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Bimbo for a Day





    

“What are you looking at?”

“Nothing.”

I peered out the window, curious to catch a glimpse of whatever had suddenly captured my husband’s attention in the middle of our conversation. I wasn’t surprised when I saw our new neighbor watering her plants. Amber was the kind of woman who could catch any guy’s eye. She was a tall, leggy blonde with huge boobs and a penchant for wearing clothes that barely concealed her ample curves. She also happened to have a giggly, bubbly personality that perfectly suited her look. Amber was the epitome of a blonde bimbo.

Ever since she moved in, I noticed Chad, my husband of three years, had suddenly become a friendlier neighbor. Every chance he got, Chad tried to talk to her. He insisted that he just wanted Amber to feel welcome in our neighborhood, but I couldn’t help but think he was more interested in checking out her hot body.

“She probably has a boyfriend,” I said, rolling my eyes and standing up to get another cup of coffee.

“Who?” he said, playing dumb.

“Amber!” I replied. “I see the way you’ve been looking at her.”

“Liza, I would never look at anyone but you,” my husband said.

He sounded sincere, but I found it hard to believe him. Compared to Amber, I was completely unremarkable. I was only five foot three, with dirty blonde hair and no curves to speak of. Even if I wanted to emulate a sexpot like Amber, there would be no point. I couldn’t get good cleavage going to save my life, my butt was practically nonexistent, and my legs were stubby and short.

Although I did believe that my husband loved me — after all, he had married me — and desired me, it was tough not to compare myself to the glamorous, gorgeous creature who was constantly flaunting her beautiful body in skin-tight ensembles that showed off her ass and tits and legs. Deep down, I knew that Chad fantasized about women like Amber, whether he wanted to admit it or not. She was every man’s wet dream come to life.

“Look,” Chad said firmly, breaking me out of my thoughts. He must have noticed that I couldn’t take my eyes off Amber’s ass in her short shorts. “Ever since Amber moved in, you’ve been acting  strange.”

“So have you!” I argued. “You never talk to any of our other neighbors, but with her, you make an effort. Obviously, it’s because you think she’s attractive!”

My husband stood up, sighing deeply. “We can talk about this later. I need to get going.”

I did everything I could to stay calm as I kissed Chad goodbye and watched him gather his things for the day. As usual, my husband looked perfectly sexy in his suit and tie. Maybe I wasn’t his physical ideal, but he was certainly mine.

As soon as he was gone, I hurried back over to the window. Amber must have gone back inside. I began to wonder if I was the one who was fascinated by her, and that I was projecting my fascination onto Chad. Maybe he was being completely normal, and I was obsessing over Amber for some other reason.

Since I had the day off, I decided to take a drive to Placid Lake, a nice place to sit and think under the trees. I wished I hadn’t snapped at Chad like that. Now, he would get home and be mad at me tonight. And I couldn’t stand the thought of fighting with my husband.

Although I knew that I should have kept my mouth shut this morning, there was something else I secretly longed for.

In a low voice, I murmured to myself, “I wish I could spent a day — just one day — in Amber’s body and see how it feels to be that sexy.”

It was a silly thing to wish for, but for some reason, uttering those words out loud made me feel a million times better.

I closed my eyes, feeling a cool breeze that struck me suddenly, sending a chill down my spine. A huge cloud must have covered the sun, because darkness descended quickly over the lake. Next thing I knew, I heard the crack of thunder in the distance.

Surprised by the approaching storm, I rushed back to my car, heading home as fast as I could. The beautiful, sunny day quickly transformed into a dark, stormy nightmare. Rain pelted the windshield as I drove home.

I chuckled to myself, remembering that Amber had spent the morning diligently watering her plants. I was actually surprised that she took care of them so well, considering the fact that she gave everyone the impression that she was a dumb, ditzy blonde.

Once I got into my house, I started to feel kind of strange. I lay down on the couch, closing my eyes and wondering why my head was pounding. Actually, my entire body felt like it was…pulsating. What was happening to me?

I opened my mouth to let out a scream, but for a brief moment, it was as if I didn’t have a body. I reached for the edge of the couch, hoping to cling to the furniture for stability, but there was nothing to hold onto.

Then, everything was dark for a few moments.

My eyes fluttered open in an unfamiliar bedroom. The walls were pale blue, and the curtains on the windows were pink.

“What the hell?” I muttered to myself, my voice trembling. I clutched my throat in shock. Why did I sound so different all of a sudden?

I sat up in bed and saw, for the first time, the long, tan legs stretched out before me. The teeny-tiny denim shorts that barely covered my thighs were so small, they seemed impractical, as if they were for decoration. I reached out my hands to touch my legs. I felt everything. Wow…so this wasn’t a weird fever dream.

The glittery nail polish on my long fingernails caught the light streaming in through the window. The rain storm must have stopped as quickly as it started. But where was I? And what had happened to my body?

I glanced down at my chest and nearly fainted. How had I not noticed my massive tits sooner? The big, round, fleshy orbs spilled out of my low-cut tank top, tan and perky and incredibly sexy. I pressed my hand against my right breast, just to see how the springy flesh felt between my fingers. Then, emboldened, I pulled down the tank top to reveal the translucent black pushup bra that was hoisting these big breasts up and holding them in place. My new nipples, perky and pink, were showing through the thin fabric.

It was then that I realized that my own body hadn’t been transformed. No…I had swapped bodies with another woman.

I was Amber, my sexy blonde neighbor. My silly little wish had come true instantly.

I leaped out of bed, breasts jiggling as I ran out of the room and down the hall, searching for a mirror so I could confirm what was happening. By the time I reached the bathroom, I was out of breath and my heart was pounding.

The woman in the mirror had long, sleek hair that was platinum blonde. Her crystal clear green eyes were fringed with long, dark lashes. Her lips were glossy and full. And her skin was sun-kissed and radiant. There wasn’t a single flaw on her face or body.

I let out a giggle and licked my lips, examining my full breasts and perfect ass and flat belly from all angles. Maybe it was for the best that I’d snapped at Chad for checking Amber out this morning. If that hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t be standing here in her house, inhabiting her sexy body.

Come to think of it, how could she afford this house? I’d never questioned it before. Amber didn’t seem to have a job. Maybe she had sugar daddies or a rich family who paid her way through life. But now wasn’t the time to try to figure out everything about my neighbor’s life. Instead, I would enjoy this little “vacation” from my own boring body.

I returned to the bedroom and was checking out Amber’s fabulous, slutty wardrobe when the doorbell rang. I quickly yanked my tank top over my jiggly breasts and scurried downstairs.

“Coming!” I called out, my sweet, feminine voice clear as a bell.

I opened the door to find myself face to face with…myself. There I was, standing on the porch, hair still wet from the rain. Looking at myself from the outside, it became even more apparent just how different Amber and I were.

“Liza? Is that you?” the familiar face said. She glared at me.

“H-how did you know?” I stammered, staring down at her. I was a good six or seven inches taller than her.

“Because I woke up in your house in your body!” Amber said bitterly. “Like, how did this even happen? What did you do?”

“I don’t know what happened,” I said, lying through my teeth. “I lay down for a nap, and next thing I knew…here I was. In your body.” I glanced down at my curvy body and then back to the flat-chested, plain-faced girl in front of me. This body swap had been far more beneficial for me than it had been for Amber.

“I want my body back!” she cried, tapping her foot impatiently.

Secretly, I knew that this was most likely a temporary arrangement. I had only wished to be like Amber for a day, so hopefully, she could get back her tits and ass and perfect hair and face tomorrow. Today, I wanted to enjoy myself. I decided to deny all responsibility for this and place the blame on Amber.

“And I want my husband back!” I said. “Now that you’re in my body, you can sleep with Chad any time you want to! And that’s not fair.”

Suddenly, her eyes widened, and she stared at me in disbelief. I must have hit the nail on the head. During that unexpected thunderstorm, Amber and I must have made similar wishes at the same exact moment. While I was begging the gods to give me a chance to see what life was like as a blonde, busty babe, Amber was probably asking for a chance to sleep with her flirty, handsome neighbor.

“Did you make a wish to be…me for a day?” I asked in a low voice.

She scowled. “Maybe. Did you wish to be me?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Hopefully, it’s just for a day…assuming we made the same wish…”

“Yep. One day. Which will give me enough time to sleep with your husband,” she said smugly.

I rolled my eyes. “We’ll see about that.”

“I’m going to go shopping for some cute clothes to surprise him with,” Amber said. “You may not have the sexiest body, Liza, but you have the hottest husband.”

I glared at her as she sauntered off, obviously pleased with herself. I knew that I couldn’t let her sleep with Chad. Never. But with my new, voluptuous figure, I still had a distinct advantage.

I headed upstairs and found Amber’s phone, dialing Chad’s cell. He picked up immediately, confused by the unfamiliar number.

“Hello?”

“Chad,” I said sweetly, “this is Amber. Your neighbor.”

He didn’t speak for a moment. I definitely caught him off-guard.

“Oh, hi,” he said, laughing nervously. “How’d you get my number?”

“Didn’t you give it to me when I first moved in?” I asked. It was the best lie I could think of in the moment.

“I guess I did,” he said uncertainly.

“Anyway, I’m having a problem with my plumbing, and when I went over to ask Liza for help, she wasn’t there. So I was wondering if you could come over and help me…I’m desperate…”

I bit my lip, holding my breath as I waited for Chad to tell me he was busy at work. Or ask me why I didn’t just call a real plumber. Could he resist the charms of the sultry, sexy blonde who was begging him to come over?

“I’ll be right there,” he said. “My break’s about to start, so I’ll come over as quickly as I can.”

Wow. That had been even easier than I thought it would be. And all of my suspicions were confirmed. Chad was incredibly attracted to Amber. He was willing to drop everything to come see her.

I couldn’t wait for him to get here so I could rip off his clothes and fuck him. I felt confident and sexy and the thought of getting him into bed was making me get wet…
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* * *

“So, uh…what seems to be the problem?”

Chad was visibly nervous as he entered the house. After changing into a new outfit, I felt more full of myself than ever. I clicked across the kitchen in my white high heels, adjusting my body-hugging pink dress as it slid up my thighs with each step. I had made it a point to show off my curves for the man I was trying to seduce. How could he resist his hot blonde neighbor in this slutty outfit?

In a half-hearted attempt to create a “plumbing issue,” I’d splashed some water on the kitchen floor.

“The sink’s leaking a lot,” I said.

Chad, doing his best not to stare at my ripe, ample cleavage, turned on the water and looked underneath the sink at the pipes.

“Doesn’t seem to be leaking now,” he murmured.

I noticed that he wasn’t wearing his tie and suit jacket, just his white button-down and dress pants. If I wanted to undress him completely before he tried to head back to work — or worse, back home — then I would have to act fast.

“Maybe I fixed it!” I said with a nervous giggle, playing with a strand of my long, blonde hair. “But while you here, could you come upstairs and help me with something?”

Chad gulped. “Amber, I don’t know if I should…I thought you had an emergency, which is why I rushed over.”

“I’m sure that’s not the only reason you rushed over,” I purred, biting my lower lip.

In spite of his nervousness, he followed me up the stairs and into the bedroom.

“I want to hang a picture up there,” I said, pointing high on the wall. “If you sit on the bed, maybe you can tell me if I should do that.”

He hesitated, but then sat down on the edge of the bed, gazing up at the wall. “Seems like a perfectly good place to hang a picture.”

I stepped over to him, blocking his view with my torso. My breasts were directly in his line of sight. He had no choice but to stare at my heaving, full chest. I realized that I was breathing heavily. The thought of seducing my own husband was turning me on. For some reason, the fact that he had no idea that I was Liza was thrilling to me. I felt powerful and sexy and completely in control.

“Chad, can I tell you something?” I asked, gazing down at him.

He looked up at me, his body frozen, his eyes filled with lust and confusion. “What is it, Amber?”

“I think you’re the sexiest guy in the whole neighborhood,” I said, settling down on his lap and reaching for the top button on his shirt.

“I’m married,” he said stiffly.

I undid the top two buttons, then rested my hands on his shoulders and stared at him, a smile on my lips. “I know you’re married. But I don’t care.”

“You called me over here to…do this?” he asked, his voice trailing off. His tongue darted out of his mouth momentarily, and he swept it across his lower lip and let out a sigh. I sensed that Chad was hungry for me, but he could never admit it.

“You flirt with me almost every day, Chad. It drives me crazy!” I reached for the next button, and then the next. I ran my hands over his hard, bare chest. “I even had a dream about you last night. You were fucking me, and your cock felt amazing inside me…”

“Holy shit,” he muttered, laughing slightly. “Amber, this is…this is a lot for me to take in.”

“I know,” I said, climbing off his lap. He let out a little groan, as if in protest. But as I peeled off my tight dress, revealing my lacy lingerie, his eyes widened. “If you want me, Chad, you can have me. It’s up to you.”

I stood in front of him, and without saying another word, Chad opened his shirt the rest of the way before tearing it off his body, revealing his toned torso. Chad was the perfect combination of lean and muscular. He wasn’t a total jock, but he worked out pretty often.

I decided it would be fun to tease him and make him want me more. I turned away from him, but before I could take a step, he’d pulled me back onto his lap. I felt his hard cock bulging through his pants. Doing a little wiggle, I rubbed my ass against it. Chad wrapped his arms around me, fondling my big breasts through my lacy bra, breathing into my ear. In a low voice, he murmured, “You can’t tease me like this, Amber.”

“Yes, I can,” I giggled. “I can do whatever I want. You’re not my husband. This is just for fun.”

As if in response to that bold statement, he unhooked my bra. I shrugged it off, freeing my perfect tits. Chad’s hands were on them instantly, gripping and squeezing them hungrily. He bit my earlobe, his breath hot against my skin.

“You’re way more fun than my wife is,” he murmured. “She never dresses like you do…or wears sexy lingerie…”

“And she doesn’t have a body like mine,” I added. I should have been hurt that my husband was negatively comparing me to Amber, but I’d known this all along. I felt vindicated. But maybe Amber’s high sex drive was getting the best of me, because I felt more aroused than anything else right now.

I spun around to face Chad, and he pulled my right breast into his mouth, sucking hard on my erect nipple. I moaned, tilting my head back as he stimulated my sensitive skin. He switched to the other breast and I ran my fingers through his dark hair, wondering how Amber had become so lucky. Not only was her body extremely sexy, but it was also extremely receptive to physical pleasure. As far as I was concerned, she was the luckiest woman in the world.

At that moment, I heard Chad’s phone buzzing in his pocket.

“Shit…could be the boss,” he murmured, pulling it out of his pocket. His face dropped when he saw the name. “Uh-oh. It’s Liza.”

“Ignore her,” I instructed. “Let’s just have fun for now, okay?”

I gently pulled the phone out of his hand and tossed it on the floor. Then, standing up, I bent down and began to undo Chad’s belt. He hurriedly helped me and got undressed the rest of the way, stripping off his pants and his boxers at the same time. His hard cock was erect and ready for me. I couldn’t remember the last time I had seen my husband so turned on…

Kneeling in front of him, I gripped the base of his cock with one hand and stroked it lightly with the other, moving my hand up and down the length of his shaft. He groaned as I rubbed him, moving up and down in a rhythmic, slow motion. After a minute or two of stroking, I noticed that he was becoming impatient. He wanted more from me.

“Suck it,” he murmured.

“Hmm?” I played dumb.

