattered.

      "I love you, Sir," I whispered, my tongue still not cooperating.

      "I love you, too," he replied.

      We fell asleep together.
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      All three of my new piercings were healing nicely, as far as I could tell. The redness and swelling had dropped away. The pain was nonexistent. And I could actually talk again.

      I was still following Leo's orders. I was still being a good girl for him. I was still trying to be the best bimbo wife for him. And it was getting easier. I really believed that. I couldn't even remember the last time I had let my voice drop. I almost didn't have to think about what I said to make sure I was using my bimbo voice.

      But, Leo always had plans for me. He kept ticking off the days, measuring my progress. As soon as I mastered, or at least became used to a rule, he threw a new one at me. And this time, I didn't know what to think.

      "Join me in the bedroom, please, Candi," Leo called out. It was a Saturday morning. Sometimes he had to work on Saturdays, but not today. He had other plans, and all of those plans involved me.

      I minced into the bedroom, wearing my house heels and a transparent nightie I had slept in. "Sir?" I asked. "Is everything okay?"

      "Everything is fine," Leo answered. "I just want to try something new."

      My eyes went wide. I knew what that meant. My world was about to get turned upside down again.

      "Come, sit on the bed," Leo said, patting the spot next to him.

      I did as he ordered, sitting down on the bed. I looked at him, waiting for him to explain what was going on. I was nervous. There was a brown box on the bed on the other side of him. It hadn't arrived at the house, so I assumed he had it delivered to the office. Leo did that sometimes.

      Picking up the box, he slowly opened it as he spoke. "There are two new items I want to add to your routine. I've purchased you dildos and you've put them to great use. Now I have some new toys for you to become familiar with. I'll start with the one you probably won't like, at least to start, first."

      His hands were in the way as he pulled the first item out of the box. But I gasped the moment I saw it, because I knew exactly what it was. I didn't know how I knew, but I knew.

      "It's a jeweled princess butt plug," Leo said, confirming my suspicions. It was mostly metal, but it had a pink jewel on the end that would stick out.

      "You want me to wear that, Sir?" I asked, still surprised. I knew that anal sex was supposed to be pleasurable for women, but I had never tried it. I had never thought about it. And yet, here I was, being presented with a butt plug.

      "I want you to build up to wearing it more and more," he explained. "Will start you out for just a little while, maybe twenty minutes. But each day, I want you to wear it for a little bit longer until you can handle it from the time I leave for work in the morning until the time I come home in the evening."

      "That's a lot, Sir," I said. "I'm not sure I can do it."

      "Candi, you're a strong woman," Leo said. "And I'm confident you can do it. You just need to have faith in yourself."

      I nodded my head. I was trying hard to trust Leo. I was trying to believe in myself. And if he believed in me, I could believe in me, too.

      "Now, I know you're going to need a little help with this," Leo said. "I'll help you put it in the first time, but before you know it, you'll be doing it on your own. Okay?"

      I nodded my head again. I trusted Leo. I knew he was going to take care of me.

      "Good girl," he said. "Now before I help you put this in, I want to show you the other toy. And I expect you'll enjoy this one a lot more."

      I watched with bated breath as Leo reached into the box for a second time. And when he pulled his hands out, there was a small pink item in his hands. It was curved and likely made of some sort of silicone or rubber.

      "It's a wearable vibrator," he explained. "It's connected to an app that I will control. But most of the time, I'd like you to wear it and I'll have it set to random."

      I gulped, realizing what that meant. Leo would be able to turn it on at any time and I would have no idea when. I could be out shopping, at the grocery store, and then suddenly it would activate and I might cum in the middle of the aisle. It would be embarrassing. It would be humiliating. And yet, I felt myself grow wet at the prospect.

      "Are you okay with that?" Leo asked.

      I nodded my head. I couldn't speak. I was too excited. I was actually looking forward to using it.

      Leo smiled. "Good. Now let's get you ready."

      I stood up from the bed and dropped my nightie to the floor. I was naked except for my heels. I turned around and bent over, placing my hands on the mattress.

      "I'm going to put the plug in first," Leo explained. "Then I'm going to have you fetch some panties and we'll put the vibrator in."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied. I was already wet. I was already eager.

      Leo used lube to help slide the plug inside of me. I groaned as it slid through my sphincter, but once it was in place, I felt full. The initial burst of pain reminded me of getting my piercings, especially when that pain faded away, leaving me with a dull throb that was really more a sensation of fullness in my rear.

      "How does that feel?" Leo asked.

      "It feels weird, Sir," I answered. "But it doesn't hurt."

      "Good," he replied. "Now fetch those panties."

      I stood up and walked over to the dresser. I had a variety of panties to choose from. Some were sexy, some were cute, and some were downright slutty. I picked out a pair of pink lace panties that I thought would look good with the plug.

      "Those are perfect," Leo said. "Now come back over here."

      I did as he asked, feeling the plug shift within me as I moved. It was so strange.

      "Sit down and spread your legs," he ordered.

      I did as he asked, sitting down on the edge of the bed. I opened my legs, exposing my pussy to him. I was already wet. My body was responding to what we were doing.

      Sitting down was different. I felt the plug move, pressing deeper into me. I had to bite my lower lip to keep from making a sound

      Leo slipped the panties up my legs, pulling them up until they were around my thighs. He then slid the vibrator into my pussy, part of it filling me and the rest on the outside. He was careful with how he positioned it, making sure it made contact with both my clit and my g-spot.

      "There, now stand up," Leo said.

      I did as he asked, standing up and sliding the panties the rest of the way up my legs. The plug shifted, but it didn't hurt. I was growing accustomed to it.

      "Now walk around the room," Leo ordered. "I want to see how you move with them inside of you."

      I nodded my head and then started walking. At first, it was strange, the plug and the vibrator shifting inside of me. But after a few steps, I got used to it. It wasn't bad. It actually felt kind of nice.

      "You're doing great," Leo said. "Now just one more thing. It's time to turn on the vibrator."

      I froze, not wanting to admit that I was scared. I trusted Leo, but I was still nervous. I didn't know what to expect.

      "Candi, it's okay," Leo said. "It's going to be fine. I want you to take a few deep breaths for me. Okay?"

      I nodded my head before taking a deep breath. Then I let it out slowly. I repeated that a few times, feeling myself relax. I was growing more comfortable. I was ready.

      "Good girl," Leo said. "Now open your eyes and look at me."

      I opened my eyes and looked at my husband. He was smiling at me. He was proud of me. And I felt better. I felt calm.

      "I'm going to turn it on now," he said. "Are you ready?"

      I nodded my head. I could do this. I was ready.

      "Good girl," Leo said.

      And then the vibrations started. I gasped, my eyes growing wide. It was intense. It was almost too much. I felt like I was going to cum right then and there.

      "Breathe, Candi," Leo said. "Just breathe."

      I took a deep breath and then let it out slowly. The vibrations were still there, but they weren't as intense. I could handle it. I could do this.

      "That's it, Candi," Leo said. "Keep breathing. Just breathe."

      I nodded my head, continuing to breathe. It took me a moment to realize that the intensity of the vibrations were changing. One moment I could barely feel them and the next I was squeezing my knees together, trying to keep myself from cumming.

      "Good girl," Leo said as I continued to breathe. "You're doing so well. You're being such a good girl."

      I smiled, happy that I was making him happy. I was making him proud. That was all I wanted to do.

      "Now I'm going to turn it up, one setting at a time," Leo said as he held his phone in his hands. "There are eleven levels."

      "Eleven?" I said, finding the number strange.

      "I guess the designer is a mockumentary fan," Leo said. I nodded, but didn't actually understand.

      "Okay, this is level one."

      I could feel the vibrator working, but it was so low I didn't feel much from it. It almost felt more like the butt plug was vibrating, but I knew that wasn't possible. The plug couldn't vibrate.

      "And this is level two."

      The vibrations grew stronger, but still I was able to handle it. I wasn't sure if I could handle eleven, but I was willing to try.

      "Level three."

      My knees buckled slightly as the vibrations grew stronger again. I was starting to feel them in my pussy and in my ass. It was a strange sensation, but not unpleasant.

      "Level four."

      I bit my lip as the vibrations grew stronger again. This time I could feel them in my clit and in my g-spot. I had to squeeze my knees together to keep from cumming.

      "Level five."

      I groaned as the vibrations grew even stronger. I was starting to feel it. I was starting to feel the pressure building inside of me. I needed to cum. I wanted to cum.

      "Level six."

      "Oh god," I moaned as the vibrations grew stronger again. I fell to my knees, unable to stand. I was close. I was so close.

      "Level seven."

      "Oh fuck," I moaned. "I can't... I can't..."

      "Yes you can, Candi," Leo said. "You can do this. Just breathe. Remember to breathe."

      I nodded my head and then took a deep breath. The vibrations were intense. I was so close. But I was holding on. I was being a good girl.

      "Level eight."

      "Oh god," I moaned as the vibrations grew stronger again. I fell forward onto my hands, my ass in the air. I couldn't think. All I could focus on was breathing. In and out. In and out.

      "Level nine."

      "Oh fuck," I moaned. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck."

      "That's it, Candi," Leo said. "You're doing so well. Just keep breathing. Just keep breathing."

      I nodded my head and then took another deep breath. The vibrations were so strong. I was so close. I needed to cum. I needed to cum so bad.

      "Level ten."

      "Oh god," I moaned as the vibrations grew even stronger. I grabbed hold of the carpet, my fingers digging into the fibers. I was so close. I was so close.

      "Level eleven."

      "Oh fuck!" I screamed as the vibrations grew stronger one last time. I couldn't take it anymore. I needed to cum. I needed to cum so bad.

      "Cum for me, Candi," Leo ordered. "Cum for me."

      And then I exploded. My orgasm ripped through my body, sending me over the edge. I screamed as I came, my whole body shaking with pleasure. I couldn't believe how good it felt. I couldn't believe how powerful it was.

      "That's my good girl," Leo said as I collapsed onto the floor. "You did so well. You're such a good girl."

      I smiled as I lay there on the floor, panting and gasping for air. I had done it. I had survived the vibrator.

      Except, that was just the test. Leo planned to keep it on a random pattern. I wouldn't be in control. He wouldn't even be in control. It would be up to chance. I could cum at any moment.

      I looked up at him, smiling. "Thank you, Sir," I said. "Thank you for making me feel good."

      Leo smiled down at me. "You're welcome, Candi. Now why don't you go get dressed? We have a lot to do today."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied. "But Sir, can I ask you a question?"

      "You just did," Leo said with a chuckle. "But yes, you may ask me a question."

      I giggled at my mistake, but I wasn't going to be distracted. "Why do you want me to wear this, the vibrator that is?"

      Leo gave me a knowing smirk. He was so far ahead of me on this. "I'm going to answer your question with another question. What characteristics would you describe a bimbo with?"

      I didn't have to think about it. I already knew the answer. "A bimbo is someone who is stupid, ditzy, and only cares about sex and looks."

      "Exactly," Leo said. "And the goal with the vibrator is to keep you too focused on your pussy to think straight. It will make you appear stupid and ditzy, and the arousal will keep you focused on sex."

      "Oh," I said, finally understanding.

      "So you see, the vibrator is just another tool to help turn you into a bimbo," Leo explained. "Now go get dressed. I'll wait here for you."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied before getting to my feet. My legs were still shaky from my orgasm, but I managed to make it out of the room without falling.

