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The Bimbo Boost





I’d been rehearsing my acceptance speech for days. If I didn’t win the Miss Lovely pageant, then I couldn’t imagine who would. I was the prettiest of all the girls, not to mention the smartest. I had the classy, elegant look of a runway model, with long blonde hair and a slim figure. Months of coaching had prepared me for every possible interview question the judges could throw my way. There was no way that I, Isabelle Evans, could possibly lose.

To some, beauty pageants were degrading or frivolous, but they were my life. I’d been raised by a former pageant queen, and I knew that the cash prizes, job opportunities, and scholarships offered by these contests were well-worth the hard work. With a few victories under my belt, I was extremely knowledgeable about the pageant circuit and ready to win a contest as big as Miss Lovely. Women from all over the state were competing.

On the final day of rehearsals, the other contestants and I practiced our pageant walk across the big stage, waving and smiling at an invisible audience. I glanced at my competitors, trying to decide if any of them posed a potential threat to my victory.

The only girl who even came close was Gabrielle, a dark-haired beauty with a killer body. Today, she stood next to me in the lineup wearing an extremely low-cut top that flaunted her perfect cleavage. I was a little jealous of her body (my breasts were way smaller), but I was more offended by her skimpy clothes.

“You know,” I whispered to her, “this isn’t Miss Perfect Boobs. I don’t think the judges are going to pick someone who dresses like a slut.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Gabrielle said, batting her eyes at me. She adjusted her shirt so that even more of her tits spilled out. I tried to avert my eyes. “I heard that Ben, one of the judges, prefers his women a little bustier. So why not use my body to my advantage?”

“Ha. Where’d you hear that?” I asked.

“Did you look at the last three women who won Miss Lovely? Ever since Ben joined the judges three years ago, a certain body type has won every single year…”

I thought back to past winners of the pageant and my eyes widened. Shit. She was right. All of those girls had nice, full, round breasts. How had I overlooked this fact? I had prepared for everything except this…

But I couldn’t tell Gabrielle she was right. Instead, as we all shuffled off the stage together, I said to her sweetly, “Miss Lovely is more than a body type. She represents beauty, brains, and congeniality. Good luck tomorrow!”

In typical beauty queen fashion, I put on a big, fake smile and played nice. Deep down, though, I was fuming.
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I should have made an appointment with a plastic surgeon a year ago, but it was too late for that. All I could do was head to the drugstore and hope they had something to help me create the illusion that I had bigger boobs. I didn’t know what I was looking for. A special bra insert? A pill to enhance my curves?

Nervously, I asked the cashier if they had anything to help me increase my bust overnight.

“I need to have a completely different body tomorrow!” I wailed, taking out my frustrations on this poor stranger.

Unsmiling, she led me over to the aisle with vitamins and supplements. She reached back behind a bunch of pill bottles and pulled out a tiny tube. It was covered with dust.

“This is the last Bosom Boost in stock,” she said wearily. “Just so you know, this wasn’t approved by the FDA, which is why we don’t carry it anymore. You cool with that?”

I nodded vigorously. I barely even heard her warning. “Yes. I’ll take it! It’s my last hope.”

The cashier rang me up and I snatched the container out of her hand the second she took my money. I rushed home, eager to try this stuff out.

I took off my shirt and my bra, squeezing the thick white cream out of the tube. The instructions said to massage the stuff into my breasts slowly in circular motions, covering every inch. One application used almost the entire tube — what a rip-off!

At least there was enough cream to do one application on my body. I was barely a B cup. “Here goes nothing,” I murmured, rubbing the cream on my bare chest. I moved my fingers in a circular motion, smoothing the cream into my skin until it disappeared. It didn’t smell like anything, or feel too sticky. It was just like lotion.

I squeezed the last couple drops of Bosom Boost cream onto my nipples and rubbed them into my flesh. My nipples instantly got hard, probably because the cream was so cold. I noticed that my breasts were covered in goosebumps.

I glanced at the tube one last time before throwing it in the trash. There was a ton of tiny print on it, and I could see that some side effects were listed. Right now, I wasn’t too concerned about that. I needed to do a little more studying for the pageant tomorrow, practice my walk in my highest heels, and get ready to win this competition.

I put on my PJ’s, breasts still small, and wondered if I’d bought a placebo. Oh, well. I was only out $20.

And maybe Gabrielle was wrong. Perhaps the fact that the last three winners were busty was just a coincidence. Gabrielle may have had bigger boobs than me, but I had a better smile, a more elegant walk, and a more interesting personality. There was no way she could possibly beat me.
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The next morning, I woke up with a heaviness in my chest. Actually, it was more like a heaviness on my chest. I opened my eyes and my vision was obscured by my own two breasts. They were huge. My T-shirt could barely contain them. They were probably as big as basketballs now, two giant orbs straining through my shirt. My hard, perky nipples threatened to poke holes in the fabric.

“What the…” I breathed, grabbing my tits in my hands and squeezing them. I wanted to make sure they were real. This had to be a dream…

I should have been worried, but for some reason, I felt surprisingly calm about my new body.

“Today is going to be wonderful!” I cried, struggling to climb out of my bed. My heavy breasts were weighing me down a little. I would need some time to get used to them.

Luckily, they were nice and perky, springy and bouncy. Even without a bra, they didn’t sag. I bet that Gabrielle didn’t have the same advantage.

But I definitely needed to get this shirt off. In the end, I had to grab a pair of scissors and cut myself out of it — there was no way I could pull it up over my enormous breasts.

My new tits burst out, bouncing and quivering in the open air. I giggled and grabbed them, one in each hand, to hold them still. They seemed to have taken on a life of their own.

As I got ready for my day, I tried to think about the questions I would have to answer later. Would they be about social issues? Politics? Celebrity news? Even though I rehearsed for months, all of a sudden, I didn’t have the answers anymore. And I didn’t care. My mind was completely free of facts and worries. This pageant was going to be fun, and that was all that mattered to me.

I struggled into a blouse, buttoning it up halfway and letting my massive breasts spill out, and put on some shorts. I packed my evening dress and bikini into a bag, wondering if they would even fit over my new, enhanced chest. I couldn’t wait to see the look on everyone’s faces when they saw my new tits…
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“Isabelle?” Gabrielle’s jaw dropped as I plopped myself down in the chair next to her backstage.

I had just changed into my bikini and I looked more like a cartoon character than a real woman. The red bikini top barely covered my tan, round breasts. Luckily, I was getting used to carrying these things around, although in my heels, I still felt like I was going to fall flat on my face.

I flipped my long, blonde hair and cried, “Good to see you, Gabbie! You look so cute today!”

I wasn’t trying to be mean. I really meant it. Gabrielle had just had her makeup done, and she looked stunning. Of course, “stunning” wasn’t in my vocabulary anymore. One of the side effects of the cream must have been a loss of intelligence, because I couldn’t think about complex or difficult subjects anymore. In fact, the only things on my mind were my new breasts and how sexy I was going to look up on that stage.

“What the hell happened to you?” Gabrielle asked me. She blinked and stared at my body, her false eyelashes trembling. “Is this some kind of sick joke?”

A makeup artist came over, trying not to stare at my ample bosom as she began to apply shimmery eyeshadow to my lids.

“No, this isn’t a joke. I took your advice yesterday. You told me that I couldn’t win with my small breasts, so I decided to make them bigger! What do you think?” I shimmied in my seat, making my tits quiver.

I said all this without a hint of malice in my voice. Because honestly, I couldn’t imagine being mad at my competitor. Actually, I felt sorry for her, and all the other girls in the contest. They were flat-chested compared to me.

“You look ridiculous,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Like you said yourself…this competition isn’t just about who has the biggest boobs.”

I lowered my voice. “I’d lend you some cream, but I ran out! Anyway, good luck!”

Gabrielle glared at me and stormed off. I leaned back in my seat, eager to get my makeup and hair done so I would be ready to walk in front of the judges.

I was the last of the girls to walk across the stage. All I had to do was strut back and forth a few times, then stand before the judges and answer a tough question. I wasn’t worried at all. My ditzy brain didn’t even mind that I probably wouldn’t be able to handle whatever question they threw at me. My months of intense practicing had evaporated overnight.

“And now, presenting…Isabelle!” the announcer’s voice boomed.

I walked out into the blindingly bright lights and heard the audience’s polite applause morph into a collective gasp. Tits bouncing, I strutted across the stage, completely unaware that my new body might be deemed too sexy, or even offensive, to some of the more conservative people in the room. My breasts shocked everyone — including the judges.

Standing before them, I puffed out my chest with pride and smoothed my hair. I was so ready for this. It was just my luck that they were all men. And all three of them were quite good-looking, although Ben, who was furthest to the right, was the sexiest. He had dark hair and hazel eyes, sexy five o’clock shadow, and a touch of masculine chest hair peeking out of his shirt.

It gave me great pleasure to see the three judges struggling to keep their eyes on my face as they evaluated me. I could only imagine what was running through their heads. I’d obviously made them forget about all the other girls who walked before me.

“Um…” one of them murmured, pointing at my chest, “you might want to…fix that…”

I glanced down and saw that my left breast had popped out of my tiny bikini top. It was on full display now — big, fleshy, and impossible to ignore.

With a little giggle, I adjusted my top and winked at the judge. “Thank you!”

He turned red and glanced at his papers. “Um…all right. Good. So, here’s a question for you, Isabelle: politically, our country is more polarized than ever. What can Americans do to come together at a time when people are disagreeing with each other’s views more than ever?”

I stared at him, my mouth slightly open. I licked my lips and said, “Uhh….” What was he even talking about? Polarized? Different views? If he had asked me a question about my nail polish or my hair care routine or my favorite place to shop, I would have had a great answer. But I didn’t know anything about politics anymore.

“Isabelle, you have ten seconds to answer and your time starts…now.”

“Uh…you know, I don’t think it matters,” I said, giggling. “There are way more important things in life. Like being sexy! And I think I’m doing a very god job at that. Don’t you?”

The judges stared at me, mouths open, eyes wide. I couldn’t tell if they were offended by my ditziness or blinded by my breasts.

“Thank you,” the judge said through clenched teeth. “Your honesty is…certainly refreshing.”

A few moments later, the three judges presented their scores for me. The first two seemed a little disappointed in my airhead response, but Ben gave me a perfect 10 in every category.

“Not everyone can be beautiful and brainy,” he said, staring me in the eye. “And I think your beauty makes up for everything else. Fantastic body!”

So Gabrielle had been right. All Ben cared about was my chest — and that was important. I could do everything else wrong, but as long as he liked the way I looked, he would give me a good score.

All of the girls lined up, ready to find out who the final ten contestants were. Gabrielle and I both made the cut. We squealed and hugged each other. I was one step closer to becoming Miss Lovely. But right now, that wasn’t so important to me. I was far more interested in the sexy judge who had approved of my newly-transformed body…

[image: ]

It wasn’t like me at all, but for some reason, I felt the urge to find Ben and talk to him. Having contact with the judges was against the rules. However, I wasn’t trying to sway his opinion before the evening dress portion of the pageant. Instead, I simply wanted to get to know him a little better.

When I should have been struggling to fit my tits into my fancy dress, I located Ben’s dressing room and cautiously knocked on the door.

“Come in!” he called.

I opened the door slowly, sauntering inside. I was still clad in my skimpy bikini and heels. Ben did a double-take as I entered the room.

“Isabelle!” he gasped, spinning around in his chair. “Wh-what are you doing here? Don’t you need to be getting ready for the last round?”

“I needed to ask you something first,” I said, approaching him slowly. I didn’t want to scare him. After all, my new body was quite intimidating.

Ben gulped. “Sure. But be quick, I need to get back out there soon.”

“Did you really pick the last three Miss Lovely winners because of their breast size?” I asked.

He chuckled nervously. “I don’t know where you heard that.”

“Because if that’s true,” I said, climbing onto his lap so that I was straddling him, “I should win! Isn’t that right?”

Ben gazed up at me, lust in his eyes. He seemed uncertain, as if he knew he should kick me out of his dressing room — and possibly even out of the competition. But I knew he didn’t want to do either of those things.

“It’s a little hard to make these decisions now…without the other judges…you know, it’s not professional…”

He trailed off as I leaned forward so that my enormous breasts were right in his face.

“I don’t care if I win, Ben,” I said, getting more comfortable on his lap. “Not at all. But I like you a lot. And no one has to know if we have a little fun.”

“I won’t tell anyone if you don’t,” he said gruffly, his voice filled with desire.

Seducing the judge had been far easier than I expected. With my sexy body on top of him, he couldn’t control his urges. And I certainly couldn’t control mine. I was never the type of girl to do something like this. My horniness must have been another side effect of the Bosom Boost cream…

Ben wrapped his arms around my torso, reaching behind me to quickly untie my bikini top. It popped off my chest and I let it fall to the floor. Ben immediately began to kiss and fondle my bare breasts, burying his face between them and letting the mountains of flesh envelop him with their warmth and softness.

I gently twisted my torso from side to side, letting my breasts hit his face. He pulled his head out from my immense cleavage and sucked my right nipple into his mouth, nibbling it gently. The sensation was almost too much for me to bear. I squealed with pleasure.

“Shh,” he murmured, gazing up at my face adoringly. “Don’t want anyone to hear us in here…”

I tilted my head back, gasping with pleasure as he played with my extremely sensitive breasts and sucked on my big, perky nipples. I had become a slave to my own body. I was ruled by my desires now. All thoughts of the pageant melted away. The only thing that mattered was the gorgeous man beneath me. I adjusted myself on his lap, feeling myself get wetter as I came into contact with the hard bulge of his semi-erect cock.

“Let’s get you out of these pants,” I said breathily. All of a sudden, I had transformed from a blonde bimbo into a confident seductress. At this point, there was no way Ben was going to turn me down. After teasing him with my breasts, I knew that he wanted to see the rest of me, too. And I certainly wanted to see the rest of him…especially a certain part.

Standing up, I stood before him, watching intently as Ben loosened his belt and pulled down his pants. He took off his shirt, too, revealing his toned, tan physique. I stared hungrily at his big, hard cock.

“You have the sexiest body I’ve ever seen,” I breathed. “And the most perfect cock…”

“I still need to see the rest of you,” he urged. “Are you gonna show me or what?” Gripping his cock in one hand, he began to stroke himself.

I slipped off my bikini bottom and turned around so he could see my ass. I felt like a contestant in an entirely different kind of pageant. Ben silently evaluated my nude form, evaluating my curves and nodding in approval.

“Do I get a perfect score?” I asked, twirling around for him.

“Maybe. I need you to do a couple things for me before I can give you a score.”

“What things?”

“Turn around and bend over…then show me your pussy.”

I giggled. “Huh?”

His tone of voice was more cold and commanding. “Go on. You do want to win this pageant, don’t you?”

I didn’t know if he was talking about the beauty pageant or our private, naughty little game, so I hurriedly obeyed him. I bent over, spreading my ass apart and giving the judge a good view of my pretty pussy.

“Nice. I’ll bet you’re nice and tight, too,” he said. I heard the sound of his hand stroking his cock more quickly. “Are you tight?”

“Very tight,” I admitted.

I heard him breathing heavily. “Good. You can turn around again.”

I turned to face him, feeling more vulnerable, and more aroused, then ever before. I thought I had been the one in control, barging into his dressing room and sticking my big tits in his face. But now, Ben was the one calling the shots, and I felt powerless to resist him. Not that I wanted to resist him. I was more than happy to do everything he told me to. After all, I was just a dumb blonde in a beauty pageant, and Ben was the judge who would determine my fate.

“Your pussy gets a 10,” he said. “There’s another thing I’d like to test, though…”

“Go on.” My heart was beating rapidly in my chest. I was getting wetter and wetter with each passing moment.

“How good are you at giving head?”

I smiled, running my tongue over my lower lip seductively. “Why don’t you lean back, get comfortable, and I’ll show you?” I purred.

Ben adjusted himself in his chair and I knelt in front of him, pulling my long hair back over my shoulders and grabbing his cock. He was fully-erect now. Ben was extremely well-endowed, and I couldn’t wait to show him that I knew exactly how to handle a long, thick rod like his.

Mouth open, I filled myself with him. I went slowly, one inch at a time, until most of his cock was inside my mouth. My hand worked the lower half of his shaft as I sucked on the upper half, letting my tongue move in long, thick strokes over the surface of his thick member. I didn’t hold back, giving him the wettest, sloppiest, most pleasurable blowjob I could.

Popping his cock out of his mouth, I began to stimulate the tip as I stroked the shaft quickly. I flicked my tongue over his flesh quickly, back and forth, then sucked the tip of his dick into my mouth and applied some pressure. He groaned with pleasure, his hand reaching for the back of his head. I felt him pushing gently.

“More,” he murmured. “Deeper again. That feels so good…”

My mouth engulfed his cock again, and this time I managed to fit his entire dick inside. I nearly choked on him. Somehow, I found a way to deep throat his dick, moving his slick cock in and out of my mouth rhythmically and steadily. He stared down at me, his eyes filled with lust. Once in a while, I gazed up at him, seeking his approval.

“What a good girl,” he breathed, stroking my hair. “I think you get a 10 for blowjobs.”

I pulled his dick out of my mouth. “But I didn’t even make you cum!” I protested. I’d wanted to show off my skills. I knew that if he let me keep going, I would have a mouthful of his warm cum very, very soon…

“Oh, you’re going to make me cum,” he said, laughing. “Just…in a different way.”

“What way?” I asked, perplexed.

“I want to fuck you.”

“Ohhh,” I said, giggling. “That sounds even better…”

“But before I do, I want to…say thanks.” He licked his lips, standing up from his chair and pulling me up from the floor. He held me by the hands, then began to kiss me, passionately, deeply. His tongue in my mouth, I moaned softly.

“What was that for?” I murmured.

“For making my day a hell of a lot more exciting. You have no idea how boring it is to see so many women who all look the same and act the same. But you’re…special. I hope you know that.”

And to think, just yesterday, I had been like all those other pageant girls — overly-prepared, with a fake smile plastered on my face and a model-like figure. My new tits, along with my new personality, made me unique. That was for sure…

“I want you to sit on my face,” Ben said. “I want to make you cum first.”

“Mm…okay,” I said, giggling.

He lay on his back on the floor and I obediently climbed on top of his torso. He wrapped his arms around my body and pulled me closer to his face.

“Don’t hold back,” he said breathlessly. “Grind your pussy on me…do whatever you have to do…”

I couldn’t believe this was really happening. I was about to sit on the sexy judge’s face. I knew that it was wrong and doing this stuff would definitely get me disqualified from the competition if anyone found out, but I couldn’t help myself. And neither could Ben, obviously.

I lowered my hips, moving my pussy towards his waiting, open mouth. As Ben’s tongue flicked over the surface of my delicate folds, I let out a sharp gasp of delight. I was already sopping wet. I knew it wouldn’t take him too long to make me explode.

I began to grind my pussy against his mouth, covering him in my wetness. The sensation of his tongue against my throbbing clit was almost too much to bear. I began to tremble and moan, my giant breasts quivering as I rode his face.

Out in the hallway, I heard the sound of high heels as my fellow contestants passed by. Those poor girls, with their small breasts and low libidos…they had no idea how good it was to be me today. And they would never, ever get to have this much fun with sexy Ben.

“Yes…yes…” I moaned.

Ben’s hands reached up to grip my hips, holding my steady as I bucked wildly back and forth.

His tongue moved quickly, stimulating every inch of my flesh with rapid-fire, slippery strokes. I knew I was getting close to cumming. It was only a matter of time…

I pressed my body against his, pushing onto his mouth with my bare pussy and screaming with pleasure as he brought me closer and closer to climax. I lifted myself up, hovering an inch above his mouth, trying to hold back and regain some sense of self-control and dignity. But Ben wasn’t going to let me do that. Instead, he pulled me back down on top of him, bringing me to orgasm with a few expert licks over my clit. I began to shake violently, moaning with intense pleasure as I experienced the most powerful, earth-shattering orgasm of my entire life.

Just as my sweaty, trembling body began to calm down and the screams of pleasure coming from my throat began to subside, a familiar voice in the hallway said, “Do you think they’re together?”

The background conversation was just that to me — something happening in the background. Something that didn’t matter at all.

“Could be,” someone else said just outside the door. “The way she was flirting with those judges on-stage…wouldn’t surprise me.”

As I climbed off of Ben, he stood up and nervously glanced at the door. “I think we should get back out there soon,” he murmured. “They’re probably looking for us.”

“But don’t you have to fuck me first?” I asked, biting my lower lip. “I would feel bad if you didn’t get to cum…”

Ben’s concerns evaporated, his furrowed brow smoothing out as he took another look at my tempting curves and my bare, smooth, dripping pussy. I was too much for him to resist.

The judge pulled me towards the side of the room, spun me around, and pinned me against the wall. I heard his heavy breathing behind me. He whispered tightly into my ear, “If it was up to me, you would have already won this stupid pageant. You’re the sexiest slut I’ve ever fucked in my life…”

I let out a gasp as his hard cock entered me from behind. He didn’t take his time. Ben wanted me now, and he wasn’t going to go slowly. At any moment, someone might knock on his dressing room door. The danger made this situation even hotter. We were both doing something that was incredibly wrong, which made it far more fun.

“Who do you think you are, coming in here with those perfect tits and that tight ass?” he said gruffly into my ear as his cock filled my tight hole. “If they ever find out you did this, you’re going to get disqualified…”

I leaned against the wall, the heat from his body filling me with fire. He was fucking me hard, his big member sliding easily in and out of my slick, wet hole. Ben’s hands roamed my sweaty body as he fucked me, moving from the curves of my breasts down to my hips and ass and thighs.

“I won’t let them find out!” I moaned, turning my head slightly. He immediately muffled my protests with his mouth, kissing me and shoving his tongue between my lips.

“Who cares? You can be a porn star now,” he muttered. “And then you can do this all the time…let guys fuck you and degrade you and treat you like the piece of meat you are…”

He was right. I was just a piece of meat now. My carefully-cultivated personality was gone, along with my intellect and sense of self. All I wanted to do was use my curvaceous body to attract hot guys so they could fuck me. A career in porn sounded pretty good, if it meant fucking more guys like Ben.

“You’re so fucking hot…I don’t think I can hold out much longer…”

Ben pounded my pussy for another minute or two, slamming into me with such force and intensity, I thought he would break my body in two. And then, suddenly, he withdrew his cock and, with a deep moan of satisfaction, he shot a huge load of cum all over my bare ass and thighs.

“Fuck,” he breathed, leaning his body against mine.

I turned my head again, and this time he kissed me gently, almost romantically. But as the door to his dressing room swung open, Ben broke away from our sweet kiss.

We both stared at the opening door and the angry face of Gabrielle. She was standing there in her plum-covered evening dress, hands on her hips, a dour expression on her face.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” she shouted. “Oh. My. God. Isabelle, I’m going to make sure you get disqualified for this. I should have never, ever told you that Ben liked big boobs! I could have been the one with perfect scores, and not you!”

Ben and I stared at her, neither of us knowing what to say. We couldn’t deny our guilt — she’d caught us naked, and I was covered in his cum. But Ben held me in his arms protectively, and I knew he would take care of everything.

“And you shouldn’t be a judge! I’m getting you fired,” she sputtered.

“Oh, come on,” Ben sighed. “Just because you’re jealous of Isabelle doesn’t mean you have to take it out on me…”

“Jealous?!” Gabrielle burst into tears and stormed off.

I turned to Ben, who was laughing. “Well, that may be the end of my pageant career,” he said.

“Mine, too,” I giggled.

For some reason, neither of us were too worried about what would happen once Gabrielle revealed how she’d found us naked and alone in his dressing room. Ben probably had other sources of income, and I’d completely lost interest in being a pageant queen anyway.

“Sorry that this happened,” Ben murmured to me. “I know you worked hard to prepare for this competition.”

I shrugged. “Really, Ben…it’s not a big deal!”

Ben’s suggestion that I go into porn rattled around in my ditzy mind. I liked the thought of showing off my big tits and getting fucked by well-endowed men. It seemed to suit me better now than putting on overpriced evening wear and playing the role of a poised, perfect pageant queen.

“So what are you going to do with yourself now?” he asked, genuinely concerned about my future.

I ran my hands over my voluptuous curves and exclaimed, “Maybe I’ll never be a pageant queen, but becoming a porno princess doesn’t sound too bad!”

Ben kissed me again.

“Well, if you need an agent…let me know…”

My desire to make something of myself, along with Ben’s attraction to busty women, would make us the perfect team. My pageant career may have been over, but I knew I was going to move on to bigger and better (and sexier) things. With my new body and my insatiable desire for pleasure, anything was possible.


The Bimbo Shop




As I waited in line, the girl in front of me yapped on her cell phone. I rolled my eyes at the sound of her shrill voice and tried not to stare at her slutty, skimpy shorts. I could see both of her ass cheeks.

Meanwhile, the cashier, a dumb blonde in a pink halter top that definitely wasn’t work-appropriate, fumbled with the cash register.

“Um…your total is…$29.95. No…$31.95. No…aaah, math is hard!”

The customer said to her, “I don’t even care. Keep the change!”

The two ditzes shared a giggle, as if they spoke the same language: stupid.

I wanted to run out of Pretti Boutique as fast as my legs could carry me, but they were the only shop in town hiring for the summer. If I left without filling out an application, then I would probably regret it.

But, if I was being completely honest with myself, there was no way I would ever fit in here. The overpriced boutique sold nothing but party dresses for snobby rich girls like the one in the skimpy cutoff shorts and tacky menswear for frat bros and dumb jocks. I wasn’t the kind of girl who wore too-tight clothes to flaunt my assets. Well, I didn’t really have any assets to flaunt, anyway, but I preferred to cover up.

Maybe I shouldn’t have stopped by in a pair of conservative black slacks and a long-sleeved blouse. My outfit made me stick out like a sore thumb.

“Can I help you?” the cashier asked me, her eyes slowly scanning my body. I would have thought she was judging me, but she seemed way too self-involved and ditzy. I think she was probably just trying to figure out why I was dressed like an old lady.

“Yes,” I said, clearing my throat. “Um…can I fill out an application? I saw you were hiring?”

“Sure!” the buxom blonde squealed, grabbing a paper from a drawer and handing me a pen. “We need all the help we can get!”

I was surprised by her enthusiasm. Then again, she seemed like the type of girl who got jazzed up about everything. Although men seemed to be her primary interest. Each time a guy entered the store, her jaw dropped and I thought she was going to start drooling. It was pretty gross, the way she would play up her bimbo tendencies for their attention.

As I filled out the application, I glanced around and saw a few other employees at work. They all seemed to be the same type of woman as the cashier: gorgeous, vapid, and scantily-clad. Most of them had nipples that were clearly-visible in the cool, air-conditioned store. They all wore impractical stilettos and teetered around, giggling and flirting with the customers, bending over to give the guys a good view of their round asses or ample cleavage. I wanted to gag.

By the time I handed in my application, I was ready to get out of that hellhole. I had a feeling they were going to throw it in the trash, but I didn’t care. I knew I could never fit in there — ever.
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I was shocked when the store manager called me back for an in-person interview. I had my reservations, but I went anyway. At least the manager sounded like an intelligent and fairly normal guy. This time, I opted to wear a slightly less conservative outfit. Donning a black dress and heels, I straightened my hair and put on some makeup, ready to snag a new job.

The manager, Craig, happened to be a good-looking man. That was undeniable. He was in his low thirties, with short brown hair and deep brown eyes. He had the smile of a catalog model. But I was resistant to dudes who were overly-charming. I nailed all the interview questions without getting lost in his eyes.

“All right, Tina, I think we have a job for you,” he said, reaching out to shake my hand.

“Great!” I cried. “I can’t wait to start as a cashier.”

His eyes got wider and he shifted his tie. “Uh…I was thinking you could start in the stock room. Off the sales floor.”

The way he emphasized that first word made it clear that he didn’t think I was suitable to work with the customers. I was about to ask why when one of the bimbo salesgirls popped in to ask him a question. His tone immediately shifted from business-like to flirtatious, and I noticed that his eyes darted to her big, round breasts more than a few times.

And now I understand that even when I was all dolled-up, I didn’t have the right look for Pretti Boutique. With a fake smile, I accepted my new job. The fact that I wouldn’t have to deal with obnoxious customers was a small consolation prize. However, the idea that I wasn’t hot enough to be out front was a blow to my ego. For the first time, I felt more than a little jealous of those blonde, ditzy girls strutting around on the sales floor. I would never fit into their pretty, vapid world.
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“Tina, do we have any of these shirts in a small?” Amanda asked, holding up a tiny white crop top.

“Let me check.” I reached up to a high shelf. “Hmm…no, I don’t think so…”

Amanda let out a sigh. “Aww…bummer!”

I got back to work and she pulled out her makeup, touching up her face. Her honey blonde hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, and she was wearing a skimpy black top and a miniskirt. I was beginning to see where all the girls got their slutty wardrobes: Craig often gave his favorite employees free clothes. He probably enjoyed watching them prance around, boobs and ass jiggling in their low-cut tops and short shorts.

Meanwhile, I was making less money than them, sweating my ass off in the stockroom unloading boxes of clothes and folding them all day long. Life wasn’t fair.

“So how do you like working here?” she asked sweetly.

“It’s not so bad. Kind of boring, since I’m back here alone,” I muttered. I didn’t want to tell her the truth.

Amanda looked at me, perplexed. “Aww, that’s so sad! Why don’t you come up front with us?”

I stifled a laugh. “Amanda, I was given this job because I’m not sales floor material. Meaning…I’m not hot enough. At least, Craig doesn’t think so.”

“Ohhh,” Amanda said. She was dumb as a brick, but probably the only person working here who even acknowledged my existence. I think she was such an airhead, she didn’t even understand that she and I resided in different worlds.

“So how long have you been here?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

“Six months. But I started in the stock room, like you!”

I gasped. “You worked back here?”

She nodded eagerly. “Uh-huh! But once I started using the perfume, everything changed…” She lowered her voice to a hushed whisper. “By boobs got bigger, and my legs got longer, and my waist got smaller. And I stopped being such a negative, stressed-out person. Craig moved me to the sales floor right away!”

“Wait. What perfume?”

Amanda gazed at me, doe-eyed. Her brain seemed to be working hard, as if she couldn’t decide if she’d just told me some dark secret she shouldn’t have shared.

“Come on…I won’t tell anyone!” I said, grinning.

That must have put her at ease, because she said she’d be right back and hurried over to the coat closet to retrieve her purse. Amanda returned with a tiny bottle of fancy-looking perfume.

“All the girls share it. This is my week to use it. You see, it’ll change you, but then you need to keep using it to stay like this forever…”

“Amanda!” Craig’s voice called out over the store intercom. “Can I see you in my office, please?”

“Coming!” she shouted, not realizing he couldn’t hear her. “Oh…Tina…hold onto this until I get back, will you?”

She rushed away, leaving me with the perfume bottle. I was hesitant to try it out, since I didn’t know if it really worked. But I was intrigued, for some reason. And if the effects wore off, then what was the harm?

I gave myself a few spritzes of perfume and gently set the bottle down on the floor in the corner. The stuff smelled strong and potent. Maybe I used too much. It surrounded me in a nearly-invisible cloud of mist that made me cough a few times before it dissipated.

I realized that I had a ton of shirts to fold, so I got back to work quickly, bending over a low table and doing my work. After a few minutes, though, I started to feel dizzy. Soon, I noticed that my fingers felt weak and clumsy. At first, I was upset about the way I felt. Had that perfume poisoned me? Was I going to have a fainting spell?

And then, suddenly, I started to feel very calm about everything. “Life is good,” I sighed to myself, a big grin filling my face. “Everything’s so nice because I work at Pretti Boutique!”

I started giggling like an idiot. I never laughed like this before. A high, feminine burst of laughter swelled up in my throat, unlike anything I’d ever produced before. “Like, what’s going on?” I sighed. My entire voice was changing.

Before I knew what was happening, my breasts began to grow, swelling under my T-shirt. It was a slow, subtle blossoming that was almost imperceptible at first. But then the rate of growth accelerated and I saw that my tits were nearly twice as big as before.

I leaned over the table where I’d been folding T-shirts, breathing heavily as my small breasts kept growing bigger and bigger. Soon, I heard the sound of threads ripping apart as my bra started to give way under the pressure of those jiggling, swelling mounds of flesh. I let out a deep, sexy sigh as I heard a pop. My bra had just ripped in half, and it felt so good. Now, the only thing containing my rapidly-growing breasts was my shirt. But if things kept going this way, that might get ripped in half, too…

My tits felt heavy as I leaned forward against the table. I noticed that my pants were a little tighter, too. As my shirt appeared to get shorter (half of it was now pulled tightly over my massive chest), I noticed that my exposed abdomen was changing, too. My stomach was nice and flat, and my waist was more cinched. Below that, my hips were getting wider, my ass plumper. And my pants seemed shorter, too — were my legs getting longer?

Luckily, my breasts stopped growing just before my shirt could go flying off my body in pieces. I stood up slowly, struggling to keep my balance under the weight of my new, enormous breasts, and examined my new figure. I had a perfect hourglass shape now — big tits, tiny waist, big ass. I was like a human Barbie doll. The remnants of my bra had fallen to the floor near my ankles, obliterated by my massive tits. And even though I’d started the day in an outfit that was plain and unsexy, with my new curves, even my T-shirt and jeans were hot.

I noticed that my hair was longer, too. It fell in dark, thick waves down my back. I found Amanda’s purse in the corner and pulled out her hand mirror. Even my face had been altered by the magic perfume. I had brighter eyes, longer lashes, fuller lips. I was gorgeous now.

Craig’s voice coming through the speakers on the ceiling took me by surprise. “Tina, can I see you in my office?”

“C-coming!” I called out. Wait. Could he hear me or not? I was so confused.

I giggled again, taking one long look at my old black shoes and letting out a disgusted sigh. Yuck! How could I wear these things in public? I found a pair of metallic heels on a shelf and put them on. Ah…much better. I looked like a real woman now, and not a girl who spent her days toiling alone in the stock room.

“What do you need, Craig?” I asked, my voice light and airy as it passed through my new lips.

“Amanda, I thought I told you to get back to work!” he snapped, typing away at his computer. Then, looking up at me, his jaw dropped.

I waved at him, smiling sweetly. “Um…do you need me?”

“It happened again,” he breathed. “Tina, I barely recognized you!”

I dimly understood what he meant. Perhaps the women who worked here started out as plain, homely young ladies, found out about the perfume, and then were quickly promoted to the sales floor. That was probably why Craig had so much difficulty finding someone to work in the stock room long-term. Every sensible, organized person he hired quickly morphed into a ditzy, voluptuous bimbo.

I may have been dumb, but I was also overcome with courage. Now was the time to ditch my stupid job and get out front where I belonged.

“Craig, can I get a promotion?” I asked, perching myself on his desk. I gently closed his laptop and pushed it to the side. “I really, really want to work as a cashier…don’t you think I’m pretty enough to be out front?”

“I guess you are,” he murmured. “I’m sorry I ever put you in that back room by yourself. But…I do need someone to do inventory, or the whole store will fall apart…”

“Oh, come on,” I sighed, sliding closer to him. “What do I need to do to get me to promote you?”

My attractive boss let out a low groan and bit his lip. That was just the reaction I wanted.

“Do you want to see my new body?” I offered, clapping my hands excitedly. “Because you know I think you’re really cute, and I would love to show you first…”

I may have been trying to bribe him to give me a better job, but I was also genuinely turned on by this guy. We were playing off each other now. He was the powerful, successful man trying to control his sexual urges, and I was the beautiful, busty employee tempting him to let go. I’d never felt like this before — so sexy, so uninhibited.

“Well?” he said, gulping. “You gonna show me your body, or what?”

I unzipped my jeans, pulling them down to reveal my lacy undies and my long, slim legs. I had started the day with pasty white skin, but now I had a nice, golden tan. Craig’s eyes slowly scanned my luscious thighs and my bare belly.

I yanked off my T-shirt and my big breasts, free at last, bounced up and down. Craig’s eyes followed them, his mouth opening slightly at the sight of those perfectly-round orbs of flesh with their firm, pink nipples. I was in awe of them, too. I truly had the perfect body now.

“You can touch them if you want,” I murmured, reaching over to ruffle Craig’s hair playfully.

He slowly stood up from his desk chair, walking around the table and positioning himself in front of me. Then, lowering his head slightly, he opened his mouth and encircled one of my hard nipples. I gasped, tilting my head back slightly and closed his eyes as his lips tenderly caressed my flesh. Then there was the agonizing pinch of a light bite, followed by a sucking sensation.

Craig grabbed my breasts, one in each hand, and moved over to the other nipple, flicking his tongue back and forth over its sensitive surface. I moaned softly as he kissed and caressed my entire breast, then buried his face between them and simply breathed in the scent of my warm flesh. He was encapsulated, smothered by my big, springy breasts.

I stroked his hair, then the back of his neck. I toyed with his collar.

“Kiss me,” I said, my new, ditzy voice lowering to a sexy purr.

Craig pulled his head out from between my breasts and kissed in a line up over my chest and my neck before landing on my lips. One light kiss turned into a deeper, more passionate one as our mouths opened and our tongues extended to meet each other. Everything about Craig was turning me on — the taste of his tongue, his musky scent. His hands were in my hair as he kissed me, and then one hand was gripping my right breast, jiggling it, kneading the flesh between his eager, probing fingers.

I opened my mouth a little wider and his tongue slipped deeper inside. Meanwhile, Craig’s hand moved ever lower, down my smooth tummy and over my panties. He roughly shoved them to the side and began to finger me. He immediately went for my tight hole, shoving his fingers inside to feel my wetness. In doing so, he made me even wetter. I let out a muffled moan through my covered mouth and he kissed me even more intensely.

His fingers slipped out of my pussy and began to play with my clit. He flicked it furiously from side to side, playing rough with the most sensitive part of my body. But I loved it. I had seduced Craig and convinced him to play with me, but now that it was actually happening, I knew that he was the one in charge. He was still fully-clothed and I was nude on his desk. I was just a plaything for him now. He probably did this with all the girls who worked here, but I didn’t care. I was just happy that he was having fun with me now…

“How does that feel?” he asked, yanking my panties off and watching them fall to my ankles. “What if I used my tongue?”

Before I could say anything, he was pulling my legs apart, spreading them wide and kneeling down in front of me. Craig’s face was between my thighs, his mouth on my bare pussy. He began to suck on my clit, making me moan loudly. His tongue explored every inch of my pussy, lapping at my soft folds, giving me more pleasure than I’d ever felt in my life.

I let out an ecstatic cry and Craig glanced up at my face, his tongue washing over my clit in a long, wet stroke. I was sopping wet now, and Craig’s mouth was making me feel so good. The man had a talented tongue.

As he rhythmically flicked it back and forth over my clit, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer. My entire body vibrated on his desk, my breasts jiggling, little gasps of pleasure pouring out of me. And then, with a loud, shuddering moan, I finally came. The pressure had built to a feverish pitch and my body couldn’t take it anymore. I was trembling, screaming out, letting Craig’s tongue send me over the edge.

He stood up, wiping the corners of his mouth and smiling at me. “Thanks for making my day, sexy,” he said, giving me one last kiss. “But I think I need to get back to work.”

“Craig, I can’t go out on the sales floor like this!” I giggled, pointing at my nude body.

“Then go get an outfit from the back. You can wear anything you want. Take it home. Keep it. And then go out and find someone train you on the cash register,” he said wearily.

Just like that, Craig was back in boss mode. He opened his laptop and got back to work. I was surprised that he hadn’t asked me to return the favor — I would have sucked his cock if he wanted me to. As a matter of fact, I really liked the thought of doing that for him…or any sexy guy…shit, I was still so horny!

But instead of offering, I decided to obey him. I headed back to the shelves of inventory and picked out a pair of skimpy jean shorts that barely covered my ass and a see-through tank top. A pair of platform sandals completed the look.

I fixed my long, lustrous hair and stole some of Amanda’s makeup to touch up my face. I was sure she wouldn’t mind.

When she saw me, her eyes lit up. “Oh, my gosh…Tina, is that you?!” she gasped.

I rushed over to give her a hug. “Yes, it’s me! Thank you so much, Amanda. You changed my life…”

Amanda stared at me, confused. “How?”

Repeated applications of the perfume must have killed more than a few of her brain cells. I may have been ditzy now, but Amanda was the typical dumb blonde.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said. “Now, show me how to use the cash register. I’m working with you now.”

She didn’t question me. Instead, she struggled to explain how to use the machine. The two of us probably looked ridiculous — two slutty bimbos trying to make sense of a fairly simple device. At one point, while Amanda was mashing buttons, the cash drawer popped open, making both of us gasp in terror.

We were so caught up in our impromptu “training” session that neither of us noticed the cute guy who was approaching us.

“Let me ask Craig if he knows how to fix this thing,” Amanda sighed. “I’ll be right back, Tina.”

The second she was gone, I turned and noticed the hot dude staring at me. He was buff, tall, and tan.

“C-can I help you?” I stammered, biting my lower lip.

“Yeah.” He held up some clothes, grinning. “Do you have a fitting room?”

“Right this way,” I said, leading him over to the other side of the store.

The guy was totally checking me out as we crossed the store, and I was more than happy to flirt with him. He told me his name was Dylan. Dylan definitely wasn’t the type of guy I used to go for. He was a typical dumb jock who probably hadn’t cracked open a book in years. He was the type of dude who wore way too much cologne and spent more time at the gym than anywhere else.

“Well, Dylan, if you need me to give you my opinion, I’m more than happy to,” I said, flashing him an inviting smile and closing the fitting room’s curtain.

I hovered outside, trying to make myself busy. I didn’t want to walk away for a minute. I knew that if I did, one of the other girls would start helping him.

It was a little difficult to hear him over the store’s blaring music, but I thought I heard him call out to me.

“Coming!” I cried, tearing open the curtain.

I quickly realized my mistake. Dylan hadn’t said anything. He stood there in nothing but his boxer-briefs. We were both stunned by my sudden appearance.

“I’m so, so sorry!” I groaned, closing the curtain and getting tangled up in it. Next thing I knew, I was right there in the dressing room with this musclebound, gorgeous man.

I clapped my hands over my mouth, embarrassed but also stifling a giggle. In the past, I would have been mortified. However, today, I saw this as an opportunity.

“Whoa, what are you doing in here?” Dylan asked. I knew he wasn’t upset because his eyes lit up as he gazed at me.

“I’m here to help you with anything you need me to,” I explained. “Literally anything!”

“Uh…okay…” he said uncertainly.

“Anything,” I repeated, stepping closer to him. I was entranced by his perfect pecs and abs. I accidentally glanced at his crotch and saw that he was packing a larger-than-average bulge. The old Tina would never have been bold enough to make a comment on a cute guy’s body, but apparently, the new Tina had no issue with it. “Do you realize how sexy you are?”

He laughed. “Me? Sexy? Nah. But you, on the other hand…you’re gorgeous.”

“You know,” I whispered, “if we have some fun, no one has to find out about it. I’ll keep it a secret if you will.”

Without hesitation, he nodded. “Deal.”

Seconds later, we were making out, our bodies intertwined in the small, cramped dressing room. The heat from his bare chest filled my body as he pressed against me. His tongue probed my mouth, his hands roaming my curves through my clothes. He reached under my shirt, pinching my breasts. I quickly undressed to accommodate him. It didn’t seem fair that I could see most of his hot body and he couldn’t see mine. I wanted Dylan to look at my tits and ass and legs. I wanted him to want me.

Unlike my boss, Dylan didn’t take his time admiring my voluptuous, sexy form. Instead, he simply pushed me against the wall, his hands gripping my breasts as his tongue pushed deeper into my mouth. I moaned, feeling him pushing me down onto the bench where his clothes were piled up. I knocked them to the floor, sitting down. His crotch was now at eye level for me.

This must have been a part of his plan. “I think I know what you want from me,” I said, eyeing his bulge again. I could see that it was a little harder than before.

“Would you?” he asked, his hand on the back of my head.

I nodded. “Of course. But only because I think you’re cute.”

A few spritzes of perfume had turned me into a dirty, uninhibited slut. I was the kind of nymphomaniac who gave blowjobs to random customers at work. If any of my coworkers knew about this, I would be fired on the spot. Actually, considering how slutty those girls were, they would probably give me a high five and invite me to go shopping with them.

Dylan pulled off his underwear. His big cock sprang out, half-erect. Fuck. He had the biggest dick I’d ever seen. I was a little intimidated by his smooth, long shaft, but I decided that the only way I would know if it could fit in my mouth was to try.

Inch by inch, I filled my mouth with his big member. Dylan thrust his hips slightly, urging me to go deeper and deeper. Wow…this perfume must have given me magical blowjob powers, too. Somehow, I managed to deep throat him. Even Dylan seemed surprised as his cock slid down my throat easily.

“Do you do this often?” he asked, stroking my hair.

I shook my head slightly, my mouth sliding along the length of his cock as I released him from my gasp. Then, running my tongue all along his cock, I reached for his balls, cupping and tickling them gently.

“You sure?” he breathed. He was completely erect now. I knew that it seemed impossible that this was the first time I ever did anything this slutty, but Dylan had no idea that I’d only recently turned into such a horny bimbo. I could never tell him the truth.

“Just relax and enjoy it,” I sighed, stroking the base of his shaft as my mouth worked the top half.

I could tell that he was thoroughly enjoying this sloppy, sexy blowjob. Dylan was moaning with pleasure, thrusting his hips so that his cock went even deeper into my mouth. I gazed up into his eyes from time to time, wanting him to know that right now, I was his slut. The thought of my handsome boss was already a distant memory. Right now, the only thing on my mind was the ripped, muscular dude whose cock was between my lips.

“Shit, I’m close already,” he murmured, pulling back slightly. “Should I…finish?”

“Do you want to finish in my mouth?” I asked softly. “Or…somewhere else?”

He stared at me. “What do you mean?”

I stood up, turning away from him and bending forward, my round ass in his face.

“You can fuck me if you want,” I suggested, turning my head around to get one last look at his handsome face.

Dylan didn’t question me. Instead, he got into position behind me. I pressed my hands against the wall and Dylan held me by the hips. I had never thought I would objectify myself like this, bending over to be some stranger’s random fuck toy for the day. But the second his cock was probing at the entrance to my pussy, I stopped questioning what I was doing and simply enjoyed it.

This was more like it…all I had to do was close my eyes and focus on the sensation of Dylan’s hard cock filling my pussy over and over. His fingers gripped my slim waist, roaming lower to squeeze my firm buttocks as he fucked me relentlessly. He fucked me hard and fast in that cramped room, his breath hot on his neck. I felt the vibrations of his voice each time he let out a deep groan of satisfaction. I began to moan, too, soft at first, then louder and louder.

There was no way the people on the other side of the curtain couldn’t hear us. No way at all. We were both being so loud. Neither of us could control ourselves…

Dylan whispered, “Fuck, I’m cumming…”

A few more deep thrusts, and then one last powerful push. He buried his shaft all the way inside my tight, wet hole and I felt a small explosion as he shot a warm load of cum deep within me. Dylan kissed the back of my neck, relinquishing his tight grip on my hips.

“Shit. That was…intense…” he breathed.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Thanks for that.”

“No. Thank you,” Dylan murmured.

We both got dressed and left the dressing room, one at a time. Amanda and another coworker stared at us, mouths open. Dylan casually sauntered over the cash register to complete his purchase.

I rushed to help him before anyone else could. Unfortunately, it seemed that by mashing the buttons over and over, Amanda and I had destroyed the cash register for good. I couldn’t get it to do anything. There was only one way to handle this problem.

“Take it all,” I whispered. “The clothes are free.”

“Uh…you sure?” he asked.

I licked my lips. “Yeah. If you promise to come back sometime so we can have more fun together.”

“Sure thing.”

I watched Dylan walk away, a confident swagger in his step. I imagined he was going to tell all his friends about me — and if they were anywhere near as good-looking as he was, I definitely wouldn’t mind having a few more beefcakes coming to visit me at work.

Once he was gone, I fanned myself. What a day! Amanda came over to me.

“Do you know that guy?” she asked, confused.

“I guess I do now,” I said, smiling mysteriously. “So…now what?”

She shrugged. “I think work’s almost over. The store closes in fifteen minutes, so once the last customer leaves, we can lock up.”

I was a little disappointed. My dull summer job had turned into the sexiest, most thrilling adventure of my life. I was lucky that I finally had the body — and the sex drive — to explore this sensual, naughty world. I never would have guessed that working in a clothing store could be so dirty.

Just as we were about to lock the door, Craig came out of his office. “Amanda…Tina…can I see both of you in my office?”

To my surprise, his voice was tinged with anger. He walked away, and the two of us glanced at each other, exchanging a knowing look. Perhaps Craig was going to punish us for breaking the cash register or for letting a guy steal two hundred dollars worth of clothes, but I didn’t mind. Craig was even sexier when he was mad.

“I hope he spanks us for being bad,” I whispered.

Amanda playfully slapped me on the arm. “God, Tina…you’re terrible!”