“You heard me. I want to see your pretty lips wrapped around my cock…”

I couldn’t remember the last time Chad had talked dirty to me when I was Liza. But now that I was Amber, the voluptuous sexpot, he was more than willing to speak his mind.

“You want me to suck your cock? Okay.” I cast a smoldering glance up at him before diving in, stuffing half his cock into my mouth. I heard the sharp intake of his breath as I began to suck his thick cock, felt the warmth of his thighs radiating heat, relished the sensation of his smooth, hard rod as it slid easily in and out of my mouth. Just as he’d suspected, his slutty, hot neighbor was great at blow jobs. But not for the reasons he suspected. The truth was, I knew just what Chad liked, and although I altered my technique slightly as Amber, I was pleasing him as only a loving, doting wife could.

It gave me a thrill to satisfy him with another woman’s mouth. Amber had perfect lips and a long, sexy tongue, and as I licked up and down the length of Chad’s hard shaft, I knew that I was giving him the time of his life. My tongue fluttered over the tip of his member and just underneath, exploring every inch of his sensitive flesh.

Frustrated with my relentless teasing, Chad pressed his hand against the back of my head, urging me to suck again. I obeyed his silent but insistent command, yielding to his desires. No matter how deep I went, Chad seemed to want more and more from me. All I could do was try to please him. I wanted to be the one woman who could fulfill all of his nasty fantasies.

“Are you getting close?” I murmured, pausing for a moment. “Because I can’t wait to taste your cum…and swallow all of it.”

“I can’t decide if I want to cum in your mouth or your pussy,” Chad breathed, stroking my hair tenderly.

“Fuck,” I muttered in a low voice. It had been nice to suck his cock, but getting fucked by him would be even better. I was craving my husband’s cock more then ever.

I slowly stood up and, for the first time, leaned in for a kiss. The way Chad’s lips hungrily met mine made it clear that he’d been wanting to kiss Amber ever since she moved into the house next door. As his tongue slipped into my open mouth, I let my mind wander back to all those days I watched, jealously, as my husband had not-so-discreetly flirted with the blonde babe. No wonder he’d been so ready to come over and play today.

We continued to make out with a feverish intensity. Our physical chemistry was undeniable. And I couldn’t remember the last time Chad had kissed me (as Liza) so passionately. Now that I was busty, fun Amber, he truly desired me.

I tugged off my panties and straddled Chad, hovering over his cock. Before I could sit on his hard member, he surprised me by lying down and pulling my body roughly to move me into a new position.

“I want your pussy on my face,” he murmured.

“Really?” I was a little surprised. “And not on your cock?”

“Oh, I want that to,” he chuckled. “But…I want to make you scream first…”

I didn’t argue with that. I was very wet, and I knew that with just the right stimulation, I would have an explosive orgasm soon. The second my hot husband’s tongue touched my clit, I braced myself for the best orgasm of my life.

I rocked my body back and forth over his open mouth, feeling the heat and wetness of his lips and tongue against my flesh. He was setting me on fire. Chad’s hands gripped my body tightly, holding me still as I began to quiver and moan. I felt my pussy dripping as he swirled his agile tongue over my clit in tight circles. Beads of sweat formed between my big breasts. My heartbeat quickened as Chad brought me closer and closer to ecstasy.

Pressing my pussy against his mouth, I groaned loudly — so loudly that I imagined that all the neighbors could hear me. I wondered if Amber (in my old body) had gotten back from her shopping trip yet. It gave me immense satisfaction to think of her stepping out of the car and hearing my orgasmic moans, knowing that her plan to claim my husband’s body today would never be realized. After fucking me, he would be far too exhausted to play with her.

Chad shoved his tongue inside my tight, wet hole just as I began to shake and tremble with pleasure. I screamed with ecstasy I came, letting the waves overtake me as I pressed my pussy against him. By the time I finished cumming, I was exhausted. But I still needed to satisfy my husband. I had to make him cum, too. At the end of the day, that’s all I wanted — to make sure he was truly happy.

As soon as my trembling body had calmed down, I shifted my body lower so that I could sit right on his hard, throbbing cock. Chad lay there helplessly on the bed, watching my body intently as my pussy engulfed his hard rod, inch by inch, until he was completely inside me. I was sopping wet, and he slid into me easily.

Moving up and down slowly and rhythmically, I felt his hard cock reach the depths of my pussy and realized just how tight Amber was. There was a strain at first, but each time I sat on his cock again, it became a little easier. Soon, it was a pleasurable sensation, filling myself with his cock. I liked being in total control of Chad. All he could do was let me have my way with him, his eyes fixed on my big, bouncing breasts, my flat tummy, my luscious thighs.

“Let’s change positions,” he said suddenly.

“Ooh…how do you want to fuck me?” I asked curiously.

“Against the wall. Like the whore you are. Now get up.”

His tone of voice shocked me. I’d never heard him speak so decisively, so coldly. But I quickly did as he asked, standing up and moving to the side of Amber’s room.

“Face the wall.”

I turned around, pressing my hands against the wall and bracing myself.

“Now bend over for me and spread your legs,” he said gruffly.

At first, I was a little annoyed that I wouldn’t get to see his face while he fucked me. But as soon as his hard cock was plunging deep into my pussy, his lips pressed against my neck, I didn’t mind so much. Feeling his body behind me and hearing his heavy breathing was more than enough to excite me.

Even better, from this angle, he could fuck me as hard and deep as he desired. And for the first time, I knew what it was like for a man to want to be inside me. Chad fucked me with an animalistic intensity, plunging his cock in and out of me over and over again.

“Is that too much?” he whispered into my ear.

“No…I like it,” I said softly. “I like when you’re rough with me, honey.”

For a split second, I wondered if my use of the word “honey” would tip him off to the fact that it was his wife speaking to him from inside sexy Amber’s body. But Chad didn’t question me. He kept fucking me from behind, this time harder. He pulled my hair near the roots, forcing my head back. It was an act of dominance that took my breath away.

“Keep going,” I sighed. “Just like that.”

“Yeah?” he muttered. “Dirty little slut…sleeping with a married man…”

If only he knew the full story. Of course, my husband would never, ever believe the truth, even if I told him.

He fucked me with quick, intense thrusts. And then, suddenly, he plunged his cock inside me one last time and pressed the weigh to his entire body against me. I felt his warm, sticky cum filling my pussy, and I turned my head around to kiss my husband on the lips one last time before he pulled his cock out of me. I turned around and flung my arms around him. I could see that Chad was completely satisfied. A broad smile filled his face.

“I should get out of here,” he said.

“Are we going to do this again soon?” I asked.

“We’ll see,” Chad replied.

Without warning, he switched from happy to uncertain. He got himself dressed and rushed downstairs, leaving without giving me a goodbye kiss.

I headed into the bathroom, ready to take a shower to wash off my sweaty body. My husband’s cum was starting to drip out of my pussy. I turned on the hot water and as the shower got nice and steamy, I stepped inside, soaping my big breasts and admiring my voluptuous curves one last time.

My vision became blurry and I felt faint. I sat down in the corner of the shower and closed my eyes as an odd feeling overcame me. Was my time as Amber coming to an end?

Within moments, my eyes were opening.

“Ma’am, are you all right?”

I was lying on the floor in a department store, and a handful of people were surrounding me.

Sheepishly, I stood up. “Yes, yes. I’m fine.”

I saw that Amber had picked out some beautiful clothes, so before heading home, I decided to buy them. Now that I’d fucked Chad, the spell was broken. But I wondered what the night would bring. I knew that he had “cheated” on me with Amber’s body. I would have to decide if I should tell him that I knew the truth.

[image: ]

* * *

“How was your day, sweetie?” Chad said, giving me a kiss on the cheek the second he walked into the house.

“Good,” I replied, smiling.

“Is that a new dress?”

I was surprised that he noticed my new clothes. Amber, in her attempt to seduce my husband, had found the perfect outfits to suit my figure. I had to give her credit for that.

“Yep.” I did a little twirl. “You like it?”

I was still a little giggly and excited over what had happened today. A small part of me worried that Chad would forever be fantasizing about Amber now that he’d finally gotten the chance to sleep with her, but for some reason, I still felt giddy when I thought about our rendezvous today.

“I love it.” There was a long moment of silence. Chad cleared his throat. “Hey, honey, I need to get something off my chest…”

“What is it?” I asked, pretending I had no idea.

“I was unfaithful.”

His bluntness was a little shocking, but I knew that Chad was a good man. I should have known he would reveal everything to me.

“Oh?” I murmured.

He grimaced. “Yeah. With the neighbor.”

Before he could go on, I said, “Chad, she told me all about it. I think she just wanted to gloat. She said she seduced you, and tricked you into coming over, and, well…everything fell into place.”

His eyes were wide. “She told you all that?”

“Yeah. But she also said she would never, ever do it again.”

Chad nodded. “Of course not. It was a one-time thing. I felt so guilty about it afterwards…and I don’t know how you could ever forgive me for something like that.”

“I’m sure you can make it up to me,” I said. Pulling him close, I kissed him on the lips. “Tell me all about it next time we’re in bed. For some reason, the thought of you cheating turns me on a little.”

He was clearly surprised by how calm I was about his infidelity. “Really?”

“Yes.”

It was the strangest thing. Just this morning, I’d hated Amber for catching my husband’s eye. But now, I knew that she didn’t have any real power over him. She was just a fling, a fantasy. I was the woman he loved. And if I spiced things up in bed, I could recapture the magic of this afternoon. He would never need to go anywhere else to be completely satisfied.

From now on, I would never need to be jealous of that blonde, busty vixen ever again.











The Body Double





    

I was looking for part-time jobs online when an unusual ad caught my eye: “Aspiring filmmaker seeks a brunette body double for a sexy actress. Pleasurable, fun work! Compensation TBD. This is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for the right girl. Send a photo and I’ll get back to you.”

I should have been more skeptical, but it wasn’t often that work was described as “pleasurable.” Sure, the words “aspiring filmmaker” were a red flag ― there was a good chance this man (or woman) wouldn’t pay the “body double” a penny for their work. Still, I was intrigued by the premise. I was a brunette…I considered myself fairly attractive…and, of course, I had a body. I had nothing to lose by sending in a photo and seeing what happened.

About an hour after I had emailed the ad writer a full-length picture of myself in tight jeans and a tank top (the closest thing I had to a sexy photo), I got a message back. The man, Drew, said that I was the closest match to the actress so far, and he told me he would write back within twenty-four hours to let me know if I got the part.

I smiled and turned off my computer for the night. Even if I didn’t get hired, it had been exciting to think about being a body double in a movie. I wondered if the original sexy brunette actress was someone famous. And I also couldn’t help but wonder what kind of film Drew was making…

The next day, Drew got in touch again. He said that I was the top candidate, and that if I went to his studio downtown, we could discuss the details. Knowing that it was risky to meet a stranger online, I figured we should meet up in public first. I sent back: “How about we meet at Pleasant Mountain Coffee?” His response was brief: “Of course. See you at 2 pm, Jessica.”

I put on my nicest dress and a pair of heels and headed to the coffee shop. Drew was already there. He was a good-looking guy in his early thirties, and he greeted me with a warm smile. “You look even prettier in person, Jessica,” he said. “In fact, I think you’ll be a perfect body double for Valeria!”

“Valeria?” I asked, sitting down across from him. “Is that the actress?”

“Yes…let me explain,” he said. His calm voice and demeanor put me at ease, although I still should have been suspicious about the whole thing. “Valeria’s at my studio right now. However, she has to leave town tonight, and my movie’s not finished yet. This is where you come in. I need a cute brunette to stand in for her in the scenes she hasn’t shot yet.”

“Do I really look like her?” I asked hopefully, pushing my dark brown hair back.

“You’re not an exact match, but I think we can make it work,” Drew said, smiling. “In fact, I know we can make it work. If you’re up for it, I can make you look exactly like Valeria.”

I raised one eyebrow. How could Drew make me look exactly like another person?

He lowered his voice. “I can make you act like her, too. In fact, you’ll be completely indistinguishable.”

What the hell was he talking about? I gulped down my coffee and said, “All right…let’s give it a try and see if it works!”

On the way to his studio, Drew told me about his many career paths. He was trying filmmaking now, but in the past, he’d been a chemist and a computer builder.

“That’s an interesting combination,” I noted.

“Yep. The cool thing is, my knowledge of chemistry and computers are very helpful for my current project,” he said cryptically.

Finally, we arrived at the studio. I gasped. With its high ceilings and professional lightning, I felt like I was on the set of a major movie. I was about to ask where Valeria was when I heard the sound of echoing high heels. I turned my head as an extremely sexy brunette entered the room. My jaw dropped. This was Valeria?!

The woman who approached me had the most voluptuous, sexy body I’d ever seen, with huge breasts that threatened to burst out of her tight white top, a slim waist, and ample hips. Her cut-off shorts showed off her luscious, tan thighs. I was mesmerized by her perfectly round, bouncing breasts.

Instantly, I began to feel self-conscious about my body. I was slim and tall, but had no curves to speak of. My chest was flat as a board, and I had no hips and ass. Valeria jiggled and bounced in all the right places. She was a real woman; even though I was twenty-four years old, I felt like a mere girl next to this goddess.

Valeria tossed her lustrous, wavy hair and pursed her full lips. “Drew, is this my body double?” She spoke in a high, feminine voice. Valeria may have been stunning to look at, but she sounded like a complete airhead.

“She will be soon,” Drew said. I noticed that his eyes were fixed on her heaving chest.

I crossed my arms and glared at him. “Is this some kind of joke? I look nothing like this woman!”

“Not yet,” Drew replied, grinning. “Valeria, you look tired. Do you want to take a rest while I get Jessica set up?”

“I’m not tired,” Valeria said sweetly, her dark brown eyes widening. She batted her long lashes. “I’m just getting horny again…you know I love performing for you, Drew.”

Drew sighed. “And I love watching you perform.” He turned to me. “Jessica, Valeria is a very successful porn star. And I have a special machine that can turn you into her twin.”

Turn me into her twin? What the hell was he talking about? This guy was delusional.

He added quickly, “Now, before you run away…let me explain something to you.”

I stared at him, still in shock. I had no idea what the hell was going on here. Here I was, standing in a room with a strange man and a sexy, ditzy bombshell. I should have known this whole situation was fishy.

“At any point, Jessica, you’re free to leave,” Drew said carefully. “I’m not going to make you sign any contracts. Your physical transformation will be temporary and reversible, and you won’t have to do anything that makes you feel uncomfortable on camera. I’ll pay you $1,000 up front, and if you stay here for the rest of the day, I’ll give you another $5,000.”

Before I knew it, Drew was opening his wallet and placing ten crisp hundred dollar bills in my hand. $1,000, just to hang around here for a bit longer? That wasn’t such a bad deal…

“Let me show you my machine,” he said, rubbing his hands together. Valeria pouted at him, and he grabbed her hand, squeezing it. I followed them into another room with an odd machine that looked like it was attached to a tanning bed.

“As you know,” Drew explained, “I have a background in chemistry and computers. It took years, but I’ve finally managed to use my skills to create the ultimate transformation machine. I can create a body double of literally any person in the world!”

“You mean…like a clone?” I asked. I stared at the buttons and knobs on the machine. It seemed like something out of an old sci-fi movie.

“Not exactly,” he replied. “I’m good, but I’m not that good! It’s more like a physical duplicate.”

“Have you…copied people before?” I said. I glanced at Valeria, wondering for the first time if she was a body double herself. “Like, what about Valeria?”

