
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: A Sign of Devotion]
		

	
		 

		
			[image: A Sign of Devotion]
		

		

	
		 

		A SIGN OF DEVOTION

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

		 

		BIMBO AT HOME

		 

		BOOK TWO

		 

		SADIE THATCHER

		

	
		 

		Copyright © 2023 by Sadie Thatcher

		 

		All rights reserved.

		 

		No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		 

		All characters are 18 years of age or older.

		 

		 

		 Created with Vellum

		

	
		 

		CONTENTS

		 

		
			A Sign of Devotion
		

		 

		
			About the Author
		

		 

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		 

		A SIGN OF DEVOTION

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Iknew something strange was happening. I could look out the front window, across the street, to the Johnson's house and watch it in real time. They were changing.

		I noticed Andy first. Her hair became lighter, her boobs getting bigger, and a happy smile seemed plastered on her face, her lips plump and her body sexy. She had been a normal woman before. Now she looked like a pinup girl. She even changed how she wanted to be called. It was Andrea now.

		I had tried to talk to her when she was out for a walk, wearing a short dress and high heels. The weather was right for that, but who wears heels on a walk around the neighborhood? That was when I discovered she preferred to go by her full name now. She was no longer Andy. She was Andrea.

		Her husband had chanced, too, but that was harder to pin down. I didn't see him much to begin with. He was always working. But the few times I caught sight of him working in the yard recently made me wonder if he was on some sort of steroids. His muscles were huge. He was not just attractive, but downright hot. At least he was still Trevor. I hadn't heard about him choosing to go by a different name.

		But then there was a second woman living with them. She looked a lot like the new Andrea. Her breasts were huge, making my meager chest feel all the smaller. I would have assumed she was Andrea, what with how similar they looked with their long blonde hair and ripe melons on their chest. But seeing them together made me realize they really were two different people.

		It was seeing all three of them together, going out for an evening walk. Trevor was in the middle, with Andrea and the other woman flanking him, each of them holding onto his arm. Their free hands rested on their bellies. It made me think they were both pregnant. It all seemed so strange. Andy had shared openly how she did not want to have children. And now it appeared Trevor had knocked her up and the other woman.

		Then again, I could have just been reading too much into it. Neil and I had a marriage based on equality. We were both equal partners. And that mostly worked for us. It was a bit awkward when it came to the having kids discussion. Neither of us was explicitly excited about having them, although I secretly did.

		My whole view of marriage was two-fold. On the one hand, I believed it needed to be an equal partnership. That was what we had built. And it was what I rationally understood it should be. However, there was a part of me that wished for the times of the past, when traditional gender roles were expected. There was a part of me that wanted to be the loving housewife, cooking and cleaning for my man. Having a job kind of made that difficult.

		"What are you looking at, Helen?" Neil asked from behind me as I looked out the window.

		"The Johnsons are going for a walk," I answered. "That whole situation is just weird to me."

		We had discussed the changes in our neighbors before. And I had noticed the way Neil seemed to stop what he was doing whenever either of the women in the Johnson household were in his line of sight. And as much as it annoyed me to see him look at and even ogle other women, I couldn't really blame him. Both Andrea and the other woman were stunning.

		"I agree," Neil said as he poked his head through the curtains to see the trio turn the corner at the end of the block. "It makes me wonder what's really going on over there."

		"Yeah," I agreed, my voice trailing off as my mind whirred into action. An idea came to me. There was something I needed to know. As Neil went about the rest of his day, I would keep watch, waiting for the Johnsons to get home. And when they did, I would pay them a visit. I wanted to know what they were doing, how they had changed. I had to know, because whatever they had done played directly on my fantasies.

		As I waited for the right moment, I found myself running different scenarios through my mind. I knew I needed to tread carefully. If I was too obvious, I would give myself away, but I needed to know what was happening over there. I even wondered if aliens were somehow involved. Given the recent social and political turmoil around the world, aliens seemed like the next item on the bad things happening bingo card.

		However, when the Johnsons did return, I noticed it was without Trevor. It was just Andrea and the other woman. They walked side by side, holding hands, their fingers interlocked. They looked to be just as much in love with each other as Andrea was with Trevor. I couldn't imagine sharing my home, sharing my man, with another woman. But Andrea seemed happy to do so. And I was sure Trevor was happy with the situation.

		I only waited a few minutes after the two women disappeared inside the house. I hurried across the street, not wanting to delay any longer than I had to. We lived on a quiet suburban street. Car traffic was minimal. And with the big trees and beautiful landscaping of most of the houses on the street, it was almost like living in a park.

		I rang the bell as soon as I reached the top of the stairs, the front porch stretching out to either side from the door. There was a bench swing to my right, big enough for three people to sit in, looking out over the yard.

		I hoped it would be Andrea who answered the door. Even though so much of her had changed, I could still recognize her. However, the moment the door opened, my heart fell just a little. It was the other woman.

		"Hi," I said, trying to put on a bold face. "My name is Helen Douglas. I'm your neighbor from across the street."

		The woman smiled. "Hi, Helen. It's nice to meet you. I'm Michelle Johnson."

		"So that makes you..."

		"I'm Trevor's second wife. You must know Andrea, his first wife."

		"Yes, I know Andrea. We aren't friends or anything, but we've always been friendly with each other."

		"How can I help you?" the woman asked.

		"Um, I was hoping to talk to Andrea," I answered.

		The woman smiled. "You've got questions. I'm actually the one you want to talk to. Come in and get out of the heat."