      However, the moment I stepped into the bathroom, I felt the vibrator turn back on. It immediately started randomly shifting between the different levels. This wasn't Leo playing with me. This was my new normal.

      I had to focus as I applied my makeup and styled my hair. There were several moments when I had to stop entirely and grip the counter, willing myself not to cum. Even though we had gone over the different settings, I couldn't keep track of which level was which. I could only guess.

      It probably took twice as long for me to finish my hair and makeup. And when I walked out of the bedroom, Leo was standing there.

      "Time to take your plug out," he said. "Lean over and I'll take care of it."

      I nodded my head and then did as he asked. I leaned forward and placed my hands on the bed. A moment later I felt Leo's hands on my ass, pulling my panties down just far enough to reveal my ass with the plug inside.

      "Just relax," Leo said. "I'm going to pull it out now."

      I took a deep breath and then braced myself. I knew it was coming, but I still gasped when I felt the plug being pulled from my ass. It felt strange, like I was being stretched open. But then it was out and I felt empty.

      "You did great," Leo said.

      "Thank you, Sir," I replied.

      My husband helped me stand up straight and then he kissed me on the lips. I melted into his arms, feeling safe and loved.

      "Now let's get you dressed," he said.

      I nodded my head and stepped past him to the closet. I was used to putting myself on display for him now. It was constant. But as the vibrator buzzed away in my pussy, I found myself wanting to really go all out. I didn't fully comprehend why, but it was an urge that probably came from the vibrating in my pussy. This was what Leo had planned and I was helpless against it.

      I selected a white crop top that was so sheer it was basically see through. It left nothing to the imagination. And then I selected a short black skirt that was so short it barely covered my ass. It was the kind of outfit that made me look like a complete slut.

      "That's perfect," Leo said. "Go put those on."

      I smiled and then did as he ordered after I grabbed the matching bra to my panties from the dresser. In only a few moments, I was fully dressed. I had taken to wearing crop tops more often since I got the belly-button piercing. Not covering it made it harder for me to irritate it as I healed and it gave me a chance to show off the jewelry. What was the point in having something like that if no one ever got to see it?

      "You look amazing," Leo said. "But you're missing something."

      "What?" I asked, confused.

      "This," he said, producing a pink ribbon. "I want you to wear this today."

      "Okay, Sir," I replied. "How do you want me to wear it?"

      "I want you to wear it in your hair," he answered. "And I want you to tie it into a bow."

      "Yes, Sir," I said.

      Taking the ribbon from him, I moved over to the mirror and began tying it into my hair. When I looked in the mirror, I figured I looked almost ten years younger. The blonde hair, the pink ribbon, the slutty outfit all gave me a specific look. This wasn't how a respectable woman in her mid-thirties dressed. This was how a bimbo dressed.

      "Perfect," Leo said. "And now I want to take you shopping at the mall."

      "Shopping, Sir?" I asked.

      "Yes, shopping," Leo said. "I want to take you someplace public while your vibrator buzzes away. I want you to get used to it always being there, always turning you on, and the risk that you might cum at any moment."

      "Oh god," I moaned. I was already wet again. Just the thought of going to the mall with the vibrator turned on was enough to make me want to cum.

      "Candi, are you ready?" Leo asked.

      There was only one answer I could give.

      "Yes, Sir," I answered. "I'm ready."

      "Good girl," he said. "Now let's go."

      I followed Leo out to the car, my high heels clicking on the floor with each step. My pussy was buzzing with excitement during the entire drive. My ass no longer felt so empty, but that mattered little when my pussy seemed to dominate my thoughts. I squeezed my hands between my legs, my eyes glassy as Leo drove. I wasn't paying attention to anything other than my pussy.

      Leo led me into the mall and I followed, my mind a fog of arousal. I was completely focused on my pussy. I was so horny. I needed to cum. I wanted to cum.

      "Are you okay?" Leo asked.

      I nodded my head, unable to speak. I was too focused on the vibrations inside of me.

      "Good girl," Leo said. "Let's go."

      I continued to follow him through the mall, walking beside him, my hand in his. Every time the level on the vibrator spiked, I squeezed his hand, needing his support. I was losing control. I was losing my mind.

      "Sir," I moaned. "I need..."

      "No," Leo said. "You will not cum until we get home."

      "But, Sir..." I moaned.

      "Candi, you will not cum here in public," he said. "Do you understand?"

      I nodded my head, but I wasn't sure I could hold out. I was so close. I was right on the edge.

      "Good girl," Leo said. "Now come with me."

      I continued to follow him, trying to focus on something else. Anything else. But it didn't work. I was too focused on my pussy. I was too focused on the vibrations. It didn't even occur to me how I was dressed. People looked at me. They watched me. I looked like the slut I had become. And they were all judging me for being such a slut while they all secretly congratulated Leo for being able to fuck me. But even with that double standard, I didn't care. I couldn't pay attention to that. I could barely remain focused on the idea of shopping, of looking for new clothes to buy.

      Leo did the navigation. He led me into a store that I probably would never have set foot into before all of this started. Loud music played over the speakers and almost every piece of clothing was skimpy, tight, or overly thin, designed to be worn by people like the bimbo me.

      "Take a look around," Leo said. "Find some clothes you like. Try them on. If you like them, I'll buy them for you."

      My eyes lit up at that. "Really?" I asked.

      "Yes, really," Leo replied.

      I squealed with joy and then I began to shop. I found myself picking out clothes that were increasingly revealing. I couldn't help it. With my pussy gushing, I couldn't seem to get my mind off of sex. It was so hard to think about anything else. So instead of being practical, the only thought that ran through my head when I saw a rack of clothing was if it would make Leo want to fuck me. It was that simple. I was that simple.

      I must have tried on a dozen different outfits. I modeled them for Leo, showing him how I looked in them. He loved them all, but he loved the ones that really showed off my body the most. I loved those ones, too.

      In the end, I walked away from the store with a big bag filled with clothing that I would never have bought before, but now I was eager to wear. I was eager to show off my body. I was eager to show off for my husband.

      "I'm going to take you to one more place," Leo said. "Then we'll go home and I'll fuck you."

      "Oh god," I moaned. "I can't wait, Sir."

      "I know, Candi," he said. "But you have to be patient. You're being a good girl. Just keep it up."

      "Yes, Sir," I panted. I was doing my best.

      Leo led me to another store. This one sold lingerie. I knew what he was doing. He was making sure I had plenty of sexy things to wear for him. He was making sure I had enough to keep me looking sexy for him at home. Even though I had a growing collection of sexy clothes to go out in, at home, I mostly wore lingerie. It was on his order, after all. And it had been long enough that I didn't even think about it anymore. Just like I didn't have to think about how to talk. The bimbo voice was almost my normal voice now.

      I picked out several different sets of lingerie. I already had a lot, but I wanted more. I needed more. I needed to be ready for him. I needed to be ready to please him.

      "That's perfect," Leo said as I carried the bags full of lingerie out of the store. "Now let's go home. I need to fuck you."

      "Oh yes, Sir," I moaned. I needed that, too. I bounced along beside him as we walked back out to the car. I was so excited. I couldn't remember the last time the prospect of sex had me this excited.

      The drive home felt like it took forever. I could barely sit still. I needed to cum. I needed it so bad.

      Once we were finally home, I rushed inside, leaving Leo to carry the bags. I didn't even make it to the bedroom, I stopped short in the living room, bending over the couch, my ass pointing toward the door, waiting for Leo to enter. He would still need to undress me, but I imagined he would enjoy that, like unwrapping a present.

      "Candi, what are you doing?" Leo asked as he walked in.

      "Please, Sir," I moaned. "Fuck me. Please. I need it so bad."

      "Well, since you begged so nicely," Leo said.

      I heard the rustling of clothes and then I felt Leo's hands on my hips. He pulled my skirt up over my ass and then pulled my panties down to my knees. I gasped when he pulled the vibrator from my pussy. Just like when he pulled the butt plug out, I was suddenly left with a sense of emptiness.

      But that was a short lived emptiness, because the vibrator was soon replaced with my husband's cock. I groaned as he pushed into me, filling me.

      "Oh god," I moaned. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you."

      "You're welcome, Candi," Leo replied as he set up a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of me. "Now enjoy the ride, because I'm going to pound you like the bimbo slut you are. I'm going to fuck you until you cum."

      "Oh god," I moaned, loving hearing him talk dirty to me. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you."

      Leo fucked me hard and fast, just like he promised. I couldn't hold out for long. I was too turned on. I was too horny. I was too ready.

      "Sir, I'm going to..."

      "Cum for me, Candi," Leo ordered. "Cum for me."

      And then I exploded. My orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave. It was powerful and intense. It was everything I needed.

      "That's my good girl," Leo said as he continued to fuck me. "Keep cumming for me. I want to feel your pussy spasm around my cock."

      "Yes, Sir," I moaned. "Yes, Sir."

      I kept cumming for him. I couldn't stop. It was too much. It was too good. I couldn't believe how good it felt.

      Leo kept going. I came again and again, not even being able to count my orgasm. And all the while, Leo pistoned in and out of me. He was using me like the slut I had become. He was using me for his pleasure.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Leo grunted and then I felt his cock pulse inside of me. He was cumming. He was filling my pussy with his seed. He was claiming me. He was marking me. He was making me his.

      "Oh god," I moaned. "Thank you, Sir. Thank you."

      "You're welcome, Candi," Leo panted as he withdrew his cock from my pussy.

      Normally I would have leaned his cock with my mouth, but that wasn't allowed yet. I actually missed it, but we would be able to return to that routine soon enough.

      "Now let's get that vibrator back inside of you. I want you wearing it all day. Do you know why?"

      "Because you want me to be horny all the time, Sir," I answered.

      "Exactly," Leo said. "I want you to be focused on your pussy and nothing else. Now stand up and I'll put it back in."

      I did as he ordered, standing up and turning around. I bent over, putting my ass in the air, waiting for him to put the vibrator back inside of me. It felt so strange to have it in me, but I knew it was what he wanted. It was what he needed. And I was a good girl. I wanted to be a good girl.

      "Good girl," Leo said as he slid the vibrator into place. "Now pull your panties up. I want you to keep it in there all day."

      "Yes, Sir," I said, pulling up my panties. I felt them press the vibrator against my clit and g-spot. I knew this was going to be a long day.

      "Now go upstairs and get cleaned up," Leo said. "Then come down and we can have lunch."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied before walking up the stairs.

      The walk upstairs felt strange. With each step, the vibrator shifted inside of me. It felt good, but it was weird. I could already tell I was going to have to learn to live with this. But I was learning to live with a lot of different things. This was all a part of my bimbo training. But I was left with one burning question that came in moments when the vibrator was turned down low. What came next?
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      I started the day with a blowjob. It was my first day after my tongue had been cleared to resume sucking Leos cock. I had gotten the clearance the night before, and even though I immediately blew him the moment I could, I still wasn't satisfied.

      I couldn't really describe it, but more and more, if felt like I was getting addicted to sex. And I knew the cause. I spent most of the day with a vibrator in my pussy, constantly teasing me and driving me wild with desire. But I was also wearing my butt plug more often. That first day where I spent twenty minutes wearing it felt like ages ago, even if it had only been a couple weeks.

