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		Introduction

		

		The Cure was directly inspired by the outbreak of COVID-19. However, I intentionally wrote this to avoid a direct connection to the coronavirus or any of the related difficulties and tragedies as it has spread into a global pandemic.

		My intention has never been to make light of the epidemic. My goal was to place someone in the position where they were all but forced to choose bimbofication.

		I understand how this topic may be viewed in poor taste given current world events. I was faced with inspiration and felt the need to write this story, to get it down before I could continue with other stories and projects.

		I do hope you enjoy this story, but more importantly I hope you will take the steps necessary to avoid catching and spreading disease. Wash your hands, cough into your elbow, avoid large crowds in areas where infections are prevalent. Take care and good luck.

		

	
		

		The Cure

		

		Jillian looked out over her students. Their heads were bent over their desks as the scribbled furiously on their tests and filled in their answer sheets. It was the final exam for Basic Math at Thatcher Community College.

		For some of her students, this was the final class they needed before they could be accepted to Thatcher College, the four-year university on the other side of town. For others, this was simply a means to improve their skills for the job market. And still for a select few, this was the highest level class they could get into with the hopes of expanding their dating pool.

		So much had changed in recent years. Jillian’s classes used to have a near perfect gender balance. But after the great disease swept the world, so much had changed. Jillian had to remind herself that it was not so much the disease that had changed the world, but the cure.

		Finding the cure had been a lucky break in many ways. The global pandemic had left the world’s population stricken. Mortality rates were high and treatments had done nothing but extend people’s suffering.

		The popular story had been how a woman had come down with the disease. Her prognosis was bad. She only had weeks to live. Knowing how much her husband would be devastated by her death, she decided to go out in a blaze of glory, so to speak. Apparently her husband had a bimbo fetish. It was something she had up to that point been unwilling to satisfy. But with her death imminent, she saw no harm in indulging him his fantasy.

		The women took a bimbofying drug. Days later she was a complete bimbo, physically and mentally. Her husband loved it. However, something surprising happened. The drug cured her of the disease. What had once been a near automatic death sentence now had a treatment.

		News of the cure spread rapidly around the globe. The company, a member of the B Family, could barely keep up with the demand. If people had to choose between bimbodom and death, they chose bimbodom.

		That was the effect on women, at least. Men had a different reaction to the drug. It cured them of the disease as well, but it also made it easier to build muscle, it increased their libido, and it made their cocks bigger. No man complained about the side effects of the cure.

		Then again, there were no women who complained once they took the drug. They were happy and sex-crazed bimbos. They loved life and enjoyed making the world a sexier place.

		Women’s groups were up in arms about the side effects. They demanded the government find a cure that did not leave women bimbofied. And the government responded. At least it did initially. Scientists were brought in, money was appropriated. But as more and more women sought out the cure and joined the ranks of the bimbofied, the money all but dried up. After a year, no progress had been made toward a non-bimbofying cure.

		Jillian was sure of the reason. The scientists were mostly men. The government officials appropriating the money were mostly men. They enjoyed the benefits of having a bimbo as a wife, a girlfriend, or a mistress. It was simple politics as far as Jillian was concerned.

		Jillian had yet to catch the disease. That was what allowed her to continue teaching math, even if the demographics of her classes, as well as her fellow professors, had changed.

		There was one woman in her Basic Math course. She sat in the back, barely able to pay attention. Even now, with her grade on the line, she sat at her desk ignoring the test in front of her. She had spent the class period practicing her makeup and taking selfies. Jillian was just glad that the young woman was not more of a distraction to her classmates. Men, especially those who had taken the cure, were especially susceptible to a bimbo’s charms.

		The men all looked like athletes. That had become the norm. Even the geekiest guy had grown muscles. Not that those geeks were likely to be in Jillian’s Basic Math class. But it was a testament to how pervasive the disease had been where all the students in the class showed signs of the treatment. None more so than Missy Wilson, who had once been a valedictorian and now struggled to count past 10 when she wore closed toe shoes. Although Jillian questioned whether even the shoes mattered, given Missy’s breasts were so large that she surely could not see her feet when standing.

		It was hard to blame Missy for her bimbo qualities. It was not her fault she had come down with the disease. Jillian counted her blessings that she had avoided contracting it, especially after her husband came down with it six months ago. Luckily, he could stop in at the local clinic, get the injection and walk out cured.

		The muscle growth had taken a couple weeks to complete, although Will’s cock took far less time to reach its new size. But it was his libido that spiked first. Suddenly their once a week tryst was not enough. He needed daily attention, sometimes even twice per day. Not that Jillian complained. The added sex to their lives had brought them closer together, although she had needed to develop additional skills for those times when she got a little sore. Her body was simply not designed for that much sex.

		When Kim, Jillian’s last female work colleague came down with the disease, they both had been devastated at the news. Jillian had always looked up to Kim, having come to America as a child, adopted from Korea, she had never had life easy. But she had found success through hard work and personal sacrifice.

		Jillian still tried to maintain a friendship with Kim, or Kimmi as she preferred to be called now. It was hard to hold a conversation anymore considering their divergent interests, but they continued to meet for coffee once per week. Jillian struggled to watch her friend succumb to bimbodom. It was more than growing breasts and a penchant daydreaming about sex. Watching her friend’s mental state work through the stages of grief until she accepted and actually embraced the new her had been terrifying, but also fascinating. Jillian could not imagine the same thing happening to her.