		And just like that, I found myself inside the Johnsons' house. The living room was impeccably clean. Everything I could see had been perfectly dusted or mopped or vacuumed. The house smelled like lavender and another scent I couldn't quite identify.

		"Have a seat and let me explain," Michelle said. "I know you want to talk to Andrea, but she's not up for asking questions. She's such a ditz. I can be pretty ditzy, too, but I've still got enough brains to give you a referral."

		I sat down on the couch, but remained confused. "Referral?"

		"Trevor signed Andrea and himself up for Project Enduring Household. That's the government program that is trying to tackle some of the social disparity in this country. I was brought in to help facilitate their entry into the program."

		I had heard about Project Enduring Household. It sounded like a play on an overly patriotic military operation name. But while I had heard about it, I hadn't actually learned anything about it. I just knew its name and the reason for the government creating it.

		"What, you all fell in love or something like that at the conclusion of the program?" I couldn't understand how Trevor could now have two wives. Was that even legal?

		"Love is just a chemical reaction in the brain," Michelle explained. "But it's expected for the women like me to actually join the families we are assigned to. While there was no ceremony welcoming me into the Johnson family, I assure you it is all legal. The laws were changed for participants in the program."

		"And Andy, I mean Andrea, is okay with all of this?" I still couldn't believe it.

		"She's never been happier." Michelle turned and looked over her shoulder before calling out to the original woman of the house. "Andrea, our neighbor Helen would like to talk with you."

		Even though I had conversed with Andrea before this moment, it had mostly been an acknowledgement of each other. It was little more than just a greeting. But when Andrea entered the living room as she used her apron to dry her hands, there was a dazed look in her eyes.

		"Hi, Helen," Andrea said, her voice soft and sensual. "What can I, like, do for you?"

		"I think she wants to know if you're happy with sharing Trevor with me," Michelle interjected.

		Andrea's features lit up at the mention of her husband. "I love Trevor so much. And he's totally strong and stuff. I couldn't keep up with him if I, like, tried. And Michelle is just the best. She's sexy and fun and I love her as much as I love Trevor."

		"See?" Michelle said, turning toward me with her lips turned up in a knowing smirk.

		"I don't understand," I said. "What happened to her though? She wasn't always like this, was she?"

		To be honest, I wasn't completely sure. Andrea came off as a bimbo, but maybe she had always been one and I just never noticed. It was only when her hair turned blonde and she got big boobs that I really noticed what was always there. At least that was how my mind was thinking about it.

		Michelle's smile grew wider. "Andrea has just learned what being a woman is really all about. It's a part of the program. And it won't be long before I'm just like her. That's the joy of it."

		It was so strange to see these two women, wearing feminine dresses, with plenty of cleavage showing, playing the role of dual housewives for Trevor. But they also spoke to me in a way I couldn't fully explain. Just thinking about living like they now did sent a tingle down my spine, leading to a coil of heat in my belly. I was actually getting turned on by the idea of being like them.

		And it was a lot to take in. It was a lot to come to terms with. But even as I sat there opposite Andrea and Michelle, I could sense how Michelle considered me. She saw me as someone like her.

		"If you'd like, I could submit your name to the program," Michelle finally said. "There's no guarantee that you'll be accepted, but the odds are higher with a referral than without."

		I nodded my head even before I could speak an answer. I wanted this, even if my rational side hadn't properly come to terms with it yet. But Michelle was already smiling brightly when I finally answered.

		"Yeah, that would be great. I'll just need to figure out how to break it to Neil. He's my husband."

		"Surprise him," Andrea said with a giggle. "He'll totally love it."

		I wasn't so sure about that, but I did like Andrea's attitude.

		"Andrea only found out a little before I arrived," Michelle explained. "She doesn't really think about that sort of thing anymore, but I think it was for the best."

		I nodded along. I didn't like keeping secrets from my husband, but this was an instance when it was probably for the best. And I could just imagine him squirming until everything clicked into place.

		"Sign us up," I said with greater conviction. "Or refer me. Whatever you have to do, do it."

		After that moment, I was a bundle of nerves, waiting. Neil was at work when Michelle brought the form over for me to sign. She would send it in through whatever back channel she had available to her, but it would be faster than mailing the application normally. Michelle's referral would at least get us through the first round of evaluations, if not further.

		It was hard keeping the secret from Neil. I loved the man and we had always been really good with communication. But this was something I wanted for the both of us and I knew he would try to talk me out of it if I brought it up. So I just bided my time, waiting for news.

		It was only a week later when I happened to be gardening in the front yard, by myself, when Andrea and Michelle came out on one of their walks. Their baby bumps were getting bigger. I was only vaguely aware of how long it had been since Michelle had joined the Johnson household, but given their changing shapes, I had to imagine they were both carrying more than one.

		But that should have almost been expected. The purpose behind the program was to increase the birth rates and even out the currently uneven gender dynamics. I was actually jealous of the pair, because I could definitely sense my biological clock ticking, even though Neil had always been tepid on the idea of having kids.

		"Good news," Michelle squealed as she approached, holding hands with Andrea. "You've been accepted into the program. Your program shadow should arrive late Friday afternoon."

		I bit my lip at the news. I hadn't heard a word and now I knew I was in. I was excited, but I kept my reaction muted. I didn't want to seem too eager.

		"Thanks," I said. "I'm pretty sure Neil has caught on to something being up, but he hasn't actually said anything yet. I only have a couple more days more to wait."

		"Enjoy your new life," Michelle said.

		"Woo," Andrea said, although I was pretty sure she didn't really understand what was going on. She really had turned into a bimbo. But she seemed so happy. And to think I might end up just like her.