      Leo wasn't awake when I started. I woke up, my hands already between my legs, as they often found themselves when I slept. It was my reaction to my arousal. I went to bed horny. I woke up horny. And there wasn't a time in the day usually when I could describe myself as anything other than horny.

      But the moment my eyes snapped open, I felt an overwhelming need to have a cock in my mouth. I glanced over at the bedside clock to see Leo's alarm would start ringing in a few minutes. I was pretty sure he wouldn't mind getting woken up a few minutes early if it was with my lips wrapped around his cock.

      "Candi, what are you doing?" Leo asked as he slowly roused from slumber by my lips around his cock.

      I pulled back and looked up at his still groggy face. "I'm sorry, Sir," I said. "I just woke up and I need your cock in my mouth. You don't mind, do you?"

      Leo chuckled. "No, Candi, I don't mind. You're such a good girl for waking me up like this. You can keep going."

      "Thank you, Sir," I said before going back to work.

      With his permission, I redoubled my efforts, bobbing up and down on his shaft. I moaned as I sucked him, feeling my pussy grow wetter by the moment. I loved sucking him. I loved pleasing him.

      "Oh god, Candi," Leo moaned. "That's perfect. You're perfect. Keep going. You're going to make me cum."

      I moaned, letting him know I understood. I kept going. I kept sucking him. I kept working my lips and tongue along his shaft. I was desperate for him to cum. I needed it.

      "Here it comes, Candi," Leo warned. "Get ready. Get ready to swallow my load."

      I moaned again, letting him know I was ready. A moment later, I felt his cock pulse in my mouth and then I tasted his cum. It was simply delicious. It was everything I needed.

      I swallowed every drop, not wasting a single drop. I wanted it all. I needed it all. And when I finally sat up, licking my lips, I felt happy, complete.

      "That was amazing, Candi," Leo said as he sat up in bed. "You're such a good girl."

      "Thank you, Sir," I said, smiling. I was happy to please him.

      The alarm went off a moment later, but it was unneeded, at least for today. We were both awake and alert and ready to start the day in earnest.

      Leo was now at work. He had an important project he was working on. I didn't know any of the details, even though he shared much of it with me at dinner. Even as I ate, the vibrator in my pussy kept my mind off of difficult subjects and focused on the pleasure I felt from my own horniness. All I knew was he was spending more time at the office recently, much to my disappointment. But that was life as a Chief Operating Officer of a major pharmaceutical company.

      And I was out shopping at the mall. My vibrator was secure inside of me, as was my butt plug. I was up to wearing the latter for several hours per day. Each time I put it in, I felt strange. The sensations of fullness were hard to ignore. But then when I took it out, I felt so empty.

      However, it was hard to have the vibrator buzzing away inside of me while I moved about the mall. My body hummed with erotic energy and I couldn't help but feel and dress sexy. I felt people's eyes on me, whether real or imaginary, but that only heightened what I felt. I looked like a slut and I felt like one, too.

      It was just that shopping was hard like this. I would be browsing a rack of clothing and all of sudden I would just stop, freezing in place as I rode a wave of arousal caused by a spike in the vibration level. If anyone saw me, they didn't say anything, but probably just because they thought I was weird. But I had to wonder if anyone figured it out, if anyone knew just how depraved I was behaving.

      I wasn't really sure what I was looking for. That was happening more and more lately. My brain just didn't seem to want to work like it used to. I struggled to keep track of certain details and there were sometimes when I'd look back and not remember what happened to me.

      That was my problem now. I stood next to a table in the mall food court, bracing myself against it as I worked my way through a spike in my arousal. But I couldn't remember why I was there. Had I intended to buy lunch for myself? Had I wanted to visit one of the few stores on this level of the mall? I couldn't remember. I tried looking through my mind, trying to remember any of the details that brought me here, but I couldn't seem to find anything. For all I knew, despite it being ridiculous, I had been transported there from wherever else in the mall I had been before.

      I dialed my phone, knowing there was only one way to answer my problem. I already had my wireless earbuds in, so I just needed to select who to call.

      "Candi," came the familiar voice of my husband through my earbuds. "Is everything okay?"

      "I'm not sure what I'm doing," I admitted. There had been a few times when this sort of thing had happened before. Leo was always there to help, even when he was at work like today. "I'm in the mall food court and I don't understand how I got here or why."

      I heard Leo laughing on the other end of the line. It would have been frustrating if I wasn't so turned on. I was also getting used to him laughing at me when I did something brainless. I was pretty sure the humiliation helped turn me on. But I also felt safe with Leo. When I did something weird or dumb, he was there to cover for me. And that was why I called him for my problem.

      "I'd guess you are there to eat lunch," Leo said.

      "Um, I guess," I agreed, but I really wasn't sure. I wasn't necessarily hungry, but I could eat something small.

      "Well, how about I choose what you get for lunch and then you keep me on the line while you order it?" he suggested. "And if you make any mistakes, I'll be listening in to help you correct them."

      "Yes, sir," I agreed. That did sound much easier.

      "You're going to go to the sushi place and order a grilled chicken poké bowl and a coconut water. Got that?"

      "Yes, sir."

      I was already walking over to the sushi place in the food court when I felt a surge in my vibrator. I had been wearing it for long enough to know if it was set to random or if Leo was actively manipulating it. And I knew this was his doing.

      However, I was used to the sudden spikes now. I could usually ride it out. And at least this time I didn't think it had caused a hitch in my stride.

      "Are people looking at you?" Leo asked as my heels clicked on the tile floor.

      "I think so," I answered.

      "Why are they looking at you?" he pressed.

      "Because I'm dressed like a slut at the mall," I answered. It was obvious. Blonde hair, piercings, a sexy wiggle to my steps, and the fact I wore a short skirt and crop top to show off my athletic and sexy body made all the difference. Women sneered at me as I walked by. Men ogled me. And even though I knew I was betraying my feminist roots, it all felt so good.

      "Exactly," Leo agreed. "You're dressed like a slut. You're dressed like a bimbo. You're dressed like a whore."

      "Yes, sir," I moaned as I stepped into line to order my lunch.

      "And you're proud of that, aren't you?" he asked.

      "Yes, sir," I agreed. "I'm proud to be a bimbo."

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "Now go order your lunch and we'll talk more."

      I stepped up to the counter and ordered my lunch, including the coconut water. But as soon as the words were out of my mouth, the vibrator went into overdrive.

      "That's a ten," I whispered as I grabbed onto the edge of the counter and braced myself, my eyes closed.

      "What was that?" the woman handling my order asked.

      Except I didn't really hear that. It went in one ear and out the other. There wasn't space for it when my mind was preoccupied by the buzzing in my pussy.

      "Say 'that will be all,'" Leo said, our phone call still active. He was listening to everything and with my hair covering my ears, no one knew I was also on the phone.

      "That will be all," I parroted.

      The transaction was soon completed and I was walking across the food court again, this time carrying a tray with my lunch on it.

      "Did you like that?" Leo asked. "Did you like sounding like a stupid bimbo in front of all those people?"

      "Yes, sir," I admitted, knowing he wanted me to be honest.

      "Good," he replied. "I like knowing that you are enjoying yourself. When you're done eating, I want you to meet me for an appointment I've booked for you. I'll send you the address and the time you need to be there. Okay? Can you remember that?"

      "Yes, sir," I replied. "I can remember it."

      "Good girl," Leo said. "I'll see you then."

      I ended the call and sat down at a table to eat. My lunch was simple, and it was delicious. I vaguely recalled a time when I handled choosing my food when I ate out, but it was just so much easier to let Leo handle that sort of thing. He had good taste and he kept me from eating anything I shouldn't be eating or just eating too much. It was one less thing I had to worry about, especially when I had sex on the brain so much.

      It was only after I finished my meal that I pulled out my phone to check where I was going. Leo had sent me an address and a time. Nothing more. I didn't question it. I was past the point of questioning my husband. I trusted him.

      I just plugged the address into the GPS and let the car direct me where to go. I knew that could someday get me into trouble blindly following directions like that, but I figured it was unlikely I was going to end up stuck on some Forest Service road up in the mountains with snow everywhere, because I wouldn't be driving there to begin with. If the conditions were that bad and I was traveling so far away from home, I knew Leo would be there, too, and he would be driving.

      When I arrived, Leo was already there. He had parked and was leaning against his car, making sure I spotted him. I pulled my car into the spot next to him and then slipped my heels back on so I could exit the car. There were times when it was better to drive barefoot than in my high heels.

      "What is this place, Sir?" I asked as I looked up at the building. It was a nondescript office building, but I couldn't tell what kind of business might be located inside.

      "This is where we take the last big step in turning you into a bimbo," Leo answered.

      "My boobs?"

      "I selected a plastic surgeon and you have a consultation booked. We're here to discuss getting you a proper pair of bimbo tits and maybe a few other enhancements."

      I would have been lying to myself if I hadn't known this was coming. I had seen the way Leo ogled my body and my breasts in particular. I knew he wanted me to change my body and I knew he wanted me to get bigger boobs. It was the bimbo thing to do. Bimbos were known for their big tits. It might not have been required, but it certainly helped.

      "Do you want to go inside?" Leo asked.

      "Yes, Sir," I replied. I actually did want to do this. Meeting Ami had been eye opening about such things. And if she could handle big tits, I was pretty sure I could, too. "Let's go."

      Leo led me inside and to the elevator. We rode it up to the third floor. The doors opened onto a small waiting room with a receptionist sitting behind a counter.

      "Hello," she greeted us. "How can I help you today?"

      "We have an appointment," Leo said. "Candi West and Leo West."

      The receptionist checked her computer and then nodded. "Yes, right here," she said. "If you could fill out these forms, I'll let the doctor know you're here."

      Leo took the clipboard from the receptionist and then led me over to a pair of chairs. He pulled the pen from beneath the clip and began filling out the forms. They weren't complicated, but they did require some thought.

      I leaned over, watching as Leo filled out the forms. I was surprised to see he had already decided on a breast size for me. I wondered how the doctor would respond to that. Would he just go along with whatever Leo wanted or would he actually ask me about what I wanted?

      "And the doctor is ready for you now," the receptionist said, popping out from behind the counter. She was young, probably not even thirty yet. Her chest seemed a little too full to be natural, but working at a cosmetic surgery clinic probably had some perks. But unlike me, who looked like a slut, she was dressed professionally, wearing a conservative blouse and skirt.

      She led us through a door and down a short hallway before stopping at a door. "Right in here," she said.

      We entered the office and found ourselves greeted by a man in his late fifties. He wore a white lab coat, but otherwise looked more like a businessman than a doctor.

      "Hello, I'm Dr. Finkel," he said as he shook Leo's hand. "And you must be Candi."

      "I am," I confirmed.

      "Why don't you take a seat and we'll get started," he offered, waving toward the two chairs in front of his desk.

      I sat down in one of the chairs while Leo sat in the other. We both turned to face the doctor, waiting for him to start.

      "So I understand you're interested in breast augmentation?" he asked.

      "We are," Leo answered. "Candi wants to have a larger chest."

      "And I understand you've already decided on a possible size?"

      "We have a goal, yes," Leo admitted. "But I know first augmentations can have their limits, so I'm guessing it's more a matter of going as big as possible this time and then we can always come back later for further improvements."

      "That's correct," Dr. Finkel agreed. "Now, Candi, can you tell me why you want to get your breasts done?"

      I looked at the doctor and then at Leo. I wasn't sure what sort of answer he wanted. I wasn't sure what I was supposed to say.

