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Jacqueline Blake sat in the exam room, waiting for the doctor to return. After weeks of feeling worn down, Jacqueline had finally made an appointment with her doctor, all at the urging of her husband, Mitchell.

Jacqueline had assumed her issues were just the stress of managing her latest project at work, but while that explained why she was coming home and first pouring herself a glass of wine, it did not explain how tired she was all the time, even with all the sleep she got.

So there she was. Jacqueline had explained everything to her doctor, even emphasizing that she expected to slow down a little at 44 years old. The doctor insisted on running tests, drawing blood, giving her the works. Now she was waiting on the results.

Jacqueline jumped when the doctor knocked on the door. “Come in,” she said, her voice a little shaky. She was not sure if she wanted the answers. Still, she did look forward to not being so tired all the time.

“I’ve got your blood work back from the lab,” Dr. Marshall explained. He had been Jacqueline’s doctor for years, but she also got a bit of a creepy vibe off of him. She trusted his medical opinion, but she always thought he had a bit of a leering gaze. Not that he had actually done anything untoward. That would have been grounds for her getting a new doctor.

“Good news, I hope,” Jacqueline said with a faint smile. She really did not want anything to be wrong with her. It would go against the narrative of a perfect life she had created for herself.

“Nothing to be concerned about. Just a thyroid hormone imbalance. It’s easy enough to fix. I’ll write you a prescription.”

“Um, okay,” Jacqueline said, unsure how much she liked the idea of having a hormone imbalance. It sounded scary to her. The only other drug she regularly took was a birth control pill.

“It will be a pill you take twice a day with food. Then I’ll have you come back in a couple weeks from now and we’ll see how you’re progressing. Sound all right?”

Jacqueline mulled it over in her head for a moment. It really was not that big of a deal. And it might only be temporary. She could do that.

“Do you think this is why I’ve been drinking more?” she asked. It was the one symptom a hormone imbalance did not fully explain.

“I can’t say for certain, but if you’re feeling run down, that can make things more stressful. If the medication works as expected, you may not feel the need to use alcohol to help you decompress after a long day at work. And I certainly recommend avoiding using alcohol in such a manner, medically speaking.”

“Thank you, Doctor,” Jacqueline said, knowing he was right. Yes, the stress was getting to her, but that was not entirely her fault if her hormones were off balance. Of course, knowing she was up for a possible promotion did not help matters either.

With her new prescription in hand, Jacqueline made her way to the pharmacist. If she was honest with herself, it was a relief to be out of the doctor’s office. Every trip she made to the doctor was a potential threat to the perfect life she had created for herself. One little thing being wrong could cause lasting damage, or so she feared.

Jacqueline struggled to define exactly how she had created a perfect life for herself. It had not been intentional, or at least not consciously intentional. Yes, she had worked hard to get to where she was in her job. Few people successfully rose to the position of project manager. And then there was Mitchell. Never in her wildest dreams did she imagine she would end up marrying such a kind, caring and handsome man. And after 20 years of marriage, she had no idea what she would do without him.

“Ms. Blake, how nice to see you,” the pharmacist said, greeting Jacqueline by name. Jacqueline made it a point to shop locally whenever she could, including using the local independent pharmacy, as opposed to some large corporate mega-store. One of the pluses, despite only stopping in monthly to top up her birth control, was the guy who ran the place knew her name.

“Hello,” Jacqueline said, greeting the man behind the counter. He wore a light blue shirt with a white apron over it. He had always been kind to Jacqueline, but she always figured that was just how he was. It was nice to know there were people who really cared in the world.

“Not sick, I hope,” the man said. “I usually don’t see you until the end of the month.”

“Not sick exactly,” Jacqueline answered. “I’ve just been feeling a little run down lately and my doctor thinks this might help.” She held out the slip of paper with her prescription on it.

“Could be much worse,” the man said as he took the prescription and read through it.  “This seems simple enough. I have everything in stock, but it will take me a few minutes to put it all together. I can have it ready in 15 minutes or you can leave and pick it up later.”

Jacqueline checked her watch. She had considered trying to go back to the office, but by the time she got there, fighting traffic, her team would probably be getting ready to leave themselves. That just seemed like a waste of time.

“I’ll wait,” she finally said. “No real sense in trying to get back to the office.”

“Have a seat and I’ll be a few minutes,” the pharmacist said. As he walked into the back, he added, “Although I don’t know why you feel the need to work. You are far too pretty and your husband far too wealthy to consider working, in my opinion.” Jacqueline did not hear the last part as she took a seat at the soda fountain counter.

As Jacqueline sat and waited, she could not help but take note of her hair. Always a blonde, she had always taken great care of her appearance. Her body was a temple, or close to it. Even as she aged, she maintained her athletic physique, through a combination of diet, exercise and sheer luck.

Still, the recent downturn in energy levels had really bothered her. In some ways, a hormone imbalance was a better problem than just her growing older. The fact she could spot the crows feet around her eyes more easily, even when she tried to hide them with makeup, was a concern. But she was committed to aging gracefully. She would not be one of those women who started down the plastic surgery route, forever chasing their youth.

And for the most part, Jacqueline saw her efforts of aging gracefully working. She was still the same blue-eyed blonde she had always been. Yes, her nose was just a little on the large size, but nothing worth doing anything about. And she was definitely not going to complain about her high cheekbones and prominent smile.

Jacqueline was sure Mitchell would be relieved to hear she would be okay. It was at his urging that she visited the doctor in the first place. She only wished Dr. Marshall did not always look like he was leering. She was confident he did not do it intentionally. He acted as a consummate professional in every other way. Still, she avoided seeing him unless absolutely necessary.

Just as Jacqueline was about to check her watch to see if it had been 15 minutes yet, the pharmacist returned from the back, her medicine in his hand. She smiled when she saw him. Jacqueline could never remember his name, which was strange for her, as she usually had a great memory for names. Still, he had always been great with her.

“Here you go, Ms. Blake,” the pharmacist said as he handed Jacqueline the bottle. He always caller her Ms. Blake, not Mrs. Blake, as was technically accurate. Not that Jacqueline ever really noticed. “You remember the instructions from your doctor?”

“One pill, twice a day with food.”

“Exactly. As usual, I will bill your insurance. I have all your info in the computer. It was good to see you again Ms. Blake. I hope you start feeling better soon.”

“Thank you,” Jacqueline said before turning to leave. She would be getting home a little early and wanted to start dinner. More importantly, she wanted to take her first dose, figuring taking her medication with breakfasts and dinners made the most sense.

Most days, Mitchell beat Jacqueline home. While she was the better cook between them, she would put the dinner plan up on the refrigerator and Mitchell would at least put all the ingredients on the counter, ready for Jacqueline when she got home. This time, however, Jacqueline beat him home and she started cooking as soon as she changed out of her work clothes.

When Mitchell made it home, he came home to the sounds and smells of a delicious meal. As he recalled, it did not smell like the originally planned meal he had seen on the refrigerator that morning. With Jacqueline’s recent lack of energy, her meal plans had grown more simple, just from her returning home from work too tired to cook anything complex.

“Jacks,” Mitchell said as he entered the kitchen. “You’re home early.”

“Hey, honey,” Jacqueline said with a smile. Mitchell had always called her Jacks since they started dating many years ago. It was his pet name for her. “Yeah, by the time I was done with the doctor, there wasn’t much sense going back to the office. And I had to stop at the pharmacy anyways.”

“Everything okay?”

“I guess I have a thyroid hormone imbalance. That’s why I’ve been so tired lately. He gave me a prescription to help balance me out.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” Mitchell said. “And I should say your cooking smells delicious as always, Jacks.”

Jacqueline smiled. “Thanks, honey. You always know how to make me feel better.” And it was true. Jacqueline considered herself the luckiest woman in the world. As far as she figured, she had the perfect life. And she would do anything to keep it that way.

Mitchell left Jacqueline to finish making dinner so he could change out of his suit. While he understood the importance of looking good for his work, at home, he wanted to be comfortable, and to him, a suit was not comfortable. Now more than 20 years after his college days, he still missed the ability to go through life wearing a t-shirt and athletic shorts. But back then he was training for the decathlon, so when he was not in class, he was generally working out in some fashion.

Dinner at home for Jacqueline and Mitchell was rarely a formal affair. They ate together, discussing their days, making plans for the future, usually weekend excursions to the coast or the mountains. The two liked to remain active, although Jacqueline had been feeling less up to those trips in recent weeks. She hoped the medicine would help give her back the energy she desperately wanted to return.

Jacqueline feared what would happen if she stopped being able to keep up with Mitchell. She had worked hard to remain fit enough to maintain their lifestyle. It was worth it, of course, and she trusted Mitchell not to go hunting for a younger model, so to speak, but she still worried that her life was really a house of cards and it could all come crashing down at the first hint of trouble. Unfortunately, this incident with her thyroid was, for her, the first sign of trouble.

After dinner, Jacqueline found herself staring into the mirror, her first dose of thyroid medication in her hand. The little pink capsule would hopefully contain her solution to her tiredness and a return to normalcy. She had never liked taking medications. She took her birth control pills, but generally that was it. She did not even like taking over-the-counter pain killers for a headache or if she overdid it at the gym.

And as she stood there, Jacqueline tried to convince herself that her situation was not dire enough to take a pill. She did feel more energized than she had recently. Then again, she had not gone through a full day of work and she was sure her own mind was working against her, convincing herself she had more energy just so she did not need to take her medicine.

Finally realizing she just needed to go through with it, Jacqueline popped the capsule from her hand into her mouth and took a drink of water from the glass resting on the the counter.

“There,” Jacqueline told her reflection. She felt relieved to finally be done with it. She was sure taking her next dose would be much, much easier.

And it was easier. Jacqueline still felt run down, but she no longer hesitated before taking her medicine in the next several days. Yes, she still sometimes needed that extra glass of wine in the evenings, but she had a feeling she would not need to for much longer. She could just feel the potential energy building up inside of her, waiting to be released again. It was refreshing in a way.

It was Monday morning of the next week when Jacqueline first started to truly feel different. She woke up a minute before her alarm started blaring. That minute was the most peaceful one she had felt in weeks. Rather than wanting to yell at the alarm clock, she took that minute and quietly contemplated how happy she was. She could not help but smile as she looked over at Mitchell’s still sleeping form. He was such a handsome man and she loved him more than anything she could imagine.

When the alarm finally did sound, Jacqueline turned it off quickly and then slid out from under the covers. Once standing, she stretched her arms up over her head. The simple t-shirt she wore pulled up with her arms, revealing a flat stomach above the top of her pajama pants.

“Morning, Jacks,” Mitchell said as he came shuffling into the kitchen, several minutes after Jacqueline started making coffee. For the first time in weeks, she did not feel the need for the caffeine boost. She still had a small cup, but she found herself using more milk than usual. She did not need the coffee to be as strong as usual.

“Morning, honey,” Jacqueline responded with another smile. “You sleep okay?”

“I’ve slept better,” Mitchell mumbled as he reached for the coffee pot. He was not always a morning person. “You seem awful energetic this morning though.”