		The interesting part of Kimmi’s transformation was how she bucked the trend of women embracing their stereotypes. Given her Asian heritage, Kimmi could have played up the role, adopting a thick Asian accent and opting for sexualized versions of clothing from her country of origin. Instead, she went the opposite direction, dying her hair platinum blonde and peppering her words with “like” and “totally” and “super.” She was hard to understand sometimes.

		Then there were the women who took the drug without an actual need. By then, those women had already seen their friends, their mothers, their sisters become bimbos. It did not take long before that was expected. And it did not hurt to take the drug early. It did not immunize the body, but the second dose did not further bimboize the patient. It simply cured the disease at that point.

		Jillian hated to let her mind wander toward how much the world had changed since the outbreak of the disease and the subsequent cure. Normally her mind would be focused on teaching, but test days like this gave her mind time to wander. At least the term was coming to an end. She would get a week off before classes started all over again with a new set of students. Maybe she would get a student like her, someone who had not been infected and required the cure. Although, given her usual teaching load, that seemed unlikely.

		As the testing period drew to a close, each student would bring up his test when finished. Missy waited until the end. She might not have been trying, but she had other ways of busying herself. And if attendance had been the single thing that determined her grade, she would be getting an A. Unfortunately, it had no impact and this class would mark another F. Not that anyone cared about a woman’s transcripts anymore. It was all about who you knew or who you blew.

		As the last few students turned in their tests, Jillian’s throat began to get dry. She tried drinking water to soothe it, but that had little effect. Just as the clock reached the end of the hour, Jillian erupted in a coughing fit.

		“Uh oh,” Missy said with a knowing smile. “Looks like someone is gonna be a bimbo.”

		Missy had no malice in her voice. She actually looked happy for her professor.

		“Can I go clothes shopping with you after your boobies grow in?” Missy continued. “Wouldn’t that be fun?”

		“Um,” Jillian began to say, but she was at a loss for words.

		“It’s okay if you don’t want to,” Missy said. “I just think you’re gonna look really pretty and sexy when you’re all bimboed up. I like helping girls when they get cured.”

		“Thank you, Ms. Wilson, but I’m sure it’s just a tickle in my throat,” Jillian said. “Nothing to be worried about. Enjoy your spring break. Are you taking anymore classes next term?”

		“I’m, like, still working on my M-R-S degree,” Missy answered. “Can’t stop until I find my man. It would be easier if they didn’t make me take classes at the Community College, but I’m just not super smart like the guys.”

		“I’m sure you’ll find someone eventually,” Jillian said, wanting the conversation to be over. Her spring break was about to begin as well. She just needed to run the answer sheets through the grading machine before she left work. The grades would be automatically updated and then sent out. It was a luxury that Jillian usually hated, disliking the impersonal touch, but it had been a trying term. Jillian wanted a break.

		“Enjoy your spring break,” Missy said as she walked out the door.

		“You too,” Jillian called after her.

		Missy might have been a dumb bimbo, but at least she was nice. That had been a major change in the world. Everyone was nicer to each other.
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		Jillian could not stop herself from coughing. She had four coughing fits on her drive home. The last one had forced her to pull over on the side of the highway to let it pass. It would have been too dangerous to keep driving while she felt like she was coughing her lungs up.

		Her mind raced with the symptom progression. The cough was always considered the first sign of the disease. It was also when she was at her most contagious. Jillian had been well-schooled on how to deal with contagions such as this. She always coughed into her elbow. Since the original outbreak, she had become an almost religious hand washer. And those actions had worked, until possibly now.

		Jillian was conflicted over the thought she might have the disease and what she needed to do if she did have it, including sequestering herself to keep it from spreading. As important as getting tested would be, Jillian did not want to do it, knowing what a positive test would mean.

		As soon as she reached home, Jillian called her husband. He deserved to know. He also needed to begin planning for their future, should she have the disease. Their equal marriage would not be equal for much longer if she needed treatment.

		“Stay where you are,” Will told her. “I’m on my way home now. We’ll figure this out, together.”

		“Thanks, honey,” Jillian said, almost in tears. Those tears did not last long when she broke out into another coughing fit as soon as she was off the phone.

		As Jillian waited for Will, she began to run through the symptom progressions of the disease. First came the coughing. Then came shortness of breath from a constriction of the airways. Once that started, it was only a matter of time before muscles and organs would shutdown for lack of oxygen. That last part could take weeks or months, but death was certain without treatment.

		There was always a chance it was something else. There were plenty of comparatively minor diseases that caused coughing. And Jillian still had not given up hope that something she ate had gotten lodged in her throat, irritating it. Drinking enough water might just make it go away.

		Jillian went into the kitchen and got herself a glass of water. As she slowly sipped on it, she reflected on how her week at home for spring break might become permanent. There was no way Jillian could remain a professor after treatment. She might be cured of the disease, but her life as she knew it would be over.

		As soon as Will arrived home, he wrapped Jillian up in a big hug. She melted into his strong arms, relishing the closeness of contact. Even though there were few people left to infect, she remained concerned about contributing to an outbreak, even if it were contained locally. Will, having already caught the disease and having been cured, was not at risk anymore. He was now immune.