      "Maybe Candi and I should talk through this part alone," the doctor suggested. "Mr. West, you could go back to the waiting room until we complete this step."

      I sensed this was more of an order than just a suggestion. And I could understand where the doctor was coming from on this. He wanted to make sure I was okay with this. He wanted to make sure I wasn't experiencing any undue pressure. But at the same time, I really wanted Leo there with me. I was afraid I might not be able to do this without him.

      "That sounds fine," Leo said. "I'll be outside when you're ready."

      Leo stood and walked out of the office, leaving me alone with the doctor. It felt strange, being alone with him like this. I didn't know him.

      "So, Candi," Dr. Finkel said. "Why do you want to have your breasts enlarged?"

      I looked at him and then I looked down at my chest. I knew I had nothing to be ashamed of. I had a nice body. I had a nice ass. And I had nice breasts. But they were small. They weren't the kind of breasts that would draw attention to me. They weren't the kind of breasts that would turn heads.

      "I want to be sexy," I answered.

      "You are already sexy," the doctor countered. It was nice of him to think so. It made me smile, knowing he liked what he saw.

      "I want to be a bimbo," I clarified. In the past I would have been horrified to admit such a thing, but so much had changed since Leo started me down this path. I didn't really see this as punishment anymore. Yes, my life had completely changed, but it wasn't bad. I felt good. I felt sexy. And the sex was amazing.

      "And why do you want to be a bimbo?" he asked.

      I shrugged. "It just feels right," I answered honestly. "And my husband loves it."

      The doctor nodded his head. "Okay. I think I understand. Now, Mr. West has already chosen a possible breast size for you, but I'd like to have you try on some different sizes so we can find something that is comfortable for you. Plus we don't actually yet know what size you can handle. I will need to examine you for that. Are you okay with doing the examination here in my office? We can go to an actual exam room if you'd prefer."

      I thought about it for a brief moment, but I already knew my answer. "Here is fine."

      Dr. Finkel did not need to tell me to take off my top. I started as soon as he reached into his desk to pull out a set of gloves. Hygiene was important.

      I took off my top and then removed my bra. I had gotten used to being naked in front of Leo. But now I was naked in front of a new man. It felt strange. I felt exposed. But at the same time, it was also exciting.

      "Very nice," Dr. Finkel said as he examined my breasts. His words might have been the same as a man ogling me, but his tone was professional and his touch clinical. He was examining me, not trying to get a feel.

      He checked my breasts, feeling them, checking their shape, and even pressing on them. I was used to having a doctor touch me like this, but it had been a while since I last had a physical.

      "Yes, the size you put on the form is probably too big for what your body can handle in a single operation, but it's not far off. We've made a lot of advances for women such as yourself, wanting to go big. I believe we can fit you with implants that will make you happy."

      "Really?" I asked, excited by the prospect.

      "Yes, really," the doctor confirmed. "However, you should know that there are risks associated with these procedures. I will need to explain them to you and to Mr. West. I'm assuming you want him to be present for that part."

      "Yes, please," I said.

      "Then let's have you put your clothes back on and I'll call for your husband to return."

      I quickly got dressed and then waited for Leo to return. Before I knew it, it was like Leo had never left and I had never had my breasts examined.

      After the doctor explained all the various risks involved, much of which I tuned out, Leo brought up the other enhancements he had in mind for me.

      "We're also looking at lip filler, maybe Botox, and laser hair removal."

      "I see," Dr. Finkel said. "Yes, all of those are definitely doable. I'm assuming fuller lips and getting rid of age lines and wrinkles are on the list. They are common procedures here. And we also handle laser hair removal. That requires multiple sessions, but it shouldn't be an issue. It certainly cuts down on shaving and waxing."

      "Exactly," Leo agreed.

      I sat there, however, thinking about what it would be like sucking Leo's cock with bigger lips. Would it make a difference? Would it make it better? Would I be able to take his cock deeper or would it just mean my lips were more sensitive?

      "This all seems doable," Dr. Finkel said. "The augmentation will need to be scheduled. As will the hair removal. We have someone come in to do that for us. But the filler and Botox can be done today if you'd like, assuming finances are in order."

      Leo nodded his head. "That sounds perfect. Candi, are you okay with all of this?"

      I nodded my head. "Yes, Doctor." I was more than okay with it. I wanted it. I wanted to look like a bimbo. I wanted to look like Ami. I wanted to look like a real life bimbo.

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "Now let's get you scheduled for some surgery and then we can get your lips filled in and your face Botoxed."

      I smiled, still nodding my head. I was excited. I couldn't wait to see what I looked like after all of this was done.

      "I'll just need you to fill out these forms and then we'll get you into a room," Dr. Finkel said.

      After that everything went by in a blur. Forms were signed, money exchanged hands, and before I knew it, I was sitting in a chair in another room, leaning back with a bright light pointing down on me. There was a nurse there. So was Leo, but he was off to the side, simply there for moral support.

      But he also had his phone out. He was playing with my vibrator. It had been buzzing through me all through the meeting with the doctor. It had been on a randomized setting before, but now Leo was actively playing with it. Not that the nurse noticed. He kept the settings low enough so that I didn't suddenly jerk or spasm in response to my soaking wet pussy getting further stimulated.

      I knew why Leo was doing it, too. He was distracting me. I didn't have an issue with needles or pain, but I appreciated it anyway. I appreciated that he was trying to help me get through this.

      The nurse worked quickly and efficiently. She numbed my lips before she started. And then she began injecting the filler. I wasn't aware of how much she was using, but it was not a small amount. My lips were already starting to feel puffy and sensitive when she finished.

      "There you go," she said. "How does that feel?"

      "It's fine," I said, but my voice almost sounded like it had when I first got my tongue stud. It was all garbled with a hint of a lisp.

      "That's normal," the nurse said. "You'll adapt."

      And I knew I would. The only question was how long it would be before I could put my new lips to the test and suck Leo's cock. My mouth watered at the thought of it.

      "And now the Botox."

      I nodded my head, but that was all I could do. My lips were numb and swollen. I felt like a duck.

      The Botox injections were less painful than the lip injections. They felt like the tiniest pin pricks, but there were so many of them. The nurse injected the Botox in my forehead, around my eyes, and even next to my nose.

      "There you go," she said as she finished up. "Not enough to freeze everything, but definitely enough to remove all those pesky age lines and wrinkles. The Botox takes a week or two to really take effect, but I'm sure it will be worth it. You're going to look fabulous."

      "Thank you," I replied. My speech was still garbled, but it was improving.

      "Now I'll give you a few minutes to rest and then you can go home. The swelling of your lips will take a couple days to go down completely. But the new size, the new projection will definitely be noticeable."

      "Thank you," Leo said, speaking for the first time since the procedure started.

      "You're welcome."

      The nurse left, leaving us alone. I sat there, looking up at my husband. I couldn't smile because of my lips, but I felt happy. I felt sexy. I felt like I was on the right track.

      "You look great," Leo said. "Do you feel okay?"

      I nodded my head.

      "Good," he said. "Let's get you home. Do you feel good enough to drive? I can drive if you'd prefer."

      I took a moment to think about it. I could drive. I knew I could. But I didn't want to. I wanted Leo to drive. I wanted him to take care of me.

      "You drive, Sir," I said.

      "Is this just because you want me to fuck you when we get home? Or do you actually need me to drive?"

      I shrugged. I didn't know which one it was, but it was probably both.

      Leo laughed and then helped me up. We walked out of the office and to our cars.

      "I can drive, Sir," I said, my enunciation getting better. "I'll see you at home when you're done with work?"

      "Yes, Candi," Leo agreed. "I'll see you at home."

      I drove home, feeling the vibrator buzzing inside of me the whole time. I knew I was going to be a horny mess by the time I got home. And every time I stopped at a stop light, I shifted my hips in my seat, pushing the butt plug that neither the doctor nor the nurse ever knew about. I wanted to smile at that, but it was a bit beyond me at the moment.

      When I got home, I stripped out of my clothes and laid down on the bed. I needed some relief. I needed to cum.

      I rolled over onto my back and spread my legs. I reached down between my legs and started rubbing my clit. It felt good, but it wasn't enough. I needed more.

      I grabbed my phone and dialed Leo.

      "Candi," he answered. "Are you okay?"

      "I need to cum, Sir," I answered. I wasn't ashamed to admit it. I didn't care if I sounded slutty or desperate. I was both.

      "Then cum," he ordered. "Cum for me, Candi."

      I moaned as I rubbed my clit, feeling the vibrator still buzzing inside of me. I was so close. I was so ready. I needed this.

      "Oh god, Sir," I groaned. "I'm going to cum."

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "Cum for me. Cum for me, now."

      And then I exploded. The orgasm washed over me, making me shake and spasm. My pussy clenched down hard on the vibrator. I couldn't help it. I felt like I was losing control.

      "Oh god, Sir," I moaned as I came down from my orgasmic high. "That was amazing."

      "Good girl," Leo said. "Only good girls cum for their husbands."

      "Thank you, Sir," I panted. "I love cumming for you."

      "I know you do," Leo agreed. "Now I have to get back to work. I'll see you when I get home."

      I laid there for a while, just soaking in the bliss of my post-orgasmic state. It was perfect. It was everything I needed. But it also wasn't enough. Not anymore. There was a time I would have been more than satisfied by what I had just done. But that was before Leo had set me down this path. And now as I laid there, still feeling the buzzing of the vibrator in my pussy, I couldn't wait for my husband to return home. I wanted him to fuck me. And if my lips were ready, I wanted to suck his cock as well.
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      The wait until my surgery date was surprisingly easy. Leo, the vibrator, and my butt plug kept me in a kind of horny sex haze that made time flow in weird ways. Sometimes it felt excruciatingly slow, but that was only when Leo kept me on the edge of orgasm. As soon as I went over the edge, it was like time went into hyper speed. I was lost to an orgasmic haze that put a smile on my inflated lips and a song in my heart.

      I also filled that time with a lot of blowjobs. I couldn't help myself sometimes. I would just sink to my knees and paw at Leo's pants until he gave me permission. And then I would wrap my plump lips around his cock and go to town, sucking him off as if there was no tomorrow and his cum was the most delicious ambrosia that ever existed.

      My body was alive with pleasure. Every inch of me seemed to be wired for it. And Leo knew it, too. He used it against me constantly, driving me wild with desire, but also making sure I knew my place.

      It was a strange feeling, but I was happy. I was happy to be his bimbo. I was happy to be his slut. I was happy to be his fucktoy. And every time he called me those things, I grew wetter. Every time he degraded me, I grew hornier. And every time he fucked me, I grew closer to being his perfect little bimbo.

      And then the day of my surgery arrived. Leo drove me to the clinic and then waited for me. I was nervous, but I was also excited. I knew I was going to look amazing when I woke up. I knew I was going to look sexy. I knew I was going to look like a bimbo. And that was all I wanted.

      However, it was not that easy. Even though I slept through the entire procedure, as I was supposed to, there was still the recovery afterward. It wasn't like I would walk out of the clinic with a perfectly healed pair of bimbo tits stuck to my chest. It didn't work like that.

      Luckily, Leo was not the sort of man who would leave me without help. He even took a few days off of work so he could take care of me. He was such a gentleman.

      The best part was how he kept me using the vibrator. I took it out when I slept, which included naps, but I was still sure to wake up horny from its continued use. Dr. Finkel made it clear I wasn't allowed to have sex, but he cleared me to use the vibrator as long as I didn't cum. And I can proudly say I didn't cum.