“As long as you don’t make me join you, have fun.”

Jacqueline laughed. “Hey, since I’m moving a little earlier this morning, do you mind if I hop in the shower ahead of you?”

“Go for it,” Mitchell said, waving her on. “I think this might be a two cups of coffee kind of morning.”

“Great. See you in a bit.”

Jacqueline’s happy mood continued until she began to get dressed after her shower. When she put on her bra, she found it suddenly did not fit right. The band was fine, but the cups didn’t fit her breasts right. The bra was too small.

“Hmm,” Jacqueline said as she tried to work out what was wrong. She did not feel like she was retaining water. And at 44 years old, she was not expecting a growth spurt. She finished all of that a long time ago.

Jacqueline checked the tag. The bra was a B, the size she had been wearing for years. “It must have shrunk in the wash,” she told herself as she selected another bra to wear. But that one had the same problem. It was too small.

The sizing issue was minor. Jacqueline knew that. But she had been the same size for so long and had found a bra that fit her perfectly, gave her the support she needed and looked great too.

Not having time to go buy new bras before work, Jacqueline took a moment to let out the straps a little. It was not the best solution, but it at least made the bra more comfortable. It was not like she was going to be moving around much at work anyway.

By the time Jacqueline left for work, her issues with her bra were largely forgotten. Her good feelings had returned and she could not wipe her smile off her face as she drove to the office.

And everything seemed to go swimmingly at the office, at least at first. Jacqueline began her day by organizing her team. She headed the project, but she knew its success or failure was entirely dependent on the people who worked for her. If they failed, there was no way she could finish the project on her own.

After getting her team squared away for the day, starting the week off with a good pep talk, Jacqueline sat down at her desk and started on her own work. Her quarterly project reports were due soon and she needed to get the accounting squared away to show how her project had stayed under budget.

As Jacqueline pulled the spreadsheet up on her computer monitor, her vision went fuzzy, the numbers swimming before her eyes. Panic welled up in her chest. What was wrong with her?

Jacqueline took a deep breath and closed her eyes. “You can do this,” she told herself as she worked to calm her heart rate. She opened her eyes again and thankfully she could concentrate.

Jacqueline started working through the numbers. Usually a wiz at mental math, she suddenly found herself in need of a calculator. Even some of the simplest addition problems left her stumped. She understood what function was needed, but she suddenly found herself incapable of performing it. Even testing herself, she struggled with something as simple as two plus two. It was not until she used her fingers that she remembered it was four.

Once again, panic filled Jacqueline. She and her team were coming to the end of an important project. Her annual performance review was coming up and Jacqueline knew there were several open positions that she would be up for. She did not have time for a sudden case of acalculia. Her future depended on her performance.

And again, Jacqueline closed her eyes and tried to calm her thoughts. Whatever was wrong with her could be overcome. She just needed a calculator. That was it. As soon as this project was complete she could worry about what was wrong with her.

“Where is it?” Jacqueline asked herself as she started digging through her desk. She remembered stashing a little solar powered calculator somewhere. It was probably pushing almost 20 years old, but as long as it worked, Jacqueline did not care how old it was.

“Bingo,” she practically shouted when she found the calculator. It had somehow been wedged inside a file folder in the bottom drawer of her desk. The folder in question had probably sat there since she became a project manager four years earlier. She was just happy she had not thrown out the folder on a spring cleaning binge.

The thought of spring cleaning nearly derailed Jacqueline’s work on the spreadsheet. Her mind seemed to be wandering away from work. Why work with numbers when she could do something much more fun, like cleaning out her desk.

Despite the serious draw toward cleaning, Jacqueline forced her focus back on her computer screen and began to work. The whole process was slow going, made worse by her frequent mistakes in entering numbers into the calculator.

“Wow, my nails have gotten really long,” Jacqueline commented to herself as she made another mistake, forcing her to start that particular string of calculations over again. She had never been one to grow her nails out. She kept them short, making it easier to work, to type, everything. In Jacqueline’s opinion, long nails were for women who didn’t want to work.

She thought back, trying to remember when the last time she trimmed her nails had been. She could not remember. With their current length, it must have been a couple weeks. She could not understand why it was only now that she was noticing them, however. Jacqueline generally kept herself on a routine and trimming her nails on a weekly basis was a part of that routine. She could not remember deviating from that routine recently, but her longer nails were proof she must have deviated from it.

“I can worry about my nails later,” Jacqueline said, willing herself to focus on the spreadsheet once again. “Work first,” she added. “I can panic later.”

It took the rest of the morning for Jacqueline to finish filling out the spreadsheet. She was thankful she remembered to check her work, because she found three critical mistakes that would have made it look like her project was over budget instead of under budget. It would have been fatal to her chances of promotion.

By the time Jacqueline’s lunch hour rolled around, she was desperate to get out of the office. She usually stayed in, either taking lunch in the office break room or staying at her desk. But after a morning of frustrating numbers, she opted to go out.

It was a bright spring day and Jacqueline loved the sun on her face, even if it was not yet exactly warm. Summer was on its way, however, and she could not wait. Rather than drive somewhere for lunch, Jacqueline decided to walk. Her light jacket was enough to keep her warm.

But after about two blocks, Jacqueline remembered how her bra had stopped fitting. Or more accurately, she discovered how uncomfortable it was to walk very far with her breasts struggling to be free.

When Jacqueline was about a block away from the restaurant she had decided on for lunch, she spotted a lingerie store across the street. She would have waited, but she decided she was not that hungry yet and her breasts were hurting more and more with each step she took.

The moment Jacqueline entered the store, she was hit by a wall of warm air. She felt like she was about to break out into a sweat, what with how apparently overdressed she was. It took her a moment to adjust and in that time, Jacqueline decided the store was more of a boutique. She smiled, always liking to support local businesses. She had never been here before, but if she was given good service and found what she needed, she would make it a point to make her future bra purchases here, even if it cost a little more than the stores she normally shopped at.

“Hi there,” a short woman said, appearing from behind a rack of more risque lingerie. Her outfit was almost entirely professional, wearing a white blouse and a black skirt. Except it was impossible to remain entirely professional with the size of the woman’s breasts. They were as big as her head, and as far as Jacqueline could tell, completely natural. They drew the eye to them, even with them being completely covered. “How can I help you?”

“Yes, hello, I’m looking for a new bra,” Jacqueline said.

“We’ve got plenty of those,” the woman said. “If you know your brand and size, I can find you something comparable.”

Jacqueline paused for a moment. She suddenly felt awkward about her situation. For the first time since her incident with her bra that morning, she realized that it might not be her bras that were the problem. Jacqueline realized she might be bigger. Breast growth was not supposed to just happen for people in their 40’s. At least she did not think so.

“Well, you see,” Jacqueline eventually began, choosing her words carefully, “my bras don’t fit anymore.”

“That’s no problem,” the woman said. “We do fittings here. Can’t have you going around with an ill fitting bra. Come on back and I’ll get you sorted.”

Jacqueline followed the short and stacked woman toward the back of the store. Soon the pair stood behind a partition, blocking them from view from the rest of the boutique.

“Take a moment to take off your blouse and bra and I will fetch my tape measure,” the woman said before she left Jacqueline alone.

As soon as she was alone, Jacqueline began unbuttoning her blouse. She really could not believe she was in this position. How could her breasts have just grown all of a sudden. Nothing else had changed. Or at least she assumed so. Was it possible that she had been getting bigger and only just noticed today? It seemed unlikely, but Jacqueline knew human perception was unreliable at best.

“Perfect,” the woman said when she returned, tape measure in hand. By then Jacqueline had removed her blouse and the offending bra, hanging both on a hook on the wall. The woman also carried with her a small stool to stand on. Jacqueline was of above average height, but she felt like a giant standing next to the store clerk. And for the first time she noticed the tall heels the woman was wearing. Jacqueline tried to do the mental math, guessing how tall the woman really was, but she was quickly reminded of her mathematic struggles of earlier and decided it was okay not knowing how tall the woman was.

“It will only take me a few minutes to take your measurements,” the woman said as she placed the stool on the ground and stepped onto it, holding out the tape measure.

Jacqueline paid little attention to the actual measuring process. She followed the woman’s directions, but her mind instead focused on the woman’s large breasts. They were much too big for her frame. But more importantly, Jacqueline pondered what would happen if her breasts continued to grow. What if this was not a one off growth spurt? How could she continue to live and work with breasts that large? What would people say about her at the office? What would Mitchell think?

It was difficult for Jacqueline not to jump to conclusions. The perfect life she had built for herself suddenly seemed too fragile to maintain. She had seen how mean woman could be to each other. How would having large breasts affect how she was treated at work? Would she be passed over for promotion because of them? Jacqueline shuddered at the thought.

“You okay?” the woman asked, shaking Jacqueline from her thoughts.

“What?” Jacqueline said, confused for a moment. “Oh, yes, I’m okay. I let my mind wander for a moment there.”

“Well, I’m all done with the measurements. That bra you came in wearing was definitely too small. But don’t worry, I will be right back with several new options for you. I’m sure we’ll find the right bra for you.”

Standing there, once again alone, Jacqueline took a moment to look at herself in the mirror. Standing tall, her breasts jutted out nicely from her chest. Thinking about it, they definitely seemed bigger than she remembered. And she was thankful that the growth did not include any sagging. If anything, they looked better than ever in that regard. Perky and full. She had not used those words to describe her breasts in a long time.

Jacqueline found herself in a strange place mentally. She had always believed that her physical features did not define her. Yes, she worked hard at staying fit, but that was under her control. The size of her breasts could not be controlled without plastic surgery. Jacqueline had no problem with that, nor any interest in a breast augmentation. Yet standing there in front of the mirror, there was a part of her that felt proud to have bigger breasts. It was as if they made her feel more womanly somehow. They certainly looked good.

“Let’s see what you think of these,” the woman said upon her return, her arms full of multiple bras.

Jacqueline picked up the first bra from the pile in the clerk’s hands and started to look at the tag.

“No sense in paying much attention to bra tags,” the woman said. “Every brand has a different size chart, and sometimes different sizing across styles. It’s the hardest part of my job setting them all straight. I can’t wait before we start seeing custom made 3D-printed bras. Everything will be so much easier then.”

Jacqueline only knew a little of what the woman talked about, but she trusted her judgment. Not only did she do this for a living, but with breasts of her size, she must have learned more about the process. Jacqueline had heard about bra struggles for well-endowed women. Again, she shuddered at the thought she might end up that big. How would she ever find a bra that fit her?

Jacqueline found herself trying on bra after bra. They all fit remarkably well. They definitely fit better than the one she came in with. The trouble for Jacqueline was finding a style that she liked. Every bra the woman brought to her, she tried on. Then there were color choices too.

Shopping had never been a fun activity for Jacqueline, but she found herself completely enthralled with her bra shopping excursion. She completely lost track of time as she kept at it. And even once Jacqueline had found the bra she liked, she decided she needed to find a matching pair of panties. The thought of her underwear not matching suddenly felt revolting.