“Oh, she’s the real deal,” Drew said, throwing his arm around her shoulder. “I’ve been a fan of her movies for years. And to answer your other question, I’ve only created a few body doubles so far. It’s difficult because the original person needs to be connected to the machine.”

“And it’s reversible?” I said.

“Completely reversible,” he replied, nodding vigorously. “So…what do you think? Do you want to transform yourself for the day?”

I resisted the urge to laugh out loud. There was no way this machine worked. It had to be a joke! Then again, Drew had just given me a thousand bucks. If I gave this a shot, I’d earn a lot more money by the end of the day. And this would only be a temporary transformation. I could deal with that…

I took a deep breath. “All right. Let’s do it.”

“All right. Ladies, please strip down to your underwear.” Drew wasn’t wasting any time. Without hesitation, Valeria lowered her shorts and yanked off her skimpy shirt. Her big breasts spilled out over the cups of her black bra, and as Drew began hooking her up to the machine, she turned around, revealing her sexy, round ass in her black thong. I still didn’t believe that Drew had the power to turn me into a carbon copy of this voluptuous porn star. Aspiring filmmaker? Yeah, right. This guy was an aspiring mad scientist.

“You too, Jessica,” he said impatiently. “Strip and get into the machine!”

Once again, comparing my body to Valeria’s made me feel inferior. I slowly removed my shirt and pants. I, too, was wearing a black bra and matching thong, but next to Valeria, my lack of curves was quite obvious. Drew opened the “tanning bed” up and I climbed inside, lying on my back.

He shut the lid, and I began to feel a little claustrophobic lying in the clear box. I could see Drew pushing some buttons on the machine. I watched Valeria tremble slightly, as if she was receiving tiny electric shocks throughout her body. “Hold still,” Drew said to her.

Suddenly, a blindingly bright flash of light filled my field of vision. A wave of electricity coursed through my body, gliding from head to toe. It wasn’t painful, but I began to shiver uncontrollably. My pale skin was covered in goosebumps. While I was still clear-headed, I cried, “Was that supposed to happen?”

Drew heard me and gave me a thumbs up. “Don’t worry…the transformation will begin soon!”

As I lay there in the machine, I felt my mind get a little fuzzy. I didn’t lose consciousness, however. Instead, I began to lose my anxiety. My worries. My inhibitions. All of my concerns melted away, leaving behind a feeling of pure bliss. My lips curled into a smile, although I wasn’t sure why I was so happy. After all, I still had my old, boring body…

And then it began. At first, the changes happened so gradually, I thought that my mind was playing tricks on me. Tingles erupted in different parts of my body, as if the molecules were rearranging themselves. My hips and ass felt like they were being stretched, my waist, constricted and narrowed. Slowly but surely, my breasts began to swell, too. I’d never been able to fill out an A cup, but suddenly, I was sporting cleavage, filling out the cups of my black bra.

At this point, I was happy with the results of the transformation. For the first time in my life, I was well-proportioned. I wasn’t as curvaceous as Valeria, but I was happy with my new breasts, defined waist, and ass. It seemed like I wasn’t transforming anywhere, and I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Hmm,” Drew said, staring at me and then glancing at Valeria. “Seems like the machine got stuck mid-cycle. Give it one more minute, Jessica!” He pulled a lever, and Valeria let out a little gasp of surprise, her body quivering as she received another jolt of electricity.

Lying in the box, I felt the transformation process repeat itself. And this time, the results would be the ones that Drew had desired for me. As my tits and ass swelled to outlandish proportions, I let out a little giggle. For some reason, all I could think about was sex. Was Drew giving me Valeria’s bimbo brain, too?

My tits kept getting bigger and bigger, straining against the tight black bra as the blossoming mounds of flesh pushed upwards and outwards. I watched them in shock and amazement, breathing heavily as my body transformed right before my eyes. Soon, my breasts seemed to have taken on a life of their own, quivering as they grew larger and rounder, my hard nipples threatening to poke holes right through the thin fabric of the bra. Even stranger, the sight of my new tits was making me get wet. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this horny. My pussy ached and throbbed. Perhaps this was the reason that Valeria had become a porn star. With her extremely high sex drive, fucking different guys all the time was the only way she could truly satisfy her intense urges…

The whirring and buzzing of the machine stopped. I lay there for a few moments, letting out a few soft sighs. Drew lifted the lid and stared at me, admiring my new body.

“Wow,” he breathed. “This is my most successful transformation! Jessica, you look exactly like Valeria now!”

“Really?” I murmured. I started to sit up, but the enormous size of my perky breasts hindered my movement. Drew had to lean down and grab both of my hands, helping me climb out of the box. I leaned on the machine for support — I was extremely top heavy now, since my enhanced ass wasn’t quite big enough to balance out my gigantic new tits.

Drew went over to Valeria, disconnecting her from the machine. “Let me see you two stand next to each other. Go over to the mirror.”

Valeria and I obediently headed over to the other side of the room, positioning ourselves in front of the full-length mirror on the wall. It was then that I realized that not only was I exceptionally sexy now, my skin was a golden tan and my hair was long, silky, and shiny.

“Yes…yes…perfect,” Drew said, walking around us and observing our bodies from every angle. “If it weren’t for that tiny freckle on your chin, Jessica, you’d be Valeria’s identical twin.”

I beamed with pride. I’d never cared too much about my appearance. I always figured that even if I wasn’t perfect, I was “good enough.” But now that I had the body of a porn star, I couldn’t imagine being content with my old self. I jumped up and down slightly, making my big tits jiggle. “These are fun!” I said to Valeria. She was staring at me coldly.

“Drew,” she said, wrapping her arms around him, “she’ll go back to normal, won’t she? I don’t want someone else walking around with my body forever…”

He laughed. “Of course, this is only temporary! Now you go get dressed. You have a plane to catch, don’t you?”

She pouted. “I guess I do.”

Once Valeria was gone, I rushed over to Drew and gave him a big kiss, slipping my tongue into his mouth. He seemed stunned and pleased by my boldness. I, too, was surprised by my aggressiveness. I barely knew this guy. “How do you feel, Jessica?” he asked me.

“Hmm…” I stared into his eyes, letting my hand play with the edge of his shirt. For some reason, I wanted to rip his clothes off. “I feel…really horny. Just like Valeria!”

He nodded in approval. “Exactly like Valeria. You’re talking like her, too.” Drew slapped my ass playfully. “I’m so glad you agreed to do this. Are you ready to perform?”

I smiled. “What do you want me to do?” I cooed seductively.

“Well…an actor is going to be here in about an hour, and you’re supposed to shoot a scene with him,” Drew said. “But if you want to rehearse, I’m more than happy to practice with you…”

I licked my lips. “Yes…I’d love to practice.” I’d assumed that he was working on a porn film, considering the fact that Valeria was a porn star. Earlier in the day, the thought of exposing myself on camera would have terrified me. Now, I couldn’t wait to get started. A body like this was made to be displayed to the world.

Drew led me back into the studio. I noticed for the first time that there was a big bed in the corner of the room. Drew instructed me to sit on the bed and pose for him while he got his camera set up. Even though I’d never modeled before, it came naturally to me. I knew exactly how to thrust out my chest to emphasize my breasts, my lips parted slightly, my eyes gazing seductively at the peering lens of the camera. I got down on my bands and knees, letting my gigantic tits wobble and hang beneath me, my plump ass thrust out behind me. I gave Drew my best “fuck me” stare, batting my eyes and running my tongue along my lips. I flicked my tongue at him a few times, trying to entice him to join me on the bed. He immediately knew what I was getting at, hitting record and joining me on the bed once the camera’s tiny red light started flashing.

“What does Valeria do in her movies?” I asked curiously. “I don’t want to disappoint you, Drew.”

He seemed shocked, as if he hadn’t expected my transformation to go this well. “You’ve already exceeded my expectations, Jessica,” he murmured, running his fingers through my long hair. He seemed almost afraid to touch me.

“Exceeded?” I asked. “What does that mean?”

He patted me on the head. “It doesn’t matter, babe. Just kiss me.”

I yielded to him, falling back onto the bed with Drew on top of me, his body pressed against mine. He began to kiss me gently and tenderly. I wanted more from him, though. Opening my mouth slightly, I bit his lower lip. “You bad girl,” he whispered, taking my boldness as a sign to be more aggressive. His tongue probed the inside of my mouth while his hands explored my body, running from my breasts down my flat tummy and over my hips. He played with the edge of my panties, and I lifted my legs slightly to move my pussy towards him, hoping he would take the hint and shove his fingers inside me.

“I’m being selfish,” he murmured, breaking his lips away from mine and sitting up in bed.

“Hmm?” I didn’t know what he meant, but I wanted him on top of me again.

“We need to make love for the camera,” he explained. “Remember…we’re making a movie here. Let’s try something different. You stand next to the bed and strip for me…”

Without missing a beat, I stood up and, even though there was no music playing, began to sway my hips sensually. “Take off your clothes, too,” I purred, toying with the buttons on his shirt. Drew quickly obeyed, stripping off his pants and shirt. I could see his hard cock bulging through his boxer-briefs. I licked my lips as I stared at it, then focused my attention back on his face. His eyes were darting across my body.

Slowly, teasingly, I spun around and bend over, shaking my ass in his face. Then I turned again and, reaching behind my back, unhooked my bra. I let it fall to the floor, my gigantic, perky breasts bouncing freely. “Your tits are perfect,” he breathed. “I can’t believe how big they are now…”

I leaned in close to him, hovering over him and pushing against his face with my big breasts. I squeezed them together, smothering him with my tits. I felt his warm breath on my flesh, and when I released his head from my cleavage, he had a big grin on his face. “You know exactly what to do,” he commented. “It’s almost as if you have all of Valeria’s experience, too. You’re just as sexy as she is…”

I licked my fingers and flicked them across my nipples, making them nice and hard. Then I yanked off my black thong. I sat down on Drew’s lap, straddling him, and ran my fingers through his dark hair. “Is all of this going to be in the movie?” I asked curiously.

“Only if you want it to be,” he insisted. What a gentleman! Here I was, throwing myself at this man and performing for him, and he was still trying to be polite, in case the old Jessica emerged and got upset with the situation. But the new Jessica wanted nothing more than to satisfy all of his darkest desires. I existed solely for men’s pleasure now, and I knew there was nothing wrong with that.

I tugged at his underwear. “Take this off,” I said, giggling. “I want to suck your cock.”

His dick was huge. I wasn’t sure how I was going to fit the whole thing in my mouth, but if Valeria could handle it, then I certainly could, too. I got down on my hands and knees in front of the bed, gripping his shaft in my hand and sliding my hand up and down slowly. Then, squeezing my tits together, I used them to stimulate his cock, too. Once I was sure that he was fully erect, I extended my tongue and lightly swirled it around the tip. He moaned softly, shifting forward on the bed. Emboldened by his excitement, I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the tip of his cock, flicking my tongue back and forth rhythmically while my hand continued to slide up and down his cock.

Drew leaned forward, pushing more of his cock into my mouth. I took it eagerly, opening wide to let him in. Inch by inch, I filled myself with his huge member, sucking slowly and deliberately, my tongue eagerly lapping at the shaft.

“Suck on my balls,” he instructed.

While I jacked him off with my hand, I followed his instructions, wrapping my lips around his balls and sucking them gently. Drew let out a sigh of satisfaction. Then, he roughly pulled me up by the hair. “Good girl. Suck my cock again.”

I loved the way he was ordering me around. Being a porn star was fun with an experienced, attractive man guiding me and giving me commands. “Deeper,” he urged. “I know you can do it. Valeria deep throats all the time in her movies…”

In my mind, I had already forgotten who Valeria was. Was I Valeria now? It was all so confusing. Either way, it seemed like anything Valeria could do, I could do just as well. So I opened my mouth wide, filling it completely with Drew’s huge cock, which slid easily back into my throat. I released it from my mouth before repeating the process several times. His breathing grew more labored, and I wondered if he was going to cum. Mm…I liked the thought of him exploding inside my mouth. I couldn’t wait to taste his delicious seed…

But just as that dirty thought crossed my mind, I saw a figure enter the room out of the corner of my eye. I turned to see a buff, muscular guy in the doorway. “Am I early?” he asked uncertainly.

I wiped the corners of my mouth and stood up slowly as Drew hastily wrapped himself with a bed sheet and went over to the man. “You’re just in time, James,” Drew said.

James looked at my wobbling tits, my luscious legs, and finally into my eyes. “It’s great to meet you, Valeria,” he said. “I’m a huge fan of your work.”

“Great to meet you, too,” I said softly. James was so hot, I completely forgot that I wasn’t Valeria. But he didn’t need to know that my real name was Jessica. Today, I had Valeria’s tits, ass, confidence, and sex drive. I was just as much a porn star as she was…

“Drew, I didn’t mean to interrupt,” James said. “If you want to fuck her first, go ahead…”

“Let’s see if she can handle both of us at once,” Drew suggested.

James undressed quickly. The sight of my body obviously excited him. As soon as he removed his pants and underwear and his hard cock sprang out, half-erect, I saw that he was even more well-endowed than Drew. My mouth hurt just thinking about sucking him off. Could I handle James’s cock?

James sat down on the bed and beckoned for me to join him. I climbed onto his lap, shoving my big tits in his face. He didn’t waste any time, grabbing the huge mountains of flesh between his eager fingers and encircling one of my hard nipples with his mouth, sucking on it eagerly. My tits were so sensitive, I started to gasp with pleasure. As I started to grind my bare pussy against his firm thigh, I realized that I was getting wetter and wetter. James moved over to the other breast, sending a wave of pleasure down my spine as he flicked his soft, agile tongue against my pink nipple. I began to imagine how good it would feel if he did the same thing to my clit…

“Sit on my face,” he said suddenly, as if he could read my dirty mind. “I want to get you nice and wet and ready to fuck me…”

He lay down on his back and I straddled his chest, sliding my body up so that I was hovering over his eager, open mouth. James was a complete stranger to me. I hadn’t even kissed him yet, and he wanted me to grind my pussy against his tongue.

“Come on, baby,” Drew urged. “Do it for the audience. Get yourself soaking wet…”

I lowered my pussy onto James’s face. Holding me by the hips, he began to flick his tongue back and forth over my clit. I pressed myself against him, letting my wet folds rub against his open mouth and slick tongue. When he shoved his tongue inside my tight, warm hole, I let out a cry of pleasure and rubbed myself against him even faster. James’s fingers dug into my fleshy hips. Then he gently pushed me, and I moved off of him, watching him catch his breath for a moment.

“I want you to ride me now,” he whispered. “Get up.”

I got up and James repositioned himself on the edge of the bed. James wrapped his arms around my torso to support me as I got onto his lap and lowered my pussy onto his erect cock. Slowly, I let his throbbing manhood fill my tight, slick hole. His dick was so thick, I felt my pussy stretching to accommodate his girth. I breathed deeply, and James caressed my back, patiently giving me all the time in the world to sit on his dick. Drew, knowing that I had never been in a porn scene before, didn’t urge me to go faster. I had Valeria’s body, but I couldn’t imagine how much sexual experience she had built up over the years. I was starting from square one with sexy James and Drew, learning as I went. My performance was going to be completely genuine.

In fact, as soon as my pussy had completely engulfed James’s hard dick, the sensation of his thick member inside me became pleasurable for me. I lifted my hips, sliding up off his cock, and lowered myself again onto his shaft. This time, his cock felt amazing inside me. I bounced up and down on his cock, my big breasts jiggling against his face, my hands holding his shoulders tightly.