		“We’re going to get through this,” Will said. “Together.”

		Jillian’s tears flowed freely. “Thank you,” she sobbed, unable to hold back any longer.

		“I know you probably don’t want to hear this,” Will said as he continued to hold his wife. “I called ahead to the clinic. They’re expecting us soon. If you are infected, I want us to know as soon as possible. Early detection means we have more time to decide on a course of action.”

		Will was right. Jillian did not want to hear that. However, she was already resigned to that fate. Testing needed to be her next move. And the sooner she got tested, the better it would be.

		This would not be Jillian’s first test for the disease. She got tested after Will came down with it. To make matters scarier, she had developed a cough at the same time. The test came back negative and the cough went away. The doctors figured it was a sympathetic response to Will’s illness. The mind can do both scary and miraculous things.

		Jillian sucked on a throat lozenge as Will drove her to the clinic. She tried to will her cough to go away. The lozenge would help if her cough were caused by something else.

		And Jillian was left buoyed by the fact her cough seemed to subside as her husband drove. Maybe it really was just a cough, a small cold that would go away on its own in a couple days. She could hope.

		Since the onset of the disease outbreak, health facilities had reworked their intake of potential patients. Rather than those patients mixing with the general population, new entrances were opened to cater to diseased patients. It helped cut down on the spread of the disease to already health-compromised individuals. That meant Will took Jillian to the rear entrance of the clinic.

		With few new cases, it was not an entrance that was used often. Usually there was just one staff member working the desk, focused on other tasks, but there just in case someone walked in. However, Will called in advance. The clinic was ready and waiting with staff to admit Jillian.

		“Mr. and Mrs. Harvey?” a woman wearing scrubs and a medical mask said, greeting the couple as soon as they stepped though the admitting doors.

		“That’s us,” Will said. “Jillian here started coughing about an hour ago. We’re concerned it might be—“

		“Yes, we’re ready for testing,” the woman interrupted. “I’m Nurse Baker and I’ll be handling your care this evening.”

		Nurse Baker motioned for Will and Jillian to follow her deeper into the clinic. Will continued to hold Jillian. She was practically shaking with fear, but having Will there helped to steady her.

		“I looked up your file,” the nurse said. “I see you got tested when your husband got sick. You know the drill then?”

		Jillian nodded her head. The test was simple enough. All it took was a cheek swab. Then the swab would get dunked in a series of chemicals and enzymes. If the swab turned pink, then treatment would be needed. If there were no color changes, the patient did not have the disease.

		“Open your mouth, please,” Nurse Baker said. She held up a swab, ready to stick it in Jillian’s mouth.

		Jillian opened her mouth and allowed the nurse to rub the swab up against the inside of her cheek. It really was a simple test. It did not even require blood samples. Generally disliking needles, Jillian was thankful for that. Her fears had not stopped her from getting her vaccinations, but injections were easier to deal with than having something drawn out of her.

		“All done,” the nurse said before Jillian closed her mouth. “If you’ll give me a few minutes, I will go test your sample. Unless you want to watch. I can bring the testing apparatus here if you’d like. We have a mobile version.”

		Jillian shook her head. She did not want to see it. She did not want to watch the swab change color. And of course a positive test turned pink. It was so very bimboish. Men’s positive tests also turned pink, but they did not have the same aversion to the treatment that women did.

		“You know,” Will started to say as the couple waited in the exam room for the nurse to return with the test results. “You will still have a choice if the test comes back positive. You technically don’t have to go through with the treatment.”

		Jillian knew her husband was trying to be helpful. She also knew the disease had a mortality rate too high to take the risk of going without treatment. Even if she somehow survived, she would be left with irreparable damage to her body. She would forever live with the physical scars from the disease, one way or another.

		Leaning back, her arms propping her up on the exam table, Jillian let her head fall back as she looked up toward the ceiling. She chuckled slightly as she thought back to a conversation she had with Will during the winter break.

		He had brought up the idea of her getting the treatment, of becoming a bimbo. Jillian had been pissed. “How dare you,” she had screamed. “Am I not enough for you? I already give myself up to you to satisfy your libido. Are you really that unhappy with me?”

		Will immediately apologized. He knew he had done wrong. He loved Jillian. He just, on occasion, wished she was less Professor Harvey and more his sexy Jelly Bean, his pet name for her. He thought she might be happier that way.

		Jillian never told Will how she had considered going through with it. She too had the occasional fantasy of her being a bimbo. She could just imagine her boobs growing big and her brain getting dumb. There was something soothing about it, not needing to worry. It would have been nice to let Will take over the hard parts of life and then just be happy and pretty and sexy.

		But Jillian could not give herself over to that, she had decided. Bimbodom was not for her. She liked being smart. She liked teaching struggling students math. She liked being able to see her toes when she looked down.

		The knock on the door made Jillian jump. The nurse had returned. Nothing needed to be said. Jillian could see the results in the nurse’s hands. The end of the swab was pink.

		“Your test came back positive,” Nurse Baker said. “I’m sorry, but you somehow caught the disease. At this point it doesn’t really matter, but there are some forms I’m going to need you to fill out, listing the places you have been in the past week.”

