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   I felt like the luckiest woman in the world every time my husband came home from work. Lance wasn’t just a brilliant chemist. He was my world — the most handsome, confident, powerful man I’d ever met. And to think, out of all the women in the world, he’d picked me…
 
   “How was your day, Claire?” he asked me one evening, taking off his jacket and kicking off his shoes.
 
   “Fine,” I said, trying to hide my excitement even though my toes curled in anticipation as I watched him move across the room. I couldn’t wait for him to give me a kiss. I’d even bought some new lingerie after work today, and I intended to give my husband the night of his life.
 
   But something felt different tonight. Lance greeted me with a quick peck on the lips and then turned away again. He seemed distracted.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked, instinctively anxious. Had I done something wrong? I tried to recall everything I’d said over the last few days.
 
   “Nothing’s wrong,” Lance said, flashing me a quick smile as he bent over and opened his bag. He pulled out a small vial. The glass container glinted in the light, along with its shockingly bright contents. What was that strange blue liquid?
 
   “What’s that?” I murmured, my heart beating a little faster. For some reason, I instinctively guessed that this strange substance was intended for me. Lance spent his days in a lab creating strange pills and potions for a pharmaceutical company, but he never brought his work home…
 
   “Remember what I said when we were in bed together a few weeks ago?” he asked. He gently set the vial down on the kitchen counter. “I promised that I would do something for you, and…well, here it is.”
 
   I twisted a strand of my dark brown hair around my index finger and bit my lower lip. “Maybe…remind me, please.”
 
   Lance took a step closer to me. “We were talking about your desires.”
 
   The way he said that last word made my stomach churn in remembrance. Ah, yes…my dirty, secret desires. In a moment of weakness (lying in bed together, nude, our bodies intertwined), Lance had asked me to share my darkest, most twisted fantasy. Bit by bit, I’d revealed everything to my husband. He knew I was naturally submissive in bed and loved to please him, but until the other night, he’d had no idea how submissive I wanted to be. My secret dream was to be transformed into his perfect wife.
 
   Overall, I was content with my appearance. However, I’d always thought that life would be much more fun if I was a sexy, gorgeous vixen and not just a “cute” woman. I was pretty enough, but I wasn’t sexy. My body was thin and fit, but I lacked seductive curves. Although I had a high sex drive already, I wanted to be ready to serve my husband’s needs at a moment’s notice. And even though I was an intelligent woman who worked in a law office, I fantasized about being dumb and ditzy. I wanted to be a sex kitten, the kind of slut that men lusted after. I wanted to be the perfect bimbo wife for Lance.
 
   “Well? Do you remember?” he asked again, jolting me back to reality.
 
   “I remember now,” I sighed. I felt my cheeks turn red and I folded my arms over my chest, as if to conceal my modestly-sized breasts. Lance had seen my body a million times, but now that he’d mentioned my secret fantasy, I felt inadequate.
 
   “Are you embarrassed by what you told me?” he murmured, grinning and wrapping his arms around me. “Baby, you have nothing to be ashamed of. You know I love you exactly the way you are. But at the same time, I understand that you want to transform yourself.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter what I want!” I said dismissively. “It’s just a fantasy. Not reality.”
 
   “Are you sure?” Lance asked. He picked up the vial. “Because when I promised that I would make your dreams come true, I wasn’t kidding.”
 
   I gasped. Indeed, Lance had promised to concoct a formula to turn me into a sexy bimbo. I’d assumed he was joking.
 
   “Seriously?” I snatched the container out of his hand and examined the electric blue liquid. “How do you know it works?”
 
   “I ran a few preliminary tests on willing volunteers. A few women came into the lab and after experimenting with different dosages, I finally determined the perfect ratio of…well, I won’t bore you with those details,” he chuckled. “The point is, one drop of this liquid will give you the body and personality you’ve always dreamed of.”
 
   I was excited and terrified at the same time. I couldn’t believe that Lance had gone to all this trouble for me. In fact, I still found it difficult to believe what he was saying.
 
   “What happened when you gave this stuff to the women?” I probed, curious to know if my mad scientist husband truly did have the power to turn regular women into sexpots.
 
