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"Y ou did what?" I wanted to scream at my husband. Trevor had always been good meaning, even when he completely flubbed, but his latest action won the prize for most boneheaded move ever. 

"Take it easy, Andy," Trevor said, using that tone of voice that I hated. It was like I was the one who was being unreasonable, even though I knew I was well within my right to protest. 

The new government program was completely humiliating, even if it was designed to fix several of society's ills. Low birth rates, along with too many women being born, meant the composition of society was off. Societal norms were breaking down. 

However, that did not mean I thought Project Enduring Household had any hope of fixing things. It was a voluntary program, so the fact Trevor had signed us up made me want to slap him. There was nothing wrong with us, even though we had been trying to have a baby for years without success. The doctors were flummoxed by our problems just as much as we were. 

But after years of trying, I'd given up. Trevor was constantly trying to initiate sex, but I just didn't have my heart in it anymore. And that meant every time Trevor tried, we fought. 

"Don't tell me to take it easy," I countered. "You signed us up to have a stranger come into our house and constantly judge us. To judge me. And you know how it's going to go. As the woman, I'm going to take the blame. They'll tell me I'm not projecting a feminine enough appearance or mindset, that I'm not acting like your sexy little toy whose only desire in life is to be barefoot and pregnant." 

Trevor sighed. "It's not like that at all. And we both know this program will become mandatory in time. And even if it doesn't work for us, we will help other couples when the program does roll out for everyone." 

I was so sure about that. I had my doubts, but there was no doubt that there was some change needed. At our current rate, society would collapse. Even I knew that. But I still didn't like some government official showing up and telling me everything I was doing wrong. 

"So when does our shadow get here?" I asked, realizing there was no point in fighting about it. I was too tired already and it was too late to back out. We were stuck. 

Before Trevor could answer, there was a knock at the door. 

"That must be them now." 

"Fuck," I complained. I had never heard of the government acting so fast outside of an emergency response. But it seemed like the program administrators were eager to get started. 

Trevor opened the door to reveal a beautiful young woman standing on the porch. Her blonde hair was perfectly curled, framing her face. She had big eyes and full lips, and she was looking straight at me when I appeared behind Trevor's shoulder. 

"Hi, I'm Michelle," she said with a smile. She even had perfect teeth. 

I knew I would have to be extra careful. This woman was gorgeous, and I was not. That meant she would be doing everything she could to convince me that I was doing everything wrong. She was just waiting to pounce. 

"Hi," I said with a forced smile. 

Trevor said nothing. His mouth hung open and his eyes were obviously locked onto the woman's breasts. They were so full and round. And combined with her shapely hips, Michelle had a nearly perfect hourglass figure. I wanted to hate her for being so perfect. 

"You must be Trevor and Andrea," Michelle said. "I'm here as part of Project Enduring Household." 

I had expected our shadow, or whatever their technical term was supposed to be, to be a man. It would have been just perfect for some man from the government to come into our house and tell me all of my failings. 

"Welcome, Michelle," Trevor finally said. He still didn't take his eyes off her chest. "Please come in." 

"I hope you don't mind, but I brought a gift," Michelle said, holding out a bottle of wine. "A toast to you joining the program and looking forward to a long and happy marriage." 

I took the bottle, trying to keep my hands from shaking. This woman had been in our house for all of ten seconds and she was already showing me up. She was friendly and happy, while I was on edge and in a foul mood. 

I moved to put the bottle on the counter. It was a red, so I knew to serve it at room temperature. I supposed we could have it with dinner after Michelle left. 

Not that I knew what we were having. Given my mood, takeout seemed like the preferred choice. 

When I returned to the living room, I found Trevor sitting in his favorite chair and Michelle sitting on the couch, looking perfectly at home. 

"Come join me, Andrea," Michelle said as she patted the couch beside her. 

"I prefer Andy," I grumbled as I sat down beside her. 

"Of course." Michelle smiled brightly at me, but I had a feeling she was going to ignore my preferred name. This was just what I was afraid of. I might have expected a man in an ill-fitting suit instead of this goddess on heels, but the result was ultimately the same. 

"Michelle was just telling me how she will be staying with us during the program. I hadn't expected that, but luckily we have the spare room." 

"You don't have other clients?" I asked. 

"No, the program is designed for one-on-one support. And as you have a big enough home for a third person, it seemed only right to save the government money by hosting me." 

"The guest bedroom is also my office," I said. "Just so you're warned." 

"That won't be a problem. I just know we'll get along swimmingly." 

I was not so sure. She was happy, friendly, and I was pretty sure she was as biased as any official. Maybe more so since she would be judging me as a

woman. 

"So," Trevor said, "what should we do first? Is there some kind of special starter package or something?" 

Michelle shook her head. "No. But I imagine it is almost time to begin dinner. I assume Andrea and I will be busy with that for the next hour or so, depending on what's on the menu." 