When Jacqueline finally arrived back at her desk, she wore a yellow push-up bra that both lifted her already larger breasts, making them appear even bigger, but also decorated them nicely with lace. Her panties, also yellow, were bikini cut and made of a similar lace. Jacqueline had never felt more comfortable in her appearance. She could only hope that her two-hour absence from the office was not noticed.



Bimbo in Yellow: Part 2

2018-07-31 02:00

This is the second part of a four-part commission that I accepted. The story did not entirely go where I thought it would from the start, but this was my first ever full commission. This part ends rather abruptly, but it picks right back up in the next part. If you are interested in commissioning a longer story, consider becoming a Total Bimbo level patron. Feel free to email me at author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com with questions.



That night, Jacqueline practically forgot about her strange day. She was too caught up in making dinner to think much about her sudden issues with mental math. And while she enjoyed how her new underwear looked and felt, Jacqueline was too focused on the dinner preparations to think back over her sudden growth spurt and extended lunch hour spent shopping.

That was until after dinner when Jacqueline felt an urge that she had not felt for a long time. Or, at the very least, she had not felt it this strongly for many years. To put it plainly, Jacqueline was aroused. Seeing Mitchell go about his evening, there was something about him that turned her on.

Jacqueline rarely initiated sex with her husband. She very much loved him, but outside of his birthday and a few special occasions, Mitchell was usually the one to initiate their intimate moments. But that night was different. Mitchell had simply gone about his evening as usual, spending some time relaxing after dinner and then starting work on the monthly bills. Mitchell sat at the kitchen table, a stack of envelopes in front of him. They paid their bills online, but Mitchell was always a stickler for checking each bill to make sure the charges were correct.

Jacqueline, seeing her husband sitting there, working, his physique still indicating his former sporting life as a decathlete, came up behind him and began to rub his shoulders. This was often the way Mitchell first initiated their more intimate moments, with him massaging her shoulders, releasing her tensions and eventually getting her in the mood.

Standing behind Mitchell, Jacqueline began to gently massage his shoulders, letting her hot breath tickle the back of his neck. Mitchell let out a groan as he let his shoulders relax beneath Jacqueline’s deft hands. “That’s nice,” he breathed, sinking down into the chair.

“You know what would be even nicer?” Jacqueline whispered, her lips nearly brushing against his ear. She glanced down to see the growing hardness between her husband’s legs. That was what she wanted. No, that was what she needed. She suddenly was reminded of their honeymoon and how they spent a whole day in bed together, alternating between making passionate love and simply staring into each other’s eyes. She felt now much like she did then.

It did not take much for Mitchel to get the picture. Yes, this behavior was unusual from his wife, but he was not going to turn down such an opportunity. If Jacqueline wanted sex, he was certainly not going to turn her down.

“Shall we retire to the bedroom?” Mitchell asked, his voice suave and dominant. It was not so much a question, but a directive.

“I thought you would never ask,” Jacqueline whispered before giving his ear the slightest of nibbles.

Jacqueline took her husbands hand as he got to his feet and then led him into their bedroom. She made sure to give her ass a little extra sway, just for the added entertainment, both for her and for Mitchell.

“Why don’t you make yourself comfortable while I get ready?” Jacqueline said as she left Mitchell by the bed and retreated to the bathroom. She decided she wanted to make an appearance wearing her new underwear. She was sure Mitchell would like the sight of her approaching him from across the room in her yellow lace while he sat there on the bed.

“Don’t be too long,” Mitchell teased. “I might just have to go in after you.”

Jacqueline smiled, then turned and closed the bathroom door behind her.

Once she was alone, Jacqueline realized her heart was pounding. It had been so long since she had done this. She loved it, but it was a little scary too. It had been years since she had felt this aroused without her husband working to turn her on first.

Taking a deep breath, Jacqueline began to unbutton her blouse. Watching her reflection in the mirror, she was suddenly surprised by her larger breasts. Yes, they were pushed up by her bra, but she felt shame welling up inside her. Questions began swirling around her head. What is wrong with me? What will Mitchell think? Would he look down on me for my now larger breasts?

Right then Jacqueline would have backed out of the evening romp. She felt too much shame. But that shame did not override her arousal. If anything, it only seemed to grow more and more. She needed Mitchell. And she would only have more questions to answer if she backed out now. She hated keeping secrets from her husband, but she was too afraid of how he might judge her, to be completely honest.

Knowing she could not spend much time with her internal monologue, Jacqueline took a deep breath and decided to get into character. She might feel shame for her changing body, but she was going to make sure she got what she needed. And keeping Mitchell happy with her seemed even more important.

Jacqueline opened the door and leaned against the frame, posing for her husband who was sitting back on the bed. He had tossed off his shirt. She could see it hanging on the edge of the clothes hamper, thrown there hastily as he readied himself. However, in that moment, she only had eyes for her husband. She looked at him with an intensity that burned from deep within her. It was a combination of the great love she had for him and the lust she felt building inside of her.

“Wow, Jacks,” was all Mitchell was able to say at the sight of his wife. She looked absolutely fantastic in his eyes. There was an energy about her that he had not seen in her for several weeks. Her fatigue seemed to have been washed away, leaving her even better than ever in his mind.

Jacqueline smiled again. Her shame began to melt into the background. She knew she was doing the right thing.

Jacqueline dimmed the lights and then slowly climbed up onto the bed to meet her husband in a passionate kiss. Dimming the lights had been a calculated move. It would help set the mood, but the lower light levels would help to hide her expanded assets. She feared Mitchell would ruin the moment by questioning the changes to her body.

It turned out Jacqueline had nothing to fear. Mitchell made no mention of her expanded bust. But more importantly, the sex was the best they had had in years. Every touch by Mitchell sent bolts of pure pleasure through her body.

Afterward, the two laid there in bed, sexually spent, both of them enjoying the post-orgasmic calm. Jacqueline had always thought their sex life was great, but nothing in their past had truly compared to this singular coupling. For the first time in her life, sex left her not just content, but fulfilled, her body completely sated.

Jacqueline smiled.

Over the following days, Jacqueline fell into a new routine. At work, she continued to struggle with the inability to perform mental math. She made sure she had a calculator with her at all times, just in case she needed to perform a mathematical operation. But she made do and found herself actually managing her team better. She was doing less of the work herself, but the efficiency of her team had increased.

At home, Jacqueline continued to cook for her husband each night, just as she always had, but with more and more elaborate meals, demonstrating her much improved energy levels. Then after dinner each night she and Mitchell would retire to the bedroom for a sexual interlude that left them both very satisfied.

But then Friday came. Jacqueline knew it was not going to be a great day from the moment she began dressing. The new bra she bought Monday no longer fit. It was too small. And the extra time it took her to adjust the bra so that it was semi-comfortable meant she had to wear her glasses to work instead of her contact lenses.

Jacqueline hid at her desk all through the morning, but as soon as her lunch hour arrived, she hurried off to the same boutique she had visited earlier in the week to get remeasured and buy a new bra. It was a different clerk this time and Jacqueline made it a point to get in and out as soon as possible. This was not a day she could come back from lunch late. She had an important meeting in the afternoon.

Even with a fitting bra, Jacqueline could not help but notice how much her breasts bounced on her walk back to the office. With each step she took, they bounded about, almost as if they wanted to leap out of her blouse. It was terribly distracting.

Once back at the office, Jacqueline took the few remaining minutes she had before her scheduled meeting to collect her notes. As she sat at her computer, she could not help but notice how much of the keyboard was now hidden from view by her now substantial breasts. Of course, she had opted to keep the same style as before, meaning her new bra pushed her breasts up even more, making them appear all the larger. She was wondering if that had been a bad decision.

When it was finally time, Jacqueline placed her notes in a folder and made her way to the conference room where the meeting was to be held. As soon as she opened the door, she found herself face to face with Darren Harvey. He led another project, one that would eventually use the developments from Jacqueline’s project. This meeting was all about bringing him up to speed on everything, since he and his team worked at another site.

“Oh no, am I late?” Jacqueline asked, surprised to see the Darren already sitting there.

It only took Jacqueline a moment before she noticed something was off about Darren. In all her life, she had never had wandering eyes. Mitchell was more than enough man for her. Yet, Darren, as he simply sat there, made Jacqueline think thoughts she had not thought since she was a young woman. Namely, that Darren was hot and that she wondered how good he would be in bed. Jacqueline hoped the heat she now felt in her cheeks was not visible.

“I was early,” Darren responded. He stood up and held out his hand. “Traffic was not as bad getting across town as I had anticipated. And I know we probably could have taken care of this on a video call, but I find it so much better to meet face to face. Don’t you agree?”

Jacqueline took Darren’s hand in hers and gave him a light handshake. His touch felt electric on her skin, further distracting her. “Oh, um, yes, I agree, Mr. Harvey,” Jacqueline finally answered. She was not fully sure what the question had been, but she could not find it in herself to disagree with such a fine specimen of a man.

“We are both project managers here,” Darren said as he sat back down. “I think we can dispense with the formalities. Please, call me Darren. Do you mind if I call you Jacqueline?”

“Please,” Jacqueline said. Or that was what she meant to say at least, because she then continued speaking, “Call me Jacki.”

“Sure thing, Jacki.”

Jacqueline inwardly cringed. No one had called her Jacki since she was a little girl. Not even Mitchell called her that, preferring to call her Jacks instead. What was it about this man that made her act like she had a school girl crush on her coworker.

Luckily, the meeting stayed on topic. Darren was all business. He asked questions of Jacqueline and she answered them the best she could. Of course, she kept getting flustered, which resulted in her constantly having to recheck her notes.

But as the meeting continued, Jacqueline became aware of a change in herself. Namely, she was becoming aroused. Sitting there in such close proximity to a man she had to admit she found deeply attractive was turning her on. Jacqueline could feel a heat burning inside of her, growing with each minute that passed. She did not know how much more of this she could take. With each passing moment, she found herself more and more willing to offer herself up to her coworker, a man she had never met before, just because she found him handsome.

Jacqueline once more found herself checking her notes when her glasses slipped down the bridge of her nose. She looked up at Darren over her glasses. His eyes were watching her carefully. He was smiling. Jacqueline pushed her glasses back into place with a finger and returned the smile.

She could sense this was a moment. There was an unspoken tension between them, a sexual tension that Jacqueline was sure would lead to infidelity. As much as she hated to cheat on her husband, it just felt right. Her body screamed at her, telling her that it wanted Darren. In her mind’s eye, she could see herself in Darren’s arms, there lips locked in a passionate kiss. That image was then replaced by one of Jacqueline sitting on the edge of the conference table, her blouse open and her skirt hiked up around her hips as Darren fucked her.

“Fuck,” Jacqueline breathed, a barely audible whisper in response to the fantasy raging inside her head.

“What was that?” Darren asked.

His speaking seemed to break the spell, bringing her back to reality. Jacqueline sat there, looking at him. She wanted desperately to make her fantasy real. But then her embarrassment returned. She had been fantasizing about a coworker while sitting right in front of him. What kind of woman did that?