   He thought for a moment. “There was one young woman, Casey, who was a very shy, mousy university student. To be honest, she wasn’t very pretty when she first came into the lab. She was desperate to change her appearance and her life, and when she learned that I was looking for research subjects for a transformative experiment, she was thrilled. After ingesting the potion, her breasts grew a few cup sizes instantly — so fast, actually, that her shirt ripped open.”
 
   My eyes widened. “Seriously?”
 
   Lance laughed. “Yeah. Her waist got tiny, too…and her ass started growing. I noticed that her jeans were getting shorter and I realized that her legs were longer, too. By the time she was fully transformed, her skin was practically glowing. Her hair was longer, her lips were fuller, her eyes were brighter. And when she opened her mouth to thank me, her voice was different, too. Higher. More feminine.”
 
   I gulped. “Wow. So she became extremely sexy.”
 
   “Not just sexy — she turned into a purely sexual creature. I could see the lust in her eyes.”
 
   I hesitated before asking, “You didn’t…have sex with her, did you?”
 
   Lance shook his head vigorously. “Of course not! She was all over me, telling me how badly she wanted me to fuck her, but I told her to go find Jim, the new guy at the lab. She must’ve made his night.”
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief. I was happy to know that my husband didn’t want any other woman but me. And soon, I would be just as sexy, if not sexier than Casey, his test subject.
 
   “So…are you ready to try this tonight?” Lance said in a low voice, wrapping his arms around me and pulling my weak, trembling body towards him.
 
   “Yes,” I replied, my voice coming out like a whisper. My silly, secret dream was about to become a reality. “Let me change into my new lingerie. It’s very sexy, and with my new body — ” I cut myself off as I imagined my ripe, voluptuous curves bursting out of my lacy negligee.
 
   Lance reached behind me to squeeze my ass. “Go upstairs and change. I’ll join you in a minute.”
 
   Bounding upstairs, I tore off my clothes and slipped into the tiny, sheer nightgown I’d purchased just to surprise my husband. Even though my body wasn’t anything special, this skimpy nightgown made me feel pretty sexy anyway. I hurried into the bathroom and applied some makeup, my fingers trembling as I lined my eyes, dusted my cheeks with rouge, and painted my lips. I spritzed myself with my favorite perfume and returned to the bedroom.
 
   To my surprise, Lance was there waiting for me. He was perched on the edge of the bed, his shirt half-unbuttoned.
 
   “One drop,” he said, drawing the appropriate dose from the vial and pouring the blue droplet onto his finger. “And if you’re having any reservations, keep in mind that the effects will wear off by the morning.”
 
   I smiled. “I wasn’t having any reservations, honey.”
 
   I knelt in front of the bed and playfully extended my tongue until it touched his finger. I lapped up the single bead of blue liquid while staring seductively into Lance’s crystal blue eyes.
 
   “You don’t need this stuff,” he murmured. “You’re sexy enough as it is, Claire. Then again…I’ve often fantasized about what you would look like if you had more curves.”
 
   “Have you?” I asked, tossing my hair and standing up. I licked my lips. The potion had been bitter, and now I couldn’t get the taste out of my mouth. For a moment, the strange taste bothered me. And then, quite suddenly, it was as if my mind was completely blank. I took a deep breath and whispered, “So this is what it feels like.”
 
   “What are you feeling?” Lance asked. He didn’t move from the bed. Instead, he watched me carefully, a smile creeping across his lips. He absentmindedly undid another one of the buttons on his shirt, as if to prepare himself for my inevitable advances.
 
   “I feel like a total ditz!” I cooed. The sound of my own voice surprised me. It was so high and gentle and sweet. I rested my hand on my throat, breathing in and out slowly.
 
   I held out my hand and my husband took it, squeezing it gently. “Just keep breathing,” he urged. “Relax.”
 
   “But I am relaxed,” I said, letting out a slight giggle. All thoughts about work and everyday life quickly evaporated. Now, looking down at my body, my mind was only occupied by the thought of how sexy my new nightgown was. Soon, my husband would lift up the thin fabric, exposing my silky thighs and revealing my tight pussy, and pull me onto his lap so that I could ride his perfect cock. Fuck…I’d never felt this horny before…
 
   As I inhaled and exhaled again, I felt my chest swell slightly. When I sucked my breath in again, the swelling didn’t go down. Wait. Were my breasts getting bigger? Was this really happening? I glanced at Lance and noticed that he was staring at my chest, a lascivious expression on his face. Lance had never looked at me this way before. I was one of his test subjects now. And soon, I would be nothing but the object of his lust.
 