"Sounds good," Trevor said, too eagerly for my taste. 

"Wait, so we have to feed you?" 

"The program comes with a monthly stipend," Michelle explained. "The money will more than make up for my presence here, as well as any loss of income you might have. You just have to trust me. I'm the expert. So let’s get dinner started.” 

I noticed it wasn’t a question. Michelle was all but ordering me to join her in the kitchen. So when she stood up, so did I. And then I followed her back into the kitchen, her heels clicking on the floor while my flats were nearly silent. 

“Let’s see what we have available,” Michelle said as she opened the refrigerator. 

She bent at the waist as she looked inside, highlighting her impressive backside in the process. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, crossing my arms across my chest. 

Michelle stood up and looked at me. “Why are you standing like that?” 

“I asked my question first,” I countered. I knew I was being childish, but Michelle needed to know she couldn’t push me around. 

“And that’s your problem right there,” Michelle said. “You’re closed off. And I don’t just mean toward me. I know I’m new to you, but you’re closed off to your husband, too. So that’s the first thing we need to work on. Now how about you go set the table for the three of us while I begin preparing dinner?” 

I stared down Michelle for a moment, but her smile never left her face. And right then I realized this wasn’t a forced act of hers. Whatever this was, it was real. 

And she would not back down. 

“Fine,” I grumbled before I walked out of the kitchen. I didn’t know where this ended, but I decided I would play along until I found my moment to strike back. 

I would not let Michelle win. 

I decided to use the good dishes. I suspected Michelle would have me redo it if I hadn’t. And when I returned to the kitchen, Michelle looked like this was her kitchen. She appeared completely at home, as if she had always lived with us. 

“Where did this milk come from?” I asked as I found a glass pitcher filled with it on the counter. 

Michelle shrugged her shoulders, which only served to highlight her cleavage. 

But I didn’t get the chance to further inquire, because Michelle kept giving me little tasks to perform as she prepared our meal. 

I had never been much of a cook, but Michelle was a natural. She knew exactly what to do, using skill and intuition. And I found it almost easy to follow her directions. That actually made it worse. It seemed as if Michelle was better than me in every single way. She was hotter than me, looking like she was a woman in her early twenties. She had that young confidence I couldn't match. 

Not that I was old, but I had come to terms with me being past my prime. If I wasn't already married, I would consider myself an old maid. Not that I was really that old, but it remained true. 

Dinner that night simply gave me a headache. The food that Michelle made was delicious, rich and creamy. I was amazed she had created such a complex meal, with multiple courses, just from what we had in the kitchen. But while the food was good, the company left me grumbling more than ever. It was almost like I wasn't even there. Michelle was all smiles as she asked Trevor about himself. 

And he answered every single one of her questions, a smile never leaving his face and his eyes rarely leaving Michelle's exposed cleavage. 

I felt like I was a chaperone on a date. I felt like a third wheel. And so when I finished my meal, I excused myself and disappeared, first to clean up and then to take a long relaxing bath. 

After half an hour in the tub, with bubbles floating across the surface, candles burning, and light music playing, I felt better. Actually, as I thought about it, I actually felt a little horny. That had become so rare for me that I nearly missed it. 

Not that I had any interest in engaging with my husband. Trevor was probably too busy ogling Michelle's chest to even notice me. That was why I didn't go back downstairs after my bath. As soon as my hair was dry, I donned my pajamas and climbed beneath the covers of my bed. 

I tried reading, as I did most nights before bed, but for whatever reason, my mind couldn't focus. This wasn't the first time something like that had happened, but it remained a rare occurrence. Instead, I just closed my eyes and tried to push the oncoming headache away. 
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When I woke up the next morning, I knew something was wrong. First, the place beside me was empty. I always woke up before Trevor. He simply wasn't a morning person. But second, I felt weird, like I had somehow changed overnight. 

I ignored the second thing as I got up, wrapping a robe around me before I walked downstairs. I could smell bacon cooking, which meant Michelle was awake and in the kitchen. I hoped Trevor would be there, too. 

However, what I saw when I entered the kitchen made me stop in my tracks. 

Trevor sat at the kitchen table with a mountain of food in front of him. It appeared as if Michelle had cooked everything we had available after last night's meal. And Trevor was happily shoving it all into his face, swallowing everything down. I had never seen him eat so much or so fast. 

"My, my, my," Michelle said as she put out a plate of crispy bacon. "You sure are hungry this morning, sweetie." 

I just stood there, my mouth agape, watching the scene play out before me. If I hadn't known better, I would have assumed Michelle was the wife instead of me. 

Trevor grunted his agreement before he raised a glass of milk to his lips and took a long drink. 

"Good morning, Andrea," Michelle said in a sing-song voice when she spotted me. "Come in. Have a seat. You better dig in before Trevor eats everything. And have some milk. It's good for you." 

I felt as if I was operating on autopilot as I did what Michelle said. I sat down next to my husband. He gave me a noncommittal nod of the head as he continued eating. 