Afraid of what she might do if left unchecked, Jacqueline excused herself, mentioning something about the bathroom. It came out in a garbled mess as too many thoughts were fighting for her attention.

Jacqueline took a deep breath the moment the conference room door shut behind her. The hallway air felt cooler as she stood there, collecting her thoughts. As much as she wanted to push away the fantasy of her and Darren, she was too aroused to banish it completely. She needed relief.

It was a short, but fast walk to the restroom. The moment Jacqueline stepped inside, she checked the stalls to see if anyone else was inside. She let out a sigh of relief to see that she was alone.

“What is wrong with me?” she chided herself as she began to pace back and forth.

Jacqueline caught sight of her reflection in the mirror, making her stop mid-stride. She could scarcely believe the woman she saw in the mirror was her. Her breasts looked huge, pushed up in her bra. But what was more, several of the buttons on her blouse were left open, showing off a generous amount of cleavage.

“When did that happen?” Jacqueline asked her reflection as she gently ran her fingers down her chest and into her exposed cleavage. She tried to think back to when she had unbuttoned those buttons. “Oh no, I must have done it during the meeting with Darren.”

Jacqueline almost wanted to cry. Not only had she fantasized about Darren, she had subconsciously been flirting with him.

“I have to get a hold of myself,” Jacqueline scolded herself. But no amount of scolding could put out the lustful fire inside of her. “Fuck it, I’m horny,” she added before turning around and entering one of the stalls. She could not return to her meeting without satisfying her body’s urges.

Jacqueline had never masturbated at work before. She sat there in constant fear of getting caught, knowing the embarrassment would probably shame her into quitting if she did get caught. She hated this need that had overcome her, but she could not stop. She needed to cum. She needed to cum with every fiber of her being. If she did not, if she did not cum, she was sure she would resort to seducing Darren the moment she returned to the conference room.

Jacqueline’s fingers felt clumsy as she worked to bring herself off. She rarely masturbated. She never had the need with Mitchell nearby, but her libido had never been this high before. She faced a need to cum, not just a desire. Her body needed this, almost as if it were addicted. And like an addict, she now needed more. She could not just have sex once a day now. She needed it more. She needed another orgasmic fix.

And then it finally hit her. Jacqueline bit her lip to keep from screaming out. The pleasure nearly overwhelmed her as she came. Had she not already been sitting, her knees would have buckled beneath her. She had needed that, desperately.

When Jacqueline returned to the conference room, she found Darren sitting there just as before. She had taken the time to put herself back together. She had even taken the time to double check that her blouse was properly buttoned before she opened the conference room door. She was not about to repeat her flirtatious actions. Not if she could help it. Luckily the rest of the meeting went swimmingly.

Jacqueline considered telling Mitchell about her meeting with Darren while she made dinner that night. She wanted to be honest with him, but at the same time, if she told him about that incident, she would have to try and explain all the other weird things that had been happening to her recently. Did she really want to explain how her breasts just started growing? She had grown several sizes in two weeks. That was not normal.

However, Jacqueline did not have much choice in answering questions in the end. After dinner, between clearing the dishes and retiring to the bedroom for what was becoming their routine after dinner sex, Mitchell said the fearful words “Jacks, we need to talk.”

Jacqueline swallowed hard, knowing she had been caught. There was nothing she could do to squirm out of it. The conversation she had dreaded ever since Monday when she had first needed to buy a new bra was finally at hand.

Mitchell had remained sitting at the table. He wore an expression of anxious concern. Jacqueline returned to her seat. She placed both hands in her lap, looking demure. In reality, she did not want to show him her fidgeting hands.

In some ways, Mitchell’s expression provided Jacqueline with relief. He did not look angry. That was a good sign. Jacqueline had never really seen an angry Mitchell. That fact alone scared her. She had seen him be loud and animated. She could only presume an angry Mitchell would far surpass anything she had ever seen from him before.

However, the fact Mitchell appeared anxious meant he was as uncomfortable with the conversation they were about to have as she was. Jacqueline would have given anything to exchange this conversation with a romp in the bedroom. Even after spending time relieving her arousal at work, she was all worked up again. Still, just because Mitchell was uncomfortable did not mean this conversation would not bring bad news. If he noticed her changes, he might not like them. Would he want to leave her? She had always considered their marriage as perfect as could be, but maybe Mitchell had other thoughts.

“Is everything okay with you?” Mitchell asked.

“Of course, honey,” Jacqueline said automatically. She was thankful he had opened with a softball question. She did not dare admit the truth of how much the changes she had experienced scared her. Her body was changing, changing in ways it was not supposed to at her age. Some change could be good, but too much and it risked upsetting the balance. It risked ruining her career and her marriage.

“Jacks, I’m serious,” Mitchell pressed. “I mean, it would be hard to not notice that your breasts are bigger. Your butt too, I think. And then there’s the sex. You’re still telling me that everything is okay?”

“What do you want me to say?” Jacqueline asked. She felt cornered. She waited for the other shoe to drop. Maybe he might just want to sleep on the couch for the night. But he could just leave for a hotel instead. Jacqueline did not know what she would do without him.

“I want you to tell me what’s going on. First you’re feeling run down. Then less than two weeks after starting on that thyroid medication you have bigger breasts and a libido that I haven’t seen since our honeymoon. I just want to make sure you’re okay. Understand?”

This was the moment of truth. Jacqueline knew it. She either needed to come clean now and risk the consequences or find herself in even bigger trouble. She had lived her life trusting her husband. She could not let her fears keep her from admitting the truth.

“I know,” Jacqueline admitted. She could feel tears welling in the corners of her eyes as her shoulders slumped forward. “I’m so sorry for not talking to you about this sooner, but I was afraid of your reaction. I love what we have together and I would do anything to keep it as it is, but I was afraid you wouldn’t like this new me, if I can even call it that. I don’t really know what’s going on, but I’ve been worried about it all week.”

Mitchell rose from his chair and approached Jacqueline. For a moment she recoiled in fear, but those fears were quickly laid to rest as he helped Jacqueline to her feet and wrapped her in a big hug.

Jacqueline let herself melt into her husband’s strong arms. She found herself wondering how she could have been so afraid of Mitchell’s reaction to the changes she had gone through. Especially when she came home every night to such a handsome and sweet man.

Standing there in his arms, Jacqueline recognized her husband’s scent. It was only something she had recently begun to pick up on, the scents of the men around her. She was barely conscious of it most of the time. But as she rested her head against Mitchell’s well muscled shoulder, she could not help but feel bathed in his scent. It was something akin to sandal wood, but nothing like it at the same time.

Jacqueline could not say for sure exactly what he smelled like to her. It seemed indescribable, yet the words for it seemed to be at the tip of her tongue, just sitting out of reach. Regardless of what Mitchell’s scent resembled, it was the effect that it had on her that was most important. She felt as the world could turn against her, but as long as she could sense Mitchell being there with her, no harm would come to her.

The wheels in Jacqueline’s head started to turn at that realization. She had spent all this time afraid of what Mitchell might think of her, how he might turn her away, how he might leave her after all these years of marriage. But she could now see how silly she had been. Mitchell loved her as much as she loved him. They could not have remained married for such a long time without their love being strong as steel.

Jacqueline realized something else. Mitchell’s scent made her horny. She could feel her arousal building inside of her with every breath she took. Each time she inhaled, she could feel Mitchell’s scent first going to her head, making her feel light headed. Then it went straight to her pussy.

“Mitchell,” Jacqueline pleaded in a whisper as she began to lightly stroke his chest. “Can we… You know…?”

Mitchell did not answer right away. He looked down at his wife. She looked so innocent and peaceful in his arms. And as far as he was concerned, she looked better than ever. And yet, he could sense that Jacqueline was still not telling him everything. His only question was whether to make her tell him everything before they retired to the bedroom or wait until she could think more clearly.

“Talking can wait,” Mitchell whispered to himself as he guided his wife to their bedroom. Feeling her pressed up against him excited him too.

It did not take long for Mitchell to strip his wife down to her bra and panties. As much as Jacqueline’s physical changes worried him, they excited him just as much. He loved the look of yellow against her skin, especially the way her lace panties stretched from the increased curvature of her ass.

Her breasts too were a great fascination for Mitchell. They were bigger, yes, but they were rounder and almost seemed to sit higher on her chest than even when they first met. And most importantly, Jacqueline’s breasts seemed more sensitive. She cooed softly when he ran his fingers across the exposed skin. She outright moaned if he tweaked a nipple.

Throughout the many years they had been sexual together, Mitchell always did his best to make sure she got as much in return as he did. He no longer had to worry about such things. Jacqueline had become a firecracker with a hair trigger in bed. Not only was she quick to orgasm, by the time she had recovered from one, she was more than ready for another.

For Jacqueline, sex had started to provide a bliss she had never known before. The sexual pleasure was so great that her entire mind would go blank. And as her mind went blank, her body more and more acted on pure instinct. And it was her instincts that drove her to want more, more pleasure, even if it meant spending the rest of her Friday evening in an orgasmic haze.

It was not until Saturday morning that Jacqueline returned to some measure of lucidity. She woke up in bed beside her husband. She could sense him through his scent and the warmth he added to their bed. Jacqueline opened her eyes and simply smiled. In the moment, she could think of nothing better than lying in bed next to Mitchell on a lazy Saturday morning.

However, as she played out the little she remembered from the night before, it did not take long for her to hit the awkward conversation she had with Mitchell the night before. And what made it worse was the fact there was still so much she had left unsaid. Yes, her body and libido had changed, but so too had her mind. New thoughts and feelings had inundated her at times. And that was ignoring her newly found acalculia, which of everything that had changed about her, scared her the most.

Jacqueline knew she needed to come clean with Mitchell. She had to tell him everything. She had been in no state to do that last night, but this morning, she was sure she could do it. She needed to do it. She could not keep hiding her flaws from him. They had been together too long, loved each other too much, to let anything get between them. She knew that now.

Before that, however, Jacqueline felt another need. She had a breakfast craving that only Mitchell could provide. Slipping under the covers, she decided to wake her husband in the sexiest way that she could. And as much as she enjoyed his scent, she liked his taste even better.

It was two hours later when Jacqueline finally explained everything to her husband. Mitchell had made sure to reward her for her wake-up call. After that, they had both needed a shower.

“This is bad,” Mitchell said once Jacqueline had explained everything. His tone made it clear he was not happy. Jacqueline would not want to cross him while he was in this mood. “You can’t do math?”

Jacqueline shook her head. She did not bother to correct him in saying she could not do mental math anymore. Multiplication and division were definitely out. She could add or subtract if she could use her fingers, but even counting large numbers was difficult. The calculator helped, but all the mistakes she tended to make made it all harder.

“It must be the pills,” Mitchell said. Jacqueline looked up at him for a moment as her mind worked to connect the dots. Even after a cup of coffee, she still felt a little slow. She blamed her earlier orgasm for clouding her thoughts. How could one think while being inundated with the after effects of a mind altering orgasm?