“You dirty little slut,” he muttered in between jagged breaths. “Fuck…don’t stop…”

I began to move up and down even quicker, my eyes darting towards Drew, who was standing nearby and stroking his cock as he watched us. I knew he didn’t want to be sidelined forever. But I was enjoying James’s huge dick right now, and I knew that if I kept fucking him, I would cum soon.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Drew said, approaching the bed. He turned to James. “It’s my turn to fuck her now.”

James didn’t argue. After all, Drew was the one running the show. I got on all fours on the bed, my ass up in the air, my big tits swaying beneath me as I positioned myself. Drew knelt behind me, holding my buttocks tightly as he rubbed his erect cock up and down the length of my wet pussy. Then, he slowly slid his cock inside my tight hole. Without thinking, I squeezed my pussy muscles tightly around him. He sighed and slapped my ass. “You’re a natural,” he murmured, rubbing my ass. He began to fuck me slowly and deliberately, his fingers caressing my smooth skin.

James, kneeling on the bed in front of me, positioned himself so that his big cock was inches away from my mouth. Just as I started to moan with pleasure, he muffled my excitement by shoving his dick into my mouth, pushing it in as deep as he could. I gagged slightly, and he held the back of my head steady as he started to fuck my face. Soon, the rhythm of the two cocks moving in and out of my holes became pleasurable for me. Now that I knew how satisfying it was to be fucked by two men at the same time, I wasn’t sure if one dick would ever be enough to satisfy me…

“Look at the camera,” Drew whispered behind me, spanking my ass a few times as he began to fuck me faster. “Think of how many people are going to be watching you.”

Unable to move my head, I turned my eyes to the left and saw that flashing red light again. The camera was silently watching us and capturing every thrust and jiggle and breathless moan. I was just a piece of meat, my body on display for the whole world to see.

But I loved being a passive fuck toy for these two sexy men. My simple bimbo mind was perfectly content letting them drill my holes with their massive cocks; in the past, I had often wondered if porn stars felt degraded being treated like sex objects, but with Valeria’s body, I was having the time of my life. My pussy was soaking wet now, and as Drew fucked me faster than ever, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. The tension within me was building. My entire body was incredibly sensitive now, and the pleasure that these two men were giving me was almost too much to bear.

“I’m cumming,” James said in a low voice, holding my head still, his dick filling my mouth. The rush of cum that poured into my throat took me by surprise. But it was James’s loud groan of pleasure that sent me over the edge. Once he pulled out of me, I swallowed his huge load of cum and opened my mouth wide, letting out a loud, ecstatic moan. I felt my pussy release a gush of wetness. Encouraged by my pleasure, Drew began to fuck me even harder, jolting my body on the bed with each deep, intense thrust.

With a low moan, he pulled his cock out of my sopping wet hole and exploded on my back and buttocks, draping my taut flesh with ropes of warm, sticky cum.

Drew got up, turned off the camera, and tossed me a towel to clean myself up. “You did great, Jessica,” he said, smiling warmly.

“As good as Valeria?” I asked hopefully, rubbing the towel over my sweaty body.

“Yep,” he said, nodding. “In fact…your pussy’s even tighter than Valeria’s.”

James, who was already half-dressed, stared at us in surprise. “Whoa, whoa…wait. You’re not Valeria? Drew, you said that this was a scene for Valeria’s new movie.”

“It is,” Drew said calmly.

James stared at me incredulously. “And you look exactly like her…same tits, same ass. Same voice, too. I should know ― I’ve fucked her a few times before!”

“I’m her body double!” I explained.

Drew said, “Valeria had to leave town, so I found Jessica online. She was more than willing to fill in for Valeria today. You see, I have this transformation machine I’ve been working on…’

James listened carefully as Drew began to elaborate on all the boring technical specifications of his magical machine. Naturally, this didn’t interest me, mainly because I couldn’t understand what they were talking about. But I still felt so good, and that was the most important thing. Right now, I was basking in the afterglow of the best orgasm I’ve ever had.

But what would happen to my new body? Would I transform back into boring, flat-chested Jessica? Or, with Drew’s help, could I be sexy Valeria’s body double forever?

Even though I didn’t fully understand what the guys were saying, I could sense that Drew and James were coming up with new ideas for his transformation machine. Their eyes lit up as they began to talk about all the sexy women they could duplicate ― sexy porn stars, beautiful actresses, curvaceous lingerie models. Soon, I wouldn’t be the only body double hanging around Drew’s studio. If he had his way, he would soon turn every ordinary woman in town into a gorgeous, busty vixen…











Just Another Dumb Blonde





    

“What do you think about your neighbor?” I asked Neal.

“Huh?” My boyfriend seemed a little thrown off by the question. “Which neighbor?”

“The one next door…Heidi, I think her name is?”

Neil smirked. “Yeah, her name is Heidi. Why do you want to know what I think about her?”

I smiled at him serenely. “She’s really pretty. Do you think she’s nice?”

My boyfriend gulped. “Uh…I guess she’s nice. Hey, why don’t we get started with dinner? I’m starving!”

Of course he was avoiding the subject. I wasn’t particularly surprised. Heidi hadn’t been living in the neighborhood too long. The day she moved in, I caught Neal staring at her through the window. I was appalled by her outfit: she was wearing teeny tiny shorts which showed off her long, sexy legs, and ridiculously high platform sandals. She had long, bleached blonde hair and big boobs. Heidi was a classic blonde bimbo - the kind of girl that guys drooled over, but who was often just out of reach. It didn't take me too long to size her up. She was feminine, flirty, and a total ditz.

Every time I visited Neal and I saw Heidi outside her house, I said hello and tried to make polite conversation. I quickly realized that the girl was a total airhead. I was almost embarrassed for her. She could barely string together a logical sentence. As far as I could tell, the only subjects she was knowledgeable about were clothes, make-up, and men. After all, there was an endless stream of suitors coming to her door from day one. Guys picked her up in the evening and dropped her off back home in the morning. I couldn’t help but wonder if she had a sugar daddy  (or multiple sugar daddies) supporting her - how else could use afford to buy a house all by herself?

I followed Neal into the kitchen. “Have you tried to talk to her? It’s actually painful trying to make conversation with that bimbo. I would feel sorry for her, but she seems to have a pretty good set-up. I’m sure she’s being bankrolled by some old guy!”

Neil shook his head disapprovingly. “Dara, stop being so judgmental. Just because you can’t relate to her doesn’t mean she’s an idiot. And just because she has some money doesn’t mean she’s a prostitute!”

I was a little taken aback. Why was he defending her? “Well, have you ever talked to her?”

He paused. “Today, actually.”

“Really? When?”

Neal sighed. “This afternoon. She needed help with her computer, so she came over and asked me if I could take a look at it.”

I was appalled. “She was over here?”

“Jesus Christ, Dara…she didn’t even come inside,” Neal said, chopping vegetables furiously. He was getting really agitated with me. “She was just asking if I could help her tomorrow.”

“And are you going to go over there and help her?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. It was a little immature of me to try to control my boyfriend’s every move, but I found it hard to trust him with a hot girl like Heidi. Once she got him alone, there was no telling what she would do…

Neal slammed the knife down on the counter. “Yes, Dara. I’m going over there! I’m going to help my new neighbor fix her computer. Is it really that big of a deal?”

My eyes smarted. I felt foolish. “I’m sorry, Neal. I didn’t mean to freak out. It just makes me nervous, you know? She’s so beautiful, and she always walks around half-naked, with her boobs hanging out of her shirt, and…you’re a handsome guy. You know she’s going to flirt with you.”

“I’ll ignore her,” Neal said. “That is, if she even flirts with me. She has to know I have a beautiful, wonderful girlfriend who visits me all the time.”

He wrapped his arm around me and pulled me close, pressing my head against his chest.

“Dara, I would never cheat on you,” he said earnestly, kissing my forehead. “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” I said, gazing up into his eyes. Neal and I had been together for a long time. It was silly of me not to trust him. Besides…he’d never expressed interest in blonde bimbos in the past. On the off chance that Heidi did try to seduce him, there wasn’t a doubt in my mind that he would be able to resist the temptation. Neal was a decent guy, not a cheater.

“You trust me?” Neal said softly.

“Yes. And if that girl makes a move on you…tell her to call me so we can duke it out. I always fight for my man!” I pounded my first in my palm menacingly.

Neal laughed. “That’s what I love about you,” he said. “You’re absolutely crazy.”

I had to admit, I overreacted. Neal would never try to hook up with a blonde, slutty bimbo. But I still wasn’t so sure about Heidi. She was the one I really had to worry about…

 

That evening, after I returned home, I put on my pajamas and lay down in bed. It was hard to sleep alone. Sometimes I stayed at Neal’s house, but our work schedules were so different, we couldn’t do it every night. I tossed and turned until finally, I decided to get up.

I went into the bathroom and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I looked so plain and unremarkable. The thought of sexy, bubbly Heidi crossed my mind, and for a brief moment, I wondered why I couldn’t look like her. “She’s so hot,” I said to myself. “And I’m not…”

But who would I rather be - intelligent, steady, reliable Dara, or dumb, hot, irresistible Heidi? Right now, I couldn’t bare to look at myself. I had no curves to speak of. My hair was a mousy brown. My face was plain and forgettable.

What would it be like to look sexy like Heidi? If I could trade places with her for a day - just a day - I would undoubtedly go for it. I would use my beauty and feminine wiles to get men to pay my way. I would wear sexy, slutty clothing with my tits and ass hanging out, clothes that stick thin Dara could never pull off. And, best of all, I would have wild, passionate sex; with my porn star body, I would be able to let loose and truly enjoy the act.

Truth be told, even though my boyfriend told me I was beautiful, I never felt sexy, even when we were together in bed. I felt inhibited and unable to please him or realize his dirtiest fantasies. I didn’t feel comfortable talking dirty or trying different positions. Hell, sometimes, I preferred to do it with the lights off. Someone like Heidi, on the other hand, could drive any guy wild effortlessly. That curvaceous figure, combined with her airy, feminine voice and her cultivated sex appeal, gave her the allure of a porn star. She was the kind of girl that guys fantasized about.

I turned off the light and went over to the window, staring out into the darkness. I noticed a shooting star streak across the sky and I closed my eyes tightly and made a wish.

When I went back to bed, I drifted off into a peaceful slumber. I had no idea that the silly little wish I made would soon come true…
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* * *

I woke up early, sitting up and stretching. Sunlight streamed through the window. I couldn’t wait to start my day - I was in a surprisingly good mood.

I looked around the room. Wait a second…this wasn’t my bed. This wasn’t my bedroom. Where the hell was I?

Suddenly, I remembered the wish I had made on that shooting star: “I want to be Heidi for a day…”

Had it really come true? I rushed to the bathroom and screamed when I saw my reflection. I wasn’t Dara anymore. I really was Heidi! I ran my fingers through my long hair, squeezed my enormous breasts, and felt my firm, ripe ass. Was I dreaming? I pinched myself on the arm. No…I was definitely awake.

I had made that wish in a moment of weakness, not knowing that some higher power had decided to grant it. I had a couple questions: Where was my old body? And what was I going to do now that I was Heidi?

The first question seemed irrelevant. I didn’t want to think about what Dara was doing right now. And the second question…well, I was going to find out soon enough. Today, I was going to be Neal’s slutty, sexy neighbor, and I was going to experience a side of life that I had never gotten to enjoy as a flat-chested, dull brunette.

I took off my pajamas - apparently Heidi wore a sheer tank top and lacy boy shorts to bed - and admired myself in the mirror. My tits were amazing - full, perky, and round. I bounced up and down so I could watch them jiggle. I turned around and thrust my ass out. I knew I could turn some heads if I wore some tight little hot pants or a miniskirt. I looked at my pussy - tight, perfect, and hairless. I really did look like a porn star now. No man would be able to resist me.

For a brief moment, I forgot that I was just a guest in Heidi’s body. I was a little sad that I wouldn’t be able to live today as a sexier version of myself. Instead, I would have to step into Heidi’s life, doing whatever she did. Most importantly, I couldn’t act like Dara. I would have to emulate Heidi’s dumb blonde persona.

“Hi, I’m Heidi,” I said, speaking to my reflection and twisting a strand of hair around my finger playfully. I licked my lips seductively. Heidi naturally had a high, girlish voice. I laughed, and it automatically came out sounding like a ditzy giggle. As long as I played dumb, no one would ever suspect that I was an impostor.

Her hot pink phone rang, and I rushed to answer it. “Hello?” I said softly.

“Hey, baby,” a man’s voice said. “It’s Sam from the club.”

“Hey, Sam!” I squealed. I had no idea who Sam was, but I was excited to hear his sexy voice anyway.

“Listen, cutie,” he continued, “I was wondering if you wanted to grab a bite to eat downtown today. I want to treat you to something nice.”

“That sounds great,” I sighed.

“Pick you up in an hour?”

“Can’t wait, Sam,” I said breathily.

I clapped my hands. I already had a date. Life as a blonde bimbo was fabulous. But what was I going to wear?

I opened Heidi’s closet and explored the options. I gasped at the sight of all these trashy, naughty outfits. Miniskirts and short shorts, revealing crop tops, sexy lingerie. Her footwear was even more ridiculous. All she owned were stilettos, platform sandals, and thigh-high boots. There was nothing practical or comfortable. Then again, Heidi wasn’t a “practical” girl - she was high-maintenance, and her appearance was the only thing she cared about.

I slipped on a silky G-string and a pair of denim cut-offs. I decided to go braless, wearing a tight tube top. My nipples nearly poked through the shirt. It was absolutely scandalous. I wanted Sam (whoever he was) to get hard the moment he saw me.

Something was missing. My make-up! For once, I was going to cake it on and make myself look whorish. Dara could never pull off that kind of look. But Heidi was made for it. I applied my make-up carefully, putting on a little too much of everything. I blew myself a kiss - I looked like a total tramp. I loved it.

When I heard Sam’s car pull up into my driveway, I slipped on a pair of heels and rushed to greet him. Wow…this man clearly had money, judging by the luxury car he was driving. I glanced at Neal’s beat-up old car in his driveway. Wait…wasn’t Neal supposed to fix Heidi’s computer today? I couldn’t deal with two things at once. Sam was my first priority.

I got into his car and he greeted me with a kiss. He was a pretty good-looking guy - early thirties, muscular, just a hint of scruff.

“Where do you want to eat, babe?” he asked, looking me up and down. “By the way, you look extremely sexy, as usual.”

I giggled. “Thanks, Sam. Anywhere you want to go! I could eat anything right now…” I bit my lip and glanced at his crotch suggestively.

Sam’s eyes widened. “I know just the place.”

He took me to an insanely fancy restaurant. I wanted to pig out, but I ordered a salad - Heidi wouldn’t be caught dead stuffing her face. Besides…I didn’t want to ruin my make-up. I noticed that my long, pink fingernails were extremely fragile - I would have to be careful not to break them. Being a hot blonde slut was harder work than I had ever realized.

During lunch, Sam talked about himself ceaselessly. I nodded and smiled, occasionally making vapid contributions. “Oh, really? Wow, Sam! You’re so funny!” It was easy to be Heidi when someone else did all the talking. Sam took my passivity for granted. I imagined that Heidi was always like this - pretty, submissive arm candy for guys to show off in public. Sam didn’t expect me to contribute anything to the conversation. In Heidi’s body, I was merely a sexy sounding board for wealthy, successful men’s thoughts. They talked, I agreed with them, and they paid my way. Honestly, it was a pretty good arrangement.