   “Keep breathing,” he repeated firmly. I had no choice but to obey my husband when he used that tone of voice.
 
   With each breath, my tits grew even larger. Inch by inch, they expanded from modest B cups to large DDs, filling out the sheer bodice of my nightgown. The perky, round orbs were nearly as big as basketballs. They looked ridiculous jutting out of my slim frame. Soon, my hard nipples were nearly poking through the fabric of my nightgown as my heaving breasts quivered and expanded.
 
   For a brief moment, I thought the expansion had stopped. I rested my hands underneath my new, perky, large breasts and squeezed them, kneading them between my fingers. “Do you like what you see, Lance?” I asked hopefully.
 
   “Ask me again in a minute,” he said, leaning back on the bed and grinning.
 
   I had no idea what he meant until I felt the heaving masses of flesh begin to grow even larger.  They jiggled and wobbled as they swelled into monstrous mountains. Soon, they were so big, I felt like I was going to topple forward. Luckily, another part of my transformation was happening behind me: my tiny ass was growing, too, just enough to balance me out and keep me from falling down under the weight of my gigantic new tits.
 
   By the time my breasts stopped growing, the nightgown had begun to rip at the seams. The transformation stopped just in time to save my sexy new lingerie from destruction.
 
   I closed my eyes, breathing deeply and feeling my new, massive breasts heaving. I reached behind my newly-cumbersome body to squeeze my round, full buttocks. I slowly slid my hands a little higher over the curves of my impossibly tiny waist, fascinated by my own form.
 
   “Go look at yourself in the mirror,” Lance said nonchalantly.
 
   Dazed, I obediently turned and headed into the bathroom. I was glad that he’d given me an instruction. Otherwise, I would have had no idea what to do with myself. I’d turned into a dumb, sexy, horny bimbo who didn’t have a mind of her own.
 
   My reflection in the mirror startled me. Who was this gorgeous creature? From my new, lustrous and long hair, to my pouty lips, to my gigantic tits, to my long, sleek legs, everything about my new body oozed sensuality. So this was what this nightgown was supposed to look like! It clung tightly to my curves. I spun around to admire the way it hugged my ample hips, the way my enormous tits threatened to burst out at any moment. The sight of my own hot body was turning me on. I felt my pussy getting wetter and wetter as I gazed at my tan, glowing flesh in the bathroom mirror.
 
   Suddenly, I remembered that my husband was a few feet away, patiently waiting for me. I rushed back to the bed, hopping onto his lap and straddling him.
 
   He’d taken his shirt off while I was in the bathroom. I pressed my voluptuous body against his bare chest, running my fingers through his hair. For a moment, he was speechless. I wondered if the sight of his wife as a sexy bimbo was even better than the image he’d conjured up in his imagination.
 
   “Well? What do you think?” I asked.
 
   He looked me up and down, staring at me as if I was nothing but a piece of meat. “I think this experiment was a success. You’re officially the hottest woman I’ve ever seen. Come here.”
 
   I climbed onto Lance’s lap, wrapping my arms around his torso and staring down at him over the ripe curves of my massive chest. I could feel my husband’s hard cock straining against his pants. I shifted my body a few inches so that I could reach his belt buckle.
 
   “I’m going to fuck you so hard, Claire,” he breathed as I helped him out of his pants and underwear. “Let me see you a little better.”
 
   I giggled, thrilled that I was causing such an intense reaction in him. I stood up, twirled around to let him look at me from all angles, and tugged lightly at the lacy nightgown. The garment, already on the verge of ripping in half under the pressure from my heaving chest and plump ass, fell off my body instantly. Lance stared at me hungrily, taking in the sight of my gigantic, perky tits, tight tummy and slim waist, and ample hips. He groaned softly, licking his lips. I’d turned him into an animal.
 
   “Get the fuck over here,” he said in a low, commanding voice. I had no choice but to obey my husband when he spoke to me like that. His hand was on his long, erect cock, stroking it gently as he examined me, his curvaceous, perfect creation. Lance’s lust turned me on, too. I felt my wet pussy begin to drip, streaking down my soft inner thigh. I was about to explode…
 
   As I began to sit down on my husband’s lap again, he gently placed his hand under my chin, pulling me towards him for a long, deep kiss. I moaned softly as his tongue filled my mouth and his hand pulled my hair tightly at the roots.
 