		I waved goodbye to the neighbors, and likely future friends, and hurried to finish my work in the garden. As soon as I washed up, I needed a few quiet moments alone with my trusty vibrator. The idea of becoming like Andrea made me too horny to do anything else. It was the only way I could continue to hide the truth from Neil. If I jumped him the moment he got home from work, he knew something would be up.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		The paperwork that announced our inclusion in Project Enduring Household arrived Friday in the mail, just before our shadow was supposed to arrive. It would have been scary to have all this get thrown at us at one time. I was glad Michelle had tipped me off.

		Of course, it would have been difficult if I hadn't taken the day off from work. And to be honest, I had warned my boss that my days were numbered. Between the program paying us to be involved and the fact I would probably end up as a housewife bimbo, just like Andrea, I wouldn't be able to hold down a job soon. I wouldn't want to either.

		After the acceptance paperwork arrived, I sat around the house, waiting. It was hard to keep still. I kept getting up to walk around, pacing the house. Or when I was sitting, I bounced my knee, needing to maintain some kind of movement. I wasn't sure what my shadow would be like, but I wanted to be ready when they arrived.

		I listened intently for a car. Any car. Every time someone drove down the street, I peered out the window, through the curtains, just in case it was someone from the program. Or if it was Neil. He wasn't scheduled to get home early, but sometimes he came home early, usually when he was ahead of schedule on his latest work project. I liked that he had flexibility sometimes.

		It was late afternoon when I heard a car pull up. I rushed to the window, not knowing what I would see. There was a car parked along the curb and there was already a woman climbing out of the front seat. She had flowing blonde hair and breasts that rivaled Michelle's. She had to be the shadow.

		I opened the front door as the woman stepped off the sidewalk and up toward our porch. She wore a blue dress with white polka dots. The neckline was plenty low, showing off just how big her tits were. There were acres of flesh and a long line of cleavage. Each step on the pavement clicked with her high heels. She was a perfect picture of femininity.

		"Hello," I said, greeting the visiting woman. But deep down, I had butterflies. This woman would be joining our household. She would be a wife to Neil, just as I was. I was only getting to know this woman for the first time, but it would not be long before we were intimately involved. "I'm Helen."

		The woman smiled, her plump lips turning up in the corners and parting to show off her pearly white teeth. "Good afternoon. I'm Sara. I'm with Project Enduring Household."

		"Please, come in," I said, fighting against my giddiness. "I've been expecting you."

		Sara entered the house and I showed her to the living room. She sat down on the couch and I was a bit at a loss as to what to do. This was the first time we had ever met, but my whole world had been upended by her arrival.

		"Would you like some tea?" I finally asked, as a formality if nothing else.

		"I would love some," Sara said.

		I was already up and headed to the kitchen when I heard her answer. I was still walking on my tippy toes, practically jumping out of my skin as I tried to work out what to do next. My thoughts were all over the place. But when I was alone in the kitchen, my thoughts drifted to Neil, picturing him coming home to Sara waiting for him in the living room. I could see myself coming out from the kitchen, seeing Neil and Sara both looking at me. Sara would be looking at me with understanding, because she had been chosen for this purpose, whereas Neil would be looking at me with surprise, with curiosity.

		I hurried to make tea, not wanting to keep Sara waiting for long. I had no idea what she was thinking. She had been assigned to us. She was set to join us. Had I given her a good impression? Did she even care? I got the sense that Michelle had largely taken over the Johnson Household. She was the more dominant of the wives, although Trevor remained the overall dominant in the house. I wanted something similar here, but I wasn't sure how it would work or how I would feel about it.

		As the water tea steeped, I collected a few cookies and crackers to serve with the tea, not knowing what Sara might like. I even poured a small pitcher of milk, just in case she liked milk in her tea. I never had developed a taste for it, but I wanted to be a good host. Sara would be moving in and we would need to get along.

		I carried the tea tray out to the living room to find Sara spreading out various papers on the coffee table. I assumed there were things we needed to go over and agree to. But she left a corner of the coffee table open for my tea tray. She at least understood the basics.

		"I didn't know if you take milk in your tea, so I poured some," I said as I set down the tray. There were two empty tea cups on saucers, along with the tea pot, the little pitcher of milk, a bowl of sugar, and a plate with cookies and crackers to snack on.

		"Actually, we won't be drinking cow milk for a while," Sara said. "Except for certain cooking and baking situations, we will be using my milk and hopefully yours."

		If my jaw hadn't already dropped at what Sara was saying, it would have when she pulled the shoulders of her dress down and revealed her big tits. She was not wearing a bra at the moment. Her pink teats came into view and she leaned over the tray, sending a short burst of her own milk into both tea cups.

		"You see," Sara said when she sat upright again, but with her big tits still out, "the milk is the catalyst. My body has been altered to turn both you and Neil into your ideal forms. He will gain muscle mass and grow more intelligent. You will grow bigger breasts and..."

		"You can say it," I said. "I'll become dumber. My neighbors are in the program. Michelle Johnson referred me. But I should tell you something important. I haven't told Neil yet. He doesn't know that I signed us up or that we've been accepted. I hope that won't be a problem."

		Sara just smiled as she reached out and poured each of us a cup of tea, her milk mixing with the tea. "Not a problem at all. It's common for only one spouse to know. Admittedly, it's usually the man who sets everything up. But you seem like the sort of woman who will enjoy this kind of life."

		"That's a relief." I took a moment to sip my tea. It had just the right amount of flavor. "This is delicious."