“Let’s go back to my place,” Sam said, slipping his arm around my waist. He squeezed my ass. I tingled with excitement.

Sam lived in a beautiful house ten minutes away from the restaurant. He led me to the bedroom. I wasn’t sure what to say, since I didn’t know if Heidi had been here before.

“You like it?” he asked.

Ah, so this was her first time here. “I love it,” I said.

Sam began to kiss me, and I kissed him back. His tongue was in my mouth, and his fingers were stroking my hair. I closed my eyes and yielded to the passion that was overcoming me. Soon, Sam’s tender touch gave way to more aggressive gestures. He roughly grabbed my ass, then slapped it firmly. He pulled my hair. “You know what I want you to do, you little slut?”

I was completely turned on by his roughness. “What?” I whispered.

“I want you to get down on your knees and suck my cock like the whore you are.”

I sank to my knees and he took off his pants, pulling out his dick and shoving it in my face. “Get me hard,” he commanded.

Sam had been polite and respectful throughout lunch. But now that he had me alone, he was going to use me for the one thing I was good for.

“Come on,” he said, guiding my head towards his cock.

I opened my mouth and began to suck his dick, which hardened almost instantly. I used my tongue expertly to massage his shaft while filling my mouth with his cock and releasing it. Sam thrust his hips so that his member went deeper in my mouth; I thought I was going to choke on it.

“Take it, slut,” he said, slapping my cheek lightly with his big hand.

I looked up at him. There was no affection in his eyes - Sam didn’t love Heidi. He wanted her for her body, and nothing else. For some reason, that really excited me. I had never been objectified as Dara. Now, I was a pure sex object. I felt myself starting to get a little wet.

“Keep it going,” Sam commanded. I sucked harder and faster, until he said, “Get on the bed.”

I sat down on the edge of the bed and he pushed me down, kissing me again. Sam took off his shirt, revealing his lean, muscled torso. His body was fantastic. Sam grabbed my head and began to kiss me again; he bit my lip playfully as his hand reached for the zipper on my shorts. He yanked off my shorts and his fingers reached under my G-string. He began manipulating my clit, rubbing it in small circles. I was getting wetter and wetter as he stimulated me. Then, impatiently, he snapped my G-string, exposing my pretty pussy. He tugged my tube top down so that my large breasts popped out. With one hand playing with my pussy and the other clutching my right breast, he began kissing my tight stomach and my breasts. I was vibrating with excitement. No one had ever appreciated my body like this.

“Ready for me to fuck you?” he asked.

“Yes,” I murmured.

He grabbed a condom and put it on, and then he climbed on top of me, sliding his hard cock into my slick pussy. I was so tight, he groaned as soon as he was inside me. His face inches from mine, he fucked me hard and fast. I felt his hot breath on my face. “Kiss me,” I murmured.

He began to kiss me as he fucked me. He was fucking me so hard, the bed was shaking. I was moaning with pleasure as his throbbing member slid in and out of my tight hole. “Don’t stop,” I sighed, trembling. I’d never had such rough, passionate sex with Neal. This was animalistic and intense.

The pressure within me grew and grew until, finally, I exploded. My breasts heaved as I sighed with pleasure, my body writhing with excitement. I began to play with my pussy as Sam fucked me and soon, I was cumming again. He accelerated the speed of his thrusts; I felt like he was going to tear my body in two. I heard him groan and after a series of quick, intense thrusts, he collapsed on top of me, burying his face in my breasts.

“That was amazing, Sam,” I murmured.

“You were on fire today, Heidi,” he said, standing up. His body was glistening with sweat.

“You, too,” I said.

“All right, babe. Time to get dressed. My wife’s gonna be home in an hour. I’ve gotta get you back home.”

His wife? Heidi was sleeping with married men? I knew she was a dirty slut.

Sam didn’t even speak to me on the drive home. We pulled into my driveway and he slipped me three crisp hundred dollar bills. “Buy yourself some pretty to wear next time I see you,” he said. “Promise?”

“I promise!” I said, beaming.

As I got out of Sam’s car, I was excited to see Neal checking his mailbox. My boyfriend had no idea that his own girlfriend was residing inside this hot bimbo’s body. It would be interesting to see what kind of reaction I could get from him.

“Hi, Neal,” I said, waving and smiling sweetly.

Neal froze. “Hey, Heidi. Do you - do you still need my help today? With the computer?”

I nodded. “Yes, I could use a helping hand. When can you come over?”

“Whenever you’re ready for me,” Neal said eagerly. Too eagerly. I knew my boyfriend well enough to be able to tell when he was horny. Staring at my big tits and sexy body, he was definitely getting turned on.

“I’m ready now,” I said softly. “Just let me take a shower and slip into something a little more comfortable.” I noticed that my tube top was slipping off my right breast; I was dangerously close to exposing my nipple. I pulled it back up, but not before showing enough skin to make Neal blush, embarrassed.

He gulped. “I’ll be over in half an hour.”

As I bathed myself, I wondered if he was jacking off thinking about me, my slippery naked body covered in sudsy water. I hoped he wasn’t. I wanted him to be ready to satisfy me when he came over.

I put on a slinky black minidress. I made sure I wasn’t wearing any underwear. I didn’t want anything to get in the way of Neal’s mouth, fingers, and dick. I wanted to make myself fully available to him. Then again, maybe he wouldn’t make a move. He had a long-term girlfriend, after all. But she was a plain, skinny brunette who took things way too seriously.

I giggled as I applied my eyeliner and lipstick. I was already getting used to being hot Heidi. I hoped I never had to go back to my old body. Being Dara was boring. I couldn’t imagine having to carry on another intelligent conversation or actually go to work. Life as a bimbo was so much more exciting, naughty, and fun.

When the doorbell rang, I knew it was Neal. I smoothed my hair and opened the door. “Come on in,” I said enticingly. I noticed his eyes glance at my cleavage, and then back at my face. Instead of covering my chest, ashamed that he’d noticed my breasts, I thrust them out. My nipples were hard. I hoped he saw how excited I was to see him…

“What’s going on with your computer, Heidi?” he asked.

I actually had no idea. I hadn’t even noticed Heidi’s computer. Where was it?

“Um…let me see where that dumb thing is. Computer, where are you?”

I wandered around the room, looking on shelves and tables. Then I spotted it on the floor next to the couch. “Here it is!” I bent over to pick it up and I heard an audible gasp behind me. I feigned surprise when I realized my entire ass was exposed to him. I covered myself up again and giggled. “Oh, no! How embarrassing!”

“Don’t worry about it,” Neal said, his voice quavering. “Let’s just…take a look at your laptop.”

I sat down on the couch and patted the cushion next to me. “Have a seat.”

I turned on the computer and, instantly, it turned back off. I pouted. Neal examined it carefully.

“See!” I cried. “It doesn’t work, Neal.”

“When was the last time you charged it?” he asked.

“Hmm…” I spotted the charger and plugged it in, bending over once again and showing Neal my sexy ass. He watched me the whole time, pretending to look away only when I turned my head to face him.

“Don’t peek!” I said playfully. “Is it working?”

He hit the power button. “It’s working, Heidi. You just needed to charge it!”

“Oh, Neal…thank you so, so much! I feel so stupid!”

I plopped myself down on the couch next to him, wrapping my arms around him. He didn’t return the hug. He was far too nervous.

“You’re not stupid,” he said, avoiding eye contact. “Everyone makes mistakes sometimes.”

If Dara had done something like that, he would have laughed at her, or called her dumb. But he handled Heidi with kid gloves. Heidi was on another level…he probably didn’t want to ruin his chances with such a hot girl…

“Well, I guess I’ll be going now,” he said, starting to stand up.

“Wait!” I said, staring into his eyes. “Stay…just a little longer. Would you? It gets lonely living here all by myself.”

Reluctantly, Neal sat down. “I live alone too, so I know how you feel.”

“But your girlfriend visits you all the time,” I said. “You’re so lucky, Neal. I wish I had someone like that in my life…”

I had mentioned his girlfriend to see how he would react. If he thought about Dara, would he realize that spending time with Heidi was a dangerous idea? Didn’t he remember how anxious Dara had been about this situation?

“You’re not alone,” he said finally. “I can be here in thirty seconds, if you ever need me.”

It was the perfect lead-in. My face was only a few inches from his. “I need you, Neal. I need you now,” I breathed.

My breath on his lips was the last straw. In an instant, he was kissing me, his arms wrapped around me, rubbing my back. I turned my head and let him kiss my neck. “Oh, Neal…you don’t know how much I’ve been thinking about you…”

“I’ve been thinking about you too, Heidi,” he admitted.

How strange it felt, watching my own boyfriend cheat on me and getting to feel and experience his infidelity at the same time. What would Dara do? She would want Heidi to put an end to this. Part of me was tempted to remind Neal about his loving girlfriend again. But my body was aching for him…I didn’t want him to stop now…

I was on top of him now, and as I kissed him, his hands explored my body, running along the sides of my stomach, caressing my breasts tenderly. I lifted my dress to expose my pussy.

“You’re making me soaking wet,” I said, straddling him and grinding on his crotch. I could feel his dick harden through his jeans.

“Sit on my face,” he said suddenly. “I want to taste your pussy…”

Neal had never spoken those words to me when I was Dara. Hearing him say that for the first time, I was shocked. Neal was probably hiding a lot of things from me.

I accommodated him, sliding up until I was hovering over his face and lowering my hips so that I was grinding my pussy against his open mouth. His tongue lapped the smooth folds of my labia, and I pushed against him, desperate for more. He was driving me crazy. As I rubbed my pussy against his face, he quietly undid his pants and started to jerk himself off.

“Take off your clothes,” I said softly. “I want to see your sexy body.”

I helped him undress and straddled his nude body, my pussy inches from his thick member.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said, running his fingers through my hair. “Can you show me your tits now? I’ve been thinking about them every day since you first moved in…”

Without speaking, I pulled my little black dress over my head, revealing my perfect breasts and alluring hourglass figure. He kissed my breasts reverently; I shivered with pleasure as his mouth encircled my hard nipple.

“I want you inside me,” I said.

“You don’t know how badly I’ve wanted to fuck you…” Neal said. “I never could have imagined…”

“Shh…” I placed my finger on his lips. Then I lowered myself onto his erect dick, inch by inch, until he completely filled my pussy.

I rocked back and forth, relishing the sensation, before lifting my hips and lowering them, sliding on and off his hard dick. He gripped my hips and gazed into my eyes, his mouth hanging open as he breathed my name. “Heidi…you’re fucking amazing…”

I quickened my pace. In this position, I knew I was going to climax quickly. “I love you, Neal,” I said, as my voice rose in a crescendo of excitement.

“I love you, Heidi,” he said, squeezing my breasts as I bounced up and down on his cock.

Did he love Heidi, or just her amazing, erotically-charged body? There was no way to know. “I’m cumming…” I said, my voice trembling. I began to breathe heavily and I felt a gush of fluid seep out of my pussy. My body was dripping with sweat.

Neal was lifting his own hips now, thrusting into me, and he closed his eyes and gasped sharply as he came inside me. I lay down beside him on the couch. We lay there, exhausted, our warm, bare bodies intertwined.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had in my life,” Neal admitted.

I gave him a kiss. “Me, too.”

He shook his head. “No way, Heidi. You’re a goddess. You probably have guys lined up waiting to be with you.”

“You’re the one with the girlfriend,” I reminded him, giggling.

He rolled his eyes. “Listen, Heidi. I love Dara. But after today…I don’t know if I can be with her anymore. You and I have this incredible sexual chemistry. Maybe I’m crazy…but when I was inside you, it was like being inside her - but better.”

That made plenty of sense. “Better? How?” I probed. “Because I’m hotter?”

“You’re hotter than she is,” he admitted, “but I mean, like…the way you and I connected so quickly. Sometimes, I wish Dara would just let go. You know, she’s really jealous of you.”

I laughed. “I don’t blame her. She’s not very pretty.”

Neal shrugged. “I don’t have a problem with the way she looks. It’s more her attitude…”

That was food for thought. If Neal was telling Heidi this, then it must be true. Was my attitude the real problem, and not my lack of sex appeal?

“But you just said you can’t be with her anymore!” I protested.

“If she acted a little more like you…it would be easier,” Neal sighed. “If she kissed me the way you did, fucked me the way you did, all that stuff…our relationship would be perfect.”

I nodded and smiled, understanding exactly what he meant. I had wished to be Heidi for a day. Soon, this magical ride would come to an end; this saddened me. But when I woke up tomorrow in my old body, with small tits and a flat ass and no sex appeal, at least I would know how to drive Neal wild.

And maybe, now that I had gotten a chance to experience life as a hot blonde bimbo, I could give myself (Dara) a sexy makeover. I was definitely due for a change. And wouldn’t Neal be surprised and pleased by my new look? I couldn’t wait to give him the “Heidi experience” all over again.

“What are you thinking about?” Neal asked.

“Nothing,” I said sweetly. “Nothing at all.”











The Bimbo Idol





    

“You know who you look like?”

My body stiffened when I heard the question. Even with my boyfriend Alex’s arm around me, I didn’t feel safe from the inevitable outcome of this conversation.

“Who?” I asked, adjusting my body on the couch and wrapping my cardigan over my flat chest.

Vince grinned and nodded, his eyes glowing. “You look like that porn star…the one who’s been doing regular movies, too. What’s her name again? Avery something?”

“Avery Bleu,” I said coolly. “And yeah, I’ve heard that a million times.”

Vince stared at me curiously, looking me up and down. “Well, you have the same face as her, but obviously, your bodies are completely different. She’s known for her huge boobs…and that great ass…and her long legs…”

I fumed in silence. I didn’t need another reminder that I was like a less sexy version of a porn star. I had a pretty face and long, shiny brown hair, just like Avery, but no curves to speak of. Then again, the biggest difference between Avery Bleu and myself had to be our personalities. I was a prim, serious young woman who had only had sex with one guy in my life (my wonderful boyfriend). And Avery was a wild, slutty party girl who loved putting on a show for the cameras.  Sure, she was trying to be taken seriously as an actress these days, but everyone knew her as a porn star. The two of us couldn’t have been more different.

“Come on, Vince, can’t you see that Charlotte’s upset?” Alex sighed, rubbing my back. “She’s sick of people telling her that she looks like this porn chick.”

Vince was Alex’s college friend. He was visiting from out of town for the weekend. Although I’d never met him before, I was already eager for the guy to leave. Unlike my boyfriend, Vince was loud, talkative, and liked to party. I wondered how my sweet, introverted boyfriend and this total extrovert had ever gotten along.

Vince raised his eyebrows. “Have you even seen her?” he asked Alex.

“Nope,” Alex said firmly. “And I don’t want to. You know I’m not really into porn…”

“Bullshit!” his friend cried. “She’s mainstream, dude. Everyone knows who she is! Turn on your computer and I’ll show you.”

Reluctantly, Alex opened his laptop and searched for her name. I braced myself for his reaction as he loaded a video. I turned and saw Vince’s broad smile collapse as he stared, slack-jawed and entranced, by the woman in the video. To my horror, Alex had the same wondrous expression on his face.