   “Suck my cock first,” he ordered.
 
   In the past, I might have playfully refused for a minute, teasing Lance by making him wait. Or I might have insisted that he go down on me first. But tonight, I wanted nothing more than to satisfy his every need. I couldn’t resist his authoritative tone of voice. Lowering myself down in front of him, I seized his cock in my hand and began to stroke it near the base, working his shaft quickly as I flicked my tongue back and forth over the tip.
 
   “Good girl,” he said approvingly, running his fingers through my hair gently. His hand was on the back of my head and he pressed against it, forcing me to take his cock in my mouth. “Deeper,” he urged. I opened my mouth wide and from his sitting position, he thrust himself deeper down my throat. I nearly choked on his thick member.
 
   “We’re going to keep practicing until you can do this without making any noises,” he said commandingly, releasing himself from my mouth.
 
   I sighed. “Yes,” I whispered. “Keep practicing.” I could barely understand what he meant. All I knew was that I had to keep sucking his cock until he told me to stop.
 
   As my mouth worked his cock, my hands wandered to his balls. My husband loved to have his balls played with during blowjobs. Even though I was just a dumb bimbo now, I still remembered everything he enjoyed. He groaned in approval as I cupped his balls and tickled them gently. Soon, I was expertly deep throating him without gagging. And somehow, filling my throat with his massive cock was making my pussy get wetter and wetter…
 
   When I came up for air and caught my breath, I sighed, “I’m so horny, Lance…I need you to fuck me.”
 
   “Soon,” he said, grabbing my head again and forcing me to suck him off again. I couldn’t stop until he was satisfied.
 
   “Do you want to cum in my mouth?” I murmured, realizing that tonight, I might not get any pleasure, if he decided I didn’t deserve to get fucked.
 
   “In your pussy,” he whispered. “Get back on top of me.”
 
   Eagerly, I straddled him again, hoisting my voluptuous body up onto his lap and slowly lowering my wet hole onto his throbbing cock. Inch by inch, he filled me completely. The look on his face was priceless. I was Lance’s silly, submissive wife now, but with my insanely hot body and insatiable sex drive, I had driven him past the point of logical thought. My intelligent husband had been reduced to a lustful animal whose sole aim was to fill his wife’s tight pussy with his seed…
 
   He wrapped his arms around my body. My big tits were pressed against his face and he went back and forth between them, sucking on each of my nipples until they were both fully erect. Then he squeezed his head between them, enjoying their warmth and softness. My husband was literally lost in my flesh.
 
   As I moved up and down on his massive cock, squeezing my pussy muscles tightly and rocking back and forth to maximize Lance’s pleasure, beads of sweat began to drip down my torso. My new body was cumbersome, but somehow, I managed to ride my husband’s cock like a pro. After a while, his breathing became more ragged. I half-expected him to explode inside me, but instead he said suddenly, “I’m getting on top.”
 
   Using all of his strength, Lance grabbed my body, lifted me up, and flipped me over onto the bed. I landed on my back and watched him approach me. He bent down and grabbed me by the legs, spreading them apart before burying his face in my pussy. I gasped in surprise and pleasure as his tongue swirled over my delicate folds and my clit. I’d always known that my husband was great at oral sex, but now that my sensitivity was heightened by the bimbo potion, the sensation of his lips and tongue on my bare flesh was the most amazing feeling in the world.
 
   “Fuck,” I moaned, breathing deeply as he shoved his tongue into my sopping wet hole, his finger flicking my clit back and forth quickly. I felt my pussy gush with excitement.
 
   Lance climbed on top of me, pressing his lips against mine. Our tongues met and I tasted my wetness. I felt his thick cock slip easily into my soaking wet pussy, and soon, he was fucking me harder than he’d ever fucked me before. With one hand, he caressed my left breast, slapping it gently and making it jiggle. My body was sweaty, my long hair fanned out beneath me on the satin pillowcase.
 
   “I’m getting close,” I said, my voice breathless.
 
   Each deep thrust brought me closer and closer to ecstasy. The immense pressure which had been building up inside me all night was about to be released in the most intense orgasm of my life.
 