Mitchell left the kitchen where they had been talking, leaving Jacqueline sitting there in her robe. She had not bothered trying to close it all the way, not that she could if she tried. Even without the support of a bra, her breasts stood out on her chest proudly, providing a long line of cleavage.

Looking down at her expanded assets, Jacqueline felt proud. She had never been particularly big before. Even Mitchell’s eyes had wandered from time to time. She could not blame him. It was a trait that had not been eradicated from the modern human. Now that she had the assets that men wanted to look at, she could not blame them. She actually enjoyed their stares, as much as she was not supposed to as a modern woman.

Jacqueline shook her head, trying to chase away those thoughts. She was not like that. She did not want men staring at her. She did not want to be viewed as a sex object, even if she definitely felt like one dressed as she was, wearing a short robe that left not only her chest on display, but her legs too. She needed to fight these new urges.

Mitchell returned to the kitchen clutching Jacqueline’s bottle of thyroid pills. His anger was evident, but so too was his confusion.

“I looked it up online,” Mitchell explained. “The drug is legit. But I’m still worried this is the cause.”

Jacqueline’s eyes focused on the the bottle in her husband’s hand. There was no doubt in her mind that those pills had something to do with her symptoms. She wanted to berate herself over not figuring that out on her own. And if it was the pills, that had to mean her doctor was behind this.

“It’s Dr. Marshall’s fault,” Jacqueline said. “He wanted this. He must have.”

Mitchell said nothing at first. He let his wife lay blame on her doctor. He had heard her complaints about him before, the way he seemed to leer at her. And given that history, did it seem so surprising that Dr. Marshall might take things a step further and cause these changes in Jacqueline? It was a major escalation if he did.

“Did you take your morning dose yet?” Mitchell asked.

It took Jacqueline a moment think back through the morning. Had she taken her morning pill? She was supposed to take it with food, but she hadn’t actually eaten breakfast yet. Unless of course you considered Mitchell’s sperm as breakfast. And after a moment of thinking, Jacqueline decided she did and she had taken her morning dose.

Jacqueline nodded her head, not wanting to verbally admit to it. It had not yet been two weeks and it had already become a habit. It did not matter what her breakfast was, but once she swallowed something down, she instinctively popped a pill. She had reached a point where she did not even need to take them with water.

“Okay, no more of these until you can talk to the doctor,” Mitchell said. “Didn’t you have a followup appointment soon?”

Again, it took Jacqueline a moment to think it through. She could not remember ever feeling this slow. She understood the pills had something to do with it, but she had a feeling the sex played a role too. All those endorphins were messing with her brain.

“Monday afternoon,” Jacqueline finally answered, remembering about her appointment to followup about the new drug regimen.

“No more of these until after you talk to your doctor,” Mitchell said, pocketing the bottle of pills.

“Understood, sir,” Jacqueline said, giving her husband a military salute. She then broke out into a fit of giggles, laughing at her own silliness. There was only so long she could remain serious and she felt pushed beyond her limits.

“Jacks, this is serious,” Mitchell said, his face stern.

“Sorry,” Jacqueline said, doing her best to wipe the smile off her face. She had no idea what had suddenly come over her. She was never one to crack jokes like that. “I need to fight this.”

“You do,” Mitchell said. “But I want you to remember that I’m here for you. You just tell me and I’ll do my best to make things better.”

“Thanks for being here for me.”

“I always will be,” Mitchell said, his eyes brimming with kindness. They were one more reminder why Jacqueline loved him, why they were married. “Now with all that settled, what do you want to do today? I was thinking we could do something together.”

“I don’t know,” Jacqueline said honestly. She had no idea what they should do. And the harder she tried to think about it, the further away the answers seemed to get. The truth was, Jacqueline did not really want to make a decision. It was so much easier if Mitchell took charge for her.

Suddenly Jacqueline’s face lit up with an idea. It seemed once she stopped trying to think of something, an idea came to her naturally. “Why don’t we go out for a really nice dinner,” she said. The dinner itself was not the appealing part. It was the idea of going someplace fancy with her husband. And that gave Jacqueline a chance to dress up. And more importantly, it gave her a reason to go shopping.

Mitchell did not answer at first. He simply looked Jacqueline up and down, trying to first decide if she was serious and then decide whether they should, given her condition. Could she really be going out like she now was?

“I think that’s a great idea,” Mitchell finally said. It might not be a normal Saturday night activity for them, but it sounded like it could be fun. And if Mitchell was being honest with himself, he had to admit seeing his wife in a fancy dress for a night on the town was appealing, especially with her new assets. Her changing body was a problem for Monday when she visited the doctor. In the meantime, there seemed no harm in enjoying themselves.

“Yay,” Jacqueline exclaimed as she jumped up and gave Mitchell a big hug. She further emphasized her excitement by kissing him hard on the lips.

“Easy there,” Mitchell said. “If you’re not careful, we’ll need to shower all over again.”

In the moment, that did not seem like such a bad idea to Jacqueline. But she was quickly able to dissuade herself, for she had more important things to do. Namely, shopping for a new dress to wear out.

“We’ll save this for later,” Jacqueline said as she stepped back. “I need to get dressed so I can go buy a dress to wear tonight. I don’t think anything I have right now that fits me will work for a fancy dinner.”

Mitchell’s eyes lit up with a fire she rarely saw from him. It was a level of lust she did not see often. Just the knowledge that she was turning him on was enough to turn her on too. But as much fun as another romp in bed sounded, Jacqueline knew she had other things to attend to. She needed to go shopping.

Nearly two hours later, Jacqueline finally arrived at the mall. The distance had not been a significant factor in how long it had taken her to get there. It had been her need to get her outfit and makeup just right. In the past, Jacqueline never would have worried all that much about how she looked when she went shopping. But now it felt different. Jacqueline felt a need deep inside of her to look her best, not only for her, but for Mitchell. And even though he was not joining her, she still felt a need to show off for him, to be an example of how great a husband he was.

Getting out of the house was a welcome relief. Had she stayed at home, Jacqueline knew she would have spent her day seducing Mitchell. Not that seducing her husband was a bad thing, but she could not spend the rest of her life doing that. Although a major part of her wished Mitchell had joined her shopping. She really did like the idea of her hanging on Mitchell’s arm as if she were a trophy he had won.

Jacqueline shook her head to physically chase away those thoughts. She very much enjoyed them, but they were a distraction. She needed to focus. Jacqueline could not spend all day at the mall. She needed to finish her shopping so she and Mitchell could go to dinner.

However, as much as Jacqueline wanted to shop for a dinner dress, she quickly found herself drawn to more casual clothing styles. Not that she was in need of everyday outfits, but she had decided her choices at home were a little drab. That was part of the reason it had taken so long to get ready to leave. Work outfits were easy, what with the office dress code. But out and about in normal life, there was so much more potential.

She spotted a top, an off-the-shoulder number that looked particularly fetching. “I bet my tits would look great in that,” Jacqueline told herself. She did not even notice calling her breasts tits. The word just flowed out of her mouth unbidden, rolling off the tongue like she used the word all the time, when in fact, she had rarely, if ever, used it before.

Jacqueline eyed the top and then her own shirt. Here eyes flitted back and forth, trying to make up her mind. Then before she even realized she had made the decision, Jacqueline reached out and grabbed the top off the rack. It would not hurt to try it on, she figured.

After two hours at the mall, Jacqueline had collected quite a collection of bags, each of them brimming to the top with new acquisitions. However, in all that time, she had yet to even begin looking for a dress for that night. It was only as Jacqueline walked by a store mannequin wearing a dress that looked more like it belonged on a woman at a club did she even remember why she had come to the mall to begin with.

When Jacqueline finally did leave the mall, she had a car full of clothes and two potential dresses for dinner. In the moment, she simply could not choose between the two. But of course, she also needed the right shoes to go with said dresses. And each dress needed a new pair of shoes.

However, when Jacqueline arrived home, she saw the pile of bags in the back seat through the rear view mirror. She suddenly felt guilty about spending so much money. She had always been thrifty and frugal before, but in the moment, she had a hard time stopping herself. What was more, Jacqueline did not want to stop herself. Shopping was fun. Buying attractive and sexy outfits was fun. If only those actions did not cost so much.

When Jacqueline carried the many bags of clothes inside, she let out an inaudible sigh of relief. Mitchell was home, but he was absorbed in a game of some sorts on television. Other than giving a general greeting he did not look up. That gave Jacqueline time to decide what she should do.

If Jacqueline really wanted to, she could return many of her new clothes on Sunday. People overspent like she just had all the time. It was not unusual for someone to make large purchases and then return much of what they bought. Or at least she assumed so. She had never been one of those people. Generally, Jacqueline only used a credit card when she knew she had the money already in her account.

Despite Jacqueline knowing she should return the clothes, she could not help herself when she started to fill her closet. Her bright new clothes just looked like they belonged there. They brightened the room whenever the closet was open.

Just as Jacqueline had finished putting away her new clothes, minus the dresses for the night’s excursion, Mitchell walked in to the room. He did not notice the bags she had stuffed between the side of the dresser and the wall. She would need to deal with them later.

“You were gone for quite a while, Jacks,” Mitchell said. He did not use an accusatory tone. In fact, he was smiling while he said it. “You didn’t buy the whole store, did you?”

Jacqueline laughed, although it came out more like a giggle. “No,” she said. “I didn’t buy the whole store.” She did add emphasis to the word “whole,” because she did buy way more than she had intended. “I couldn’t decide between two dresses and I also realized there were a couple other things I needed to pick up.”

It was not exactly a lie. Just a well crafted half-truth. At some point, she would come clean. But in the interim, after everything they gone through, she did not want to admit she had developed a shopping habit. In the past, it had been Jacqueline making fun of those kinds of people, albeit in a light hearted way and in private company.

“And what did you decide?” Mitchell asked with a mischievous look on his face. He wanted to see her in the dress she chose.

“Um,” Jacqueline started, biting her lip, finding the words she wanted to use just out of reach. “I couldn’t choose. So I bought both. That way you can decide.”

“Let’s see what you’ve got then,” Mitchell said enthusiastically.

“Okay,” Jacqueline said. Her voice came out both chipper and seductive. “You go in the living room and I’ll change into the first dress.”

Once she was alone again, Jacqueline set about to begin her show. Having been inspired by her yellow bra and panties, she had purchased a yellow dress. The sleeveless dress left plenty of Jacqueline’s expanded bust on display, but not so much as to lack class. And while the dress was plenty long, reaching her calves, the large slit at the side went all the way up to her upper thigh.

When Jacqueline left the bedroom to model the yellow dress for Mitchell, she stepped out with her hair down, her makeup immaculate and with white high heeled sandals on her feet. She looked like dynamite and she knew it.

The moment Mitchell laid eyes on her, he whistled, a note of surprise and approval. Jacqueline nearly blushed at his response. He had never wolf whistled at her appearance before. In the past, such a response, possibly even from her husband, would have made her angry. Now, however, she felt proud, as if her attractiveness made her worth more.

“I’m not sure I even need to see the second dress,” Mitchell said. “You look absolutely perfect just as you are.”