My stomach rumbled with hunger as I spooned food onto my plate. And once I started eating, it was hard to stop. Just like Trevor, I kept shoveling food into my mouth. And when I paused, I only did so to wash it all down with a warm glass of milk. It was all so delicious. 

But as I sat there eating beside my husband, I started to notice oddities, beyond our voracious appetites. I never looked at Trevor directly, but his jaw seemed

more defined. His forearms seemed more muscular. His shoulders seemed wider. 

I told myself that I was just imagining it, but I had never seen Trevor look so hot before. And even as I ate, my mind kept wandering toward him, thinking about the sexy things we could do together. 

It was the weekend, neither of us had work. There were household chores to take care of, but it would be a while before we were able to tackle them. All this food would need digesting. 

When Michelle eventually stopped her work in front of the stove, she pulled her apron off and stepped behind Trevor. 

"You're going to grow such big and strong muscles," she cooed as her hands traced his wide shoulders. Before I even registered what she was doing, she was standing there, massaging his shoulders. 

"Oh, your fingers feel so good, babe," Trevor groaned. 

"Babe?" I said, growing angry. He called her babe? Trevor and I had used pet names for each other, although none had ever permanently stuck. We switched them up as needed. But Michelle wasn't part of this family. She was a government chaperone, trying to make our marriage better, helping us to create a family. 

"What?" Trevor asked, looking at me like I was the crazy one for suggesting that he had misspoke. 

But Michelle jumped into action right away. Her hands left Trevor's shoulders and she stepped behind me, giving me the same treatment. And as her fingers kneaded my shoulder muscles, she leaned down and cooed into my ear. "It's okay, Andrea. Just relax and drink your milk. It's good for you. I'm only here to help you. Together we're going to make a great family." 

Between Michelle's talented fingers and the fullness of the creamy food, my anger evaporated. Making a family. That was what this was all about. Michelle was helping us. My mind slipped further away, struggling against the relaxation I felt from her hands and the food. It was so much easier to trust people like this. 

And my growing arousal only complemented the moment. 

"Trevor, when you're done here, how about you go out and mow the lawn?" 

Michelle suggested. "Andrea and I need to spend some time together, just like we did last night." 

Trevor's eyes flashed with arousal. Whatever Michelle said had awakened something in him. And it made my own arousal spike, curious about what she had done with him while I bathed and laid in bed. 

It took another couple minutes, but Trevor eventually rose from his seat. He wore a tight T-shirt and athletic shorts beneath his robe. I didn't remember him ever having a shirt like that, but it looked good on him, as if he had been spending time at the gym recently, which I was pretty sure he hadn't. 

Trevor went upstairs and came back down a few minutes later, trading the robe for a pair of old athletic shoes he used while working in the yard. But seeing him with muscled arms and a strong jaw set my belly quivering. 

And Michelle was right there to take advantage. Her hands slid down over my shoulder until her fingers were probing my lap. She found her way beneath the waistband of my pajamas and had me in her complete control before I even knew what had happened. 

"Hey, what are you doing?" I asked weakly. Her fingers danced over my clit, teasing my already wet pussy lips. 

"This is for your own good," Michelle cooed. Her voice sounded so nice in my ears. And even as I tried to mentally resist her, my head lulled back and I sagged into the chair. "You can already see what my help has done to Trevor. He's already so hot. But you need to change, too. You have so much potential. Soon you'll look just like me and we can serve the man of the house together. And as the husband, doesn't he deserve two hot babes as wives." 

My thoughts felt like they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses. But every once in a while, something managed to bubble to the surface, even if those thoughts were incomplete or malformed. 

"Together?" I managed to ask, although it came out more like a moan. 

"Yes, together," Michelle cooed. "You and me, both of us Mrs. Johnson. I can tell you didn't know. Trevor didn't either. But I explained it all to him last night after I sucked his cock." 

I knew I should have been mad at Michelle for somehow persuading or making my husband cheat on me. But just the image of Michelle's perfectly blonde hair covering her face as she bobbed up and down on Trevor's cock made my knees weaken. It was a good thing I was already sitting down. 

"But..." I managed to say, but no other words made it to my lips. 

"He told me how you don't suck his cock," Michelle said. "But we're going to change that soon. It's no surprise you couldn't get pregnant before. You weren't living up to being his wife. You weren't being a proper woman. But that's why I'm here. I'll teach you. And then we can do it together." 

I moaned in response, loving the feeling of her hands playing between my legs. 

Without even thinking about it, I raised my hips, trying to create more contact. It seemed my body knew what it wanted, even if my mind did not. 

"It's going to be so nice, serving Trevor together," Michelle continued. "And just think about what it will be like when both of our bellies begin to swell. We're both his and we will give him the family he deserves." 

My mind was swirling and I didn't know what to do or say. It was all so confusing. 