   My moans grew louder and higher and in response, Lance fucked me harder and faster, plunging himself into me. He held my squirming body steady as he pounded my pussy. Soon, I couldn’t hold my excitement back anymore. I let out a scream of pleasure as my body began to tremble. A gush of wetness escaped my pussy and I felt myself quivering uncontrollably under the weight of his body as his cock continued to move in and out of me.
 
   A few moments later, as my trembling began to subside, Lance let out a moan and forced his cock as deep as he could in my pussy one last time. I felt him explode inside me, filling my walls with a huge load of cum.
 
   He stayed inside me for a few moments, his body pressed against mine. He gave me a deep, passionate kiss on the lips before rolling over onto the bed next to me.
 
   “You know, Claire,” he said, “I always loved your pussy, but…it’s so much better now. Tighter. Wetter. I feel like the luckiest man in the world.”
 
   “You are,” I whispered. “I wish I could stay like this forever, Lance.” I pouted. “Do I have to go back to my old body tomorrow?”
 
   “There’s plenty of the formula left,” he said comfortingly, absentmindedly grabbing my breast and squeezing it, kneading the flesh between his fingers. He paused for a moment, lost in thought.
 
   “What are you thinking?” I asked. I hoped he was thinking about fucking me again.
 
   “I’m thinking about tomorrow night. The owner of the lab is coming over for dinner, remember?” Lance said.
 
   I didn’t remember. “And what does that have to do with me?” I asked dumbly.
 
   Lance chuckled. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about it. I’ll leave you detailed instructions in the morning.”
 
   I fell asleep in my husband’s arms, content after making love to him. I was slightly disappointed that my sexy curves would all be gone by the time I woke up in the morning, but his mention of the lab owner coming over for dinner intrigued me. I knew that tomorrow, my bimbo self would be part of an even more exciting adventure.
 
    
 
   The next day, I woke up after Lance had already headed off to work. My body ached after last night’s intense sex. I smiled as I remembered how sexy and uninhibited I’d been. Alas…today, I was back to my old self.
 
   Once I found Lance’s instructions, though, I became excited again. He had left his credit card on the kitchen counter along with a note telling me to buy a sexy new dress and heels, and to get my nails done. At six o’clock, I was supposed to take one drop of the potion, so that I would be ready by the time he and the lab owner arrived. When I heard his key in the lock, I was supposed to go up to the bedroom and wait there. I didn’t need to worry about preparing dinner — his boss had generously offered to have a fancy meal delivered to our house. I wondered what the occasion was.
 
   In the afternoon, I hurried out and began shopping for a seductive outfit to wear, along with some sexy new lingerie. I never got my nails done, so I knew this was an extra-special occasion. Since I knew I had to look my best tonight, I opted to get a spray tan, too. I wanted Lance’s boss to take one look at me and want to fuck me…
 
   At six o’clock sharp, I got dressed in my new outfit — a lacy black thong, skin tight black dress, and stilettos — and prepared myself for my transformation. Fingers trembling, I picked up the vial of blue liquid and carefully let one drop escape onto the tip of my tongue. The bitter taste was a bit less shocking the second time. I was a little nervous about transforming into a bimbo without my husband around to make sure everything went well. But my anxieties melted away quickly once my body began to change. I watched eagerly as my breasts swelled, filling out the stretchy black dress, and my ass expanded. Once I looked like a hot bimbo again, I took a good look at myself in the mirror, admiring my sexy curves.
 
   Somehow, though, I felt a little disappointed this time around. Maybe I was already building up a tolerance to the potion — I didn’t feel quite as ditzy or bubbly. I wondered if I should take a second dose.
 
   No…Lance would tell me not to. In fact, he would probably be angry if I dared to disobey his instructions. My bimbo brain tried to make sense of the possible outcomes. Hmm…but if Lance was angry at me, he might punish me by fucking me even harder tonight…
 
   I cooed with delight at that idea and, without hesitation, poured another drop onto my tongue. The potion almost tasted good now. I stood in front of the mirror and watched my large breasts become even more ridiculous. They were bigger than watermelons now! And my ass grew and grew until it was absolutely enormous. My waist got even slimmer, my legs longer, and my hair cascaded all the way down to my waist.
 
   “I look perfect now!” I squealed, clapping my hands excitedly. Lance couldn’t get mad at me for making myself even hotter. In fact, I knew he’d be happy that I took matters into my own hands.
 