Hand-in-hand, Amanda and I bouncily headed to Craig’s office, two giggly, jiggly bimbos ready to take on their hot boss. No matter what happened, I knew we could handle him.


Upgrade Me: A Bimbofication Story




As I stepped out of my car and approached the Transformation Center, I wondered why I had agreed to write this stupid article. I had no interest in places like this, and the thought of women modifying their bodies for men’s enjoyment made me feel sick.

Supposedly, this brand-new clinic offered cosmetic procedures without scalpels or surgery or injections any other kind of physical intervention. I knew it sounded too good to be true, and that it was probably just a big scam designed to empty desperate women’s wallets.

I had wanted to do an article on the brand-new library that was being build downtown, but my boss, George, had shot down my idea in favor of something more sensational. I wanted to be a serious journalist, so it hurt that my own boss didn’t take me seriously. Or maybe it hurt even more because he happened to be a very attractive man and I had a huge crush on him. I knew that George, the editor of the newspaper where I worked, was single, but I also knew that he would never go for a girl like me. I was a mousy, quiet brunette with an average body, which I often covered up with long skirts and conservative cardigans.

Since I knew that my crush on George was futile, I simple kept my head down and worked my ass off. Even if he never asked me out on a date, I hoped that eventually, he would see how hard I worked as a journalist and promote me to the position of assistant editor. It was a distant dream, but I knew it was achievable. Perhaps this piece on the Transformation Center would be evidence of my dedication and talent.

As I stepped inside the shiny lobby of the clinic, the impossibly sexy receptionist behind the front desk asked if she could help me. Dressed in a slinky top and a miniskirt, he silky black hair pulled into a tight ponytail, the receptionist looked like she was a catwalk model. Already, my suspicions about this place was heightened.

“Hi, I have a consultation with Dr. Gates,” I said to her.

“Name?”

“Emma Ford.”

The receptionist stood up, leading me to a small, brightly-lit doctor’s office down the hallway. “Have a seat. The doctor will join you shortly.”

I took a seat in a leather chair in the corner and waited anxiously for the doctor to show up. In my preliminary research, I hadn’t been able to uncover any background information on this supposed “miracle worker.” All I could find was the ad copy on his own website, where he touted his credentials and claimed to be able to upgrade women’s looks without any type of surgical procedure.

The walls of the room were lined with before and after shots. Ordinary-looking housewives morphed into bikini-clad goddesses with big boobs and perfect butts. It seemed to be a joke.

“Emma?”

As Dr. Gates entered the room, clipboard in hand, I immediately felt more relaxed. He was a handsome man with a calming voice. I took note of his appearance and demeanor, wondering if this was how he took advantage of vulnerable and insecure women. He certainly wouldn’t take advantage of me, though. That was for sure.

“Nice to meet you, doctor,” I said. I couldn’t blow my cover. If Dr. Gates knew I was here to write a report about him, he’d never give me a straight answer on anything.

“Thanks for setting up a consultation. I want you to know that you’re in good hands here. We’ve only been open for a few months, but we’ve already changed the lives of dozens of women. And I can tell that you’re desperately seeking a change.”

I smirked to myself. Physically, I was probably the perfect candidate for a makeover. But I had no desire to become an outlandish, unrealistic caricature of a woman, with an hourglass figure, a fake tan, and a slutty wardrobe.

“Yes, a big change,” I said, nodding vigorously. “But before we talk about that, I’d like to know how this all works. How can you transform people without surgery?”

“Special laser technology,” he said without hesitation. “I’ve patented a special beam that can project any image onto a human subject and sort of mold that image around their body. It’s very advanced technology, and maybe you wouldn’t understand the science behind it…”

“Or maybe I would,” I said coolly.

Dr. Gates raised his eyebrows. “Oh? Do you work in the medical field?”

“I’m a reporter,” I replied. Shit. I shouldn’t have given that away so soon. But as usual, my pride got in the way. I hadn’t wanted the doctor to think I was some dumb, ditzy girl.

As soon as he knew that I was a reporter, his tone changed. At first, I was afraid he would kick me out. Instead, the doctor became more effusive and friendly.

“Emma, if you want to write anything about the clinic, I would be happy to give you a completely free transformation! And we could even do it today, since I had a cancellation.” He rubbed his hands together, as if he was eager to have a new project to work on.

“You mean I could write a completely honest, unbiased review?” I asked. I was skeptical. Dr. Gates probably wanted me to write a glowing review of his clinic in exchange for a free makeover.

“You’re allowed to write anything you want, but I think you’ll be pretty satisfied with the results,” he said, grinning. “If you’re ready to proceed, we can go to the transformation room.”

It all happened so fast, I didn’t even have time to question him. I wasn’t thrilled by his offer of a free makeover, but I knew that this was the only way I could find out if he was a scam artist once and for all.

The “transformation room” was a huge, sparse chamber with nothing in it except what appeared to be a giant tanning bed. Above it, a huge light was suspended from the ceiling. I realized that the light was attached to another machine at the side of the room. Dr. Gates began to push some buttons.

“If you could look like or act like anyone, how would you want to be?” he asked me.

I could have kept things simple, requesting minor tweaks like wavier hair or fewer freckles. Instead, I opted to make things as difficult for him as possible. I needed to prove that he wasn’t capable of transforming women.

“Hmm…well, I’ve always been seen as a very serious, shy brunette. So I think I’d like to see what life is like as a blonde,” I said pensively. “I would want to look like a supermodel, with a perfect body — big boobs and a tiny waist and a nice ass. Like, a perfect ass. And perfect, long legs, too. Oh, and if you could get rid of my serious, boring personality, that would be a plus!” I grinned, feeling smug and self-satisfied. He could never make that fantasy of mine a reality.

“Completely achievable,” he said, nodding his head. “All right, so now you can lie down in the box and I’ll create the image to project onto you with the laser. So strip down to your underwear and let’s get started.”

If I had known I was going to be doing this, I would have worn cuter underwear. But no matter. I was doing my job, and once I exposed this doctor as a fraud, he would be out of business for good and my boss would recognize my talent and investigative skills. It was a win-win.

Once I was wearing nothing but my bra and panties, I claimed into the “tanning bed” and the doctor closed the lid. I would have felt claustrophobic, but it was actually a pretty spacious box.

“Close your eyes!” he called out, pushing some more buttons on the machine. “It’s about to start.”

I squeezed my eyes shut and even then, the huge flash of light that washed over me made the darkness of my inner eyelids turn bright red. I heard a popping and crackling sound all around me and felt a weird sensation all over my body, as if my skin was being stretched and kneaded. A sharp electric shock coursed through my brain, making me gasp. I tried to open my eyes and realized that I couldn’t. Then, I must have lost consciousness. Next thing I knew, everything was dark and silent again.

As my eyes fluttered open, I saw the doctor himself standing over me. He had opened the lid and was staring down at my body, nodding in approval.

“I think you’ll like the results,” Dr. Gates said, flashing me a handsome, winning smile. God, was he getting even cuter? I should have been thinking about my own transformation, but the hot doctor was seriously distracting me. In fact, I couldn’t keep my thoughts straight in my mind at all. I wasn’t even able to remember a single question that I had planned to ask him about this procedure.

I stopped looking up at the doctor and instead looked forward. That was when I saw that my body was no longer my own. Gone were the tiny breasts, the pudgy belly, and the short, stubby legs that I used to call my own. They had been replaced by full, round breasts that spilled out of the edges of my bra, a completely flat and taut abdomen, a wasp waist, wide hips, and incredibly long legs. My entire body was smooth and tan, with nary a freckle or blemish.

With a gasp, I struggled to sit up, reaching out to let Dr. Gates help guide me out of the box. I was stunned as a long strand of platinum blonde hair blew in front of my face. Once I was standing up, I let go of his hand and collected my newly-long, golden locks in one hand, staring at my new hair in disbelief.

“It worked!” I breathed. “You…you transformed me…”

Dr. Gates chuckled. “Well, that is my job, isn’t it? What do you think of your new self?”

“I…I…” I clutched my new breasts, squeezing them to make sure they were real. I patted my backside, unable to believe that I had a butt like this without ever doing a single squat. As I walked across the room, I was extremely conscious of the fact that I was tall and model-like now. Nothing about my new body resembled my old body.

“You seem confused,” Dr. Gates said. “Isn’t this what you wanted to look like?”

I stared at him for a moment, then let out what could only be described as a ditzy giggle. I clutched my hand over my mouth, wondering where such a silly sound had come from. Wasn’t I supposed to be a serious journalist? I felt like I’d turned into a total airhead.

“And didn’t you want to get rid of your serious personality?” he asked.

“I guess I did,” I said slowly, trying to make sense of everything. Oddly enough, I wasn’t upset. I was too bubbly and ditzy to be upset about anything. My biggest concern right now was having to put on my old, frumpy clothes. I’d never enjoyed shopping, but I had a strong urge to head over to the mall and buy a brand-new wardrobe of sexy, revealing clothes to show off my new figure. I could get some makeup and a manicure while I was there, too…

“Emma, you’re going to have to go soon,” the doctor said, picking my clothes off the floor. “I have another appointment.”

I struggled into the clothes. At least I had some curves to fill them out now. With my new, enormous breasts, I managed to make my sweater look hot; my pants clung to my round ass and tiny waist.

“How can I ever thank you?” I asked Dr. Gates breathlessly. If he hadn’t been rushing off to another appointment, I would have done anything to express my gratitude. I would have fucked the guy if that’s what it would take to show him how happy I was with my new self.

He led me to the reception area, giving me a long, warm hug. I buried my face in his shoulder, then leaned up to give him a kiss on the lips. Dr. Gates was stunned, but didn’t protest.

“You know, almost all of my patients do that after their transformations,” he mused.

“Because you’re hot!” I said bluntly.

“Well,” he said, ushering me to the door, “you’re hot now, too. So go write an honest review of my clinic and come back in three weeks so I can give you a check-up and make sure everything’s going okay.”

“Of course!” I cried, heading out the door.

I was buzzing with excitement as I headed to my car. There was no way I could ever trash the Transformation Center. Dr. Gates had delivered exactly what he promised. I stared down at my new body and sighed contentedly. I had never known that this was how I really wanted to look, but subconsciously, I must have been seeking a way out of my old, boring life.

I wanted to take a few notes about the clinic, but as I scribbled on my notepad, I realized that my musings about Dr. Gates and his clinic were turning into a description of his lovely eyes and how big his cock must be. I was nothing but a sex-crazed, ditzy blonde now. So much for my career as a serious journalist…
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When I went to work the next day, I turned a lot of heads. My coworkers must have been wondering who the sexy new blonde was. Each time someone realized that the busty vixen in their presence was actually me, I received a shocked reaction. Eyes widened, mouths dropped open. And my male colleagues couldn’t stop checking out my new body.

No one could understand how my body and hair could have transformed this dramatically, so they didn't even question it. I didn't feel self-conscious about my new look, though. For the first time in my life, I had abundant cleavage, long legs, and a nice, round butt. I oozed pure sexuality. In the five minutes before I reached my cubicle, I had been asked out on five dates and caused one surprised man to spill hot coffee all over himself.

I giggled and settled down at my desk, completely incapable of writing anything meaningful, but determined to find some cute new cocktail dresses and shoes online. That was my new goal in life: making myself even hotter.

A man's voice appeared out of nowhere. He sounded angry. For a brief moment, my bimbo bubble was popped by the sharp knife of reality.

"Emma, I need to see you in my office -- now!"

George hadn't even seen the new me yet. As he rushed past my cubicle, I sensed that he was a whirlwind of anxiety today. I hadn't delivered my scathing article about the Transformation Center on time (for obvious reasons), and my boss was definitely not happy about it.

Luckily, I knew exactly what to do to relax him and make him feel better.

I stood up from my desk and strutted over to his office, turning the corridor into a catwalk. I heard the sound of my coworkers' chairs sliding out from their cubicles as they strained their necks to get a good view of my backside as I walked by.

"May I come in, George?" I asked daintily.

"Yes, and make it quick!" he shouted. George was typing frantically on his computer. He still wasn't looking at me. Boy, was he in for a surprise. "I need to talk to you, Emma. You've never, ever been late delivering an article before, and this is..."

His voice trailed off as he lifted his head from his computer screen. "Holy...shit..."

George's jaw dropped as he took in every inch of my succulent, curvaceous form. My big breasts spilled out of my too-tight white blouse; my short skirt revealed my luscious, silky thighs. I smoothed my long, silky hair and let out a little giggle, licking my lips.

"George, I tried to do the article...honestly," I said sweetly. "But when he found our I was a reporter, the guy who runs the clinic offered me a free transformation and...well...I think you can see how that went."

My boss sputtered, running his hands through his hair. I could tell that my serious boss was starting to crack in my presence. He was in a state of total shock and utter disbelief.

Since he was speechless, I was the one who had to keep our conversation going. It wasn’t easy, since I was so silly and ditzy.

"You know, we thought Dr. Gates was a bad man. But the truth is that he's a wonderful, amazing man. He changed me into a whole new person. Don't you like the way I look?!"

I did a little spin for George, batting my lashes and pursing my lips.

"I'm still trying to understand how...how this was possible," he breathed. "No surgery? No injections?"

I shook my head, a little smile on my lips. "Nope! He made me lie in a machine and he shot a big, bright light on me and that was it! Nice and easy."

"Well, then, since your transformation was such a success, I imagine that you want to write a different kind of article," my boss mused. "Maybe you want to rave about the clinic? Tell the world how great it is?"

"No!" I said, bursting out laughing. "George, I can't write a single word now. I feel so silly...but in a good way. All I want to do is go shopping and meet men and have fun."

"You have changed," he murmured. "You used to be so quiet, and well-behaved, and..."

"Boring," I said, finishing his sentence. "But let me tell you something." I took a step closer to his desk. "Since I can't write the article anymore, I figured I could let you in on a little secret."

As I approached George's desk chair, he gazed up at me, eyes wide. My fingers hovered over the buttons of my blouse.

"I've always had the biggest crush on you," I admitted, slowly unbuttoning my shirt. With each button undone, another inch of my cleavage was revealed. George couldn't take his eyes off my ample chest.

"Really?" he murmured. When I was a mousy brunette, he would have never taken a second glance at me. But now that I was a buxom blonde, George was intrigued by my looks. Ironically, there was no depth to me anymore. I used to be an intelligent person, and now, I was completely vapid and superficial.

"Really," I said, taking another step closer to him.

I undid the last button on my blouse as I settled onto his lap, kicking off my high heels. George gulped as he took a long, lustful look at my big breasts, barely-covered by my sheer black bra, and flat, tan tummy. I had the body of a goddess, and he would never be able to resist me.

“I just don’t want to lose my job because I can’t write all those serious words anymore,” I said, pouting and stroking his cheek with my finger. “You won’t fire me, will you?”

“Of course not!” he cried, wrapping his arms around me.

“Really?” I brushed my fingers through his hair, leaning closer to him.

“Really. I’ll find…something else for you to do. Yeah. We’ll find you another job here.” He nodded. “Don’t worry, Emma. There’s always work for you here.”

I flung my arms around my boss, crying, “Oh, thank you!” He was nearly smothered by my breasts as I embraced him. I heard him let out a deep groan from between my tits.

“Then let me thank you!” I squealed, eagerly popping my bra off. My big, bouncy breasts trembled and jiggled a few inches from his face. I flung my arms around my flustered, aroused boss and kissed him on the lips. He returned the kiss eagerly, and before I knew it, we were making out. His hands slid down my bare torso, then under the waistband of my tight skirt.

“Take this off,” he murmured. “Let me just…see everything for a moment.”

“Sure!” I giggled, standing up enthusiastically and shimmying out of my skirt and my panties.

George muttered something incoherent, and I climbed on his lap again, thrusting my tits in his face.

“You’re the best boss in the world,” I said softly.

“And you’re the best employee,” he murmured.

As he began to kiss and caress my bare breasts, my body hummed with excitement. I closed my eyes, feeling his mouth encircle my hard nipple and begin to suck on it. The sensation was almost too overwhelming. Every inch of my new body had heightened sensitivity to pleasure. My intellect had been replaced with sheer lust and physicality.

I could tell that George was enjoying my new body just as much as I was enjoying his touch. His mouth explored the curves of my new breasts, and he began to grip the giant orbs of flesh in his hands, squeezing and kneading them, relishing the sensation of my springy, bouncy flesh beneath his firm fingers.

“Do you want me to suck your cock?” I murmured as I loosened his tie. I had always fantasized about seducing my boss, slowly undressing him, making my way down to his hard member and showing him how badly I wanted it inside me…

George didn’t know what to say. He was speechless as I slid off his lap, helping him loosen his belt and take off his pants.

“I’ve fantasized about doing this so many times,” I murmured. “You don’t know how badly I’ve always wanted you, George.”

“I do now,” he replied, smirking as he let his pants drop to his ankles and started taking off his own shoes.

I leaned forward to suck on the fingers of his outstretched hand. I wanted to be completely submissive to this man, to show him that as long as I was here in his office, my body belonged to him. After all, I was completely useless as a reporter now. I would have to make up for it by having tons of hot, dirty sex with him.

Pulling his fingers out of my teasing mouth, I decided to move onto my real target: my boss’s big, hard cock. Once his pants and boxers were off, I saw that it was even bigger than I had imagined. Could I handle all that? The best I could do was try…

I flicked my tongue back and forth over the length of his massive shaft, creating a wet zig-zag pattern over his smooth flesh. He was completely silent, except for the sound of his rhythmic, heavy breathing. I wanted to give my hot boss the best blowjob of his entire life. Suddenly, I had discovered that I had a purpose beyond merely looking sexy. I wanted to truly be sexy. I was a lust-driven creature now, propelled forward in life by nothing but my desires. So much for my former career ambitions as a journalist. All I wanted to be now was a slut.

Slowly, I began to suck on the tip of his cock, teasing him my wrapping my lips around his shaft and sucking gently. I did it just enough to make him want more. I felt his hand on the back of my head, gently pushing me to go deeper. I had no choice but to obey. Opening my mouth wider, I began to fill it up with half of his cock, then a little more, and then a little more. Soon, I was taking his entire shaft in my mouth, sucking his cock in earnest. George let out a soft groan, keeping some pressure on the back of my head to encourage me to keep going as deep as possible.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he breathed. “I’m so glad I gave you that assignment, even if you couldn’t complete it…”

I didn’t say anything, instead filling my mouth with his huge member again and again. As the blowjob went on, it got wetter and sloppier. Feeling my boss’s hard cock sliding halfway down my throat was turning me on. With each moment that passed, I was getting wetter and wetter.

George said something in a low voice. I pulled his dick out of my mouth and gazed up at him quizzically. He smiled and helped lift me off the floor.

“Get on my desk,” he murmured. “I want to do something for you.”

I didn’t know what exactly he meant, but I was excited to find out. I climbed onto the desk, getting on my hands and knees — it felt like the most natural position to be in. I was completely submissive like this, my ass sticking out, my entire pussy visible to him. My big breasts swung gently beneath me. If anyone walked into this office right now, they would think this was a porn movie in progress, not a meeting between a boss and his employee.

Behind me, I heard George breathing heavily again. Then I felt his hands spreading my ass cheeks apart and his warm breath on my soft thighs. Before I knew it, my boss was eating my pussy. Holy fuck, that felt good. So good. His eager tongue was swirling over my clit again and again. Then he slid it down towards my tight, dripping wet hole, probing the entrance to my pussy with the hardened tip of his tongue.

Each time his mouth caressed my soft folds, I began to moan. “Yes…keep going…keep going…”

His fingers dug into my flesh as his tongue worked overtime to satisfy me. I had never fantasized about my boss doing this to me — it seemed far too absurd an idea. And yet here I was, on all fours on his desk, my wet pussy in his mouth. This was far better than some stupid promotion. Getting head from George was infinitely more fun for me than being a journalist now.

With each tight, swirling lick, I drifted closer and closer to orgasm. I felt a heat rising within my body, building slow at first. My pulses were so strong, I could nearly hear them beating. Every inch of my body was focused on the intense pleasure that he was giving me with his lips and talented tongue. And then, as he swiped his tongue over my clit one last time, I started to tremble and moan. I crossed the threshold suddenly, screaming with pleasure as I came. George began to eat me out more furiously as I exploded, a gush of wetness pouring out of me.

Once I was done, he slowly stood up, smacking me on the ass in approval. I turned my head slightly and he smiled down at me. George patted me on the head, almost condescendingly, and said, “Do you want me to fuck you now?”

“Y-yes,” I murmured, although I was so weak and sweaty and trembling, I didn’t know if I could move from this position. Fortunately, George didn’t need me to. He seized my body by the hips, holding me steady as his hard cock found my pussy. He was prepared to fuck me from behind like the slut I was.

As he buried his cock inside me, he let out a grunt of satisfaction. Gone were my aspirations of becoming assistant editor. I was nothing but a vessel for my boss’s pleasure now. I was just a place for him to stick his cock, a blonde, buxom fantasy come to life for the sole purpose of being his office plaything.

George pulled my long hair, asserting his dominance over me as he began to fuck me with harder, deeper thrusts. He began to go faster, making his desk shake each time he slammed his cock into my pussy. I loved his rough treatment. It suited his personality perfectly. I’d always seen George as an authority figure, since he was in charge. He was tough but fair with his employees. It didn’t surprise me one bit that he was aggressive and in control when it came to sex, too.

With each thrust, my entire body was jolted. The only thing holding me steady was George’s tight grip on my hips. From time to time, he slapped my ass, taking great pleasure in the slapping sound his palm made against my bouncy flesh. He leaned forward at one point to reach beneath me and squeeze one of my big breasts. He couldn’t keep his hands off my jiggly, sexy body, and even with his cock inside me, he hadn’t lost the desire to explore every inch of my curves. This experience was new and exciting for both of us. I realized that I was probably the first employee that he had ever fucked in his office.

“I’m gonna cum soon,” he breathed. “Let me cum on your tits…”

He pulled his cock out of my pussy and I rolled over onto my back, giving him a great view of my bare breasts. My boss stood over me, stroking himself quickly, breathing deeply as he surveyed the body of his sluttiest, hottest employee. And then, with a few grunts, he shot out a huge rope of white cum, spraying my big breasts with his seed.

I gasped with surprise, and then heard myself let out a coo of pleasure. It was the only way I knew how to react to the sight and sensation of George’s warm cum covering my chest. I instinctively began to smear it into the skin of my breasts and over my nipples.

“You are the sexiest woman in the world,” George breathed, stunned by my obvious adoration of his cum.

“And you’re the sexiest man,” I replied, biting my lower lip and gazing up at him.

Just like that, all of my life’s hard work and my ambitions had been pushed aside for the sake of physical pleasure. I would have to go back and thank Dr. Gates for turning me into such a beautiful, sex-driven creature. And I hoped that my coworkers wouldn’t be jealous that from now on — I suspected that I would retain the title of “reporter” without having to write a single newspaper article ever again.

As I put my sexy outfit back on and my boss got dressed, we didn’t speak. However, there was an unspoken understanding that this kind of fun would happen again, in spite of my failure to complete my big project. So what if I didn’t write that investigative piece on the Transformation Center? Now that I knew the place wasn’t a scam, I would happily spread the word about Dr. Gates and his miracle lasers. The world would be a much better place with more people like me in it — ditzy, bubbly, sexy women who knew how to have fun and enjoy life.


The Bimbo Workshop




DAY 1: THE WARDROBE

I started doing this workshop because I’ve always wanted to be a hot, sexy bimbo. I begged my boyfriend to pay the fees ($500 per session). At first, he said no. But once I showed him some pictures of what I wanted to look like by the end of the workshop, he coughed up the money.

You see, for me and Kyle, my bimbo transformation was always a game that we didn’t take too seriously. In public, I acted like a respectable, serious woman. I didn’t show too much skin in public because I’d never wanted people to think I was a slut or something. However, I secretly longed to be a pretty, ditzy girl. Kyle was more than happy to let me play that role in the bedroom. He loved it when I wore something tight and lacy, caked on my makeup, and played dumb.

Now, I wanted to take things to the next level. This expensive workshop was run by a mysterious woman named Margot. She was a legend in the world of “bimbofication.” She had the kind of beauty that could only be described as pornographic and artificial: big, fake bolt-on tits, waist-length hair that was bleached platinum blonde, fake lips, and a penchant for wearing clothes that barely covered her enhanced curves.

Each day, I was going to learn something new and important about becoming a bimbo. I was determined to get my money’s worth.

On the first day, I arrived to find myself in a room of about ten young women like myself. We were all in different stages of the process. Some, like me, seemed to be “casual bedroom bimbos,” the type who liked to dress up and be sexy for fun. Others arrived with their hair extensions in and their platform heels on.

Margot stood before the class in a tight leather dress that squeezed her ample cleavage. “Young ladies,” she said in a sweet, gentle voice, “you may all be at different points in our transformations, but by the end of this workshop, I can guarantee that each and every one of you will be perfect bimbos.”

I turned to the girl next to me, a doe-eyed redhead named Diana, and murmured, “Isn’t she amazing?”

Diana nodded. “She’s the most beautiful woman in the world! I want to be just like her…”

“And something else I want to point out,” Margot was saying, “is that not all bimbos have to look exactly like me. I think we all have this idea that a bimbo needs to have bleached blonde hair and my exact body type. But the truth is, there’s some room for variation.” She pointed at Diana. “Like this lovely girl over here. What’s your name?”

Diana said meekly, “My name’s Diana, and I’m a huge fan of yours, Margot.”

“Thanks,” Margot said, giggling. “As you all can see, Diana has a unique hair color and a naturally voluptuous shape. Stand up so everyone can see.”

Diana slowly stood, doing a twirl and laughing nervously. We all cheered her on.

“All you need to do is play up your assets and enhance your natural beauty,” Margot explained.

“But I want my boobs to be even bigger and I can’t afford surgery!” Diana groaned. “What am I supposed to do about that?”

Our wise leader dismissed her worries with a wave of her hand. Her long, metallic fingernails glittered as they caught the light. “We’ll get to that soon. Don’t worry.”

Then Margot moved onto the topic of the first day: the perfect bimbo wardrobe. She brought out a rack of racy outfits, outlining the value of each item in a bimbo’s wardrobe: the miniskirt and tube top combo that was perfect for every day wear; the micro-mini dress that was great for a dirty night out; the maid’s dress and nurse’s costume that could be worn at home for dirty games. And, of course, there was an assortment of slutty heels on display.

As a bonus, we were each allowed to take one of the outfits off the rack and bring it home. I chose the slutty nurse uniform.

Once the session was over, Margot bid us all goodbye one at a time. She even gave each of us a little spritz of her favorite perfume. The scent of it washed over me, making me feel a little dizzy. I went home giddy and in a good mood.

As soon as I opened the door, Kyle asked me how the first day went.

“Amazing,” I said. “Wait…I have to show you something.”

I rushed upstairs and changed into my new sexy costume. My boyfriend’s eyes widened.

“That’s pretty sexy,” he said in an approving tone of voice.

“Isn’t it?” I cried, beaming.

Sure, I didn’t fill it out quite enough (I was fairly flat-chested and didn’t have much of an ass), but my boyfriend didn’t mind. That night, we had a ton of fun in bed. I couldn’t wait to find out what I was going to learn about tomorrow.
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DAY 2: PLAYING DUMB

I didn’t even notice that my breasts were a little bigger until Diana pointed it out to me on the second day.

“Um, Jenny…are you wearing a padded bra?”

“No!” I cried. I glanced down at my chest. Weird…it definitely looked like I had stuffed my bra. I’d never filled it out like this before.

“All right, everyone,” Margot said, making a grand entrance in a hot pink halter top and skin tight jeans.

The students’ chattering faded as our buxom instructor sauntered into the room. We were all enchanted by her sexiness.

“Today’s lesson is about playing dumb,” she said. “Acting ditzy is an art. If you’re too dumb, then guys won’t want anything to do with you. But if you’re too smart, then you won’t be any fun at all. So we need to find a balance.”

She gave us some practice scenarios and we broke off into pairs. Diana and I were already inseparable, so we immediately claimed one another as partners. As Diana hurried over to grab a worksheet from Margot, I noticed that her breasts looked a little bigger today, too. And if I wasn’t mistaken, her ass seemed a bit rounder, as well. Strange…

Diana read the prompt from the worksheet. “All right. So Jenny, if your boyfriend is mad at you for spending too much money at the mall, what do you say to him?”

I thought for a moment. “I tell him that I just want to look good! And that’s why I bought all these new clothes.”

Margot happened to be walking by. She shook her head. “No, no…that’s too sensible. A bimbo would never say that.”

She spritzed us with a cloud of her perfume and walked away. Instantly, I felt like my mind was slowed down. “Um…what was the question again?”

Diana stared at the paper, squinting. She seemed to be having more trouble reading it now. “You spent too much at at the mall. What do you tell your boyfriend?”

I giggled. “Um…I just want to look sexy for you, baby. Don’t I look sexy?”

“That was perfect!” Diana squealed. “You sounded like such an airhead.”

I wondered what was in that perfume that Margot kept spraying us with, but I didn’t question it. By the end of the afternoon, all of the girls were giggling and having the time of their lives. We were all so happy that we’d signed up to learn how to be bimbos. For the first time, I realized that this was a serious ambition of mine. I had taken the week off work to do this workshop, but I couldn’t imagine going back to work. I was having way too much fun learning how to be a dumb slut.

When I got home, Kyle seemed a little confused by the way I was acting, but he didn’t seem to mind too much. He must have thought I was just acting silly. The truth was, I really was starting to feel like a ditzy bimbo. Now, if only my body would catch up to my mind…
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DAY 3: GIVING PLEASURE

“Today, we have a special guest,” Margot announced. “His name is Clark, and he has the most perfect cock I’ve ever seen in my life.”

We were all surprised that Margot had brought a man to today’s session. He was a handsome man, too. If I didn’t have a boyfriend, I would have definitely had a crush on this guy.

“Today, I want you all to learn that as bimbos, you don’t belong to one man,” Margot said. “Many of you have boyfriends. Or maybe even husbands. But if you want to fulfill your new roles, you’re going to have to learn that your one job is to serve and please men. Whether it’s your boss, or the cute guy next door, or maybe even a local politician…your one job as a bimbo is to give men pleasure. Got it?”

All of the students were especially interested in this lesson. I noticed that every woman’s mouth was hanging open slightly at the sight of this muscular, attractive man. It was as if we’d all lost control of ourselves today and were ready to give in to any physical urge that might overcome us.

Even more unusual, every body in the room looked remarkably more shapely today. Boobs burst out of tank tops and low-cut dresses; blue jeans emphasized round butts and slim waistlines. It was as if we were all slowly morphing into the same sexy hourglass shape.

“You might know that I’m married,” Margot said, getting down on her knees in front of Clark. She gestured for him to undress, and he didn’t waste any time revealing his “perfect cock” to the class. The students let out a collective gasp at the sight of his manhood. “But my husband loves knowing that I’m using my sexy body with other men, too. It makes him proud that his wife is so sexy and desirable.”

And with those words, she opened her mouth and began to suck on Clark’s cock as if she was a porn star. In, out, in, out…her head bobbed up and down on his head rhythmically. We were all entranced by her performance. I noticed that I was starting to get a little wet at the sight of the impromptu blowjob.

Margot released his cock from her mouth. “So, I started him off…who would like to finish the job? How about…” She scanned the room as she stood up. “How about you, Jenny? Didn’t you say you were doing this workshop to please your boyfriend?”

I joined her at the front of the room, trembling slightly. “Um…yes…honestly, Margot, I don’t know if I’m ready for this…”

“If you don’t do it, then Diana will, or maybe Charlotte, or Rochelle. Because remember: there’s always another bimbo waiting to please your man. If you can’t deliver, then someone else will,” Margot said firmly. Harsh words, but she was probably right.

I wished I could be as wise as Margot. With each day that passed, I felt like I knew less and depended more on her knowledge. I decided that I would try to be a star student and suck Clark’s cock.

I got down on my knees, opening my mouth and wrapping my lips around his dick. The man thrust his hips slightly, encouraging me to suck him deeper. Faster. He wanted more, and I wasn’t sure if I could deliver. Blowjobs had never been my forte. However, with each minute that passed, I grew more confident. My classmates were cheering me on, and Margot was smiling slightly as I nearly choked on this stranger’s dick. I got into the rhythm and eventually, I even began to enjoy it. I stroked the base of his cock quickly, using my mouth and tongue to stimulate the upper half of his hard shaft.

Clark began to moan. I knew I was doing a good job. I nearly gagged on his dick as I shoved it deep into my mouth again, but I was determined to make this man cum no matter what. He was well-hung, and I definitely had never sucked a cock this big before…

Then, he began to hold my head still. I knew he was bracing himself for an inevitable explosion. I heard him let out a few shuddering breaths and then he stopped thrusting into me, holding his cock deep in my mouth as he filled my throat with his warm, sticky seed.

“Now swallow,” Margot said to me. “Good bimbos always swallow every last drop.”

I managed to swallow most of it, except for one drop of cum that had landed on my lower lip. I flicked my tongue out to catch it, then slid it back into my mouth and grinned at my audience.

I headed home that night excited to tell my boyfriend what I had done today. At first, he was a little confused, perhaps even upset. But after a while, I convinced him that doing things like this meant I was turning into a true slut. It wasn’t just a game anymore. I was going to be a real bimbo soon.

Kyle may not have liked the though of me with other men, but once I told him that I’d deep throated the guy, my boyfriend was intrigued. That night, I gave Kyle the best blowjob of his life. And it was all thanks to my wonderful, sexy teacher…
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DAY 4: TAMED BY THE TEACHER

The next day didn’t go so well, unfortunately. In an instant, I went from Margot’s best student to her worst one. Maybe I was getting a little too confident in myself. With my newly-blossoming breasts and perfect ass, I was starting to feel like I actually looked the part of a bimbo.

Today, we were supposed to practice moving — walking sexily, dancing sexily, pole dancing. After a while, I took a step back from my giggling, curvaceous classmates and began to watch them. I must have been released from the haze of Margot’s magical perfume for a moment, because all of a sudden, the whole idea of being a slutty, dumb bimbo seemed ridiculously stupid.

I folded my eyes and glared at them, wondering why I had wasted so much of my boyfriend’s money on this class.

Margot must have noticed that I was hanging back, because the second the class ended, she asked me if I could stay for a few minutes.

“Are you feeling all right today, Jenny?” she asked me.

“I’m fine,” I murmured. I may have been doubting her class and teaching style, but now that she was confronting me, I didn’t have the nerve to say anything out loud. Margot was supposed to be my role model; I knew I needed to respect her.

“Then why weren’t you participating?”

“I was thinking,” I said.

“Thinking about what? You’re not supposed to think, Jenny. You’re supposed to be. We’re in a constant search of physical pleasure…that’s why the perfect bimbo doesn’t spend too much time thinking. You understand?”

I nodded slowly. “I think I understand…I just don’t know if I should finish this class, Margot.”

Margot raised her arched brows. “And why not?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed. “I was having so much fun, and then today…I just couldn’t relax. Something got into me.”

My teacher smiled. “If you can’t relax, then I have just the cure for you. Lie down on the floor.”

I slowly obeyed her, wondering what she was going to do next. Margot pulled her long hair back and got down on her hands and knees.

“Now lift up your legs.”

“But Margot…” I protested. “I thought you loved cocks. What — what are you doing?”

She gave me a sexy smirk. “Just because I love cocks doesn’t mean I can’t love pussies, too.”

I never would have suspected that my wonderful, beautiful teacher was bisexual. Or that she would be telling me to lift and spread my legs so that she could eat my pussy. She was the epitome of every man’s fantasy.

“I’ve been particularly impressed by your transformation so far, Jenny,” she said encouragingly. “Now slide off your panties for me.”

I pulled my underwear down over my long, smooth legs. My teacher stared at my body on the floor, a smile on her face.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

“You just need to focus. Tomorrow is the last day of this workshop. I can guarantee that if you just relax your mind and your body, you’ll stop doubting yourself.”

She moved her head between my thighs, her pink tongue darting out from between her full lips. Margot teased me with a few slick flicks over my sensitive inner thighs, making my body shiver slightly. Each gentle lick moved closer and closer to my pussy. By the time her tongue reached my clit, I had closed my eyes and was beginning to surrender to her.

As Margot leaned forward, her big, fake breasts popped out of her top. The sight of them startled me at first — they were so huge, disproportionate to her petite frame. Then I realized that my own breasts were growing too large for my body. If they kept swelling at their current rate, they would be comically large by next week. I began to wonder if Margot’s abnormally large chest was the result of surgical intervention or merely a few ounces of that spectacular perfume she’d shared with her students.

She began to circle my clit with long, lascivious licks, then rhythmically flicked over it back and forth. I moaned and whimpered, spreading my legs further apart and straining towards her. I wanted more and more. Every so often, my sexy teacher would pull back, teasing me. Each time she did that, I let out a little groan and mumbled something, begging her not to stop.

My entire body was vibrating with excitement as Margot worked her magic on me, and I realized that as she was eating my pussy, my breasts started growing even larger. It was as if her tongue was transferring some of her perfect bimbo-ness to my body by way of my clit. Sounds crazy, but that’s exactly what happened. Within a few minutes, my tight top started to slowly give way, ripping open at the top so that more of my plump, jiggly breasts popped out into the open air.

“My favorite student,” Margot murmured into my thigh. She returned to my clit, licking in tight circles around it, making me moan and shiver with pleasure.

“I’m…gonna…” I couldn’t even get out the last word, I was so close to cumming.

With a loud moan and a series of shuddering sighs, I trembled on the floor, shaking helplessly as Margot’s lips and tongue sent me over the edge into ecstasy.

“Fuck,” I groaned, my head falling back against the floor. My legs were weak like jelly, and once Margot let go of them, they, too fell to the floor.

Margot smiled down at me, then leaned over my body to give me a soft kiss on the lips. I tasted myself on her, which made a shiver of remembrance pass over me.

“Feel more relaxed now?”

She asked, standing up and clicking across the room in her stilettos. She went to gather her things, since her work day was over.

“M-much more relaxed,” I stammered, struggling to stand up. “And my tits…shit, they’re even bigger now…”

“They are, aren’t they?” Margot said, gazing at my ample chest. “Almost as big as mine.”

“Thank you,” I murmured, knowing that this might have been part of Margot’s plan all along. I wondered if she had picked me on the first day, secretly selecting me to be the future bimbo with the most potential. She could have punished me for questioning the purpose of her class; instead, she shared love and physical pleasure with me, showing me that if I was truly willing to let go, I would soon be able to enter a world of blind lust and total satisfaction.

That evening, I got home and Kyle was shocked at the size of my breasts. I pretended I didn’t even notice they were bigger, but secretly, I was gloating. This was the body I’d always quietly dreamed of having, one which I could have never imagined would be achievable.

I’d had my doubts earlier, but now, I was definitely excited for the last day of the bimbo workshop. In celebration, I decided to give Kyle another blowjob — after all, he deserved it for putting up with a silly girl like me.
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DAY 5: TOP OF THE CLASS

On the last day of the workshop, Margot held a little bimbo pageant. Since it was the last day of the workshop, anyone with a significant other was welcome to bring them along. It made sense — these men had funded the workshop for their wives and girlfriends, and were more than happy to celebrate the last day of their sexy transformations. Unfortunately, my boyfriend had to work that day. But the pageant was so much fun, I nearly forgot he wasn’t there.

We all wore our sexiest outfits and strutted across the classroom to the sound of whistles and applause from the men present. And since we were all in a sisterhood of sorts now, there was no cattiness or jealousy. All of the bimbos in class supported one another.

When Margot crowned me the winner of the pageant, I was stunned. But then, of course, it hit me that Kyle wasn’t there to watch me win. Margot took me aside to congratulate me on my hard work and willingness to let her magic have its way with my body. “Giving in is half the battle,” she said to me, embracing me and pressing her big breasts against mine.

“I just wish my boyfriend was here,” I said, pouting sexily.

Margot smoothed my hair and gazed at me sympathetically. “I understand. Your boyfriend is the man who’s supposed to take care of you and control you…and when your master’s gone, you feel empty, don’t you?

I’d never called my boyfriend master outside the bedroom, but suddenly, the name seemed to suit him perfectly. My entire perspective of my relationship had changed during this course. Kyle and I were no longer equals. I mean, how could we be, when I cared more about sex, shopping, and the way I looked than anything else in life?

I turned around to see that a familiar face had joined the crowd. I gasped with excitement and rushed over to hug my boyfriend.

“Didn’t you have to work?” I murmured, kissing him frantically. I’d never been so happy to see anyone.

“I called out early, babe.”

I couldn’t contain my excitement. “Guess what? I won! I was the best student!”

“I’m not surprised,” he said, smiling with pride. I beamed with satisfaction. “Hey, let’s go out to dinner and celebrate.”

At that moment, Diana approached us. The voluptuous redhead flung her arms around me. “You were wonderful today, Jenny!” she cried.

“You too, Diana,” I said. “I’m gonna miss you!”

“Why don’t you come out for dinner with us?” Kyle suggested.

“Yes!” I agreed, clapping my hands. “It’ll be fun!”

I knew that Diana didn’t have a guy here to see her today, so I was glad that we could invite her to join us. She readily accepted the invitation.

After thanking Margot profusely, we headed out — two busty bimbos and one extremely happy man.

The three of us laughed and chatted over a wonderful meal. All Diana and I wanted to talk about were silly things like clothes and the guy she had a crush on, but Kyle didn’t mind. He seemed content being in the company of two voluptuous babes tonight. I was only slightly surprised when he invited Diana to come home with us after dinner to talk some more. After all, she was my friend now — why couldn’t Kyle like her, too?

Kyle sat between us on the sofa at home and we continued our conversation. I began to notice the way Diana was looking at him. There was hunger in her big, beautiful blue eyes. She was hanging on his every word, her mouth open slightly as she listened to him speak. I hooked my arm in his, hoping to make it clear that he belonged to me, but Kyle seemed just as enthralled by Diana as she was by him. His eyes scanned the curves of her pale, round breasts and ample hips. Occasionally, he placed his hand on her long, silky legs, tapping her thigh to emphasize a point he was making.

I decided that enough was enough. I was going to win back my boyfriend’s attention by doing something sexy and unforgettable. Of course, I knew I couldn’t leave Diana out of this. So I stood up and repositioned myself on the sofa, plopping myself down next to her. I gently turned her head towards me with my hand.

“You know, Diana, I’ve always wanted to kiss you,” I said, licking my lips. “I’ll bet Kyle would love to see that. Wouldn’t you, Kyle?”

In an instant, he forgot whatever it was we’d been talking about before. “You know I’d like that…”

I pressed my lips against Diana’s, pulling her into a deep kiss. She gasped slightly, surprised by my advances. “Jenny, what are you doing?” she giggled. “I thought we were friends!”

“If Margot taught me anything,” I murmured, “it’s that our job is to share and receive pleasure. So let’s have some fun…”

She didn’t argue with me. I kissed her again, this time letting my tongue slip gently into her open mouth. Her soft tongue flicked against mine, and she let out a little moan of delight. I moved my hands from her shoulders down over the curves of her breasts and belly. She broke away from my kiss to sigh deeply as my hand wandered up underneath her short skirt.

As I began to toy with the lacy edges of her panties, Kyle reached out and gently turned Diana’s head toward him. Next thing I knew, they were making out while I nibbled on the back of Diana’s neck and slipped my hand underneath her panties. I found her clit quickly and began to gently flick it back and forth. The sound of my bimbo friend’s muffled moan against my boyfriend’s lips was extremely arousing. I played with her clit again, and this time, she broke away from his kiss to turn back to me. Diana kissed me with reckless abandon. I knew that there was no holding back now. By playing with her pussy, I’d awoken the slut deep within Diana. She was turning into the bimbo she was meant to become.

Our tongues dancing together, Diana and I continued to kiss passionately as my boyfriend yanked off her panties and knelt before her, spreading her legs apart and hiking up her skirt. I watched him shove his tongue into her tight, wet hole and felt her body start to tremble. I tugged at the edge of her shirt and Diana took that as a cue to pull it off. Meanwhile, Kyle took off her skirt. Once she was fully nude, Kyle glanced up at me. His eyes were telling me that I, too, should be naked right now.

I stripped down quickly, tossing my clothes on the floor as Kyle pulled his mouth away from Diana’s pussy, making her moan in frustration. As Kyle undressed himself, I distracted Diana by pulling her close again. Our big breasts pressed together, hard nipples touching, and I bit her lower lip teasingly.

Kyle sat down in front of us, fingering both of us at the same time. After a while, we stopped kissing each other. We were completely distracted by how good it felt to have our pussies stimulated by my boyfriend.

“Fuck me,” I groaned, gazing down at him from the sofa. As badly as I wanted his cock inside me, I knew that I had competition with an equally hot bimbo right next to me. Diana’s body was new and exciting for Kyle, and I couldn’t deny my man the pleasure of satisfying another woman. After all, he was in charge here, and no matter what, it was my job to keep him satisfied.

“No!” Diana said. “Fuck me, Kyle…”

He grinned. “I’ll fuck both of you…”

Diana pulled away from me, lying on her back and squeezing her tits together. I watched as my boyfriend stood next to her, positioning himself so that he could fuck her big, creamy tits. He slid his cock in between them and began to thrust slowly, in and out, of her ample cleavage. I was both jealous and aroused watching them. All I could do was lean back and play with my clit until my boyfriend decided that I was worth his attention again.

He seemed to be enjoying every inch of Diana’s sexy body, pulling his dick out from between her tits only to shove it into her open, waiting mouth. Her lips wrapped around his shaft hungrily, and then he fucked her face, going as deep as he could. He was treating her just like the dumb slut she’d become…

Desperate for Kyle’s attention, I decided to show him that I was just as naughty and slutty as my friend. I spread her legs apart and buried my face between her pale thighs, planting kisses along her legs until I reached her soft folds. Her body responded instantly as I gently licked at her tiny, button-like clit. She truly had a perfect pussy. No wonder Kyle was so eager to play with her.

I’d never eaten a woman’s pussy before, but Diana’s tasted wonderful to me. I began to understood what Margot had said yesterday before she pleasured me. I knew that I loved cocks, but maybe I loved pussies just as much. Who knew that I would have learned so much from a week-long workshop?

I plunged my tongue into her hot, wet hole and swirled it in circles. Kyle was still moving his cock in and out of her mouth, but he was watching me now, giving my sexy performance all his attention. Strangely enough, I stopped caring what he thought as soon as I realized what a wonderful reaction I was getting from Diana. She was trembling and moaning now. If I kept going, flicking my tongue rapidly over her clit, she would probably cum any minute…

Kyle moved away from her, disappearing for a moment. I was so focused on my friend’s pussy, I didn’t even notice where he went. Suddenly, I heard his voice behind me murmuring something and felt his hot breath in my ear. “I’m gonna fuck you now,” he murmured.

As I licked my hot friend’s pussy, my boyfriend spread my legs apart and began to fuck me from behind, plunging his hard cock in and out of my sopping wet hole. Ah, yes…this was my favorite position. I was sitting up, leaning forward slightly, as my boyfriend’s body curled around me from behind. I loved feeling the heat of his breath on my skin, hearing him whisper dirty words to me, feeling him take me from behind. Getting fucked by Kyle only intensified my efforts to make Diana cum. It wasn’t long before my slick tongue sent her over the edge. Her body started shaking, breasts jiggling as she screamed out with pleasure. Kyle began to fuck me even harder in response to her excitement, as if to congratulate me on a job well-done.

Diana sat up and began to kiss me again, her hands caressing my breasts. Her fingers roamed down over my belly and began to play with my clit as I got fucked from behind. My boyfriend’s hard, smooth cock sliding in and out of me felt so good, and Diana’s fingers only intensified my pleasure. Sandwiched between their two sweaty bodies, I was intoxicated by the heat and scent of their flesh.

Diana bit my right nipple, pulling the flesh gently between her teeth as her finger flicked my clit back and forth. I slowly began to loser control of myself. Deep, shuddering sighs poured out from my lips, my pussy gushing with wetness from all the pleasure it was receiving.

I screamed out as I came, and Diana quickly moved to kiss me again, her mouth and tongue silencing me, almost dominating me in that moment. Within moments, my boyfriend’s heavy breathing grew more shallow and ragged as his thrusts slowed and he pressed his hard, thick cock into me one last time. With a loud groan, he shot a huge load of warm cum into my pussy.

Exhausted and sweating, the three of us collapsed in a pile of flesh on the couch, our legs dangling on the floor. I was between these two impossibly sexy people: my wonderful, perfect boyfriend and my busty bimbo bestie. I turned to the left, kissing her again, and then to the right, kissing my boyfriend.

This was all I had ever wanted, even if I didn’t realize it before. I used to think that being a bimbo merely meant playing dumb and wearing skimpy outfits for my boyfriend. But now I knew that it was all about giving in to desire. The sexy clothes and makeup and ditzy personality were all a means to an end. Along with my insanely curvaceous body, these traits were tools that I could use to achieve total physical satisfaction.