But there was one part of the whole situation that wasn't confusing. My body knew exactly what it wanted. It knew exactly what it needed. And what it desired more than anything was to cum. It desired climax. It desired an orgasm that would make thinking unnecessary. 

"I'm going to make you cum soon," Michelle cooed. "And once you've cum, I think it would be best if we took a shower together. But once that's done, we can start planning your changes." 

It wasn't so much that I wasn't interested in that shower or her plans for me. It was more that it all seemed like a distant dream, something that existed on the surface of my mind, but was unable to take root. And even as I tried to wrap my head around it, my body overrode any chance of rational thought. My thoughts were consumed by a need to orgasm. 

"Oh yes," Michelle whispered. "You're going to make a lovely wife. And I know you're going to make a beautiful bimbo, too." 

I could only moan as Michelle's fingers worked me up into a frenzy. She knew what to do, when to switch her hands between my pussy and clit. It was like she could read my mind. My mind tried to resist, but my body wanted what it wanted. And my body wanted to cum. 

"Now let it happen, sweetie," Michelle urged. "Let it happen." 

I let out a whimper as I gave up any resistance, not that there was much of it left anyway. And as the climax rose up within me, it hit like a tidal wave. I could only shake my head, moan, and breathe. There was no escaping the power of the orgasm. And it seemed like it went on for hours. 

"Now that's what I'm talking about," Michelle said as she withdrew her fingers from my pussy. "It's time for you to get ready." 

I gave Michelle a small nod, barely enough to communicate anything to her. And she seemed to know what I wanted without any extra prompting. 

"You don't have to worry," Michelle said as she moved to my side. She put her arm around me, her fingers dipping down between my breasts, drawing circles around my nipples as they pebbled from her attention. "This is what it's all about. A good man deserves a good wife. And you and me? We're going to be the best wives ever." 

Michelle helped me stand. I was shaky on my feet, my balance off. I felt myself being pulled forward. And it was only when I looked down that I saw what the cause was. 

"My breasts," I whispered, barely able to speak. 

"You have lovely boobs." Michelle complimented me, sending a wave of pleasure up my spine. "They're already starting to grow. Soon they'll be like mine, big and round and full of milk." 

"Milk?" I asked as my eyes darted to my empty glass on the table, a thin coating of white on the inside. 

"Yes, dear. My breasts are made for producing milk. It's healthy and a catalyst. 

That's why Trevor looks like such a hunk. He drank straight from the source last night, after you went to bed. And in time, you'll start producing milk, too. It will

keep Trevor strong and smart. And it will keep us dumb and horny, just like good wives should be." 

It was too much. Everything was changing. My head felt like mush. I couldn't think straight. This woman, Michelle, was doing this to us. A part of me was completely horrified by what she had shared. But there was another part of me that felt differently. That part of me was eager for this. It wanted this. There was an image of the two of us, working together, giggling and cooing over Trevor, serving him, pleasing him, pleasuring him. And that other part of me was growing stronger and stronger by the minute. 

"Good wives," I muttered. 

"That's right," Michelle continued. "Now let's get cleaned up so we can start the rest of the day." 

Michelle led me into the master bathroom. This was where I had bathed last night, but there was also a walk-in shower. And it was big enough for multiple people. 

An image flashed in my head of Michelle and me showering with Trevor, all three of us cleaning each other in intimate ways. Dirty ways. I shuddered as another wave of pleasure flowed through me. 

I stood in the center of the bathroom as Michelle went about setting the water temperature. 

"Here," Michelle said. "I can help you with your clothes." 

She made me raise my arms, and then she stripped the pajamas from my body. I felt naked without them, but I also felt refreshed and clean as soon as my clothes were gone. My skin was sensitive and smooth. It felt like there was electricity coursing through me. 

And there was no doubt my breasts were bigger. They had looked like it when they were hidden beneath my pajama top, but now they looked like ripe melons projecting off my chest. 

"Step inside, dear," Michelle said, motioning me forward. 

I obeyed her without question, stepping under the stream of hot water. A moment later, Michelle joined me, having stripped off her clothing as well. 

Her body was perfect. Her large breasts and wide hips were only made to look better with her thin waist. She had a perfect hourglass figure. And it seemed as if I would somehow end up as a match to her, by drinking her milk. It made no sense, but nothing made sense to me at the moment. 

"Mmm, yes," Michelle moaned as she stepped beneath the spray beside me. "So nice. But I'm already feeling full again. You'll help me, won't you." 

I didn't know what Michelle meant until she took me by the head and guided me toward her left breast. My lips latched on almost automatically. 

I moaned as the first spray of her milk hit the back of my throat. It tasted good. It tasted right. My mind was swimming with lust as I drank from her breast. And there was something else happening as well. There was a change taking place inside of me, something I couldn't explain. 

"There's a good girl," Michelle said as she stroked the back of my head. "Such a good girl." 