   Suddenly, I heard his key in the front door. What had Lance told me to do? My mind was completely scrambled. Ah! I had to go upstairs!
 
   I teetered up to our bedroom in my uncomfortable heels. I was exhausted by the time I got there — after all, my huge breasts were extremely heavy. I sat down on the edge of the bed, breathing deeply as I heard my husband and another man slowly climb the stairs.
 
   “Well, Grant,” Lance said, “I’m honored that you want me to take over the lab next year when you move to the company headquarters in New York. So before we eat, I thought I would repay you in a different way.”
 
   “Your wife’s in there, isn’t she?” an unfamiliar male voice asked. My heart pounded quickly as I heard them talking right outside the bedroom. “You know I’ve always found Claire very attractive, at least from the photos you’ve shown me.”
 
   “If you thought she was attractive before, wait until you see what she looks like tonight. She’s hotter than ever, all thanks to that special formula I was testing last week.”
 
   Grant didn’t say anything for a minute. Then he laughed and I heard him say, “You’re an evil genius, Lance. And that’s why I want you to take over the lab. Now that you’ve perfected your formula, we can begin to distribute it domestically and transform thousands of women.”
 
   “That’s the plan,” said Lance. “So why don’t you take my wife for a test ride?”
 
   “It’ll be my pleasure.”
 
   The bedroom door swung open and the men stared at me, slack-jawed. Lance was about to say something to me, but stopped himself. He hadn’t expected me to take two drops of the potion instead of one. He gulped, shocked at how much I’d transformed myself. I was barely recognizable as the same person, with these massive, gravity-defying tits, plump lips, and the vacant gaze in my eyes.
 
   “Hello, Grant,” I said sweetly, leaning forward slightly to give Lance’s boss a nice view of my immense cleavage.
 
   “I see you…got my note,” Lance said, clenching his teeth.
 
   “Mmhmm,” I replied, giggling. “I’m so happy you’re here, honey. I need to get fucked right now. I can’t wait any longer!”
 
   Lance smiled. So he wasn’t angry at me, after all. “You look very sexy tonight, Claire. Grant gave me wonderful news — I’m going to be the head of the lab soon!”
 
   “Great!” I said, trying to sound excited. Unfortunately, I could only sound sexy. Every word I uttered was breathless and airy. I was sex incarnate now.
 
   “So why don’t you help me thank him?” Lance urged. “You know I’ve always fantasized about sharing you with another man…”
 
   Even though I couldn’t fully comprehend his work situation, I knew exactly what to do in the bedroom. Without missing a beat, I stood up and walked over to Grant, kneeling down on the floor in front of him and reaching for his fly. He stared down at me, breathing steadily as I undid his pants and pulled them down to his knees.
 
   Grant let out a groan as I filled my mouth with his cock. To my delight, he was even more well-endowed than Lance. His cock hardened instantly in my mouth. I ran my tongue up and down along the shaft, then gently licked his balls. It wasn’t long before he was fully erect. I put my new cock sucking skills to good use, filling my throat with his massive dick and popping it out of my mouth again. I ran my hands up and down his slick cock quickly before sucking the tip again, swirling my tongue over his flesh.
 
   “Whenever you’re ready to fuck me, you can,” I said, gazing up at Grant’s face and biting my lower lip.
 
   “I’m…I’m ready, I think,” he said. He seemed to be in a state of shock. I was so sexy, Lance’s boss didn’t know what to think. I was hotter than any porn star, and just as skilled. He’d probably never received a better blowjob in his life.
 
   “She’ll do whatever you want,” Lance said encouragingly. “The potion completely lowered her inhibitions. And she’s always loved getting fucked hard.” I noticed that my husband had already loosened his belt. He was planning to get in on the fun, too.
 
   “Stand up,” Grant said to me.
 
   I obeyed him, struggling to my feet. My tits bounced up and down as I balanced myself on my high heels.
 
   He grabbed my face and kissed me on the lips, forcing his tongue into my mouth. I yielded to his advances, closing my eyes and surrendering to his kisses. The old Claire would have never wanted her husband to pass her around to strange men. But the new Claire, a bubbly, horny bimbo, wanted nothing more than to serve as a sex object.
 