      But that just meant I spent all of my time in a happy and horny fog, keeping myself on the edge of orgasm, but never going over. I remained a good girl, following the doctor's orders for my recovery. And Leo regularly checked in on me to make sure, both for my well being and so he could make sure I was following the rules. It didn't hurt that the vibrations in my pussy kept me from feeling the full brunt of the post-surgery pain. I didn't have to take as much of the pain medication that way.

      Leo didn't spend all that time with me though. He couldn't sit at my bedside nonstop. He had other tasks to perform, although I could never figure out what he was up to. He had made it sound like he didn't need to bring work home with him, even though there was a major acquisition coming up, or something like that. But he still spent a lot of time in his office.

      "What are you doing, Sir?" I asked one afternoon as I was out of bed and walking around. "You're spending a lot of time in your office."

      Leo looked up from his computer, smiling at me. "Nothing for you to worry your pretty bimbo head about."

      I smiled, silently thanking him for taking another burden off of me. It was so nice to not have to worry about so much of life when he was there to take care of the details. I didn't need to know what he was up to. I knew enough to know he was busy.

      "Now why don't you come over here and show me your new tits? I want to see them."

      "Yes, Sir," I said happily. I walked around the desk and presented my chest to him. I wore a surgical bra because that was what Dr. Finkel had ordered me to do. It wasn't sexy, but that just meant I had to rely on my panties and heels to do the sexy bit for me. My hair, too. That was important. I wanted to look my best, even if I was just hanging around the house all day, slowly recovering.

      "Take off your bra," Leo ordered.

      I reached behind me and undid the clasp. My breasts were tender, but not unbearably so. I let the bra fall to the floor, exposing my new tits to my husband.

      "They look amazing," Leo said. I could tell he wanted to reach out and touch them, but they weren't healed enough for that yet. "They're perfect."

      "Thank you, Sir," I replied. I was proud of my tits. They were big and round and firm. They were everything I had hoped for. And they were mine.

      "Now go back to bed and get some rest," Leo ordered. "I'll be there soon to check on you."

      "Yes, Sir," I said.

      I turned and left the room, closing the door behind me.

      However, when I returned to the bedroom, I was suddenly faced with an unfamiliar sight. There was a picture on my nightstand. That was no surprise. It was a photo from our wedding. I liked to keep a photo of us there so I could always remember what we meant to each other.

      "Why am I blonde in that photo?" I asked myself. I didn't remember being blonde at our wedding. I was pretty sure I had brown hair back then, but with my pussy happily buzzing away, it was so hard to think.

      Shaking my head, I decided to file that oddity away to ask Leo about later. He would have the answer.

      Instead, I put on some music and relaxed in bed, enjoying the sensations from my pussy and the fullness in my ass. And I knew soon enough that I would be healed and able to do all the things I used to do, but better, because I'd have big tits that were actually worth looking at.

      Later that day, Leo came into the bedroom to check on me. I smiled up at him, almost forgetting I wanted to ask him a question. But as he stepped near my bedside, I caught sight of the photograph and remembered to ask him.

      "I think there's something wrong with that wedding photo, Sir," I said.

      Leo looked from me to the photograph in its silver frame. "What do you mean?"

      "Well, I'm blonde in that photo, but I don't remember being a blonde at our wedding. Was I blonde at our wedding?"

      Leo laughed. "Candi, you can be so forgetful. Of course you were blonde at our wedding. I'm mean, look at the photo. Don't you have blonde hair there?"

      I looked at the photo again. "Yes, but..."

      "No buts," Leo interrupted. "You have blonde hair. You're a blonde. You've been a blonde for a long time. Why else would you dye your hair like that?"

      "I... I..." I couldn't seem to find the words I needed. I felt like there was something wrong, but I couldn't put my finger on it. I felt like I was missing something. But I didn't know what.

      "I know it can be confusing sometimes, being a bimbo, but you're doing so well. You're being such a good girl for me. And with all that edging and the vibrator making it hard to think, maybe you shouldn't even try. I mean, aren't I here to handle all of that for you? Isn't that why you're a bimbo? So you don't have to worry about complicated things like that?"

      "Yes, Sir," I agreed. I let out a sigh of relief. He was right. It was so much easier to let him handle those details.

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "Now I need to go back to work. I'll be back to check on you soon."

      "Thank you, Sir," I said, smiling up at him.

      And then he left the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts again. Or maybe my lack of thoughts, because if there was one thing Leo was right about, I was getting to be pretty spacey with my mind stuck on sex all the time.

      However, the wedding photo wasn't the only one that left me questioning things over the next few days. There were others, too. And the more I looked at them, the less I understood.

      "Sir, I think there's something wrong with these photos," I said one afternoon as I sat on the couch and watched TV. One of the walls had photographs of us. And in every single one, even the ones from before we were married featured me with blonde hair. I could have sworn I had brown hair at some point. I mean, I knew I did, since I had to dye my hair regularly at the salon, but I somehow thought that was relatively new. I didn't used to do that. I thought Leo wanted me to be blonde.

      "What do you mean?" Leo asked.

      "Well, I'm blonde in all of them. I thought I used to have brown hair. Did I really have blonde hair the whole time?"

      "Of course you did, ever since we met," Leo answered. "Why would you ever think you had brown hair?"

      "But I..." I trailed off, not sure how to answer.

      "Candi, are you having trouble remembering things again?"

      I nodded my head. "I think so. I feel like I used to have brown hair, but I don't know why or when."

      "Well, that's because you're a bimbo," Leo explained. "You're just naturally forgetful. That's why I'm here. I'm here to make sure you don't have to worry about stuff like that. And if you're forgetting things, then you should just let me handle it for you."

      "Thank you, Sir," I said. "That's very nice of you."

      "I know," Leo agreed. "Now why don't you sit there and watch TV with me? No more worrying about anything. Just relax and cuddle up next to me, just how you like."

      "Yes, Sir," I agreed.

      I curled up against Leo, resting my head on his shoulder. I felt happy and safe there. I didn't need to worry about anything. Leo would take care of it.

      But there were some things that Leo couldn't do for me. Like the day I couldn't find my driver's license. I was finally up and about, and I wanted to go shopping for new tops. I still wasn't wearing anything more than a sports bra to keep my tits in place, but I wanted proper fitting tops that were designed for girls with big tits like me.

      "Do you remember where you put it?" Leo asked after I complained.

      "Sir, if I remembered where I put it, I wouldn't be asking you if you know where it is," I countered.

      Leo laughed. "I suppose you're right. But you're a bimbo. You're probably misremembering things again. Do you need me to take you to the DMV?"

      "Yes, Sir," I replied dejectedly. I wanted to go shopping and instead I had to go get a new license. It was such a hassle.

      "Hey, cheer up," Leo said. "How about after I take you to the DMV, I take you shopping. It'll be my treat."

      My mood instantly brightened. It wasn't like I ever paid for my own clothes. It was all Leo's money anyway. He earned it at his job. I only ever spent it, because it wasn't like I had a job. And even if I did have a job, I would surely get fired because I was so forgetful these days. But I didn't want to think about that. I wanted to think about all the pretty tops I was going to get that fit my new tits.

      But little by little, I healed, making it easier to resume my old activities. And when I finally got permission to cum, I was ecstatic. The doctor called me to give me the good news after he reviewed the pictures I took of my tits and sent them to him. He liked what he saw and was certain they were healing appropriately.

      "Sir," I called out through the house, not knowing where he could be. My bimbo voice was now my default and it wasn't very loud, so I had to mince around the house in my heels, calling out for him. "Sir. Sir. Sir."

      "What is it? What is it?" Leo asked as he emerged from his office.

      "I can cum now," I declared happily. "Dr. Finkel just called and I can cum now."

      I expected Leo to be just as happy. He had only had access to my mouth for so long. But he looked down at me, his hands on his hips. "Are you sure that's what he said?"

      "No, Sir," I insisted. "He really called and told me."

      Leo sighed. "You're not misremembering again, are you?"

      I paused for a moment. Could I be? Had I misremembered? I wanted to cum so badly, I could almost taste it.

      "No, I swear. He just called. He just told me. I can cum. I can cum. I can cum."

      The end of that turned into me almost singing the words as I danced around. I was just brimming with energy and excitement.

      "Let me see your phone," Leo said, holding out his hand.

      I gave it to him and watched as he checked the call log. He found the most recent call and tapped the screen.

      "Are you really calling him back, Sir? He told me. He really did."

      Leo held up his hand, silencing me. I waited while he listened to the phone ring.

      "Hello, Dr. Finkel?" Leo said into the phone. "This is Leo West. Candi just told me you gave her permission to cum, but she's such a bimbo these days I can't really trust her as a messenger." There was a pause. "You did give her that message. Good. Thank you, Doctor."

      Leo hung up the phone and handed it back to me.

      "See, Sir?" I said. "I told you I was right."

      "And you were right," Leo agreed. "This time. But I know how you are. You get ahead of yourself. You don't think. You hear one thing, but something else was said. If you were just a bimbo, it wouldn't matter. But you're a bimbo slut. You're my bimbo slut. And that means what?"

      "That I'm supposed to let you handle everything for me," I recited.

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "Now why don't we head back to the bedroom and you can show me how much you want to cum."

      "Yes, Sir."

      I jumped up and raced off toward the bedroom, my heels clicking loudly against the hardwood floor. I was so excited. I was going to cum. I was finally going to cum.

      When I got there, I stripped out of my clothes and sat down on the edge of the bed. I was already wet. I was always wet these days. And I was more than ready.

      "What do you want?" Leo asked.

      "I want to cum, Sir," I answered.

      "How do you want to cum?"

      I thought about it for a moment. "I want you to fuck me, Sir."

      "And why should I fuck you?"

      "Because I'm your bimbo slut," I answered. "And good girls get fucked."

      "That's right," Leo said. He opened his pants and freed his cock. "And are you a good girl?"

      "Yes, Sir," I instantly replied. I was a good girl. I was his good girl.

      "But what if I want to replace that butt plug you're wearing with my cock?"

      "Then you can do that, too, Sir," I answered. "I'm yours to do with as you please."

      Leo smiled. "That's right. You are. Now bend over the bed and show me that ass."

      I rolled over onto my stomach and then pushed myself up onto my hands and knees. I felt the vibrator shift inside of me, but it didn't fall out.

      "Such a nice ass," Leo said as he pulled the butt plug from my ass. It came out easily. I had been wearing it for a long time. It had become a part of me.

      But before he even considered penetrating me, he pulled out a tube of lube and liberally applied it to my ass, using even more than I did when I wore my plug. Then he slathered it on his hard cock, making sure we were both ready for this.

      Leo pressed the tip of his cock against my asshole and then pushed forward. His hands held my hips, keeping me in place as he slowly entered me from behind, filling my ass with his cock.

      "Oh god, Sir," I groaned as my ass stretched to accommodate him. It felt amazing. It felt perfect. I wanted this. I needed this.

      Leo took his time, pushing inch after inch of his cock into my ass until he was buried all the way inside of me. I could feel his balls press against my pussy, further stimulating my already soaring arousal.

      "Are you ready to be fucked?" Leo asked.

      "Yes, Sir," I answered. "Please fuck me, Sir. I need you."