Knowing that other bimbos could be so attractive to me opened my eyes to a whole new world, too. I would have to thank Margot for teaching me her ways, and for helping me enhance my figure and become so hot and slutty. From now on, I would devote my life to satisfying my boyfriend’s needs, and then my own. Pleasure was the only thing that mattered. I couldn’t wait to continue exploring my new identity as a busty, hot bimbo…


Bimbo Valley




As Jake and I drove into Green Valley for the first time, I caught a glimpse of a flashy billboard along the side of the highway. It was supposed to be an ad for the valley’s local produce, but the woman holding the basket of fruits and vegetables in the photo was a little distracting: blonde, buxom, with a gleaming white smile. There was something eerie about that image, although I wouldn’t quite understand why until I reached my new home.

How could I have known that I would soon have a body just like hers, with oversized breasts and an insatiable desire to get fucked by every man in sight? At the time, becoming an impossibly sexy bimbo was the last thing on my mind. If I had known what the future had in store for me, I might never have agreed to move here.

“That billboard has probably caused more than a few car accidents,” I muttered.

“What was that, honey?” my husband asked. He was focused on the road. I was lucky that the man I’d married wasn’t the type to drool over pictures of scantily-clad women.

“Oh, nothing,” I sighed. “Are you as nervous about moving here as I am?”

“Sunny, you have nothing to worry about. Green Valley is supposed to be an amazing place to live. And besides…the job offer I got was too good to refuse,” Jake said.

By the time we reached our new house in the valley and stepped out of the car, it was noon. People were right about one thing: the weather in Green Valley was absolutely perfect. Jake put his arm around me. “Once the movers get here, we can start getting everything sorted,” he said, kissing me on the cheek. “Welcome home!”

As we stood around waiting for the truck, I heard a woman’s voice calling out from nearby. “You must be the new neighbors!”

Jake and I turned to see the most glamorous creature we’d ever laid eyes on. The tall blonde had lustrous, long hair that shone in the sun. Her curves were out of this world, and her tight white tube top barely concealed her tan, round breasts. I could tell she wasn’t even wearing a bra — her hard nipples were clearly visible through the translucent fabric. For some reason, the blonde was wearing white stilettos, an odd choice for a weekday.

“I’m Beth,” she said, flinging her arms around me and hugging me. I was shocked by her forwardness. Her big, bouncing breasts nearly knocked me off my feet.

To my chagrin, Beth gave Jake the same overly-warm welcome. He stood still, his body stiff. This bubbly, buxom blonde was all over him, and I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous. I knew my husband loved me, but I was a small-breasted brunette — I could never pass for a supermodel.

A friendly-looking man in his late thirties joined Beth to greet us.

“Welcome to Green Valley!” he said, shaking both of our hands. “I’m Dan, you’re next-door neighbor. And I see you’ve already met my lovely wife.”

“Oh, we’ve met her,” I replied, laughing a little. “I’m Sunny, and this is Jake.”

Beth turned to me. “Sunny? What a cute name? Oh, my God…you are adorable. We should totally get our nails done tomorrow. I so need a manicure!” She extended her long, shiny fingernails, as if to show me that her nail polish needed to be touched up. As far as I could tell, they looked perfect, like everything else about her.

“And while they’re doing that, you and I can have a serious conversation, Jake,” Dan said, elbowing my husband in the side.

I put my hands on my hips. Just because Dan’s wife was a dumb bimbo didn’t mean that I couldn’t have a serious conversation with the men. I hoped that everyone in Green Valley wasn’t this sexist.

Unfortunately, this was only the tip of the iceberg. I was about to learn that our new home was far stranger than I could have ever imagined…
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All of them looked and acted like Beth. Every single one of them. On my first trip to downtown Green Valley, I was struck with the realization that every single woman here was an overly-tanned, platinum blonde, busty bimbo. As I walked past the town’s single beauty parlor, I saw that it was packed full of beautiful clones tending to their glamorous looks. Every housewife pushing a shopping cart in the supermarket was a tall, voluptuous babe. Every woman at the gym looked like she was about to fall forward under the weight of her own massive breasts.

I couldn’t relate to these empty-headed, plastic creatures. The more I explored the town, the more panicked I felt. How could I ever fit in here? I certainly didn’t have the body or the personality to become one of Green Valley’s gorgeous locals.

I wondered what the deal was. Were they all trophy wives, sex objects who looked this way to please their wealthy husbands? Or was there something else at play here? It seemed unlikely that every woman in sight would be just as blonde, just as busty, and just as dumb unless there were some supernatural force responsible for them being this way.

I needed to find a like-minded person. Anyone. Hmm…maybe I could find a normal woman in the town library.

It should have come as no surprise that the library was completely empty. The only person there was a mousy-looking librarian with short black hair.

I rushed over to the librarian’s desk, breathless in my excitement.

“Can I help you?” she asked, adjusting her horn-rimmed glasses.

“You have no idea how happy I am to see someone who’s not…not…” I sputtered as I tried to come up with the right words.

“Blonde? Stupid?” she said flatly.

“YES!” I cried. “Exactly. I just moved here with my husband, and I…I can’t figure out what the hell is going on with this place. I thought I was losing my mind…”

The librarian smiled at me sympathetically. “Oh, you’re not losing your mind. Green Valley has that effect on new residents sometimes. By the way, I’m Crystal.”

“Nice to meet you, Crystal. I’m Sunny.”

Crystal and I hit it off right away. I knew she was my only chance for a real friend here in Green Valley. The more we talked, the more I learned how strange this place was. Newcomers came all the time. But no matter what, every woman eventually ended up a blonde, ditzy, sex-crazed bimbo.

“Do you have any idea why it happens?” I asked. “Is it because husbands want their wives to fit in and keep up after they’ve been living here for a while? I know my husband doesn’t like women like that, but if he gets used to seeing them everywhere…” I gulped, terrified that my husband would start comparing me to women like Beth.

“Honestly — and this is going to sound crazy — I think there’s some kind of magic at play,” Crystal murmured. “Or maybe science. I have a theory. You know how Green Valley is known for its fruits and vegetables?”

“Yeah…”

“Well, something that most people don’t know is that the food grown here that gets shipped out to other places isn’t the same as the stuff that the locals eat,” she explained. “You can tell by the barcode on the sticker. I think that some mad scientist found a way to turn women into dumb bimbos and has transformed Green Valley into his personal experiment.”

“That’s sick!” I gasped. “But it sounds impossible…”

Crystal shook her head sadly. “Look, Sunny, I have spent the last two years living here and no matter what, I don’t eat any fruit or vegetables that are grown locally. Plus, I’m not married — I don’t have a husband to sneakily buy those fruits and vegetables when I’m not looking. How else could you explain the fact that I’m still normal?”

She had a point. If Crystal was right, then all the women in Green Valley were pawns in some conniving man’s game. And I didn’t want to be a part of it.

I gave my new friend a hug on the way out, but not before asking if she wanted to hang out with me and Jake sometime. She readily agreed. I felt a little less crazy knowing that there was another intelligent woman living in this town. Together, maybe we could figure out the mystery of the vapid, busty babes who populated Green Valley.
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After a few months of living in Green Valley, I began to notice that my husband was growing increasingly distracted by the gorgeous women who surrounded him. Jake had never gone for that type of girl before, but now that all his coworkers had hot blonde trophy wives, he was probably a little bitter that he didn’t have a slutty, scantily-clad wife to show off at company dinners.

Our sex life, once amazing, began to cool down. I wondered if my husband was bored with me now that he had sexy women around him all day, every day. The moment he left the house in the morning, he was bombarded by the sight of Beth’s big, bouncing breasts as she watered the plants in her front garden. Then he went to the office, where the receptionist licked her lips and openly flirted with him. By the time he got home, he was probably disappointed that the only woman he could have fun with was a dull, serious brunette.

At the same time, I was starting to have doubts about how my life would be if I didn’t get out of Green Valley. Crystal was my only friend and confidante. The other women I met treated me like an alien. They couldn’t understand why I didn’t want to go shopping for skimpy outfits or talk about blowjobs in public. These bimbos were dumb and shameless and slept around with every man in town, and I simply couldn’t relate to them.

One day, I got so frustrated with Jake, I decided to take a day trip by myself. He had called me a snob because I refused to hang out with Beth. That was the last straw. I got into the car and I drove to the outskirts of town. I decided to take a hike in the beautiful, green hills.

The weather was scorching hot, so after a few miles, I realized that I should have grabbed some food and water before I left the house. Then, miraculously, I stumbled upon a food stand.

“Hello?” I called out. Whoever owned the stand was nowhere to be found. Once I was sure that I was alone, I grabbed a bottle of water, a bag of chips, and an apple. I left some money, hoping that whoever worked there would find it when they returned.

The heat was dizzying, and for some reason, I wasn’t even thinking about the fact that this apple might be locally-grown. All of Crystal’s warnings evaporated under the scorching summer sun. I needed to take a bite of the apple, or else I was going to die.

It happened to be the juiciest, sweetest, most delicious apple I’d ever tasted. I devoured the entire thing in seconds.

For a brief moment, I wondered if this apple would be the end of me. But once I started walking again, I felt completely normal. In fact, I was totally reenergized.

I headed back down the mountain towards my car, a spring in my step. I hardly even noticed that the hair that kept blowing in front of my face had taken on a golden color. I figured it must have been the sun that was making it appear blonde.

And then, suddenly, I was struck with a strange feeling. It was a giddy, girly feeling. Life was wonderful. Green Valley was a beautiful place full of beautiful people, and maybe I shouldn’t be so mean to all the nice women who happened to look like porn stars. And my sexy, amazing husband deserved a wife who would fuck him whenever, wherever, and in any position. He deserved to be married to a woman like one of those blonde bimbos.

By the time I got to my car, I was pouting. My simplistic joy had dissolved, and all I felt was despair. Why couldn’t I be one of those sexy women?

I decided to go visit Crystal, not because I wanted to talk to her, but because it was a habit. To be honest, the thought of entering a library didn’t seem very interesting to me at all. I glanced at my plain fingernails on the steering wheel and thought they needed a little glitter and polish. I barely even noticed that my breasts were starting to expand under my tank top.

“Shit!” I cried, swerving the car as my swelling breasts became more visible. “What…what’s happening to me?!”

Luckily, I had reached the library. I rushed inside, holding my chest to stop these big breasts from jiggling. I wasn’t used to having big mounds of flesh swelling out of my chest. With each moment that passed, they got even bigger.

“Crystal!” I cried, approaching her desk.

Crystal looked up at me, eyes wide. “Sunny?!”

“I…I accidentally ate an apple,” I groaned.

“Are you serious?” she asked, standing up and rushing over to me. I realized that although we used to be the same height, I now towered over her. “How the hell could you do that? I thought I told you not to.”

“I know, but…” My lips curled into a smile. “What’s so bad about being sexy?”

My hair now cascaded halfway down my back in silky golden waves, and I twirled a strand around my finger and giggled. Meanwhile, my breasts had grown to the size of watermelons. They stretched the fabric of my shirt, turning a once-roomy garment into a tight, midriff-baring top. I ran my hands over my new, luscious curves. Not only did I have huge breasts, I also had a slimmer waistline and a slightly larger and rounder ass. Even my voice was sexier.

Crystal bit her lip. “Oh, God! I wish I knew how to reverse this.”

With a little laugh, I patted her on the head. “I don’t know why I resisted this for so long. I feel happier already. Maybe I should leave this stupid library and go buy some new clothes…”

My friend suddenly seemed like a sad, boring woman. We had nothing in common anymore. Before she could try to reason with me, I turned and started heading towards the door.

“I have better things to do than hang around here, with all these smelly old books,” I said with an airy giggle. “Come to think of it…I’m kind of horny. Maybe I should call my husband. Or…”

I didn’t say it out loud, but I had another idea. An even better, dirtier one. I was going to visit my neighbors.

Crystal scowled at me as I left. I knew that she was just jealous of my perfect body and the fact that I was finally happy with life in Green Valley. From now on, I knew that I could fit in perfectly with the other bimbos.
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“Sunny? Is that you?”

I nodded, beaming. “Yes…it’s me!”

Beth squealed and gave me a big hug. Finally, a woman I could relate to. Crystal was useless for that now. I had far more in common with busty Beth. In fact, I was practically a clone of my hot neighbor.

“Come in,” she said warmly. “Dan just got home from work.”

Her husband was sitting on the sofa, and Beth had no qualms about leaping onto his lap in my presence. Maybe she was claiming him as her property. But I knew from the look in his eyes that he found me attractive. I wondered if he even recognized me.

“Hey, Dan!” I said, sauntering over to him. “Do you recognize me?”

“Wow, Sunny…you look fantastic!” he breathed.

His wife giggled. She wasn’t jealous that her husband was staring at my cleavage. In my new, tight white dress, my entire body was on display, but Beth didn’t seem threatened at all. Instead, she seemed to welcome my presence.

“Thanks,” I sighed. “I don’t know what Jake’s going to think, though. He married me when I was a brunette with no tits. Will he still love me as a blonde?”

Dan chuckled. “If he doesn’t fuck you, then I sure as hell will.” He seemed like he was about to apologize for making such a crude joke, but then he stopped himself. There was no need to apologize. I didn’t give a fuck about politeness anymore.

Beth hopped off his lap and came over to me.

“This is the cutest dress,” she murmured, pulling my body close to hers so she could take a look at the dress. It didn’t take me long to realize that Beth wanted to put on a show for her husband. Her hands caressed my body. Our breasts were squeezed together. And suddenly, Beth started to kiss me, her full lips moving softly over mine.

I giggled nervously. I’d never done anything with a woman before. But it didn’t take long before I got into it. After all, wasn’t that why I’d come here? To have some fun?

Beth squeezed my hard nipples, making me gasp. Her tongue was inside my mouth, swirling gently in rhythmic circles. I began to explore her curves with my fingertips, tentatively stroking her massive breasts, then breaking away from her lips to nibble on her earlobe. She moaned loudly, almost theatrically.

I slipped my fingers under her skirt, then beneath her panties. I felt the warmth and wetness of her pussy under my fingertips, and Beth let out another little moan. From the couch, her husband was breathing heavily. I glanced at him and saw that he’d whipped his cock out and was pleasuring himself to the sight of the two gorgeous creatures making out in front of him.

“Let’s take off our clothes,” I urged, pulling off the white dress. As I peeled the tight fabric off my body, my voluptuous, fleshy curves were revealed. While Beth got undressed, I turned towards her husband, giving him a good view of my body. I wanted him to see how much his neighbor had changed.

Beth began to kiss me again, her tongue slipping into my mouth as her bare breasts and erect nipples pressed against mine. This time, she was the one who began to play with my pussy, her fingers roaming until she found my clit. She jiggled it back and forth gently. I noticed that she kept making eyes at Dan. She was pleasuring me, but it was all for her husband’s pleasure. We were his personal porn stars for the day.

“Come here,” he said through a moan, his hand rhythmically stroking his hard, thick shaft. “Fuck. I need someone to suck my cock…”

“I can do it!” I giggled, rushing over to the couch and kneeling down in front of him and opening my mouth wide to take in half of his huge dick. I nearly choked on it, but after a few moments, I got my bearings and began to suck it, steadily and firmly, my mouth gliding over the smooth flesh.

It didn’t even occur to me that I was sucking someone else’s husband’s cock. The concept of “cheating” was completely foreign to me now. I figured I was supposed to share my sexy body with every man I could…at least, that’s what felt like the right thing to do.

“What a good girl,” Dan breathed, stroking my hair.

I gazed up at him, his cock filling my throat, and let out a muffled thank you. How could I have ever thought this man was sexist? He was way smarter than I would ever be. And quite handsome, too.

Pulling his cock out of his mouth, I began to run my tongue up and down the shaft in long, lascivious strokes. Suddenly, I realized that Beth had knelt down right beside me and was doing the same thing, licking her husband’s cock with her firm and agile tongue.

It was then that I realized that we were competing for the same cock. I would have given Dan back to his wife, but for some reason, I felt desperate to satisfy him. Wasn’t I as sexy as Beth now?

Beth’s lips wrapped around Dan’s cock and she began to suck his member vigorously, going deeper and faster than I could. Beth did have one advantage over me: experience. Who knew how many dicks she’d sucked since she moved to Green Valley?

I watched in awe as she deep throated him. My hand wandered to my own pussy and I fingered myself, trying to keep busy until Dan noticed my tits and ass and pussy again.

But Beth had won him over. I retreated slightly as she straddled him, lowering her body onto his erect cock. She must have been soaking wet. He slipped inside her easily. Her big breasts nearly smothered him, and his head was buried between them as she began to ride his cock, rocking back and forth, bouncing up and down on his dick.

Dan was in a state of ecstasy as his hot wife fucked him. I was mesmerized by the show now, flicking my fingers over my throbbing clit quickly, hoping to vicariously live through their pleasure. It was also a learning experience for me. For the first time, I was finally learning how I was supposed to fuck my husband. I felt a little guilty for not satisfying Jake completely all these years.

Beth was an efficient sex machine, a blonde goddess who knew exactly how to get her man to cum. It wasn’t long before he was groaning her name, gazing up at her beautiful face as her pussy swallowed his cock over and over again. Then, he squeezed his eyes shut and let out a moan, his entire body leaning back on the sofa as he finished.

Beth hopped off his dick, gave him a kiss on the lips, and stood up. She dabbed at the cum that was sliding down her thigh, sticking her finger in her mouth to taste it.

“Your cum always tastes so good, honey,” she murmured.

“But you didn’t finish,” Dan protested.

“You can get me off later!” Beth giggled. She turned to face me, smiling smugly. “I’m so glad you came over, Sunny. It was fun to play with you! We should do this again sometime.”

“Yes, we definitely should,” Dan said breathlessly.

Funny…I assumed that because he was a smart guy married to a dumb blonde, he was the one in charge here. But obviously, Beth as the one calling all the shots. I had so much to learn from this woman.

I got dressed quickly and said goodbye, leaving naked Beth spooning with Dan on the couch. Although I was a little unsatisfied, I knew that it didn’t matter. Tonight, I was going to give my husband the time of his life. I couldn’t wait for him to see my new body.
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When my husband walked in the front door, I was wearing nothing but lingerie. My perky breasts bounced as I headed down the stairs, and I felt my round ass jiggling with each step.

“Surprise!” I cried.

I hadn’t put a lot of thought into my big unveiling. Then again, I wasn’t capable of putting much thought into anything. All I’d done to prepare for his arrival was put on my makeup, hoist my tits up in this red push-up bra, and slip on a thong that barely concealed my nether regions.

The look on his face was priceless. For a moment, he gave me a blank stare, like I was a total stranger or something.

“Welcome home, Jake,” I cooed, wrapping my arms around him and planting a kiss on his lips. “You have no idea how happy I am to see you tonight, sexy.”

“Sunny? Is that really you?” He uttered the words in a frantic staccato. He was utterly shocked by the woman who was standing in front of him. How could his wife have been a flat-chested brunette in the morning and a platinum blonde sex goddess by the time he got home?

"Of course it's me!" I giggled.

"I just...I don't understand...how did this happen?"

I pressed my lips against his earlobe, and my breath made him tremble. "It doesn't matter. All that matters is that you like the new me. So...what do you think?"

All of the sexual tension that had been building within my husband started to bubble over. He had spent months trying to hide the fact that he actually enjoyed being surrounded by women with big boobs, long legs, and vapid giggles. My intelligent, serious husband was turned on by the fact that I was just another blonde bimbo clone now.

"You know that I think you're beautiful no matter what," he said, letting out a deep sigh as I ran my fingers through his hair and down the back of his neck.

I wished he wouldn't be so polite. I wanted him to tell me that I was sexy and irresistible now, that all he wanted to do was rip off my lingerie and fuck me as hard as he could. But deep down, I knew that my husband would have to be trained to deal with the new me. And I, like Beth, would need to learn exactly how to satisfy my husband's needs, so that no matter what he wanted, I would be able to serve him and make him cum.

"Do you want to see my new tits?" I asked, taking a step back.

He nodded, speechless. Jake almost seemed afraid to stare at my chest. He must have thought he was dreaming, and that he would wake up in bed next to the boring, uptight woman he'd married.

I reached behind my back to unhook my bra, releasing my massive tits from their lacy prison.

"Holy shit..." Jake murmured, his mouth hanging open.

"You can touch them...lick them...do whatever you want to them," I said, hefting the weight of my breasts in my hands, as if I was offering him a meal on a platter.

Jake responded by pulling me close to him again and kissing me deeply, his hands in my hair. Then he moved them down my back and around to squeeze my bare breasts, clutching the springy flesh between his greedy fingertips as his tongue probed the inside of my mouth. He was hungry for me. I'd never seen Jake so turned on by my body before. I was completely thrilled by his reaction.

My husband bent down to kiss each of my breasts, doing so gently, almost reverently, before I decided to take aggressive action. I had watched Beth carefully earlier, learning as much as I could from the way she fucked her husband. I leaned forward, forcing Jake's head between my huge tits, and heard his muffled moans of pleasure as I showed him just how powerful and sexy my new body was. That was the sound of a man who was in heaven.

I squeezed my breasts together around his face, staring down at him. My pussy was getting wet at the sight of my own body and the way I was using it. I couldn’t get enough of this little game I was playing.

Once I released his head from between my breasts, my husband responded by becoming more dominant. He wasn't going to be gentle with me anymore. Why? I'd made it clear that a gentle touch wasn't what I desired. He began to suck on my nipples, one at a time, using his teeth and pulling back. Each time he bit my nipples, I felt a shiver of surprise and pleasure run down my spine. Now that I was more exciting, my husband was more excited by me…and in turn, he was treating me like the dirty whore he’d secretly wanted me to become ever since we moved to this town.

Jake pulled away and started to peel off his clothes. Once he’d gotten his shirt off, he knelt down before me, holding me by the hips and burying his face between my thighs. His tongue on my bare pussy nearly made me scream. Every inch of my luscious body was extremely sensitive to the touch. On top of that, I knew that my husband was amazing at eating me out. He knew exactly how to get me off.

His tongue rolled over my clit as his fingers dug into the flesh of my bare ass, holding my body still while his mouth worked overtime to satisfy me. When he jammed his tongue into my tight hole, I let out a little squeal of pleasure, then moaned his name softly. He peeked out from between my legs, and I saw him peering up at me, a devilish grin on his face. Then he dove back in, flicking his tongue eagerly over my clit, back and forth, over and over, until I thought I was going to pass out from ecstasy. I was soaking wet now. Each long, soft stroke of his tongue made my pussy gush.

The pleasure within me began to heighten, and soon, I was trembling with excitement and anticipation. Jake began to finger me, shoving one finger inside me while another worked my clit quickly. I opened my mouth to let out a shuddering groan as my heart started to pound. Then, screaming my husband’s name, I reached a shaking, trembling orgasm, my entire body heaving with pleasure as Jake sent me tumbling over the edge of ecstasy.

Weak and exhausted and satisfied, I let him guide my body down onto the floor. I was on my back now, knees bent, legs spread wide open. I felt my sopping wet pussy dripping. I could barely see over the two huge, mountainous breasts that were filling my field of vision.

“Jake?” I murmured softly, licking my lips. “What do you want me to do for you?”

“Lie there and let me fuck you, babe,” he said, loosening his belt. He towered over me, a strong, masculine force. I’d been waiting all day to see his perfect cock.

For a moment, I felt a pang of guilt about sucking my neighbor’s dick. “J-Jake…” I stammered.

“What it is?” my husband asked, his hand starting to stroke his long, thick shaft. “Something wrong?”

“Uh…nothing’s wrong…but I did something very bad today…”

“Very bad?” he asked, kneeling beside me. The tip of his cock caressed my flesh. This must have felt nice, because Jake began to rub his dick over the ample curves of my breasts, then down over my flat belly.

“I sucked Dan’s cock!” I confessed. “I just wanted to see how I was supposed to act now…so I went over to his place. I learned so much watching Beth. But I wanted to join in the fun, you know? So I started to — ”

The tip of his dick was suddenly on my open mouth, and then instinctively, my lips wrapped around it. I knew that Jake had done this to silence me, but I was happy that he did. Once I tasted his cock, I forgot all about Dan’s body. This was my husband’s wordless way of saying that my indiscretions didn’t matter. In fact, nothing mattered. He wanted to fuck me and my new body, and that was the only thing on his mind right now.

He moved his cock in and out of my mouth a few times, but I knew this was just a warm-up. Jake wasn’t going to expect a blowjob from me tonight. Although I’d certainly give him one bright and early tomorrow morning…he deserved it.

Jake pulled his hard rod out of my mouth and repositioned his body on top of mine. The warmth and weight of his body made me feel both safe and dominated. As my husband’s cock slid easily into my soaking wet hole, his lips began to kiss mine. Our tongues met, pressing against one another hungrily, as Jake’s hands roamed my body, gripping me tightly and possessively. I was just an object for his pleasure now. He could do whatever he wanted to me, whenever he wanted.

“How hard do you want me to fuck you?” he breathed.

“As hard as you want, baby,” I murmured.

Jake responded by forcefully plunging his cock inside my pussy, burying it as deep as he could within me. His tongue mirrored his aggressiveness, slipping into my mouth and silencing my moans of pleasure.

He fucked me harder than he’d ever done before, making every jiggly part of my new, voluptuous body tremble wildly. Occasionally, he stroked my new, lustrous hair or squeezed one of my huge breasts.

With each thrust, Jake’s breath grew more ragged. He probably felt like he was cheating on me with a much sexier woman. The way he was manhandling my body made it clear that I wasn’t his sweet, lovable wife anymore. I looked and acted like a porn star, and I didn’t mind being objectified by him.

I wondered how many times he had fantasized about one of his sexy coworkers or one of our hot neighbors. He wouldn’t need to do that anymore. I had literally become the sexpot of his dreams.

Jake bit my neck, pulling at the skin with his teeth. It wasn’t like him to give me love bites. But right now, I loved everything he was doing. As long as he was inside me, pounding my wet pussy, I was satisfied.

His thrusts slowed, becoming more purposeful and intense. Jake was enjoying each long, deep, satisfying thrust inside my tight pussy, savoring every moment that he was able to hold back and enjoy the moment with me. But he couldn’t hold himself back forever. Soon, he was pumping my pussy full of his warm seed, filling me with his lust and pleasure. By the time my sweaty, exhausted husband was done with my body, I felt like a dirty whore.

“I love you,” Jake murmured, kissing me on the lips one last time before pulling his cock out of my throbbing pussy.

“I love you, too,” I sighed.

He hadn’t even asked me how this had happened — unless he knew the secret of the fruits and vegetables. I wasn’t sure. We could talk about this later…or tomorrow…or never. Things like that didn’t matter to me anymore. I was happy just lying in my husband’s arms and knowing that I could fulfill all of his secret desires.

How could I have resisted the temptation to transform myself for so long? I’d never been happier. I felt sorry for poor, flat-chested, boring Crystal. She would never lead a life as pleasurable and fun as mine. No one would ever fuck her so savagely, so passionately. She could never understand just how amazing it was to let go and become a bimbo like every other woman in town. But maybe, just maybe, I could convince her to eat an apple sometime.

And if she did, I could invite her over for some playtime with my husband. But whether it was Crystal or Beth or any other hot blonde in town, it didn’t matter. All the bimbos in town were completely interchangeable. I was one of them now. There was no going back…


The Bimbo Bikini




“I’m so glad you’re here, Claudia!” Annie squealed, giving me a hug. Her tits nearly smacked me in the face as she jumped up and down.

“Me too,” I said, grimacing. For a moment, I regretted agreeing to spend a whole weekend at the beach with Claudia. To be honest, I felt a little embarrassed by the sultry brunette whose breasts kept spilling out of her pink bikini top. The girl had no dignity and, apparently, zero fucks to give.

No one would have ever believed that Annie and I were friends. Then again, we used to be more similar. We met in a book club back in college and kept in touch after we graduated. Somewhere along the line, Annie began to change. We used to be intellectual equals, but now, she cared more about cute guys and shopping than anything else. She used to have a natural look, but now, she caked on makeup and always wore hair extensions (at least, I assumed that extensions were the secret behind her waist-length wavy hair). Stranger still, the girl who used to be even flatter than me sprouted two giant breasts. As far as I knew, she hadn’t gotten breast implants. There was no logical explanation for those jiggling mountains of flesh jutting out of her chest.

“I hope you brought your sexiest bikini,” she said. “We’re gonna meet so many hot guys!”

I snorted. “Bikini? You know I can’t pull off a bikini like you can. I’ll stick with my one-piece, thank you very much.”

Annie sighed, disappointed with me. “Oh, come on, Claudia! Lighten up.”

I didn’t need a scantily-clad ditz telling me what to do. Besides, I had no interest in the dumb meathead jocks who hung around at the beach. I preferred smart men, not surfer dudes. My dream was to meet a man who admired my brain, and not my boobs.

Or, rather, my lack of boobs. Next to my friend, I was flat as a board. She was a pinup girl with lustrous hair and sexy curves. I was a skinny, pale girl with stick straight blonde hair and a frumpy bathing suit on under my loose-fitting T-shirt and shorts. Hmm…was I actually jealous of Annie? No. I couldn’t be!

Well…maybe I was a little bit jealous of her. Strangers were already checking her out as we stood on the boardwalk near the beach.

“I have an idea,” she said suddenly. “Why don’t you get a bikini at the shop where I got mine?”

Before I could protest, she grabbed my arm and was leading me into a boardwalk shop. Loud techno music blasted from the speakers.

“I don’t think this place is really me,” I murmured, feeling anxious as my friend led me through the crowded racks of cheap, trashy clothes.

“No, their bikinis are amazing. Trust me!” she said, giggling.

Annie grabbed a white bathing suit off the rack and handed it to me. Then she practically pushed me into a changing room and shut the curtain behind me.

I grumbled to myself as I took the bikini off the hanger. Wow…this would never fit me. The top would hang off my chest! Was Annie trying to rub in the fact that she had a sexier body than me? Or was she just being her typical, dumb bimbo self? Her lack of awareness never ceased to astound me.

I undressed and put on the bathing suit. Turning to face my reflection in the mirror, I nearly burst out laughing. As I’d suspected, this bikini was designed for women with hourglass figures. Women like Annie.

The second the fabric touched my flesh, though, a strange feeling spread through my body. It was as if a thousand invisible pins and needles were pricking the surface of my skin. In the dim light of the changing room, I began to notice that my pale skin was starting to turn a shade or two darker. Were my eyes playing tricks on me?

I squinted at myself in the mirror again. I was getting kind of dizzy all of a sudden.

“Annie?” I called, my voice shaking.

I pulled the curtain aside and looked for my friend in the store, but she was nowhere in sight. Frustrated, I shut the curtain and stared at my reflection again. Wow…I was nice and tan now, as if I’d spent days baking in the sun. And what was going on with my hair? It seemed to be getting blonder, more brilliant. Was it just my imagination, or was it…longer, too?

No. I wasn’t losing my mind. My hair was actually growing, right before my eyes. It had fallen a little past my shoulders, but now, it flowed halfway down my back. It used to be thin and straight, but suddenly, it was thick and wavy — just like Annie’s hair.

And then the strangest thing of all began to happen. The pins and needles sensation was suddenly concentrated around my chest, and then the feeling was focused on both of my breasts. I had the odd sensation that something was deep within my chest and waiting to burst out. After a few moments of this, I watched my breasts begin to swell. They were getting bigger right before my eyes!

“What the…” I breathed, staring down at my chest as the two quivering masses of flesh got bigger and bigger. Soon, they fit neatly inside the bikini top. Unfortunately, they weren’t quite done expanding yet.

My breasts kept growing and growing until they were straining the fabric of the bikini top. I saw the seams began to get stretched out, and I knew that if my tits got any bigger, the entire garment would be ripped in half and torn off my body. Luckily, my breasts seemed to know the exact moment to stop blossoming. They were ridiculously huge and round and perky, but at least my bikini top contained them — just barely, of course.

I gazed at my reflection, my mouth open wide in shock. No one would even recognize me like this. I looked nothing like the smart bookworm I’d always been. Instead, I had the physical proportions of a porn goddess and hair that could have been featured in a shampoo commercial.

Even though I’d never wanted to look this way, I had to admit that I was pretty mesmerizing now. And finally, I understood the secret behind Annie’s rapid transformation into a sexpot. It had been her bathing suits all along!

The second these thoughts crossed my mind, they evaporated. For a moment, I realized that I was thinking…nothing. I wasn’t annoyed that Annie had dragged me into this shop. In fact, I was happy that she had. I looked so sexy and perfect now. I couldn’t wait for her to see me.

I put my shorts on, ditching my lame shirt. I wanted to show off my new tits, not cover them up. When I emerged from the cramped changing room, Annie was standing nearby.

“Claudia! You look fantastic!” she squealed, clapping her hands together. “How do you feel, girl?”

Without even thinking, I started to giggle. “I feel so good, Annie. Thank you for bringing me here…”

It wasn’t until I went to fumble for money in my wallet that I understood the full extent of my transformation. I wasn’t just hot now. I was also a total airhead. Counting change proved to be far too difficult for me. Fortunately, the cashier was a cute guy who didn’t have a problem with giving me a discount. He couldn’t take his eyes off my chest.

Annie had to drag me out of the store, since I wouldn’t stop flirting with him. He was a lean but toned guy in a muscle shirt with a hint of five o’clock shadow on his face. That due wouldn’t have been my type yesterday, but today, I was into him.

“Annie, I wanted to talk to that guy!” I argued, pouting.

She laughed. “Believe me, you can do so much better. In case you didn’t notice, we’re the hottest girls at the beach.”

She wasn’t wrong. As we headed towards the ocean, it was obvious that we had the sexiest bodies out of any of the women here.

“So what do we do now?” I asked. Annie was the expert — I was new to being a hot bimbo, so I would have to follow her lead.

“We go for the hottest guys we can find and then take them back to our place and fuck them,” Annie said, her eyes lighting up.

“What if they say no?” I asked.

“Trust me. They won’t,” she said confidently, adjusting her pink bikini and smoothing her hair.

For the first time, I started looking at the guys on the beach like they were pieces of meat. There was a group of dudes playing volleyball, but they didn’t have great bodies. I spotted one buff guy, but it looked like he was with his girlfriend. Without missing a beat, I shielded my eyes from the sun and began to seek new eye candy. I didn't care who had an Ivy League education or could recommend the most interesting books. Instead, all that mattered was how hot these guys were. And, of course, the size of their cocks…

"Ooh, I think I found my target!" Annie said, rubbing her hands together and licking her lips hungrily. “Yum. He looks delicious.”

I scanned the beach again, and for a brief moment, I found myself locking eyes with the sexiest surfer dude I'd ever seen. He must have just caught a few waves. His blonde hair was still wet from the water, and as he bent over to grab his towel, I noticed just how muscular he was.

"Well? See anyone you like, Claudia?"

"Yes," I said, nodding. I fanned myself. "Oh, God...yes. Wow. Just looking at him is making me get wet. He's so gorgeous."

"Then let's go get our men!" Annie squealed.

Simultaneously, we bounded across the sand, our breasts bouncing rhythmically, our butt cheeks jiggling. We must have been quite a sight for the men on the beach. I noticed a few women glare at us, and I knew they must be jealous of our luscious curves.

I stopped next to the surfer dude. Just as I opened my mouth to speak, I heard Annie's voice beside me.

"Hey, do you mind if I borrow your board?" she asked breathily. Then, turning her head towards me, she gasped.

Naturally, we had both gone for the hottest guy at the beach. I could only hope that he had an equally attractive friend...

"Uh, sure, you can borrow it," the guy said, eyeing Annie's ample cleavage. "Do you ladies know how to surf?"

"I don't," I sighed. "Maybe you could teach me?"

He turned towards me, his eyes twinkling. "Sure, I'm always willing to give a pretty girl a lesson. I'm Devin, by the way."

"I'm Claudia," I said, twirling a strand of my blonde hair around my finger.

"And I'm Annie!" my friend interjected. "So, are you just here...alone?"

Devin shrugged. "Yeah, I always go surfing by myself. Actually, I’ve been kind of lonely since my breakup." The glimmer in his eyes made it clear that this was probably a line he used all the time. I didn’t care.

"We'll keep you company," I offered.

"Claudia, can I talk to you for a minute?" Annie asked. "We'll be right back."

My friend pulled me aside.

"What?" I asked. "Why can't we keep him company?"

"I thought we were both going to find our own guys!" she muttered. "I'm so horny...and I think he likes you more than me! I'm gonna go find someone else to fuck."

"No, Annie...wait!" I grabbed her by the arm. "Why don't we share him? All guys fantasize about threesomes, don't they? We could totally be this guy's fantasy today!”

Annie's big blue eyes lit up. "Oh. My. Gosh. You are so right! Let's rock his world!"

Devin probably had no idea where these two hot girls with huge boobs had come from, but he didn't question our presence. In fact, he seemed exactly like the type of guy who would enjoy the attention of two hot babes on the beach: cocky, confident, and up for anything.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of fun. Devin tried to teach us how to surf, but we were so giggly and distracted, there was no way we could follow his instructions. Annie’s boob kept popping out of her bikini top, and after I couldn’t discreetly get her attention so she would fix it, I decided to cover her up myself.

“Annie, what are you doing?” I sighed, hurrying over to her and adjusting her bikini top for her. I got a handful of soft, springy flesh, and I hesitated, entranced by her breasts for a moment.

Annie looked at me curiously. “What is it, Claudia?”

“You’re just so pretty,” I said. “Can I kiss you?”

She giggled. “Um…if you want to…”

I felt Devin’s eyes on us as I moved in closer to her, wrapping my arms around her. I pressed my lips to hers. Annie had the most perfect lips: soft, pillowy, full. After a quick peck, I realized that I was instinctively moving closer to her for another kiss. This one was deeper, longer. Her mouth opened slightly and I took that as an invitation to slip my tongue inside, searching for hers. Soon, I felt her hands on my back, her fingernails tickling my bare skin as her tongue swirled over mine.

Devin’s voice broke our moment of intense passion.

“Are you two dating or something?”

We pulled away from each other and cried out at the same time, “No!”

“Could’ve fooled me,” he said, grinning slyly.

I realized that sharing this surfer guy with Annie wouldn’t be a chore. Instead, it would be extra fun to have my sexy friend with me. Kissing her had shown me that my jealousy of her body had probably always been rooted in attraction. Not only did I secretly want to be like her, I also wanted to kiss and touch and play with her. Our mutual attraction had been revealed by my new lack of inhibitions and revved-up sex drive.

“Hey, you two want to get some food?” our new friend asked.

We agreed readily. Annie and I put on our shorts, but didn’t cover up our bikini tops — we had no interest in hiding our ample assets.

Our dinner together was tons of fun, even though Annie and I didn’t have anything interesting to contribute to the conversation. We simply nodded and gazed longingly at our new male companion as he talked about his life, his interests, his job. For the first time in my life, I didn’t feel pressure to keep up with him. Instead, I simply basked in the warmth of his smile and fantasized about what we could do to him once we got him to ourselves.

“So,” Devin said as he paid for the meal, “I live just down the road. Would you ladies like to come over and check my place out?”

Annie and I glanced at each other, then nodded eagerly. Finally! We’d been waiting to fuck this guy for hours.

Devin lived in a cozy studio apartment a few miles from the beach. Annie immediately took the opportunity to flop down on his big bed, sighing and stretching her long legs out.

“What a day!” she murmured, unbuttoning her shorts.

As Devin and I watched her, my friend slipped off her shorts, lying on the bed in nothing but her skimpy bikini.

Her fingers traced a line of the curves of her breasts, over her flat tummy, and over her bikini bottoms. She shuddered slightly as she stroked her pussy through her bikini.

“Sorry,” she said sheepishly. “I’m just…really horny right now…”

I looked at Devin, who was biting his lip as he gazed at her voluptuous form on his bed. He was probably determining the best course of action.

Annie locked eyes with him. “I’m all yours for the taking,” she said, her voice a low purr.

As soon as she’d uttered those words, Devin responded by springing into action. He pounced on top of her, pinning her body down on the bed and kissing her intensely. His hands immediately went towards her breasts, and he shoved his fingers under her bikini top, pulling it aside so that he could caress her bare flesh.

I should have felt jealous that Annie had won Devin’s attention, but instead, I was incredibly turned on watching their writhing, intertwined bodies on the bed. It was like they were animals. They had lost all self-control. Hours of flirting and flaunting her body had helped Annie make Devin lose control once and for all.

Slowly, I began to take off my own shorts. I had the urge to touch myself as I watched the two tan bodies on the bed. I’d never seen two people make out like that. They were hungry for each other. Devin sat up briefly, only to rip off his own shirt and yank the bikini top off Annie’s heaving breasts. Those two mountainous mounds of flesh captured his attention, and he immediately began to suck on her perky, pink nipples while gripping her quivering breasts in his hands.

“Yes,” Annie sighed, opening her mouth wide and letting out a gasp of pleasure as he stimulated her nipples with his mouth and tongue. “Keep doing that…”

As Devin began to kiss lower and lower down Annie’s abdomen, I plunged my fingers into my bikini bottoms and began to massage my clit. I wanted to insert myself into the scene, but it wasn’t time yet. Soon…I had to get nice and wet first.

Devin tugged off Annie’s bikini bottoms and buried his head between her legs. He seemed to relish the taste of her bare pussy. Swirling his tongue in circles over her clit, her elicited gasps and moans of pleasure from the sexy woman.

He pulled his head out from between her thighs to mutter the words, “You taste so good, babe…”

“Don’t stop!” Annie begged. “Oh…fuck…”

Her body quivered as he got back to work, flicking her clit rapidly with his talented tongue. I was so turned on watching them, I knew I had to get closer. My pussy was sopping wet.

Annie watched me as I approached the bed. I lay down beside her and began to kiss her on the lips as Devin continued to eat her pussy. It was so hot to feel the vibrations of her moans against my open mouth. Her satisfaction was making me even wetter…

And then, turning her head away from me, she closed her eyes tightly and let out a scream of ecstasy. Her entire body shook on the bed, and she clutched the sheets between her fingers. Sexy Devin waited until her moans had subsided before standing up. He pulled off his shorts, revealing his cock for the first time. I let out a little gasp at the sight of his hard, smooth, perfect member.

“I wanna see more of this girl-on-girl action,” he breathed, wrapping his fingers around his shaft. “Why don’t you two put on a little show for me?”

“Mm…okay,” I said.

I stripped out of my bikini quickly and leaped on top of Annie’s sweaty, tan body. Devin moved to the side of the bed to get a better view of the two sluts who were vying for his attention. Annie was exhausted, but I had boundless energy. I plunged my tongue into her mouth, pressing my enormous breasts against hers and caressing her face with my fingertips.

“I’m so horny,” I moaned. “Annie, would you eat my pussy?”

She sprang back to life as I got on all fours in front of her, facing the edge of the bed.

“Sure!” she giggled. “I’ve never done this before, but…”

“Just do it,” Devin urged as he stroked his cock rhythmically. “That would be so hot.”

I heard Annie adjusting her body on the bed and then felt her warm breath on my bare thighs. I spread my legs further apart to accommodate her and let out a little groan as her long, agile tongue swept over my soft folds. She was tentative at first, giving me tiny licks that were broken up by nervous giggles. But eventually, she got into the swing of things. And just in time, too. I thought I was going to explode from all the teasing…

I closed my eyes, focusing on the pleasure that Annie was giving me. Within moments, I felt the tip of Devin’s hard cock on my lips. I opened my eyes to watch him shoving his cock into my open mouth. Although I was a little surprised, the aggressive move was more than welcome. It was amazing to wrap my lips around his perfect cock and feel him fill my mouth slowly, inch by inch, until I thought I would choke on it. He was huge.

Meanwhile, Annie’s tongue swirled frantically over my delicate folds of flesh. I found it hard to believe she’d never done this before. Or maybe she instinctively knew how to please me, since our bodies were so similar now…

Devin held my head still as he fucked my face. I liked the way he was treating me like the worthless slut I’d become. I didn’t want or deserve men’s respect anymore. Instead, I was content to be his pleasure hole. Besides, with Annie eating my pussy, I didn’t feel completely powerless — I was having just as much fun as Devin was right now.

I started to tremble as Annie began to lick my clit just the way I liked it. Her tongue rapidly flicked my throbbing clit back and forth, over and over. The rhythm of her tongue matched the rhythm of Devin’s cock plunging in and out of my open mouth. I began to feel very warm, and beads of sweat started to form on my bare flesh. The heat of Annie’s mouth on my pussy and Devin’s cock halfway down my throat was becoming too much to bear.

I squirmed on the bed, but the two held my body still. Devin pulled my hair sharply, shoving his cock even deeper into my mouth, as Annie upped the tempo of her tongue on my clit. I couldn’t hold back my excitement any longer. I moaned loudly as Devin’s cock left my mouth, my audible pleasure practically echoing through his apartment as Annie brought me to orgasm. I felt my pussy gush, but she didn’t stop — instead, she clutched my ass in her hands and kept stroking my clit, faster and faster, until I came a second time.

Shuddering with pleasure, I collapsed on the bed, and Annie stood up, licking my wetness off her lips.

“Did you like it?” she asked, giggling.

“Mm…yes…that was perfect…” I murmured, gazing up lazily at my sexy friend and the sexy dude we’d picked up at the beach.

“Isn’t it your turn to cum?” Annie asked Devin, approaching him and wrapping her arms around his broad back.

“I thought you’d never ask,” he said, seizing her by the hips and spinning her around.

Devin bent Annie over the bed and began to fuck her. He wasn’t wasting any time. I marveled at his powerful, muscular body as he pounded her sopping wet pussy. Devin was so strong, he could toss Annie around like a rag doll. She was just a hole for him to fuck, but it was clear that she didn’t mind being his sex object. Her little whimpers of excitement made it obvious that she was enjoying herself, too.

For a moment, I felt helpless. Useless. I had no purpose if I wasn’t helping someone cum. So I did the only thing I could do: I stood next to Annie, leaning over the bed and waiting for my turn.

“What, you’re still horny?” Devin grunted in my direction.

“Of course I am,” I said, biting my lip and turning my head over my shoulder to send a smoldering gaze in his direction.

“Don’t worry…I can fuck both of you,” he said, pulling his cock out of Annie’s tight pussy and standing behind me. He spread my ass cheeks apart and plunged his dick inside my tight hole.

“Ohhh!” I breathed, my voice trembling as he penetrated me for the first time. I’d never been fucked like this before — bent over a bed in a stranger’s apartment, next to another naked woman. The whole experience was exhilarating for me. How could I have looked down on Annie for being sex-crazed? I was the one who had been missing out on all the fun.

“Beautiful,” Devin breathed into my ear. “I’ve always had a thing for blondes…”

His deep thrusts made my entire body jolt. My tits swung wildly back and forth.

“What about my pussy?” Annie sighed, turning to him and pouting.

Devin sighed, frustrated. “One minute…”

He continued on like this, taking turns fucking both of us. I should have known that our threesome would turn into a competition. Annie and I both understood that only one of us would win the ultimate prize: having this sexy guy cum inside us.

I knew that Devin was getting closer to orgasm. His face had turned red from exertion, and his breathing was getting more shallow. I decided that I would finish him off once and for all. The second he began to fuck me again, I squeezed my pussy muscles as tightly as I could, hugging his cock to heighten his pleasure. He took notice right away, moaning excitedly and pulling my long hair again. I did this over and over again, and soon, I realized that Devin had stopped thrusting and with each squeeze, I was practically milking a huge load of cum from his hard cock.

Once he had filled me with his warm seed, Devin pulled out of my pussy. The three of us collapsed on the bed, Devin in between us. Annie and I practically smothered him with our big breasts.

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had in my fucking life,” he groaned, turning to kiss both of us on the lips. “Shit. When can we do this again?”

I looked at Annie, hoping she would say tomorrow. After all, we were going to spend the entire weekend at the shore.

“I’m sorry, Devin, but we’re kind of busy the rest of the summer,” Annie said sweetly.

She stood up, and I followed her lead. Annie put on her pink bikini, and I put on my white one. We bid our sexy surfer farewell and left his apartment, hand-in-hand, two jiggly, giggly gals.

“Why can’t we have fun with him again?” I sighed. “His cock was so good!”

“Because there are so many other cute guys to meet!” she explained. “Don’t you want to fuck as many of them as possible?!”

Her slutty wisdom made a lot of sense to me. I nodded slowly. “Annie, what would I do without you?”

“Who knows? Now, let me get us a ride back to the hotel…”

I figured she would call a cab, but instead, my busty brunette friend flashed a smile at me as she headed towards the busy road, waving at cars until one stopped. There happened to be two young men in the front seat. Perfect.

It was just their luck that two voluptuous babes happened to need a ride the moment their car was passing. And they had no idea that Annie and I were fully prepared to have fun with them tonight, as long as they were willing.

Thanks to my magical bikini, I had discovered a brand new side to myself. For the first time, I was experiencing what life was like as a gorgeous and completely uninhibited sex goddess. And I loved it.


Enhance Me: A Breast Expansion and Bimbofication Story


Increase your bust instantly! NO SURGERY NEEDED!