She didn't stop stroking my head and whispering kind words until I had swallowed every last drop of her milk. Then she switched her other breast and fed me some more. 

My mind was swimming and my thoughts felt all jumbled up, but I couldn't do anything other than what Michelle instructed. I didn't even want to. I wanted to please her, to be a good girl for her. I could feel the trajectory of my life radically changing. With my thoughts struggling to make sense, it was so much easier to internalize her thoughts, her statements. With each passing moment, I found it easier and easier to accept her way of thinking. As a woman, as a wife, my role was to serve my husband. And with Michelle, we could do it together, becoming a team, each of us serving him. We were not an equal partnership. We were a pyramid, with Michelle and me forming the base and with Trevor at the top. 

Once I had finished draining Michelle's breasts of milk, at least for now, she helped me clean my body, scrubbing my skin. Hair fell away and every imperfection seemed to disappear, revealing milky white skin behind. 

And when we were done, after we had dried each other off with towels, Michelle and I stepped in front of the mirror for the first time this morning. The moment I saw myself, my jaw nearly hit the floor. I wasn't on par with Michelle yet, but the difference between us was closing the distance. 

My breasts were definitely bigger than they had been before. They were bigger and rounder. And I wasn't sure, but I sensed a fullness to them that I imagined was my own milk production beginning to kick in. 

But it wasn't just my breasts that had changed. Looking at myself in the mirror, it looked like my lips were fuller, my hair longer and lighter, and my waist smaller. 

Even though I had just been gobbling down food a few minutes ago, my body was already processing it, turning it into my bigger breasts, my wider hips, fuel for my further feminization. 

"I don't know what to say." 

"You look beautiful," Michelle cooed in my ear. And even as she stood beside me, both of us visible in the mirror, I didn't feel jealous. Somehow I knew my path was only delayed from one she had gone through before. She had been made this way to serve as a second wife to Trevor. Whatever Michelle had been like before didn't matter. She was this goddess and soon we would both be wifely goddesses for our husband. 

Our husband. That concept felt so much easier in my head. We shared him. He was such a handsome and powerful man. He deserved two beautiful wives. We would serve him in every way that we could. He would fuck us both, getting us pregnant. I imagined us in a shared room at the hospital, both of us giving birth at the same time. I smiled at the thought. 

"We have work to do while our husband finishes his work in the yard," Michelle said. 

"Then we better get started." Those were the most clear words I had spoken all morning. I felt a new determination. I might not have wanted this yesterday when Trevor first announced how he had signed us up for Project Enduring Household, but I had been sold on it. 

After Michelle and I got dressed, each of us wearing a sundress and heels, looking every part the happy housewife, we set about cleaning out the parts of

my old life that would no longer be needed and replacing it with what we needed to properly serve Trevor together. 

That meant clearing out the closet that contained my clothing. Very little of that was acceptable for us now. Dresses and skirts were required. Shorts and pants were only allowed in extreme instances. Not that much of that clothing would fit either of us. With my changing figure and Michelle's already perfect proportions, there was a limit to what we could wear. 

I didn't know where the extra clothing came from, but there were bags and cases of it, waiting to be moved in. Apparently Michelle had brought it all with her, but had been smart enough not to burden us with that knowledge until we were ready. It was program policy. 

However, with clothing for two women, in addition to Trevor's own closet, there simply was not enough room for everything. That was where the guest room came into play. Michelle and I worked diligently to remove my former office. 

"Wait, something's not right," I said after I boxed up my computer. I hadn't even bothered to wipe the hard drive. The plan was to have Trevor get rid of it. As a wife, I didn't need a computer. Those were complex machines, above my ability to understand. 

And yet, I still felt a pull toward holding onto my job. It was small, just part time. I had a few clients I wrote content for. It was fun. It brought in extra money for us. Trevor was the primary breadwinner, but I still managed to contribute. 

"What's wrong, Andrea?" Michelle asked. 

I turned and looked at Michelle, anger rising up in my chest. This was too much. 

I was giving up my dreams. I was giving up my individuality. 

"Bitch, it's Andy," I snarled as I raised my hand. I slapped Michelle across the face. The crack echoed through the room. Her head snapped to the side. 

"What's going on?" It was a deep masculine voice coming from behind me. 

I turned around, not knowing what I would see. It was Trevor, but it wasn't him. 

The man who stood there looked vaguely like my husband, but he was bigger, more powerfully built. Even his voice had changed. And all that food he had

eaten had gone into building more muscles. It looked like he practically lived at the gym. His arms, his chest, his waist, even his legs, all looked perfectly sculpted. 

"Andrea slapped me," Michelle said. 

Trevor narrowed his eyes at me. He looked at me like this was all my fault, like I was to blame for all of this happening. 

"Andrea, is that true?" he asked. At least Trevor gave me the benefit of the doubt. He didn't automatically assume it was my fault. 