		Jillian sat there in shock. This was it. Her life was about to change. She could either choose death, or at best a crippling life, or sweet and sexy bliss as a bimbo. She knew what she was going to choose. She always knew. But that did not make the decision any easier.
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		“Hi,” Kimmi said in greeting. “I came as soon as I heard. We’re going to be bimbo besties.”

		It was Saturday morning. Jillian had filled out the forms at the clinic and then received the injection. The latter had been hard, but with her husband’s support, she was able to go through with it. She was warned the cough and disease related symptoms would clear up in a couple hours. The first signs of the bimbofication, however, could take up to 48 hours to develop.

		“Come in, Kimmi,” Jillian said. She was dressed casually, wearing a loose t-shirt and a pair of jeans. Kimmi, looked every bit a bimbo, wearing a tight strapless body-contouring bandage dress that in the past would have made her look more at home at a night club, but had become normal as more and more women joined the ranks of the bimbofied. The dress started just above Kimmi’s nipples on her large tits, which could be clearly seen poking through the thin material, and ended just after the swell of her bulbous ass.

		The pair sat in the living room, Kimmi on the loveseat and Jillian on the couch. She left room for Will if he wanted to join them. He did bring them both coffee, Jillian preferring hers black and Kimmi liking hers with as much cream and sugar as she could get, but he let the two friends take the time to talk without his presence.

		“What’s it feel like?” Jillian asked. “Do you have any regrets?”

		That was the big question. Jillian feared she might regret leaving her old life behind. The what if questions nagged at her. She had embarked on a something that would end in finality. No woman who had the treatment had been able to remain a teacher or other thinking related professional. All of society had been changing and now Jillian was set to change too. But would she regret the change? Would she miss teaching?

		“It’s, like, totally amazing,” Kimmi answered. “Everything’s so much better. No more brainy stuff for me. It’s all, like, rainbows and unicorns and fluffy pink clouds.”

		Jillian had tried to have this conversation with Kimmi before and Kimmi had given essentially the same answer as now. However, Jillian could not bring herself to believe it the first time. Now that bimbohood was on her horizon, she found Kimmi’s descriptions more convincing. They gave her a certain amount of relief. Maybe life would not be as bad as she feared.

		“We should totally go shopping once, like, your boobs grow big and sexy,” Kimmi said. “I used to, like, hate shopping, but I don’t know why anymore. It’s super fun.”

		Jillian had read about the shopping sprees new bimbos would go on. They often had to replace large portions of their wardrobes, partly because their old clothes no longer fit their bimbofied bodies, but mostly because their bimbofied brains could not stand to dress so conservatively.

		It did not help that shopping had become even more of a chore with the changing styles. It was hard to find professor appropriate clothes these days. Jillian found herself mixing outfits she found in the junior section with those she found at stores that historically catered toward older consumers. Shopping would be a lot more fun if she was not worried about maintaining a professional look.

		“I’d love the help choosing new styles,” Jillian said through a fake smile. She was not looking forward to it, but she knew it would happen. Once her mental collapse had completed, she knew she would love shopping for sexy and revealing clothes.

		“Yay,” Kimmi cheered, bouncing in her seat and clapping. Her dress lost the battle of containing her tits, the fabric snapping down to hug her torso and letting her tit flesh bounce freely.

		“Oopsie,” Kimmi said as she looked down to see here large breasts out in the open. Despite the wardrobe malfunction, Kimmi was in no hurry to cover herself again. She shook her shoulder, causing shockwaves to flow through her tits. “I just can’t help myself sometimes.”

		It was only after nearly a minute of her sitting their topless and shaking her tits that she began the process of packing them back into her dress. Jillian sat there the entire time, unable to say anything as her mind flitted between anger and jealousy. Was that how Jillian was going to be in a few days? The idea was both scary and oddly arousing.

		“I bet Will is excited,” Kimmi said, breaking the silence that had developed. “He finally gets his own bimbo.”

		“Um,” Jillian started to say, trying to buy time as she formulated her response. The fact was, Will had been a perfect gentleman. He had said nothing that was not supportive in her current mental state. However, Will’s cock had been a little more demanding than usual.

		After returning home from the clinic, Will asked if she was up for sex. “I’m needing some us time,” he said. That had always been code for “I’m horny and I don’t want to masturbate.” Jillian did not disappoint. The truth was, ever since their sex life had jumped following Will’s own treatment for the disease, she had come to enjoy their trysts. She found them comforting. And so she had acquiesced. It had been good, passionate love making. She felt better afterward.

		Then again, Will had woken her up this morning wanting another go. Jillian was less interested, but she found it hard to say no to her husband. He was horny and she was wet enough to go along with it. It was hard to imagine a future when she would be as randy as Will. She might even be more so.

		“I guess so,” Jillian said. “He hasn’t told me explicitly, but his cock certainly seems to like the idea. We’ve had sex twice since coming home from the clinic last night.”

		“You are so lucky to be married to such a hunk,” Kimmi said. Jillian always thought Kimmi’s husband was pretty attractive too, but Will had certainly grown into a strong, handsome, and downright amazing man, especially when he added on the pounds of muscle since his treatment.

		“Thanks,” Jillian said.