      Leo pulled back, leaving only the head of his cock inside of me. And then he thrust forward, ramming his cock deep into my ass.

      I moaned with pleasure. This was what I had been missing. This was what I had been craving. This was what I needed.

      Leo started fucking me, slowly at first, but quickly picking up speed. His grip on my hips tightened, helping to keep me in place as he pounded my ass.

      "Fuck me, Sir," I panted. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me."

      "You like getting fucked, don't you?" Leo asked.

      "Yes, Sir," I agreed. "I love getting fucked."

      "And do you like getting fucked in the ass?"

      "Yes, Sir."

      "Then beg for it," Leo ordered.

      "Please, Sir," I begged. "Please fuck my ass. I need it. Please fuck me."

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "Now cum for me."

      The order sent me over the edge. I had been on the edge of orgasm for so long, it was like I had built up a resistance to it. But now that I had permission, I exploded. My body shook and spasmed as the orgasm washed over me. Pleasure flooded my mind. I was lost in it.

      Leo continued to fuck me, which only made my orgasm that much better. He kept me on the edge, never letting me come down.

      "I'm going to cum," Leo announced. "Where do you want it? In your ass or on your face?"

      "How about on my tits, Sir?" I offered. "I think they deserve it."

      "Of course they do," Leo agreed.

      He pulled out of my ass and spun me around. I dropped to my knees in front of him, waiting for him to finish.

      It didn't take long. Leo stroked himself rapidly and then he erupted, spraying his cum all over my chest. It was hot and sticky, but it felt so good. I loved having his cum on me. I loved being marked by him. I loved being his.

      "Thank you, Sir," I said as I sat there, still trying to catch my breath.

      "You're welcome," Leo replied. "Was it worth the wait? Was it worth it to finally cum?"

      I nodded my head. "Yes, Sir. It was."

      "Good. Now why don't you go take a shower? You're a mess."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied.

      I stood up, my legs still feeling weak from my orgasm. I almost fell, but I caught myself on the edge of the bed.

      "Are you okay?" Leo asked.

      "Yes, Sir," I answered. "I'm just a little wobbly. That was intense."

      "I know," Leo said. "But you did good. I'm proud of you. Now go get cleaned up."

      I smiled and then walked off toward the bathroom, my heels clicking against the floor. But when I got there, I stopped, looking at my reflection in the mirror. I looked like a proper bimbo. I looked like a mess, with my hair all over the place and my big, round tits streaked with cum, but that just made it even more obvious.

      I giggled as I reached down and scooped up some of the cum on my tits with a finger. I then sucked it clean, using my plump lips to make sure I got every last drop.

      "I love being a bimbo," I said to myself. And then I giggled again.

      I was happy. I was fulfilled. I was a bimbo.
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      Leo's big acquisition was finally happening. And that meant he had to travel. But unlike past trips where he left me at home, this time he took me with him.

      I had so much fun getting ready for the trip. I packed and repacked so many times. And my suitcase was mostly full of bikinis and shoes. I knew I was supposed to be a trophy wife, but I didn't want to disappoint Leo by not looking sexy. And I could do sexy. I was all about sexy.

      The biggest disappointment was how I couldn't wear my toys through security. I felt so empty, but I kept them in my carry-on so I could put them in on the other side. I wasn't even fazed when the security clerk pulled my bag aside because they needed to look at my wearable vibrator. I guess they couldn't figure out what it was on the scanner. The man who checked it turned red when he spotted it.

      It wasn't that I was just taking bikinis and shoes with me. I also had a fancy dress for the big gala the company was hosting to celebrate the deal. And I had other casual clothes for the rest of the time. Not that my version of casual was anything like what other people thought of as casual. High heels, short shorts or short skirts, crop tops or backless bits of material that somehow kept my tits covered, but not much else.

      Traveling with Leo meant flying first class. It was so much fun to be catered to like that. I felt even more like a princess. I was a super slutty princess. And everyone who saw me just assumed I was a hot piece of ass for my husband, a trophy wife at most, and a total bimbo no matter what I did or how I acted. And that was just how I liked it.

      As soon as we got to our hotel, I practically dragged Leo into the bedroom of our suite, begging him to fuck me. I hadn't gotten any since before we left home. I was desperate for it. I was needy. I was horny. And I couldn't wait a moment longer.

      "Please, Sir," I begged, naked except for my heels. I stripped off my clothes as soon as I entered the bedroom. "I need you. I need your cock. Please fuck me. Please make me cum. I'm so horny. I need you. Please."

      Leo laughed. "You're such a needy little bimbo slut, aren't you?"

      "Yes, Sir," I agreed without hesitation. "I'm a needy bimbo slut. I need you. I need your cock. Please fuck me, Sir. Please."

      "Fine," Leo relented. "But only because you were so good on the flight here. I thought you were going to start masturbating in your seat."

      "I wanted to, Sir," I admitted. "But you told me not to. You told me I had to wait. But I was so horny. I still am. I need you, Sir. I need you."

      "I know you do," Leo said as he started stripping out of his clothes.

      I watched him hungrily, waiting for him to get naked. I knew what was coming and I wanted it so badly.

      When he was finally naked, I dropped to my knees in front of him. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue. Leo got the message, pushing his already hardening cock between my plump lips. Everyone who saw me knew what my lips were for. They were made for sucking cock. And I loved it.

      I bobbed my head up and down, sucking on his cock, taking it deep into my throat, making sure he knew just how much I wanted him.

      "Fuck," Leo groaned. "You're so good at that."

      "Mmmhmm," I moaned around his cock.

      However, as much as I wanted to sit there and suck his cock all day, I really wanted to get fucked. I needed to get fucked. I needed his cock inside of me.

      I pulled back, letting his cock pop free from my mouth. "Please fuck me now, Sir. I need you."

      "Fine," Leo agreed. He pointed at the bed. "Get up on the bed. On your back. I want to fuck you while I play with those new tits of yours."

      "Yes, Sir," I squealed happily.

      I jumped up onto the bed and rolled over onto my back. My tits were huge and round and perky. They were perfect. I loved them. And I loved how Leo loved them.

      I watched as Leo climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between my legs. He reached down and grabbed his cock, guiding it toward my pussy. He rubbed it against my clit, making me moan with pleasure. I was so sensitive. I was so ready. I needed this.

      "Now, please, Sir," I begged. "Please fuck me. Please."

      Leo smiled down at me. "If you insist."

      He pushed forward, penetrating me with his cock. He slid easily into my soaking wet pussy.

      "Oh god, yes," I moaned. "That feels so good."

      "I know it does," Leo said. "And you deserve it. You've been so good. Now let's see if you can keep it up."

      "I will, Sir," I said. "I'll be good. I promise."

      "Good girl," Leo praised.

      Then he started fucking me. His hips thrust forward, driving his cock deep into my pussy. I moaned and groaned, feeling the pleasure surge through me. It felt so good. It felt so right. I loved being fucked like this. I loved being a bimbo slut for him.

      And it only got better when he reached down and took hold of my tits with both of his hands. They were so big, more than handfuls. The doctor had done as big as he dared. It wasn't as big as Leo wanted, but they were still so big and perfect as they were. And they would only get better in the future when I went back to get them enlarged.

      I remembered Ami talking about her second boob job. She had missed a company party because she was home recovering. That was going to be me someday, getting my second, making my tits even bigger and rounder. I knew Leo would just love it. He would love them. He bought them for me and he had complete control over them. He had complete control over me.

      "Oh god, Sir," I moaned as he continued to fuck me. "Please don't stop. Please don't ever stop."

      "I won't," Leo promised. "Not until you cum."

      "Yes, Sir," I answered.

      I could feel myself getting closer and closer to orgasm. It was almost within reach. I just needed a little more.

      "Please, Sir," I begged. "Please make me cum. I need it. I need it so bad."

      "Are you sure?" Leo asked.

      "Yes, Sir," I instantly answered. "Fuck me harder. Make me cum."

      Leo leaned down, his face inches from mine. "Cum for me, Candi."

      And then he kissed me.

      I came undone. My body shook and spasmed as the orgasm exploded like a supernova. Pleasure flooded my mind. I couldn't think. I couldn't speak. I couldn't do anything but cum.

      Leo continued to fuck me, prolonging my orgasm. I was lost in the ecstasy of it all. Every sensation was amplified. Every touch was electrified. Every movement was overwhelming. And I loved it.

      And Leo was still going. But even he could not last forever. Even as I begged him to never stop fucking me, he had to cum eventually. And cum he did. He pulled out of my pussy and jacked off his cock over me. When he came, he sprayed my tits with his hot, white seed, marking me as his and making a beautiful mess in the process.

      When I finally came down from my orgasmic high, I laid there panting. My body was covered in sweat and cum. I was exhausted. But I was happy.

      "Thank you, Sir," I said. "That was amazing."

      "It was," Leo agreed. "And now that you're done, I'm going to go take a shower."

      "Can I join you, Sir?" I asked.

      "I think you better after I just painted your tits with my cum. You're a mess."

      "I know," I agreed. "But I'm your mess."

      "That you are," Leo said. "That you are."

      I jumped in the shower, getting my husband's cock clean. I was less worried about the cum on my chest. Leo's cock came first. And between my tongue and the hot spray of the water, he was squeaky clean when he stepped out of the shower.

      I was still dripping wet when I joined him in the bedroom, a towel wrapped around my body, but my long hair was still wet, dripping. He was changing into a suit, presumably to meet the other people involved in the deal.

      "You can stay here or go to the pool," Leo suggested. "Just be ready for tonight. I expect you to look like the bimbo trophy wife you are for the gala."

      "Yes, Sir," I said, smiling at him. I was excited to show off my new tits to everyone. I was proud of them.

      Leo left, leaving me alone. I sat down on the edge of the bed, naked except for my heels. I felt happy and content. I felt fulfilled. I was a bimbo and I loved it.

      However, I didn't have the patience to just sit around the suite all day. And Leo did suggest going to the pool. Plus, I packed all of those bikinis. It seemed like a shame to let them go to waste.

      So I put on a bright pink bikini, the top barely containing my tits. I looked in the mirror at my reflection and smiled. I looked like a bimbo. I looked like a slut. I looked like I belonged to a man.

      I grabbed my sunglasses and my phone and then headed down to the pool. I got more than a few stares as I walked through the hotel lobby. I didn't care. I knew what I looked like. I knew how people saw me. And I loved it.

      The pool area was filled with people, mostly tourists, but also business people who were staying at the hotel. I got a lot of stares as I walked across the patio, but I smiled and kept walking, my heels clicking on the concrete with each step.

      "Candi," came a familiar voice. I raised my sunglasses and spotted Ami sunning herself on a lounge chair, her big tits barely covered in an itty bitty bikini. She waved me over and I felt compelled to visit with her. I hadn't seen her since the night hosted by her and Benjamin.

      "Ami," I said, smiling as I approached. "It's so good to see you."

      "Wow, those tits look amazing," Ami commented. "Benjamin will be jealous. He loves big tits."

      "Thank you," I said, feeling proud. "They're pretty great. Leo loves them, too."

      "I'm sure he does," Ami agreed. "He bought them for you, after all. And he spent a fortune on them."

      "I know," I said. "I'm so lucky to have such a generous husband."

      "You are," Ami agreed. "Now why don't you join me? We can catch up. I haven't seen you in forever."

      "Sure," I agreed.