Avery strutted across the scene in her high heels and a skimpy bikini, her big breasts and full butt cheeks bouncing with each step. Her tan skin glowed, and her dark hair was lustrous. Her face looked so much like mine, it was unbelievable. But her body was something else. I felt so self-conscious being compared to her.

Avery’s lips parted and she let out a little giggle, turning towards the camera. She reached behind her back, coyly untying her bikini top. The tiny strip of fabric fell limply over her breasts and then she lowered it, inch by inch, until her glorious breasts were completely exposed. She bounced up and down slightly, making them wobble and jiggle for the camera.

Next to me, I heard Alex gulp. He was staring intently at the tan, bouncy, sexy woman on the screen. I glanced down at his lap and saw that he was getting an erection. Meanwhile, Vince had regained control of himself and was grinning wildly again.

“See? Isn’t she perfect?” Vince asked. “Like the new and improved version of Charlotte over here…”

“Enough!” I cried, standing up. I couldn’t take another minute of this degrading comparison. On the one hand, I was offended that anyone could dare to compare me, a good girl, with such a slut. On the other hand, I was secretly upset that Avery Bleu possessed all the sex appeal and desirability I lacked. Her body was to die for.

Alex slammed the laptop shut. “Yeah, that’s enough for tonight. You guys want to, uh…play cards or something?”

“I’m going to bed,” I said, rushing out of the room. “Nice to meet you, Vince!”

Once I was alone in my room, I knelt down next to the window and opened the curtains. Gazing up at the night sky, I wondered why it bothered me so much that everyone told me how much I looked like Avery. Was I jealous of her? I definitely had no desire to be a porn star, or even a sex symbol. But she was a reminder of everything I lacked. And the way Alex had looked at her sexy body, I knew that images of Avery would certainly be in his mind the next time we made love.

At that moment, a shooting star streaked across the sky. Instinctively, I closed my eyes and made a wish. I wish that I could be like Avery Bleu for a day. I wish that I could look and feel and act like her…I want to know what it’s like to be a porn goddess.

When I opened my eyes, the white streak of light was gone. I hastily shut the curtains and changed into my pajamas, ready to put this day behind me once and for all.

I must have fallen asleep before Alex came up to join me. That night, I had a lot of strange dreams. I imagined that I was a porn star on the set of a movie. Wearing a white bikini and matching stilettos, I primped and posed and pouted for the cameras, the hot set lights making my smooth skin glow. A male costar (who, in my dream, looked remarkably like Vince) got down on his knees beside me, ready to worship my hot body. He lowered my bikini bottoms with his teeth and buried his face between my thighs, licking my smooth, tight pussy. My bikini top popped off and I was completely naked, exposed for the cameras all around me. As I collapsed on my back and the man plunged his hard cock inside me, I awoke from my strange dream.

My heart was pounding as my alarm clock informed me that it was time to wake up. I glanced to my left and saw that Alex wasn’t there. Then I remembered that he and Vince had planned to go fishing on the lake this morning.

My boyfriend had left a note on the bedside table: “Be back in the afternoon!”

For some reason, I was feeling kind of horny. I wasn’t the type to wake up from a deep sleep craving bedroom fun with my boyfriend, but this morning, I was pretty wet. I sat up in bed to stretch, pulling the covers off my body to reveal a shocking sight: I was just as tan and busty and long-legged and voluptuous as Avery Bleu!

I clapped my hand over my mouth as I stared at my body. The long, shapely legs jutting out of my pajama shorts weren’t mine. Neither were the wide hips and slender waist — I’d never had such a perfect shape. But most surprising of all were the enormous breasts, round and perky, that strained against my tight T-shirt. I had gone to bed wearing a loose-fitting tee and woken up in a shirt that could barely contain my tits. What the heck was going on?

I climbed out of bed, trying not to topple over under the weight of my ridiculous boobs, and rushed across the room to the mirror. I peeled off my pajamas and stared with wonder at my perfect, curvaceous reflection. My face was the same, but everything else about me had been altered — stretched and plumped and pumped up. Was I still asleep? This had to be a dream…

Then, slowly, it dawned on me: the wish I made on a star last night had actually come true. I was Avery today. For once, I would get a chance to see how it felt to be as sexy and uninhibited as a notorious porn starlet.

The only disappointment was my boyfriend’s absence. I wondered if he’d even noticed my new body lying in the bed next to him. But that didn’t matter. I would get to see him later…and show him how much I loved his cock…

I giggled at the dirty thoughts streaking through my mind. It wasn’t like me at all to think such nasty things. I must have also picked up Avery’s insatiable desires and her bubbly mannerisms. As I sauntered towards the bathroom to take a shower, I noticed that the way I walked was different, too — it was more confident. There was a spring in my step. It felt good to be my hot doppelgänger…

In the shower, I marveled at the sight of my own sexy body. I covered my tits and ass in a nice, soapy lather, feeling my springy flesh beneath my fingertips, making my nipples nice and hard. My fingers slipped between my thighs and began to explore my slick pussy. I moaned loudly as I began to touch myself, angling my body so that the spray from the shower head hit my pussy. Every sensation was magnified today. I had never felt so turned-on by taking a shower before.

I began to fantasize about my adorable, sweet boyfriend. I wished he was here with me, kissing me and touching me, caressing the delicate folds of my pussy as he squeezed my bare ass. Suddenly, the image in my mind shifted, and it wasn’t Alex in the shower with me. I pictured Vince undressing and joining me. Funny…I hated the guy last night, and yet this morning, all I could focus on was how good-looking he was. Vince was definitely an alpha male. He wouldn’t kiss and touch me tenderly the way Alex did. If Vince and I were alone right now, he would be pushing me up against the wall of the shower, spreading my legs apart, and plowing my pussy as hard and fast as he could. He was that type of guy: aggressive, intense, physical. He had muscles and some tattoos, and I could only imagine how big his cock was…

I fingered myself intensely and brought on an orgasm quickly. Thinking about Vince fucking me definitely helped me cum. Just the mere idea of my boyfriend’s buddy walking in on me while I was showering, seeing my voluptuous breasts and perfect ass and long legs, and using me as his fuck toy was enough to satisfy me. The thought left me quivering and breathing heavily. I turned off the water and sighed, satisfied after such a pleasant fantasy.

Then came the hard part: what was I going to wear today? None of my bras were going to fit, that was for sure. I settled on a stretchy black dress and a lacy pair of panties. I looked extremely sexy in this get-up, especially when paired with heels. Although I rarely wore makeup, today was a special occasion, and I caked it on. I even painted my nails. When Alex and Vince got home, I wanted to look amazing for them.

I spent the rest of the morning watching Avery’s videos, studying her facial expressions and voice and mannerisms. After years of avoiding her like the plague, I was suddenly drawn to this woman. Now that I had her fantastic body, I couldn’t wait to give my boyfriend and his friend the ultimate porn star experience.

[image: ]

* * *

When the guys arrived that afternoon, I was lounging on the sofa in front of the TV. Normally, I liked to watch documentaries, but today, I had been drawn to a silly celebrity gossip show. It seemed that now that I was Avery, my only interests were sex, fashion, and other frivolous things.

“Charlotte?” Alex called.

“I’m in here!” I replied, slightly lowering my black dress to reveal even more of my immense cleavage.

Alex appeared in the living room and the second he laid eyes on me, he looked like he was going to pass out from shock. “Charlotte…what happened to you?” he murmured. “Why are you wearing that dress?”

I sat up, adjusting the thin straps that slipped off my shoulder. My tits threatened to burst out of my tight dress at any moment.

“Don’t ask too many questions, because I don’t understand everything either,” I sighed. “But I woke up this morning with Avery Bleu’s body. What do you think, honey?”

I swiped my tongue over my lower lip and batted my eyes. My boyfriend’s eyes raked over every inch of my sexy, voluptuous body. I could see that he was trying to make sense of my sudden transformation.

“You know, I thought that you had a little more…meat on your bones when I was spooning you last night,” he murmured.

“You have no idea how happy I am to see you,” I said, eyes wide. “I’ve been thinking about you and Vince all day. I couldn’t wait for you to get home…now let me show you how much I appreciate you…”

Alex approached me cautiously. I’d never been this sexually aggressive before. I was a flirtatious vixen now with curves to match; my poor, sweet boyfriend had no idea what I wanted to do with him. Could he handle me in my new form?

“So what’s new with you, Charlotte?” Vince asked as he entered the room. He froze when he saw me. “A-Avery? Is that you?”

I smiled. “No, Vince. I’m still Charlotte. I’m just…borrowing Avery’s body for the day.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t ask any questions,” I murmured.

Vince burst out laughing. “This has to be a joke…please, Alex. Tell me you two are playing a prank on me.”

He glanced at Alex, who had a blank expression on his face.

“I know we just met, Vince, but I want to have fun with both of you,” I said, giggling.

“Well, Alex? You heard the woman.” Vince rubbed his hands together and loosened his belt. I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist his favorite porn star. “Let’s get to work!”

“Charlotte, you’re acting nothing like yourself,” Alex said, concern flashing in his eyes.

“So?” I sighed, frustrated. “Alex, if you don’t want to play with me, then Vince will. Come here…”

Without hesitation, Vince came over to the couch and I grabbed the collar of his polo shirt, pulling him down towards me for a kiss. Just as I’d suspected: Vince was an amazing kisser. His technique was firm and confident, but his lips were soft. Our tongues met, swirling together. He ran his fingers through my hair and let the kiss deepen, plunging his agile tongue into my open mouth.

“You kinky slut,” he breathed, fumbling with his belt as he pulled it off. He ripped his pants off, and I saw that he was fully erect.

“Alex!” I called, bidding him to join us. “Why don’t you get undressed, too?” I tugged at Vince’s shirt. “Get this thing off…show me your tattoos.”

While Vince looked thrilled that I had become sexually available, my boyfriend appeared to have mixed feelings. But I knew that once I got my hands on his dick, he would start to enjoy himself like Vince. I had to remember that my boyfriend was a little shy, and that my new tits and ass made me more than a little intimidating. I wasn’t his sweet, innocent girlfriend anymore.

As Vince ripped off his shirt, revealing his muscular body and sexy tattoos, Alex undressed slowly. He was leaner, but still toned. Right now, I found both men equally hot. As they stripped out of their boxers, I realized that their dicks were similar in size. Perfect…

With the two men next to me, I began to jerk them off, one dick in each hand. I gazed from one guy to the other, admiring how sexy they were. Alex leaned down to kiss me as Vince impatiently tugged at my dress.

“Show us your tits,” he begged.

I let the straps slip off my shoulders and then peeled the black dress over my breasts, exposing them for the first time. Both men stared at the jiggly mountains of flesh and my hard nipples. They were hungry for my body.

“Well…what do you think?” I asked with a girlish giggle.

Vince immediately began to suck on my nipple, pulling it gently with his teeth and making me groan. Not to be outdone, Alex got down on his knees and began to suck on the other breast, flicking his tongue lightly over my hard pink nipple. These two men were worshiping my body. I felt truly feminine with these big, impressive breasts. And my new tits were so sensitive, too…

Alex shoved his hands between my legs, pushing my thighs apart. He reached underneath my lacy panties and plunged his fingers into my tight, sopping wet hole. I writhed on the sofa. I knew that my boyfriend had done this so that he could touch my pussy before his friend did. After all, he was the only man I’d ever fucked. In a way, he owned my pussy. Even if Vince got to sleep with me today, my boyfriend was the only one who could claim my body as his own.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned, kissing my lips again.

“Is she?” Vince asked, plunging his fingers under my panties to feel my wetness. “Shit…she’s ready to go…”

“Are you ready to go?” I asked playfully.

Vince smirked. “Maybe you should suck us off first. You know…just so that we’re nice and hard for you…”

“Good thinking!” Alex agreed.

The two men stood up, their hard cocks at eye level for me. I turned to Vince’s first, opening my mouth wide and taking as much of his hard rod as I could. I ran my mouth up and down the length of his long shaft, savoring the smoothness of his skin and the musky scent of his body. He pushed gently on the back of my head, urging me to go deeper. I did the best I could, but his huge rod was almost too much for me to handle. I wondered how Avery managed to suck so many dicks that were even bigger than Vince’s.

“Don’t forget me,” Alex said, his cock grazing my cheek.

I popped Vince’s dick out of my mouth and turned to my boyfriend’s familiar member. I eagerly ran my tongue up and down the length of his cock, swirling it over the tip and applying some suction. This always made him grunt with pleasure. Then, mouth wide, I filled myself up with his hard dick, sucking as fast and deep as I could. I cupped his balls in my hands and tickled them gently as I sucked his cock. Then, pulling his cock out of my mouth, I licked each of his balls in a teasing, tantalizingly light way.

“Holy fuck,” Alex murmured. He never used language like that. But everything was different now that he was getting sucked off by a porn star.

Not wanting to be left out, Vince began to kiss me again, pushing me down on the couch. Out of the corner of the eye, I saw Alex watching us intently, his hand stroking his cock. I hoped he didn’t finish before he got a chance to fuck me…

“Let’s get you out of this sexy little dress,” he said, helping me pull the garment down over my hips. “And those heels.”

“Oh, right!” I chirped, kicking off my shoes. I’d nearly forgotten that I was wearing them. As I slid the dress down my long legs, Vince yanked off my panties. It was such a relief to get rid of all those clothes. I felt truly free now that I was completely nude, my body on full display for the guys.

Vince hovered over me. He had me pinned down on the couch, and when I glanced over at my boyfriend, Alex was still hanging back. Maybe he enjoyed watching his more dominant friend ravage me. His hand was still on his hard dick.

“Do you want me to eat your pussy?” Vince muttered, kissing my neck. “I’ll do anything you want, babe…”

“Yeah…eat it…” I groaned as his lips moved over my breasts and down to my belly.

By the time his slick tongue reached my clit, I was nearly breathless. Vince was incredibly skilled. His talented tongue explored every inch of my pussy, every soft fold and crevice. I started to whimper with pleasure, overcome with excitement as my boyfriend’s buddy shoved his tongue into my wet hole, gripping my thighs as his mouth explored my pussy.

“Yes…yes…” I moaned, closing my eyes tightly as waves of ecstasy spread through my body. “Yes…don’t stop…”

I reached a shuddering climax quickly. It had only taken Vince a minute to bring me to orgasm with his lips and tongue. Then again, I’d been so worked up, it wasn’t a surprise that I’d exploded so quickly.

Vince emerged from between my thighs and climbed on top of me again. “How was that?” he asked me, kissing my lips.

“Great,” I breathed.

“I think you’re ready for my cock now.”

I gulped, nodding. As Vince slid his thick cock into my tight hole, I nearly forgot all about Alex. This man who I barely knew was fucking me, and I didn’t even care that I had a boyfriend. All that mattered was that I had Vince’s dick inside me. This hard-bodied, tattooed dude plunged his hard cock into my sopping wet pussy, over and over, showing me how a real man fucked a sexy, irresistible woman. Our bodies fit together perfectly. He was hard and muscular and masculine; I was curvaceous and soft and feminine. I had never understood the appeal of men like Vince, always preferring sensitive, sweet types like Alex. Now, however, I fully understood the power of his alpha male brand of masculinity.

I lay back and took his cock as he pounded my pussy with relentless, intense thrusts. But behind him, Alex was staring at us with an aroused yet impatient expression on his face. He was obviously turned on watching his friend fuck his porn star girlfriend, but like any man, he was ready and eager to join in on the fun.