		"That's a normal reaction," Sara said. "Even though you're new to this, just trust me. I've got the training. And before you know it, you'll have a dominant husband and me to guide you. It's a perfect balance. That's how we need it."

		I took another sip of tea, enjoying the moment. There was something about it I enjoyed. But it was probably just the whole scenario. I was going to turn into a ditzy housewife and I was going to live out my secret fantasies in a way I could never have imagined.

		"When can we expect Neil home?" Sara asked.

		"We probably have an hour still, unless he gets held up at work. His schedule is usually pretty consistent, but occasionally he gets extra time off and other times he works late. And I never know when it will happen."

		"It's all about being flexible," Sara said.

		I just nodded along. It was the same philosophy I had been living my whole life. I just never had anyone around me who could call it that.

		"Is there any more paperwork to worry about?" I asked. "I don't actually know how all of this will work."

		"Everything is set," Sara said with satisfaction. "Technically I have already been made Neil's second wife. He won't be ready to hear that when he gets home, so we'll introduce him to the idea once he's started to come around to my presence."

		"That's fine by me," I said. "Although I don't like hiding this from him."

		"Just relax. It will all be over soon. And once you finish your tea, I'm going to recommend we go to the kitchen and we begin pumping my milk. It will be important for Neil to consume as much as possible. The same is true of you. The more of my milk you drink, the more you will—"

		"Become a bimbo," I interrupted.

		"Yes," Sara said with a chuckle. "And once you start lactating, your milk will have the same effect on Neil and me. In time, we will both be bimbos."

		"And you're okay with that?" I couldn't help but ask. It was one thing to have a bimbo housewife fantasy, but it was another to take a job knowing it would turn you into that.

		Sara shrugged, causing her big tits to jiggle slightly on her chest. She had yet to put them away. "It's complicated, but I'm a believer in the project. We need to do something to fix the low birth rates and somehow get a handle on the gender disparity. Men taking two wives helps. So does turning us into fertile sex fiends. We'll both be knocked up soon enough. The milk not only changes our bodies, but it also counteracts chemical and medication birth control."

		I was regularly taking a birth control pill. It was odd hearing that that wouldn't work anymore, even if I kept taking it. Not that I cared. I was a little jealous of Andrea and Michelle, but I had a feeling I wouldn't be for long.

		"How much will you lactate?" I asked.

		"You'll see," Sara answered.

		I nodded as I reached for another cookie. I was still curious how this was all going to work, but I would just have to wait and see. I was excited to see what would happen next. I needed to be more nervous. But everything felt like a dream.

		"Come on," Sara said as she stood up from the couch and moved toward the kitchen.

		I was momentarily at a loss as I watched Sara walk out of the living room, her big tits bouncing with each step. It was difficult not to stare, but I stood up, following in the blonde's footsteps, ready for whatever she had planned for me next.

		"Get comfortable," Sara said once we got to the kitchen. "We're going to be in here for a while."

		I went straight for the kitchen table and sat down. There was plenty of room on either side for me and Sara. I watched as the blonde woman grabbed a few things from the fridge and set them on the counter. She had her back turned to me, but that didn't stop me from ogling her big tits. I was certainly in the right spot to see them in all their glory.

		"Here we go," Sara said as she put a plastic pitcher on the counter and stood over it. "There will be an actual pump for us eventually, but for now, I'll be doing this by hand."

		"Oh," was all I said as I watched the blonde begin to work. She moved quickly, pulling and squeezing her breasts, one at first, then switching to the other. Each time she squeezed, a fine stream of milk shot out of the nipple and into the pitcher. She had an impressive aim. Not a drop was spilled.

		It was mesmerizing to watch Sara work. It was hard to focus on anything else, especially with her tits being on such display. But I was soon distracted by a familiar sensation. My nipples had become hard, almost painfully hard, and my breasts were aching. I tried to put the puzzle pieces together, but couldn't quite understand why my body was reacting so strongly to watching Sara.

		"You've only had a small dose of milk, but you may be feeling the early effects," Sara said as she continued to work her nipples.

		My eyes dropped to my small chest, my nipples poking through my top and my bra. It was then that I realized what was happening. It had only been a few minutes, but I was already experiencing some of the breast growth that would make me more like Sara.

		"When can I have more?" I asked, growing greedy. I could only imagine myself looking more and more like Sara. Along with Andrea and Michelle. Project Enduring Household definitely had a type, at least locally. Big breasts, a feminine figure, blonde hair, and a sexy and vapid smile. I wanted all of that. I wanted it for me, but also for Neil. He deserved two sexy bimbos at his beck and call.

		"Whenever you're ready," Sara said. She stepped away from the counter and the pitcher, walking toward me as her heels clicked on the tile.

		But when she stuck her tits in my face, I was left confused. "Wait you want me to drink it straight from—"

		"It will happen eventually," Sara said as she reached up and pushed a lock of light brown hair behind my ear. "Trust me. And drinking it from the source feels good."

		This was all so new to me, but there was a certain perfection in her breasts. Even after she had squeezed out some of her milk already, they still looked beautiful and full. And so I leaned forward, latching onto one of her nipples with my lips and I started to suck.

		The first bit of warm milk hit the back of my throat and my eyes nearly rolled up into the back of my head. The flavor, the actual act, were both amazing.

		As I drank from her, I felt a lightness in my head. It was strange at first, almost like I was high. And while I wasn't the most familiar person with what various highs felt like, I had experimented just enough to get a bare bones idea of it.