“Are you sure?” Jacqueline teased. She approached Mitchell slowly until they stood just a foot apart. Jacqueline reached up and placed a long-nailed hand on her husband’s chest. “Because if I couldn’t decide, just think how good I look in the other one too.”

Jacqueline’s heart pounded in her chest. She was past simply being aroused. She wanted Mitchell to ravage her, to use her body for his pleasure, to fuck her harder than he had ever fucked her before. Yet she knew this was not the time. There were more important matters to attend to. They had a fancy night out to get ready for.

Mitchell swallowed hard, surprised by his wife’s new found sexuality. He could see she was still under the influence of the drug, or whatever was causing this issue, but in the moment he found it hard to care. At the very least, his cock certainly liked this new version of his wife. He only hoped she did not completely lose herself. As much as he liked this new sexier version of her, he had fallen in love with the original her.

“Go,” Mitchell practically moaned. He struggled to fight back against his growing desire to rip off her sexy yellow dress and fuck her right there. “Let me see the other one.”

She stepped back and turned around to go back to the bedroom to change. As she walked away, she accentuated the sway of her ass, further teasing her husband. As much as she knew they did not have time for another round before their dinner, she could think of nothing she would rather do than have Mitchell take her however he wanted. She just wanted to feel him inside of her.

Jacqueline closed the bedroom door and leaned back against it, taking a deep breath. “Calm down,” she told herself. She could not let herself get too worked up. Otherwise, their night out would easily get derailed. She could not let her urges rule her. She needed to find her will power to hold her carnal urges at bay.

Once Jacqueline’s heart rate returned to normal, she set about changing her dress. Of course, the change in outfit required a change in makeup too. She did not have time to repaint her nails, at least for the modeling she was doing for Mitchell. She would make sure her nails were painted the perfect color to match whichever outfit he liked better.

When Jacqueline stepped out of the bedroom for a second time, she wore what could be classified as a little black dress. It was definitely little and it left far more bare than anything she had ever worn before, outside of trips to the beach or pool. From the front, it looked normal enough, although it left plenty of her cleavage on display with an open neckline. But it was from the back and sides that the dress really drew eyes. The racerback style left much of her back and sides bare with just a hint of side boob, something she would not have in that dress without her recent growth spurt.

For shoes, Jacqueline had purchased a strappy pair of black high heeled shoes with a stiletto heels. She had also changed her makeup to better work with the dark colors in her outfit.

“What do you think?” Jacqueline asked as she slowly turned for her husband, giving him a full view of her in the small dress. When she faced Mitchell once more, she could see how his eyes struggled to focus on one part of her. They flitted from her cleavage, to her legs, to her face, and then to the large cutouts in the sides of her dress as she turned slightly from side to side.

It took Mitchell several moments to answer. He was overcome by the sight before him. “Wow,” was all he seemed able to say.

“Maybe this isn’t the best dress for dinner,” Jacqueline confessed with a smirk. “Maybe it’s better for a late night out at a club. Can’t you just imagine us out on a dance floor, your hands running over my curves as we dance? The clerk gave me funny look when I bought it. I think she thought I was too old for something like this. Maybe she was right, but don’t I just hot enough to fuck right now?”

Jacqueline never talked like that. She never used such language, no matter the situation. Yet the words simply flowed out of her mouth. Jacqueline might have thought something in heated sexual moments in the past, but she had lost the filter that kept those words as mere thoughts.

And while her choice of words might have surprised Mitchell, he was far too distracted by his wife’s body in that dress to fully comprehend what exactly she said. His whole body surged with hot blooded arousal. If he wanted to rip the yellow dress off her and fuck her before, that desire had turned into a need. His fists clenched tight as he tried to hold himself back. It took every ounce of strength, both mental and physical to keep himself under control.

Mitchell closed his eyes, forcing himself to stop looking at the sexual creature his wife had become. It took several moments to calm himself, to leash the animal inside of him that wanted nothing more than to give into his own carnal urges that Jacqueline’s tiny dress only exacerbated.

“Too much for our dinner out, I think,” Mitchell said, stating what both he and Jacqueline knew deep down. “But don’t take it back. I’m sure we can find reason for you to wear that in the future.”

Jacqueline smiled at Mitchell’s answer. She knew he was right. As much as a part of her wanted to make a scene, it was not the time. And a fancy dinner was not the place to go over the top. Maybe if they went dancing sometime, she could bring it out then. Or she could wear it at home for a special occasion. Either way, she was glad Mitchell wanted her to keep both.

“You’re right,” Jacqueline said. “I’ll start getting ready for dinner in the yellow dress.”

“We’ve still got an hour before we need to leave to make the reservation I made.”

Jacqueline had already turned and started her way back to the bedroom. She stopped at Mitchell’s comment and looked back at him. “That might not be enough time,” she said with a smirk and adding a wink. “But I’ll do my best to make sure we aren’t late.”

And as it turned out, it was not enough time. Much to Mitchell’s annoyance, the pair was late for their dinner reservation. Although it was hard to be annoyed at his wife when she looked as stunning as she did. She had looked great in the yellow dress when she first showed it to him. But with the extra time she had to prepare, she turned it up to 11. He had never seen her look so good.

For Jacqueline, she found she loved being the center of attention. The moment they walked into the restaurant it was as if the entire place came to a standstill. Dinner conversations ceased. The staff stopped in their tracks. Everyone wanted to get a view of the beautiful woman, wondering who she was and who the man she had linked arms with was. Most people figured at least one of them should be famous.

For Jacqueline, the night passed by in a flash. She could barely remember the meal as they returned home. With all the attention she received, her mind felt scattered. The wine did not help in that matter either. This was not the daily glass of wine she had mentioned to her doctor, but what probably amounted to a full bottle that she consumed throughout the evening.

When it was time to leave, Jacqueline found she needed to hang onto Mitchell’s arm just to make it out to the car. “Thanks,” she said as he helped her into the passenger seat, slurring her words slightly. Yes, she was drunk, but in the moment, she felt so good. Her inebriation simply fit the evening. It forced her to let go and live in the moment.

There was something about being in an enclosed space with her husband on the drive home that got to Jacqueline. Sitting there beside him, she could sense him by smell. His presence seemed to fill up the car, pushing in on her, wrapping around her. In the moment, it did more than just make her feel safe and loved. It turned her on.

It did not take long for a fantasy to form in Jacqueline’s mind. It included Mitchell pulling over to the side of the road and then him fucking her over the hood of the car. The fantasy only aroused her more.

“You’re fidgeting,” Mitchell commented, looking over at his wife briefly. “Do you need a bathroom?”

“I’m horny,” Jacqueline answered plainly. Mitchell only chuckled.

Jacqueline looked over at her husband. His eyes had returned to the road. However, she could see, or more accurately sense, the growing hardness in his pants. She began to salivate as another fantasy began to play out in her head, one where she leaned over the center console and deftly opened Mitchell’s pants and then taking his hard shaft into her mouth.

Before she even realized what she was doing, she reached across into Mitchell’s lap as she began to make her fantasy a reality. Her fingers were not as deft as they were in her fantasy, but she still successfully freed her husband’s cock.

“Careful, Jacks,” Mitchell said as she leaned over and took his cock into her mouth. He did not try to stop her, but he was aware of the danger.

But for Jacqueline, the taste of her husband was better than any meal she could have had that night. Deep down, she knew it was a strange situation. She was horny. What she really needed was to cum. Yet there she was giving physical pleasure when she received none in return.

And she was careful. She worked hard, using her lips and tongue to best effect. And knowing Mitchell was driving made her go slow. She did not want to make any sudden movements that might affect his driving. One wrong move or pushing him over the edge could lead to an accident. Jacqueline definitely did not want that.

While Mitchell received the physical pleasure, Jacqueline got her own pleasure in return. It might not be physical, the kind that could make her cum, but the fire inside of her, the lust that had built up in her since she started on those pills, only burned brighter. More and more, Jacqueline began to see her heightened libido being a good thing. There was a fulfillment that she had never felt before.

Jacqueline kept her husband on the edge. She did not want him to cum. At least not yet. She wanted to save that part for herself when he fucked her when they got home. It did not hurt that his cumming might be bad for his driving too.

She did not understand how exactly she knew where his limits were. It was not something she had ever considered before. But caught in the moment, Jacqueline acted on instinct. She let her mind disengage and let her body take over. It seemed to know better of what to do than she did herself. And it felt so good.

Jacqueline lost all sense of time as she performed her work. Her entire being seemed just as wrapped around Mitchell’s cock as her lips were. As she worked to prolong his pleasure, her internal clock seemed to all but stop, as if time were told by the spasms of Mitchell’s cock.

“We’re here,” Mitchell said suddenly. His words gave Jacqueline a shock. Caught up in the act, her sense of place had also been thrown for a loop.

Jacqueline pulled back, just enough so she could look up into her husband’s eyes. It took her moment to confirm that they were no longer moving.

“Should we continue this inside?” Mitchell asked, his mouth turned up in a smile. He was definitely enjoying the moment. So too was Jacqueline. She felt so small, yet so cared for.

Jacqueline did not speak. She just nodded her head. That made Mitchell’s smile all the bigger.

It was with regret that Jacqueline sat back up in her seat. She wanted to finish so very much, but she knew there was a bigger prize on the horizon. Mitchell’s cock did not need to just go in her mouth. And given how horny she had become, a situation only encouraged by her drinking, it would be a tragedy if her husband did not perform his manly duty and fuck her.

Mitchell helped Jacqueline out of the car. He held the door open for her and then held her hand as she exited the vehicle. Her intoxication had begun to clear, but she held onto her husband’s arm all the way into the house, maintaining the feeling that she was just a showpiece hanging on his arm. Even if no one could see them, Jacqueline liked the idea of being seen as a trophy.

Once inside their home, there was little formality remaining. The couple went straight to the bedroom to finish the deed that had started in the car. However, as much as Jacqueline wanted Mitchell to push her down onto the bed and take her from behind, the moment was not right for such actions.

As Mitchell removed his jacket, Jacqueline began a slow strip tease. She did not want Mitchell to go soft on her during the intermission in advance of the main act. Jacqueline began by pushing the straps of her dress off her shoulders. Her dress, already low cut, only managed to show more of her breasts, the two round globes pushing up over the top of the yellow material.

“Oh my,” Mitchell said as Jacqueline turned around, swaying her ass back and forth as she began to pull the top of her dress lower and lower.

When the dress began to bunch up over the swell of Jacqueline’s shapely ass, Mitchell could take it no longer. He stepped forward and took hold of her hips, pulling her toward him. He needed his wife as much as she needed him.

“That’s what I like to feel,” Jacqueline moaned as she felt her husband’s hardness press against her ass through his slacks. In return, she pushed back, grinding her ass into his crotch. It was not enough for him to just be hard. She wanted him to be as big and strong as he could get. No, she needed it.