		The pair chatted for the rest of the morning. Kimmi was not up to much more than the most basic of conversation topics. Her life mostly revolved around shopping and sex. Part of Jillian wanted to spend her final hours of intelligence actually using it, but it was nice to be reminded that her life as a bimbo would not be a complete drag. As Kimmi liked to say, her life was full of rainbows now. Jillian just had to remind herself that she would have a different perspective soon.
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		Jillian and Will took the rest of the weekend to plan for the future. Will handled many of the details. There were financial changes to make, both in terms of keeping a bimbofied Jillian from spending all their money and the fact they would no longer be able to rely on Jillian’s income. There was no way she could continue teaching.

		Luckily, Will was more than up to the task of supporting the both of them. That included the shopping trips Jillian would need to make to purchase a new wardrobe. He even had arranged for Jillian to receive a bimbo edition of a credit card. The card had a daily limit he could control and it had a function that required him to approve of purchases, should he desire.

		The hardest part for Jillian was giving notice to her boss at Thatcher Community College. The previously standard two-week-notice rule had been scrapped for women with a positive test result. And Jillian knew it would be best if she told her boss now, so the college could arrange for another professor to take over her classes. The new hire would likely be a man. Businesses had few incentives to hire women anymore, at least for jobs requiring complex thought.

		There was little guarantee that a woman who was hired and trained for a new position would actually be there long enough to receive a return on the investment. Women could come down with the disease in their first week on the job and a week later they were too much of a bimbo to work. It was a sad state of affairs, but an honest one. Now Jillian was in the boat of so many other women before her as she told her boss that she could not return for the spring term.

		Taking the time to write the email was definitely worse than holding the conversation over the phone. Jillian would have preferred the phone call, but with it being the weekend after the winter term ended, she knew her boss would not be available. He had his own bimbo wife at home to deal with anyway.

		She wrote the email and pushed send. She stared at the computer, still in shock, as she tried to better comprehend her situation.

		A response came through after only a few minutes. Jillian had not expected to hear anything until Monday at the soonest, assuming she could still read by then. According to reports, some women lost that ability. They stopped reading and writing, because they thought those things boring. Jillian could only imagine. She hoped she did not sink that far. Not that she would want to read anymore, but having the ability to do so made life easier.

		“I understand,” Jillian read the email out loud. “You can come in and clear out your desk anytime. We have extra space and won’t be assigning your desk to your replacement.”

		That was it. All Jillian got was an understanding. There was no show of support. Her boss kept it businesslike. The simplicity of the response left Jillian in tears.

		It was Sunday night when Jillian noticed the first effects of the cure. She had read the information on what to expect, but she had no concept of how it would actually begin.

		Jillian and Will were watching television when it happened. She was just sitting there with her feet curled up underneath her as she leaned her head on her husband’s shoulder. Suddenly she looked down to see her hand down her pants. The pants were unbuttoned already and she was gently stroking herself.

		“It’s happening,” Jillian said as her hand continued to rub her clit and the outside of her pussy.

		“Yeah, you’ve been doing that for about half an hour,” Will commented.

		“Why didn’t you say anything?” Jillian demanded as she sat up straight and looked up into her husband’s eyes. “Why didn’t you stop me?”

		Will shrugged his shoulders. “It’s about that time. And it’s natural. Anyway, now that you know, it’s not like you’ve stopped. You’re still doing it.”

		Jillian looked down to see her hand still working away. She slipped two fingers in side of her and let out a little gasp of pleasure.

		“I’m sorry,” Jillian said. “I guess I’m hornier than I thought.”

		“Do you want to fuck?” Will asked.

		Jillian cocked her head to the side, letting her dark blonde hair hang down over her shoulder. She briefly wondered if she should dye it blonder, but then returned to Will’s question. It did not even dawn on her that he asked in such a crude manner.

		“Um,” she started to say as she still worked through what she wanted to do. “I guess so.”

		Will needed no further encouragement before he picked his wife up and propped her up against the couch, bending her over to give himself access to her most intimate area. Her pants were already open and it required little effort to pull her pants and panties down around her ankles.

		“Oh fuck,” Jillian moaned as he entered her. His cock felt huge, as it now always did, as it split her open, stretching her in an oh so delicious way. Pleasure shot up from her pussy to her brain. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she quickly lost herself in the moment. She had a cock in her and that was all that mattered.

		It did not take long for Will to establish a rhythm as he stroked in and out of his wife. He held her up, her arms already beginning to give out under the onslaught of orgasmic pleasure building inside of her.

		“Yes, yes, yes,” Jillian chanted with each stroke. Her voice grew thin, the words only forming when Will’s thrusts pushed the air out of her lungs.

		It used to be Will would announce that he was about to cum. It was their agreement. Sometimes Jillian did not want him cumming inside of her, especially if he was not using a condom. But this time was different. That power dynamic had shifted. The bimbofication might not be complete, but it did not matter. Jillian was his now. She was to be his bimbo. And that meant he could cum when he wanted to.

		Jillian, for her part, was fine with that. She could sense what was coming. They had sex too often for her not to know when her husband was about to cum. Will’s cock would twitch inside of her, giving her the signal that he had reached his point of no return. Moments later he began to cum.