		I just kept sucking. I kept drinking. I knew it was infantile, but it felt surprisingly good. And given the little gasps and moans coming from Sara, I knew she was enjoying this as much, if not more than, me.

		Before I knew it, Sara's left breast had run dry. I disengaged from her nipple and looked up at her with glazed eyes. I wasn't really seeing. I was just passively observing, waiting for her to tell me what to do next.

		"I better empty the rest in the pitcher so Neil has something to drink when he comes home," Sara said. She stepped back toward the counter where the pitcher waited for her.

		I simply sat there, letting the effects of the drugged milk take their course. The pressure in my chest increased and the lightness in my head remained. I let out a little giggle, my mind still lost in the remnants of pleasure I previously felt.

		After Sara finished milking herself, she slid the pitcher into the refrigerator and turned to me, her hands on her hips. "It looks like Neil might be late today. But that's fine. It will give us time to start making dinner."

		It was only after a few moments of looking down at me where I sat at the table that she reached up and put her tits away. Part of me was glad they were no longer out in the open, making my budding breasts pale in comparison, but I also missed seeing them. Just the idea of them was enough to add a tendril of heat in my belly.

		My glazed demeanor did not disappear as Sara gave orders. I let her take charge, already feeling especially submissive. And even though she had no idea where anything was in the kitchen or even what foods we had available, she soon had a whole meal planned out with what we had available. I was impressed.

		Sara started cooking and I acted as her assistant. It was so much easier to just take direction from her. As lightheaded as I felt, I didn't need to question anything or think ahead. I just did what I was told, relying on my internalized skills and nothing else.

		And as easy as all of that was, it was even better because Sara seemed like such a nice person. I wasn't sure how well the screening process was to reach her position, but she was both knowledgeable and patient with me. She understood my position as the first wife. She didn't step on my toes, but she was also firm with what needed to be done.

		Plus, that smile. Sara's smile practically glowed. It was enough to light up the room. And given her beauty, the enhanced feminine form with big tits, a narrow waist, a bubble butt, and plump lips, it was as if she had been created for this purpose.

		The salad was in the refrigerator, staying cool. The casserole we made was in the oven, baking. I had changed out of the tank top and shorts I had been wearing and into a dress. I wasn't wearing a bra. I didn't even know if I would ever wear one again. It all depended on how much my body changed and if Neil wanted me to wear one. If he did, I would need to buy new bras, because my current ones were already straining to fit.

		My ears perked up at the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. "That's Neil," I said, knowing it had to be him. The two of us were the only two who ever used the driveway. Visitors always parked in the street. "How should we do this?"

		I had no idea how to introduce him to this new reality. Sara was moving in with us. By law, she was already Neil's second wife, even if he did not know it yet. And as far as I was concerned, Sara and I were well on our way to being best friends.

		"Give him this drink," Sara said, handing me a cocktail she had made for him. Just from the smell of it, I knew it was milk based. It was her milk, that creamy goodness that only she could provide. "It will be easier to keep him calm with it."

		"Welcome home, Neil," I called out when I heard the front door open. I walked into the living room, holding his drink and leaving Sara behind in the kitchen, a little unsteady in my heels. I had always avoided high heels when I could. Now I couldn't imagine not wearing them. They made me feel so soft and feminine. Sara's milk was already affecting my thinking.

		"Hey Helen," Neil said when he saw me. "Is that for me?"

		"It is," I said with a smile, holding out the drink for him.

		Neil took the drink from me and took a tentative sip. Then his eyes went wide as he took a longer, more enthusiastic sip. "That's really good," he said after swallowing.

		"I thought you might like it," I said, giggling at the thought.

		"Sorry I'm late," he said between sips. "Work ran over. But it's Friday and I got everything done. No work over the weekend."

		"That's great, sweetie," I said, stepping forward and placing a hand on my husband's chest. He looked down at me, his nostrils flaring with desire. He only now noticed how I was dressed, wearing a low-cut dress to rival Sara's. Not that he knew about Sara yet.

		"You're all dressed up," Neil said, worry in his eyes. "Did I forget something?"

		I giggled again. "No, silly." It was so much easier to just give into the giggles and lightheadedness. Every fiber of my being screamed out to just give in and be the ditzy housewife I dreamed to be. "I just like dressing up for my man."

		Neil chuckled. "I can't say I'm complaining. You greet me with a delicious drink and wearing that dress. I could get used to that."

		"I've got another surprise for you," I said, unable to hold back any longer. The words would bubble out of me eventually, so there was no use in remaining silent. "You should sit down."

		Neil was still very much in charge of the situation, but he allowed me to guide him to the couch. He sat down, still wearing his suit and tie. I wanted to sit on his lap and slowly remove his jacket and the tie, planting kisses along his strong jaw. He might have been average in the grand scheme of things, but I loved him. And more than ever, I wanted to serve him.

		"What's the surprise?" Neil asked before he drained the last of the drink I bought him. His lips had a wet sheen that was slightly white from the milk.

		I froze up, not knowing what to say. I had walked myself into a corner, trapped by my own words. And with my mind not operating on all cylinders, I didn't know what to say.

		"I am," Sara said, walking into the living room, looking every bit like the absolute stunner that she was. She carried another drink, brimming with milk. Every little bit was needed to make sure that Neil became the man he was capable of becoming.

		I giggled again, unable to stop myself. "This is Sara. She's going to be staying with us."

		"It's nice to meet you, Sara," Neil said, looking at me curiously out of the corner of his eye.

		"Here, I brought you another drink," Sara said, stepping forward, her impressive breasts jiggling with each step.