   “Why don’t you get on your hands and knees, sexy? Over there, on the bed,” Grant said. He had been slightly cautious about telling me what to do, but now that he saw how submissive and docile I was, he knew that he could get me to do anything. I quickly headed over to the bed, getting on all fours.
 
   As I bent over, I felt my short skirt ride up, revealing my enormous ass in my sexy thong. Grant didn’t waste any time. I heard him take off his shirt and I turned my head around, gasping at the sigh of his muscular form. Lance was getting undressed, too. At that moment, I realized that I was the only one wearing any clothes. In this position, there was no way I could get my tight dress off.
 
   Luckily, Grant reached for the zipper, removing the dress in one fell swoop. My big breasts bounced out, swinging beneath me. He tossed the garment onto the floor. Now I had on nothing but my thong and stilettos. Grant tenderly stroked my back, and then my ass. His gentle touch made me quiver with excitement. His fingers were toying with the edge of my lacy thong…
 
   Before I knew it, he was yanking my thong to the side and his tongue was eagerly lapping at my wet pussy. I moaned softly as he ate me out from behind, his fingers digging into my ample hips as he held my body steady on the bed.
 
   “Moan louder for him,” Lance commanded. “Let him know how much you enjoy it.”
 
   I obeyed, sighing loudly and crying, “Yes!” to verbalize just how amazing Grant’s tongue felt as it flicked over my wet folds. When he began to eat out my ass, I cried out even louder. Impatiently, he snapped my thong and half and threw it on the floor to get easier access to my sexy body.
 
   “What do you think?” Lance asked his boss in a lecherous tone of voice.
 
   “Perfect pussy and ass,” Grant murmured. “Can’t wait to fuck her.”
 
   “Go ahead,” Lance said. He was stroking his own cock vigorously as he watched Grant sucking on and licking my slick pussy.
 
   Grant positioned himself behind me, yanking me roughly towards the edge of the bed. His hands seized my hips and next thing I knew, he was plunging his hard cock deep within me. I’d never been fucked by a man who was this well-endowed before. The shock of his girth and length soon subsided; my sopping wet pussy easily accommodated Grant’s massive dick.
 
   “You nasty slut,” he said between grunts of exertion. Grant pulled my hair sharply, pulling my head backwards. I gasped at his aggressiveness. He was fucking me harder than I’d ever been fucked before.
 
   Meanwhile, my husband was watching intently, gripping his own hard cock tightly. He climbed onto the bed in front of me, staring into my eyes.
 
   “You like this?” he asked me.
 
   “Mmhmm,” I said. With Grant’s cock inside me, I could barely focus on Lance’s words. Even though Grant had a bigger cock than my husband, I couldn’t deny that my husband was the only man who truly controlled me. He was the one who’d created this magical formula and turned me into a sexy, nasty slut. He was the reason I was getting fucked by his boss, my enormous breasts jiggling beneath me, my tight pussy filled with waves of pleasure as a hard cock moved in and out of it.
 
   Without uttering another word, Lance shoved his hard dick in my mouth, muffling my cries of ecstasy. He fucked my face aggressively as his boss fucked me from behind. I was nothing but a hole to my husband. I had no choice but to accept that I was his passive fuck toy now.
 
   In that moment, getting fucked by two men at once, I felt more pleasure than I’d ever experienced in my entire life. I liked the feeling of being truly dominated. As long as I was this sexy, I would have nothing to worry about ever again. This was my only purpose in life.
 
   Grant began to fuck me even harder. From the sound of his labored breathing, I knew he was going to cum soon. Suddenly, he pulled his cock out of me and I heard him jacking off behind me for a few moments. Then he let out a loud moan and shot out a big, warm load of cum all over my ass.
 
   Without hesitation, Lance pulled his cock out of my mouth to take Grant’s place. He fucked me more slowly and deliberately. I could tell that my husband wanted me to cum. This made me get even wetter. I felt my heart rate accelerate as Lance hit just the right spot over and over, his hands roaming my body and gripping the tan, toned flesh of my slim waist.
 
   Within a few minutes, I was reaching the edge. Opening my mouth wide and closing my eyes tightly, I sighed deeply, feeling pleasure cascade through every inch of my sexy body. I tightened my pussy muscles around Lance’s cock and, as if in response, he began to cum, filling me with his warm seed. I screamed out his name, and by the time he pulled out of me, we were both exhausted and sweaty.
 