Visit the Enhancement Clinic, 363 Golden Avenue

The billboard on the side of the highway was terribly distracting. I could only imagine how many male drivers nearly swerved off the road at the sight of the woman who was pictured from the neck down. She had the most full, round, beautiful breasts; the two orbs peeked out from above a white bikini top that barely covered her abundant, fleshy curves.

But it wasn’t the sexy photo that I found distracting. It was the alluring promise of a new body and, along with it, a fabulous new life. Of course, it was definitely too good to be true. I imagined that this unrealistic promise of bigger breasts without implants was designed to lure in female customers and convince them to try a variety of beauty treatments. At best, the clinic probably offered pure placebos. At worst, it sold dangerous drugs to naive patients.

If this billboard had popped up about a year ago, I would have ignored it. Back then, I had a doting boyfriend and I didn’t care what other men thought of my body. Now, I was single and ready for a change. I’d never felt particularly sexy, and the thought of one little enhancement to improve my confidence seemed like it could be worth it.

I began to think about what my body would look like if my breasts were a little bigger. I’d never hated my A cups before, but they made me feel…boring. I couldn’t pull off a sexy bikini, a low-cut dress, or a cleavage-bearing top. Come to think of it, this was exactly what I needed right now.

Back home, I hurriedly went online and made an appointment with Dr. Ford at the Enhancement Clinic for a single treatment session. Although I was a little nervous, the thought of splurging on something new for myself seemed like fun. Hopefully, I wouldn’t be disappointed.
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As I sat in the small examination room, my heart pounded. I had pictured the Enhancement Clinic differently. I thought it would be a huge and luxurious spa. Instead, it was small and cozy — far too comfortable to feel like a medical clinic. Dr. Ford ran the clinic himself, and other than the beautiful blonde receptionist, it looked like he didn’t have any other staff.

I glanced at the wall of the exam room, relieved to see the doctor’s framed diplomas from legitimate medical schools. For some reason, in spite of the rave reviews I’d read online, I was still feeling skeptical about this place.

"So, Maria...tell me how you found out about the clinic," the doctor said, snapping my mind out of my thoughts with his gentle voice.

For the first time, I found myself looking directly into his dark, piercing eyes. He looked to be in his mid-thirties, with dark hair and a nice physique. Dr. Ford may have been the most handsome doctor I'd ever encountered in my life.

"This is going to sound stupid," I said, "but I saw that billboard when I was driving home from work."

He chuckled. "Ah, yes! It's been surprisingly effective for bringing in new customers. You're the tenth woman who's come in this week after seeing that ad."

"Well, the words 'no surgery' caught my attention," I explained. "What woman wouldn't want bigger breasts and not have to go under the knife to get them?"

Dr. Ford nodded vigorously. "Exactly. And might I add, you seem like the perfect candidate for this treatment."

I raised an eyebrow. "Perfect candidate?"

"Yes. Minimal breast tissue. The transformation you undergo today will be remarkable. When women come in and they already have fairly large breasts, it can be more difficult to gauge the effectiveness of the treatment," he explained.

I shrugged. "I guess you're right. But I don't want anything too extreme, you know? Just a little...boost, I guess."

Dr. Ford reached into a drawer and pulled out a tube. "This is the cream I'm going to be using on you today. You may feel a little numbing and tingling when I apply it, but you shouldn't feel any pain."

Crossing my arms defensively, I began to wonder if this was a dumb scam, after all. How would a topical cream make my boobs any bigger?

"You mean to tell me that just rubbing that stuff on my skin is going to be like instant plastic surgery?" I asked skeptically.

"If your body is receptive to the treatment, your breast tissue will expand instantly," he explained.

"How much will the tissue expand?"

"Every patient is different," he said calmly. "But women who are able to relax and let go of their inhibitions tend to achieve more dramatic results. It all depends on your body. Unfortunately, that part is out of my hands."

"And are there any side effects?" I doubted that this was going to work, but I was already here and determined to go through with the treatment. The least I could do was find out if there would be any real risks.

Dr. Ford thought for a moment. "Many women find the cream very relaxing. In fact, some experience acute physical arousal during the process. You might feel a little silly...or start laughing for no reason...but it's nothing to be concerned about. Actually, most of my patients report that they become much happier in general after their first treatment."

"Ha!" I couldn't resist the urge to laugh out loud. "All right, then. Let's do this. I can't wait to have bigger boobs and feel...happier." I could barely get the word out. The idea of this cream having such a profound effect on my mind and body was kind of hilarious.

Dr. Ford, bless his heart, wasn't irritated or annoyed with me for questioning whether his treatment worked. He was as calm as ever.

"All right then, Maria. Why don't you get undressed and lie down on the bed over there? I'll be back in a couple minutes."

Once he was out of the room, I took off my clothes, piling them on the chair in the corner. I kept my bra and panties on nad lay down on my stomach. I knew the treatment was for my breasts, but I felt a little odd about lying on my back in this state of undress. While waiting for the doctor to come back, I nervously smoothed my hair and took a few deep breaths. The fact that Dr. Ford was so attractive didn't put me at ease. He was probably the hottest guy I'd spoken to in months.

Dr. Ford returned, a smile on his face. "You ready, Maria?"

"Yes," I said firmly. "Ready when you are!"

"You're going to need to take off your bra, too."

"Oh. Sorry!" I said, giggling nervously.

As I reached behind my back to fumble with my bra, the doctor undid the hook in one deft motion.

"On your back, please." His voice was incredibly cold and serious now. I had nearly forgotten that this was a medical appointment, and not a chat between friends.

I rolled over onto my back, exposing my bare breasts to Dr. Ford for the first time. Naturally, I felt more nervous than he did. After all, he saw stranger's bodies all the time.

I watched him squeeze some white cream onto his hands and rub his palms together. Placing one hand on each of my small breasts, he slowly massaged the cream into my flesh. It was slightly cold, and I shivered a little as his fingertips made contact with my sensitive nipples.

"You all right?" he asked.

"Fine," I said. "Actually, this feels kind of...nice..."

In a few moments, all the cream had been rubbed into my skin, but Dr. Ford continued to gently massage my breasts. I closed my eyes for a moment and felt a strange tingling sensation build in my chest.

"You're doing great," he said in a low voice.

I opened my eyes and glanced at my chest. I gasped. "Wow...I think it's working!" I murmured in disbelief.

My tiny A cups were definitely a little bigger now. There were two noticeable mounds of flesh sprouting from my chest, nearly twice as big as the small breasts that had been there before.

"See?" Dr. Ford said, smiling down at me. "No surgery needed!"

"Dr. Ford, I don't know how I can ever thank you!" I sighed, assuming that now that I had nice, perky B cup breasts, I was finished. I could go home and fill out my clothes nicely for the first time in my life. I felt completely satisfied.

"Thank me? Are you ready to leave?” he asked.

I opened my mouth, but hesitated to speak. Dr. Ford squeezed more cream onto his hands, and it was then that I realized that he intended to make my breasts even bigger. I had a decision to make. I could tell him I was done, and that this was enough for me. Or I could let the handsome doctor continue to massage my breasts and make them swell bigger and bigger under the touch of his agile fingertips...

For some reason, I wanted to let him keep going. Maybe it was because he was so good-looking, and every time he smiled at me, I wanted to melt. The thought of his hands on his body was becoming more and more exciting to me. Maybe the cream was making me feel a little more aroused…or something. I definitely wasn't the type of girl who liked getting nude massages from strangers.

“I think we should continue,” he said. Did I detect the hint of a smirk on his face? I didn’t get much of a chance to look at him, because he turned around to grab the tube of cream again.

“All right. A little more,” I sighed. “But we don’t have to get too crazy…”

“We can stop whenever you’re happy with your new breasts,” he said, rubbing his hands together. “Just relax and enjoy.”

Now that my breasts were a little bigger, it took longer for Dr. Ford to rub all the cream into my soft skin. I wasn’t sure if I was just imagining it, but it also seemed like he was enjoying giving me the massage a little more. I had more flesh to knead and play with, and he seemed far more interested than before.

This time, the tingling was intense. I bit my lip as the odd sensation spread through my chest. Then the flesh of my breasts began to vibrate as they swelled yet again, this time more quickly. My tits practically doubled in size again. I couldn’t tell exactly how large they were, but they must have been at least D cups now. They were two perfectly round orbs growing out of my chest.

The doctor’s fingers lingered on my breasts even after the expansion had stopped. He gazed down at them, nodding his head slightly.

“Now we’re making progress,” he said, flashing a smile.

“Progress?” I giggled. Wow…I never laughed like that. For some reason, I was feeling sillier by the moment.

“Yeah. Getting closer and closer to your dream body.”

“But my boobs look great now!” I argued, reaching down to squeeze my new tits. “I don’t know if any bigger would be a good idea.”

“Well,” the doctor said, taking a deep breath, “I think we can afford to go a little bigger. You’d be even sexier after one more massage…”

I felt dizzy with excitement. Even sexier? I never would have guessed that a man as handsome as Dr. Ford would be attracted to me. Perhaps he was right. I had a nice body, overall, but with huge breasts, I would be glamorous and desirable. I felt the urge to please this man, even though I hardly knew him. And maybe, if he liked the way my body turned out, he would be willing to please me, too…

“Fine. One more massage!” I cried, letting out another giggle of delight. “But that’s it.”

Before I knew it, the doctor was squeezing more cream onto his hands and eagerly rubbing my big, jiggly breasts again. This time, he went nice and slow, occasionally running his fingertips over my nipples. They became erect and excited instantly under his touch.

This time, the tingling spreading through my tits was almost too much to bear. I let out a long moan of pleasure as Dr. Ford massaged the cream into my fleshy, round breasts. This time, he was obviously taking as much pleasure in the massage as I was. He worked his way over the ripe hills of my chest with slow, deliberate rubs and strokes and tickles from his warm fingertips.

As my breasts grew again, I felt every pulse in my body quicken. My heart was pounding with excitement. And the handsome doctor was grinning as he transformed my body. Soon, my tits were so huge, he couldn’t wrap his hands around them. I could barely see over the fleshy mountains. At this point, I couldn’t even guess what my cup size was. All I knew was that tits this big didn’t belong in the real world. They looked as ridiculous as a porn star’s bolt-on boobs. But mine happened to be real…well, enhanced by that magical cream. They certainly felt real.

All of the cream had been massaged into my skin, but instead of taking a step back to admire his work, Dr. Ford hovered over me, his hands resting on my breasts.

“What do you think?” I asked, gazing up at him adoringly. I longed for his approval. If he thought I was sexy, I could go home happy — and horny. God, I was getting so wet…I wondered if he could see that my panties were soaked.

“I think your breasts are absolutely perfect now,” he said, gripping them in his hands. “Beautiful.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. I licked my lower lip. “Doctor, can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Is it weird that I’m so turned on? I know you said I might feel this way, but I’m so wet right now. I don’t know what to do.”

“Perfectly normal,” he said with a chuckle. His hands drifted from my breasts to my abdomen. “Your body’s still adjusting. This is a common response. In fact, many of my patients have asked me to fuck them once the massage was finished.”

“Oh?” I was intrigued by his openness. “And do you…fuck them?”

“I always say no,” Dr. Ford said, his voice firm. “I may not be married, but many of my patients are.”

“I’m not married,” I sighed.

“Then your boyfriend will be a lucky man tonight,” the doctor said.

“And I don’t have a boyfriend,” I added quickly. “Meaning I’m going home to nobody tonight. Doctor…you’re the only man I’m going to get to see today…”

His eyes darted towards my huge breasts again, and I wiggled on the bed a little, making them jiggle ever-so-slightly. I wanted to tease him just enough so that he wouldn’t be able to resist me.

“In that case, I can stimulate you to orgasm,” he said, taking a step back and opening a cabinet.

I was a little surprised when he returned with a huge vibrator in his hand. I was also disappointed. The vibrator might bring me to orgasm, but it wasn’t his cock. And his cock was what I truly craved right now.

But Dr. Ford was sliding my panties over my hips, and I couldn’t complain. An orgasm was better than nothing. He turned on the vibrator and slid it over the length of my pussy, from my clit to my tight hole. I moaned loudly, unable to hide how wonderful it felt. The doctor placed one hand on my breast as he began to slide the vibrator inside my pussy, squeezing my nipple gently between his fingertips as the vibrator filled me up, inch by inch.

I squealed with excitement as he pulled the vibrator out again. He smirked as he glanced at it. It must have been sopping wet from being inside me. Then he plunged it deep down again. Dr. Ford looked lost in thought, and I watched as his hand wandered from my breast down to my tummy, finally landing on my throbbing clit. He began to jiggle my clit back and forth while he fucked me with the big vibrator.

“Yes…” I breathed. “Yes. That’s it. Keep doing that!”

I felt like I was about to explode. My body shook and trembled not the bed as the doctor’s firm fingers diligently played with my clit. The big dildo moved in and out of me, over and over. My breasts were heaving with each deep breath I took. I was desperate for air…I’d never had this sensation before, like I was losing complete control of myself.

With a loud moan, I started to cum. Every inch of my body vibrated in time with the sex toy that was buried deep inside my pussy. The climax had built to a crescendo, and when I reached the heights of ecstasy, I found myself screaming with pleasure. My pussy gushed with wetness.

“Very good,” Dr. Ford said, pulling the vibrator out of me one last time and turning it off. “That’s a good girl.”

“Ohhh…” I groaned. I could barely speak. “Doctor, that was the most amazing feeling of my entire life. I don’t know how to thank you.”

“Watching you orgasm was more than enough,” he said, laughing. “I love seeing a woman experience true pleasure for the first time.”

“As fun as that was for both of us,” I mused, “I still want you to feel the way I felt. Doctor…don’t you want to fuck me?”

He blinked, staring at me in disbelief. Maybe other female patients hadn’t been so persistent, or maybe they were so weak and exhausted after the vibrator treatment, they’d completely forgotten all about the sexy man who’d transformed their minds and bodies. I, on the other hand, was determined to get what I wanted.

“I won’t tell anyone,” I promised.

Dr. Ford’s stern expression melted, and he took a step towards me. “I know you won’t tell anyone.”

“So…what are you waiting for?”

With a deep sigh, he took off his white coat and began to unbutton his shirt. I watched him eagerly. I felt like a slab of meat on a table, ready to be devoured by this man.

“It’s too hard to resist you,” he murmured. “I know I shouldn’t do this, but…”

“Just kiss me already,” I sighed.

As the doctor yanked off his shirt, revealing his sexy, toned torso, I reached out to grab his hand, pulling him towards me. The second his lips met mine, I opened my mouth, inviting him to kiss me deeply and passionately. His tongue plunged inside eagerly, swirling over mine, and I closed my eyes as I enjoyed the intensity and fire of his kiss.

The doctor’s mouth moved from my lips down over the length of my neck. I knew that it wouldn’t be long before he returned to my breasts, which were, obviously, the new focal point of my body. Since Dr. Ford specialized in breast enhancement, I assumed that he loved big breasts more than any other part of a woman’s body. As his kisses moved over the ripe mounds of flesh, I shivered slightly. He extended his tongue and began to flick my hard nipple back and forth. He quickly moved over to the other breast and did the same thing, this time a little more quickly.

“Does that feel good?” he asked me in a low voice.

“Yes,” I sighed, reaching down to massage my clit again. I was still wet and excited. One orgasm hadn’t been enough for me.

His mouth encircled my nipple and he sucked it using good pressure. I began to moan softly. Wow…my breasts were so sensitive now. Every touch of his lips and tongue against my flesh was enough to send me over the edge.

Dr. Ford retreated from my body for a moment to strip off the rest of his clothes. His cock, erect and ready for action, was even bigger than I’d expected it to be. The sight of his impressive manhood made me even more excited.

“Fuck me already,” I groaned, spreading my legs apart and showing him my wet, hot pussy. I was aching to feel his forceful thrusts deep inside me.

"You little slut," he said, his lips curling into a devious grin. "I should have known that you would be the hardest to satisfy. You came in here acting like such a smart, good girl. And now...now you're just another horny slut who wants my cock inside her."

His words, almost malicious, filled my dizzy mind with tension. I began to wonder if this had been Dr. Ford's plan all along. Turning women into busty, mindless bimbos who were desperate for him to fuck them...resisting their desire to make love to him and insisting that he didn't fuck his patients...and then, after all that, having his way with them.

I could have uttered these doubts aloud, but right now, the sight of the sexy doctor's nude body and perfect cock outweighed any concerns. If he didn't fuck me, then I wouldn't be able to leave his office satisfied. I needed to know how badly he wanted my body.

He climbed on top of me, the heat from his body setting me on fire. Once again, he began to kiss me, as if he could sense that my mind was working overtime, trying to make sense of everything that had happened today. With his tongue in my mouth and his hands on my body, I began to feel calm again. I relented to the rhythm of his kisses and, slowly, drifted back into that wonderful state of bliss. Physical pleasure was the only thing that mattered to me now.

I felt the pressure of Dr. Ford's cock against my pussy before he began to penetrate me. Then, inch by inch, he filled me up with his manhood. I shuddered as he withdrew his cock and plunged it deep inside again. With each thrust, he began to move faster and faster, building up to an intense rhythm. No one had ever fucked me so skillfully before. Our bodies were completely in tune with one another.

"You're the sexiest woman who's ever come in here," he breathed, groaning softly as he pounded my pussy.

My body was jolted by his deep, powerful thrusts. "Really?" I sighed, my voice ragged.

"Yeah. I want you to come back again," he said, his breath hot against my face. "I want to make those tits even bigger. Do you want me to do that?"

"Uh-huh," I sighed.

The thought of making my breasts even larger was a crazy idea. How would I even stand up? The thought of carrying these new tits around was absurd; I wondered how I would manage if Dr. Ford made my breasts bigger. Would I be forced to spend the rest of my life lying around, waiting for him to come and fuck me? I would be completely helpless. Still, in this moment, the thought of becoming helpless was kind of sexy. I could only imagine how Dr. Ford would worship my body if my breasts were twice as big as he'd made them today.

"You'll do whatever I say, won't you?" he asked curiously.

"Of course," I sighed. "Anything for you, doctor...I'll make my tits as big as you want me to..."

He must have been happy to hear me say that, because he began to fuck me even harder. I could barely breathe. Dr. Ford’s hands gripped my tits tightly as he plowed my wet pussy over and over again with his hard, thick cock. And then, suddenly, he began to groan with pleasure. His thrusts slowed and, with a deep moan, he exploded inside me. The warm cum filled my pussy up quickly.

Dr. Ford pulled out of me and stood up. "That was amazing," he said, leaning down to give me another kiss. “You may be my favorite patient of all time, Maria.”

All I could do was gaze up at him, a wild grin on my face. Favorite patient of all time? That was quite a compliment.

Lying there, I tried to compose myself. My big breasts heaved with each deep breath I took. I didn’t know what to do with myself now that he wasn’t fucking me.

“And you’re definitely my favorite doctor!” I replied. “So…now what?”

“We’ll make an appointment for next week,” he said, beginning to pick up his clothes and put them back on. “Whether or not you decide you want bigger breasts, I definitely intend to see you again for a follow-up appointment.”

“Yes,” I said. “Follow-up appointment. I’ll be there.”

“There are some clothes in that cabinet over there. I always keep a few extra things on hand for women whose old clothes won’t accommodate their new breasts,” he said. Dr. Ford put on his white coat and, aside from his ruffled hair and reddened face, he looked like a serious doctor once again.

“You can make that appointment at the front desk. I have another patient coming soon, so I think we have to call it a day,” he said.

And just like that, he was gone. I shakily stood up, struggling to balance my weight now that I was so top-heavy. I opened the cabinet and found a few nice, stretchy shirts. My enormous tits barely fit, and my nipples nearly poked through the fabric. But it was better than nothing. I would have to go on a special shopping trip to find some new, sexy clothes that would suit my fabulous figure.

I headed down the corridor to the receptionist’s desk, aware of the fact that my life would never be the same. From now on, I wouldn’t be able to walk down the street without distracting every man who passed me. I would probably get more dates than ever, but most men I talked to wouldn’t be able to stop themselves from staring at my breasts. No one would take me seriously anymore.

In spite of all that, I didn’t care. In fact, I was thrilled to embark on a new adventure as a sexy, busty vixen. This was just the kind of change I’d been looking for. For the first time in my life, I felt truly sexy — and sexual.

Still, I knew that no matter how many dates I went on or men I slept with, I wouldn’t be able to get the thought of Dr. Ford and his amazing cock out of his mind. I couldn’t wait for my follow-up appointment. The thought of his fingertips caressing my breasts again, making them swell and grow to outlandish proportions, was making my pussy get wet all over again…


The Bimbo Recipe




Tonight was a huge night for me. First dates were a rare occurrence in my life, and second dates happened as often as eclipses. I had gotten so excited, I’d invited the guy over to my place for dinner. Hopefully, he wouldn’t assume that I was a “bad girl” or anything like that. I certainly hadn’t done anything to give him that impression so far. I didn’t dress or act like a slut. I was a normal, slightly nerdy girl with glasses, an average body, and a conservative wardrobe. But I happened to be a great cook, and if I could impressive him enough with dinner, maybe we’d have a third date. And then a fourth. And then…

But I was getting ahead of myself. Just as I was about to start making some cookies, my good friend showed up out of the blue. Normally, I would have been happy to see him. Tonight, however, I simply told him I was getting ready for a date and that I needed to be left alone in my kitchen for a few hours. He was instantly intrigued by the news.

“So what’s he like, Sarah?” Tom asked eagerly.

“Can you stop asking about the guys I meet? I told you a million times…it’s not worth talking about until we’ve been on three dates!” I sighed. “Now excuse me, because I have some cookies to bake.”

“But you’re cooking for him!” my friend protested. “You must really like this guy.”

“He’s a cute nerd — so, exactly my type, I guess. We like all the same books and movies, and we had a very nice time last weekend. And that’s it,” I said firmly.

“Did you kiss him goodnight?” Tom asked curiously.

“No!” I cried. “Not on the first date…”

“You know you wanted to. I can see it in your eyes.”

“Oh, shut up!” I adjusted my glasses and pulled my frizzy hair back into a ponytail. “Why did you come over here anyway, Tom?”

“Right. I almost forgot,” Tom said. He reached into his backpack and pulled out a baking soda box. “I was wondering if I could store this here. It’s something I was working on at the lab, and it needs to sit undisturbed for a few days.”

“You couldn’t keep it at your own place?” I asked, counting out eggs from the refrigerator.

“I don’t want any of my roommates to get into it. And since you lived alone, I figured it would be safer here,” Tom said. “Just don’t eat it, because I don’t know what it does.”

As he slipped the box into my kitchen cupboard, I put my hands on my hips. “Of course I wouldn’t eat it! And come on…you just know what the stuff does, if you made it.”

“Well…” Here, my friend hesitated. It was very strange. My best friend was a chemist, but I knew nothing about his job. He was extremely secretive about the details. “Let’s just say it stimulates cells in the body for new growth.”

“New growth?” I raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah. New tissue growth…maybe hair growth…possibly even height. The stuff is completely experimental, though, so there could be some unexpected side effects.”

“Interesting,” I said. “I can see why you wouldn’t want your roommates to get into it.”

“Yeah. Too risky,” Tom said. “Anyway, I’ll let you get back to your sexy cooking. And I hope you get laid tonight, Sarah.”

He winked, and I playfully punched him his shoulder. Once he was gone, I was relieved to be alone again. I liked Tom, and many people asked us why we never dated. However, I knew that my friend preferred a different type of woman. Physically, he liked ultra-feminine women with long hair, big boobs, and fake tans. Tom would never go for a nerdy girl like me.

Hopefully my date, Zane, wasn’t so obsessed with image. I got back to work making a casserole and whipping up some cookies for dessert. Absentmindedly, I reached into a high cabinet and pulled out the flour, sugar, and baking soda. I hadn’t even noticed where Tom put his box of powder, and I quickly forgot he’d even stashed it in my cupboard.

It was getting hot in the kitchen. As the cookies baked in the oven, I changed my clothes, throwing on a tank top and shorts. Tying an apron around my neck, I wished I had the curves to fill out an outfit like this — then I would definitely catch Zane’s eye. Unfortunately, I had a fairly average body: small boobs, a slightly pudgy tummy, and no butt to speak of.

The cookies smelled amazing. As I prepared the rest of our meal and glanced at the clock from time to time, I couldn’t resist the urge to have one of the fresh cookies. It was even tastier than I’d expected.

Suddenly, I realized something terrible. What if I’d used the wrong box of baking soda? I bit my lip and opened the cupboard, staring at the two identical boxes. Maybe I was just being paranoid. I got back to work, chopping vegetables. After a few moments, I forgot all about the possible mix-up. A couple tablespoons couldn’t hurt me anyway…could they?

But then I started to feel light-headed, my stomach churning. I was quite sure that I’d used the wrong box. Damn Tom! It was almost as if he’d done this intentionally, leaving his experimental powder here to screw up my big date. I was about to call him in anger when something switched in my head. I stopped feeling mad and started feeling calm and peaceful.

“Whatever happens, happens,” I murmured to myself, giggling. Just in case, I hid the rest of the cookies so I couldn’t have any more — my last wise decision of the evening.

It was then that things took a turn for the strange. I felt as if my skin was being stretched and pulled by microscopic tweezers. The weird feeling, like tiny invisible pinpricks, was filling my body. And then, right before my eyes, my breasts started to grow under my tank top. The two tiny mounds of flesh started to tremble and expand, growing larger and larger with each passing moment. I felt my bra stretch and watched my ribbed tank top stretch over the two swelling orbs. Then I heard a snapping sound as my bra gave way under the relentless pressure of these jiggling, growing tits.

My boobs kept getting bigger, but the sensation of my lower body changing captured my attention for a minute. My flat butt seemed to be growing, too, my buttocks becoming rounder and juicer and more well-defined. I turned around and looked down at my new, swelling posterior. Even stranger, my waist had contracted. I never had a defined waistline or prominent hips — until now. Suddenly, I had a perfect hourglass figure.

I scratched my head as another cascade of pinpricks filled my scalp. I saw that my short ponytail was growing rapidly. Even weirder, my frizzy hair was becoming sleek and wavy and shiny. When I pulled the hair out of the ponytail, it fell in soft waves down to my waist. Tissue growth. Hair growth. This was exactly what the mysterious powder was supposed to do, wasn’t it?

By this point, my breasts had stopped growing. Just in time, too, since my tank top was stretched to the breaking point. It had slid halfway up my stomach, now that it had to cover such an ample, full chest. With my apron on, I looked like a slutty cook from a bad porno. And my casual summer shorts suddenly seemed far raunchier, now that they clung to my ass so tightly. I also saw that my skin was more tan and smooth than ever before.

At first, I thought my vision was blurred. Then, pulling off my glasses, I saw that they were the problem. For the first time in my life, I could see everything clearly without my specs. It was a miracle.

Although my mind was racing, I knew that I had to finish making this dinner. My urge to please my date had only been strengthened by my rapid transformation. I stopped being mad at my friend Tom and started looking forward to seeing — and impressing — Zane. What would he think when he saw me with my new, curvy figure, my tanned abdomen exposed, my long legs jutting out of short shorts, my cleavage popping out of a tight top?

I’d been too nervous to give him a kiss goodnight on our first outing together, yet right now, I was starting to fantasize about seducing him completely. How would he react if I crawled under the table and started playing with his cock? What would he say if I did a strip tease? These dirty thoughts bounced around my mind and made me giggle excitedly. I’d never thought about a date so lustfully. Maybe this was one of the powder’s side effects…an insanely high sex drive.

I hurried to the bathroom to put on some makeup, something I rarely did. With my new body, I had far more beauty to enhance. Smoky eyeshadow, copious amounts of mascara, and red lips suited me perfectly now.

My date was supposed to show up soon. I kicked the meal prep into overdrive, cooking as fast as I could. To my surprise, I heard a knock on the door earlier than I’d expected. I rushed to answer it.

There he was, the cute guy I couldn’t wait to see (and undress) tonight.

“Uh…Sarah?”

“Hi!” I said. “So nice to see you, Zane.”

The man in front of me stared at me for a few moments and then spun around, peering down the hallway. He must have thought he had the wrong apartment. I looked nothing like the sweet, innocent-looking girl with glasses from our first date.

“I didn’t recognize you,” he said, his eyes drifting over my ample curves. “You look…beautiful…”

“Thanks,” I said airily. “Why don’t you come in? I’ve been so excited to see you again.”

Dazed, he sat down in a chair and watched me hurry around the kitchen. I must have looked like the sluttiest cook in the world, with my lacy apron dangling over my big, voluptuous breasts. My shorts were so tight over my new ass, they barely concealed my buttocks.

“Did you get a haircut?” Zane asked. He was trying to make sense of my extreme transformation. What a nice guy…although I was a little disappointed that he didn’t ask about my tits first.

“Yeah!” I lied. I found it funny that he asked if I got my hair cut, since my hair was actually longer than before. But I didn’t mind. If I had expected to meet a nice, nerdy girl and ended up faced with a gorgeous vixen, I would have been just as perplexed as he was.

“Do you want a drink, sexy?” I asked.

He was taken aback by my language. I imagined he was wondering how a girl like me, who had been shy and sweet on our first date, had become so brazen and forward in such a short period of time.

“Water’s fine,” he said quickly. “Um…you sure you don’t need any help?”

As I bent forward to pull the casserole out of the oven, I stuck my ass out, giving him a great view of my plump backside. I heard him gulp audible from behind me.

“I don’t need any help. You relax. I’m here to serve you.”

“Serve me?” he asked, his voice full of frustration. “Sarah, you weren’t like this the first time we met. What happened?”

“What happened?” I echoed, pulling off the apron and turning to face him again. Now, he had a good view of my new breasts, ripe and tan and spilling out of my tank top. There was no denying that I was a different girl than the one he’d met before. For a brief moment, I worried that he was disappointed. What if Zane actually preferred the old Sarah? What if he wasn’t into women who looked like busty lingerie models?

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to talk about it, but…” Here, Zane paused to think of the right words to say. “Whatever you did, it worked great. You look hot, Sarah.”

I felt myself blush. “Thanks. I was hoping you’d like it.”

“I liked the way you looked before, but…to be honest, I could get used to seeing you this way, too,” he explained. “I mean…I’ve never gone out with a girl who looked like you.”

It hadn’t occurred to me that in my new form, I was completely out of Zane’s league. He wasn’t the coolest guy on the planet, just a cute nerd. And now he was face-to-face with a woman who probably embodied all of his secret fantasies. He had probably assumed that he would never date anyone with tits like mine, or an ass like mine, or a ditzy personality like mine. But here I was, ready to serve him dinner and then pleasure him after. He was probably wondering how he’d gotten so lucky.

“You’re so sweet,” I said, leaning down to give him a huge. I flung my arms around him, smothering his face with my breasts. “So, so sweet.”

When I looked down, I saw that his face was bright red. He glanced at my breasts again. Obviously, Zane didn’t know what to do. He wanted to fuck me — that was clear. But he was also trying to decide whether he should do it now or wait politely until after dinner. I, on the other hand, was more decisive. The sight of this helpless, horny man excited me. If he wanted to play with me, then I didn’t want to make him wait. And I certainly couldn’t wait any longer.

“Let’s go to my room,” I said invitingly. “We can have dinner later.”

Zane stood up quickly and, in a sudden and decisive move, gave me a kiss on the lips. I returned the kiss, this time pressing my curvy body against his. He couldn’t keep his hands off me. As we made out passionately in the kitchen, he guided my body towards the side of the room, pushing me against the wall with surprising strength. He grabbed my breast with one hand and brushed other hand through my lustrous hair.

“Zane, you’re so bad,” I breathed the second he broke his lips away from mine. “I didn’t know you were like this…”

“And I didn’t know you were such a slut,” he noted before kissing me again. His tongue in my mouth, I let out a muffled moan of excitement.

Suddenly, the tight clothes encasing my body were almost too much to bear. I needed to free my new curves. I needed to feel this man’s hands and mouth on my sexy, smooth body. Grabbing his hand, I led him to the bedroom, eager to show him what the new Sarah was capable of.

He sat down on the bed, gazing up at me with wonder and lust in his eyes. I didn’t waste any time, peeling off my tank top and letting my bra fall to the floor. The sight of my big, perfectly round tits made his jaw drop. I teasingly spun around, shimmying out of my too-tight shorts and panties, showing him the curves of my bountiful ass. In the darkness of my room, all he could see the cartoonish silhouette of my curvaceous figure.

“Come over here,” he murmured.

I sat on his lap, pushing my big tits in his face again. He seemed to like that, nestling his head between my enormous breasts. I squeezed them together, nearly suffocating him between the walls of flesh. I didn’t know what made me want to do that, but we both seemed to enjoy it immensely. It made me feel sexy and powerful, like my body was an irresistible weapon. And it obviously turned Zane on. I felt his cock growing bigger and harder through his pants.

Grinding against his lap with my bare, wet pussy, I released his face from between my tits and he instantly got to work sucking on my big, pink nipples. One at a time, he began to flick his tongue over the sensitive nubs of flesh, moving back and forth, occasionally glancing up at my face to look into my eyes as he sucked a nipple into his mouth and pinched it lightly between his teeth.

“You know exactly what I like,” I sighed, running my hands over his back. I played with the collar of his shirt, then teasingly poked at the top button. “Come on…take this thing off…”

Zane pried his hungry hands off my jiggly breasts to unbutton his shirt. He tossed the garment onto the bed.

“And now the rest,” I said, standing up and pointing at his pants. “Go on. Strip for me. I want to see how big your cock is.”

I had turned into the most brazen harlot on the planet. Even I couldn’t believe the things I was saying. Zane, horny and hard, had trouble stripping off his clothes fast enough. I noticed that his fingers were trembling as he undid the zipper on his pants. He ripped them off quickly. I barely got a chance to look at his boxers before they, too, were lying on the floor.

“Oh, my…” I breathed, kneeling before him. I was ready to worship his cock. I’d never had a date move this quickly — let alone a second date. Zane was still practically a stranger to me. But his cock was long and thick, and as I wrapped my fingers around the smooth shaft, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to keep my mouth off of it for too long.

The second my tongue swiped over the tip of his cock, his body shuddered. I knew there was no going back now. I would never be able to go back to being sweet, innocent Sarah, the type of girl who went to great lengths to cook up a nice meal for a date but would never dare take him back to her bedroom. I had become the kind of woman that men thought only existed in porn: impossibly sexy and always down to fuck.

I traced a line of kisses along the length of Zane’s cock. I was a little surprised when it grew bigger still. His dick was massive. Finally, he was completely hard and ready for me to suck him off. He leaned back on the bed, his eyes fixed on me as I set to work pleasuring him.

I ran my long tongue all the way from the tip of his cock to the base, then back up again. He let out a low moan as I repeated the action, this time fluttering my tongue from side to side, covering every inch of his flesh with warm, soft licks. My hand was wrapped around his shaft and I began to stroke up and down, using the wetness from my tongue as lube. My tongue fluttered over his balls, something else which he seemed to like a lot. He groaned as I stroked his cock and played with his balls.

Soon, though, I was tired of being a tease and ready to suck his cock for real. My lips wrapped around the tip of his hard member and slowly, seductively, I fit as much of his cock into my mouth as I could. Then, pulling it out, I moved to get my hair out of my face. Silently, Zane gathered my long, dark hair in one hand, holding it back for me as I serviced his cock. Occasionally, he tugged on it sharply, a slightly aggressive gesture which turned me on quite a bit.

The room was nearly silent as I sucked his cock. All I could hear was the sound of my wet mouth running over his dick and my date’s ragged breathing as I pleasured him. I filled my mouth with his hard rod over and over again, moving rhythmically and steadily. I wouldn’t stop until he was finished. As badly as I would have loved to sit on his cock, I felt determined to make him cum. I knew his pleasure should come before mine…he was the man, and I was the silly, sexy girl.

“I’m already close,” he mumbled, his breathing becoming heavier.

I continued to suck his cock, picking up my pace. My fingertips tickled his balls and he pulled my hair more sharply. With a deep, low groan, he started to orgasm, shooting his warm, salty seed into my mouth. I obediently swallowed every last drop, even going so far as to lick the last bit of cum off the tip of his dick once he’d pulled out of my mouth.

“Sarah, you’re the best,” he said breathlessly.

I stood up in front of him, delicately dabbing the corners of my mouth.

“Now let’s eat dinner!” I said, eager to satisfy his other needs, too. I aspired to be a slutty, domestic goddess.

As expected, Zane nodded, quickly putting on his clothes and following me into the kitchen. Like the total whore I’d become, I stayed nude, instead covering up my ripe, tan curves with nothing but an apron.

I reached up into the cupboard to grab some plates. Zane stared at my bare ass the entire time. As far as I was concerned, our second date was a huge success. Unfortunately, by the time I served the delicious food I’d prepared, Zane’s mind had already drifted away from sex. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to fulfill all of my own naughty desires with him tonight…
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I had just finished cleaning up the kitchen after Zane left when there was a knock on the door. I peered through the peephole.

“Tom?” I murmured. What was he doing here?

I flung open the door, barely aware of the fact that I was wearing nothing but a skimpy apron.

The second he saw me, his eyes widened. “Holy…fuck…” he breathed.

“There was a little mix-up,” I giggled. “I accidentally made some cookies with the powder you left, and…well, I think you can see how that went.”

“Are you all right?” he asked, hurriedly shutting the door. “Shit, Sarah. I didn’t mean for this to happen.”

“Don’t worry! I feel wonderful!” I said, wrapping my arms around him and giving him a big hug.

Tom seemed afraid to touch me. “I came to get the powder, since my boss wanted me to bring it back to the lab tonight. He said it’s too dangerous to have it anywhere near the public just yet. I’m so, so sorry this happened to you.”

“Sorry?” I asked, perplexed. “Tom, don’t be sorry. You changed my life. Look at me! I have the body I’ve always dreamed of…”

I spun around, giving my friend a good view of my butt. Then, playing coy, I wrapped the apron a little tighter around my body.

“You do look hot,” he admitted. “But I hope you know it was never my intention to change you, Sarah.”

“I don’t know if I believe you,” I mused.

“Huh?”

I took a step closer to him, licking my full lips flirtatiously. “I know the kind of woman you’re attracted to. Big tits. Big asses. And now, I’m exactly that kind of woman. Right?”

He stammered, unable to answer me.

“Well?” I untied the apron and let it fall on the floor, revealing my new body in all of its glory. Tom stared in disbelief at my big, round breasts, slim waist, and wide hips.

“Unbelievable,” he breathed. “You’re completely transformed.”

“How can I thank you?” I said sweetly. “Do you want me to suck your cock?”

He sputtered. “What the hell, Sarah? I should be thanking you! I mean, you ended up being the perfect guinea pig for our experiment. Now I know that the powder works and the only problem is that it didn’t just change your physical form — it also seemed to turn you into a new person.”

“I don’t think that’s a problem. I’m having a good time!” I argued.

“I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but…”

I watched and waited as my friend approached me. I was slightly surprised when he leaned close to me, brushing my hair out of my face and kissing my lips. Never in a million years would I have expected my friend to kiss me like that.

“I can’t help myself,” he said apologetically. “You’re so fucking hot, Sarah. Let me please you…”

I didn’t know what he was getting at. Grabbing my hand, my friend pulled me over to the side of the room and instructed me to bend over. I obeyed him, and then I felt his hands gripping my ass and spreading my thighs further apart. My pussy was fully exposed now. As his tongue flicked over my delicate folds, I groaned. I wanted to tell him that he didn’t need to do this, but the more turned on I got, the harder it became to speak. I realized that I didn’t want my friend to stop eating my pussy.

Gentle flicks of the tongue turned into long, wet licks. He slipped his tongue into the entrance to my tight, wet hole, then glided it up towards my clit. He jiggled my clit back and forth with his agile tongue, holding my trembling body still.

“You’re perfect,” he sighed.

I wanted to thank him, but I was moaning uncontrollably now. Tom’s tongue explored every slippery inch of my pussy, and I knew he wasn’t going to stop until I was satisfied. I closed my eyes, concentrating on my pleasure. With each minute that passed, I got closer and closer to orgasm.

Tom shoved a finger inside me as he continued to focus on my clit. It was then that I knew I was reaching the point of no return. The heat of his mouth against my bare flesh was unbearable, and as the waves of pleasure began to wash over me, I clung to the wall, struggling to keep my writhing body still. I let out a loud wail of ecstasy as I came, feeling wetness pouring out of me as my entire body broke out in a light sweat.

“That was…amazing…” I murmured, running my tongue over my lips. My cheeks felt flushed. Every inch of my body was vibrating with excitement.

My friend was silent behind me. I heard the sound of rustling garments and wondered if he was undressing himself. Then, I felt the tip of his hard cock pressed against my ass cheek.

“Can I fuck you?” he asked, his voice filled with earnest, unbridled lust. I’d never heard my friend speak this way before.

“Please,” I said softly. “I want you inside me.”

As his hard cock slid into my tight, wet hole, I felt his hands roaming my body. He gripped one of my big breasts, squeezing the flesh, kneading it between his fingers. The warmth of his breath caressed the back of my neck. Then, gripping my slim waist tightly, he began to fuck me harder, plunging his hard member in and out of my slick pussy.

I let out a whimpering moan as he began to fuck me faster, harder. He pressed his lips against my neck and then, as I turned my head, my mouth brushed against his. My lips parted and I let him shove his tongue inside my mouth, silencing my moans as he continued to plow my pussy with his throbbing cock.

By the time I broke away from his lips, he was fucking me with relentless pressure and intensity. In, out, faster and faster. My entire body was jolted with each deep, hard thrust, and I pressed my palms against the kitchen wall, holding on for dear life. His hands had slid from my waist down to my big ass — easier to hold onto. I felt like such a slut, bent over and getting fucked in my kitchen. It made me happy to know that my creator himself was getting a chance to enjoy my sexy new body. It was the perfect end to the best day of my life…

His thrusts slowed and, clutching my body even tighter, he whispered into my ear, “I’m going to cum…”

No words had barely escaped his lips when I felt a huge load of cum filling my tight pussy. Exhausted, Tom pulled his cock out of my pussy. Cum was dripping out of my hole and down my silky thighs. What we’d done was so wrong — after all, weren’t we just friends? But tonight, we’d had no choice but to give in to our desires and fuck each other.

In a daze, my friend muttered, “Wow. Sarah…I don’t know what to say…”

I gave him one last kiss on the lips. “You don’t have to say anything. Just promise we can do this again.”

“Yeah. Definitely!” he replied without hesitation. “But wait…what about that guy you had over tonight?”

Playing coy, I covered my tits with the apron again. “I don’t see why I can’t fuck both of you.”

Mm. Two men in my bed. I liked the thought of that.

For some reason, Tom left in a hurry, snatching the box of powder and promising he’d call me tomorrow. It was a shame that he had to take it back to the lab. As far as I could tell, the effects of the powder were amazing. It had transformed my life and my body in minutes. What woman wouldn’t want to become a busty, insatiable nymphomaniac?

I didn’t have much time to ponder that deep thought. Instead, I decided to text Zane and see if he wanted to come over again tomorrow night. If I could get Tom to visit, too, I would be able to enjoy both men at once. It wouldn’t be a typical date, but now that I was a brand-new, sexy woman, I didn’t have the desire for a traditional romance. My only goal was to fulfill my physical urges and satisfy as many men as possible. All of my other ambitions had melted away. As long as I could flaunt my new tits, suck dick, and get fucked, I would be the happiest woman in the world.


The Bimbo Wardrobe: A Breast Expansion and Bimbofication Story


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, pouty, 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, pouty 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.


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 meathead, 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 blowjobs. 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.
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“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 Growth Serum: A Breast Expansion and Bimbofication Story


“Are you sure this will work?” I asked, examining the tiny bottle in my hand. “I mean, I’ve tried literally everything.”

Dr. Bay smiled at me. Then, in a condescending tone of voice, he said sweetly, “You’ve tried everything else, but you haven’t tried the one thing that will work. Here…I’ll write you a prescription, Hannah, and you can see for yourself.”

I felt vain for going to a doctor just because I wanted my hair to look better, but desperate times called for desperate measures. I’d already tried taking special vitamins and tending to my locks carefully, only washing my hair once a week. Unfortunately, nothing seemed to work. I could barely grow my dark brown hair past my shoulders.

After reading a few positive reviews online about Dr. Anthony Bay’s clinic, I decided to make an appointment with him. Supposedly, he knew exactly how to help a woman transform herself. At least, that’s what the top review said, in glowing terms: “The doctor prescribed me a gel to rub on my skin, and now I feel like a brand new woman. Thanks, Dr. Bay!!!”

However, meeting the doctor in person made me a little nervous. He’d barely talked to me for five minutes when he announced that he knew exactly what I needed to “stimulate growth and health in all areas,” as he phrased it.

“Trust me,” he said. “You’re going to wish you found this cream sooner.”

With a pat on the back, he sent me out the door. I wondered if I’d just gotten scammed. Regardless, I had nothing to lose, and my insurance covered the appointment and the serum. I went to the closest pharmacy and got myself a bottle of growth serum.

Back at home, I didn’t hesitate to start using it. I probably should have read the label on the bottle, but I didn’t think it was too important. All I wanted to do was see if this stuff really worked.

I took a quick shower and wrapped a bath towel around my body. Then I went over to the bathroom mirror and squeezed a few drops of the serum in my palm. Slowly, I rubbed my hands together. I began to work the product through my hair, from root to tip. It glided on so easily and disappeared so quickly, I decided to use a few more drops. And then a few more.

Maybe I used a little too much. The stuff was all over my fingers, a gooey, transparent substance that was making my skin tingle for some reason. I gasped as I saw that my fingernails were growing right before my eyes. Holy shit…when Dr. Bay said that this would “stimulate growth in all areas,” he wasn’t kidding.

Each of my short fingernails grew half an inch within a span of about sixty seconds. They became smoother and shinier, too. In fact, my nails looked absolutely perfect, as if I’d gotten a manicure or something.

My hair, on the other hand, hand’t changed a bit. Impatiently, I dripped a little more of the serum onto my palm and smoothed it into my hair. At that moment, my towel fell onto the bathroom floor, exposing my entire body. I bent down to pick it up and a few drops of the growth serum dripped from fingers onto my bare breasts. The skin on my breasts began to tingle instantly.

I didn’t think much of it, covering myself up with my towel again and combing my damp hair. I put the bottle of serum down, realizing that I’d used almost half of it. I knew that I should have been more conservative with my dosage, but hey, how could I have known that the results would be so dramatic?

Within moments, the desired effects began to take hold: my hair began to grow longer. Wow…it was just like magic. The split ends which struggled to make it past my shoulders were suddenly repaired; soon, my hair looked long and full.

I was perfectly content when it was long enough to reach my chest, but my hair wasn’t stopping there. I pushed it back, relishing the sensation of the long, silky locks, and it kept getting longer and longer. Soon, it went halfway down my back. A few moments later, it went down to my hips.

“Amazing,” I breathed, examining my new locks from all angles. I looked like a fucking mermaid with this gorgeous, long hair. The fingernails were an added bonus.

I was satisfied with the results. Little did I know, those few drops of serum that had landed on my breasts were going to have an altogether unwanted effect.

I headed to my bedroom, hanging my towel on a hook on the door and opening my dresser to find something cute to wear. As I started to bent over, I saw my bare breasts began to tremble and quake. They were fairly small — B cups, at best — but I had never been too concerned with their size. Small breasts suited my slender frame.

Something strange was happening to my boobs now, and I immediately began to wipe off the last traces of the serum. But it was too late. The stuff had already been absorbed by the flesh of my breasts, and if it had its intended effect on my body, my tits would grow dramatically, just as my hair and fingernails did…

Panicked, I lay down on my bed, as if closing my eyes would make the entire process come to a halt. I wished that I was imagining things. Sadly, my transforming body was a reality, and I would have to get used to it. My breasts were about to get bigger. By how much? I had no clue. I was about to find out.

With a burst and an odd stretching feeling, my boobs swelled to nearly twice their original size. I stared down at them, lying on my back helplessly. “Please stop,” I whispered, willing my body to go back to normal. I’d wanted to have beautiful long hair, not ridiculous, gigantic breasts.

In defiance, my tits got even bigger, doubling in size again. They were quite large now. If they stopped growing at this point, I knew I could live with the change. These were breasts that would attract and command attention, and although I might get catcalled more often, I would definitely get more dates, too. They were perfectly perky, round orbs that stuck out from my chest like implants.

But that wasn’t all. The serum continued to work its magic, and my breasts doubled in size again. I muttered curse words under my breath as the plump, heaving masses of flesh sprouting out of my chest began to grow bigger and bigger. My nipples grew in proportion; they were large, pointy, and pink, perched atop those massive mountains sitting on my petite frame. With each deep breath I took, the gigantic tits moved up and down. Lying on my back, I couldn’t see my lower body anymore. This was absurd.

“I need to give this so-called doctor a piece of my mind,” I said, struggling out of bed. The gigantic breasts hindered me, making it hard for me to stand up. They were so heavy, so huge, it took me three attempts to actually get out of bed.