      I took a seat on the lounge chair next to her and then laid back. The sun was warm, but not too hot. It felt good on my skin.

      "So how have you been?" Ami asked. "How's Leo?"

      "We've been great," I answered. "Leo is busy with work, but I'm keeping myself occupied."

      "Yeah, I bet you are," Ami said. "I bet Leo has you on your knees all the time."

      I giggled. "I can't help myself. I just love sucking his cock."

      "I know what you mean," Ami agreed. "But I bet that's not the only thing you've been doing."

      "No, it's not," I agreed. "Leo fucks me all the time. And he's so good at it."

      "I bet he is," Ami said. "And I bet you love it."

      "I do," I agreed. "I love being his bimbo slut."

      "Of course you do," Ami said. "That's what you are. And it's so good to see you finally adapting. You're not that baby bimbo you were last time. The voice, the tits, the lips... You're the whole package now. Just like me."

      "My tits aren't as big as yours, though," I conceded.

      "No, they're not," Ami agreed. "But you'll get there. You're a bimbo. I'm sure Leo will get them upgraded again. That's what Benjamin did for me. I couldn't go as big as he wanted the first time, so he sent me back for more. And if he wants them bigger, I'll go back and get them bigger. He decides. I'm sure you understand."

      I nodded my head. I did understand. I vaguely recalled a time when I had more control of my life and wasn't so dependent on Leo. But my mind was so foggy usually. It was hard to remember. And then there was Leo. He proved to be perfect for me, every single day. He took care of all those pesky details of life so I could just be a good wife for him, a good bimbo for him. And his cock was my constant reward.

      "So what have you been up to?" I asked, changing the subject.

      "Oh, this and that," Ami answered. "I've been to a few parties and galas, but mostly I've been spending Benjamin's money. I've gotten a few new dresses, some jewelry, and even a new car."

      "Wow," I said. "That sounds nice."

      "It is," Ami agreed. "And I'm sure you've been enjoying yourself, too."

      I nodded my head. "I'm sure I spend a lot of money, too, but I don't worry about it. Leo takes care of everything like that."

      "That's good," Ami said. "And that's what you need to focus on. Your husband. His needs. His desires. His pleasure. That's your job. That's your purpose now. You're a bimbo. And I'm so happy for you."

      "Thank you," I replied. "I am, too."

      "Do you have a dress ready for tonight?" Ami asked.

      I thought back to the dress hanging up in the suite. Leo had it sent ahead, not wanting it to get crushed in my suitcase. It was a gorgeous, shiny red dress that barely covered my big tits and barely covered my ass. It was tight in all the right places, showing off my body. I couldn't wait to wear it. I couldn't wait to show it off.

      "Yes," I answered. "I think I'm going to make quite an impression."

      "I bet you are," Ami said. "You're going to look fantastic. And I bet you're going to get lots of attention."

      "I hope so," I said. "I want to make Leo proud."

      "I'm sure you will. You're a bimbo now. And you're going to look the part. I'm so proud of you."

      "Thank you," I said, blushing.

      We continued to chat for a while longer, talking about the various things we had done recently. Ami was always so full of energy and excitement. And she knew how to have fun. I was almost jealous of her, but I knew I was lucky to have Leo. He was the perfect man for me.

      After a while, I excused myself and went back to the room to get ready for the evening. I had to take a shower and get dressed. I had to look my best. I was going to be on Leo's arm and I wanted to make him proud.

      As I showered, I thought about our trip so far. The sex was phenomenal. I loved it. I felt so fulfilled when he fucked me. It gave me such joy.

      After thoroughly drying my hair and body, I set about making my hair and makeup perfect for the evening. I had to look perfect. I had to show everyone present what a great bimbo trophy wife I was for Leo.

      When I was finally ready, I slipped into the red dress, pulling it up over my tits. It was tight, but it fit perfectly. It hugged my curves and showed off my body. The addition of matching heels, and plenty of jewelry made me look like so much more than just a bimbo. I was a woman who had both class and an insatiable need to be completely dominated by my husband. Although I think it was Leo who lent me his class.

      I grabbed my phone and sent a selfie to Leo. He instantly texted back, telling me to wait for him in the hotel room. He was coming to pick me up.

      I waited patiently, sitting on the couch in the front room of the suite. I perched myself on the edge, posing for when he walked in the door.

      When he did, he stopped and stared, his eyes wide.

      "Wow," Leo said. "You look stunning."

      I smiled, feeling proud. "Thank you, Sir. I wanted to make you proud."

      "You do," Leo assured me. "You look perfect. And I'm sure you'll be the talk of the gala tonight."

      "I hope so," I said. "I want everyone to know you're the one who bought me these tits. I want everyone to know you're the one who turned me into a bimbo. I'm yours. All yours."

      Leo stepped forward and took my hands. He pulled me to my feet. "Come with me. Let's go show you off."

      "Yes, Sir," I squealed excitedly.

      He led me out of the room, his arm around my waist. I felt safe and secure with him there. I felt loved and cared for. He was the perfect man for me. He was the perfect husband. He was my everything.

      And then we were off to the gala.

      The party was soon in full swing. I met more people than I could possibly hope to remember. To be honest, most of the people at the gala were people I would never see again. But they loved seeing me there.

      Every man who I was introduced to, and most of the women, found themselves talking to my tits. I giggled and lightly flirted, being a bubbly bimbo for them all. And helping with that was the vibrator in my pussy, still buzzing away, keeping me company like an old friend. There were plenty of people at the gala who I would have fucked, but I belonged to Leo and I made sure everyone knew it, even as I giggled and flirted with them.

      As for Leo, he was the star, because it was his doing that made the deal work. He was the king and that made me his queen. Everyone wanted to shake his hand and that meant I was either shaking hands, having the back of my hand kissed, or I was doing the kissing, greeting the pretty women who could not hope to match me.

      It was all going so well until I saw him.

      "Trevor?" I said as he approached. It was the man who had started it all. This was the man I had slept with, cheating on Leo.

      "Candi," Trevor greeted me. "It's so good to see you again."

      "But... But..." I stammered.

      Trevor turned his attention to Leo. "It's good to see you, too." He shook hands with my husband. They knew each other? This was all so confusing.

      "Oh, good, you found each other," Benjamin said, entering the conversation.

      "I couldn't go the whole night without talking to the man I owe everything to," Leo said. He laughed, but I couldn't tell if he was telling a joke or not. I wasn't as good with humor as I used to be. But since Leo laughed, I giggled along, not wanting to be left out.

      "It seems like everything worked out," Trevor said. "I wouldn't have believed it if I didn't see her with my own eyes."

      "I'm confused," I said. "How do you all know each other?"

      "We all worked together," Benjamin explained. "This was all a set up."

      "A set up?" I asked. "I don't understand."

      "Of course you don't," Leo said, patting me on the shoulder. "You're just a bimbo now."

      "But... But..." I stuttered. It didn't make any sense.

      "Let me explain," Benjamin said. "Ami is a great woman. She's a perfect bimbo trophy wife for me. And Leo here got a little jealous. I mean, I can't blame him. Ami's a fantastic woman and a grade A bimbo. But we both knew you'd never go for that sort of thing. So we hatched a plan."

      "That's where I came in," Trevor said, interjecting himself back into the conversation.

      "Who are you?" I asked, wanting to scream. This was the man who I cheated on Leo with and now I found out they all knew each other. I was so confused.

      "Trevor was our VP of sales," Leo answered.

      "Was?"

      "After Benjamin recruited me for this special project, I got a promotion," Trevor explained. "I'm going to be CEO of the newly acquired company, handling all the details, but still reporting to Benjamin and your husband. It seems like a job well done so far."

      "But you all know each other?" I still wasn't getting it. I thought Trevor had been a friend of a neighbor, not someone who worked for Leo. I never would have fucked him if I'd known.

      "We do," Benjamin confirmed. "And we all conspired to turn you into the perfect bimbo. And I think we did a pretty good job."

      "I think so, too," Leo agreed. "She's been a lot of fun to play with."

      "But... But..." I stammered. "I don't understand."

      "What don't you understand?" Benjamin asked. "Do you remember how you got those tits?"

      I nodded my head. "Leo took me to a doctor."

      "That's right," Benjamin agreed. "But do you remember why you went to the doctor?"

      I thought about it. I remembered how I felt. I remembered how I looked. I remembered how much I wanted bigger tits.

      "Because I wanted bigger tits," I answered.

      "But you didn't just want bigger tits, did you?" Benjamin asked.

      "No," I admitted. "I wanted to look like a bimbo. Like Ami. I wanted to look like a trophy wife. I wanted to look like a slut. And I wanted to do it for Leo."

      "Exactly," Benjamin said. "Leo wanted you to change for him, but you never would have done it without the guilt, Candi. You know it's true. You had so much potential and we needed to find a way to push you along, to get you in the right frame of mind. And I think we did a fine job of it, judging by your appearance and continued confusion."

      "But... But..." I stammered.

      "Look at yourself, Candi," Leo said. "You're wearing a dress that leaves little to the imagination. Your tits are huge and round. Your lips are plump and perfect for sucking cock. And you're a bimbo. We turned you into a bimbo."

      "But I love being a bimbo," I said. "I love being your bimbo."

      "I know you do," Leo said. "But it's because we pushed you into it. We turned you into this, Candi. You didn't do this to yourself."

      "But I wanted it," I countered. "I wanted it all. I wanted to be a bimbo."

      "And you are," Leo agreed. "You're my bimbo. You're my trophy wife. You're everything I ever wanted. And you're mine."

      "I am," I agreed. "I'm yours, Sir. I'm all yours."

      "Good girl," Leo praised. "But it's clear you really can't understand the rest. I think we broke your brain or something, because you're just not getting it. Trevor was assigned to fuck you so that I could guilt you into turning yourself into this perfect example of hyper femininity. And it worked, because here you are, living proof that you were made to be a bimbo."

      A shiver went down my spine when Leo called me a good girl. I had trouble following the rest. I was just so horny. It was distracting. And I had to kind of admit, the confusion was fun. But the fact Leo wasn't beating the shit out of Trevor or firing his ass for sleeping with me, I couldn't really see how any of this was a bad thing.

      "Yeah, she's not getting it," Benjamin agreed. I just stood there, smiling, even giggling a little, figuring now was the time to look sexy and not worry about what the men were talking about.

      "It's the vibrator I got her," Leo explained. "Best way to distract a woman is through her pussy. She wears it every waking moment. It's set to random usually, but I can just take out my phone and play."

      I suddenly went weak in the knees as Leo raised the level on the vibrator. It was the strongest setting and I almost collapsed as my body was overcome with pleasure.

      "Wow," Trevor said. "That's impressive."

      "It is," Benjamin agreed. "I'll have to get one for Ami. It would make things a lot easier."

      "Please fuck me," I moaned, begging as my hands dropped between my legs. I was a horny mess already, just like always, but this had me shooting through the roof with need.

      "See?" Leo said. "A couple taps on my phone and she becomes a wanton slut, just begging for it."

      "You don't think I could?" It was Trevor and he was asking for another go at me.

      Leo didn't need to say anything. He just cut Trevor a look that said everything that needed to be said. I was off limits to everyone but him.

      "Okay, okay, just thought I'd ask," Trevor said, backing off. "But damn. I'm going to need to get a woman like that. Fuck, I'm hard just thinking about it."