"Andy," I said. "Don't you remember? I like to be called Andy. You said you liked that about me. Back before we got married." 

"Did you slap Michelle?" Trevor asked, his voice hardening. 

I balled my hands into fists, my anger still there, but knowing full well I couldn't bring that anger against Trevor. He was just doing his job. He was the man of the house. He was in charge. And even as I stood there, knowing this was supposed to be an equal partnership between the two of us, but it wasn't. Not anymore. Not since he signed us up for Project Enduring Household. Now my job was to support him, placed on equal footing with Michelle. 

"Yes, but she was being a bitch," I finally admitted, although still with a dig against his other wife. 

"Andrea needs to be punished," Michelle said, stepping forward. The left side of her face was red from where I'd hit her. "A good spanking should put her in line." 

Trevor looked from Michelle to me. His eyes softened when he looked at me. 

There was love there. Not just expectation like I had come to see from him. 

There was actual love, now more than ever. 

"This is an adjustment for all of us," Trevor finally said. "And as long as Andrea promises never to do that again, I'm willing to allow it to slide. That's assuming you're willing to blow me now, though." 

My eyes widened at Trevor's request. No, it wasn't really a request. It was an

order. He was ordering me to suck his cock. And if I didn't, he would go ahead with Michelle's offered punishment. I didn't think I had ever been spanked before. 

But even as I contemplated what I was going to do, my mouth watered at the thought of tasting his cock. Trevor had just come in from working in the yard. 

He was sweaty and hot. It made me hot. An image of him sitting down and relaxing with a cool drink in his hand while I kneeled between his legs and sucked his cock. 

"Let's go," I said, taking charge of the moment. If Trevor wanted me to suck his cock, I was going to suck his cock. And as I pushed past Trevor, headed toward the stairs I called back, "Michelle, get something cold for our husband to drink while I suck his cock." 

I didn't wait for a response from Michelle. And I didn't want to think about what I had just admitted to. I had just called Trevor our husband, out loud. Even though I had just tried to rebel against this new reality I found myself in, I couldn't stop myself from going along with it. I was giving up my independence, but I was doing it because my love for Trevor was stronger. 

Trevor followed me downstairs and into the kitchen. He sat down at the table, pulling the chair out so he faced off to the side. He spread his legs. 

I stood there for a moment, steeling myself for what I was about to do. I could still walk away. I was pretty sure of that. I could walk out of the house and leave. 

Trevor and Michelle could have their life together. It would be hard, but I could rebuild. But I didn't really want that. And as much as I felt trapped, my mouth also watered at the thought of the taste of him. 

I sank gracefully to my knees. The hard tile of the kitchen might have been painful to some people, but I didn't even think about it. My thoughts were entirely focused on my husband. 

I did hear Michelle's footsteps. Her heels clicked and clacked on the same tile flooring I now kneeled on. I heard the refrigerator opening. She was getting Trevor that drink. I smiled at that. She had done what I told her for once. 

Then I reached forward and pulled at the waistband of Trevor's shorts. They came down, revealing his hard cock. I gasped at the sight of him, because it was

not just his muscles that had grown on his body. His cock had grown, too. 

"You like that?" Trevor said with a cockiness I had never heard from him before. 

But the truth was, I did. I did like that. I liked it a lot. 

I nodded my head as I licked my lips. It was so hard to imagine that massive cock fitting inside my mouth. But I was going to try. For him. 

I leaned forward and licked along the length of his shaft. His skin felt warm beneath my tongue. My mind raced as I tried to work out what I was supposed to do. 

I didn't have to do anything. The second my lips wrapped around his shaft, he began to slide in and out. I didn't even have to think about it. I just let it happen. 

His hand gripped my hair at the base and guided me. I just hollowed my cheeks and sucked, listening to his groans of pleasure as a guide. 

Trevor let out a moan as his cock moved deeper and deeper into my mouth. I felt his head hit the back of my throat and I knew what was about to happen. He was going to cum in my mouth and there wasn't much I could do about it. 

"Oh fuck yeah," Trevor growled. But he wasn't cumming. Not yet. No, he was planning something else. 

With Trevor's hand on the back of my head, his other hand holding the glass of whatever Michelle had served him, he pushed me down. The head of his cock pushed against the back of my throat. I was afraid I was going to gag. I didn't think he could go any deeper. 

But then something clicked in my head. The back of my mouth opened, my throat opened, and his cock slid deeper into my mouth, distending my throat as he filled me like never before. 

I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I could just kneel there, my head impaled on his massive cock. And all the while I could hear him sipping on his drink. He was in charge. He was in control. And the moment I realized that, I felt a fluttering in my chest. Even though I received no pleasure from this act, I was enjoying myself. I enjoyed bringing Trevor pleasure. I was happy. 

My husband fucked my face. I lost track of time. I barely managed to fit in a few

gasping breaths when his cock pulled free from my throat, only to be pushed back down again. I was his. He could do what he wanted to me, and I loved it. 