And then came the issue of finding clothes that would fit over them. Wearing a bra was out of the question. My only option was an oversized black T-shirt. As I squeezed it over my new curves, I saw, disappointed, that it no longer looked big on me. In fact, it barely covered my tits, resulting in a bare midriff and a hint of underboob. I looked like a total slut wearing this!

I put on a pair of jeans and boots, fortunate that I hadn’t gotten any of the serum on my ass or legs. In that case, I wouldn’t have been able to wear any of my clothes at all. Then I headed back to the doctor’s office, furious and afraid. Hopefully, he would have a way to reverse this. It had been irresponsible of him to prescribe me a serum that would have such dramatic, unintended consequences.

I knew that if my breasts stayed this big, I would be able to function normally in life. I could barely drive my car, let alone put on my seat belt — the quivering, jiggly mountains of flesh got in the way of everything. I prayed that Dr. Bay would be able to bring my body back to normal.
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“What seems to be the trouble, Hannah?” the doctor asked as he glided into his office.

The second our eyes locked, my anger evaporated immediately. How could I be angry at Dr. Bay? He was so cute. I hadn’t noticed how blue his eyes were before. They were quite striking.

“I think you can see what the trouble is,” I whimpered, gesturing towards my chest.

Dr. Bay closed the door gently and surveyed my outlandish figure. He nodded, his brow furrowed. “Ah, yes…unintended growth in other parts of the body. Didn’t you read the potential side effects?”

I sputtered, “Um…no. But maybe you should have told me about them before prescribing the damn serum to me!”

I was irritated when the doctor cracked a small smile. Then, swiping his tongue over his lower lip nervously, he returned to his serious, professional expression. “Well, Hannah, obviously you didn’t intend to get bigger breasts today, but how do you know you won’t get used to your new body and actually enjoy it?”

Although I should have had a quick retort to that idiotic statement, my mind wasn’t working quite right. I couldn’t come up with the right answer. For some reason, I opened my mouth and didn’t say anything. I just stared at Dr. Bay, lips parted, eyes fixed on his. Something about being in his masculine presence was pacifying me. I felt a stirring sensation within me.

“I don’t enjoy having big breasts,” I said at long last. “None of my clothes fit!”

“Then get new clothes. Most women would be happy to have tits that big. You can show them off, can’t you?” he asked.

Dr. Bay was being incredibly unprofessional. I should have been offended that he used the word “tits” with a patient. But in spite of myself, I started to smile.

“I guess I could,” I admitted. “I always wanted more cleavage. Now I can wear low-cut shirts…tight dresses…I’ll look sexy!”

“You already look sexy,” Dr. Bay said, nodding in approval. “And trust me, from a guy’s perspective — there’s nothing out of proportion about your new breasts. You have the kind of body most men fantasize about.”

“I do?” I asked uncertainly.

“Yes. In fact, with your new hair and your new tits, I’d say you qualify as a goddess. You look stunning.”

I giggled. “Thanks, Dr. Bay. You’re too sweet!”

All of a sudden, I wasn’t thinking or talking like my old self. I felt like a total airhead. But for some reason, I didn’t care. I was in the presence of an intelligent, capable man, and that’s all that mattered.

“So, this may not be the news you want to hear, but I don’t have a magical serum that can reverse this growth,” Dr. Bay said.

I thought for a moment. “That’s all right. Now that I know how sexy I am, I think these tits will be a good thing for me!”

“Excellent!” he said. “Since you’re already here, I can examine them for you. You know…to make sure that their rapid growth hasn’t caused any physiological damage to your body.”

I nodded vigorously. “Yes. Thank you, doctor! That sounds wonderful!”

“Just get undressed for me and lie back on the table.”

I didn’t know why he wanted me to take off all my clothes if he was only going to examine my breasts, but I stripped down to my panties and pulled off my too-tight T-shirt. My enormous breasts sprang out, a force to be reckoned with. Dr. Bay stared at them, unable to stop himself from gawking at them. They were certainly visually appealing.

“You must have gotten a lot of the serum on your breasts,” he mused.

I lay back, relieved to have taken some of the weight off my feet. It would take a while to get used to carrying these new tits with me everywhere.

“Let me see how they feel,” Dr. Bay said, washing his hands and coming over to the exam table.

With his deft fingertips, he examined every inch of my new breasts, lifting them up to look beneath them, jiggling them from side to side, pulling them apart. His gentle yet firm touch was reassuring and, in a way, arousing. I knew that this was a clinical examination, but it was starting to turn into a breast massage.

After a couple minutes, I sensed that the doctor and I were on the same page. I noticed that his breathing was getting heavier. His fingers wandered to my nipples, and I got a little thrill when he flicked them a few times, making them fully erect. My skin was so sensitive now.

“Yes…these tits look good,” he said, almost as if he was talking to himself. “If I wasn’t your doctor, I’d want to put my mouth on them.”

His naughty words sent a shiver down my spine. My legs quivered. “I don’t mind if you put your mouth on them. In fact…I think I’d like that,” I sighed.

Dr. Bay lowered his head over my breast and, with one long swipe, slid his long tongue over the mountain of flesh, reaching the nipple. Then he swirled his tongue over my hard nipple. I gasped, feeling a gush of wetness from my pussy. I was completely turned on now — there was no going back.

“Do that again!” I insisted.

Gripping the entire breast in his hand and kneading the flesh between his hungry fingers, the doctor began to suck on my nipple in earnest, applying good pressure and stimulating every sensitive nerve. I opened my mouth, trying to catch my breath. The sensation of his lips and tongue on my bare breast was almost too much to bear.

Without saying a word, he moved over to the other breast, sucking my nipple with more confidence. He knew that I was turned on, and that I wouldn’t tell him to stop. We were both enjoying this so-called examination.

He buried his face between my breasts, turning his head to both sides to kiss each tit, worshiping my body with his mouth. When he emerged from my cleavage, his face was red.

“Everything seems normal,” he said, trying to regain his composure. “Yes. Perfect sensitivity. Good nipple response. Uh…nice bounce and movement. The growth hasn’t impaired the function of your breasts at all.”

I wasn’t listening to a word he was saying. I licked my lips. “Kiss me,” I said.

“Huh?”

“You heard me,” I giggled. “I want to thank you for everything you’ve done for me. I have the hair I always wanted, and the breasts I never knew I wanted. But I love them now.”

Dr. Bay sighed, unable to resist me. He leaned over me and I closed my eyes as his lips pressed against mine. My mouth opened slightly and I extended my tongue cautiously, waiting to feel his. Soon, our tongues were dancing together, and the doctor was stroking my body as we made out passionately.

“I don’t do this with patients normally,” he said, trying to save face.

“So? I want you…I can tell you want me. I think we should enjoy ourselves,” I said, my voice sultry and breathy. I’d never been so loose and free before. It was as if the growth serum had unlocked an entirely new side of my personality. All of a sudden, I craved sexual attention, and I was willing to do anything to get it.

“So I can proceed with our…special exam?” he asked, smoothing his hair.

“Please do.”

“I think we should move onto the pussy. Please take off your underwear.”

I slid my panties down over my legs, letting them fall on the floor.

“Now, this may be difficult for you, but I want you to turn over and get on your hands and knees.”

“Why?” I asked.

“So that I have full access to your pussy.”

“Ah…makes sense…”

Dr. Bay helped me sit up, then I obediently moved into a new position. I was on all fours. I must have been a sight to behold, with my wait-length hair and my gigantic tits dangling beneath me, still maintaining their roundness and fullness even in this position. The doctor took a step back to admire me.

I swept my hair to the side so that it didn’t cover my body. My ass was sticking out. I felt more vulnerable like this, especially as the doctor approached me from behind, ready to fully examine my nether regions.

I heard the snap of latex as he put on a pair of gloves. Then I felt a gloved hand slowly moving my buttock to the side. A gloved fingertip slipped inside my soaking wet, tight hole, moving barely an inch inside me before retreating. The coolness of the glove was a strange and startling sensation.

I must have gasped, because Dr. Bay smacked my ass gently, an almost reassuring gesture. “You’re very tight,” he noted. “Do you have any trouble with intercourse?”

“No,” I said. “But it’s been a while.”

“How long?”

“Too long,” I sighed.

“Hmm. I see,” he said, swiping his finger back and forth over my bare flesh. He found my clit and began to jiggle it ever-so-slightly. The vibrating motion made my entire body tremble, a jolt that the doctor noticed. He moved his hand from my ass to my waist so he could hold me steady. “Good girl. You’re doing a great job.”

“What are you going to do to me next?” I asked. I was entirely at his mercy now. He was the capable, smart doctor and I was just a busty, ditzy bimbo. Even when I thought I was an intelligent young woman, I had been vain enough to get a prescription serum to grow my hair. I had also been foolish enough to ignore the side effects, using way too much of the product.

“What am I going to do next? Well, I want to fully explore your pussy. And that may mean using my fingers…or my mouth…or maybe even…” He trailed off, as if he knew he shouldn’t let that response come to its logical conclusion.

“Your cock?” I asked hopefully.

“Only if you think your body can handle it,” he replied.

“Of course I can handle it!” I cried.

The clever doctor had turned everything around. He should have been concerned that fucking a patient was unprofessional. Instead, he was making this into a little game. He was teasing me, insisting that maybe I wasn’t ready for his cock and that I couldn’t handle it, just to convince me to let him put his hard dick inside me. It was a nefarious, naughty scheme. And it was obviously working. My pussy got wetter at the mere thought of his hard rod pushing inside my slick hole…

“Let me increase the lubrication,” he said. “I want to make sure you’re completely ready for my cock. Just so you know, I’m bigger than the average guy.”

“Perfect,” I breathed, my mouth watering at the thought of his enormous cock. Somehow, the growth serum had turned me into a slut who craved dick more than anything else in the world.

I didn’t even question what he meant by “increase the lubrication.” As his hands gripped my buttocks and spread them apart, I felt his warm breath tickle my inner thighs. It was then that my ditzy, bimbo brain finally grasped what the doctor was going to do to me.

His tongue — that amazingly soft yet firm tongue which had caressed my breasts and nipples so tenderly — began to lick my bare pussy. His slick muscle swept over my slick flesh, making it nice and moist. Dr. Bay played gently with my clit, moving his tongue in every direction — up and down, in circles, in a “jiggling” back and forth motion — that set my body on fire. And, as planned, my pussy got wetter and wetter with every precise stroke. I was gushing within a few minutes.

“You have an absolutely beautiful pussy,” he breathed.

Hearing his voice coming from behind me, I felt like he was too far away from me. And then his mouth would come into contact with my bare skin again and every gentle lap of his tongue would make my body quiver with pleasure. Dr. Bay had gone from examining my massive breasts to eating my pussy. I nearly forgot all about our earlier appointment, when he first prescribed me the serum — it had been quick, professional, and no-nonsense. I never would have guessed that in a few hours, I would be on my hands and knees on the doctor’s exam table, his mouth on my clit, his fingertips digging into flesh as he held my trembling body still.

A few more licks and I knew I would cum. I braced myself for the inevitable explosion. My heartbeat quickened and beads of sweat formed between my breasts. I was getting wetter and wetter, my breathing more and more ragged. Finally, as Dr. Bay’s tongue swept over my throbbing clit one last time, I started to moan uncontrollably. My body trembled violently, goosebumps forming over every inch of my pale flesh as I reached the most explosive orgasm of my life.

And just like that, I had gone from a capable young woman to a complete sex object. My mind had been wiped of every ambition and worry I once possessed. In their place, there was nothing but carnal lust and desire. My body was a network of holes to be filled, my breasts a visual representation of how I wanted men to treat me: like a worthless slut. Somehow, the orgasm that the doctor gave me had sealed my fate and allowed me to accept that from now on, I was nothing but a useless, vapid bimbo whose only job was to let men fuck her.

“You’re doing great,” the doctor said softly, standing up. I heard him unzip his pants and undress himself.

Turning my head, I saw his enormous cock and realized that the extra lubrication had been absolutely necessary. In the past, I might have been terrified to let such a well-endowed man plow my pussy. Now, I was sopping wet and ready for him to take me, to use my hot body for his pleasure.

I was still in the perfect position for Dr. Bay to access my wet, hot pussy. He didn’t ask me if I was ready for his hard dick. He knew that I was.

He held my trembling body still as he began to press the tip of his cock against the entrance to my pussy. Slowly, he pushed himself inside me. After a few inches, he paused, reaching below my body to slap one of my dangling breasts. “Mm…I want to watch your tits while I fuck you…let’s change position,” he suggested.

He pulled out of my pussy and, with his help, I rolled back onto my back, my knees bent. The doctor climbed on top of him, his body intertwined with mine. This position was far more intimate. He covered my neck and chest with kisses as he got into position to fuck me. Without hesitation, his hard cock slid deep inside my pussy. When he was fully buried within me, he murmured, “Much better.”

Dr. Bay played with my breasts as he continued to fuck me, going harder and faster with each thrust. I liked watching his face, seeing the desire burning in his sharp blue eyes, feeling the heat from his breath on my face. This man knew what I wanted and was more than willing to deliver. I didn’t want him to just fuck me — deep down, I wanted him to make love to me. I knew that as a worthless slut, I didn’t deserve his attention; however, we both got what we wanted from this. I got to stare into the doctor’s eyes while he groped and massaged my breasts, enjoying his favorite parts of my body. Meanwhile, he kept fucking me with his huge, hard cock, jolting me with each powerful thrust.

“You’re my favorite patient, Hannah,” he whispered softly before leaving a trail of kisses along my neck. “The sexiest patient I’ve ever had.”

“You’re my favorite doctor,” I replied. “And…”

I trailed off as his mouth met mine again, and as he forced his tongue between my lips, his thrusts grew more quick and intense. My moans were muffled by the doctor’s deep, probing kisses. I squirmed under the relentless squeezing and groping of his demanding fingers, my pussy throbbing as his cock pounded it harder and harder.

The doctor broke his lips away from mine and let out a long groan. He squeezed his eyes shut and thrust in and out of me a few more times before burying his cock deep within my pussy. With a low moan, he came, relaxing his grip on my breasts as a warm ooze of cum filled my wet hole.

Dr. Bay climbed off of me, wiping a bead of sweat from his brow. He sighed deeply. “That was great,” he muttered. “Thank you, Hannah.”

“No, thank you!” I insisted. “Um…can you help me up?”

He chuckled and reached over to help me climb off the table. I struggled back into my clothes, realizing that his warm cum was still inside me. I felt it begin to ooze out of my pussy into my panties. As I put my T-shirt back on, I didn’t even bother trying to cover my entire breasts. The lower half of my boobs were fully exposed, and I didn’t care. The whole world could look at my fabulous tits if they wanted to. I was growing to love my massive mammaries.

“Is there anything else I need to do, doctor?” I asked him, batting my eyes.

“Nope! Everything looks good,” he said, zipping up his pants. “But I think we should have another appointment next week, just to be sure.”

“That sounds wonderful. Should I…prepare myself for it?” I asked, sucking in my breath.

“Yes,” the doctor said. “I want you to apply two drops of the growth serum to each of your buttocks. That will bring your body into proportion and give you a nice hourglass figure.”

“Ah, yes…good thinking!” I sighed. The man was brilliant. What would I do without him?

“And, while you’re at it, rub one drop into each of your breasts.”

“You think my breasts should be even bigger?” I asked in disbelief.

Dr. Bay smirked. “It wouldn’t hurt. I think you’d be sexy with even bigger tits. Oh…and apply a little bit to your lips, too. That will make them swell just enough to…” He hesitated, as if he was trying to think of the right way to phrase his thoughts. “That will make them swell enough to look good wrapped around my cock. We can work on your oral skills at the next appointment.”

I nodded. “Yes, doctor. I’ll do everything you say.”

When I left his office, I nearly caused a car accident — a man driving through the parking lot was so distracted by my tits, he almost hit the curve. I giggled, waving apologetically and hurrying back to my own vehicle.

I decided that I wouldn’t think too much about the doctor’s orders. Soon, I would have oversized lips and a big ass and even bigger tits. But I didn’t care. Once I returned to his office, we could have fun with each other all over again. I couldn’t wait to feel his hard cock inside me again.


The Bimbo Experience




“Bye, honey!” I hurried to kiss Max goodbye, but he was, as usual, in a huge rush to get out the door. He slammed it shut behind him, leaving me alone and more than a little frustrated.

On the surface, my husband and I had the perfect marriage. He had just scored a fabulous executive position at a company, meaning that I was able to quit my job and be a homemaker. Our new, beautiful house was in a great neighborhood. Everyone who knew us assumed that things were going great in our lives and in our marriage.

What they didn’t know was that our sex life had faded over the last few years. Max insisted that he was tired from work, but I wondered if he was a little tired of me, too. I often looked in the mirror, wondering if I needed to do something different with my hair or buy some sexier lingerie. But no matter how much I tried to change things up, my husband simply didn’t seem interested in making love to me anymore.

I was pretty enough. Max used to give me compliments on my long, dark hair, my sparkling hazel eyes, and my slim figure. These days, however, my handsome hubby didn’t comment on my appearance. The only woman whose appearance he commented on was our neighbor, Isabel.

Max always seemed to notice when Isabel, a bubbly blonde with an enviable body, wore a particularly low-cut shirt or tight skirt. Every time he commented on her appearance, I felt a pang of jealousy.

On this particular morning, all the windows were open. I heard the sound of Isabel’s light laugh and peered out the window. There she was, standing in her bra and panties on her porch. She was waving goodbye to a big, buff dude who had a stupid grin on her face. Isabel had a different guy over almost every week. And they were all incredibly sexy men. How did she do it?

Even though I was jealous of the woman, I decided that if I was going to ask anyone for advice about my sex life, it should be her. She seemed to know exactly how to get and keep a man’s attention. Others might have considered her a slut, but I admired her. If I had a body like hers and wasn’t married, I definitely would have wanted to put it to good use.

Later that day, I got up the courage to stop by her place for a chat. I brought along some homemade bread.

“Hi, Isabel!” I cried as she opened her door.

Isabel’s body was covered in a silky robe. To my relief, she didn’t seem annoyed that I stopped by.

“Is that for me?” she asked in disbelief.

“Yes,” I said. “I made this bread and thought I would share it with a few of the neighbors. Also…um…I could use your advice.”

Her eyes widened. “Oh, Holly…I hope everything’s okay! Come on in.”

Once inside, I didn’t waste any time. I laid all my cards out on the table. I told Isabel that my husband didn’t want to sleep with me and asked her if she could give me any pointers.

“I don’t know what else to try,” I sighed. “Max just doesn’t seem interested in me anymore!”

“I’m going to let you in on a little secret,” Isabel said, lowering her voice. I found that amusing, since we were the only ones in the room. “I didn’t always look this good. Or get so many guys.”

Before I could ask her what she meant, she hurried off, scampering up the stairs with a giggle. Isabel may have been a fully grown woman, but she was playful and girlish. When she returned, the belt on her robe slipped open, and she didn’t bother tying it up again. Her round, full breasts peeked out.

“This is my perfume,” she said, holding out a tiny bottle. “I bought it at this weird shop a long time ago. One spritz a day and…voila. I’m sexy and fun and men can’t keep their hands off me!”

I rolled my eyes. That was her secret? Perfume? I assumed that Isabel was concealing the truth. There had to be more to her story.

“For real? You didn’t get plastic surgery?” I asked skeptically.

“Honey, I didn’t have curves until I started using this stuff,” she said. “I don’t know how it works, but it changed everything about me. As long as I keep using it every day, I can maintain this body. I think it will help you.”

She handed me the bottle. I stared at it. There was no label, no list of ingredients.

“Are you sure it will help me?” I sighed.

“One spritz and you’ll be a changed woman. Go on…try it! If you like the results, I’ll show you where to buy it,” she giggled. “Hey, I’ll be right back.”

I sniffed the bottle, then spritzed myself once. Wow…this perfume smelled incredible. I decided that a second dose couldn’t hurt. I spritzed myself again. And again. And then a fourth time. And then…

I knew that I had gone overboard, but the stuff smelled so good! Plus, I didn’t want to be too cautious. I needed to make sure that it actually worked.

Afraid that Isabel would guess that I used too much, I placed the bottle down on a table and called out, “I need to go! Thanks again, Isabel!”

I waved my hands in the air to disperse the scent, then rushed home. So far, I didn’t feel any different. Maybe a little dizzier. The perfume had gone straight to my head. For some reason, I started laughing for no reason. This stuff had put me in a good mood, and I had no idea why.
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I was sweeping in the kitchen when I started to feel something happening inside my body. I felt a rush of energy, as if I was on top of the world. I dropped the broom on the floor and as I bent to pick it up, I felt my chest strain against my button-down shirt.

“Is this thing too tight?” I murmured. I had just bought this shirt last week. It had fit me perfectly at the store. All of a sudden, it was feeling quite tight, especially around my breasts.

With a gasp, I realized that my breasts were growing right before my eyes. The perfume really did work! I was thrilled to see the results.

Every breath I took was accompanied by a slight expansion. My breasts tingled, and as they got bigger, my shirt started feeling tighter. I was about to undo a few buttons when the top one popped off the garment. “Oh!” I cried out.

My breasts had already reached a good size. They were about as large as Isabel’s tits now. It dawned on me that my decision to use so much perfume had been a huge mistake. My transformation wasn’t going to end just yet.

I braced myself for more growth, and as the buttons popped off my shirt one by one, I heard the seams begin to rip. Through the fabric, I saw the flesh of my breasts jiggling and quivering as they expanded. They looked absurd. They were even bigger than Isabel’s breasts now, and while I had set her body as a goal, I couldn’t help but smile to myself as I watched my tits swell. I knew that I had the potential to become even sexier than my hot neighbor.

“The bigger, the better,” I murmured to myself.

As the last button caved under the pressure of the ever-growing masses of flesh, my shirt popped open, revealing my lacy white bra. I saw that my tits were spilling out of the cups which had once covered them completely. Unperturbed, I bounced up and down a few times, watching my enormous breasts jiggle and tremble. They must have quadrupled in size; they were completely out of proportion to my slender frame.

I should have been a little concerned about my rapid transformation; instead, I was very excited about my new body, and all the things I could do with it.

This was how Isabel must have felt all the time: free, uninhibited, and completely empty-headed. I stopped worrying about getting the household chores done. All I could think about was how sexy I looked. I suddenly felt the urge to paint my nails and my lips, curl my hair, and get all dolled up.

I spent the rest of the day primping and preening. I was completely obsessed with my new tits, and couldn’t wait for Max to see them. Even more interesting, I radiated fun and flirtatiousness, and I wasn’t even trying. At one point, a delivery driver arrived with a package I had to sign for.

As I flung open the door, the man’s jaw dropped — and so did the package.

He apologized profusely, picking it off the porch and handing it to me, his fingers trembling. He couldn’t keep his eyes off my chest as I lazily signed for the delivery. The two perky breasts, as big as basketballs, were a huge distraction for him. I was tempted to invite him inside — I was so fucking horny — but the guy ran back to the truck before I could say a word.

Disappointed, I sighed. I noticed Isabel’s front door open across the street, and when she caught a glimpse of me, she smiled at first. Then, staring at my massive breasts, her eyes widened. She stepped outside.

“Are you serious? I thought I told you…one spritz!” she cried out. This was the first time I’d ever heard her sound anything other than fun and relaxed. She seemed pretty mad.

“Oops!” I said, giggling.

“That perfume is very expensive. It was rude of you to use so much of it, Holly!”

“Don’t be jealous because my tits are bigger than yours,” I said, smiling sweetly. “I’ll see you later. Thanks again!”

I went back inside and shut the door, unaware of the fact that I had just begun a rivalry with my blonde neighbor. In my ditzy, vapid state, I didn’t care that she was mad at me. Besides, she had the perfume at home. She could make her breasts enormous if she wanted to.

Little did I know, Isabel was going to do just that…
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“Holly?”

When Max came home that evening, I was waiting for him upstairs, perched on the edge of our bed. I had thought about putting on a sexy dress for him, but for some reason, it seemed even sexier for him to see me in the clothes I had been wearing when he left the house. They looked completely different on me now.

“I’m up here!” I called out.

I heard his footsteps on the stairs and I smoothed my hair one last time, thrusting out my chest and sighing deeply. This was the moment I’d been waiting for all afternoon.

“H-Holly?!”

“I’ve been waiting for you,” I said, biting my lip.

Max stared at my chest, the two orbs of flesh bursting out of my tight white bra.

“This has to be a joke,” he breathed. “That’s…a fake chest, right? Like a Halloween costume?”

“Oh, it’s definitely not fake,” I said. “You can feel for yourself.”

Max came over to me and cautiously rested his hands underneath my breasts. He moved them up and down, his touch tentative, as if he was afraid to come in contact with me.

“Something wrong?” I asked him, my voice a low coo.

“How did you do this to yourself? And…why, Holly?” he asked, his brow furrowed.

“We hardly ever have sex anymore, Max,” I sighed. “I wanted to surprise you tonight. To show you that I’m still the sexy, exciting woman you married…except now, I’m even sexier.”

I giggled, jiggling my tits. My husband would have never admitted that he liked big boobs, but now that I had a pair of huge ones, he couldn’t stop staring at them. He was practically hypnotized by them.

“Besides,” I said. “I see the way you look at Isabel, with her blonde hair and her big boobs. I wanted you to look at me the same way.”

“Baby, you know I’m not into her,” Max argued. “You’re the only woman I love.”

“Just tell me that you think I’m sexy,” I said, staring into his eyes. “That’s all I want from you right now.”

“Of course you’re sexy!” he cried. He was fuming. I had caught my husband checking out other women, and that made him angry. “I didn’t know you were going to try to turn yourself into a different person, Holly. You’re even talking differently. You sound kind of like a bimbo.”

I smiled. “That’s what I like to hear.”

“Really? I thought you wanted me to respect you, and take you seriously.”

“Oh, maybe that’s what I thought I wanted. But now, I understand that what I want is for you to desire me. It’s what’s been missing in our marriage. I just want to be fucked hard, Max.”

He gulped. Unable to contain his lust any longer, Max pounced on top of me, covering my mouth with kisses. We hadn’t kissed this passionately in ages. His hot tongue probed the inside of my mouth as his fingers roamed my body.

“Take off the shirt,” he muttered.

I slipped off the useless garment that was half-covering my breasts. Max unzipped my pants and pulled them off. Then, he kissed me again, shoving his fingers under my lacy white panties and feeling my slick, hot pussy. I was wet and ready for him to take me.

Just as things were getting steamier, the doorbell wrong. Max whipped his head around and reluctantly stood up. “I’ll be back,” he said to me gruffly.

“But Max…” I protested, writhing on the bed. “Things were just getting good!”

“One minute. And then I’ll fuck you hard, just the way you want me to.” He licked his lips, took one last look at my melon-sized breasts, and left the room.

Once he opened the door, I heard a woman’s voice. I sat up straight, clapping a hand over my mouth in shock. It couldn’t be my neighbor…could it?

When Max came back into the room, Isabel was trailing behind him. To my shock, she was sporting two huge breasts — they were even bigger than mine. So this was her way of getting revenge on me for using too much of her perfume. I wondered what she would do next.

“Holly, didn’t you tell him?” she said to me, feigning innocence. The strap of her hot pink tank top slipped over her tan shoulder, and she pulled it back up with a giggle. Her fingernails were painted the same shade of pink. With her bleached blonde hair and bright white smile, Isabel looked like a living doll.

“Tell him what?” I asked.

“That you wanted to have a threesome,” she said softly.

I was about to argue with her, but Max was clearly into the idea. He looked at Isabel, then back at me. “This is the best thing I could have come home to. I didn’t even know you two were friends.”

“We’re not,” Isabel said sweetly. “But I told Holly that I could share my secret to a perfect body with her, as long as she was willing to share her hot husband with me.”

Max nervously laughed. “And you agreed to it, Holly?”

I bit my lip. I didn’t want to share Max with anyone, especially not Isabel, but if it made him happy to have two sexy, busty women in his bed, then I had no choice but to let him fuck both of us. I’d wanted to spice up our marriage…hadn’t I? And I did owe Isabel something for using up so much of her perfume.

“Yes,” I lied. “I liked the idea.”

Max was truly turned on. “Wow…I had no idea you’d be into that stuff. This is the best night of my life.”

I beamed, happy that my husband was so pleased with me.

Isabel, obviously getting bored with this discussion, decided to take matters into her own hands. She grabbed my husband and kissed him deeply, running her hands over his back and loosening his tie.

“I always knew I’d get you into bed someday,” she murmured to him. “Now take off your shirt. I want to see your muscles.”

“My muscles?” he laughed.

“Don’t keep me waiting,” Isabel said in a sultry tone.

The woman was a pro. She knew how to excite a man, and how to flip the script. Max and I had always had nice but incredibly vanilla sex in the past. Isabel was probably into all kinds of kinky games.

“The pants, too,” I said. “Take everything off, so we can see your cock.” I turned to Isabel. “His cock is huge.”

She gasped as his half-erect member came into view. Isabel immediately fell to her knees, ready to worship his cock. I felt a pang of jealousy as she wrapped her pretty lips around his dick and began to suck eagerly. Max stared down at her, running his fingers through her hair, a slight smile on his face.

I couldn’t let this woman have all the fun. I joined her on the floor, and once she pulled his cock out of her mouth, I began to lick his shaft, running my tongue up and down along its surface. Isabel licked the other side, flicking her long pink tongue up and down the length of his thick, long rod. Together, we gave Max’s cock more stimulation than he could handle. He began to groan, and instinctively, we both retreated, not wanting him to cum too soon.

Isabel turned her attention to me, flipping her long blonde hair away from her face and leaning in to give me a deep, soft kiss on the lips. I closed my eyes and melted into the kiss. It was sweet and passionate and sexy. My body yielded, and next thing I knew, I was lying on back on the bedroom floor, Isabel’s petite yet curvy body on top of mine. Her big breasts were pressed against my chest, and even through her tank top, I could feel that her nipples were hard and excited.

Isabel, always one step ahead of me, had let the straps of her shirt fall off her shoulders again. Her big, quivering breasts threatened to burst out at any moment. Then I heard a loud ripping sound as her pink shirt popped off her body and her gigantic tits filled my field of vision. Isabel lifted herself off of me slightly, shoving her tits in my face, as if to demonstrate that they were even bigger than mine. My head was trapped between them, and I could barely breathe as the two enormous mounds of flesh encased my face.

With a little laugh, Isabel sat up. I reached behind my back to unhook my own bra so that I could show off my own tits. I glanced at Max, and he was stroking his cock slowly, watching this sexy girl-on-girl scene unfold right before his eyes.

“This is better than porn,” he groaned.

Isabel climbed on top of me again, and this time, I felt the heat and weight of her bare breasts against mine. She kissed me with an open mouth before sliding her body down over my torso, planting kisses on each of my breasts. Her mouth encircled my nipple and she bit it gently, making me gasp. Then she teased me by grazing her teeth over my other nipple, sucking it hard and making a popping sound with her lips as she let go of it.

“Mm…your body’s so sexy now, Holly,” she gushed. “Is your pussy wet?”

“Uh-huh,” I breathed.

Isabel lowered herself further. “Bend your legs for me, sweetie.”

I swiftly obeyed her. Max let out an audible sigh of pleasure as Isabel buried her face between my thighs. She was on all fours as she ate me out, her ass sticking up in the air behind her. Max probably couldn’t believe what his wife and his hot neighbor were doing together.

I let out a quivering moan as Isabel’s slick tongue meticulously swiped over every inch of my pussy. She began to focus on my clit, flicking it back and forth at a furious tempo. This was a woman who had eaten pussy before…I could tell that she was incredibly skilled.

Max came over to me, stroking his cock and rubbing it against my jiggly tits. He didn’t say a word, but every few moments, he let out a grunt or groan of pleasure. Isabel lifted her head up from between my legs and said to him, “You can fuck me, if you want to.”

He took her up on the invitation without hesitating. I was distracted from the intense pleasure that Isabel’s tongue gave me. I watched intently as my husband positioned himself behind her. She lifted her legs, one at a time, as he reached under her miniskirt and pulled her G-string off. Then he placed his hands on her round hips and thrust his cock inside her.

Isabel let out a muffled moan into my pussy. I strained towards her, not wanting her to become distracted by her own pleasure. I was getting close to exploding already, and I didn’t want Isabel to stop licking my pussy.

With a shuddering breath, Isabel sighed, “Ohh, Max…yes…just like that…”

A smile flashed briefly over Max’s face before he was overtaken by his arousal once more. My husband fucked her like a machine, rhythmically and rapidly. I was a little upset that he was fucking her before me, but at the same time, I knew that the only reason I had a fabulous body was Isabel’s secret perfume. She deserved to feel my husband’s hard cock inside of her. As long as she kept licking my soft folds and bringing me closer and closer to orgasm…

“You’re so tight,” Max said gruffly.

Isabel murmured something, but she was incoherent. I strained towards her, groaning that I was getting close. “Don’t stop…I’m almost there!”

As her tongue swirled over my clit, I began to sigh deeply with pleasure. The orgasm that rocked my body made me shiver from head to toe. I clamped my thighs around Isabel’s head, my tits quivering wildly as she brought me over the edge of ecstasy.

Isabel lifted her head and began to focus on her own pleasure. Within a few moments, she was cumming, too. Her loud moans of pleasure were pornographic. I watched her big, bare breasts swinging beneath her and saw my husband pull her hair, asserting his dominance over the hot blonde slut as he fucked her.

“What about me?” I asked helplessly. I was still lying on my back. With these huge, cumbersome breasts, it wouldn’t be easy to get back on my feet.

Now that Isabel had gotten her fill of my husband, she turned her head towards him and whispered, “Go back to your wife.”

He pulled out of her pussy, giving her ass one last slap. Isabel stood up, letting out a little sigh. She watched approvingly as Max positioned himself on top of me, straddling my body.

“What…what are you doing?” I asked him, perplexed.

“I’m going to fuck your tits.”

“My tits?” I asked in disbelief. “Not my pussy?”

“I’ve always wanted to try this…but your breasts were never big enough,” he admitted. “And I already fucked Isabel’s pussy — she was so nice and tight…I wanted to try something different.”

“Then go ahead,” I said, licking my lips.

I should have known that Max would want to try something like this with my massive breasts. And even though it wasn’t as physically satisfying as a hard cock inside me, there was something incredibly arousing about watching my husband use me like a sex object. It was as if I was nothing but a body to him.

“Push them together for me,” he urged. I squeezed the flesh of my breasts, pushing them as tight as I could. Max’s cock penetrated my tight, deep cleavage, and as he began to thrust in and out of the space, I was mesmerized by the sight of his dick between those two jiggly orbs of flesh.

Isabel knelt beside me and leaned down to kiss me again. It excited me to feel her tongue in my mouth, and I reached up to caress her breasts. I hoped she could see that I wasn’t mad at her for coming over to play with my husband. In fact, I was incredibly glad that she had surprised me tonight.

“Thank you,” I murmured, my voice trembling.

She smiled. “I can come over any time you two want me to.”

Max grunted from exertion, and I stared at the tip of his hard cock as it darted towards me, then retreated.

“I think I’m close,” he muttered. “Oh…fuck…I’m cumming…”

I watched as he exploded, a huge rope of white cum shooting over my chest. Some of the droplets landed on my upper chest, and some of it made it into my waiting, open mouth. I felt a few drops clinging to my lips, and I immediately swirled my tongue over my mouth, pulled it inside, and gulped it all down like a good girl.

“That was so hot,” Max said, catching his breath.

He stood up, and Isabel flung her arms around him. “Thanks for the fun,” she said to him, giving him a kiss on the cheek.

Before I could compose herself, my hot neighbor had put her shirt back on, grabbed her G-string off the floor, and was heading downstairs. My husband lay down on the floor next to me. He ran his fingers through my hair.

“I liked playing with the two of you,” he said. I sensed that he was containing his excitement. His voice was calm, but his eyes were wide and wild.

“So did I.” I sighed. “I just wanted you to want me, Max.”

“Baby, of course I want you,” he said, kissing me on the lips. “You’re the most beautiful, sexy, amazing woman I know.”

“You’re just saying that because you can fuck my tits now,” I replied with a grin.

“Well…that definitely doesn’t hurt your cause,” he said. “You and Isabel are so hot together. I never even dreamed of getting the chance to sleep with her. And then…this happened. It’s almost too much for me to process.”

“Don’t think about it,” I said. “Just enjoy it.”

I was pleased with myself for bringing passion back into my marriage with Max — even if that had meant turning myself into a woman who looked like a blowup doll. I couldn’t complain about my hot new body, though. It had gotten me everything that I wanted.

I began to fantasize about all the fun things Max and I would do from now on. The possibilities were infinite, especially with sexy Isabel on standby, ready to be our third whenever we wanted to play with her.

“I really need to do something nice to thank Isabel for making this happen,” I sighed. “Any ideas?”

Max’s eyes lit up. “Oh, I can think of a few.”

As he began to eagerly describe a dirty, sexy scenario, I was left breathless by his sexual intensity. This was the fire that had been missing from our relationship, the spark of lust that I had assumed was gone forever. I knew that my husband desired me — and that was all that mattered now.


The Bimbo Avatar




Comet-Man: looking sexy as always, Lydia

Star_Girl: thanks, stranger :) now let’s play!

A wide grin filled my face as I leaned back in my seat, my hands positioned on the controller. A little flirting with my teammate always put in the mood to play Intergalactic Battle. This was my happy place. In real life, I may have been a quiet nerd, but in this video game, I was a sexy vixen. I had chosen a sexy avatar as a joke, way back when. Now, however, the beautiful woman I played in the game was a crucial part of my identity.

After finishing college, I’d started to work in a boring research lab. Nerdy video games were my escape from work, as well as from my real life. And in this one, I could escape into a thrilling fantasy world where I happened to be a platinum blonde, buxom, slim woman. Guys from all over the world wanted to be my teammate and chat with me. Sometimes, we would flirt endlessly. It was all just a silly game, but it gave me a safe way to escape reality for a few hours each night.

If only I possessed my avatar’s confidence and sex appeal. It wasn’t just her bouncing, virtual breasts and perfect ass that made me want to be her. It was the way I felt when I typed in her voice. I felt more girly and flirty than ever pretending to be her.

And unlike me, she was incredibly stylish. Every outfit I put on her looked good, whether it was a revealing string bikini or a slinky cocktail dress. This time, I gave her a tight white T-shirt, cut-off shorts, and a pair of trendy sunglasses to complete the look. I had such a great time living vicariously through this gorgeous, fictional woman, dressing her in sexy outfits that I would never have the courage to wear myself.

Tonight, however, I knew that I would have to cut my game with “Comet-Man” short. My friend Shawn was coming over to play a different game. Shawn was a bit of a geek, but he was still kind of cute. We met back in college, where I’d had the biggest crush on him. I wondered if he was single…

I bid my flirtatious teammate farewell and straightened up the apartment, eager to finally have a guest over to play video games with. By the time Shawn arrived, I was feeling flustered and nervous. Strange…I talked to random dudes almost every night. Why did seeing an old friend make me feel so nervous?

“Lydia!” he cried.

Damn. Shawn looked cuter than ever. He had a mischievous smile on his lips. If I had been less awkward, I might have given him a hug. Unfortunately, I didn’t have much game.

“Come in!” I said, leading him inside. “Have a seat. You want anything to drink?”

“I’m good,” Shawn said, sauntering into the apartment. He observed his surroundings. And I observed him carefully. Suddenly, my old pal seemed way less geeky. Had Shawn gotten hotter since we graduated?

“We can play any game you want!” I said, desperate to distract myself from my friend’s attractive appearance. I adjusted my glasses, a nervous habit, and anxiously smoothed my hair.

“You feeling all right?” he asked.

“Yes. It’s just…you’re the first guest I’ve had over since I moved into my own place. I’m a little nervous,” I admitted with a deep sigh. “Now…what game do you want to try?”

Shawn settled down next to me on the sofa. “Hmm…well, you’ve told me a lot about that Intergalactic War game. I still haven’t played it.”

I twitched slightly as he botched the name of the game, but I wasn’t about to correct him. “Sounds like a plan!” I cried cheerfully, handing him a controller.

I quickly realized that if I turned the game back on, Shawn would see my sexy avatar. How embarrassing! I would need to give myself a more modest persona. Maybe an alien, or a cat in a space suit. There was no way I could let my friend see that I pretended to be a ditzy blonde with huge tits and a costume that barely covered her curves.

Fortunately, I knew the game so well, I could have that sorted out before Shawn would ever see my embarrassing avatar. But as I pushed a few buttons on the controller, I realized that nothing was happening. I glanced at Shawn and, with a gasp of horror, I saw that I had given him my controller by mistake.

“Is something wrong? You’re acting weird, Lydia,” my friend said, raising his eyebrow.

I turned to the TV screen and saw it was too late. There she was, in all of her jiggly glory. My avatar swayed her hips seductively and blew kisses, bending over slightly to show off her virtual cleavage. I knew I had to act fast. I leaped off the couch, rushing to unplug everything all at once.

Shawn was too distracted by my bizarre behavior to even notice the sexy woman on the screen. “What are you doing, Lydia? You’re acting crazy!”

“Oh…no…I have to unplug everything and plug it back in sometimes. You know. Technical issues,” I said, forcing a laugh. As I pulled out the last plug, a huge spray of white sparks filled the air, making me scream. I felt a jolt of electricity run through my body with a white-hot shiver. All the lights flickered.

And then, just as quickly as it happened, my electric shock felt like a distant memory.

“What the hell was that?” Shawn shouted, jumping up from his seat. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” I said weakly. “Don’t worry. This…this happens sometimes.”

As I plugged the cords back in, I saw that I had reset everything. What a relief! I went back to the couch, my body still humming slightly, and joined my confused friend.

“You can be any character you want,” I said to him.

He quickly chose an avatar and as I searched for one to use, I saw something strange.

“Whoa,” Shawn murmured. He noticed it, too. “That avatar looks just like you.”

In place of my usual sexy avatar, there was a nerdy-looking, bespectacled woman.

“Oh…that’s my, uh…custom character,” I said, laughing nervously. “I designed her myself.”

Little did my friend know, there was no way I would ever choose to play this game as boring old Lydia. And I had no idea what I was doing in the game. Something weird was going on.

As Shawn and I started to play, I noticed that it was becoming difficult for me to explain the rules to him. Normally, I was an expert, and yet here I was, fumbling over my words (especially the big ones). Maybe I was just nervous because I had a cute guy over at my place. As much as I loved video games, the thought of doing other things with Shawn sounded more appealing right now. If I wasn’t so shy, I might have climbed on his lap and kissed him…

A strand of hair fell in front of my face, and as I pushed it out of the way, I noticed that it looked lighter. Upon closer inspection, it was definitely light blonde now. I grabbed a clump of hair and saw that all of it was more golden in color now. Fortunately, Shawn didn’t seem to notice. He was too wrapped up in the game.

“This is fun,” he said, blasting a rock formation with a space ray. “So what happens if we meet any aliens? Do we fight them?”

“If that happens, we would…” I trailed off as I glanced down at my chest. Oh my God…were my boobs growing? Beneath my T-shirt, my chest appeared to be swelling rapidly. I’d never had any boobs to speak of, and yet now, they were growing bigger and bigger by the moment.

“What would we do?” Shawn asked impatiently, turning towards me. His eyes widened. He, too, saw my breasts expanding.

If they had stopped growing now, I would have been happy. My boobs had reached a nice, full C cup — just enough to strain against my T-shirt, but not so big that they were a huge distraction. They still weren’t as huge as my avatar’s tits. Unfortunately, it appeared that their rapid growth wasn’t done yet.

“What’s happening to your boobs?” Shawn murmured, his controller slipping out of his hands as he focused his attention on my transforming body. I couldn’t tell if he was terrified or turned-on.

“I don’t know,” I breathed, lifting my new breasts from underneath. I squeezed them between my fingers. I wanted to feel them to make sure they were real. Oh, yeah…they were definitely real. Springy, fleshy, firm. I had been smart enough to wear a stretchy bra which could accommodate my expanding assets. Still, as my tits grew fuller and heavier, I began to feel that they were straining against my bra and my T-shirt.

Shawn’s eyes were fixed on my erect nipples, which were practically poking holes through my shirt. His jaw dropped. “Do you want me to call for help? Maybe, like…911?”

“No!” I shrieked. “I don’t want anyone to see me like this.”

As my breasts took over my body, my shirt was forced up, exposing my bare midriff. Wow…my tummy looked pretty good. It had never been so flat and tan before. And my waist looked slimmer than ever.

“Your hair,” Shawn muttered, looking up from my tits to stare at my long, platinum blonde locks. They cascaded down my back in soft, silky waves.

“I think I know what’s going on,” I murmured, biting my lip. “It’s the avatar. Lydia is in the game, and the avatar I use…is me. I’m turning into my avatar!”

My friend had no idea what I was talking about, but I completely understood what had happened. The electric shock had been some sort of energy transfer. I was literally turning into my Intergalactic Battle avatar. Shy, geeky Lydia had been relegated to the virtual realm. Her physical form now belonged to a hot, buxom blonde with a perfect body…

At that moment, my tits stopped growing. And it was just in time. The sound of a few seams popping made it clear that my T-shirt had been pushed to the limit by these huge, fleshy orbs. Another inch of growth and they would have ripped the garment right off my sexy body.

Cautiously, I stood up. “Well…what do you think?” I asked Shawn.

He looked me up and down, and his eyes, filled with lust, made it clear what he thought. I looked like a porn star, not his nerdy friend.

“You look amazing,” he muttered. “Not that you didn’t look good before, but…wow, Lydia. I never could have imagined you looking so hot!”

The room went blurry for a moment, and I instinctively pulled the glasses off my face. My vision was perfect now, too. I stepped to the side of the room, admiring myself in the full-length mirror on the wall. From head-to-toe, I was glamorous and sexy. My long blonde hair fell almost to my waist. My eyelashes were longer; my lips were plump and full. My huge breasts were the focal point of my figure. Beneath my tits was a tiny tummy and slender waist, which jutted out into wide hips that perfectly filled out my jeans. I spun around to get a good view of my tight, round butt.

“So, uh…you want to play video games now?” Shawn asked uncertainly.

I laughed. He must have thought that I still had Lydia’s old brain, too. I still possessed parts of my old personality — but only the more feminine, flirty aspects. I couldn’t imagine wasting hours playing a stupid video game when I had a hot guy right in front of me who was obviously aroused by my body.

The old Lydia might have resigned herself to a quiet evening playing video games with Shawn, but avatar Lydia had different priorities. I was desperate to bring my virtual flirting into the real world.

“I don’t want to play this game,” I sighed, walking towards him. I coyly twirled a strand of hair around my finger. “Let’s do something more…fun.”

“What’s more fun than the game?” he asked. Shawn gulped, gazing up at me as I approached him.

I slowly pulled the controller out of his hand and tossed it on the floor. Tossing my long hair back, I plopped myself down on his lap. My huge chest filled his field of vision. He struggled to avert his eyes.

“I’ve always had a little crush on you,” I murmured, brushing my fingers through his tousled hair. I saw his lower lip tremble as I teased him. “You didn’t know that, did you?”

“No,” he said softly.

“I didn’t want you to know. Because why would you have been interested in me when I was a flat-chested nerd with glasses?” I shifted my weight, straddling him. I felt a bulge in his pants harden. “I know that guys fantasize about women with big tits…don’t they?”

Shawn was torn. He probably didn’t know whether he should try to appease the old Lydia by telling me that he’d always found me cute, or whether he should flatter the new Lydia by agreeing with me. Instead, he wrapped his arms around me and stared into my eyes.

I leaned forward and kissed his lips, my mouth moving softly over his. As I pulled back, he caught my lower lip between his teeth, biting it with sensual aggression. I never would have guessed that Shawn was such a good kisser. I pressed my lips against his again, opening my mouth and stroking the tip of his firm tongue with my own. His hands were in my hair and he pulled me in closer for a deeper, more passionate kiss. His agile tongue probed the inside of my mouth and he pulled my hair tightly at the roots.

“See?” I said, feeling my cheeks burning brightly as I leaned back again. “This is much more fun than a silly video game.”

“You’re making me so hard,” he muttered. In response, I began to grind against his crotch, wishing that I wasn’t wearing these constricting blue jeans.

“Let me strip for you,” I said, taking the opportunity to undress and titillate him simultaneously.

Shawn gave me his full attention as I shimmied out of my jeans, revealing my long, tan legs. I spun around, coyly lowering my panties before snapping them back over my ass.

“Stop it,” Shawn sighed. “Don’t tease me like that.”

I spun around to face him again and saw that he had unzipped his fly. His hand wandered towards his crotch.

“I took off my pants, so you should, too,” I said defiantly.

Without protesting, Shawn slipped off his pants, and his boxers, too. And then he yanked off his shirt. His slim but toned body was perfect. And his cock…well, it was way bigger than I expected. Nice and thick and long. I couldn’t wait to put it in my mouth.

But before that could happen, Shawn wanted me to finish stripping. His hand was on his dick, stroking rhythmically, as I struggled to pull my skin-tight T-shirt up over my massive breasts. Eventually, I gave up, letting out a sexy sigh of disappointment.

“I’m trapped,” I whimpered.