		It didn't take long for Neil's eyes to slide off of me and onto the expanse of cleavage on display and Sara's otherwise perfect figure. Before any of us knew it, he was staring.

		In the past, such actions by my husband would have either pissed me off or led me to telling him off. Not that he looked elsewhere often, but he was a man who was hardwired to look at beautiful women. And Sara might just have been the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She was the perfect bimbo wife.

		But after what had just happened to me, I realized this was not the time to be jealous. In fact, I realized that being jealous was a problem in itself. Neil was attracted to Sara. And if it wasn't for his ability to look up from the inviting valley of her tits, he might have noticed that I was not jealous.

		"You should take a sip of your drink," Sara said, her voice soft and sensual.

		"Yes," I said, giggling yet again. "You really need to drink."

		Neil stared for a few moments longer before he finally looked back up, right into my eyes. I knew what he was thinking, but it would have been more than he could handle in that moment. So instead he simply drank and said nothing. The truth would have to wait.

		"Dinner is in the oven," Sara said. "Helen and I made it especially for you."

		Even though Neil was enjoying Sara's presence, he wasn't dumb. And while Sara's milk would make me dumber and ditzier, it would make Neil's mind even more sharp than it already was. And I could see how he was questioning this turn of events, never having heard me mention Sara before today.

		"Sara's a new friend," I said, trying to cover up the hole in the situation. I grabbed onto her arm and pressed my body against hers.

		"It's nice to meet you," Neil said, but I could sense his displeasure. Usually we discussed this type of thing. It was about us being equal partners. And in reality, I was doing this so I could be reduced to his bimbo wife and he could become more dominating. But there was no good way to introduce Sara. Not yet at any rate.

		I considered how it might have been for Andrea. She was happy with Michelle now, but she hadn't signed up for the program like I had. Trevor had done that. And Andrea had felt stuck until she finally transformed. I didn't want Neil to run away, because I was sure he would before he was in too deep. I had to get him too involved, to sample this new life, before I broke the news to him fully.

		"What's in this?" Neil asked after downing the rest of the drink. There was alcohol in it, but that was not the real reason for giving it to him. It was all about the milk. It was all about Sara's milk. The more milk he drank, the more dominant he would become. And soon enough, he would see the benefit of having two wives serving him in every way he could possibly desire.

		"It's a special recipe," Sara said. "I was teaching it to Helen earlier."

		Neil nodded his head, assuming that my giggling was because I was drunk. But I wasn't drunk. I was just embracing the new me, enjoying the little changes that Sara's milk had already given me.

		A timer dinged in the kitchen, distracting all of us.

		"I better go check on that," Sara said, taking charge of the household tasks. "Helen, why don't you set the table while Neil changes into something more comfortable?"

		I jumped to the task, bringing out the nice china for the occasion. Neil would think it was just because we were hosting my friend. But the real reason was to celebrate the union between our family and Sara. She was joining us permanently.

		In no time at all, the table was set for three, complete with the best silverware and crystal glasses we had. All those old wedding gifts we never used were finally paying off. This household was about to become far more traditional than it had been before, albeit with two ladies of the house, instead of just one.

		Neil did not question me serving him a glass of milk with dinner. But then again, I drank one, too. I didn't want to wait for bigger tits and a ditzier attitude. It was a good thing I was wearing panties, because I would have a wet spot on the back of my skirt from where I sat otherwise. That was how aroused I was.

		Sara and I focused on Neil throughout dinner, keeping him talking about his day. Sara was especially good about asking him questions while revealing little about herself. It was hard for me to keep up, leaving my eyes slightly glazed, but with a smile on my face.

		There was actually a part of me that couldn't wait until my milk started to come in. Sara's milk only made other women ditzy, not herself. But when I started lactating, she would drink my milk, with it affecting her in the same way that hers affected me. In time, Neil would have two bimbo wives, not just one.

		However, as we all ate, I could tell that Neil was growing uncomfortable. He kept shifting in his seat, his hands dropping below the lip of the table and trying to readjust himself. His cock strained against its confinement, but he was too polite to mention anything or to step away to handle it himself.

		Somehow Neil managed to keep it together throughout dinner. When Sara brought out dessert, I thought he might balk, finally escaping to the bathroom to find some relief. He had to be as horny as I was. The flush of his skin told me how aroused he was. He needed release as much as I did.

		But when dinner finally ended, I sensed we had reached a moment of awkwardness.

		"Let me clean up," Neil said, reaching out for the dishes.

		"No, no, let me," Sara said, taking charge. "You got to the living room with your lovely wife while I take care of all this. It's the least I can do while you host me."

		Neil was about to raise an objection, but I placed a hand on his. "It's okay. Let Sara help. You've been working all day, providing. Let's go to the living room like she said."

		I could tell Neil was not thrilled with letting the guest clean up after dinner, but he would grow used to Sara and me handling all of the household chores eventually. At least all of the chores that matched a feminine disposition. There were still some things around the house we would need a man for.

		However, Neil did not vocalize his displeasure as I held his arm and guided him into the living room. I sat him down on the couch and then perched myself next to him. Now that there was no table in the way, I could see how much his cock was straining in his pants.

		"Oh, you poor man," I said as I reached a hand toward his crotch. "Did Sara and I get you turned on?"

		"It's nothing," Neil said, waving me off.

		I reached up and cupped his cheek in my hand, forcing him to look at me. "No, it's not nothing. And you know what? I want you to be happy."

		"I am happy," he said, looking down at me with love in his eyes.