Trevor didn't stop until his cock erupted in my mouth, flooding me with his hot sticky cum. And even then, he didn't let go of my head until he was sure he had drained the last drop of his seed from his cock. 

When he released me, I collapsed to the floor, catching myself with my hands and knees. And even though my throat burned and my face ached, I felt good. I felt complete. I had just given Trevor a blowjob. And I had liked it. 

"Holy shit," Trevor muttered as he adjusted his shorts, pulling them back up over his thick cock. "That was fucking amazing." 

Michelle came around the corner, carrying a tray with a pitcher of milk and three glasses. It was her milk. She paused and looked at me for a long moment, a smile on her lips. "I see you got him off just fine." 

I remained on my knees, unable to yet find my balance to stand. My throat felt raw, but my mind was reeling with the recent change in my life. I had swallowed down every drop of cum. It now sat in my belly. But there had been something about it, something special. Trevor's cum was the most delicious thing I had ever tasted. I knew right then that there was no going back. There was only one path ahead of me and that meant sharing Trevor with Michelle in a perfect polyamorous marriage. 

"Yeah," I said with a laugh, "just fine." 

"Let me pour you a glass of milk," Michelle said as she set the tray down on the table. "It's the best way to celebrate." 

Trevor picked me up and held me in his lap. His cock was still right there, pressing against my butt. I didn't care. I felt good. It felt right. And when Michelle pressed a chilled glass full of milk into my hands, I drank eagerly, knowing what it would do to me. I knew what my future would be and I also knew there was no stopping it. Michelle had won. Trevor had won. And I would win, too. 
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Once I stopped fighting. Once I just accepted what my life was going to be. That was when the real fun began. 

Trevor and Michelle took great pride in measuring my progress every day. We used a tape measure to track my growing tits and my hips and ass. Plus we tracked my waist. It was so nice to see my progress toward a perfect body. 

Most of the growth took about a week, but I kept going for a whole month, slowly tapering off. It was in those weeks when my milk started to come in properly. By the end of the month, I was making as much milk every day as Michelle. I just loved having big, heavy tits, completely unrestrained by a bra. 

Michelle didn't wear them so neither did I. 

But as much as I enjoyed my sexier body, I loved what the whole process did to my skin. That first day had been great, losing the extra body hair and erasing most of my imperfections. But it wasn't long before I started looking younger, as if I was in my early twenties, just like Michelle. 

Before I knew it, we were both blonde bombshells, happily serving our handsome hunk of a husband. There were times when he didn't even know which of us he was fucking. Between the long, blonde hair, the wide hips, the bubble butt, and the big tits, we were almost identical. It required looking at our faces to tell us apart. 

I knew I didn't like Michelle much at the beginning, but that was just growing pains. Once I accepted my path, we grew to be best friends. It was important to be a team, because we were married to the same man. We were both Mrs. 

Johnson, legally, since multiple wives are allowed within Project Enduring Household. 

However, it also helped how much my mind dimmed over that month. Michelle said it was just natural, my body throwing out the unneeded bits as it focused on what was important. While her milk made Trevor smarter, it made me dumber. 

And as soon as Michelle started drinking my milk, she got dumber, too. We both giggled to each other when we were alone. There were only a couple things we were still good at. We could cook, which I was getting better at even as my intelligence dropped, clean, and fuck. That last bit was the most fun. 

With two bimbos producing milk for all of us to drink, Trevor got smarter, he got stronger, and he gained in stamina. He can fuck us for hours now, when he's not at work being the fucking stud that he is. I couldn't even pretend to understand what he does when he's away from the house, but he's the smart one now. And I don't need to know what doesn't affect me. 

Michelle is the same way. We're so good at focusing on our true purpose. 

Everything is working out perfectly. 

"It's time for fucking," Trevor announced as he walked into the guest bedroom. 

I giggled in excitement. Michelle was there, too. We had been deciding what to wear to a neighborhood party later. We had basically turned the guest bedroom into a massive walk-in closet for the two of us. Michelle slept with Trevor and me in the master bedroom. We had to buy a bigger bed to fit the three of us together, but that had been subsidized by the government. 

"Do you want us here or in another room?" Michelle asked. 

"I want to fuck Andrea from behind on our bed while she eats out Michelle." 

Trevor then turned from the doorway and walked away, toward our bedroom. 

Considering how much Michelle and I now looked alike, Trevor had taken to simply using our names in most conversations. It was just easier that way, for everyone. 

I bit my lip and squeezed my thighs together for a moment, my arousal spiking. 

Trevor did a good job of trading off on fucking us. I couldn't keep track of it myself, but I was happy to hear it was my turn to have our husband's cock in me. 

I was happy to let Michelle eat me out. She had a talented tongue. But I preferred cock. 