“No, you’re not.” Shawn stood up and, in one quick motion, ripped the shirt off my body. It fell in two pieces on the floor beneath me.

I was left standing there in an extremely tiny, A cup bra that barely concealed my nipples. To think, this bra had once served me well! Now, it hardly covered a tenth of my gigantic chest mountains.

Before I could say anything, Shawn, eager to see my new body in all its glory, reached behind me and flicked the bra’s hook. The garment popped off my chest, practically flying across the room. My huge, bouncing breasts were exposed at last, two enormous and jiggly orbs with erect nipples. Shawn immediately buried his head between them, unable to contain his excitement.

I felt his lips on my bare flesh, and then his tongue, and he pulled his head out from my massive cleavage to lasciviously lick each of my breasts, one at a time. His tongue swirled in big circles before focusing on my hard nipples. I shuddered as he encircled my nipples with tight, wet licks, then flicked his tongue over them rapidly. I could only think about how his mouth would feel against the tender flesh between my legs…

“You like my tits?” I asked, giggling.

“I guess I never told you that I’m a boob guy,” Shawn muttered.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I said curiously.

“Because I wouldn’t have wanted to hurt your feelings,” he said, squeezing and kneading the flesh of my breasts. He quickly kissed my lips again. “You always had small boobs. But now…well…fuck. You’re probably the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen in my life, Lydia.”

“And you can do whatever you want to me. Anything,” I said invitingly.

“Really? Anything?”

“I’m all yours tonight.” My voice was filled with lust. I couldn’t contain my desire.

“In that case…” Shawn dropped to his knees and shoved his fingers under my panties. I moaned as he roughly stroked my soft folds. Impatiently, he yanked the panties down over my hips and I helped him remove them completely.

The moment that I was completely naked, Shawn’s talented tongue set to work on my pussy. He knew exactly what I liked, as if by magic. He swirled over every inch of soft flesh, exploring my crevices with gentle licks. Every time I groaned and shudder with pleasure, he pulled back, teasing me to heighten my excitement. Then, when I started begging for more, he dove back between my legs.

I began to feel weak, so I flopped back on the couch, spreading my legs far apart to make it easier for Shawn to eat my pussy. He gazed up at me adoringly from time to time as he rolled his tongue over every delicate fold, then slipped it inside my tight, sopping wet hole. I leaned back, closing my eyes as he worked overtime to fulfill my desires. My pussy had never gotten so wet before. Every so often, Shawn would reach up to grab one of my tits or say something dirty to me. My physical transformation had unlocked a new side to my old friend. Shawn was always a sweet, polite young man, but in the presence of a voluptuous sexpot who only wanted him for his body, he was revealing his sexual side.

“Don’t stop,” I begged, spreading my legs even further apart and straining my pussy towards his open mouth. “I’m getting close already…”

Shawn’s tongue was on my love button now, and I knew that he would send me over the edge in no time. I began to gasp and shake uncontrollably, as if I had been possessed by unbridled lust. As Shawn’s feverish licks filled my body with waves of orgasmic pleasure, I moaned loudly. It was at this moment that I shed whatever had been left of my inhibitions. I had completely turned into my sexy avatar. Like her, I was driven by giggly desire and physical pleasure. I used to like video games, but suddenly, I knew that there was nothing better than getting eaten out by a sexy man who knew how to make me cum hard.

“Yes…yes…” I breathed, feeling my heartbeat start to slow down. “Oh, God…that was incredible.”

“Really?” Shawn asked, almost in disbelief.

“You’re good at that,” I said, running my tongue over my lower lip. “I think I need to do something to say thanks.”

I had drawn Shawn’s attention to my mouth. He didn’t take his eyes off my sexy, plump lips as I climbed off the couch and dropped to my knees in front of him. I cupped his balls in my hand, then grasped and stroked his hard cock. He let out a little grunt of pleasure as I caressed him from base to tip.

“You nasty slut,” he said in a low voice.

I couldn’t argue with him. I felt like a nasty slut right now. With my open mouth poised to envelop his thick shaft, I moved in for the kill. Inch by inch, I filled my mouth with his hard cock, wrapping my lips tightly around his rod and going as deep as I possibly could. I pulled him out of my mouth in slow motion, extending his pleasure as long as I could.

“Shit…you’re good at this,” he groaned. “You must suck a lot of cocks, Lydia.”

I didn’t know what to say. I was quite inexperienced with men, but when it came to Shawn, I seemed to know exactly what to do. Maybe my avatar was the one who knew how to suck dick like a pro.

“Thanks,” I replied, keeping it simple. Gripping the base of his shaft in my hand, I stroked rapidly as I used my lips and tongue to stimulate the upper half of his cock. I swirled my tongue rapidly over his shaft in a fluttering motion from time to time as my head bobbed up and down on his cock. I had the perfect lips for sucking dick now. They were so thick and plump and juicy.

Shawn’s eyes were squeezed tightly shut, and he seemed to be lost in thought. I realized that he was trying to do everything in his power not to explode inside my mouth.

“Something wrong?” I asked.

“I don’t want to finish so soon,” he muttered. “But you’re so sexy…and so good at this…”

I ran my tongue up and down his cock one last time and then stood up abruptly. “Then let’s do something else…”

“Huh?” Shawn sounded genuinely confused. All of the blood must have left his brain and flowed down to his hard dick.

I didn’t have the energy to explain what I meant. Instead, I decided it would be best to show him what I wanted. I turned around, bending over the couch and thrusting my ass out.

“Fuck me,” I sighed.

“Now?”

“Yes. Now.” I stayed in that position, bent over and ready for him to take me. I was displaying my ass and pussy as if I was just a piece of meat, ready to be consumed. I wondered if Shawn would hesitate. He had never seen me degrade myself like this before. But right now, I knew that I was just a sex object to him, and I deserved to be treated like one. I had forgotten how to be clever, how to have an intelligent conversation, and how to win a video game. All that mattered was that I was soaking wet and Shawn’s huge, throbbing member would slip inside my pussy easily right now.

Shawn’s hands gripped my hips as he positioned himself behind me. I heard him let out a shuddering sigh as he slid his cock inside my tight hole. He filled me up completely and then stayed there a moment. One of his hands wandered towards my tit, gripping it tightly. With his other hand, he smacked my ass hard.

“This is way better than porn,” he groaned.

I was satisfied with the compliment. With a sexy woman like me around, Shawn didn’t need to rely on fantasy. I was hotter than any fantasy he could conjure up in his twisted mind.

“Fuck me hard,” I begged. “Please…”

He obeyed my command, sliding his dick in and out of me with rhythmic precision. Each deep thrust jolted my body, and I clutched the couch cushions, hanging on for dear life. My enormous tits bounced and swayed beneath me, their weight pulling me forward. I still had to get used to this top-heavy body and these gigantic breasts. I couldn’t even begin to fathom what my life would be like now that I had an enormous, attention-grabbing chest.

“You like this?” Shawn asked, holding me steady by the hips as he thrust in and out of me over and over.

“Yes…”

“Do you want to change positions?”

I bit my lip. “Maybe. If you want to…”

“Turn over.”

It was a huge relief to flip over onto my back, although now, my big breasts posed a new challenge. Shawn immediately started fucking me again, and this time, my tits kept bouncing up and down wildly with each thrust, obscuring my view of the sexy man in front of me.

But Shawn couldn’t take his eyes off them, so I knew that I couldn’t complain. He loved my boobs, and that was all that mattered. And he seemed to love my pussy, too. He began to shove his cock even deeper inside me, fucking me as hard and deep as he could. His ragged breathing turned into labored grunts of pleasure, and as he plunged his dick into my sopping wet hole one last time, he buried his cock completely inside me and let out a low moan of excitement. At that moment, I felt an eruption deep within my pussy as he shot out a warm load of cum, marking his territory once and for all, claiming my pussy as his own.

Shawn pulled his cock out of me slowly, catching his breath. A huge grin filled his face.

“Lydia, that was amazing,” he breathed. “The best sex of my life.”

“Mine, too,” I sighed, struggling to sit up on the couch.

He joined me, wrapping his arms around me and giving me another kiss on the lips before nestling his head against my ample bosom. We were both exhausted and dripping with sweat. I could feel my soaking wet pussy dripping, his cum beginning to ooze out of me. What a dirty girl I’d become!

“So, uh…can we do this again sometime?” he asked.

“Whenever you want,” I replied. “I guess it’s pretty obvious that I like you now!” I let out a ditzy giggle. Wow…I had turned into such a bimbo.

“Very obvious.” He nodded his head in agreement. “But you probably say that to all the guys.”

Shawn must have forgotten that less than an hour ago, I wasn’t a confident, bubbly vixen. My old, nerdy self was fading fast from his mind. To be fair, though, when he was fucking me, I had already completely forgotten about the way I used to be. And the thought of going back to my old, flat-chested form was inconceivable. As long as I didn’t mess around with those video game controllers, I could keep my huge tits, my long blonde hair, and my high sex drive forever.

“I don’t say that to all the guys,” I said, licking my lips. “You’re the only guy I’m attracted to, Shawn.”

He chuckled. “We’ll see about that.” Then, his eyes widened, as if he had an idea. “Hey…Lydia…you mind if I bring my friend Paul over next time?”

“Is he cute?” I asked.

“How would I know? I don’t think about whether or not my guy friends are attractive.” Shawn laughed. “But I do know that he has a thing for blondes.”

“You mean…you two would share me?” I murmured.

“Yeah. Why not?” He slapped my tit, making it jiggle. “I think you’ve got enough body to go around.”

His dumb joke made me giggle uncontrollably. But deep down, I was thrilled by the thought of two men filling my holes at the same time. And maybe after two men, I could handle three guys at once. And then…

But I was getting ahead of myself. I had a lot of work to do. I would need to buy sexy lingerie and new clothes to accommodate my voluptuous figure, not to mention invest in some beauty treatments, like manicures and tans, to further enhance my appearance. I would probably have to quit my job at the lab, since there was no way I could handle that kind of work anymore. I should have been worried, but now that I was a sexy blonde avatar, I didn’t have a care in the world. I was perfectly happy with my life as a busty bimbo. I could only hope that I would be able to stay like this forever.


The Bimbo Edit




“Lorna, if you want me to get you any more jobs, you’re going to need to give me a completely updated portfolio. How many times do I need to ask you for new photos?”

Calvin was clearly irate. But even when he was angry, I couldn’t help but notice how handsome my agent was. In his dapper blue suit, the man looked like a model himself.

“Give me one hour and I’ll have my new pictures edited!” I cried. “I swear.”

He sighed. “All right. I don’t know why you won’t let our in-house editors take care of them, but…go ahead. I’ll be in my office.”

Calvin disappeared and I opened my laptop. He had no idea that the reason my new photos were delayed was because I had been waiting for my brand-new, expensive editing software to arrive. Supposedly, the program was so easy to use, anyone could transform their photos in minutes. And my photos definitely needed a transformation.

I was tired of getting booked for boring catalog work and being hired for my “pretty face.” I was stick thin, but I wasn’t tall enough to be a runway model; I had honey-colored hair and bright green eyes, but I wasn’t gorgeous enough to advertise makeup or hair dye. My dream was to be recognized as sexy and beautiful — and this editing software was the only way to give myself a competitive advantage, as far as I could tell.

“What are you doing?” a woman’s voice asked.

“Just editing my photos,” I said, shielding the screen so that the other model couldn’t see what I was doing. Sasha, a dark-haired beauty, was often booked for the sexy jobs that I couldn’t snag. She was slightly curvier than I was, and her striking looks garnered her a lot of attention (and lingerie ads). She was definitely Calvin’s favorite client.

“Oh? Can I try this software?” Sasha asked. “I need to fix my portfolio, too.”

“Sure, you can use it later,” I said, nodding absentmindedly as I made a few clicks. I hated trying to do anything productive at my agency. There were far too many interruptions.

“Thanks!” she cried, her heels clicking on the floor as she disappeared down the hall.

I breathed a sigh of relief and began to edit my photos. At first, I made small adjustments, making my hair a little longer and my skirts a little shorter. Then, one I realized how much I could change with this software, I started going crazy.

No cleavage? No problem! With a few clicks, I could turn my small breasts into huge, round ones. I cinched my waist so that it looked like I was wearing a corset, then expanded my hips and gave myself an ample rear end. My legs became longer and more shapely. As an added bonus, I made my lips full and luscious. I even found a feature that let me douse my skin in a radiant, glowing tan.

I leaned back to examine my work and immediately saw that the new pictures didn’t resemble the old Lorna at all. In fact, they looked like a porn star’s promotional photos. That probably wasn’t the look that Calvin would want me to go for…

“I guess I’ll have to scale this back from bimbo to sexy model,” I muttered, searching for a way to reverse these extreme changes.

I thought I clicked the “undo” button, but instead, I hit a tiny green circle next to it. Instantly, a bright camera flash shot out of my laptop, leaving me seeing spots. I rubbed my eyes and glanced at the screen again. To my relief, all the changes I’d made had been undone. My photos were like new again. A few minor tweaks and I would be good to go.

I hovered the cursor over the green circle and saw the words “EDIT REALITY” appear on the screen. For a moment, I wondered if that meant that I actually had the ability to edit what I really looked like. I laughed at the thought. This software had been expensive, but not that expensive!

Suddenly, I felt a little dizzy. A strange tingle spread through my body from head to toe. Maybe I had done something to my real body by hitting that mysterious green circle. Something was off, and I sensed that I was about to undergo some changes.

My tight black tank top started to hug my body a little more tightly. I saw that underneath the straining fabric, my breasts were swelling rapidly. It was as if they were two balloons being pumped full of air. But instead of balloons, they were fleshy orbs magically expanding. I’d never needed to wear a bra before, so the sight of these big breasts sprouting from my chest amazed me. Even more amazing was the fact that their rapid expansion didn’t make them sag down to my bellybutton. They grew bigger and bigger, yet remained pert and perky, only jiggling and bouncing slightly as they grew. My nipples grew, too. When I touched them through my shirt, they became hard instantly.

I quickly understood that I was turning into the edited version of myself, curvy and hot, an unnatural specimen designed with a few mouse clicks. The big, bouncy breasts were only the beginning. Soon, I had a super slim waistline and a nice, round butt. My legs must have gotten a few inches longer, too, as my skirt now barely covered my thighs. My somewhat demure outfit was suddenly revealing and slutty. I looked like a hooker with an hourglass figure, putting her body on display in a brazen way.

One glance at my reflection in the mirrored walls revealed that every single edit I’d made in the software was now imprinted on my real body. Even my face had been enhanced. I had brighter eyes, fuller lips, more lustrous hair. My skin was absolutely radiant.

I couldn’t get enough of my new self. I walked around the room in my stilettos, watching the way my tits bounced up and down, imagining the looks I would get from guys on the street. Damn…the thought of men checking me out really excited me, even more than the thought of getting better jobs as a model. I had broken up with my boyfriend only a few weeks ago, vowing to stay single for a while. But how could I stay single when I was this sexy? Guys would be lining up to hit on me, and the though of all that male attention was already getting me excited. My pussy tingled at the idea of strangers staring at my impressive cleavage or my perfect ass.

The sound of Calvin’s voice jolted me back to reality. “Lorna! Are those photos done? I have a potential client on the phone!” he shouted from his office.

“Coming!” I cried, leaving my laptop on the table and rushing to his office. I couldn’t wait for him to see my new and improved body.

Calvin was staring into space as he talked on the phone. “Yes, I know. Yes. Well, my client will be perfect for this shoot. Believe me, she’s gorgeous and very professional. I’ll send her photos to you right away.”

He hung up and spun around in his chair to face me. The moment his eyes landed on my luscious figure, Calvin gasped.

“Lorna?” he breathed.

I threw my hands up in the air. “Well, what do you think of my new look?” I asked, giggling like an airhead.

“This has to be some kind of joke,” Calvin said, looking me up and down. I was used to his scrutinizing gaze, but this time, it felt different. Calvin’s eyes lingered in places where they had never lingered before.

“What joke? I tried to edit my photos, and I edited my body by mistake,” I sighed. “But this is a good thing! It means that I can do every sexy photo shoot out there. With these boobs, everyone will want to book me! Right?”

Calvin stared at my massive tits in disbelief. “I guess I need to tell the guy from the sportswear catalog that you won’t be available. Maybe Sasha can do that job.”

“Sasha?” My heart sank. “But…I’m sexy than Sasha now. Aren’t I, Calvin?”

He groaned, biting his lip. “Of course you’re sexier, Lorna. You look like a fucking porn star. I’ll need to change all my plans for you. You won’t be doing catalog work ever again.”

I clapped my hands excitedly. “Good! Because I wanted you to think I was hot!”

God, I sounded like a total ditz. My enthusiasm seemed to be melting Calvin’s tough exterior.

“Calvin, you’ve done so much for my career,” I sighed. “I need to thank you for everything.”

My voice had lowered to a sexy purr, and Calvin’s body was getting stiff as he listened to me.

“Something wrong?” I murmured.

“Lorna, I want you to take this…sexual energy and go home to your boyfriend. Show him how much you appreciate him. Then we’ll talk about your career tomorrow,” he said slowly and deliberately.

I licked my lips. “Boyfriend? I broke up with my boyfriend.”

“You did?” Calvin asked, perking up considerably.

“I’m single,” I said, walking over to him and sitting down on his lap. I could feel his hard cock through his pants. “And I want you to know that I’ve always found you very attractive.”

I pressed my big breasts against his body and stared into his eyes, waiting for him to make a move. It didn’t take long. Calvin leaned in for a kiss, and within moments, his tongue was deep in my mouth and his hands were underneath my shirt, grasping my enormous breasts. He squeezed the flesh, savoring the sensation of my massive tits beneath his fingertips.

“You know, we may have to get you into porn, with this body,” he breathed, planting kisses along my neck, then down over my chest.

“I like that idea,” I sighed.

His mouth enveloped mine again and as he kissed me deeply, his hands hoisted my shirt up over my breasts. Once they were exposed, he began to play with them again, bouncing them up and down, flicking my nipples from side to side. Every touch felt delicious. My new body had heightened sensitivity. I was getting so wet…

I repositioned myself on his lap, lifting myself up just enough to squeeze his face between my massive tits. I nearly smothered him. Once I released him, I saw that his face was red and his eyes were full of lust. He set to work sucking on my nipples, one at a time, pulling at them hungrily with his mouth. He stared up at my face. “You like what I’m doing?”

“I love it,” I replied, brushing my hand through his dark hair. “Keep doing it…”

I ripped off the tank top and, as my agent kept playing with my breasts, I shoved my hand under my short skirt and pushed my thong aside. I began to stroke my pussy, pleasuring myself as Calvin derived pleasure from my sexy body.

He quickly noticed what I was doing. “Yeah…play with that pussy, Lorna,” he muttered.

I felt his hand push mine aside as he reached under my skirt, shoving his fingers inside my wet hole. I writhed and moaned as he stimulated me. Perched on his lap like a perfect living love doll, I wondered what anyone else would think if they walked into the room and saw us. I knew that I shouldn’t be fooling around with my agent, but right now, I didn’t care.

“Calvin, I still need to thank you,” I said matter-of-factly, climbing off his lap.

“Oh, yeah? What are you going to do?” he asked, grinning wildly. He looked like the happiest man in the world. And what man wouldn’t, with a hot, busty blonde willing to satisfy his every need?

“I’m going to suck your cock,” I said.

This wiped the grin right off his face, and he stared at me in shock. “Here? Now?”

“Yes. Right now.”

I shimmied out of my skirt and panties, spinning around and bending over to give him a good view of my ass and pussy. I fingered myself for a moment so he could see how wet and turned on I was. My pussy was glistening.

“I hope no one comes in and sees me like this,” I said, giggling.

“I hope not, too,” Calvin replied. “But who cares? Get back over here, sexy…”

His pants were unzipped, his thick dick out, and he had his hand wrapped around his shaft. I obediently fell to my knees before him, ready to worship his perfect cock.

“Let me show you how much I appreciate you,” I said with a playful wink.

I opened my mouth and extended my tongue, flicking it lightly over the surface of his shaft. The hand which had been gripping it so tightly moved away as Calvin let me take control of the situation. I slipped my fingers around his girth member and continued to tease him with my tongue as I stroked him slowly. My tongue moved in light, gentle flicks, which soon deepened into wet, firm licks. After teasing him for a while, I decided to wrap my lips around the tip of his cock and apply some suction. Calvin let out a little groan of pleasure, encouraging me to go deeper.

I inched forward, slowly encircling his hard rod with my open mouth, until he was all the way inside. Then, leaning back, I released him, stroking him again and focusing on the upper half of his long shaft. I began to suck his cock in earnest, making it nice and wet and sloppy. I was a dirty girl now, not just another generic model. From now on, I would be Calvin’s sluttiest, sexiest star.

“Holy shit, that feels amazing,” he muttered, leaning back in his chair as I continued to suck his dick, moving more and more quickly, flicking my tongue hard and fast each time I enveloped his shaft with my wet mouth.

“Are you close?” I mumbled into his flesh before pulling his cock into my mouth again.

“Getting there,” he sighed.

In response, I released his cock from between my licks, making him produce a surprised groan. But I wasn’t about to leave Calvin high and dry. Instead, I stood up and hovered over his lap, this time facing away from me.

“Put me down on your cock,” I instructed him. “So I can feel you inside me…”

He sounded like he was trying to say something, but the words weren’t coming out of his mouth coherently. Then, holding my body by my slim waistline, he guided my pussy down onto his hard cock. I sat quickly, engulfing his member with my sopping wet hole. “Yes,” he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. He began to nibble on my neck, lifting one of his hands to caress my pendulous breast. “Yes…you feel so good…”

I bounced up and down on his dick, encouraged by his voice, turned on by his heavy breathing and occasional grunts of pleasure. I felt his fingers clutching my long hair near the roots and then he pulled tightly, forcing my head back slightly.

“Faster,” he said through clenched teeth.

I moved faster, lifting and lowering myself onto his rock hard shaft, waiting for the inevitable explosion of cum inside me…

“I’m close,” he muttered.

“Yeah?” I asked breathlessly. “Oh…I can’t wait to feel you cum in my pussy, Calvin…”

I watched my breasts jiggle furiously as I bounced up and down on his cock.

“Let me cum on your tits,” he insisted. “Get up and lie down on my desk, Lorna…”

Although I was starting to drip with sweat and I was exhausted, I managed to lift my body from his lap and climb onto his desk, collapsing on my back. My agent stood over me, stroking his cock rhythmically and gazing down at my sexy body. He closed his eyes and let out one last moan as a huge load of cum shot out of him, streaking across my bare breasts and chest.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “Thank you, Lorna. That was perfect.”

He leaned down to give me one last kiss on the lips before helping me clean myself off. Within moments, I was climbing off his desk and retrieving my clothes as Calvin zipped up his pants.

“You’re going to need a whole new wardrobe,” he noted, watching me struggle into my tank top. “From now on, I am going to market you as a sex goddess. No more catalog work. We can’t cover up that body in bulky sweaters and winter coats.”

I giggled with delight, reaching under my skirt to adjust my thong. “You’re the best, Calvin!”

At that moment, there was a knock on the door. Before either of us could say anything, Sasha barged into the room.

“Calvin, we were supposed to have a meeting fifteen minutes ago!” she wailed. The dark-haired woman froze as she got a good look at me. “What the hell happened to you, Lorna?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, genuinely perplexed. Then I realized that I hadn’t always been a voluptuous sex goddess. “Oh…I just had a little makeover. You know, that software on my computer.”

Sasha raised her eyebrow. “The software, huh? I don’t believe you. I just saw you today and you didn’t have boobs like that, or an ass like that!”

I could sense that she was jealous of me. Sasha had always been sexier than I was, and now, she felt threatened by my sexy curves.

“Lorna and I were just discussing her future here,” Calvin said. We exchanged a knowing glance and a smile.

Sasha’s facial expression made it clear that she suspected that something had happened between the two of us. Crossing her arms over her chest, she sighed, “We’ll have our meeting tomorrow.” She stormed out of the room.

“Now where were we?” Calvin asked. “Ah, yes…let’s talk about all the jobs you’ll be able to book now.”

I was so wrapped up in my conversation with Calvin, I forgot about my laptop, which I had left outside his office. Eventually, he decided to leave for the day. We emerged from the office and Calvin made a quick exit. I turned and saw Sasha typing on my laptop.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“You said I could use your photo software,” she said defiantly. “I’m trying to make my portfolio nicer.”

Once I saw what was on the screen, I knew that I had to stop her from editing herself. Sasha had given her photos bigger breasts, a more pronounced hourglass figure, and longer legs. She was trying to make herself sexier than me.

I gulped. “Let me help you!”

I reached over her, trying to take control of the software, but Sasha wouldn’t budge. We fought over the computer for a moment and then, I saw that the cursor was hovered over the green circle.

“Just don’t hit the green thing,” I begged. “It will…uh…mess up the whole program.”

Sasha’s eyes widened. “Really?” Her lips curled into a smile. “Then maybe I should see what it does…I’m curious.”

Before I could stop her, she had clicked on it. I watched in horror as she was bathed in the light of a camera flash. Sasha squealed with excitement, then looked down at herself.

“I look the same!” she sighed, a scowl on her face.

I didn’t have time to explain that the results would be delayed. But Sasha soon found out for herself.

“Oh, my God,” she breathed. “My boobs…”

Under her form-fitting gray dress, Sasha’s breasts began to blossom. I gasped as the buttons on the dress popped, one by one. It wasn’t a stretchy material, so there was no give. Her tits, expanding rapidly, popped every single button. Soon, Sasha’s cleavage was on full display.

She clutched her new breasts, lips parted. Before my eyes, her lips got fuller and redder. She let out a moan and her breasts grew even larger. I heard the found of fabric ripping and the gray dress, torn into two pieces, fell on the floor beside her. Sasha was left wearing a bra that barely covered her nipples and a pair of sheer panties. Her tiny waist and ample hips were even more doll-like than my new proportions. Her legs were longer.

I couldn’t believe it. Sasha had, once again, become sexier than I was. The nerve of that woman!

The look on her face, however, was one of shock. She didn’t seem thrilled by her rapid transformation.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, approaching her cautiously. “You look afraid.”

“I’m not afraid,” she said hesitantly. “Just…horny. I’m so horny. God…”

“Then go home to your boyfriend,” I said, patting her on the shoulder.

“Boyfriend?” she asked, erupting in laughter. Her breasts trembled wildly. “Lorna, I thought you knew already.”

“Knew what?”

“I prefer women.”

My jaw dropped. I had always figured that Sasha flirted with Calvin for jobs and that she, like me, found him very attractive. But now I knew that she had simply been using her sex appeal for the sake of her career. Sasha wasn’t after Calvin at all.

“And right now,” she went on, “just looking at you is making me horny, Lorna…”

I stood there, frozen. I couldn’t deny that now that we were both voluptuous sex goddesses, we shared a certain bond. And for some reason, Sasha’s hot body was also arousing my curiosity. I couldn’t stop look at her wobbling breasts and her perfectly flat, toned tummy. My eyes drifted down to her luscious thighs.

“Kiss me,” she instructed, her full lips parting.

I took a step towards her and wrapped my arms around her. My lips met hers and the chemistry between was tangible. Her mouth moved softly over mine. This wasn’t an intense, dominating kiss, like the one that Calvin had given me. Sasha and I shared the same powerful feminine energy. We were sexual equals. Our tongues met, dancing together. She ran her fingers through my hair.

“Why didn’t we do this sooner?” she sighed.

As we embraced, our huge breasts pressed together. The sight of our sexy bodies was turning me on. I had never been with a woman before, but it all felt so natural now that it was happening.

Sasha kissed me again, this time more aggressively. Her hands slipped under my skirt to fondle my bare ass. Then, in one swift motion, she tugged off my panties. I watched my white thong slip down my tan thighs and felt Sasha’s soft fingers delve into my pussy. I moaned into her mouth and she plunged her tongue deeper into mine.

She was obviously leading me, guiding me to do the things she wanted to do. I had no choice but to follow. She backed me up against the table in the middle of the room just as I reached behind her back to unhook her bra. It sprang off her body and her enormous breasts, full and bouncy, were revealed. Sasha hiked up my skirt even further as I tugged at her panties, pulling them down over the curves of her round ass. My fingertips explored her wet folds just as she shoved her fingers deeper into my pussy. I found her button-like clitoris and began to massage it, moving it back and forth. She let out a deep groan of pleasure.

Next thing I knew, I was climbing on top of the long work table and stripping out of my clothes. I kicked off my shoes and watched Sasha, nude and sexy, approach me. She pounced on top of me, the weight of her breasts pressed against mine, as she kissed my lips with fervor. She had the softest, most delicious lips I’d ever kissed. I wondered if she was thinking the same thing about mine. She couldn’t stop kissing me…

Her lips moved from my face down over my sensitive neck and upper chest. She reached my breasts, running her tongue in lascivious licks over my curves. I realized then that in my entire encounter with Calvin, I hadn’t reached climax. I was still turned on and ready to go — in fact, my pussy was aching, desperate for pleasure and release. Sasha seemed to be able to read my mind.

She planted a few kisses over my abdomen before spreading my legs apart and burying her face between my thighs. I felt her agile tongue caressing my delicate folds, running in tight circles over my most intimate areas. I was soaking wet. Then, with a repetitive, rapid flicking motion, she set to work, showing me what it was like to have my pussy eaten by a pro. Sasha had obviously gotten a lot of practice doing this. She was amazing at it.

I could barely see her over the hills of my breasts, but I closed my eyes and focused on the immense pleasure she was giving me with her lips and tongue. Her hot breath made me tingle as it grazed my flesh. I gripped the table tightly, holding on for dear life. My pussy strained towards her mouth each time she retreated slightly. With a deep sigh, Sasha got back to work, this time focusing intently to make me cum.

My body began to tremble, and I opened my mouth wide to let out an orgasmic moan as she sent me over the edge. A cascade of pleasure swept through my body and I could feel my heart pounding as I started to cum. Sasha didn’t let up, swirling her tongue rapidly over my sensitive flesh until my moaning had subsided. Then, dabbing the corners of her mouth, she emerged from between my silky thighs. She batted her lashes and grinned.

“I’m about to explode,” she breathed. “Nothing gets me going like eating a hot chick’s pussy…”

I sat up and, drawn to her like a magnet, began to kiss her lips again. I could taste my wetness on her mouth, which was incredibly arousing. My hand wandered to her bare pussy and I began to finger her, exploring her folds.

“Just like that,” she instructed before kissing me again. Our bodies were pressed together. Here we were, two sexy, curvaceous women who had edited ourselves to physical perfection. If Calvin had been here to see us, he would have been in heaven.

I felt her body begin to quiver with excitement. And then I knew she was about to reach orgasm. Just as a low moan escaped her lips, I kissed her again, muffling her cries of pleasure and fingering her even faster. I shoved four of my fingers into Sasha’s wet hole and her entire body shuddered with ecstasy in response.

As I pulled my fingers out of her soaking wet pussy, I began to wonder what would happen to us. Sasha, however, was still overcome with pleasure.

Once she caught her breath, she noticed the expression on my face. “What’s wrong, Lorna?”

“You know, I think we can start our own business,” I murmured. “We don’t need to give Calvin a cut of our earnings. Now that we’re the sexiest models in the world, we can get jobs on our own. Or together. I wouldn’t mind doing some nude photo shoots with you…or kissing you again…”

“That’s a great idea!” she said, nodding her head eagerly.

And just like that, we went from rivals to best friends. I knew that from time to time, I would probably return to the agency to play with Calvin, but in terms of our careers, Sasha and I had a better shot on our own. Only we could harness and exploit and profit from the power of our incredibly sexy bodies.

In the back of my mind, I wondered if there was a way to undo our transformations using the editing software. But I had no interest in finding out for sure. From now on, I intended to live my life as a curvaceous, gorgeous sexpot.


Inflate Me: A Breast Expansion and Bimbofication Story


My long day at the law office was finally over, and when I got back home, I decided to catch up on a few of my favorite blogs. A few clicks later, and a big pop-up ad filled my screen:

A BIGGER BUST CAN BE YOURS…in minutes!

The image that appeared beneath the words was jarring: a pretty blonde smiled at the camera as her ripe, voluptuous breasts practically burst out of her unbuttoned blouse. I felt my face turned red as I hurried to close the ad and forget all about it.

Unfortunately, clicking on the ad opened up another website, and I found myself staring at an image of a young, handsome doctor and a list of his incredible credentials. Instead of leaving the site, I slowly read every word on the page. At his private clinic, Dr. Evan Page gave women intense physical transformations — no surgery or injections needed. The language was vague, and as a lawyer, I instinctively began to wonder what kind of scam this dude was running. There was no way to get bigger breasts without some kind of surgical intervention. This man had to be a snake oil salesman.

When I saw that his clinic operated only six miles from my house, I was even more shocked. How had I never seen the place, or even heard of it? And why had this ad popped up on my computer screen at random?

Maybe I felt a little weird about the whole thing because just this morning, I had been fretting about my flat chest. A recent break-up had left me shattered, so I poured myself into my work and tried not to think about men for a while. Now, however, I was starting to get the urge to date again. But I was tired of being me.

Everyone saw me as a woman who was intelligent, put-together, and serious. There was nothing sexy about me. In an effort to change up my look, I had bought a few push-up bras and some sexy outfits, but with my flat chest, it was no use. I couldn’t change my body simply by changing my clothes.

When confronted with a problem I couldn’t solve, I typically worked hard to overcome it. That was what made me so successful at work. I wondered if the mysterious clinic ad was a sign that I should try to overcome my self-esteem issues, too.

I decided to give Dr. Page a visit and see if he really could expand my chest and boost my sex appeal…
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“Hello, Miss Starr,” the doctor said as he swept into the examination room.

I was caught off-guard by his good looks. The sandy-haired, well-built doctor was even more attractive in person than in the ad on his site. Or maybe it was the white doctor’s coat that inspired naughty thoughts when I looked at him.

“Call me Jessica,” I replied, not missing a beat. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Likewise, Jessica.” Dr. Page glanced at the form on his clipboard. “I see that you saw our ad online.”

I giggled nervously. “Yeah…it was a bit of a surprise. I’m not the type who would ever come to a place like this to try to make my boobs bigger, but…”

He lifted his hand and I fell silent. “Before we continue, Jessica, let me tell you, there isn’t a single ‘type’ of woman I work with. I’ve had all kinds of patients: housewives, high-powered executives, grad students, artists…you’re not alone in your desire to improve your body.”

I heaved a sigh of relief. “Yes, I’m aware of that.”

“There’s no shame in wanting to be sexier,” Dr. Page said, a glint in his pale eyes. “So try not to think about all the reasons you shouldn’t be here. I’m going to give you the body you’ve always dreamed of.”

He was talking like an aggressive salesman, and as an intelligent person, I should have had more reservations. But the doctor was so handsome and charming and incredibly magnetic, I couldn’t stop myself from grinning at him and nodding at every word he said.

“Before we begin the procedure, I’ll have to let you know that there may be a few side effects,” Dr. Page said.

I stared into his eyes, nodding slowly as he told me all about the special suction technique he used to expand the breast tissue. Apparently, the numbing solution that he used could have some other effects on me. I might feel a little dizzy, a little more bubbly than usual, maybe even more aroused. Dr. Page assured me that these effects wouldn’t be permanent, and that my breasts would gradually decrease back to their normal size within a few weeks.

“Do your patients normally come back?” I asked, curious.

“Some of them come every week,” he said. “I’m working on a new device to create more permanent results, but these things take time.”

“I’m sure they do,” I said, licking my lips. “But I’m definitely ready to give this a shot.”

“Perfect! Why don’t you take off your top and we’ll get started.”

Dr. Page hurried over to the other side of the room, bringing back a machine I’d barely noticed in the background. It had two large suction cups on it, each attached to what looked like a vacuum house. There were some buttons on the side. The contraption seemed more like a weird science fair experiment than a legitimate medical device.

It also felt strange getting undressed in front of this man, but that may have been because he was so damn good-looking. As I pulled off my shirt and unhooked my bra, I felt more self-conscious of my tiny breasts than ever before. But Dr. Page wasn’t judging me. He was busy setting up his machine, ready to transform me into a sexy, irresistible, busty woman. At least, that’s what I hoped would happen.

Dr. Page grabbed a bottle from the counter and squeezed some cream onto his fingers. He began to massage the cream into my bare breasts. It was cold and tingly at first, making my nipples hard and excited. The sensation of the doctor’s fingertips on my sensitive flesh was almost too much to bear. I let out a little sigh of delight as my body shivered with pleasure. And then, my skin felt numb.

“This should do the trick,” Dr. Page said. “But if you feel any discomfort during the procedure, let me know.”

He placed the large suction cups over my breasts. They clung to my chest, although with the numbing cream on my skin, I didn’t feel a thing. Then the doctor pushed a button on the machine and it started to make a humming sound.

“Since this is your first time here, I’m going to give you a modest enhancement,” he announced. “If you like the results, we can go bigger next time.”

My heart sank. A modest enhancement? If I was only going to go from an A to a B cup, then what was the point?

Dr. Page pushed another button and the humming got louder. I saw that the suction cups were pressing into my skin and felt a pulling sensation. But there was no pain, only slight tingling against my flesh as the device began to expand my breast tissue. Right before my eyes, I watched as my minuscule breasts got bigger and bigger. I closed my eyes as dizziness overcame me — that was one of the side effects of the numbing cream.

Luckily, the sensation passed within a few minutes and next thing I knew, the doctor was removing the suction cups from my breasts. They definitely weren’t A cups anymore. Instead, they were full B cups — maybe even C’s. I lifted the two round orbs growing out of my chest and marveled at my transformation, even though it wasn’t as extreme as I had hoped.

“Well?” the doctor asked, raising his eyebrows expectantly.

“They look great!” I cried. “Wow…”

Dr. Page examined my new breasts carefully, and I was disappointed that they were still somewhat numb, so I could barely feel his fingers exploring my new curves.

“I’d like to go bigger today,” I said. “Just a little bigger.”

“Unfortunately, we’re going to have to wait,” Dr. Page said. “I don’t like to use too much of the suction and numbing cream together in one day. But come back in a couple weeks, and we can do some further enhancements.”

My eyes narrowed. I felt fine. Why wouldn’t the doctor save both of us some time by making my boobs bigger today?

He instructed me to get dressed and told me he would be back in a couple minutes to answer any other questions I had. Once he was gone, I knew what I had to do.

Yeah, I should have known better. I was a lawyer, not a doctor, and I had no business giving myself an experimental medical treatment. But the magical machine was right there, and so was the numbing cream. I squirted some cream on my perky breasts, rubbed it into my flesh, and placed the suction cups back over them. One more little burst of suction couldn’t hurt…right?

I pressed what I thought was the lowest power setting, but to my surprise, the machine came alive with a loud buzzing sound. Uh-oh! I must have hit the highest power setting by mistake. The suction was so intense, I was nearly pulled off the exam table. I held on for dear life with one hand while my other hand fumbled with the machine’s buttons, trying to turn it off.

But it was too late. I had begun the transformation, and I would need to wait until the machine was done. As my breasts slowly filled the suction cups, I was slightly terrified. Then my worry passed — probably because of the numbing cream — and I merely let out a little laugh. I felt very good all of a sudden. Soon, I was going to have enormous tits, and I would be able to get any guy I wanted.

The thought of using my new body to seduce men was exciting to me. In fact, I felt my pussy start to get wet. My entire body was warm, as if I was running a fever. Every inch of my skin was tingling.

Although my breasts were still growing, I didn’t have a sense of how big they were. I could see them expanding, along with my nipples, under the transparent suction cups, filling every inch, the flesh squeezing and pressing and straining against the clear plastic. But I couldn’t feel how heavy they were, or see how jiggly and bouncy they would be. They were simply two mountains of flesh growing larger and larger by the moment, becoming disproportionately huge and taking over my slight frame.

Right before the machine turned itself off (thank God), my breasts started spilling out of the big suction cups. They were officially too big for Dr. Page’s machine. I realized that he had probably never given any of his patients such an extreme transformation. I was definitely the only one who had gone behind his back to give herself a little boost. In a brief moment of clarity, I wondered if he would react negatively to by bad behavior. Then, my mind overcome by that ditzy, bubbly feeling again, I imagined that Dr. Page would punish me for being such a naughty patient. I loved thinking about what he might do to reprimand me…

Just as the machine’s final hums died down and the suction cups slipped off my gigantic breasts, I heard his footsteps approaching in the corridor.

“All right, Jessica, do you have any questions?” he asked as he briskly re-entered the room.

His eyes widened as he took in the sight before him: the slender woman sitting on the exam table, her two massive breasts quivering slightly with each deep breath she took. His pretty patient had turned herself into a caricature of a woman.

“I didn’t mean to make them so big,” I said, my voice emerging in a half-whisper. I wasn’t trying to sound like Marilyn Monroe, but for some reason, my voice had become high and wispy. I sounded like a dumb bimbo, not a serious lawyer.

“I didn’t give you permission to turn the machine on!” he said, pushing the device back into the corner and unplugging it.

“I’m sorry!” I murmured, pouting. “I just wanted to see if I could make them a little bigger.”

“A little bigger?” He rolled his eyes. “They’re as big as watermelons. Ridiculous.”

“But don’t you like them?” I asked. I hefted their weight in my hands. The effects of the numbing cream had begun to fade, and now, I could feel my fingertips on my skin. I couldn’t resist the urge to stroke my sensitive nipples, which were also much bigger now.

Dr. Page was speechless. I knew he wanted to say no, but the look in his eyes made it clear that he did like my body. After all, a man who had spent so much time and money developing a machine to expand women’s chests had to like huge breasts. There was no other explanation for his desire to increase women’s busts. Although he didn’t like to admit it, the biggest, most outlandish breasts were his preferred variety.

“I’m definitely happy with these things!” I giggled, bouncing up and down slightly and watching, mesmerized, as my tits jiggled wildly.

“I’m sure you are,” he sighed. “I guess I’ll examine them before you go. The effects will fade, but it may take a while before you’re back to normal.”

I was barely listening to his words as he began to rub and massage my bare breasts. All that mattered was the sensation of his agile fingertips rubbing and caressing my massive tits and my erect nipples. Soon, his clinical touch gave way to a more erotic approach. The doctor must have seen my eyes light up, and he adjusted the pressure he was using, moving from light touches to a firm, hungry kneading motion.

He moved his face closer and closer to my breasts, and I waited breathlessly to see what he would do next. I was getting so wet. Then, as the doctor extended his tongue and flicked it over my hard nipple, I felt a wave of pleasure spread through my body and a gush of wetness pour out of my pussy. Dr. Page had just crossed the line. He was behaving in an unprofessional manner, but that was what I craved. I wanted him to want me. My sexual urges had surpassed my sense of responsibility. We weren’t a doctor and patient anymore. Instead, he was simply a man with a hard cock and firm hands and an eager mouth; and I was a woman with enormous breasts and a hot, wet pussy…

Dr. Page began to lick every inch of my bare breasts. His soft tongue explored my cleavage, then returned to jiggle my erect nipples back and forth. He sucked each nipple into his mouth, and the warmth and wetness and pressure made me writhe on the table with excitement. The room was getting hot with his body so close to mine, and I began to unzip my pants, eager to undress completely.

The doctor tossed his white coat aside and then returned his attention to my gigantic breasts, shoving his head between them and motor boating them. I giggled as he emerged from my cleavage, red-faced and grinning.

“Let me help you out of your clothes,” he muttered, helping me pull my pants off. He fumbled with the buttons on his own shirt. A million thoughts must have been racing through his mind. He never took his eyes off my tits as he yanked the shirt off, revealing a toned torso and well-defined abs.

“You’re the hottest doctor I’ve ever seen in my life,” I gushed. I couldn’t contain my admiration.

“And you’re the sexiest woman who’s ever sat on this table,” he countered.

Dr. Page got on his knees in front of me and pulled my legs apart. He gazed at my sopping wet panties, then up at my huge breasts. I could barely see his face over the mountainous orbs of flesh.

“I’ve been fantasizing about you since the second I saw your picture in that ad,” I admitted. “Part of the reason I’m here is because you’re so sexy…”

“And the other reason is because you wanted to have the biggest tits in the world?” he asked playfully, stroking my pussy through my panties.

“I just wanted bigger tits!” I exclaimed, bracing myself against the exam table as his fingertips tantalized and teased my pussy. “I didn’t know they could even get this big.”

“I knew the limits of my machine, but I was never going to put it to the test,” the doctor said, gently sliding my panties over my hip bones. I lifted myself off the table slightly as Dr. Page pulled my underwear down over my long legs. He looked at my bare pussy and his lips curled into a smile.

“I’ve never been intimate with a patient before,” he said. “But your pussy looks so good, Jessica…I just want to taste it…”

Instinctively, I spread my legs further apart, ready and willing to accommodate this man’s desires. The thought of his hot tongue caressing my bare flesh filled my body with fire.

Dr. Page gripped my hips as he pressed his agile, wet tongue against my soft folds, running it up and down in long, intense licks. He encircled my clitoris with his mouth, sucking it gently, then lapped at it with his tongue, moving it back and forth in a firm, decisive motion.

I let out a low moan as he ate my pussy. He wasn’t holding back. Every so often, he glanced up at me as his lips and tongue worked intensely to give me pleasure. I closed my eyes, drifting into a cloud of pleasure. I had never been able to lose myself in physical sensations like this. In the past, I would have been thinking about something else, getting distracted by a sound outside the room or worrying about work the next day. Now, however, I was completely enveloped in my senses. I felt the doctor’s hot breath and warm tongue on my skin; I heard his soft breathing between my thighs; I was overcome by the scent of his sweat intermingled with mine. I was suddenly aware of the weight of my new breasts. They were so prominent and heavy now. But it wasn’t a bad feeling. Having this extra flesh made me womanly and sexy in a way I’d never been before.

The doctor’s tongue moved faster and faster over my soft folds, swirling wildly as he brought me closer and closer to climax. My heartbeat quickened, and my breathing grew more ragged. I braced myself for the incoming wave of orgasm and as it crashed over me, I opened my mouth wide and let out an ecstatic moan of pleasure. I squeezed my thighs tightly around Dr. Page’s head as he licked my pussy relentlessly. Even as my moans of pleasure subsided, he continued on. It wasn’t long before I was quivering and whimpering with pleasure again, cumming hard for a second time. And then a third.

By the time he was done with me, I was a sweaty, weak mess on the exam table. Dr. Page stood up, wiping the corners of his mouth. I collapsed onto my back, my chest heaving, and he leaned over me.

“How was that?” he asked, grinning.

“Amazing,” I sighed. “No one’s ever eaten me out like that before…”

“Good.”

For the first time, Dr. Page kissed me. His mouth enveloped mine and I instantly yielded to his intense, almost aggressive kiss. His tongue filled my mouth and I moaned again as he ran his hands over my breasts.

“Such a pretty pussy,” he said, reaching down to press his fingers against my wet folds. “Now I won’t be able to stop thinking about fucking you.”

“I won’t be able to stop thinking about fucking you,” I echoed.

He laughed and kissed me again, this time more tenderly. “I don’t think you ever told me, Jessica…what do you do for work?”

“I’m a lawyer,” I sighed.

Dr. Page’s eyes widened. “A lawyer? With those tits, no one’s going to take you seriously ever again.”

For the first time, I began to picture myself meeting with clients and coworkers, my breasts spilling out of my blouses. No one would be able to keep their eyes off my abundant curves. And, of course, no one in court would consider me intelligent and credible if the first thing they saw when they looked at me was a pair of enormous tits. There was no way I would be able to conceal these massive breasts, at least not until they started to go back to normal size.

“I don’t care,” I sighed. “Maybe there will be some cute jurors at the next trial. I’m sure they’ll like my body…”

I wasn’t trying to be funny, but the doctor laughed out loud. I had turned into a total ditz. I didn’t care, though. I had no interest in being taken seriously. My sex drive, dominant and overpowering, had taken over.

“Let me see your dick,” I said boldly.

Dr. Page quickly undressed himself, revealing his thick, long cock. It was absolutely perfect.

“I hope you’re not disappointed,” he murmured, a brief moment of modesty for a man whose looks alone could have seduced any woman.

“Disappointed? It’s perfect,” I said earnestly.

I rolled over onto my side, gesturing for him to come closer to the exam table. He knew what I was getting at. The doctor stood beside the table. His cock, hard and ready, was at the perfect level to be sucked. My lips parted and my tongue darted out to caress his hard shaft. It was a quick, teasing gesture which was designed to make him want more.

I wrapped my lips around the tip of his dick and applied some suction. He let out a sigh of pleasure. Emboldened, I opened my mouth wider and engulfed his entire shaft, filling my mouth inch by inch with his girth. He groaned as I moved up and down the length of his cock, swirling my tongue over the surface as I sucked his hard rod.

“You’re good at this,” he said softly.

His encouragement made me suck harder and faster. Dr. Page ran his fingers through my hair and gazed down at my body on the exam table, entranced by the sight before him. This hard-working lawyer had turned into a voluptuous, insatiable bimbo. All I wanted to do was suck the doctor’s cock, serving and worshiping him as thanks for transforming me into a real woman.