   I rolled over onto my back, staring at the two men over the massive curves of my heaving breasts. Lance and Grant shook hands.
 
   “Pleasure doing business with you,” Grant said to him. Now that he’d gotten what he wanted from my body, he wasn’t even going to acknowledge my existence. I didn’t mind, though. I was happy for my husband, since I knew something good had happened to him at work. (I couldn’t understand exactly what that was, though.)
 
   After Grant left, Lance sat down next to me on the bed. “The food will arrive soon. Grant had to head out, but you and I can celebrate my promotion with a nice dinner. And then I can fuck you again, if you want…”
 
   My ears perked up at the word “fuck.” I nodded excitedly. “Yes…I want you to fuck me again, Lance!”
 
   He laughed, then said in a jokingly stern tone, “Next time, don’t take two drops, okay? I don’t want you to build up a tolerance too quickly.”
 
   “I’ll be good from now on,” I promised.
 
   Lance leaned down to kiss me. I felt so good, earning his approval. “Hey, I have an idea — since we’re going to be doing some more work on the potion, why don’t you come to the lab tomorrow? I know the other guys would love to see you.”
 
   I felt a shiver run through my body. “Really?”
 
   “Yes…I’m sure they’d love to use you, just like Grant did,” Lance replied, grinning.
 
   “I’d love that, too,” I murmured.
 
   If getting fucked by two men was so thrilling, then I couldn’t imagine how amazing it would feel to have my husband pass me around to all the guys at the lab. My pussy was already tingling in anticipation.
 
   I couldn’t wait to be fully objectified and used like a sex object. After all, this had been my deepest, darkest fantasy for years. Somehow, Lance had taken my secret desires and turned them into a brand new product. Soon, women everywhere would be curvaceous, sexy bimbos like me. But no matter what, I knew that I was the only one who would ever be able to drive my husband crazy. My body belonged to him, and from now on, I would exist only to serve his sexual needs.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Thanks for reading! If you liked this story,
 
   check out my other naughty bimbofication tales, like...
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Model Wife
 
   After Stella’s husband Mark lands his dream job, the young couple moves to a ritzy neighborhood populated by successful businessmen and their gorgeous wives. Stella can’t believe the lengths these submissive, high-maintenance bimbos will go to satisfy their husbands. She’d never turn herself into a sex object. Or would she?… 
 
    
 
   When Stella and Mark invite their neighbors over for dinner, Stella immediately dislikes busty blonde Trisha and her domineering husband, Jacob. But once she catches Mark cheating on her with sexy Trisha, Stella realizes that transforming herself is the only way to satisfy Mark’s dirty desires. And oddly enough, the thought of becoming a “model wife” starts to turn her on. 
 
    
 
   Soon, Mark’s pulling all the strings in their marriage. Stella willingly undergoes plastic surgery to become his hot, voluptuous plaything, eager to let him share her body with other men…
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
   Party Girl: From Bartender to Bimbo
 
   Bartender Beth wishes she could be the life of the party. Instead, she’s just a wallflower. The cute guys she serves every night barely know she exists, and her busty, bubbly coworker, Lara, earns all the tips. When Beth discovers that Lara owes her sexy body to a strange powder she’s been bringing to work, Beth secretly tests the magical potion on herself. 
 
    
 
   The effects are instant, and Beth starts transforming into a stunning blonde bimbo with a killer body and a high sex drive. Once she's fully transformed, the sexy bimbo can’t resist her handsome boss’s advances. And when two attractive guys walk into the bar, she’s more than ready to give them the night of their life…
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   The Lingerie Show: A Breast Expansion and Bimbofication Story
 
   When Megan’s husband buys her some sexy new lingerie, the flat-chested, homely young woman feels self-conscious. She knows she can never compare to the busty, beautiful vixens who model that kind of underwear. But what Megan doesn’t know is that once she puts on her new bra and panties, a magical transformation will begin… 
 
    
 
   As Megan’s breasts get bigger and bigger, her libido becomes insatiable and the intelligent young woman becomes a ditzy, sex-crazed bimbo. She can’t wait to treat her husband to the night of his life. And her two handsome coworkers will be in for a big surprise when Megan shows up for work ready to fulfill their dirty desires...
 
    
 
    
 
   Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:
 
   Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)
 
   Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)
 
   Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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