Finally the teasing got to be too much for Mitchell. He spun her body around and pushed her down onto the bed. Her tits bounced and bounded, uncontrolled, by such strong and fast movements. As much as Jacqueline’s growth had concerned him, Mitchell liked how they sat up on her chest, only giving slight concessions to gravity, even when laying on her back as she did then.

“Fuck me,” Jacqueline moaned as she began to push at her dress. She needed to free her pussy. It demanded attention, either from Mitchell or from her own hands. She just needed something between her legs.

Mitchell could see his wife’s need. He lifted her ass up off the bed and pulled her dress down her body. In mere seconds she was wearing nothing but yellow lace panties and her high heels.

Jacqueline’s hands shot between her legs. Her pussy might be covered, but she could still play. And if her still wearing panties bothered Mitchell, he did not show it. Instead, he climbed up on the bed, straddling his wife before he bent down and kissed her.

Jacqueline arched her back and neck as she reached up to meet his kiss. Their lips met. Their tongues danced. Their bodies moved together, a synchrony developed over years of intimate moments, all laid out at once in harmonious unison. No words needed to be spoken. Not even thoughts were needed. There was just love and lust all mixed together in one beautiful moment.

Somehow through everything, Jacqueline panties finally came off, although neither of them would ever be able to recall it happening. When Mitchell finally entered her, Jacqueline let out a whimper that quickly turned into a moan. He split her open, pushing into her, filling her with pure pleasure.

Jacqueline screamed out as every cell in her body seemed to vibrate with sexual ecstasy. Wave after wave pulsed through her, starting in her pussy and flowing down her legs to the tips of her toes and flowing up into her head where it was as if fireworks went off, deafening her to everything but her husband and her.

Even after her ministrations in the car, Mitchell showed his stamina as he slowly fucked her, keeping himself on the edge until they could both come together, a synchronous act that would serve to bind them together closer than ever before.

And then it happened. When Jacqueline’s body could take no more, Mitchell pushed himself into her one more time as he came. As did Jacqueline. His pulsing cock pushed her over the edge into the biggest orgasm of her life.

Jacqueline’s arms and legs flailed as she came, her body spasming as it released her pent up orgasmic energy. Any sense of control was long gone. In that moment, there was no Jacqueline. There was merely a spent body, only holding onto life through the involuntary instructions hardwired into her brain.

It was several minutes before Mitchell or Jacqueline were capable of independent thought. They simply lay there beside each other with blissful smiles on their faces.

Mitchell regained his sense of self first. He pushed himself on his elbow and looked down at his wife. He could not help but think how beautiful she was. As much as she had changed, those changes only seemed to have brought them closer together. Yes, he still worried about her, but he could never complain about the experience they had just shared. He silently wondered if he had just had the best sex he would ever have in his life. With so many more years to go, he certainly hoped not. But still, doubt lingered in his mind. Could he go back to Jacqueline being her old self? He did not know.

When Jacqueline opened her eyes, she saw Mitchell looking down on her, watching her. She smiled. Her memories of the evening were fragmented and incomplete. But she did know it had been amazing and something she wanted to repeat many more times in the future.

“Hey,” Mitchell said as he admired the beauty of his wife. Even he had to admit she looked better than ever. She had more than just grown larger breasts, although he found those to be very nice. The lines that had become etched into her face were fading. She no longer looked like they had been married for 20 years. And the idea that she was a client of the best plastic surgeon in the world was a stretch to say the least, because her appearance seemed so natural.

“Hey, yourself,” Jacqueline said as she pushed herself up to meet her husband with a kiss.

It would have been so easy for them to start again. Jacqueline could already feel her arousal building. Her body wanted more. Yet she still worked to recover from the first round. Her skin felt hot and sensitive. Every touch, every sensation, felt magnified, pressing in on the few brain cells that seemed to be in operation. The rest of her mind had not yet recovered from the overload of pleasure, the pure sexuality of their partnering.

Jacqueline awoke Monday morning feeling like like she had been run over by a truck. She and Mitchell had spent the remainder of Saturday night in bed together. It had been the perfect end to a perfect night.

Sunday had been relaxing too. There was nothing she needed to do, so she simply laid around at home. Although throughout the day she found a growing tiredness, her body dragging more and more with each passing hour. By late afternoon, she had already resigned herself to reheating leftovers. She had no energy to cook.

By the time Jacqueline arrived at work Monday morning, she felt even worse. She had no energy and her acalculia only seemed to have grown worse. Jacqueline made mistake after mistake. It got so bad she had trouble double checking her work. She could perform the same calculation on a calculator again and again and get a different answer each time.

But even worse than her acalculia was her inability to maintain her professionalism. Not wanting to have a repeat of Friday’s incident with Darren, Jacqueline doubled her effort to keep herself covered and not do anything that would break her vows to her husband or get her fired. Despite that effort, Jacqueline struggled.

Her problems first began as she sat in on a presentation. Her office had an auditorium and one of the executives was giving a presentation about new software the company was adopting. Jacqueline sat in the back, but she kept zoning out, imagining herself walking up on stage and giving the presenter a blow job in front of the entire audience. Worse, each time she began to fantasize, she fiddled with her blouse, opening her neckline and running her fingers across her exposed cleavage.

After that, it was a constant battle to keep her blouse closed. Even with the responsibilities in guiding her team, she walled herself off as much as possible, not being able to trust herself. After finishing her lunch at her desk, it was only when there was a knock on her office door that she discovered she had not only unbuttoned the top few buttons of her blouse, but she had undone the whole thing and then tied it off underneath her breasts. It was with great hurry that she fixed her blouse before greeting her visitor from accounting.

And all of that did not include her many trips to the restroom to help ease her tensions. A quick cum in a bathroom stall kept her from acting out her growing desires, but it also left her feeling distracted and flighty. She constantly had to ask people to repeat themselves when they spoke to her. If she were not feeling hot and horny, she was feeling too dull to comprehend. It was as if her body was simultaneously working in overdrive, but unable to properly fuel itself. If she was not brimming with sexual energy, she was flat and deflated, lacking the energy required to simply get through the day.

Jacqueline easily recognized the tiredness. It was similar to what she experienced before she had started on the pills. Only this time it seemed worse because so much of her remaining energy seemed to go to her arousal.

When it finally came time for Jacqueline’s appointment with her doctor, she was relieved to leave the office. On her last trip to the restroom, she had noticed a man that seemed to have a certain attraction about him that she could not fully explain. He was young and fit, but that alone was not the cause. It was only after she returned to her office that Jacqueline discovered the reason. He had a scent much like Mitchell, only it seemed stronger. What was she supposed to do when her body decided it wanted something, namely sex from the unknown, but sexy smelling, man? Her only option was to leave the situation entirely and find out why her body seemed to have gone through a second puberty and why numbers had suddenly become the most difficult concept in the world.

A knock sounded against the exam room door. The door then opened and in stepped Dr. Marshall. His eyes looked Jacqueline up and down before he spoke, “How are you doing today, Mrs. Blake?”

The way Dr. Marshall always seemed to leer at her had always bothered Jacqueline. But given his professionalism in every other form of interaction, she had pushed her concern about his wandering eyes aside. This time, however, Jacqueline felt completely different. She sat up straighter, pushing her chest out, as if she wanted him to look. Having his eyes on her body felt good. Having any man’s eyes on her body felt good. And as good as it felt, Jacqueline knew it was wrong.

“Please, call me Jacki,” she said to start. The words came flowing out of her mouth while she was still formulating an answer to his question. It nearly derailed her entire train of thought.

“Very well, Jacki, how are you doing today?” Dr. Marshall said, repeating his initial inquiry.

“Not good,” Jacqueline said. “I stopped taking the pills this weekend and now I’m a complete wreck.”

“Wait, why did you stop?” Dr. Marshall asked, concerned. “Was something wrong?”

“I think the pills are doing something to me. My tits… I mean, my breasts. They’ve been growing. I’ve had to buy new bras. Even the one I’m wearing now seems to be getting too small.”

“Oh dear,” Dr. Marshall said. “Yes, I am glad to hear that you’ve stopped taking it. That medication is not supposed to have that effect. I’ve never seen this kind of reaction. And yes, now that you mention it, you do seem to have had some growth since your last appointment. Have there been any other side effects?”

“Let’s see if I can remember them all. I can’t do math in my head anymore for starters. And I’m constantly aroused. I’ve taken to masturbating at work several times a day just to keep myself from jumping an intern or something. I feel like I’m going crazy. And the harder I try to act normal, the more likely I am to do something weird. During lunch today I ended up unconsciously unbuttoning my blouse and then tying it off underneath my tits. Not only is that wholly inappropriate for an office environment, I didn’t even realize I’d done it until someone knocked on my office door.”

“This is serious. I had no idea this medication could do this to a person. I would be hesitant to blame it, but I assume all this started after you started taking it?”

“Not at first. It wasn’t an immediate thing. It more started when my energy levels started to come back. The good news is the pills definitely helped with that. I just don’t know if I can handle everything else right now. When my husband and I first talked about it, we thought you might be to blame, like you prescribed the wrong stuff, but he looked it up online and it checks out, so I don’t know what to say now.”

“Oh no,” Dr. Marshall said, the look of concern on his face turning into one of genuine worry. “I can assure you that the medication I prescribed was only supposed to fix your thyroid levels. But we should definitely test your medication for impurities. While very rare, it is not unheard of to get a tainted batch of a drug. We will want to run some tests to make sure there isn’t anything wrong with it. There’s a similar, but different, drug that we can try instead. It should have the same energy boosting effects that the first one was supposed to have. However, I also want to run some tests on you. These kinds of drastic changes are rare. I hate to use the ‘C’ word, but cancer is the only reason I could explain what is happening to you if it is not the medication.”

“Please,” Jacqueline said. “Do what ever you have to. I just want my life back.”

Dr. Marshall performed the examination. Jacqueline could not remember the last time she had been poked and prodded in so many places. The good news, however, was the doctor could find no signs of cancer. Again, if she had not looked so run down, he would have said she was in peak health. Obviously, however, that could not be the case.

When Jacqueline left the doctor’s office, she held a new prescription in her hand. And this time there was definitely not time for her to return to her office. The examination had been thorough, including a nurse coming in and taking several blood samples. The tests would take time, especially the one on her old pills. She was glad she had put the bottle in her purse, because she was easily able to hand it over. That meant she would have results as much as a day earlier. And in this situation, everyday mattered.

“Hello again, Ms. Blake,” the pharmacist said, greeting Jacqueline the moment she walked through the door. She needed to fill her new prescription. “You’re looking fantastic as always, if I may say so.”

Jacqueline tried to smile, but her face was tired. Still, she could not help but say, “At this point you should really call me Jacki. I’ve been coming here for years now.”

Again, the words came out of her mouth unbidden. And in this case, she was so tired, she did not even comprehend what she had said. Jacqueline really just wanted to get her medication and then go home.

The pharmacist looked at the prescription and smiled. “I can have this filled for you in just a few minutes, Jacki. I had a sense you might be coming in again and I’ve made sure to have everything ready for you.”

Jacqueline was too tired to truly understand the pharmacist’s words. She was just thankful it would not be long before she could be home and curled up in bed.