He began to thrust his hips, forcing his cock even deeper down my throat. I nearly choked on it, he was so big. But I didn’t stop, determined to satisfy all of his needs. After all, he had given me the best orgasm of his life. I could only hope that he enjoyed my body just as much as I enjoyed his.

“Let me fuck you,” he groaned, pulling out of my mouth.

“How?” I asked breathlessly.

“From behind.” He sounded so sure of himself. There was no hesitation. And I had no choice but to obey.

I got onto my hands and knees, feeling the weight of my huge breasts fall beneath me. They quivered and swayed, pressed against the table. Dr. Page walked around the table and stood behind me.

He gripped my hips, and I felt the tip of his cock graze my thigh as he got into position to fuck me. Then, decisively, he plunged inside of me. I was so wet, he slid easily into my tight pussy.

“You like that?” he asked softly.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are,” he said in a low voice. “You need to be punished for using my expensive equipment when I left the room. I didn’t give you permission to make your tits this big…although I definitely like the way they look.”

“Punish me,” I sighed. “I shouldn’t have done that!”

His hard member slid in and out of me in firm, deep thrusts. Then he went faster, plunging his cock into my wet pussy as hard as he could. My entire body trembled. His fingers dug into my hips. He slapped my ass to assert his dominance, then reached around to jiggle one of my tits.

“Maybe you should go into porn instead of trying to work in law,” he said, breathing heavily as he plowed my pussy. “You have the body for it…and the blow job skills.”

“But my tits are going to get smaller again,” I sighed. “You said so yourself!”

“Then you’ll have to come back here regularly,” he said, his dick moving quickly in and out of me. “Every week. Or even more often than that. I need to keep an eye on your body, make sure everything’s working properly. Especially your pussy…”

“Can we make my boobs bigger next time?” I groaned. I knew I was being greedy. Weren’t they enormous now? How would I even be able to stand up if the doctor made them even bigger? I couldn’t imagine how absurd I would look with such gigantic breasts hanging off my chest…

“Fuck yeah,” he said, squeezing my tit hard. “As big as you want them to be! And…I’m already getting close…”

He grunted and slid out of my pussy one last time. I felt a spray of cum land over my lower back and ass. Then the doctor took a deep breath and walked around the table, leaning down to kiss me on the lips. His face was ruddy and he was out of breath.

“Thanks, Jessica,” he said. “You’re the best.”

“So are you!” I giggled. I was sweaty and exhausted and completely satisfied.

As I struggled to squeeze my breasts into my old clothes, Dr. Page found a hospital gown that I could use as a makeshift shirt.

“I definitely need some new clothes,” I sighed. “These tits aren’t going to fit into anything…”

“You’d better be wearing something extra-sexy next time I see you,” he said, grinning. “And you know, I wish you could stay here all day…but I have another patient coming.”

“I understand!” I cried. “I’ll be out of your way in a minute, doctor.”

I looked ridiculous with this gown wrapped around my torso. It didn’t conceal the fact that my breasts were too large for most clothes. There was no way to hide these things.

As I left the exam room and headed to the exit, I passed a woman in the small waiting area. Her eyes widened when she saw my body. I sensed that she wanted to ask me when the doctor started making women’s breasts that big, but she held back. I had a feeling that she was going to tell Dr. Page to give her curves like mine.

In the past, he might have said no. But now that he had seen and experienced the results of such a rapid transformation, I doubted that he would refuse a request like that. Besides, the doctor loved women with huge breasts. More women like me would be a good thing for him.

I wondered if Dr. Page would be doing a lot more extreme transformations from now on. He had the power to give any woman the body of a porn star, wipe away her worries, and amplify her sex drive. If more and more women found out about his magical machine, maybe other doctors would start to offer similar procedures. And soon, the world would be full of empty-headed, curvaceous babes whose only desire was physical pleasure…


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.
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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 cocks 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 our cocks 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 cock 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…


Fembot: A Bimbofication Story




“I’ll be back in an hour!” Heath called out.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“I just need to pick up a few pieces of hardware. Nothing major,” he explained.

I rushed to the door to give my husband a kiss goodbye. Even though I knew he was in a hurry, the second I appeared beside him, he wrapped his arms around my waist and we shared a tender kiss.

“Don’t be too long,” I murmured, giving him another quick peck on the lips. “I feel like I haven’t seen you in weeks…you’re always working in the garage.”

My husband was an inventor who worked from home. Over the past few years, he had developed numerous gadgets and sold the patents to big companies. I was in awe of his brilliance. About a year ago, he told me that if I wanted to, I could quit my dull office job — Heath had just sold a patent for a million dollars. I was more than happy to be a housewife, but I’d hoped that staying home would mean spending more time with my husband. Unfortunately, he was far too busy these days to keep me company.

“Well, I’ve been working on a little surprise for you on top of my other projects,” he said, a devilish grin filling his face.

“A surprise?” I asked. “It’s not our anniversary yet, is it?”

“No, it’s just something special that I think we’ll both enjoy,” he said mysteriously. “But whatever you do, don’t go into the garage. I don’t want you to see it until its ready.”

I pouted. “Fine.”

“Oh, and don’t forget — my friend Greg is stopping by later to watch the football game.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I sighed. “Just don’t expect me to cook for you two!”

He rolled his eyes. Heath knew that I didn’t really like when he had his friends over. “Don’t worry, I wasn’t expecting that.”

After Heath left, I resisted the urge to sneak into the garage. But despite my desire to respect Heath’s privacy, my curiosity got the best of me. I had to find out what special project was taking up all his free time. I wondered if he was creating some kind of cooking robot or household tool to make my life easier. Or maybe, just maybe, he was developing a sex toy to spice up our love life. Heath was kinkier than me, and I knew he had all kinds of naughty thoughts swirling in his mind.

Against his wishes, I opened the door to the garage and turned on the light. I glanced around at the piles of tools and wires and disassembled electronics, wondering if any of these things had to do with the surprise. Then I saw her. My heart skipped a beat.

There was a life-sized mannequin lying on Heath’s work table. A piece of cloth covered her face. From a distance, I saw the stiff, silent figure. Part of me knew that I should leave before I learned any more about this doll. But the rest of me just had to find out the truth. I feared the worst. Was Heath working on a robotic sex doll?

Upon closer inspection, the doll’s body was incredibly realistic. She wore a studded bra and a pink latex miniskirt. Her skin was smooth and soft; her legs were long and shapely. She had a perfect hourglass figure. I was appalled by her disproportionately large breasts and ample hips. Seeing this mannequin’s “ideal” body reminded me of my own shape. I was skinny and lacked sexy curves. Heath insisted that he loved my small breasts and thin figure, but I was beginning to wonder if that was true. If he loved my body, then why was he building a voluptuous love doll?

I saw a small panel on her abdomen and slid it up, revealing her inner workings. She wasn’t just a mannequin. My husband was building a hot female robot. By this point, my heart was pounding with fear.

Slowly, I removed the cloth that covered her face. My worst fears were confirmed. The doll looked exactly like me. She had my pale blue eyes, my well-defined cheekbones, my full lips. And yet her face was plastered with makeup (actually, it was painted on). She looked like she was ready for a night out on the town with that much lipstick and mascara on. And her hair, like mine, was dark brown, although hers was longer and silkier. It was abundantly clear that the doll was intended to be a sexier version of me.

I covered her face as fast as I could and turned around, stumbling over a pile of computer parts on the floor. “Shit, shit, shit,” I muttered to myself as I rushed out of the garage and back into the house. At that moment, I heard the sound of Heath returning.

“I’m back!” he called out.

I stormed over to him, unable to contain my rage. I was practically shaking.

“Honey, what’s wrong?” he asked me with wide eyes.

“Why on earth are you making a robot that looks exactly like me?” I hissed.

He gulped. “Excuse me?”

“Well, almost exactly like me…except for the fact that she has bigger boobs and is dressed like a hooker!”

“I thought I told you not to go in there,” Heath said, his surprise turning to anger. “And now you have the wrong idea about everything!”

I put my hands on my hips. “Oh, I think I understand what’s going on, Heath. You’re making a sex robot so you don’t have to sleep with me! If that’s your idea of making my life easier, then I don’t think you know me at all!”

“Sweetie,” Heath said, putting his hands on my shoulders, “let me just explain…”

I stared at him, blinking tears from my eyes. “Uh-huh. Go ahead.”

“She’s not going to replace you,” he said softly. “You’re going to become her. So there’s no reason for you to be jealous.”

“What the hell are you talking about? Become her?” I asked, my lips trembling.

“I know you’ve always wanted a curvier figure. Remember that time you said that if you could afford a boob job, you’d get one?” he murmured. “And that you wished your ass filled out your jeans?”

Now that he mentioned it, I probably had complained about my body more than a few times in the past.

“And that other time you said you would wear sexier clothes if you had the right body for them?” he went on.

“I kind of remember that,” I said slowly.

“I didn’t forget. So I’ve been working on this invention for a while. You don’t need to get expensive, painful surgery to have a sexy body, honey. My fembot has all the parts you need. The only thing she’s missing is a brain.” Heath wrapped his arms around me, and I found myself melting into his embrace in spite of myself. I couldn’t stay mad at him for long, although I still didn’t get why he had been so secretive about the whole project.

“Then how do you give her a brain?” I asked, nestling my head against his shoulder.

“I’ll show you,” he said, taking my hand and leading me to the garage.

He flung the cloth off of the robot’s face, and once again, I was terrified by how realistic she was. Heath pulled a chair over and instructed me to sit down.

“Put this on,” he said, handing me a metal helmet. The device, attached to a long electrical cord, looked like something out of a bad sci-fi movie. “I’m going to transfer your brain energy to the robot.”

“Is this…permanent?” I asked anxiously as I placed the helmet on my head.

“Of course not!” Heath chuckled. “If you don’t like living in your new body, then I’ll transfer your brain back.”

“You promise?” I murmured. I didn’t know if I could trust my husband anymore, considering everything that had happened in the last hour.

“I promise, Alexa. I would never hurt you,” he insisted. “Now, before we begin…I must warn you: your robot counterpart is designed to have a high sex drive. That’s something else we’ve talked about before.”

I blinked. Yeah, I knew that Heath had a higher sex drive than I did, but why did he have to fling that information in my face at a time like this? I was feeling vulnerable enough already, sitting next to a mechanical woman who was way hotter than I could ever dream of being…

“Whatever,” I muttered. “Just do this and let’s get it over with.”

“Excellent!” My husband took the end of the cord attached to my helmet and opened the panel on the robot’s abdomen. The second he plugged the cord into her inner workings, I felt a jolt of electricity surge through my body. And then I realized I wasn’t in my body anymore.

I had the sensation of floating through the air, although I couldn’t see a single thing. Everything had gone dark. I couldn’t hear anything, either. When I tried to say something, I realized I didn’t have a voice — or a mouth. I was a floating mind without a body. But I didn’t have time to panic. Next thing I knew, I was surrounded by something cold and hard that encapsulated my floating brain waves. And then that coldness began to dissipate as I entered my new, artificial body and brought it to life.

My eyes fluttered open. I was lying on my back, and although I still felt kind of cold, I quickly realized it was because I had a lot of skin exposed.

“This garage is always too cold,” I said softly. Strange…my voice sounded different now.

I stretched my limbs and, staring down at my body, I nearly screamed out loud. At first, I felt like my old self. I was critical of my bedazzled bra and tight skirt…they made me feel slutty. Why would I wear anything like that? But then I took notice of the curves this skimpy outfit concealed and, running my fingers over my own torso, I marveled at how soft and silky my skin was. All of my old blemishes and freckles were gone. My body was perfect.

“Heath?” I called out, my voice shaking.

My husband appeared at my side. I’d never been happier to see him. I vaguely recalled being mad at him a few minutes ago, but I had no idea why. How could I have gotten mad at such a sexy man?

He smiled down at me. “Alexa, are you in there?”

“I’m in here,” I said, blinking slowly. My lashes were heavy with mascara. “But where was I before?”

“You’re visiting a new body,” he said softly, stroking my arm. His touch sent a sweet shiver down my spine. “But it’s only temporary. How do you feel?”

“I feel…wonderful…” I said. For some reason, it wasn’t easy to come up with the right words. I found myself struggling to string sentences together. My mind was all over the place. Yes, I still had the same brain, but something about it was…unfocused. Different.

And yet, at the same time, I felt absolutely incredible. My old body, after years of wear and tear, had started to develop minor issues. I got headaches often, and I had some scars from old injuries. But my new robotic form was brand-new, free of any signs of age.

I sat up, noticing that my breasts, although large, were perky and light. They felt almost weightless. I placed my hands underneath them and bounced them up and down. I let out a little giggle. “Wow! They almost feel real…”

“They are real, now that you’ve brought my robot to life,” Heath explained. “And I must say…you look incredibly sexy, Alexa.”

Normally, I would have blushed when a man — even my own husband — gave me a compliment. But now, I was completely self-assured. “I know,” I said, smiling sweetly. “I’m very, very sexy. And so are you…”

I gave Heath a long, deep, passionate kiss, taking him by surprise. He was stunned by my forwardness. Normally, I waited for him to initiate sex. But I was eager to put my new body to good use. I grabbed his hand and led him to the door leading back into the house.

“I’m so horny,” I said, walking ahead of him. My hips swayed seductively. I didn’t have to try to be sexy — it came naturally to me. I tossed my long, dark hair. “Are you coming with me?”

“I’ll go wherever you go,” he said, adjusting his collar nervously. I wondered what made my confident, cocky husband become timid in my presence. Maybe he hadn’t been prepared for how sexy I was about to become for him…

In our bedroom, I took a long look at myself in the full-length mirror. I cooed as I examined my new figure, examining my tits and ass from every possible angle. How could I have found this outfit slutty? My body was made for tight clothes like this.

Heath approached me from behind, wrapping his arms around me. “I knew you’d like the surprise,” he said, kissing me on the cheek.

“Surprise? What surprise?” I asked dumbly.

“I’m talking about your new, robotic body,” he said, chuckling. “Don’t play dumb!”

“Oh…that’s right!” I giggled. “I’m so horny, I nearly forgot.”

I realized, as Heath’s fingertips played with the edge of my skirt, that I wasn’t wearing any panties. I stood still as his fingers inched up beneath the skirt and stroked my inner thighs.

With his other hand, he grabbed my ass. “This is the perfect butt,” he commented. “You should be taking you for giving it to you.”

“Thank you,” I said sweetly.

Slowly but surely, Heath was growing used to the idea of his wife acting docile and submissive. He was my master now. And I was his perfect, sexy creation, a woman designed to fulfill all of his dirty desires.

“And these tits,” he muttered, wrapping his arms around me to grab my breasts. “They’re massive…”

“I know!” I sighed.

Then, out of nowhere, a strange expression filled his face, like something was wrong.

“I wish I could rip off your clothes and throw you down on the bed and fuck you, but…Greg’s coming over to watch the game, remember?”

My heart sank. “But Heath…I wanted to play with you!”

“We only have a few minutes before he’s supposed to be here, Alexa.”

Suddenly, my husband was discovering the problem with having a highly sexual fembot for a wife. The only way to tame my sexual desire was to satisfy my needs — and I wouldn’t be happy until I’d satisfied his needs. He’d teased me, and there was no way I could let him spend the rest of the day sitting in front of the TV with his friend.

“I can get you off quickly,” I said, dropping to my knees and loosening his belt.

“Alexa!” he laughed. But Heath didn’t put up a fight. He let me take off his belt, then pulled down his pants. His cock was hard beneath his boxers.

“See, you’re all ready for me to suck you off,” I said, yanking his boxers off.

My husband’s cock looked so delicious…I simply had to put it in my mouth. I had never considered myself a pro at blow jobs in the past, but my new mouth knew exactly what to do. Heath stared down at me in awe as I expertly teased him by flicking my tongue up and down the length of his shaft. I started with short, soft strokes before deepening the pressure of my licks. As I ran my tongue from the base of his shaft all the way to the tip, he groaned.

Then, I opened my mouth wide and filled it up with his hard cock. I’d never been able to take the whole thing before, but now it was easy for me. As his cock filled my cheek, Heath muttered, “Holy shit…Alexa, that’s fantastic…”

I started to stroke the lower half of his cock while sucking on the upper half and applying some pressure. I wanted to make Heath’s blood pump. I wanted to make him scream my name when he came…

“Can you suck on my balls?” he asked.

I might have found the suggestion distasteful in the past, but now, I was happy to receive his guidance. I filled my mouth with his balls and sucked on them gently, then tickled them with my fingertips while returning my attention to his hard rod.

It only took another minute of intense sucking before I heard my husband’s breath become ragged, a sure sign that he was about to erupt. He held his hand flat against the back of my head, keeping me still as he filled my mouth with his warm, salty seed.

“Alexa…that was amazing…”

I popped his dick out of my mouth and dabbed at the corners of my mouth. “Of course, master. Anything for you…”

“And my friend’s going to be here any minute. I should probably…” Heath trailed off. His head was spinning. “I should probably go downstairs.”

“I’ll cook for you two!” I cried cheerfully. Earlier, I had rolled my eyes at the thought of the two men loafing on the sofa all evening, but now, I didn’t mind the thought of company. Heath must have programmed this robot to serve him in different ways.

Heath went to the bathroom and then I heard the doorbell ring. I hurried downstairs, completely forgetting the fact that I was clad in nothing but a bra and a miniskirt.

When I flung open the door, his friend Greg was standing there. He stared at me, his eyes wide with shock.

“Uh…I think I have the wrong house…”

“Greg, it’s me! Heath’s wife, Alexa,” I said with an airy giggle. “Come on in. Make yourself comfortable.”

Greg was a good-looking guy with sandy hair and a nice physique. He was lean but toned; I could tell he worked out. Heath’s friends hadn’t interested me much in the past, but today, it was nice to have another man around. It was even nicer when I realized that Greg was staring directly at my cleavage.

“Do you like my bra?” I asked teasingly.

He quickly averted his gaze. “I didn’t even notice it! But now that you mention it…it’s very nice, Alexa! I had no idea that you had…that kind of figure…”

I led him into the living room. “Have a seat. Heath will be down in a minute.”

I licked my lips and wondered if Greg had any idea that I had just given my husband a blow job. I felt like an incredibly dirty girl, swallowing a load of cum right before answering the door to a man I barely knew.

Greg settled down on the couch and a moment later, Heath joined us. For a second, Heath seemed startled that I was standing there.

“Alexa,” he said through clenched teeth, “I thought you were going to change your clothes.”

“Why would I do that?” I asked, perplexed.

He sighed. “Never mind. Now why don’t you go do something else while Greg and I watch the game…”

Greg’s lingering gaze made it clear that he didn’t want me to leave. Even after Heath turned the TV on, his friend seemed far more interested in me than the football game.

I went into the kitchen to chop some vegetables and when a commercial break came on, I heard them talking about me. I crept closer so that I could hear what they were saying.

“Did your wife get a boob job?” Greg was asking.

“No…let’s just say I used my knowledge of electronics to, uh…enhance her body,” Heath said, chuckling. “What do you think?”

“She looks fucking hot. You think I can take her new body for a spin?”

I bit my lip when he said those words. Greg wanted to fuck me badly…would Heath let him?

My husband hesitated. “Well, I don’t mind sharing her…in fact, I think it would be pretty hot to watch another man use her body. But it’s up to Alexa.” He cleared his throat. “Hey, honey! Can you come in here for a minute?”

I rushed into the room, feigning innocence. “Yes? Are you hungry?”

“Alexa, how would you feel about…a threesome?” Heath asked.

“I’d love to do that,” I said without hesitation.

“Do you think my friend is attractive?”

I looked Greg up and down, imagining how big his dick was. “Yes. I think he’s very good-looking.”

“Thanks,” Greg said sheepishly.

Even though I was completely submissive to men’s desires, I possessed a certain sexual confidence that could be ] intimidating. Most guys’ wives wouldn’t flaunt their bodies in outfits as skimpy as mine.

“How big is your cock?” I asked bluntly.

Greg stared at me. “Uh…”

Heath nudged him and winked. “Show her…”

Greg unzipped his jeans and pulled them down. I saw the hard bulge of his cock through his underwear. His cock looked nice, but it wasn’t as impressive as Heath’s. Of course, I couldn’t say that out loud — that would shatter his masculine desire for dominance and superiority.

“Mm…you’re very hard…is it because you’ve been thinking about my tits?” I asked, hefting my breasts in my hands and squeezing them together. I let go of them and they jiggled wildly, threatening to burst out of the bra at any moment.

Greg’s cock got even harder. “Maybe. Why don’t you sit on my lap?”

I straddled him, hovering over this handsome man and grinding my bare pussy against his hard bulge. I was starting to get very wet…

Greg sat still as a statue. He was a passive recipient of an impromptu lap dance. He still wasn’t sure what the boundaries were. Could he touch my body, or did he need Heath’s permission? Instead of asking, he simply waited and watched me, eager to see what I would do next.

I reached behind my back and, with a quick flick, unhooked my bra. I removed it and tossed it aside, revealing my bare breasts for the first time. Even I was impressed by my huge, perky tits. I bounced up and down on Greg’s lap, watching my breasts jiggle and tremble. They looked so real, it was incredible.

Greg stared at my tits, open-mouthed, before gaining the courage to reach out and touch them. He squeezed my breasts firmly in his hands, running his fingers over my nipples. They got hard immediately. He leaned forward, extending his tongue and flicking it over my hard nipples. I gasped with pleasure.

“What about me?” I heard Heath mutter. My husband was probably disappointed that he wasn’t the first man to play with my new tits.

“She’s on my lap, man…you’ll get your turn,” Greg said to him before sucking on my left nipple, worshiping my body with his eager mouth.

Not to be outdone, Heath leaned in and began to suck on my right breast. I ran my fingers through both guys’ hair at the same time, my pussy getting wetter and wetter as they each sucked on my big tits.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “I’m so wet…”

“Then sit on my face,” Greg said.

I turned to my husband, making sure I had his permission.

“Go ahead,” Heath murmured. “I’d love to watch another man eat your pretty pussy…”

I unzipped my tight skirt, letting it slip down my legs. The guys stared at my sexy body hungrily.

Greg slid further down the couch and I repositioned myself so that I was straddling his upper body. He held me by the hips as I slowly lowered my sopping wet pussy onto his open mouth. The second his tongue touched my soft folds, I began to moan. Nothing had ever felt this amazing before. My new body was incredibly receptive to pleasure. The man licking my pussy didn’t even need to be the one man I loved; it could have been any guy, and I would have been satisfied.

I rode his face, rocking back and forth over his eager mouth and swirling tongue. Heath was sitting beside me, and I turned to give him a long, passionate kiss while his friend continued to eat my pussy. Greg was simply an object to me — I could use his mouth, his hands, and his cock for pleasure. Heath, on the other hand, was my master and creator. He owned my body and decided what I could do with it.

Luckily for me, Heath had no problem watching me sit on another man’s face. And Greg was great at pleasuring me. His talented tongue swept over my delicate flesh over and over, moving in tighter and tighter circles until, trembling, I began to cum. I felt a gush of wetness pour out of me as I screamed in ecstasy. My husband plunged his tongue into my mouth just as I started cumming, muting my pleasure and asserting his dominance.

“What a good girl!” he said, running his fingers through my hair.

“What do you want me to do now?” I asked, standing up and bouncing my body up and down again. I loved making my new tits bounce…

“I want you to sit on Greg’s cock. And thank him for making you cum…”

“Thank you for making me cum!” I echoed. Then I giggled — I must have sounded very silly, repeating my husband word-for-word.

Greg was too turned on to poke fun at me. After he’d finished undressing, I slowly lowered my wet pussy onto his hard member and, inch by inch, engulfed it completely. Greg dug his fingers into my fleshy hips, watching my body with wide eyes as I rode his cock. Up and down, forwards and backwards…I got into a rolling, sexy rhythm and knew I wouldn’t be able to stop until Greg exploded with pleasure.

“I can’t believe this is really happening,” Greg said breathlessly, leaning back on the sofa. He looked completely helpless beneath me.

Heath beamed. “You’re a lucky guy…the first one who’s fucked her new pussy.”

“New pussy?” Greg asked. He still hadn’t completely made sense of the situation. He had no idea that I was a robot.

“Yes. Tighter and prettier than before. And she’s so much hornier, too,” Heath said, grinning. I was happy that he was happy with me. As I fucked Greg, I understood that I was putting on a show for my husband. This was all about his pleasure. And sure enough, Heath stripped off his clothes, too, and began to masturbate to the sight of his perfect fembot wife making love to another man.

“Is this good?” I asked Greg, rocking back and forth on his hard rod.

“Y-Yes,” he stammered, squeezing his eyes shut. “I think…I think I’m going to cum…”

I bounced up and down on his dick even faster. The moment I felt him erupt, I squeezed my pussy muscles tightly, milking every last drop of cum out of him. Then I daintily climbed off his lap and hopped onto my husband’s.

“How was I?” I asked, licking my lips.

Heath responded by pushing me down onto the floor. My legs wrapped around his body as he plunged his hard cock into my wet, cum-filled hole. He kissed me deeply as he fucked me, grabbing my breasts, caressing my body. I was the object of his desire now — the perfect submissive wife.

After a series of grunting thrusts, my husband pulled out of me and began to stroke his cock again, hovering over my body. “Do you want me to cum all over you?” he asked breathlessly.

“All over me,” I sighed, stretching out on the floor. I was his canvas.

I watched as the long, white rope of cum streaked through the air and spattered across my abdomen and breasts and neck. A few drops landed on my lips, and I hungrily licked them off.

I lay in silence for a minute, my ample chest heaving with each deep breath. Heath slumped down on the floor next to me.

Greg broke the silence. “Dude…can you make my girlfriend more like Alexa?”

“Sure,” Heath laughed. “But I don’t work for free. We can talk about that later.”

Although the men were exhausted, I could have fucked another ten guys. I had boundless energy now that I was half-machine. I leaped up off the floor, ignoring the cum on my bare skin and putting my sexy outfit back on.

“You guys must be hungry!” I giggled. “Let me make you some dinner.”

The men had forgotten all about the football game, which had been playing on mute in the background the whole time. As they put on their clothes and settled back onto the couch, I hurried into the kitchen. I was eager to prepare some food for them. After all, my role was to serve and satisfy my husband and his friends.

As I whipped up a delicious dinner for the guys, a strange thought crossed my mind. What had happened to my old body? Was she still in the garage, waiting for her old mind to be returned to her? I brushed the idea away and decided not to worry about that now. I couldn’t imagine leaving my perfect robotic form. My new life as a fembot was fucking fantastic.


The Bimbo Prototype




Every month, the latest edition of Goddess Magazine landed on our doorstep. My husband Clark was the type of guy who claimed he read it for the articles, but I knew that wasn’t true. The magazine was famous for its buxom, tan, perfect models. Luckily for Clark, he had a wife who didn’t mind when he fantasized about those hot models. I was equally fascinated by them.

In fact, it was a secret dream of mine to become a Goddess Magazine cover girl. No one would have ever guessed that I had that kind of dirty imagination. I was a serious office worker whose daily wardrobe consisted of a cardigan, slacks, and sensible shoes. I wore my dark hair back in a prim bun and, other than the occasional swipe of eyeliner, shunned makeup.

But once the work day was over, I liked to indulge my more…seductive side. I loved wearing sexy lingerie for my husband, and he was thrilled to buy me sheer nightgowns and lacy teddies to wear in the bedroom. The only problem was my body — I was slim, but I lacked curves. I never felt quite sexy enough, even when I was all dolled up for Clark.

The day the magazine arrived, I picked it up off the stoop as soon as I got home from work. The woman on the cover was a vivacious blonde with full lips and smoky eyes. Her breasts spilled out of her white bikini top, and she had a perfect hourglass figure. I stared at her and sighed. “If only I could look like her,” I murmured. “Even if it was just for one day…”

I opened the magazine and the words on the first page took me by surprise:

DO YOU WANT TO FEEL LIKE A GODDESS?

Enter to win a free photo shoot and makeover in our LA headquarters! All body types welcome to apply!

I bit my lip. The idea was tempting, but deep down, I knew I didn’t stand a chance of winning such a contest. I skimmed the entry requirements and then saw a curious line of text in tiny print:

The winner will receive our standard transformation process based on our Goddess prototype. We are not responsible for any physical side effects or personality changes that result from the transformation process.

“Huh,” I said, squinting at the small words at the bottom of the page.

Goddess prototype? I wondered if that had something to do with the fact that all of the magazine’s models had a similar look. They were all voluptuous, but their bodies didn’t appear to be surgically enhanced. And they all exuded an aura of sexiness that I’d never seen anywhere else. Come to think of it, how did the magazine find so many hot women who shared so many of the same features?

As I was trying to make sense of the disclaimer, Clark came home.

“I see someone got to the magazine before me,” he said with a sly grin. “Hey…what are you smiling about?”

“Oh…” I felt my cheeks turn crimson. “They have a contest to win a makeover and a photo shoot. I was thinking about entering. But I don’t know…”

“Honey, that’s great!” Clark cried, flinging his arms around me. “Enter! You have nothing to lose!”

My husband’s excitement was encouraging. “Okay. Then can you take some pictures of me tonight? I’ll wear that little black nightie you got for me…”

“Hell yeah!” he said. “Holly, you are Goddess material. I know you’ll win.”

“Yeah, right,” I laughed.

I didn’t even bother looking at the rest of the magazine. I was too excited about this silly contest. For some reason, I knew that I was going to win…
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Sure enough, about two months later, I found out that I was one of the three lucky winners of the contest. The rest was a blur. It wasn’t long before Clark and I were embarking on a free trip to Los Angeles, a city we’d never visited before. The magazine even put us up in a fancy hotel.

The only catch was that Clark wasn’t allowed to attend the photo shoot. The woman I spoke to from the magazine explained that all of their makeovers were strictly confidential. Clark and I thought it was strange, but he insisted that he had no issue with exploring the city while I became a “goddess.”

I was incredibly nervous when I arrived at the company headquarters. A man was waiting for me when I got there, and he ushered me up to the top floor. There, I found myself in a beautifully-decorated room; the walls were plastered with magazine covers from throughout the years.

“Your wardrobe is right around the corner,” the man said, leading me into a smaller room nearby.

I wanted to ask him a few questions, but he was gone in a flash. The black bikini hanging on the rack was incredibly tiny and revealing. I put it on, along with the pair of wedge heels sitting on the floor nearby. I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked ridiculous in this sexy bathing suit with no curves to fill it out. A small part of me wondered if this whole thing was a terrible joke.

The man returned and led me to a holding area where two other young women were sitting. I soon realized that they were the other winners. One was a sweet-looking redhead who was pleasantly plump; her white bikini didn’t quite flatter her figure. The other was a geeky, skinny blonde woman with horn-rimmed glasses and a bright red bathing suit.

We stared at each other in disbelief. At this point, I became sure that the whole contest was a joke. None of us was model material.

I folded my arms over my chest. “Are you guys as nervous as I am? I’m Holly, by the way.”

“I’m Bethany…and yes, I’m nervous!” the redhead sighed.

“I’m Greta,” said the blonde. “And I wish my boyfriend never entered me in the stupid contest. I don’t know what he was thinking. He just wanted me to get a makeover so I’d look more like those sexy magazine girls…”

My heart sank. I was about to suggest that we all abort the mission and leave before the magazine could embarrass us when a photographer appeared. He was a handsome, well-dressed man with a beard and trendy glasses, and he was wielding an impressive camera. That thing must have cost thousands of dollars. Hopefully, a camera that expensive would make us all look a little better.

“Bethany, you’re first!” he said. “Ready for some glamor shots?”

“Don’t I need to put some makeup on?” Bethany protested.

The photographer rolled his eyes. “Don’t worry, we’ll take care of you.”

Bethany reluctantly followed him into the next room. I turned to Greta. “I thought we were going to get a makeover before the photo shoot…”

At that moment, I heard the first click of the camera. The flash was so bright, it illuminated the area where Greta and I were sitting, too. “Beautiful!” the photographer cried.

Then the flash went off again. I heard Bethany let out a sigh that was, for lack of a better word, sexual.

“Beautiful, Bethany,” the photographer said, this time in a lower voice.

I couldn’t imagine what was going on in there. All of a sudden, Bethany started to giggle. Several minutes later, she emerged, and to my shock, she was a completely different woman. The plump redhead had turned into a svelte babe with long, slim legs, a nice round butt, and full breasts. She tossed her long hair and walked confidently in her heels.

“Bethany?” Greta cried. “Is that you?”

“You two have fun in there!” Bethany giggled as another handler appeared and led her away.

I stared in awe at her jiggling butt as she disappeared around the corner. I was about to turn to Greta but the photographer had already taken her away. I sat alone for about ten minutes, biting my nails nervously. Would Greta be transformed, too?

Sure enough, the nerdy blonde reappeared without her glasses on. Her hair was longer and shinier, her body more tan, her walk more confident. She looked like a living Barbie doll. To top it all off, she had a pair of enormous breasts that practically poured out of her bikini top, wobbling uncontrollably with each step she took.

“Good luck, Holly!” she said to me in a high-pitched voice before she, too, was led away.

“It’s your turn,” the photographer said to me.

“I’m…I’m not sure I want to do this…” I said slowly. I was having second thoughts about wanting to become a gorgeous model. Although I envied Bethany and Greta’s sexy new bodies, I had noticed the vacant expressions on their faces and their ditzy voices. They had been turned into bimbos during their photo shoots.

“Millions of women would kill to be in your shoes,” the photographer said. “Those heels cost three thousand dollars.”

“Is it going to hurt?” I asked.

“Your transformation? Of course not!” he replied. “Now follow me and stop worrying about it…”

I swallowed the lump in my throat and joined the photographer in the next room. He had me stand in front of a white background and told me to smile at the camera. The first shot he took was so bright and dizzying, I started seeing spots. But the warm glow of the flash lingered on my skin, and for some reason, my body seemed to relax substantially after that first photo was taken.

“Feeling better?” the photographer asked with a smirk.

“Much better,” I sighed.

“Good. Now, Holly, I want you to lean forward a little…arch your back…yes, just like that! Beautiful!”

He took another photo and this time, my entire body started to tingle. I noticed that my bikini top and bottoms were starting to feel a little snug, and when I glanced down at my chest, I saw that my small breasts were filling out my bathing suit nicely. They must have gotten a little bigger…

“Turn around and bend over for me. Just a little. Imagine that your husband is here and he wants to see your sexy ass in that hot bikini…”

I was excited by the thought of Clark watching me transformed, and disappointed when I realized that he wasn’t in the room. But I held my tongue and acted professional. I bent over slightly, wiggling my butt in the photographer’s face as he took a shot of my body.

“You’re a natural,” he said. Even after he took the photo, I felt his eyes lingering on me. Instinctively, I wiggled my ass a little more for him. I could feel it jiggling now. Had my butt gotten bigger and rounder?

I stood up straight and realized I was definitely a few inches taller now — and in these heels, I was practically the height of a runway model.

“Gonna get another body shot,” the photographer said, focusing the camera on my breasts and belly.

As soon as those parts of the body were struck by the bright flash, they began to transform rapidly. My breasts got bigger and bigger, and before I knew it, they were threatening to burst out of the skimpy bikini top.

I coyly bent over. “How’s this pose?” I asked, letting out a flirtatious giggle.

The photographer gulped. “Perfect. Very sexy,” he said.

With each photo he took, I became more and more interested in titillating this man. I was obviously having an effect on him. Ever since I’d gotten married, I hadn’t dared flirt with a stranger. But all of a sudden, I couldn’t control myself. That magical camera had transformed both my body and my mind. My new shape — curvy, with a slim waist, big breasts, and a big butt — was modeled on the so-called “goddess prototype.” And my sudden ditziness and increased sexual desires were the “side effects” that I had read about.

“Absolutely gorgeous! I think we have enough shots,” he murmured, putting the camera down. “You’re all done, Holly.”

I pouted. I could have kept posing for hours. “Mm…but how can I thank you for giving me…all this?” I ran my hands over my hot, curvy body and batted my eyes at the handsome photographer.

He chuckled nervously. “You don’t need to do anything to thank me.”

But I couldn’t help myself. I approached the man and gently brushed his cheek with my fingers. “Are you sure?” I asked breathlessly.

He glanced around the room. “Aren’t you a married woman?”

“I may be married, but…I’m so horny. I can’t wait any longer,” I sighed. Why should I wait to have sex with my husband when this hot photographer was right here beside me?

I dropped to my knees and began to pull off his pants. He yielded to my advances. I wondered if he had been through this before. He turned ordinary women into hot, slutty bimbos all the time. Surely more than a few of them had grabbed his cock, desperate to play with him after their photo shoots…

“Is my picture going to be in the magazine?” I asked, unzipping his fly. I could feel his hard bulge.

“Y-Yeah,” he stammered.

“On the cover?” I probed.

“Well, I don’t know…all three of you ladies took amazing photos today,” he said.

I didn’t like that answer. In response, I yanked off his boxers and wrapped my hand around his shaft. He was starting to get hard.

“It’s my dream to be on the cover of Goddess Magazine,” I said, gazing up at him with shining eyes as my hand worked his shaft. Soon, he was nice and hard. “Can you promise that I’ll be on the cover?”

“Maybe,” he said cryptically.

“If I make you cum, then you have to put me on the cover,” I said bluntly.

Before he could respond, I had wrapped my plump lips around his hard dick and was sucking on the tip, swirling my tongue over the most sensitive part of his cock. He let out a low groan of pleasure.

My husband never would have guessed that I was sucking off the photographer. He would probably be mad at me for being such a naughty, slutty girl. But I’d deal with him later…for now, I was simply enjoying getting this other guy off. Hopefully, sucking the photographer’s cock would get me on the cover. And if not, at least I was having a good time.

I began to move my mouth over the length of his shaft, going as deep as I could while still stroking the base of his cock. Soon, his entire dick was sliding into my mouth, halfway down my throat. Miraculously, I could take all of it without gagging. I’d never been able to deep throat before…

As I sucked his dick dutifully, my hands wandered to his balls. I played with them gently as I sucked him off. Every so often, I looked up into this man’s eyes and saw him staring down at me. I knew I had to give him a good show. With my free hand, I reached behind my back and untied my bikini top. My massive breasts poured out, jiggling wildly. The photographer immediately reached to grab at one of them, squeezing its fleshy abundance and flicking my hard nipple back and forth.

His cock glided in and out of my mouth rhythmically. The photographer put his hand on my head, forcing me to go even deeper. And then he muttered, “I want to fuck your tits.”

My eyes widened in surprise. Next thing I knew, he had pulled his cock out of my mouth and was instructing me to squeeze my breasts together for him. Hovering over me, he aimed his cock towards my tight cleavage and began to thrust in and out of the space between my tits. I watched in awe as he fucked me like this. I’d never had a body worthy of this kind of sex; I was enthralled as I watched this scene, which could have been straight out of a porno.

The photographer slid his cock in and out of my cleavage a few more times before returning his dick to my mouth. This time, he was going to be in charge — I could sense his new determination and desire to control the situation. I may have seduced this man, but he was clearly in charge. He began to fuck my face, thrusting his hips and holding my head still as he asserted his dominance over me. I had transformed from a serious, intelligent, poised woman into a vapid, hot babe who no one would ever take seriously again. To this man, I was just a body to be used to pleasure.

All I could do was let him use me as his fuck toy. He continued to fuck my face for a while until he slid his cock down my throat one last time and held it there. I felt the warm eruption of his cum as he filled my mouth with his seed. Once he pulled out, I gulped down every single drop like a good girl.

Without missing a beat, I picked my bikini top off the floor and stood up.

“Well? Do you think I’ll be on the cover?” I asked one last time.

“Most likely,” the man said, grinning.

I gave him a kiss on the cheek and went on my way, strutting in my heels. I was still topless, and I nearly forgot about my big, jiggly breasts until I passed a janitor in the hall and nearly gave him a heart attack. I sheepishly covered my bare chest with my bikini top and headed downstairs. I couldn’t wait to see Clark and show him that I was a completely new woman now…
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“I’m back!” I cried, flinging the door to the hotel room open. Goddess Magazine had been kind enough to provide me with a few free outfits that would suit my new figure. I returned to our hotel room wearing a tight red dress that hugged my curves nicely.

My husband, exhausted from his day of sightseeing, was lying on the bed, his eyes closed. He must have fallen asleep. He sat up and rubbed his eyes.

“Holly? Is that you?” he grumbled. “Your voice sounds different…”

“What do you think?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips.

Clark stared at me in disbelief. His sweet, pretty wife had been turned into a voluptuous vixen who oozed sex appeal. He examined me from head to toe. My husband was completely speechless.

“H-How did this happen?” he stuttered. “Holy shit…you look just like one of those models now.”

“The camera transformed me,” I said, climbing onto his lap. I felt the bulge of his hard cock through his pants and began to grind on his lap in my short skirt. “Do you like the way I look?”

“It’s gonna take some getting used to, but…” Clark hesitated, licking his lips. “But I think you look very sexy. Oh, God…you look so hot, baby…”

I’d never seen my husband gaze at me this way. In the past, he’d always managed to maintain a certain level of self-control in my presence. But now, it was as if he’d been overcome by lust. For the first time, I was able to make him lose control completely.

My skirt was riding up and it soon became apparent to Clark that I wasn’t wearing any panties. I rubbed my bare pussy against his lap, grinding on his erect cock.

“What do you think of my new tits?” I asked, thrusting my chest out.

“They’re amazing,” he breathed.

“I got a new ass, too,” I said, tossing my hair. “And new legs. New everything! I feel so hot now…but I have a confession to make.”

“What’s that?” he asked.

“I was so horny after my photo shoot, I…did something bad,” I sighed.

“How bad?” Clark probed.

“I sucked the photographer’s dick,” I said, biting my lower lip. “I hope you can forgive me.”

“You couldn’t wait to suck my dick?” he asked, clearly irritated with me. “Honey…you’ve never cheated on me before…have you?”

“Never!” I cried. “But you don’t understand, Clark. With a body like mine…and a sex drive like this…I couldn’t control myself. It’s like I’m a completely different person.”

“Did he fuck you?” he said, his voice tinged with urgency.

“Of course not!” I giggled. “He came right in my mouth. See? I’m not that slutty!”

Somehow, my ditzy brain thought that was the right thing to say. My husband couldn’t even be mad at me for cheating on him. Instead, he said in a low voice, “I think you need to be punished for being so bad.”

“How?”

“I’m going to fuck you hard and treat you like the slut you’ve become.”

Before I could ask him any more questions, he found the zipper on the back of my dress. In his attempt to pull it down, he ripped the zipper right off. Clark tore the dress off my body, revealing my tan, voluptuous breasts. I jiggled them in his face.

“Aren’t they great?” I asked.

Clark squeezed my right breast. “They’re fucking fantastic, babe.” He sucked my nipple into his mouth and nibbled on it. I squirmed under his touch.

“Mm…” I groaned.

My husband grabbed one breast in each hand and then buried his face between them. I felt his hot tongue flick across the flesh of my breast before his mouth encircled my erect nipple again.

Clark slapped my ass. “This is how you’ve always wanted to look, isn’t it?” he murmured.

“Uh-huh. Aren’t you happy?”

“Oh, I’m happy,” he said, grinning. “To be honest, I’ve always wanted you to look like one of those models, too. I fantasized about it all the time…”

“That makes two of us,” I breathed, leaning forward to kiss him. Our lips met and then our tongues danced together. Clark ran his fingers through my long, dark hair as his tongue probed the inside of my mouth, making me moan.

“And you have such nice, full lips, too,” he groaned. “Perfect for sucking photographers’ cocks…”

I opened my mouth to respond, but I couldn’t think of anything witty to say. I used to be so clever, and now, I was utterly brainless. But that didn’t matter. With a body like this, I would never have to use my mind again.

“Why are you still wearing your clothes?” I asked teasingly.

I stood up, folding my arms over my chest. I could barely conceal my enormous tits with my slender arms. Clark hastily pulled off his T-shirt, then his pants and briefs. My husband’s lean, muscular body looked better than ever. And so did his thick, hard cock…

“Did you see pretty girls walking around today?” I asked, alluding to the fact that my husband had been surrounded by the beautiful people of Los Angeles all day.

“Lots of pretty girls. But none of them were as sexy as you,” he said. I knew he meant it.

Clark stood up and positioned himself behind me.

“Bend over,” he instructed.

I did as he asked, spreading my legs apart as I leaned over the bed. He held my body by the waist as he planted kisses on the back of my neck, moving lower and lower over my smooth back, until he finally reached my ass. I felt his warm breath on my skin as he knelt down behind me. And then, he spread my ass cheeks apart with his fingers and buried his face between my thighs. His tongue ran up and down the length of my smooth pussy.

“Even your pussy is hotter now,” he groaned into my flesh.

I trembled, bracing myself against the bed. With such large breasts, it took all of my strength to keep myself from falling forward. “Thanks,” I giggled.

His mouth began to explore my delicate folds again. The sweeping, gliding motions of his wet, hot tongue filled my body with tension and excitement. My pussy was prettier and more receptive to pleasure now. Clark’s hot tongue slipped in and out of my tight hole, teasing me before moving up to my throbbing clitoris. As his mouth encircled my sensitive love button, I let out a shuddering moan.

He flicked his tongue back and forth, his fingertips digging into my fleshy hips. The tension in my body swelled, and before I knew it, I was starting to cum. I clung to the bedsheets and began to whimper with pleasure as waves of ecstasy swept through my body.

Once my shaking had subsided, Clark picked me up and flipped my body over. I landed on my back and he climbed on top of me, muffling my moans of pleasure with his kisses. “Are you ready for me to fuck you, baby?” he groaned.

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered. I was a sweaty, exhausted mess already. I was lucky to have a man who took charge in a situation like this.

I wondered if Clark had ever imagined that his secret fantasy would become a reality. I wasn’t his wife anymore, a woman who was prim and proper in public and would only let loose in the bedroom. I had become a bimbo with a one-track mind and a curvaceous body that put my sexiness on display for the world to see. Clark could show me off like a trophy wife. I was a perfect copy of the Goddess Magazine prototype. I let out a little giggle as I thought about the way I had looked before, along with Greta and Bethany. Somewhere in LA — perhaps in this very hotel — they were engaged in passionate, wild sex with their partners, just like me.

Clark pinned me down against the bed and plunged his hard cock deep into my sopping wet hole. He groaned as he experienced my new and improved, extra tight pussy for the first time. His hand gripped my breast as he moved in and out of me, taking his time at first to relish each moment of pleasurable sensations. Then, emboldened, he began to pick up his pace. He fucked me hard and fast. His deep and relentless thrusts made the bed rattle wildly. Every time I moaned, he would plunge his tongue into my mouth. His hands squeezed my breasts. His breathing grew ragged, and I saw beads of sweat forming on his face and his bare chest.

“You’re a goddess,” he groaned. “Fuck…I don’t know how much longer I can hold back…you’re too sexy…”

Clark wished he could keep fucking me forever, but his body was overcome with pleasure. His big cock filled my pussy one last time before he exploded inside me. I felt my pussy fill up with his warm cum. Exhausted, my husband collapsed on top of me.

I ran my fingers through his hair. “That was fantastic,” I murmured. “Did you like it?”

“Oh, it was great for me. Next time, I’ll make sure you cum twice…” he said, kissing me on the lips.

“Don’t worry about me!” I insisted. “I just want you to be happy.”

He chuckled. “Don’t worry, Holly. I’m happy. In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever been happier. I have the sexiest wife in the world.”

Now that I’d fulfilled my intense sexual urges, my mind began to clear and new thoughts filled it up. First, I would have to drastically change my lifestyle once we returned home. I would buy a whole new wardrobe to showcase my curves — and if I got fired from my boring office job, I would pursue professional modeling. Or maybe porn. Yeah…that sounded nice. I would get to fuck guys with big dicks all day long, and then go home to my perfect husband and fuck him.

“What’s so funny?” Clark asked me curiously.

“Nothing,” I said sweetly.

The truth was, one man would never satisfy me anymore. But I sensed that Clark wouldn’t mind if I explored my sexuality. In fact, he hadn’t been upset at all by my bad behavior earlier today. As long as I saved enough lust and love for him at the end of the day, he would be happy to share my new body with the world.

“No…really, Holly — what’s on your mind?” he probed.

I sat up in bed, a smile filling my face. “I’m just thinking about how hot I’m going to look on the cover of Goddess Magazine.”

Clark grinned. “Me, too.”


The Bimbo Bra




“Hey everyone, I’d like to let you know that I’ve picked our new head of accounting!”

The whole office perked up at those words. A number of accountants at the firm had been hoping to get this promotion. I didn’t know why they got their hopes up. It was obvious that our boss, Drew, wasn’t going to base his choice on work ethic or dependability. He much preferred employees with certain…physical attributes.

“And I’ve picked…Lulu!”

All eyes were on Lulu, the ditzy blonde who had started working here just a few months ago. She seemed shocked that she was chosen, but after giggling for a full thirty seconds, she leaped out of her desk chair and rushed over to give Drew a hug. Her breasts, two firm, tan melon-sized orbs, bounced up and down in her half-opened blouse, and she nearly tripped in her stilettos as she fell into his arms.