“I want you both inside me,” I whispered. “Let me get down on the floor…”

Reluctantly, Vince pulled his cock out of my wet pussy and helped me off the couch. I got down on my hands and knees, ass sticking out. Alex immediately knelt down behind me, ready to fuck me. He couldn’t let Vince claim my pussy again. I loved the fact that my boyfriend was asserting his dominance and owning my pussy. He grabbed my ass, spreading my cheeks apart and fingering my pussy from behind.

“So wet…” he groaned.

“I’m ready for you,” I said sweetly, turning my head to fix my sultry gaze on my boyfriend.

In response, he shoved his cock into my tight hole, plunging it inside as deep as he could. He stayed there for a moment, relishing the sensation of my tight walls hugging his dick. At the same time, Vince positioned his body in front of mine and aimed his erection at my mouth.

“Suck it,” he instructed. I immediately obeyed, opening my mouth wide. But I was so caught up in the sensation of Alex pushing his hard cock into my warm, wet pussy again, I could barely focus on the other hard rod in my mouth.

Vince decided to take matters into his own hands. He began to thrust his hips, fucking my face aggressively. I opened my mouth wide and accepted his cock as it moved in and out of my mouth.

Alex’s fingertips dug into the flesh of my hips as he continued to fuck me from behind, treating me more roughly than he ever had before. We used to make love tenderly. Now, he was squeezing and smacking my ass as he fucked me hard and fast. My tits wobbled beneath me as the two guys pounded me from opposite directions. I braced myself, pressing my palms against the floor and hoping that my body, sweaty and exhausted, wouldn’t collapse. I wondered how Avery did this type of thing so often. Threesomes, on camera, on a regular basis…by experiencing life in her body, I was gaining new respect for the women (and men) in her profession who fucked for a living.

Suddenly, I heard the familiar sound of Alex’s ragged breathing behind me. His grip on my body tightened as he moaned loudly. I felt his cock slide deep into my tight hole one last time and then, with a decisive groan, he erupted inside me, filling my pussy with his warm, sticky cum. Alex reached forward to pull my hair sharply as he finished, one final act of domination to show me that in spite of his “shy guy” act, he was just as dirty and subversive as his friend.

Breathless, Alex pulled out of me. I was about to focus on Vince’s cock again when Alex made a suggestion that stunned me: “Why don’t you fuck her tits?”

I had never heard my boyfriend say anything like that before. I began to wonder if Alex, like Vince, was a connoisseur of porn and had only been pretending not to know anything about it in the past. Or maybe he just had a secret dirty mind, and only the abrupt transformation of his prim and proper girlfriend into a hot porn star had been enough to uncover his devious desires.

I rolled onto my back and Vince climbed on top of me, straddling my body. I truly felt submissive like this, lying underneath this strong, muscular man. He was in total control now. My boyfriend watched on, smiling approvingly as Vince began to slide his cock in and out of my impressive cleavage, squeezing my tits together to create a nice, snug space.

“You know, I’ve watched Avery do this a million times,” he said breathlessly, gazing down at me. “And now I get to do this to you, Charlotte. I think you may be even hotter than her…”

“Hotter than a porn star?” I asked, licking my lips. “Me?”

“Yeah. You know why? Because you’re real.”

My body may have been otherworldly, but the tits and hips and ass that had sprouted overnight were most certainly real. As Vince plunged his hard member in and out from between my breasts, the expression on his face changed from one of total control to helplessness. He was losing himself in his pleasure. With one last powerful thrust, he slipped his dick in between my tits and shot out a long, white rope of cum, which streaked over my chest and neck. Some of it landed on my lips. I swiped my tongue out to taste his warm seed. It was delicious…

Vince stood up and gave Alex a high five. “Thanks for sharing her, man,” he said.

“Any time!” Alex laughed.

I lay there on the floor, watching my big breasts heaving. I could barely see over them.

Vince left the room and Alex grabbed a towel to help me clean myself off.

“Alex,” I murmured, “did you like that?”

“I loved it,” he sighed, giving me a soft kiss. His old, sweet self returned. “But I don’t understand, Charlotte — how did you turn yourself into Avery? And why?”

“It’s only for a day,” I sighed. “I was just so tired of being compared to her, and so jealous of her body. I wanted to be someone different for once! So I made a wish last night, and somehow, it came true. I hope you’re not disappointed when all this goes away…” I gestured towards my enormous breasts.

“Charlotte, I love your body no matter what,” Alex insisted. “You know that I think you’re the sexiest woman in the world.”

“Really?” I asked. I found it hard to believe that plain, boring, flat-chested Charlotte could ever be as sexy and exciting as horny, playful, curvy Avery. “I’m sure that Vince won’t be interested in me once I change back to normal.”

“Who cares what Vince thinks?” Alex said. “Besides…then I get you all to myself again. And now that I know how kinky you can be, we can try all sorts of fun games. You know…stuff we’ve never done before.”

He had a point. Even if my body went back to normal tomorrow, that didn’t mean my boyfriend and I couldn’t spice things up in bed. And as much fun as it was to have big boobs and a big ass, I knew I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life looking like a sex object.

From now on, whenever someone told me I looked like Avery Bleu, I would smile and accept the compliment, rather than feeling angry or jealous or judgmental. My sexually adventurous day in a porn star’s body would be my little secret. But I would never forget just how good it felt to be Avery, my voluptuous doppelgänger…
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As Steve and I lugged the enormous trunk up the stairs into my bedroom, I could tell that my friend was getting annoyed with me.

“What the hell is this thing, anyway?” he asked me, lifting one hand to wipe a bead of sweat from his brow. In doing so, he knocked us off-balance. The big wooden trunk nearly toppled down the stairs.

“We’re…so…close…” I grunted. “Just stay focused!”

Finally, we dragged it into my room.

“This better be good,” Steve said, breathing heavily. “I was watching the Vipers game when you called me! And you know I hate to leave the TV in the middle of a game.”

“You’re the best, Steve!” I cried, kneeling down and unlatching the trunk.

I couldn’t ask for a better best friend than Steve. We’d known each other since college. People often asked if we were dating, but our relationship was completely platonic. I had to admit, he was kind of cute. I knew he’d never be into me, though. I definitely wasn’t his type. Steve preferred women with curves, and my body was stick straight.

I pulled my dark hair out of its sweaty ponytail and took a deep breath. “Are you ready to see what’s inside?”

“Please. Let’s just get it over with, Ellie.”

I hummed a dramatic little melody as I opened the trunk. “Ta-da!” I sang.

“It’s…a bunch of old clothes…” Steve said.

I was crestfallen. His lackluster response said it all. Steve didn’t understand the magnitude of this event in my life. A friend of a friend had bequeathed this trunk of clothes to me. Apparently, it had belonged to Tasha Thornwood, a notorious socialite who was worth millions. Although I claimed that I was fascinated by her because I loved clothes and Tasha always had the sexiest outfits, the truth was, I was mesmerized by the woman.

Tasha had the sexiest body ever — big boobs, teeny-tiny waist, round ass, long legs. She could make a potato sack look sexy. She was known for wearing skimpy get-ups and walking red carpets for big movies, even though she didn’t have an ounce of acting talent. She was the sultry platinum blonde vixen in dozen of music videos for rock stars and rappers. She was “famous for being famous.” I think I admired her because she was the complete opposite of me. I was a slightly geeky brunette with a flat chest and a somewhat serious personality.

“They’re not just any old clothes,” I sighed. “They belonged to Tasha Thornwood. You know her, don’t you?”

“Oh, that blonde with the big tits?” Steve chuckled. “Of course I know her. She’s hot! I think I just saw her in a commercial before I left my place.” His eyes glazed over as he reminisced. “She was washing a car wearing a bikini…and she kept getting sprayed with the hose…”

“She’s not that hot,” I muttered jealously. “And who knows how much plastic surgery she’s had? That booty and those boobs can’t be real!”

“Who cares? As long as she keeps showing up on my TV, I don’t care if she’s 100% plastic.”

As much as I liked Steve, he was, at his core, a stereotypical male. One glimpse of a woman’s cleavage and he switched from a sensitive, smart guy to a drooling caveman.

“Anyway, she got rid of all these clothes a couple years ago. And now…they belong to me! You know I’m obsessed with fashion,” I explained.

Steve leaned into the trunk and pulled out a tiny negligee. “Lingerie, too?”

I snatched it from him. “I know most of these aren’t even going to fit me, but a girl can dream, right?”

Steve grinned. “Well, if you ever want to put on a fashion show, call me up. As long as the Vipers aren’t playing!”

Once he left, I started digging through the heaps of clothes and lingerie. This collection was amazing. Unfortunately, it didn’t seem like any of these garments would fit me. The pants were designed for women with slim waists and ample hips. The shirts looked roomy, but I knew they would fit snugly over breasts as big as Tasha’s.

Still, I couldn’t resist the urge to try a few pieces on. I gently pulled out a few evening gowns with plunging necklines before discovering a fabulous black bodysuit and lacy thigh-high stockings. I stripped out of my clothes and stepped into the stockings first. Then I shimmied into the bodysuit.

When I saw myself in the mirror, I was disappointed. I looked like a child playing dress-up with her mother’s clothes. The leotard hung off my small chest; the backside was roomy. Unlike Tasha, I was pale, with short legs. A garment that was supposed to be sexy made me feel the complete opposite of sexy. I had no curves and no sex appeal. No wonder guys like Steve looked right past me to gawk at the unattainable, voluptuous bodies of celebrities and models like Tasha.

I was about to take off the stupid bodysuit and slam the trunk shut in disgust when I felt my small breasts begin to quiver. I tugged the top of the black leotard away from my chest and looked at my breasts. They were trembling, vibrating ever-so-slightly. It was as if they were alive.

A similar vibrating sensation began to spread to other parts of my body: my tummy, my waist, my ass, my legs. Even my lips started to hum. My scalp began to tingle. What was going on? I was terrified.

Desperate to take off the bodysuit, I found that it was literally stuck to my skin. The beautiful stockings clung to my legs. I realized that dressing in Tasha’s clothes had been a huge mistake.

“Why did I do this?” I whimpered. I never should have brought this cursed trunk of old clothes into my home. I still had no idea what was happening to my body.

And then, the real fun began. I noticed that my quivering breasts weren’t just moving — they were growing. Although the bodysuit was still quite loose over my chest, my breasts had leaped up almost a full cup size. They were the size of apples now — a huge improvement over their previous, nearly nonexistent state.

The stockings began to feel tighter around my legs, and when I looked down, I saw that my legs had actually gotten longer. I was at least four inches taller now — and right before my eyes, they kept growing.

I saw that my arms and bare thighs were starting to glow as a radiant tan spread over the surface of my ghostly pale skin. It looked as if someone was giving me a spray tan. Soon, my entire body was absolutely flawless and glowed.

“Oh!” I gasped as I turned and caught a glimpse of my rapidly-swelling rear end in the full-length mirror. As my butt got bigger and bigger, the bodysuit’s lower half crept into the space between my swelling buttocks, making it look like I was wearing a thong. So that was what this thing was supposed to look like!

My brain felt totally scrambled, and although I knew that I should be afraid of what was happening to me, all I could do was laugh. And it wasn’t just a laugh. It was a ditzy giggle. The last time I heard anyone giggle like that was when Tasha was being interviewed on the red carpet at an awards show. She couldn’t formulate a single coherent response. All she could do was say a few words…and giggle…and jiggle her tits…and giggle again.

Dear God…was I turning into a dumb bimbo like Tasha Thornwood?!

I didn’t have time to wonder whether this was a good thing or a bad thing. It was happening. I had no choice but to enjoy my transformation. And as it progressed, my body becoming tanner and curvier and leggier, I began to feel far more comfortable with the idea of becoming someone else. In the mirror, my reflection was beginning to look like a woman who wasn’t me.

This whole time, my breasts had continued to quiver and swell. By now, the round orbs were absolutely massive. They began to strain against the top of the bodysuit, and I heard tiny popping sounds as the fabric’s stitching began to give way under the relentless pressure of my expanding breasts. But what was a bimbo without big boobs? I admired my new cleavage in the mirror. My breasts were as big as basketballs, and just as bouncy. They weren’t hard or fake-feeling, though. When I squeezed them in my hands, they were nice and springy and jiggly.

My old self broke through one last time to put all the pieces together. “So this is Tasha’s secret,” I whispered. “Her clothes turn her into…into…”

Suddenly, I couldn’t come up with the right word. Or any word, for that matter. I giggled. My body began to feel normal again, and I knew that the rapid growth had finally stopped. There was just one thing missing…

“This hair isn’t right,” I sighed, examining my brunette locks in the mirror. “I want to be blonde. Just like Tasha!”

As if on cue, the color of my hair began to change. I saw the roots getting lighter. At the same time, my hair got longer and longer. Soon, I had long, fake-looking platinum blonde tresses that cascaded halfway down my back.

I played with my new blonde waves, entranced by my own beauty. Upon closer inspection, I saw that my face had been changed, too, mainly my mouth. My lips were full and sexy.

I looked like I could have been Tasha Thornwood’s twin sister. Aside from my eyes, which were still hazel, I could have been her clone. We were nearly identical in every way.

But now what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t go to work looking like this. I couldn’t go out in public without getting ogled. I let out a little squeal of frustration.

I was immediately distracted from my woes by a pair of velvet platform heels at the bottom of the trunk. I put them on and immediately felt a million times better. With these sexy heels on, I looked fabulous.

Even though I knew my friend was still watching the game, he was the only person I could call at a time like this. For some reason, I was desperate to see him again.

“Steve,” I said breathily, “I need you to come over.”

“What’s the matter with your voice?” he asked, perplexed.

I let out a ditzy giggle. “Nothing, silly! But please…come over as soon as you can. I need your help!”

“Ellie, the game’s almost over. Can’t this wait?”

Pouting, I exhaled deeply. “Fine. Watch the rest of your game. But as soon as it’s over, I want you to come.”

“Deal.”

I knew I wasn’t asking too much of my friend. He only lived a couple miles away. I didn’t completely understand my own logic for inviting him over. Still, I had a strong urge to be in the company of a man. What was the point of having a body like this if I didn’t have an audience to show myself off to? No wonder Tasha courted the limelight and got in front of a camera every chance she could. Her only purpose in life was to titillate and tease men and make tons of money off her enviable physical attributes.

I waited anxiously for Steve’s arrival, wondering how he’d react to me. I knew that once he saw my new body, he’d be glad that he got his ass off the couch and helped me bring this trunk of clothes upstairs.

At the sound of the doorbell, I hurried downstairs, clinging to the railing as I descended in my chunky heels. I didn’t want to fall forward, now that my figure I was so top heavy. These breasts weren’t just huge — they were heavy! Luckily, my big bottom balanced them out.

I flung open the door. “Steve!” I squealed. “I’m so happy you’re here, sweetie.”

I’d never called my friend “sweetie” before, but for some reason, the flirtatious word sounded just right.

Steve’s jaw dropped. He stared at me, his mouth hanging open. I batted my eyes and tossed my silky hair. I looked like a living, breathing blowup doll now.

“Um…is Ellie here?” he asked uncertainly.

“Steve, don’t be silly!” I giggled. “Come inside. It’s me!”

He entered my house and spun around so that he could see my new body at every angle.

“If you’re Ellie, then what’s my favorite team?” he asked.

I played dumb for a moment before crying, “The Vipers! Everyone knows that!”

“It’s really you. Damn. You look…” Here, his eyes wandered from my beautiful face down to my enormous tits. “You look just like Tasha Thornwood!”