		"No, you just think you're happy," I countered. "But I'm going to make sure you are really happy, that you get everything that you deserve."

		I dropped my hand back to his crotch. Neil didn't push me away. And he did nothing as I pulled at his belt and eventually freed his cock. It sprung out, hard and ready.

		"What if Sara sees?" Neil asked, already excited about what I had planned.

		"Let her," I said with a knowing smirk. "Maybe she'll even join us."

		I knew Neil would have something to say to that, likely denying that he had any interest in her, but I cut off that line of thinking by wrapping my fingers around his shaft.

		"Fuck," Neil grunted, keeping his voice low.

		"You need this," I said. "You deserve this."

		And to punctuate my point, I lowered my head, dropping to my knees on the floor and wrapping my lips around his cock.

		Cock. I knew what it was like to give blowjobs, even though it was a rarity in our house. But this was different. It felt different. It tasted different. And I was left wondering how I had never experienced this before. Just taking Neil into my mouth felt like a life changing experience.

		But then again, there was no need for surprise. It was because I was already changing. My body was changing, my breasts growing fuller. My mind was changing, becoming ditzier. But it was even more than that. My desires were changing. All I wanted to do was cook and clean and sexually serve my husband.

		"Fuck, that feels good," Neil groaned as he leaned back and enjoyed what my tongue and lips were doing on his cock. "But we should—"

		I released my lips from his cock, but kept my hand pumping in a slow rhythm. "No, this is how it's going to be. This is what I need."

		"You need to..." he started, but he trailed off when I started to suck again. His cock was so hard in my mouth that I could taste a bead of precum forming on his tip.

		I watched as his head lolled back, enjoying my service. I loved it, sucking him. I loved being his wife, his woman. I loved pleasing my man, satisfying him in every possible way.

		Eventually his hand dropped down to the back of my head, pressing me forward as he began to move his hips. He fucked my mouth, using me, using my body. It was everything he should have been doing all along, but I hadn't given him the opportunity until now. And in this new situation, I was all his for the taking.

		Neil had never been so forceful with me. Maybe it was my fault for not telling him what I desired before, but with Sara's milk affecting him, he became the kind of man I needed, especially now that I was under the influence of the same milk. But where it made me submissive, it made him dominant.

		But then suddenly Neil stopped. I kept sucking, because I still wanted him, but he stopped holding me in place. He stopped fucking my mouth.

		I heard him gulp, his cock almost going soft. Almost.

		"Don't let me get in the way of your fun," Sara purred. It was only then that I understood what was happening. Sara had entered the living room and Neil tried to stop.

		"But—"

		"I think it's time for us to fill you in on the details and why I'm really here."

		I started to raise my head, but I felt a sudden hand on the back of my head. It was Sara. She was pushing me down on Neil's cock.

		"Keep sucking, Helen," she said. "I'll handle the explaining."

		"What's going on here?" Neil asked. I glanced up and saw him looking up at Sara. His cock went hard again, now that he had permission to enjoy my blowjob. But he was no longer focused on me.

		I reached down between my legs and took a tentative rub against my panties, pushing against my clit and the wet spot in the fabric. I couldn't remember ever being this horny before. I knew it had to be the milk. It was affecting my libido, turning me into a horny slut for my husband.

		"Helen signed the two of you up for Project Enduring Household," Sara explained. She kept talking, explaining the details, telling Neil who she was and what she was really doing here. And all the while, I sucked off my husband, performing my wifely duties, not listening to a word of what she said. I was too focused on maximizing Neil's pleasure, listening to his body to know when to speed up or slow down.

		"I knew there was something going on," Neil said as he leaned back against the couch, finally relaxing.

		"That's it?" Sara said, sounding annoyed. "You're not mad?"

		"What would I have to be mad about? This is like a man's dream come true. And sure, maybe it's the milk you had me drink talking, but I've seen what happened across the street. I'd be crazy to turn down two hot women as wives while I get jacked and smarter."

		"You're certainly taking this better than I had expected," Sara said.

		"How about less talking now," Neil said with an aggressiveness I hadn't heard from him before. "Get down on your knees and start sucking. You're my wife now, too. Let's see what you've got."

		"Yes, sir," Sara said a moment before she joined me on her knees. And before I knew it, we were positioned on either side of his cock, licking and kissing him, in addition to kissing each other with his cock between us. It was hot and sexy, having the both of us pleasure him with our mouths.

		"Here it comes, sluts," Neil groaned as his cock surged with cum. We pressed our faces together, side by side, his cock pointing at us like the barrel of a cannon.

		He painted both of our faces with his cum, spurt after spurt. I had to close my eyes to keep his cum from getting past my lids, but then it hung off my lashes like a sticky goop. Sara got hit in the nose and across the lips. It was so hot to see such a sexy woman readily degrade herself by taking a facial.

		"I might not have chosen this, but I'm definitely going to make the most of it," Neil said as Sara and I started licking his cum from each other's faces. I had to admit, he was taking this about as well as I could imagine. But there was so much more to come.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Over the coming days, Neil and I were insatiable when it came to Sara's milk. We were both eager to turn into the people we were meant to be. My breasts grown steadily and Sara was sure my milk would come in any day now. Neil was growing so big and strong, packing on the muscle.

		The program that sent Sara into our lives paid us a significant monthly stipend so I was able to quit my job. Actually, Neil called my boss, notifying him about what had happened. By the end of that first weekend, I couldn't have handled quitting on my own. If it didn't involved cooking, cleaning, or fucking, I was pretty much useless.