By Wednesday morning, Jacqueline felt back to her old self. Or at least her self from the previous Friday. Her energy levels had returned but her other symptoms only seemed stronger. By that point, everyone at work had started calling her Jacki. It was a name that just seemed to spread. Even people who she had never met before seemed to already know her as Jacki.

Worse, her growth spurt had begun anew. She could scarcely believe she needed to buy new bras for the third time.

This time, however, Jacqueline was more prepared. She immediately called Dr. Marshall’s office to tell him of the problem. Only it turned out he had left to take care of his ailing mother. He would be unreachable for the rest of the week.

That night, as Jacqueline wore her latest bra purchase, another lacy yellow number that matched her yellow lace bikini style panties, she and Mitchell discussed her options. She could either stop taking this latest medication and put up with having no energy or keep taking it and deal the best she could with the high libido and breast growth.

In the end, they decided it would be best to keep taking the medication. With Jacqueline up for promotion, it was more important than ever to keep her energy levels up. Her other symptoms were manageable in comparison.

On Thursday, she stopped answering to Jacqueline entirely. If someone did use her full first name, it was as if she did not hear them. She still answered to Mrs. Blake, but she always asked them to call her Jacki instead. It had become automatic.

Then on Friday Jacki finally figured out how to work with her body’s desire to show itself off. She had struggled to keep her dress professional as she found her hands kept wandering and unbuttoning whatever top she wore. It was too warm for sweaters, which would have been an easy solution, but as it turned out, by giving in a little, she was able to find a balance that maintained decorum.

And thus began the era of Jacki actually showing some cleavage at the office. It was not a lot. In fact, it was still less than some women were able to get away with, but it was more than she had ever knowingly showed before. And no one seemed to mind. Although, she still tended to run her fingers along her neckline when speaking with men.

The flirtation had become too natural to really stop, but Jacki found she could keep herself from doing anything rash. Usually after her trips to the restroom, she had to reapply her lipstick after biting her lip to keep from making noise.

And as it turned out, Jacki’s flirtatious attitude did not add sexual tension to the office. Surprisingly, the people around her seemed to view the change in her behavior as if she was finally opening up and being friendly. And as she found herself focusing on others, once again, she found aspects of her job becoming easier. When people needed something, she could rarely provide it, but she could always point to the person best suited to help. Everyone appreciated her in the office.

Of course, at home, Mitchell was the beneficiary of her still rising libido. Their sex life might not have approached their Saturday night escapades on a nightly basis, but he had a hard time complaining when his sexual stamina was tested more than when they were on their honeymoon.

When Saturday finally came, Jacki made it a point to put the other dress she had purchased to good use. She had already given up the idea of returning all the other clothes, as she enjoyed wearing them at home after work. Mitchell enjoyed that too.

While the week before had been all about a romantic dinner, this Saturday was all about dancing. The couple rarely went dancing. Mitchell had always been willing, but Jacqueline had never been a fan. If they did go to a club to dance, it was always with another couple or two, a group event that did not require nearly as much actual dancing as an outing for just the two of them would.

However, now it was different. Jacki not only found a night of dancing to be good entertainment, but she actively wanted to go. It helped that she looked amazing in her little black dress. Also, it seemed her ass had grown even more, projecting out with a delightful roundness. The dress highlighted that fact to nice effect.

Arriving at the club, Jacki and Mitchell were waved to the front of the line. Instead of waiting half an hour to gain entrance, they were inside in less than two. And once they were inside, the music all but took control of Jacki. She took her husband’s hand and led him out onto the dance floor.

Similar to the events of the previous weekend, Jacki let her body take command. As the rhythm of the music flowed through her, she moved with abandon, her hips swinging and her ass making frequent contact with her husband.

As the night wore on, the couple took more and more frequent breaks. They were in their forties, after all. However, those breaks only served as brief interludes that often saw Jacki running her hands over her husband’s well muscled chest and exploring his mouth with her tongue. They acted more like a couple at least 20 years younger.

Eventually they found themselves in a quiet part of the club. The music still pounded, but it was more intimate than the crowded dance floor. Jacki did not have a specific plan. She was letting her body do the talking, but she wanted more than to just make out with Mitchell. Her mouth salivated for something more.

“You better still have something for later,” Jacki said in his ear before she dropped gracefully to her knees. Moments later she was staring at Mitchell’s erect cock. She needed him in her mouth. It was a craving: one she could not deny herself.

A week before, the blow job she gave Mitchell had only been a prelude of their later sexual antics. It had been slow and sensual. This time, Jacki had one purpose. She wanted, no needed, to taste Mitchell’s cum.

Jacki’s essence seemed to be vibrating with pleasure as she sucked Mitchell’s hard shaft. The prospect of getting caught only seemed to heighten that sensation. When she told him that he better still have something for later, she meant it, because after sucking his cock, she was going to need a thorough fucking. She had no doubt she would be screaming in orgasmic pleasure before the night was through. But first she had more important matters to attend to, such as the hard cock in her mouth.

Her ministrations were fluid, her actions designed with one goal in mind. Jacki needed to taste Mitchell’s cum, to feel his seed on her tongue and savor it like a fine wine. And thus it was not long before Mitchell reached his point of no return, the point at which the outcome was assured.

Mitchell came hard, his cock surging forth with hot white cum. It did not take long for Jacki’s mouth to fill with her husband’s seed to near overflowing as she tried to savor every drop.

When Mitchell finished, Jacki looked up at her husband with pure adoration in her eyes. She opened her mouth, showing him his seed filling her mouth. Jacki then made a big show of swallowing, using it as a sign of her devotion to him.

It did not take long for the pair to put themselves back together. As they reentered the dance floor, Jacki wore a proud expression on her face, happy that she had found a way to give her husband such carnal pleasure. However, Jacki was not yet done. Her dance moves became more seductive as she worked to encourage Mitchell’s recovery. She wanted him good and ready for another round when they returned home.

And after Jacki’s performance at the club, Mitchell gave his wife exactly what she desired when they returned home. It did not take him long to strip her of everything except her high heels as he took her to bed to fulfill his manly duties.

By that point, Jacki was beyond worked up. Her whole body was electric with sexual energy. The simplest touch was enough to make her moan, to drive her up the wall with arousal, to further transform her into a creature of lust.

The moment Mitchell entered her, pushing his hard shaft into her waiting pussy, Jacki screamed out as the first orgasm hit her. But her husband did not stop as he began to find his rhythm. He continued to slide in and out, urged on by her calling out, “More, more, more.”

And Mitchell did give her more as he increased his speed and force as he pistoned in and out of his wife, his own orgasm building. His stamina actually aided by Jacki’s earlier actions at the club.

Jacki found her world rocked by her husband’s cock. Her senses all but shut down as her pussy took charge, loving every stroke, every pulse, as she was fucked hard and fast.

When Mitchell finally came, Jacki joined him in orgasmic bliss, her body shaking as her body finally released all that sexual energy that had building throughout the night. The force in which she came ripped at her soul, leaving her bare so that their souls could touch.

It took Jacki a long time to recover from the overwhelming orgasm. She found herself simply laying there, wearing nothing but her heels, her chest slowly rising and falling with each breath, her mind unable to focus on any one thing in particular. In that moment, she simply existed. And in her mind, it was the best outcome imaginable.

Jacki ended up spending most of the next 24 hours in a similar state to the one she found herself in Saturday night. It seemed that the more she embraced this bimbofied version of herself, for that was what she began to think of herself as, the easier life seemed to be. And more fun too.

It was hard to say exactly how it happened, but when Monday morning came, Jacki was not only ready to take on the responsibility of her job once more, she was excited for it. She walked into the office with a big smile on her face, ready to tackle another day.

However, from the start, her day did not go as she had planned. Jacki had only just started to get settled at her desk when she received a call for her to meet in the main conference room.

As Jacki made her way across the building, she could not help but worry if this was the end of her job. While her team’s efficiency had risen dramatically in the past two weeks, she was well aware of her own short comings. The inability to work with numbers in a constructive way was a big problem, especially when it was her job to make an accounting of resources used and time spent by her team.

Jacki stood for a moment at the conference room door, steeling herself for whatever might happen inside. If she did get fired, she would take the news in stride and not let them see the pain they had caused her. The one shining spot in her mind was the knowledge that Monday mornings were usually not the time when companies fired their employees.

Stepping into the conference room, Jacki was faced with three vice presidents of the company. She had not been expecting such a reception. If she were being fired, she would expect it to be with lower ranking people. The three people before her were one step away from the company president.

Jacki’s memory of what happened next would remain fuzzy. She knew she had kept her composure and acquitted herself well, but the details did not stick in her memory. However, she could not forget the offer made to her. Jacki knew she was up for promotion. There were several positions open above her. But she never would have guessed that the promotion the senior executives had in mind for her included a job with “director” in the title. As soon as she heard their offer to make her the director of human resources, she had a hard time saying yes before they had finished the pitch.

“We want you for this position for your positive attitude and obvious people skills,” had been the major selling point. Jacki did not know how exactly to respond, but her smile completely gave away her intention to accept the position. Before the lunch hour had even been reached, she had signed her new contract and called her husband to share her good news.

Jacki could not stay in the office for lunch. She needed to be outside in the warm sunshine. Of course, after seeing a cute top in a shop window, Jacki could hardly help herself from doing a little shopping. She could certainly afford such a luxury now.

But the good news did not end with her promotion. Jacki spent her afternoon finishing up her work on her team’s project. It was hard to say good-bye to them, but it helped that she was not leaving. They just would not be working together anymore.

The second case of good news came in the form of a phone call. Dr. Marshall called to tell her the tests on her first medication came back to show there was an added compound in the capsules she had been taking. It was that compound that was at the root of the side effects she had experienced.

What was more, Dr. Marshall had already taken action on her behalf. The police had been contacted and the pharmacist she had purchased her medication from had not only been arrested, but he had confessed. He had secretly had a crush on Jacki and wanted to make her his.

Jacki barely knew how to respond. She ran through all the interactions she had had with the man over the years and she began to understand. He had been drugging her, trying to turn her into a bimbo who he could then steal away from her husband.

The police would be contacting her eventually to make a statement. She might even need to testify in court. However, Dr. Marshall assured her that he would make sure she was taken care of. He had already ordered a new batch of medication and had it delivered to her home. Jacki would never again need to take the bimbofying drug again.

Later, after Jacki had once again called Mitchell to fill him in on the news, she took a moment to think. She wanted to be angry at the pharmacist. She had seen him monthly for years and never understood how he felt. She had never even bothered to remember his name.

And yet, in some strange way, Jacki felt as if she owed the man. Yes, what he had done was morally and ethically wrong, but there was no doubt she was happier for it. She had received a major promotion, one she doubted she would have received had she still been the old Jacqueline Blake. She had also discovered a new part of her that she had never known existed. She was closer with her husband, she was more attractive and, to put it simply, she was happier than she had ever been before.

Life would continue to throw her curve balls, but for the first time in her life, Jacki felt more than ready to take them on.
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