“I think it’s the clothes! I put this thing on and suddenly, I was turning into her!”

Steve, ever the skeptic, furrowed his brow. He walked around me, examining me carefully. He poked at my butt, then tugged on my hair. I shrieked in surprise.

“Stop pulling my hair!” I cried.

“I thought it was a wig!” he said defensively.

“This is all real,” I murmured, running my hands over the curves of my chest, down to my slim west, over my round hips. “This is my hair…these are my breasts…and that’s my ass. It’s all natural.”

“There is nothing natural about you,” he said with a chuckle.

I bit my lip. “Don’t you like the way I look?”

“If I didn’t know you were Ellie, I would be…” He trailed off, as if was afraid to finish his sentence. “I would be trying to get you into bed.”

Feeling a lump in my throat, I swallowed hard. “Just because I’m your friend doesn’t mean you can’t…try to get me into bed. Right?”

Steve appeared to be having a moral dilemma. On the one hand, he knew that I was his good friend, and he’d never intended for things to get physical between us; on the other hand, I didn’t resemble my old self at all, and he could easily fool himself into thinking that I was a sexy stranger.

“Come upstairs and I’ll show you another outfit,” I said, enticing him to come to my bedroom.

Steve followed me up the stairs, and I felt his eyes on my body the entire time. Once we got into my room, I knelt in front of the trunk again. “This one’s cute!” I cried, pulling out a micro-mini dress covered in sequins.

“Yeah, it’s cute,” Steve said dumbly. He wasn’t paying attention to the dress at all. Instead, he was staring at my heaving breasts, which were threatening to burst out of my leotard as I bent over.

“Ooh, or maybe this one,” I said, bending forward further to grab something else.

Before I could stop them, my massive tits had spilled out, and the straps of the bodysuit snapped as they gave way under the weight of my breasts. I made a half-hearted effort to cover my chest, but after a few moments, I forgot all about modesty. I rushed towards my friend, giggling and topless. My breasts trembled wildly with every bouncing step.

“Feel them!” I said. “Don’t they feel good?”

Steve sighed deeply, pretending that he was doing me a favor by rubbing my tits. He squeezed each one a few times, then folded his arms over his chest. “They feel pretty good, all right.”

“Steve, you barely felt them…do it again…I liked that.”

He began to caress my breasts, this time more gently. He stroked in circles around my nipples, then flicked each one until it was nice and hard. His touch made me tremble slightly. I always thought Steve was cute…and now I actually had a chance with him…

“I think your tongue would feel even better than your fingers,” I suggested.

A dopey grin on his face, Steve leaned down to swipe his tongue over each of my nipples. At first, it seemed like he was doing it to appease me. But after a few licks, I could see his cheeks turning red as he got more and more aroused by my body. Focusing on my left breast, his mouth encircled my nipple and he held the entire, enormous mass of flesh in both hands. He began to suck hard, pinching my nipple with his teeth.

“Ooh!” I moaned, startled by the intensity of his actions.

“So wearing Tasha’s clothes gave you Tasha’s tits,” he said, glancing up at my face. “I’m pretty happy that I helped you make this happen.”

“I owe you,” I breathed, reaching down to smooth his hair and run my hand over the back of his neck.

Steve shoved his face between my breasts and inhaled deeply. I giggled as he motorboat me.

“Stop it!” I squealed. “That tickles…”

He pulled his face out from my massive cleavage, his lips curled into a satisfied grin. “Sorry. I’ll be a gentleman. A sexy woman like you deserves to be treated with respect…” He realized how stupid that sounded, and quickly corrected himself: “I mean, a woman like you deserves to be fucked like a whore.”

“Much better,” I said, running my tongue over my lower lip. “Steve…would you kiss me?”

He pushed me down onto the bed and began to cover my mouth in playful kisses. Soon, we were making out passionately. His tongue in my mouth made me groan. I’d wanted him to do this for so long. My heightened state of physical pleasure only made the moment better…more satisfying…more delicious…more everything.

And the way Steve was dominating my body showed me a new side to him. When faced with a woman as sexy as me, he wasn’t going to be a nice guy. Instead, he was turning into his caveman self; at the sight of my womanly curves, he was rock hard and ready to claim my body as his own.

“Mm, I’m getting all wet,” I sighed. “Steve, you don’t know how many times I’ve fantasized about you on top of me like this.”

“Oh, yeah?” he said, sitting up. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

I didn’t have a good answer. There was no point in wondering about the past now. I had sexy Steve in my bed, right where I’d always wanted him.

“Let’s get you out of this thing,” he muttered, pulling my ripped bodysuit down over my legs.

I kicked off my heels and started tugging the stockings lower on my thighs.

“The stockings can stay,” he said. “They’re fucking sexy.”

Once Steve had undressed me, he gazed down at my voluptuous, nude, tan body on the bed. I was like a ripe piece of fruit, luscious and ready to be devoured. Goosebumps formed on the flesh of my breasts and arms as my body filled with nervous anticipation.

As if he was testing me, Steve gently spread my thighs apart and slipped his index finger into my tight, slippery pussy.

“You’re soaking wet,” he groaned. “Fuck…”

He pulled his finger out and I craned my neck. Steve stared at me in disbelief as I sucked my wetness off of his finger.

“You naughty little slut,” he said, smiling approvingly. His eyes gleamed as he repositioned himself on the bed. “Now I need to get a taste for myself. I’ll bet your pussy is amazing…”

His mouth enveloped my pussy, and I felt the rolling motion of his slick, agile tongue as he explored every soft fold of flesh between my legs. Steve found my clit and began to lick it quickly in tiny, soft strokes.

“I’m not stopping until you cum,” he promised.

I clutched the bedsheets, sucking in my breath as he licked my whole pussy from top to bottom. The man clearly knew what he was doing.

His tongue probed the entrance to my pussy, and when he plunged it inside, my entire body shuddered.

“Steve…let me do something for you…” I murmured. “Let me suck your cock while you’re eating my pussy…”

He didn’t question my desires. Instead, he leaped up, ripping off his clothes in mere seconds. He got back on top of me and turned his body around on the bed, hovering above me so that his erect cock hovered over my face. His legs were above my head, and his own mouth pressed against my bare pussy once more.

I opened my mouth wide, taking in as much of his cock as I could. As his smooth shaft filled my mouth, Steve began to use his position of control to thrust his hips slightly. Soon, he was fucking my face, and I lay there and took his hard cock in my mouth, loving every moment of this naughty encounter.

His tongue swept over my clit again, and each time his throbbing member slid halfway down his throat, my moans of pleasure were completely muffled. I hadn’t known that Steve was so well-endowed. His dick was enormous. And my pussy was so snug and tight. Would he be able to fit inside?

Maybe, when I was super wet, I would be ready to take all of him. I focused on keeping my mouth open wide, letting him use me as a fuck toy while his balls bounced against my chin. The tension in my own body was rising as he continued to pleasure me. Soon, I didn’t think I could take it much longer.

As he pulled his cock out of my mouth, I used the opportunity to scream his name. Steve stopped fucking my face to focus entirely on my pleasure, bringing me to an intense, satisfying orgasm. By the time I was finished cumming, I was nearly in tears. I’d never experienced so much pleasure all at once. It was overwhelming…

“Good?” he asked me, repositioning himself again.

“Very, very good,” I said, breathing heavily and gazing up at him, my eyes filled with lust. “Hey…what are you doing now?”

“Oh, nothing…” he murmured, straddling my torso. “Just trying something out. I’ve never done this before…”

He began to clutch my breasts, pushing them together to make my cleavage nice and tight. His hard cock slid between my tits, and as he fucked the jiggly mounds of flesh sprouting from my chest, a wild grin filled his face.

“You look like a fucking porn star with my dick between your tits,” he said breathlessly.

“I feel like a porn star,” I murmured. Even though I wasn’t receiving direct pleasure from this dirty act, visually, it was quite stimulating. In my entire adult life, I’d never been objectified by a man in this way. But I completely understood why I’d been undesirable before. Who could have used my body for fun when I didn’t have sexy curves?

Steve plunged his hard rod in and out of my tight cleavage. “I could play with these things all day,” he said, jiggling my right breast in his hand. “But I want to fuck your pussy, too…”

“What position?” I asked.

He pulled his cock out from between my breasts and stood up. “I want to bend you over and fuck you like the whore you are, Ellie.”

His bluntness made me shiver with excitement. “I’m sure a whore,” I echoed dumbly.

Steve helped me sit up and instructed me to stand up next to the bed and bend over. I obeyed him, and the second I felt his body behind me, his warm breath enveloped my ear. “How hard do you want me to fuck you?”

“As hard as you can,” I sighed. My pussy tingled in anticipation. I needed to know how he would feel inside me…

Steve pulled my hair sharply near the roots, an act of subtle dominance that made me gasp. His lips grazed the back of my neck as he pushed my hair aside. I felt his firm fingertips on my lower back, and I braced myself for the pressure of his thrusts.

The tip of his cock slid into my tight, sopping wet hole. My body shuddered as he lingered there. He pressed his mouth against the nape of my neck before pulling away. I heard him grunt as he used all his force to push his huge cock inside me.

“Oh…you feel so good, Ellie,” he moaned. “So good. It’s like your pussy was made for me.”

“You and only you,” I sighed. “I’ve been waiting for this moment forever.”

His hard, thick cock slid in and out of me easily. Steve’s strong hands held my body still, and I felt his hips against my bare ass each time his cock was buried deep inside my pussy.

The next thing he said shattered any illusions of intimacy. “This is what it must be like to fuck Tasha,” he groaned. “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck her. I bet every guy has…”

When I confessed my long-standing crush on Steve, his response made it clear that he didn’t feel the same way about Ellie. When I was a flat, pale brunette, Steve never fantasized about me. Now, he only wanted to be inside me because I looked exactly like Tasha Thornwood, every man’s not-so-secret dream girl. I was a cookie-cutter blonde with big tits and a big ass. It was easy for Steve to be attracted to my body now that I looked like a blonde bimbo.

I might have been offended by his statement before, when I was serious, contemplative Ellie. Now, however, I was just as bubbly and vapid and empty-headed as Tasha herself. I didn’t care that Steve was superficial. All that mattered was that I was finally worthy of his perfect, massive cock.

“Getting close,” he said between heavy breaths, thrusting his hips more quickly as he fucked me faster and faster.

I stayed still, bent over the bed, waiting with anticipation for the moment that he exploded. He slowed his thrusts, and then, shoving his cock in me one last time, Steve groaned loudly. His warm seed filled my pussy to the brim as he shot a huge load of cum deep inside me.

By the time Steve pulled out of me, he and I were both exhausted and sweating. We collapsed next to each other on the bed. I rested my head on his bare chest and he stroked my long, golden hair. I twisted my body slightly and felt his cum begin to ooze out of me, slowly. Wow…I was such a dirty slut. How could I have let him finish inside me like that?

“Ellie,” he murmured, staring into my eyes, “I know we’ve been friends forever, but…maybe you want to be my girlfriend now. We obviously have great physical chemistry.” He licked his lips. “And I like spending time with you, too.”

I thought for a moment. “That sounds like fun, Steve, but…now that I can get any guy I want, I think I want to go out and have more fun before I settle down with one guy!”

Steve was taken aback by my rejection. I hadn’t meant to be cruel. It was simply the truth. With this body, I could get any man I wanted. Why not explore my options?

“Let’s just stay fuck buddies, okay?” I said, stroking his cheek.

“I’ll settle for that,” he said softly. I could tell he was disappointed.

While Steve came to terms with the fact that I was going to start fucking every cute guy in sight, I began to fantasize about my new life. Perhaps, like Tasha, I could use my tits and ass to launch a career for myself. At the very least, I could certainly attract a few sugar daddies to pay my bills so I wouldn’t have to work another day in my life.

Sex appeal was power. Now that I had enormous breasts, beautiful blonde hair, plump lips, and a ditzy giggle, I didn’t need intelligence, a sense of humor, or kindness to help me get through life. From now on, I would thoroughly enjoy my new life as a bimbo, all thanks to Tasha Thornwood’s slutty, magical wardrobe.
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The Bimbo Password: Book 1

Caleb has never done well with women. Although he’s come a long way from his scrawny, nerdy past self, he still can’t get a date. But a trip to a strange electronics shop changes everything for him.

Sensing that Caleb could use some help with the ladies, the eccentric shop owner gives him an old computer keyboard with a special password and tells him that anyone who types this code will fall for him. And just in time: Caleb’s cute but uptight crush, Lindsay, is coming over to hang out today.

When Caleb asks Lindsay to type in the password, a magical transformation begins. His flat-chested friend starts to turn into a busty, bubbly bimbo. Even better, the new and improved Lindsay can’t keep her hands off Caleb’s body. Caleb is eager to deliver the erotic experience this hot babe craves. And if he succeeds in satisfying her, she'll become the first bimbo in his collection...



            [image: Transformed: 5 Hot Bimbo Makeovers]
          



Transformed: 5 Hot Bimbo Makeovers

This erotic short story collection contains 5 sexy tales about ordinary women whose lives are turned upside-down when they transform into busty bimbos...

In Biker Chick, tough-talking Tara has always been considered “one of the guys.” But when she takes a mysterious diet pill, Tara magically transforms into a bubbly blonde bimbo with sexy curves. When the new Tara makes her debut at the biker bar, she can’t resist putting on a naughty show to get a rise out of her male companions.

In Dirty Dancer, Christy is a beautiful but uptight ballet instructor. It’s no surprise that her husband, Neil, wants her to let her hair down and relax a little. When he takes her to a raunchy strip club to expose her to a new style of dancing, Christy realizes the kind of woman that Neil truly desires is curvy, sexy, and uninhibited. She’s determined to become a dirty dancer so she can fully satisfy him.

In Bimbo Repairs, Jessica is a tomboy with a toolbox. She would much rather fix things and work with her hands than get her nails done. But when Jessica is sent over to Mark's house to fix his sink, the mysterious man offers her a special pill that can turn any ordinary woman into a sexy, voluptuous babe.

In Party Girl, bartender Beth wishes she could be the life of the party. But the cute guys she serves every night barely know she exists, and her busty, bubbly coworker, Lara, earns all the tips. When Beth discovers that Lara owes her sexy body to a strange powder, Beth secretly tests the magical potion on herself and starts transforming into a stunning blonde bimbo with a killer body and a high sex drive.

In Small Town Bimbo, innocent Emily buys a strange concoction from a traveling salesman. She hopes it will give her the courage to talk to her lifelong crush, Andrew. But once she takes the potion, Emily transforms into a voluptuous babe who will stop at nothing to satisfy her intense sexual desires.
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Bimbo Factory: Part 1

Erica knows that the only way to solve the mystery of the “Bimbo Factory” is to go there herself. After countless women around town have turned into busty, brainless blonde clones, Erica is determined to put a stop to the strange clinic that takes ordinary women and turns them into curvaceous sex objects. She decides to accompany her best friend Kate to the clinic, hoping to learn how the process works.

Kate just wants a makeover and a self-esteem boost, and the handsome Dr. Everett puts her at ease. But when Erica secretly watches her friend's transformation and subsequent erotic encounter with the doctor, Dr. Everett catches her spying. Erica has no choice but to become a test subject for an even more intense, experimental transformation process...
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Thanks for reading!

 

For a FREE bonus story and updates on my latest releases, join my mailing list.

Subscribe here!

 

Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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