Michelle and I both followed Trevor toward the bedroom. We pulled our dresses off as we walked, leaving us only wearing our heels when we reached the bedroom. Trevor was ahead of us, having pulled off his shirt, revealing his corded muscles and six-pack abs. Then he dropped his shorts, revealing his giant cock, hard and ready for us. 

Michelle jumped up onto the bed, pushing herself up against the headboard. She spread her legs, revealing her perfect pussy to me. She already had one hand

between her legs and it was easy to see she was stroking her clit as she watched us approach her. 

I was eager for some pussy eating, so I launched myself up onto the bed and crawled forward. But then Trevor stopped me by grabbing a fistful of my hair and yanking my head back. He pulled my back up against his chest, his cock pressing between my ass cheeks. 

"Eat her," he growled into my ear. "Eat my other wife." 

I moaned as I obeyed him, falling down until my face was in between Michelle's legs. Her hand moved out of the way as my head settled between her legs. 

"That's a good wife," Trevor said, his voice deeper and darker, even more than normal. "I want you to eat her good. I want you to taste her sweet cream on your tongue." 

"That's right," Michelle cooed. "Eat me like a slut." 

I had been expecting Michelle's hand to be on my head as I licked up and down her pussy, but she had removed it, so it wasn't until I looked up and saw her holding her tits in her hands that I realized what she was doing. Her heavy, milk laden tits sloshed in her hands. She pulled a nipple to her lips and drank from herself. We had both done that from time to time, relieving the pressure, even though we preferred to share with each other, or with Trevor. 

However, Trevor was too busy getting behind me. He grabbed hold of my hips and raised them, placing them at the perfect height for his cock. And then he was filling me. He pushed his cock inside me, hard and fast and deep. 

I screamed in pleasure as he filled me completely, my mind going fuzzy around the edges as he fucked me hard. And then I remembered what I was supposed to be doing. Michelle wasn't just there for fun, to give him something to look at. I was supposed to be licking her pussy. 

And that was exactly what I did. My tongue darted out between my plump lips. 

Michelle moaned as I worked my tongue inside her. It was so easy to get lost in the moment, in the pleasure of fucking and eating out another woman. Michelle and I had a symbiotic relationship, both serving Trevor and pleasing each other. 

And together, the three of us could only be happy. 

Michelle's hips started moving and it wasn't long before she was riding my face, fucking herself against me, trying to get herself off, lost in her own world of pleasure. But even as lost as she was, she knew the rules. Trevor always came first. He was the man. He was in charge. 

Trevor grabbed my hips tighter as he increased his rhythm, pumping his huge cock in and out of me. Each thrust pushed my face into Michelle's pussy. Back and forth we went, each of us enjoying our double bang. 

I moaned into Michelle's pussy, my voice cut short by the air escaping my lungs with each of Trevor's thrusts. My husband fucked me hard and fast, using me as he wished. He filled me completely, every inch of my pussy a tight sheath for his thick cock. 

My breath came in ragged gasps as he fucked me. He owned me. He had owned me, owned us, since the moment he had signed us up for Project Enduring Household. He had put me under his thumb and made me his obedient wife. 

My belly clenched and my pussy tightened around his cock as I felt myself reaching the edge. And then his fingers dug into my hips, holding me firmly in place as he drove himself inside of me one last time. His cock twitched as he unloaded his seed inside of me, filling me completely. 

"Good wife," Trevor groaned as he pumped his seed into me. 

That was my trigger. I screamed out as my orgasm washed through me like a tsunami. I collapsed onto Michelle's thighs, my mind going blank as I struggled to keep breathing, struggling to stay alive as my body continued to ride wave after wave of bliss. 

I didn't even know how long I lay there, my mind completely empty, floating on cloud nine as my body shivered and spasmed in pleasure. All I knew was that it felt like hours before Trevor pulled out of my pussy and rolled me off of Michelle's thighs and onto the bed next to her. 

I hadn't even noticed how Michelle had taken my head into her hands, humping me to reach her own climax. I was just her sex doll in that moment. We were both addicted to the sexual pleasure of our bodies, unable to ever give it up. And Trevor was the source of it all. 

"You two can rest for now," Trevor said as he rose from the bed, pulling his shorts back into place. "We have the party later. I can't wait to walk in with both my wives on my arms. Everyone will stare, just as it's supposed to be." 

Michelle and I nodded our heads as we drifted off to sleep. We were happy. We here happy and well fucked bimbos, devoted to our husband. We were best friends, trophy wives in appearance, and housewives in action. And we loved it. 

I loved it. The Andy of the past was gone. I had found my true purpose as Andrea, Trevor's bimbo co-wife. 

I couldn't imagine life without Michelle anymore. She had changed our lives for the better. And I had no doubt that we would soon both be pregnant with Trevor's babies, if we weren't already. I might have been mad when he signed us up for the project, but now I understood the truth. This was better. I was a happy bimbo in Trevor's mini-harem, a new style of family unit that would lead to greater prosperity for all. 
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