		Will drove his cock into Jillian one last time, holding himself inside of her, his hands gripping her hips as his cock surged with his seed, sending out rope after rope of his hot white cum, flooding her channel.

		For her part, Jillian needed no time before she was cumming too. As soon as Will’s cum began to paint the walls of her pussy white, her orgasm began. It was like a dam had broken as her body flooded with pleasure. Wave after wave washed through her, pushing out every other thought and sensation. There was only pleasure as she screamed out in orgasmic bliss.

		“That was different,” Will commented after they had returned to watching television. Jillian still idly played with her pussy. Her panties were still bunched around her ankles. Her pants were on the floor. She was leaking Will’s cum from her pussy and onto the couch. In the moment, she was in no condition to do anything about it.

		“It was…” Jillian said before pausing, trying to come up with a word. “Nice.” That was the best she could do.

		Will watched his wife as she lost herself in her masturbatory fantasy. He had no idea what she was thinking, if she was thinking at all. Her glassy eyes told him she was not actually watching what was on the screen. His cock started to rise again. Seeing her like that made him want to fuck her again.
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		Jillian woke up Monday morning ravenous. She knew this was the next stage of her bimbofication. She was horny and hungry.

		The hunger was a byproduct of her body’s need for calories to begin growing. The boob growth alone required thousands of calories. There had even been attempts to study if calorie intake affected the final size of women’s breasts. Unfortunately for science, those studies had been inconclusive.

		That, however, did not stop Jillian from eating anything and everything she could. Will had to work, but he was able to take a few hours in the morning off to help cook for his wife. He made pancakes and hash browns, be made oatmeal and cut up an entire fruit basket, all to help feed her. Jillian said her thanks, but she did so in between large spoonfuls of food.

		By noon, there was almost no food left in the house, and that was after Will stocked up at the grocery store over the weekend.

		“My tits are gonna get huge,” Jillian said as she finally sat back, satisfied. Her hunger was sated, at least for the moment. Her body had already begun to process all those calories she had consumed, putting the energy to use to give her big tits.

		Breast growth was not the only change to expect. Butts and lips had a tendency to expand as well, but it was always hard to know by how much. The breast growth was easier to quantify.

		After spending hours in the kitchen eating, Jillian finally went about starting her day. Other than spending her morning eating a week’s worth of calories, she had not planned much for her week off from work. But now that she knew her life would be changing drastically over the next few days, she wanted to focus on using her intellect for as long as she still had it.

		After a long shower that involved cumming twice under the hot spray, Jillian tried to settle in with a book. It had been so hard deciding what she would read, finally settling on a history of women in mathematics. Her math career was over. She might as well celebrate all the women who had come before her.

		However, Jillian was in the middle of the first chapter when the next stage of her bimbofication began. Stage three was all about the orgasms. They came on without any physical stimulation. Jillian’s arousal began to spike as she read. Then suddenly her body came. Boom.

		The scientific understanding of what the orgasms did was understood by science, but the explanations were too complicated for most of the public. Even Jillian understood little of it. But one thing was clear. With each unprovoked orgasm, Jillian took a little step down in mental capacity.

		“Dumb orgasms,” Jillian said after her first. That was both the colloquial name for them and a way of showing her displeasure about them. Once the orgasms began, it was only a matter of time before the mental bimbofication was complete.

		Jillian texted Will, letting him know about the next stage beginning. It had only been a matter of time, but Jillian was already guessing she would not be able to finish her book. She would lose interest before she got to the end.

		Over the next five hours, Jillian came again and again. Her body would light up with arousal, leaving Jillian feeling almost giddy, her mind would go blank and then she would cum. By the time she had recovered enough to begin reading again, her body was already filling with arousal again.

		It felt like a never ending cycle. The moment she came, her body would return to building up her arousal again.

		Not that Jillian felt bad. Actually, she felt great. Each orgasm seems to feel a little bit better than the last. But at the same time, each time she came, she felt a little bit slower, a little bit less intelligent.

		And as scary as losing her intelligence should have been, Jillian had a hard time caring. The orgasms felt good, but so too did her shrinking to-do list. Simplified thoughts made life easier. Her list of worries shrank down until there were none left. Jillian could not complain about that. She did not even know how to anymore.

		When Will arrived home that evening, he had two arms full of groceries. “Hi, Jelly Bean,” he called out.

		Jillian bounced into the kitchen to greet him, a big smile plastered on her face. “Hi, baby,” she cooed.

		Will looked his wife up and down, enjoying what he saw in her. She had already started to bimbofy her clothing selections. She wore a short tartan skirt and a white blouse, playing up the school girl look. She had not gone full bimbo with the outfit. Her blouse was still buttoned down to the bottom, although she was showing more cleavage than she usually would have. The skirt must have dated back to her college days. He had not seen her wear it in years. It was far shorter than anything she regularly wore.

		“You’re looking nice,” Will commented as he began to put away the perishable foods.

		“I came 37 times,” Jillian announced.

		“Wow, that’s amazing. You had fun?”

		“Of course,” Jillian said. It was clear she did not understand Will’s question. “Cumming is fun.” Then her attitude turned more serious, but in a childlike way as she held her hands behind her back and turned her body from side to side. “But do you think 37 times is a lot? Does that mean I’m going to be too dumb?”