		I probably had a permanent milk mustache for a week after that first night. And that wasn't when I was drinking straight from the source. The most fun was when Neil fucked Sara while also drinking from her tits. I had never heard a woman scream with pleasure more than her when he did that. He bounced her on his cock while she fed him her milk. It made me almost jealous of her.

		And I say almost jealous, because there was no way for me to be jealous of Sara. She was my best friend. When Neil was at work and we were done with our chores for the day, before we needed to start cooking dinner, we had time to play. We shared everything.

		We had almost identical bodies after the first week. My breasts had grew into a proper pair of tits. They were so big and round now. And I could feel them getting fuller. It had to be my milk coming in. I hoped it was. Sara hoped it was. Because she wanted to turn into a bimbo, just like me.

		My mind slipped so much. It was fun and hot to not have anything going on upstairs anymore. There were books I used to read and now I just looked at them and my eyes glazed over. They glazed over for a lot of things. But it was so much more fun being a giggly bimbo, always finding the sexy side of things. Between my new bimbo tits, my bubbly ass, and my thickening lips, I was looking more and more like Sara and all the other Project Enduring Household bimbos. My hair was even turning blonde, but that was taking longer than everything else.

		But it was the sex that made it all so much better. Neil made sure to fuck one or both of us each morning. And since I was his first wife, he often chose me for the morning fuck. Given all the milk I was drinking, I was always wet and needy, even waking up in the morning. It was like my fingers rubbed away at my clit and pussy while I slept. But there really wasn't a time when I wasn't wet and horny.

		In the evening, we would both greet Neil when he came home. Sometimes we would wait for him on our knees. Other times we pressed our feminine curves against him the moment he walked through the door. And after eating the dinner we had prepared for him, it was nothing but sex until bed. We were doing so much fucking, we didn't even really need to work out that much. Our bodies were primed engines for raw sexuality.

		Of course, I had to get rid of a lot of my old clothes. Not only did much of it not fit my more womanly figure, but I didn't want to wear it. There were times when I forgot what I had been like before, because I just couldn't understand why I wasn't always showing off my boobs. Luckily, Sara brought a lot of things with her. We shared clothing all the time. And with the help of the stipend from the program, Neil arranged for our bed to be replaced with something bigger. That way the three of us could all sleep together in one big bed, without crowding each other.

		But it always came back to the sex. We were all insatiable. Neil's cock had grown, longer and thicker. He could barely fit it inside of us. The way our pussies stretched to take him inside of us was almost painful. But it was the kind of pain that felt so good afterward.

		My favorite was when we all had sex together. Sara and I would be in a sixty-nine position. Somehow I ended up on top, but it was never because I was the dominant one. Sara was just really good at topping me from the bottom. Then again, I had become so submissive, I was pretty sure the kitchen appliances could dominate me.

		Sara would be grinding her pussy into my face, holding my head down between her legs and she ate me out. But then Neil would walk in. Even with my nose full of Sara's scent, I could still pick out Neil entering a room from smell alone. He had a distinctive masculine scent that I couldn't really describe. Trevor had a similar one. I assumed the milk gave it to him, along with the big cock and broad, muscular shoulders. He looked like a bodybuilder even though I was pretty sure he never went to the gym. Neil just did stuff around the house and that was enough to make him jacked.

		Even though Neil had entered the room, I didn't stop. I couldn't stop, since Sara held me in place, thrusting her hips toward me as I did my best to lick her pussy and eat her out. But then I felt Neil's hands on my womanly hips. It was only a moment later when I felt his monster cock enter me from behind.

		I screamed into Sara's pussy as she switched to playing with Neil's balls. His cock felt so good inside of me. He was so big and strong and dominant. And the moment he entered me, it was like he started fucking my mind as well as my pussy. He turned my mind into a drooling puddle, dribbling and melting into the submissive girl I was meant to be.

		This was all a dream come true for me, a fantasy come to life. My life had been mundane, focused on work and the occasional tryst with my husband, which never had been particularly fulfilling. But now, I had it all. Everything seemed to be coming out my way. But as a bimbo, that was expected. My brain didn't get in the way anymore and if I ever needed help, I had a body that had any man ready to support me. Although there was only one man I needed and that was Neil.

		As he pounded me from behind, his big cock stretching me out, I felt him lean over me and Sara. One hand slid over me and down to Sara, his fingers brushing against her pussy. He played with us both at once, giving us pleasure unlike any man ever had before. He was so dominant and assertive. It was only fitting that he got everything he could from us.

		Sara's moans grew as she neared her climax. But I had lost all awareness of anything happening outside of my pussy. The way Neil fucked me had my entire attention. My words were unintelligible moans. And it wasn't until he spilled his seed deep into me that I finally came, too.

		My body convulsed as I was sandwiched between my husband and his other wife. My vision turned white under the onslaught of pleasure coursing through my body. It felt as if an explosion had gone off inside of me, filling my body with cascading waves of orgasmic ecstasy.

		My body slumped down between Sara and Neil as we all lay there in a tangled mess of flesh and hair and cum. But I didn't care about the mess we were all making. In fact, I liked it. It was proof that we were all connected together.

		And most important of all, there was no way Sara and I weren't already pregnant. I knew the milk neutralized the birth control I had been taking, leaving me fertile and ready to be impregnated. It was the start of a happy family, Neil and his two wives, happy bimbos serving his every need. My dreams had come true. Sara was fulfilling her purpose. And Neil had finally given up the pretense that we were on equal footing. Everything was looking up and I could fall asleep with a sexually satisfied smile on my face. We were all living the dream.
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