      "I'm sure we can find a suitable woman for you," Benjamin said. "But just because you got to fuck the original model doesn't mean you get a taste of the finished product. That's for Leo and Leo alone."

      "Sir, please," I begged. "I need it. I need to cum. I need to be fucked."

      "You better take care of her soon," Benjamin said. "I'm all for this new version of your wife, but I don't think most of these stiffs would approve of her screaming out in orgasm in the middle of the party.

      Leo nodded his head in understanding. He had done his part for the company at the gala and now he needed to do his part for his wife by taking her away and fucking her senseless.

      "Come on, Candi. Let's go back to our room. I think it's time to put you out of your misery."

      "Yes, Sir," I moaned as he turned up the vibrations again. I was so close. I was right there. And then it stopped. I almost cried, but then I remembered I was going to get fucked by Leo.

      "I'll see you later, Benjamin," Leo said as he placed a hand on my back, ready to leave.

      "Tomorrow. We must get together tomorrow. I'm sure Ami and Candi will find a way to keep the both of us entertained."

      "Tomorrow," Leo agreed.

      Then we were off, with my husband guiding me up to our suite. My legs trembled with need. My body was primed for sex. I needed it. It was as simple as that.

      Leo pushed me up against the wall of the elevator once the doors closed and we started rising. He crushed his lips against mine as he felt up my tits through my dress.

      "Oh god, Sir," I moaned. "Please fuck me. Please. I need it."

      "Soon," Leo promised. "But first I want to hear you beg for it. I want to hear you beg for my cock."

      "Please, Sir," I whimpered. "Please fuck me. I need your cock. I need it inside of me. I need to be fucked. I need to cum. Please, Sir. Please fuck me. Please make me cum."

      I continued to beg and plead as we rose up the floors of the hotel. I was so desperate for it. I needed it. I needed him. And I was willing to do anything for it.

      When the elevator doors opened, Leo led me down the hall toward our room. I wasn't even sure where we were. I couldn't pay attention. I could see Leo and I could feel the overwhelming demands of my pussy. It was all I could think about.

      It felt like an eternity before we got to our room. Leo fumbled with the key card, but eventually got it. Then I was being dragged into the room.

      My dress came off quickly, leaving me naked except for my heels. Leo tossed me onto the bed, sending me bouncing. But I didn't care. I was just happy to be getting what I wanted.

      I watched as Leo stripped out of his suit. I licked my lips as I watched his cock spring free from his pants. I knew that was what I needed. I knew that was what I wanted.

      "Now, please, Sir," I begged. "Please fuck me. Please fuck your bimbo slut."

      "I want to feel those lips wrapped around my cock first." It was an order and it wasn't something I was willing to disobey.

      I slid off the bed and dropped to my knees in front of him. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue.

      "Good girl," Leo praised as he fed me his cock.

      I sucked him hungrily, taking him deep into my throat. I loved the feeling of his cock in my mouth. I loved the taste of it. I loved everything about it. I loved being on my knees for him. I loved being his good girl.

      But I needed more. I needed him to fuck me.

      "Please, Sir," I said as I pulled off his cock. "Please fuck me. Please?"

      Leo nodded his head. He knew I was ready. He knew I needed it.

      He picked me up and lifted me onto the bed. I positioned myself on my hands and knees, sticking my ass out at him. I wiggled it, hoping he would get the message.

      "Fuck me, Sir," I begged. "Please fuck me. I need it. I need it so bad. Please, Sir. Please."

      "Since you asked so nicely," Leo said.

      And then he grabbed my hips and thrust forward. His cock penetrated me, sliding easily into my dripping wet pussy.

      I moaned loudly, finally getting what I needed. I was filled with his cock. I was complete. I was his.

      Leo fucked me, pounding away at my pussy. He was relentless. He was unstoppable. I was his bimbo slut and he was going to use me for his pleasure.

      I loved it. I loved every second of it. I loved being used. I loved being fucked. I loved being his.

      With every moment, every thrust, I got closer and closer to climax. I could feel the pressure building up inside of me. I was on the verge of exploding. And I couldn't wait.

      "Oh god, Sir," I moaned. "I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum. Please don't stop. Please don't ever stop."

      "Cum for me, Candi," Leo ordered. "Cum for me. Cum for your husband."

      And I did.

      I came undone, my body shaking and trembling as the orgasm exploded within me. It was like an exploding star inside of me. It was bright and beautiful and intense. The heat seared through me, lighting me on fire, but I loved it. It was everything I needed.

      Leo paused while I came, my body collapsing on the bed and shaking. It was such an intense orgasm.

      He waited until I started to recover. Then he was right back at it, thrusting his hard cock inside of me.

      "Thank you, Sir," I moaned. "Thank you for letting me cum. Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for making me yours. I'm your bimbo slut."

      "That's right," Leo agreed. "You're my bimbo slut. You're my trophy wife. You're mine."

      "Yes, Sir," I agreed. "I'm yours. All fucking yours."

      Leo continued to fuck me, pushing me closer and closer to another orgasm. I could feel it building up inside of me. The pleasure was overwhelming. It was intense. It was so much, but my body demanded it. One orgasm wasn't enough after the night I had, constantly on display, wearing a dress that left nothing to the imagination.

      "Please, Sir," I begged. "Please make me cum again. I need it. I need to cum. Please let me cum."

      "Not yet," Leo said. "I want to enjoy this for as long as I can."

      "But, Sir," I pleaded.

      "No buts, Candi," Leo said firmly. "You're mine. I'm in charge here. I'll decide when you cum."

      "Yes, Sir," I said weakly, almost feeling defeated by his words. It wasn't what I wanted, but it was what he said. And I had to follow his orders.

      Leo continued to fuck me, thrusting his cock deep inside of me. I could feel him reaching new depths. He was touching parts of me that had never been touched before. It felt so good. It felt amazing.

      And then I heard him grunt and moan as he reached his point of no return. His cock twitched inside of me and I knew what that meant. He was going to cum.

      A moment later, his cock erupted, filling me with his hot, sticky seed. It was like a volcano erupting inside of me. It was incredible. It felt so good. It felt so satisfying. It was exactly what I needed.

      But just like the good girl I was, I obeyed my husband and held off my own orgasm. But I wasn't holding it for long. The moment I felt his hot load blast up inside of me, I let go and allowed the pleasure to wash over me.

      The second orgasm was every bit as good as the first. I completely fell apart as the climax rushed through me, consuming my mind and body. I was consumed by the pleasure. I was overwhelmed. I was a bimbo slave to my own pleasure. And I loved it.

      I didn't remember Leo pulling out of me, but I eventually collapsed, rolling onto my side. Leo laid down beside me, acting as the big spoon as he cock poked me in the ass, resting between my ass cheeks, pushing slightly up against my ever present butt plug.

      "Did you have fun tonight, Sir?" I asked.

      "I did," he answered. "Are you sorry for cheating on me?"

      "No, Sir," I answered instantly. I wasn't going to lie and say I was. The truth was, I loved my new body and my new life, with all the changes he made to me. "If I didn't, I never would have become your bimbo. And I'm so happy to be your bimbo."

      I could hear the smile in his voice. "I know you are. And I'm so happy you're happy."

      "Can I ask you something, Sir?"

      "Of course you can," Leo answered.

      "Do you think I'll ever be as smart as I used to be?"

      "No," Leo said. "Probably not. But you don't need to. You have me to take care of all the details. You just get to be my happy, horny, and totally dedicated bimbo."

      "That's good," I said. "As long as you're happy, I'm happy. I'm yours."

      "Forever and always."

      "Can I ask you another question, Sir?"

      "Of course," he said.

      "Would it be all right if I sucked your cock so I can get you hard again? You still haven't fucked my ass or my tits today. And I want you to. I want all of your cum. I want it all."

      "Horny slut," Leo said, smacking my ass. I squeaked and giggled. I was his horny little slut and I loved it.

      It was just so easy to forget about everything that happened and the reasons for it. It didn't matter anymore. I was a different person. And I loved it.

      "Sir, please?" I whined, emphasizing my request by wiggling my ass, grinding it against his cock.

      Leo responded by taking hold of my hips, holding me still. It wasn't an answer, but it wasn't a denial either.

      I was just so lucky. It wasn't just happiness that I was feeling. It was gratitude. It was joy. I was alive. I was loved.

      And with a man like my husband in my life, I knew things were only going to get better.

      "Fuck," Leo cursed, but I knew he wasn't really upset. "Why did I ever give you that vibrator to begin with?"

      "Because you wanted me to be a constantly horny bimbo slut," I answered, followed by a giggle. "And you're the best husband ever."

      "Fine," he said. "Turn around and get those cocksucking lips ready for my cock. If you get me hard enough, I'll fuck you in the ass, but not before."

      "Thank you, Sir."

      I jumped into action, spinning around so that we were now facing each other. I immediately opened my mouth and lowered my head so that I could clean his cock and make him hard again. I aimed to make his cock hard, using my sexy body in any way that I could. That was my mission, both because he was my husband and because I needed his cock to fuck me.

      "That's my good bimbo," Leo praised, his hand running through my hair. I purred, the feeling of his hand in my hair calming me.

      But the mood was not meant to last. My mouth, lips, and tongue on his cock had the desired effect and pretty soon his cock was fully erect.

      "That will do," Leo said.

      Again, he wasted no time as I was pushed onto my hands and knees. He pulled the butt plug out and then thrust his cock into my ass. And I loved every single moment of it.

      And so it was, the two of us joined together, and him fucking me in the ass. My tits wobbled beneath me with each thrust, moving like two balloons strapped to me. But that was something I loved about them. They were fake. They weren't natural. They weren't the same. And like the rest of my body, I was completely changed.

      I came hard as Leo's cock spewed his load into my ass. That was just one more place he had cum today. And I wasn't done yet. Once he caught his breath and recovered, I was going to slather his cock with lube so he could fuck my tits. They were his tits after all. He purchased them. He owned them. And that meant he should fuck them, whenever and however he wanted. I was his and so were my tits.

      As the last drop of his cum hit my insides, he collapsed on the bed beside me, panting. We laid there together, looking into each others' eyes, a goofy smile on my face. I was a well fucked bimbo and I had every intention of staying that way. Being a bimbo made me happy. It was what I needed.

      "What's next?" I asked.

      I gazed into my husband's eyes, but I could see the tiredness there. Even as I was ready to go again, he was not. It had been a big day, with travel and the gala. And all the fucking.

      "Sleep," Leo eventually said.

      "But my tits." I countered. He hadn't fucked my tits yet.

      "Tomorrow, little bimbo. I will fuck them tomorrow."

      "You promise?"

      "I promise to fuck Candi's bimbo tits tomorrow, first thing in the morning. Is that good enough for you?"

      "Yes, Sir." I laid there, smiling. I was still horny. But that wasn't going away. I could cum a million times and I would still be horny. So instead, I would sleep beside my husband, where I belonged.

      After several minutes of silence, I quietly said, "I loved you, Sir."

      "And I love you, Candi."

      And I believed him. I was a bimbo, after all, and I trusted him. He was my everything. My whole life. And I would do anything for him.

      I was exactly where I needed to be.

      And so was he.

      And it was with that knowledge that I drifted off to sleep, his seed dripping out of me, loving every moment of my transformation. I had become his bimbo and I would spend the rest of my life being his bimbo. It was a wonderful existence. It didn't matter how I reached this point. All that mattered was that I had and that I was happy. And so was Leo. We were a perfect couple.
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