		Will stopped putting away the groceries and stepped toward his wife. He took her by the shoulders and held her at arm’s length. “Jelly Bean, there’s no such thing as too dumb. You’re perfect the way you are, no matter how dumb you get. You’re always going to be my sexy little bimbo wife.”

		Jillian jumped up and hugged Will, happy to hear his response. He loved her. He loved her as a bimbo.

		“Thank you, hubby,” Jillian finally said.

		“Now if you’ll just let me finish unpacking these groceries, I will be sure to fuck you before dinner. Does that sound nice?”

		“Yay,” Jillian said. “Can I help?”

		Will knew she just wanted to make him go faster. He gave her a box of cereal to put on top of the refrigerator. That was about as much as he trusted her to do in the moment, not knowing how dumb she had actually become. It would take a few days of adjustment on both their parts to better understand her new abilities.

		As the evening wore on, including through dinner, Will watched with fascination as his wife continued to cum. They were mere aftershocks from her string of orgasms throughout the afternoon, but he still enjoyed watching his wife slowly lose herself to her new reality.
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		Jillian woke up to find Will still sleeping next to her Tuesday morning. She sat up stared off into space for a few minutes, waiting for her mind to kick into gear. When it did not, she realized this was the new her.

		She looked down to see the two mounds on her chest. “Boobies,” she said with a smile.

		Jillian was vaguely aware of how she had changed. She did not remember having big boobs like she now sported, but she did not care. She liked them.

		Reaching up, Jillian felt their weight in her hands. She gasped in pleasure as she ran one hand across a nipple. It felt so good. Kimmi had been right. There were no regrets. There could be none when boobs were part of the equation.

		Jillian sat there playing with her boobs for a while as Will continued to sleep. His body shifted in his sleep, distracting her. Jillian looked over at her husband to find his cock pushing at the covers.

		“Yummy,” Jillian said before she dashed underneath the covers to hunt for Will’s morning wood.

		It took the bimbo a few moments to find it. The bed covers were complicated to her simplified mind, but she was determined to locate her prize. Once she did, she wasted no time in taking his hard cock into her mouth.

		Jillian could not believe how much fun it was to suck her husband’s cock. She had done these sorts of things before. She had to considering her husband’s libido, but sucking cock as a bimbo was infinitely better. She felt so much more fulfilled by the experience.

		“This is a first,” Will commented once he had awoken and found his wife sucking his cock. She had never woken him with a blowjob before. It was a good way to wake up.

		Jillian said nothing as she continued her work. She shook her ass as an acknowledgment. Will took that as an invitation to slap her ass cheek. It was still a bit scrawny for his liking, but there was still time for it to fill out.

		It was only after Jillian finished sucking down her husband’s seed that he got to take a look at the growth that had occurred over night.

		“Let me get a good look at those tits,” Will said. “I don’t think you need to be wearing a sleep shirt anymore.”

		Jillian quickly shucked off her top, leaving her only wearing a pair of panties.

		“You can lose the panties too,” Will added. “No bimbo wife of mine is going to wear clothes in bed.”

		Before all of this had started, such words from Will would have led to a fight. He had no right to control and manipulate her that way. But everything had changed. Jillian was no longer an equal partner in their marriage. She was a bimbo, or at least on her way to being one, and that meant she had to give away her power. Jillian was just happy Will was such a great man and husband. He would treat her well and take care of her. He was an ideal husband for a bimbo like her.

		Jillian took a moment to remove her panties. Their wetness slowed her down, making them harder to pull down her thighs. She was always wet now, ready for whatever sex Will had in mind.

		“That’s better,” Will said. He reached up and gave her left breasts a squeeze. She shuddered in pleasure, enjoying his physical inspection of her body. “I’m making a new rule. Anytime you’re in the bedroom, you don’t wear clothes. Got that?”

		“Yes, Sir,” Jillian said. She had not meant to call him Sir. It had just come out, but now that she thought about it, Sir was a fitting name to use. After all, she was a bimbo now. Will was her superior in every way. Every way except being a bimbo, that is. And she was going to be the best bimbo for him that she could be.

		“Good girl, Jelly Bean.”

		Between the kind words and Will’s hands on her body, Jillian came. Her body shook as she fell back on her haunches.

		“That looked like a fun one,” Will commented once Jillian had recovered.

		“They’re always fun, Sir.”

		Will smiled. Jillian smiled back and then giggled. It was her first of many.
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		Jillian’s body continued to change throughout the week. Her breasts grew bigger and bigger each day. Her ass had expanded nicely as well. It gave her the look of a women who spent half her day doing squats, all without any of the hard work in the gym.

		Jillian’s lips puffed up nicely too. Those made blowjobs especially satisfying for both her and Will. She had taken to greeting Will at the door when he came home from work, down on her knees, ready to put her lips to use. She loved starting the evening off with a taste of her husband’s cum.

		Jillian finally took Kimmi up on the offer to go shopping on Friday. By then, most of her body growth had slowed enough to get an idea of what her final size would be.

		She was still amazed at her new assets. Jillian would randomly grab her chest and exclaim, “Fuck, these are tits.” It made Will laugh every time he heard her say it.

		And Will was certainly not complaining about his wife’s new assets or her bimbo mindset. He had feared he might miss the old Jillian, but it was hard when she now oozed raw sexuality. And it was so much fun to watch her struggle with the simplest of tasks now. She had retained her ability to read, but she had to read out loud to understand it. Really, it seemed like Jillian needed to speak her thoughts to actually comprehend them. She had become a complete chatterbox, narrating her life as she went about her day.

		Out on her shopping trip with Kimmi, Jillian was still very much learning about her new self. She had no idea on what her style was, nor how to effectively showcase herself. The sexuality came naturally to her, but the rules of a bimbo life were still foreign to her. How did she be the bimbo she was inside while maintaining her fidelity toward her husband? That was a tricky line to navigate. Luckily, Kimmi was there to show her the ropes.

		The pair spent all day at the mall. Will had given her a budget, hoping she retained enough math skills to not go over. She blew right through it, however, as she stopped looking at price tags after the first hour. If it was tight, revealing or shiny, Jillian wanted it.

		Shoes proved to be the most difficult item to buy. There were two issues. One, Jillian loved the look of high heels, but she had so little experience in them that she struggled to walk in them without nearly toppling over. Two, with her big tits, she could not see her feet when she walked. She seemed to trip over anything and everything.

		Then again, as dumb as her clumsiness made her feel, it all seemed to fit with her new bimboness. And there were always men around willing to check on her and make sure she was all right. Some were even brave enough to cop a feel of her boobs as they helped her to her feet, which always set her to giggling.

		And that clumsiness was certainly not enough to stop her from wearing those high heels. Jillian might not have been able to see them when she stood up and walked around, but she could see them when she looked in the mirror or saw her reflection in a store window. They looked too good on her to even think about wearing flats. The way they made her stick out her ass and tits were reason enough, but her whole body seemed to get sexier in them. And they were too cute to ever give up.

		When Will arrived home from work that night, he saw the clear signs that his wife was home, beyond her car sitting in the driveway. Stepping inside the house, he saw various items of clothing strewn about, forgotten about in a fit of bimbo passion. Then he heard the giggling. It came from the den.

		“Will you look at that,” Will said as he stood in the doorway to the den. “My bimbo wife’s bimbo friend helping prepare said bimbo wife for me, I assume.”

		“Huh?” the two bimbos said in unison.

		Jillian had been posed on the loveseat by Kimmi. Her hair was up in pigtails, her lips painted a glossy pink. She wore a tiny white blouse with a pink collar tied off just below her now large tits. Her skirt, pleated and made from a pink tartan fabric, had no hope of covering her well-developed ass, making the pink jeweled butt plug easily viewable. White knee-high socks and tall platform Mary Jane heels rounded out the look.

		Jillian stuck out her ass toward the doorway where Will stood. She turned at the waist to highlight the size of her tits as she looked with longing toward her husband. She looked both naive and experienced, making it clear she wanted Will to take the lead and fuck her like the bimbo she now was. Will was only too happy to oblige. And having Kimmi there giving Jillian suggestions only made it better.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Jillian found it easy to settle into her new bimbo lifestyle. She did not miss teaching or math in the slightest. However, she did have a penchant for adopting a sexy school girl look. It seemed only fitting after her career in education.

		Kimmi had done so much to enlighten Jillian to the ways of the bimbo. There was never a dull moment in the Harvey household. When Jillian was not out shopping or having fun with her bimbo besties, she was at home cleaning the house. That had been a requirement from Will. He was tired of coming home to find discarded clothes all over the place. The house stunk of sex, which while hot, did not make it easy to entertain.

		Changing Jillian’s name had been Will’s idea. Jillian was not a bimbo name and she could not help but agree. They made it official, going to the court house. Forevermore, she would be known as her pet name Jelly Bean, or just Jelly for short.

		Kimmi loved the new name of her best friend. “You’re a jelly bean because you’re, like, sweet as candy.”

		Jelly Bean giggled as she smiled at the compliment. She giggled a lot these days. It did not take long for her to realize as a bimbo her words meant very little. And while the lisp from her lips sounded cute, it did not help people understanding her already bimbofied language. Giggling made up for so much. She could be so much more expressive without her words, using body language and giggles to get what she needed.

		And what Jelly Bean needed most of all was sex. Will’s own libido was tested by that of his wife’s. She was always wet and ready to receive his cock. She never demanded, but she could beg.

		To give her husband a break from actually fucking her, she often wore a remote controlled vibrator. Will held onto the remote and could turn it on to various levels of intensity from anywhere.

		Jelly Bean could be in the middle of lunch with Kimmi and her other bimbo friends when Will would turn the vibrator on to full while he was at work. Her eyes would roll up into her head as she quickly came, letting out sharp gasps of air and weak coos as her orgasm washed over her. Jelly Bean’s friends would giggle and laugh at her, but they all knew they were jealous of her. Jelly Bean had the best life of all of them.

		Every once in a while Jelly Bean would come across an old part of her life, something from before she became the bimbo she was today. It might be a photograph or a book. She would look at it, run her long-nailed fingers across it, and then set it aside. The artifacts of her past were only a weight on her shoulders. And the only weight she was willing to carry now was the weight of her big tits.

		Jillian had been worried about her life as a bimbo, but Jelly Bean found there was no reason to worry. Life was so much better as a bimbo. She regretted nothing.
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