Drew was clearly intoxicated by her charms. “Everyone, give Lulu a round of applause for doing such a good job during her first few months here.”

We all clapped slowly, glaring at the dumb blonde whose only competitive advantage was her bra cup size. Her slutty clothes didn’t hurt, either. Somehow, our office dress code had become obsolete the second she showed up, with her low-cut shirts and tight skirts and bare legs. The most conservative outfit she’d ever worn was the tight black catsuit she donned at the company Halloween party.

“I’ll bet you a million dollars that he promoted her so he can fuck her,” one of my coworkers, a prim and proper woman named Samantha, whispered to me.

“I’m sure you’re right,” I replied.

“Before we get back to work, I have one more announcement,” Drew said. “Since our company’s growing so fast, I’m looking for a new right-hand man — or woman. You would basically be VP of operations.”

“I would kill for that job,” I murmured softly. After two years here, I was hoping for a promotion and a pay raise. I’d definitely worked hard enough.

Unfortunately, the world wasn’t made for women like me. I played by the rules and worked as hard as I could, but there was always going to be a woman who was a little more forward, a little sexier, who reaped all the benefits in life. People like Lulu reminded me that I could never use my feminine wiles to get my way because I had a flat chest and no butt. To men like Drew, I was completely invisible.

Samantha laughed derisively. “If you want a promotion, you should probably invest in a good plastic surgeon.”

I sighed and went back to work, trying not to think about how unfair life was. But I couldn’t stop myself. I was obsessing over my body, and I wouldn’t be able to free my mind of this worry until I found a solution to my flat chest…
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“Congratulations, Lulu,” I said through clenched teeth as the ravishing blonde and I met in the break room.

“Thanks, Jacqueline!” she giggled, her chest jiggling slightly. Every time she moved, she set her tits in motion. It was almost mesmerizing to behold. “But I don’t think I deserved that promotion. Everyone else has been so mean to me since Drew gave it to me!”

I shrugged. “Well, just so you know, the general consensus is that you got the promotion because…”

“Consensus?” she asked, wrinkling her nose. “What does that mean?”

Jesus. This bimbo was dumb. “What I meant to say was…everyone thinks you got the promotion because of Drew thinks you’re sexy.”

Lulu stared at me in disbelief, batting her long lashes as she blinked slowly. She started to chew on her long pink fingernail anxiously. “Of course that’s why he promoted me! I don’t know anything about accounting.”

I resisted the urge to scream. “Then why did you take the job?!” I asked.

She lowered her gaze, aiming it right at my flat chest. “Jealous women are the worst. If you want a better job, then you need to do the work.” Lulu giggled again.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, folding my arms over my nonexistent breasts.

“I know how you can get a promotion, Jacqueline.”

“How?”

“There’s a little boutique on Vine Street. It’s on the second floor of the hardware store. They sell lingerie that can turn you into a totally new person,” Lulu said breathlessly. “And I should know — that’s how I got this body!”

She did a little twirl, showing off her perfect hourglass shape.

“Yeah, right,” I muttered. “Boutique? I’ll bet it’s a back alley clinic where they do those weird, illegal injections…”

Lulu sighed, exasperated. “I’m telling you, Jacqueline…if you want to change your life, you should take my advice. Go to the boutique.”

As she sauntered out of the break room, she turned her pretty blonde head around to add, “I should know. I used to look just like you.”

And then she was gone. My mind was reeling. I knew exactly what spot she was talking about, but I found it difficult to believe there was a boutique up there. I decided that I had no choice but to investigate for myself.
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I hated bra shopping — absolutely hated it. It was a reminder that I was flat-chested. I always felt inferior, wading through racks of bras for full-busted women until I found the ones small enough for my body type. Today, however, was different. I wasn’t merely shopping for underwear. Instead, I was exploring a mysterious place I never could have imagined. From the outside, there was no trace of anything going on above the old hardware store.

Once inside, I found a narrow corridor with some stairs and walked up. I was faced with an ancient wooden door. Next to it, someone had rigged up a makeshift doorbell. I rang the bell, and the door opened slowly, creaking loudly. The raven-haired woman who answered it had a mischievous smile on her burgundy lips.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Yeah, I’m here to…buy some lingerie,” I said uncertainly. I was already creeped out by the dark, dusty stairwell and this ancient door.

“Come right in!” the woman said invitingly.

I stepped into the boutique and gasped. It was a beautiful shop, with racks of sparkly, skimpy clothes, tons of high heels, and glittery jewelry. The only thing missing was the lingerie.

“My coworker told me to come here if I wanted to transform myself,” I said.

The woman gazed at me, looking me up at down haughtily. She was a sight to behold, with her waist-length black hair and sumptuous figure. She had huge breasts, a tiny waist, and ample hips. Her curves were backed into a tight black dress that barely covered her thighs.

“You came to the right place,” she said sweetly. “I’m Melanie.”

“So how can I make myself look more like…you?” I said, gesturing towards Melanie’s sexy body.

Her full lips curled into a smile. “Our lingerie is the secret to a perfectly feminine body and personality. Come with me.”

My mind was racing and my palms started to sweat. Maybe today was the day that my life was going to change for good. I was perplexed when Melanie led me to the side of the room. Dangling on a hanger was a single red bra. It was the only lingerie in the store.

She grabbed the lacy garment and held it out. “Here it is! Our very special bra.”

“Is that it?” I asked. “Only one bra?”

Melanie nodded. “Yes. Isn’t it beautiful?”

The lacy bra was definitely beautiful, but I felt like I was missing something. Still, I decided to push forward with my plan to become more like Lulu. “All right. I’ll buy it. How much does it cost?”

“Oh, you can’t buy it!” Melanie laughed. “You can only rent it for a day.”

“Rent a bra?” I raised one eyebrow. “Well, how much does it cost to rent it?”

“A hundred dollars.”

I nearly burst out laughing. “A hundred dollars?! Are you crazy?”

Melanie sighed. “A hundred dollars is a very small fee to turn yourself into a sexy, desirable woman. But not everyone is cut out for the bra.”

I glared at her. “Hey, I’m cut out for the bra! Whatever that means.”

She licked her lips. “Hmm…are you?”

“Yes,” I said firmly, snatching the bra from her. “Do you take credit cards?”

Melanie smiled as she rang up my purchase. “Remember, dear…bring it back tomorrow night.”

“Of course I will,” I said, nodding eagerly. I was terrified of what the penalty would be if I didn’t get that bra back to the shop. If it cost a hundred just to rent it, then how many dollars would I owe if I brought it back late?

I said goodbye to Melanie and headed out the door, eager to see if this bra really worked. I planned to put it on in the evening, but life got in the way. I decided to submit a formal application for the job, which took hours to compose.

By the time I was finished, all I wanted to do was get in bed and pass out.

“I’ll just wear this stupid thing to work tomorrow,” I said to myself, throwing the bra over a hook on my bedroom door.

Little did I know, I was in for a huge transformation at the office. I still didn’t realize just how potent this magical bra would be.
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“Morning, Drew!” I said cheerfully.

“Good morning, Jacqueline,” my boss said.

I finally had his attention. “I applied for that position last night,” I said. “The VP role.”

“That’s nice,” he said absentmindedly.

At that moment, Lulu stepped into the office. She threw off her coat and everyone let out a collective gasp at her skimpy cocktail dress. The second she appeared, Drew was by her side, eagerly offering to train her for her new role.

I was seething. I settled down at my desk, trying not to let it bother me that this supposedly magical bra hadn’t done a thing to change my body. It didn’t even fit me right — it was far too big for my tiny breasts.

And so, life seemed to be going on as it always did. I was wearing a prim button-down shirt and a pencil skirt, my short brown hair pulled back into a neat bun. I had hoped, in vain, that by the time I got to work, I would have some new curves to fill out this cute outfit.

The morning went on, and at a certain point, I dropped a pencil on the floor. As I bent down to pick it up, I felt an odd sensation. Something was jiggling under my shirt. Was that…me?

I looked down and saw that my chest was slightly fuller. In fact, the red bra felt very comfortable now. Could it be that my breasts had grown a full cup size?

My coworker Steve, sitting at a desk adjacent to mine, called out, “Jacqueline! Can you send that email out to everyone? It’s very important.”

“Sure!” I replied, trying to focus on my work. It was getting more difficult with each passing moment, though. My mind was racing. As I opened my email and tried to compose a coherent paragraph, I realized that it wasn’t so easy.

I started typing, but then I realized that something was pressing against my arms. I glanced down and nearly screamed. My breasts were rapidly growing, right before my eyes. They got bigger and bigger with each second. It was like watching two balloons being inflated. One minute, they were nice, reasonable B cups; the next, they were plump C’s; and suddenly, they were juicy DD’s. With each jump in size, my poor blouse was pulled more tightly over my chest. The top button popped off, flying over my desk.

“Hey!” someone muttered from about ten feet away. “Who’s throwing things?”

I leaned back in my seat, hoping that nobody noticed my swelling assets. This was not what I’d envisioned. I thought that turning into a sexpot would be more…glamorous?

“Jacqueline, that email?” my coworker called again.

“Y-Yes,” I stuttered in reply. I clutched my throat. Why did my voice sound so sweet and high-pitched? I sounded just like Lulu now.

This time, I returned to the email and realized that I had no idea how to write an intelligent sentence. Half of my vocabulary had evaporated. It was if my IQ was diminishing in proportion to my growing cup size.

But it wasn’t just my breasts that were changing. My hair had tumbled out of the neat bun and was growing longer and longer. Soon, it fell in soft waves over my shoulders. And the rest of my body seemed to be reshaping itself, my waist becoming more petite, my hips becoming wider. Even my legs were longer. I had longed for a body like Lulu’s, and it looked like my wish was coming true.

Fortunately, the magical bra easily accommodated my swelling tits. The bra itself continued to stretch as my breasts blossomed. My blouse, however, was a different story. The buttons popped open, one my one, and I heard the popping of seams giving way under the relentless pressure of my expanding assets. I hurriedly unbuttoned my top all the way, desperate to keep the garment from being torn in half.

I felt a huge sense of relief as I opened my blouse. And, getting a glimpse of my massive breasts under that sexy red bra, I let out a sexy sigh of relief. Everything was going according to plan.

“Now I can get my promotion!” I squealed.

Suddenly, a shadow fell over me. It was Steve, who had stormed over to my desk to yell at me about the email. The second he saw me, his tune changed.

“Jacqueline, I thought I told you…” His mouth hung open as he took in the sight of my body. The open blouse, the voluptuous breasts, the flat tummy…this was definitely not appropriate office wear, but it certainly caught his attention. “…to send the email.”

“I’ll get to it soon,” I said, smiling at him coquettishly.

“What…what are you wearing?” he asked. It was as if the mere sight of my body had caused all the blood to rush out of his brain and into his dick. Perfect…

“Do you like my new bra? I borrowed it from a friend, and I wanted to show it off,” I said.

“It’s beautiful,” he said, completely ignoring the fact that I should be fired for sitting at my desk in this get-up. But my breasts were even bigger than Lulu’s now.

I loved the way Steve was checking me out. I knew he had a girlfriend, but I couldn’t stop myself from flirting with him. “Steve, honey, can you come over here and take a look at my computer? It’s not working…”

Trying to stay calm, he sauntered over to me. He placed his hand on the computer mouse and I instantly stroked the back of his hand with my fingertip. I turned to the right, staring directly into his eyes. His face was flushed. I could tell he was nervous.

“Steve, can I ask you a question?”

“What?” he asked, his eyes darting to the side. He probably thought he was going insane. Nobody else seemed to notice that there was a half-dressed woman with enormous breasts nonchalantly working in her lingerie.

“How big are you?”

“How…big…am I?” he said slowly, sounding out the words.

“Yes. How big is your dick?”

Steve froze. “Very big. B-But…Jacqueline, I have a girlfriend. You’re beautiful and everything, but…I have a girlfriend. Yes.”

“A girlfriend?” I asked, biting my lip. “Why do all the hot guys have girlfriends?”

I slowly stood up from my desk chair.

“Where are you going?” Steve asked.

“To the conference room,” I said calmly. “You can come with me, if you’d like.”

“What are you doing in the conference room?” He seemed to have forgotten all about those important emails.

“I’m just so horny. I need to make myself cum,” I said matter-of-factly.

Steve tried to maintain his composure. “Jacqueline, I can’t.”

“Fine. Be that way!”

I let out a giggle and strutted across the office, my gigantic breasts quivering and trembling with each step. I reached the empty conference room and, just as I was about to go inside, I heard footsteps racing behind me. It was Steve.

“About time,” I murmured.

We stepped into the empty room and he dimmed the lights.

“I don’t know why I’m so horny,” I murmured.

“I’ll take care of that,” Steve muttered.

He spun my body around so that I was facing the conference table. He reached his hands around my torso and gripped my massive tits through the bra, squeezing them tightly. Then, letting one hand slip down my side, he reached under my skirt and slid his fingers under my panties.

“But Steve, you have a girlfriend!” I protested.

“She doesn’t have to know about this,” he insisted. His breath was hot on the back of my neck as he found my wet pussy with his fingers. He touched me tentatively, almost as if he was afraid of my body.

I reached under my skirt to slide my panties down my thighs, giving him easier access. He plunged his fingers inside me boldly, and I bent forward. Steve hiked up my skirt and gasped when he saw my perfect, round ass.

“How are you single?” he asked in disbelief.

“Because all the hot guys are taken,” I said. “Don’t stop what you’re doing…it feels so nice…”

I was overcome by lust. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to function at all until I’d had an orgasm. Steve began to flick my clitoris back and forth as he plunged his fingers in and out of my tight, slick hole. I trembled and moaned as he went deeper and deeper inside me. But fingers alone weren’t going to make me cum. I needed more from him.

“You know what would feel nice?” I asked softly.

“What?” he murmured, sweeping my hair to the side and kissing the back of my neck.

“Your tongue on my pussy.” With those words, I unzipped my skirt and let it fall to my ankles.

Steve didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees and spread my legs apart. I leaned forward a little more. The conference table stopped my top-heavy body from toppling over. I gripped the table as Steve’s hot mouth pressed against my soft inner thighs. He moved closer and closer to my pussy, and I moaned in anticipation.

As his slick tongue caressed my flesh, I squealed with pleasure.

“Not so loud!” he warned, his breath caressing my delicate folds.

“Not so loud,” I echoed dumbly. I had already forgotten where we were. All I could focus on was this man’s scent and touch and heat, the wetness of his mouth, the heaviness of his breath.

He swirled his tongue over my clit, then slid it downwards to probe the entrance to my tight pussy. He had a lucky girlfriend — this man obviously loved giving women pleasure. As I whimpered and trembled under his lascivious licks, I felt a little sorry for his girlfriend. How would she feel if she knew he had fooled around with a sexier woman at the office? And not a woman who was merely sexy, but a woman who oozed sensuality. It was the only thing I had to offer now. My brains were gone, as was my personality. All I had were these big tits, this fantastic ass, and a revved-up sex drive. I was, in a way, every man’s fantasy.

“Turn around so I can see those tits again,” Steve whispered.

I did as he asked, turning around and slipping my shirt off. Off went the bra, and out came my new breasts. It was a huge relief to free them once and for all. They bounced up and down, two mesmerizing orbs of flesh jutting out from my petite frame. Steve groaned when he saw them.

“Oh, man,” he muttered. “I wish we had more time to play, but I have to get back to work.”

“But I’m so close,” I said, spreading my legs apart and biting my lip to entice him. “Please?”

He couldn’t resist. The sight of my body like that, spread out like a piece of meat ready to be consumed, was too much to bear. He disappeared under my mountainous breasts and I felt his hot licks caressing my flesh again. I watched my breasts heaving and focused on the pressure building within me. Closing my eyes, I leaned back against the table and groaned with satisfaction. “Close…so close…”

Steve focused on my engorged clitoris, flicking it back and forth rapidly. My heartbeat quickened. My moans swelled, a crescendo of audible pleasure filling the room as he gave me a heaving, intense orgasm. I’d never cum so hard before. The waves of pleasure filled my entire body, and I was trembling from head to toe.

My chest heaved in and out, and Steve stood up, wiping the corners of his mouth. He was still fully-dressed, but I could see his rock hard bulge through his khaki pants.

“Steve!” I squealed, pointing at his erection. “Don’t you want to cum, too?” I ran my tongue over my lower lip.

I would have sucked his cock in a heartbeat. Unfortunately, Steve had second thoughts.

“I need to get back to work…before someone finds out we’re in here,” he said. “Maybe you can return the favor tomorrow?”

It never dawned on me that Steve had set things up so that I would be the only one who had to strip off my clothes and expose my body. That way, if anyone else came in, I would look like a brazen slut and he could feign innocence. Instead, I simply thought he was sweet and generous, a gentleman who insisted on making his sexual partners cum first.

“I’d love that,” I said, blinking and smiling at him.

Steve slipped out of the conference room. I watched him rush down the hallway, nervously adjusting his tie.

As I started to get myself dressed again, I saw that the bra had shrunk back to its original size. Now what was I supposed to do?

I put my skirt and panties back on, leaving the bra on the floor of the conference room. Big mistake. I was a total ditz now, and as soon as I had taken the bra off, I completely forgot that I was supposed to return it to Melanie’s boutique tonight.

I had no idea that someone else would find the bra in there, giving it to someone else and causing another woman to unwittingly transform herself into a bimbo…
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My orgasm had given me a little more clarity.

“Psst! Lulu!” I murmured. I had my blouse wrapped around my torso as I entered the break room.

“Jacqueline?” Lulu cried. “I see you took my advice! You look hot, girl!”

Suddenly, I didn’t see Lulu as a rival. We were intellectual equals now, with similar bodies. There was no reason to be jealous of her. We were both vapid bimbos with huge boobs.

“I have a little problem. My blouse doesn’t fit anymore. Do you have anything I can wear?” I sighed. “I need to talk to Drew about that promotion…”

“Don’t worry. I have the perfect idea.”

Lulu rushed out of the room and returned a few minutes later holding a white company T-shirt with a red logo printed on the front.

“These were for the holiday party, but they won’t even notice if one’s gone,” she said.

I put the T-shirt on, expecting to be disappointed, but the overall effect was quite pleasing. It fit me snugly, showing off my bare midriff and my hard nipples. Only Lulu and I had the type of figure that could make a boring screen-printed T-shirt look pornographic.

“You’re the best, Lulu!” I giggled.

She gave me a hug, pressing her breasts against mine, and then smoothed my hair for me. “You look sexy. Now go get that promotion!”

We jumped up and down together, each of us excited, although there was nothing to be excited about. Our bimbo ways defied logic. But we were hot and desirable, and that was all that mattered to us.

I passed through the office again. This time, everyone stared at me.

“What?” I asked, tossing my hair. “Why is everyone looking at me?”

I knew exactly why, but I decided to play innocent. I was determined to get my promotion.

I knocked on the door of Drew’s private office. “Come in!” he called.

When I opened the door, he was on the phone. His desk was strewn with papers. My boss was a busy, busy man. Yet the second I entered the room, I stole his focus completely.

“Drew, I need to talk to you,” I said.

Drew muttered into the phone, “I’ll call you later.” He slammed it down his desk. “Excuse me…can I help you?”

“Don’t you recognize me? It’s me, Jacqueline!” I said sweetly, approaching him slowly. My heels clicked daintily on the tiled floor.

“I, uh…of course I recognized you, Jacqueline! Yes!” Drew exclaimed. “Did you do something different with your hair?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I wanted to look extra nice today.”

Before Drew could stop me, I had walked behind his desk and lowered my body onto his lap. His eyes scanned my ample bosom, which was clearly visible through the thin white T-shirt, hard nipples and all.

“Are you sure you’re the same Jacqueline who works here?” he asked in disbelief.

I nodded vigorously. “It’s me, Drew. And I wanted to talk to you…” I slipped my finger under his collar and stroked his neck lightly. “It’s about the promotion.”

“Oh, right! The promotion…” Drew let out a deep breath. “Honestly, Jacqueline, I wasn’t sure if you had all the right qualifications for that…”

He sounded sad as he uttered those words. I knew I could change his mind easily.

“But I thought you were looking for a right-hand man,” I said. “Wouldn’t you like me to be by your side, whenever you needed a little…assistance?”

Before he could say anything, my lips were pressed against his neck. My boss was incredibly sexy. He had just a hint of stubble on his face and neck. His cologne was irresistible. All I needed was confirmation that he found me as sexy as Lulu…

“To be honest, I was thinking of shifting Lulu to this position,” he sighed. “She told me privately she wasn’t interested in accounting.”

I was taken aback by this revelation. Lulu had been cheering me on a few minutes ago. How dare she go behind my back to try to get this cushy job for herself?

“And what makes Lulu so qualified?” I asked, straddling Drew’s body and sifting my fingers through his sandy hair.

“She has a positive attitude, and she’s always…uh…” Drew obviously didn’t have a good reason to choose her, and he couldn’t say it was because of her tits.

“Admit it,” I said, thrusting my chest out in his face. “You wanted to promote her because she’s so sexy. Well…I agree with you. She is gorgeous. But in case you didn’t notice, my boobs are even bigger than hers now. And I’m much hungrier for the job. If you pick me, you won’t regret it.”

“I won’t?” he gulped.

I had turned my handsome, capable boss into a horny, blithering idiot. Good. It was just what I wanted.

“Help me get out of this shirt. It’s way too hot in here,” I sighed.

I lifted my arms up and Drew obediently helped me pull my shirt off.

“Much better!” I jiggled my chest in his face. His mouth was mere inches away from my erect nipple. “But now I’m starting to get cold already…can you warm me up?”

As if on cue, my boss’s lips parted as he caught my nipple between them. His warm mouth sent a shiver down my spine. I breathed deeply as he sucked on my hard nipple, his hands roaming over my chest to squeeze both of my bare breasts. He shoved his face between them, and I felt his hot breath on my skin. Encased in my massive cleavage, he was having the time of his life. I could feel his throbbing erection through his pants.

“Drew, you’re tickling me!” I giggled.

He pulled his face out from between my breasts and then returned to motorboat them. I squealed again.

“Drew, stop it!”

I had been in total control of the situation, but now, it was clear that I was just a silly bimbo. I was a slave to my own body. Overtaken by lust, I defaulted to what felt natural. Drew was my boss, and I wanted him to take charge.

He cupped one of my breasts, jiggling it up and down. “You know,” he said, gazing at my face, “your lips look different, too. Were they always so…big?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe, maybe not.”

“Those are lips that were made for sucking dick…” he said. “Don’t you think?”

It had never occurred to me, but now that he mentioned it, I liked the idea of having sexy dick-sucking lips.

“Maybe, if you do a good job, I can give you that promotion,” he said in a low voice.

The promotion! I’d nearly forgotten all about it. I slid off his lap, getting on my knees in front of him. Drew loosened his belt.

“Can you deep throat?” he asked.

Now, he was the one testing me. And I had to deliver.

“I can try,” I said resolutely.

Once his pants were off, I saw his huge cock for the first time. Long and thick, it was probably the biggest dick I’d ever seen in my life. Could I suck the whole thing without gagging?

But my job depended on it, so I was willing to give it a go. I wrapped my lips around his hard rod and filled my mouth up with his long member, going deeper and deeper, inch by inch, until the entire thing had slid halfway down my throat. It was a miracle. Now that I was a sexy bimbo, I had impressive blow job skills, too…

I flicked my tongue along the length of his rock hard shaft before engulfing his cock again. He slid easily in and out of my mouth. Come to think of it, I felt more complete with a big dick filling one of my holes.

“I’m sure Lulu can’t do this for you the way I can,” I said softly, planting a string of kisses over his cock. “Do you think she can?”

“Not like you,” he said with a little laugh.

I sucked vigorously for a few more minutes. I sensed that my boss was doing everything in his power not to erupt in my mouth. He had other plans for me today, too.

“Hey,” he said, gently guiding me away from his cock. “While you’re here, maybe I can see what else you can do.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I want to see how you ride my dick.”

I giggled. “Stop it, Drew…you’re making me blush…”

He sighed. “Lulu’s a big tease. But you’re down for anything, Jacqueline. Does that sound about right?”

I nodded. “Yes, I’m down for anything you want to try, Drew. When I’m in your office, I’m all yours.”

“Good.” He stood up and, removing his tie and his shirt, climbed onto his desk. “Because I need to see if you can deliver.”

He lay on his back and after pulling my skirt and panties off, I eagerly climbed on top of him. It was a bit of a struggle with my cumbersome breasts, but by the time I was straddling his body, I found it quite natural to be on top of his warm, naked body. I grabbed his dick in my hand, gripping it tightly and stroking it to get him nice and hard for me. Then, I lifted myself carefully and slowly lowered my pussy onto his throbbing manhood. I breathed deeply as he filled me up. Every inch filled me with more tension. He was massive, but somehow, my pussy managed to take his whole shaft. I was definitely going to be sore tomorrow…

“What a view,” he murmured, staring hungrily at my big, quivering breasts. “How fast can you go, babe?”

“As fast as you want me to,” I replied.

“I want you to do everything you can do make me cum.”

“Of course!” I began to lift and lower my pussy onto his dick, going slowly at first, but quickly accelerating my speed. Although I was naturally submissive now, I loved the control of being on top. I could make it as pleasurable for myself as it was for him.

“That’s great,” he sighed. “Just a little faster…”

My tits bounced and jiggled wildly as I bounced up and down on his hard shaft. I began to add a slight rocking motion, moving backwards and forwards. I was a pro at this.

“Just like that,” he groaned. He licked his lips. “Jacqueline…don’t stop…”

I was getting wetter and wetter with each minute that passed. My pussy was hot and slick as it gushed all over his thick rod. I must have started cumming without even realizing. I slipped seamlessly into higher levels of pleasure so quickly and uncontrollably in this new body. Drew must have enjoyed the sound of my ecstatic moans, because he started muttering words of encouragement. “Yeah, sexy…let yourself cum…don’t hold back…”

I cried out as I reached a second, more intense climax. My entire body shuddered. Somehow, I managed to keep riding Drew’s dick, although I worried that I might lose steam.

“Slow down a little,” he murmured, as if he’d read my mind.

“I just want you to cum, too,” I said, my sexy voice barely a whisper.

“I’m close. But I want you to go slowly…so I can enjoy every second of it…”

I slowed my pace, and as I engulfed Drew’s cock over and over, I noticed that his eyes were closed. He seemed completely lost in his pleasure. Then, with a deep, shuddering sigh, he reached out his hands and grabbed my body by the waist, holding me down on his dick as he exploded inside my tight pussy. He filled me up with his warm cum. It was a huge load, too.

Carefully, I lifted my curvaceous body off of his big cock and climbed off the desk. My boss sat up. He ran his hands through his hair and let out a deep sigh of contentment.

“Jacqueline…you’ve got the job,” he said.

“I do?!” I squealed.

“Who else could fuck me that well?” he sighed. “I think you’re actually the most qualified for the role, too. The application you submitted was very impressive.”

My heart sank. I had forgotten all about my application. I had submitted it back when I had a brain. I didn’t understand any of those serious business topics now. Frankly, I was completely useless at this company in my current state.

“Drew, I don’t know if I can handle the job,” I murmured. “I don’t know any business stuff anymore.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it!” he said comfortingly. “I can give all the difficult tasks to someone else. Your job is going to be taking care of me. I’ll give you a desk in here so you’re always at my side. Whenever I’m in a boring conference call, you can go underneath my desk and suck my cock. If I need some stress relief, I can suck on your tits or play with your pussy. How does that sound?”

Any rational woman would have considered the proposition degrading and disgusting. Drew didn’t want a serious, qualified person to assist him with important business matters. He wanted an empty-headed, sexy woman to be at his beck and call. The only thing that qualified me for this new role were my tits, my ass, my pussy, and my plump, “dick-sucking” lips.

But I wasn’t rational anymore. I was driven by lust. The offer sounded too good to pass up.

“That sounds incredible.”

Meanwhile, the magical red bra was lying on the floor of the conference room, waiting to turn another woman into a sex-crazed bimbo…


The Expansion Spell




Crystal was the first friend I ever made at the mall. I was shopping for new work clothes when I heard a woman giggling behind me.

“Oh…my…God…your purse is so cute!”

I whipped my head around when I realized that the blonde in the hot pink halter top was talking to me.

“Really? You think so?” I asked sheepishly, clutching the leather bag to my side. “Thanks.”

“But honey,” she said, rushing over to me, “why are you buying those old lady clothes?” She wrinkled her nose at the sight of the gray slacks I was holding up in the air.

“These are for the office,” I said, perplexed by her attitude.

“The office?” she asked, eyes wide.

“Yeah,” I muttered. “The office. You know…where I work…”

I took a closer look at the woman in front of me. She looked around my age — mid- to late-twenties. Her voluminous platinum blonde hair wasn’t the only striking thing about her. Her clothes were also pretty attention-grabbing. I was a little dismayed when I noticed that her skimpy halter top barely concealed her massive breasts. To my chagrin, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her hard nipples nearly poked through the fabric. Her toned, tan midriff was exposed, and her low-rise jeans flaunted her curvy hips. On her feet, she wore shimmering high heels. She looked like a total bimbo.

“I’m Crystal,” she said, batting her long eyelashes. That name definitely suited her. It was ultra-feminine and sexy, just like her.

“My name’s Melanie,” I said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Melanie…what a pretty name!” she gushed. Crystal seemed to be the type of person who could get excited about anything. “Hey, do you want to grab a coffee? I just moved here, and I don’t know anybody!”

Although I was skeptical, I decided to join her for the afternoon. Crystal was nothing like my other female friends. She was the type of woman I might assume was a slut or a dumb bimbo. And sure, she was definitely a little ditzy…and a little slutty, too, based on the stories she told me. But who could blame her? Crystal had a perfect hourglass figure, and every man who crossed paths with her couldn’t help but stare. She basked in the attention.

Naturally, I was a bit jealous of her. I was a plain brunette with no curves to speak of. But the more time I spent with Crystal, the more she inspired me to want to change myself. Frankly, I was tired of being so…boring. Each time we went shopping together or got our nails done, Crystal would tell me another story about her naughty escapades. She had threesomes with guys she met at the gym. She was offered ten thousand dollars to be in a porno and ended up missing the shoot because she was hooking up with a gorgeous French guy she picked up at a bar. Crystal lived a sexy, exciting life that I simply couldn’t relate to.

One day when we were grabbing lunch together, she noticed that I was feeling down. In spite of her ditzy personality, Crystal was pretty perceptive.

“Something wrong, Mel?” she asked.

“Just thinking about my ex, James,” I sighed.

“You never told me you had an ex,” she murmured, her eyes getting wide.

I laughed. “Yeah, well, we broke up a few months ago. Actually, he dumped me. I think he just wasn’t attracted to me anymore. And I haven’t been on a single date since then.” I took a deep breath. “You know, Crystal…I’m kind of jealous of you. It seems like all you do is go on dates and meet hot guys. What’s your secret?”

My bimbo friend jiggled her chest slightly. “I think you know what my secret is! I know how to use my body to get whatever I want…”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, well, maybe you have some advice that could help those of us who aren’t so…voluptuous.” I stared down at my chest, flat as a board.

Crystal lowered her voice. “If you want, I can give you the spell that changed me.”

“Spell?” What the hell was she talking about?

“Yes. I have it here somewhere…” She rummaged in her purse, throwing her expensive makeup on the table as she searched for something. “A-ha! Here it is. The magic spell that changed my life!”

She handed me a slip of crumpled paper. There was a long string of words written on it in faded ink.

“I bought this from a fortune teller two years ago,” Crystal explained. “I was desperate at the time. No tits, no ass. No sex life! This changed everything for me. And I think it can help you, too.”

I had assumed that Crystal’s body was the product of plastic surgery, all paid for by her numerous sugar daddies. I was shocked by the revelation that her figure was the result of something else entirely.

“So I just read this out loud and then I’ll transform? I don’t know, Crystal. This doesn’t seem like it could possibly work!”

She smirked. “Trust me, Mel. You’re the first person I’ve shared this with. I like you. And I think that we could have so much fun together if you became a little more like me!”

Crystal giggled to herself. At that moment, our waiter came over, trying not to stare at her immense cleavage as he offered to clear our plates from the table. It wasn’t difficult for Crystal to use her assets to get us a steep discount on the bill, letting her top slip lower and lower over her chest as she complained about how our drinks didn’t have any ice in them. She also got the guy’s phone number. Meanwhile, I was staring at the so-called spell, trying to make sense of the words on the page. I wondered if it would really work.
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I pulled my hair out of its loose ponytail and stood in front of the full-length mirror in my room. I yanked the piece of paper out of my pocket and cleared my throat. This thing was hard to read. I stumbled over the words, which seemed to be an odd combination of English and Latin, a few times before I got the hang of the spell.

I put the paper down and glanced at my fingernails. They were pretty and pink, just like Crystal’s — and that was where our similarities ended. I closed my eyes and began to visualize my sexy, fascinating friend. The more I thought about her, the less jealous I felt of her perfect body and endless sex appeal. “I can be just like her,” I murmured to myself. The words weren’t part of the spell, but they had escaped my lips without much thought, as if I’d felt compelled to say them out loud.

My body began to shiver, even though my bedroom wasn’t very cold. I saw goosebumps form on my arms. Then, for some reason, I started to feel overheated. I opened the window and a blast of nighttime air poured in. Suddenly, my skin started to tingle. I looked down at my body and saw that I was sweating through my plain white T-shirt and blue sweatpants.

“Why is it so hot in here?” I lamented, fanning myself. “And why is this shirt so tight all of a sudden?”

I yanked the shirt off over my head and nearly screamed when I saw my chest. Underneath my black bra, my breasts were getting fuller and rounder. My boobs were filling out all around my underwear, spilling from the sides and bottom of the tiny bra.

I was distracted from the sight of my swelling chest by my own shrinking waistline. I had always had a lanky, boyish figure, so the sight of my newly-cinched waist took me by surprise. Meanwhile, my hips were getting rounder. I spun around and saw my ass in the mirror — it, too, was growing, stretching out to strain against my sweatpants. They had fit me loosely before, but now they hugged my butt quite nicely.

Meanwhile, my tits just kept getting bigger and bigger. I heard the sound of seams popping and struggled to unhook my bra, freeing my breasts before they could destroy my underwear. But it was too late. My enormous tits burst through the bra, ripping it in half. It fall onto the floor in two pieces as my quivering, quaking breasts jiggled wildly. I opened my mouth wide and stared at my reflection in the mirror. Tentatively, I ran my hands over my sumptuous curves, sliding my fingertips over the hills of my ample chest, down past my flat tummy, and over my curvy hips.

The new shape of my body had been so distracting, I barely noticed that my dark brown hair was long now, flowing halfway down my back in soft, shiny waves. I could have starred in a shampoo commercial. Funny…I had always assumed that Crystal was rocking expensive hair extensions. Now I knew the truth. That spell really was transformative.

I slid my sweatpants off, then my panties, so that I could see my body in all of its glory. Everything about me was improved. My skin was flawless and tan; my legs looked more shapely; even my eyelashes were longer. The more I looked at myself, the more the memories of my old self started to fade away, receding into the past. Right now, I looked hot, and that was all that mattered to me.

Slowly, my mind was changing, too, although I couldn’t perceive this effect of the spell as easily as I had witnessed my physical transformation. Instead, I let my new thoughts push the old ones out of the way. How could I have spent so much time worrying about my job and silly things like that? The most important thing was looking good and wearing cute outfits. And why would my ex-boyfriend dump me? I should have dumped that loser! He wasn’t even that hot! But he did have a nice, big dick…

Suddenly, I felt the urge to put on some makeup and call Crystal for a girls’ night out. But what was I going to wear? Frustrated, I rifled through everything in my closet, pouting at each item that I knew would never fit over my curvy body again.

I decided to call my friend. “Hey, Crystal,” I said, biting my lip. “Do you want to come over and watch a movie? And maybe bring one of your dresses? I think the spell actually worked…”
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“Melanie, you look great!”

Crystal flung her arms around me, and I felt immense pressure as our big breasts were squeezed together by the tight embrace. I used to feel smothered by her huge chest when she hugged me, but now, I wasn’t so intimidated by her body. We were exactly the same height and shared the same otherworldly proportions.

“I feel great, too,” I cooed. “But I need to put on something sexy.”

I was so caught up in the moment, I didn’t even realize that I was still completely naked. Crystal didn’t seem to mind. She looked me up and down, nodding in approval. Her tongue swept over her lower lip.

“We are going to have so much fun on our shopping trips now,” she sighed. She reached into the shopping bag at her side. “Here! This dress will fit you perfectly.”

She handed me a tight black dress that was little more than a single strip of fabric. For some reason, I didn’t feel ready to put it on just yet.

“Crystal,” I murmured, “am I supposed to feel this…horny?”

Her eyes lit up. “Mm…welcome to my life. I’m horny all the time!”

“I know we can go out and meet some guys, but I don’t think I can wait that long,” I said frantically. “What should I do?”

“Well...” Crystal took a step towards me, stroking my long hair and staring into my eyes. “I could help you out.”

“How?” I asked.

Her lips lifted into a devious smile. “Just pretend I’m a cute guy. Close your eyes and enjoy…”

“What are you doing?” I had no idea what Crystal was talking about. But before I knew it, she was leaning in and planting a soft kiss on my lips. And before I could stop myself, I was kissing her back. Her mouth moved softly over mine, and my eyes closed as I sank into the warmth and tenderness of her kisses. I had never made out with a woman before.

“I’m horny, too,” she explained. “So I figured we could let off a little steam here before going out together.”

“Okay,” I murmured, pulling her body towards me. “Kiss me again…”

This time, we made out more passionately. Crystal’s hands were on my waist, then slowly sliding up to rest beneath my huge breasts. Even though we had identical bodies, I sensed that she was fascinated by mine. Her fingers began to roam over my tan, taut flesh.

Crystal’s tongue was in my mouth, swirling gently over mine with agile strokes. In a way, I knew that she was helping to train me, showing me how to behave in my new body. I was new to this sex-driven lifestyle, and she was quite experienced. Crystal was demonstrating how to properly kiss and caress, and how to be truly seductive.

The more she kissed me, the more horny I became. My clitoris was throbbing; my pussy tingled. I was getting so wet…

She broke her lips away from mine and began to kiss my neck, then my collarbone. Her mouth moved over my right breast, then encircled my nipple. She pulled at it gently with her teeth, making it nice and hard. Then she let out a soft, breathy sigh against my flesh.

“Your breasts are perfect,” she groaned. “Melanie…they might even be bigger than mine!”

“No way!” I giggled.

“Think of how all the men are going to look at you now,” Crystal said, lifting her eyes to meet my gaze. “They’re going to want to suck on your tits all night…”

Her lips encircled my nipple once again and she sucked, gripping my breast in her hand. I had never had anyone worship my body in this way. This woman was driving me crazy.

Just as I thought the stimulation was becoming too much to bear, Crystal inched lower, giving my breasts a break. She planted a string of kisses over my abdomen, then slid her mouth down my thigh.

“Can I eat your pussy?” she asked me, her eyes shining.

“Crystal,” I said, breathing heavily, “I didn’t know you liked women…”

“I don’t…usually,” she explained with an airy laugh. “But I like you, Melanie. And you’re way sexier than every other woman I know.”

With those words, she pressed her mouth against my inner thigh, then extended her tongue to lick my sensitive flesh in a long, wet stroke from my thigh to my delicate folds. My body shivered as her tongue swept across the length of my smooth pussy. I let out a shuddering sigh of pleasure as she stimulated me with her soft lips and deft tongue.

She moved up to my clitoris, licking it in tight circles. I began to feel weak in the knees. My body was so top-heavy now, it was almost a struggle to hold myself upright while I was so aroused. Crystal helped me down onto the floor. I lay on my back and she spread my legs apart, burying her face between them.

Her tongue swept up and down my pussy again, moving faster than ever. I felt the wetness from my pussy intermingle with the wetness from her mouth. My toes curled as she jiggled my clitoris back and forth with her hot tongue. I leaned back and closed my eyes tightly, moaning softly as she pleasured me. Even though I knew it was sexy Crystal who was eating my pussy, I began to imagine that there was a man worshiping my body instead. My heart raced as I thought about a sexy, muscular guy pleasuring me. I could picture his cock — huge, throbbing, and ready to penetrate me…

And that was all I needed to slip over the edge. I started to tremble uncontrollably as I came, reaching an explosive orgasm that sent shock waves through my body. Crystal, ever the sweetheart, kept licking my pussy until my body stopped shaking on the floor.

She sat up, wiping her mouth daintily. “Do you feel better now?” she asked softly.

“Much better,” I said, sitting up slowly. I was still breathing heavily, but my heartbeat was beginning to slow down.

“Good!” Crystal leaped to her feet. “Now put on that dress and let’s go out and have fun!”

My mind felt a little more clear after my climax. “Crystal,” I said pensively, “there’s something I want to do, but I don’t know if it’s a good idea…”

“Put the dress on and tell me.”

I struggled to get the flimsy dress to cover my body. Each time I managed to cover my breasts, one would pop out. Crystal and I got a bad case of the giggles as she watched me trying to make myself “modest.”

Although it felt like it took forever, I finally managed to get dressed. Crystal did my makeup like a pro. Then we headed downtown together, two curvy goddesses in sky high stilettos. The second we walked into the bar, heads turned.

“Ooh, we’re going to have fun tonight,” Crystal murmured, licking her lips. “So many cute guys tonight. Look at him…that tall guy with the dark hair. He’s staring right at you!”

My jaw dropped. “Um…Crystal…”

“What is it, Melanie?”

“That’s my ex-boyfriend, James.”

Her eyes lit up. “Even better.”

“But he’s on a date,” I said, my voice lowering to a whisper. “We can’t go over there!”

Crystal laughed. “You think that she can compete with you?”

“Hmm…” I thought about that, and after going around and around in my head for a few moments, I decided that she was right. How could my ex resist me now that I was so voluptuous and sexy? “I guess you’re right.”

James was sitting at the bar next to a pretty redhead. In the past, I might have been intimidated by this chick, but everything was different now.

“I’ll set the mood,” Crystal said, pushing past me. “You just follow my lead.”

Crystal parked herself on the bar stool next to my ex-boyfriend. I sat on the other side of her, watching her move in slowly. She was playing a coquettish game with him. First, she tapped his shoulder and asked if he could pass her a menu. Then, the moment his date stepped away for a minute, she began to make small talk with him. Once James got a good look at Crystal, he was definitely intrigued by my beautiful blonde friend. His eyes glanced at her deep cleavage, then moved back up to her pretty face as she babbled on about something. He was completely hypnotized by her looks and probably couldn’t understand a word she was saying.

Eventually, his date returned, but James was having more fun chatting with Crystal. It didn’t take long for the redhead to get fed up and leave the bar. James didn’t seem to mind.

“James,” Crystal said, glancing my way, “I’d like to introduce you to my beautiful friend, Melanie.”

I stood up and walked over to the empty bar stool that had been vacated by his date. I sat down and smiled at him. “Hi, James.”

“M-Melanie?” His mouth hung open and he stared at me like an idiot. “Holy shit! What happened to you?”

“What do you mean?” I asked sweetly, batting my lashes.

“You look…fucking hot,” he groaned, his gaze sweeping over my curvaceous body. “I mean, you look gorgeous!” His face had turned bright red. He wanted to be a gentleman and win me over again, but he had already proven that he was only interested in me for my body. I couldn’t blame him. And I definitely didn’t mind being objectified.

“That’s so sweet of you,” I said, laughing lightly and resting my hand on his shoulder. My ex-boyfriend was just as cute as I’d remembered. And now that he wanted me back, he was acting more charming than ever before.

“Why don’t you and your friend come back to my place? We can catch up, watch a movie…or whatever,” he said, still stumbling over his words. He must have thought that he was having a lucid dream. He had a gorgeous blonde sitting to his left and a sultry brunette to his right, and they were both leaning in close, touching him and showing him how interested they were. This type of thing just didn’t happen in real life.

About half an hour later, we got back to my ex’s place. He was trying to play it cool, putting on the TV and pretending to pay close attention to whatever was on. I didn’t care about that. I was more focused on James.

I sensed that Crystal was getting impatient. The moment James left the room to get some drinks, she said to me, “Melanie, what are you doing? You’re supposed to fuck him, not act like his friend!”

“I’m just taking my time,” I said, exasperated.

She sighed. “Fine. If you won’t make a move, then I will.”

I gulped. What did she mean by that? As soon as James returned, Crystal leaped up off the couch. Her breasts bounced rhythmically, and I saw his eyes follow their hypnotic motion.

“It’s getting hot in here!” she cried. “Do you mind if I get a little more comfy?”

“Sure,” James said, leaning back and enjoying the view.

Crystal lifted her shirt up over her head, revealing her sheer red bra, which barely covered her ample bosom. She tossed the shirt on the floor, then shimmied out of her skirt. Her skimpy G-string left little to the imagination. Crystal stood in front of the brightly TV screen. Her body resembled a curvaceous cartoon silhouette of a woman. She began to move slowly and seductively, swaying from side to side.

“You like what you see?” Crystal asked, biting her lip.

“Of course I do,” James breathed. Once Crystal stripped down to her lingerie, he completely forgot I was in the room.

She climbed onto his lap, straddling him. “God, you’re cute,” she giggled. She brushed her manicured fingers through his hair, and he gulped. Crystal began to grind against his crotch. “And I can tell you have a big dick, too. You’re getting nice and hard for me…very hard.”

“Getting very hard,” he echoed softly.

Crystal continued to give him a lap dance, tempting him with her body until finally, he couldn’t resist any longer. He craned his neck and pulled her down towards him. She collapsed on top of him before holding onto his shoulders for balance, her pendulous breasts swaying gently. I watched as they shared a deep, passionate kiss. Oddly enough, I wasn’t jealous of Crystal. Instead, I sensed that she was simply warming him up for me. I had no reason to worry about Crystal. I was just as hot as she was, right?

I inched closer to James on the couch. “Remember how much fun we used to have?” I murmured.

“Mm?” he asked, breaking away from Crystal’s lips for a moment. He turned his head towards me and his eyes widened.

I had lowered my skimpy black dress by a few inches. James stared at my sexy breasts, ripe and full under the thin fabric that could barely contain them. Crystal, noticing that I had captured his attention, climbed off his lap and hopped back onto the couch to his left. I crept closer on his right side. Each of us began to kiss and nibble on his ears, his neck; we kissed his cheeks, and then took turns kissing his lips. My hand wandered down to his lap and felt for his hard bulge.

I shoved my hand under his pants and began to stroke his erect member, my hand moving rhythmically up and down the length of his hard shaft. He groaned, writhing on the couch, trapped between our voluptuous bodies. I glanced at my friend and saw that she had unhooked her bra, releasing her huge breasts and kneeling on the couch so that she could envelop James with those huge, round orbs of flesh. I stopped jerking him off to yank my own dress off, stripping down to my thong. Coming in from the other side, I pressed my breasts against him. His head was fully encased now, smothered by our flesh. I felt his hot breath against my skin and heard his muffled moans.

His hand wandered to his crotch, unzipping his fly and sliding his pants down over his thighs. He began to stroke his hard cock quickly. He was in heaven now, completely enveloped by our breasts. His body was limp on the couch, helpless and passive, although his hard dick was alive and ready for action.

Crystal pulled away, letting him come up for air as she began to unbutton his plaid shirt. He let her finish undressing him, his hand working his shaft quickly. Meanwhile, I got down on my knees, gazing up at him longingly.

“How could you break up with me like that?” I sighed, stroking his cock slowly, teasingly. “How could you give up all this?” I jiggled my breasts enticingly.

“Shit, Melanie…I’m sorry,” he groaned. “Let’s get back together. It’ll be different! I swear…”

“But what about that girl you were on a date with tonight?” I asked pointedly.

He laughed. “Who? I don’t even remember her name. Melanie, you’re the only one I want to fuck…”

Crystal dropped to her knees beside me. “What about me? Don’t you want to fuck me, too?”

“I’ll fuck both of you, if you two are cool with that,” James murmured. I sensed that he was at a loss for words. Nothing made sense right now, but all of the blood from his brain had flowed down to his other head, and he couldn’t think straight. He had no idea where Crystal had come from, and why I had a body just like hers now. But now wasn’t the time for questions. Now was the time for action.

Crystal extended her long tongue and ran it up and down the length of his hard cock. I mirrored her actions, and together, we flicked our tongues in soft, teasing licks across his smooth, hard rod.

“You two planned this whole thing, didn’t you?” he said in a low voice.

Neither of us said a word. We were two busy licking his dick. Finally, I’d had enough with the teasing. I needed his cock in my mouth. I nudged Crystal out of the way and filled my mouth with his hard dick, going as deep as I possibly could until it was halfway down my throat.

“Were you always this good at sucking my dick?” James murmured.

I flashed a glance at him before sucking his cock even faster. It was true…I’d never been this good at pleasuring him before. Maybe it was my lack of inhibitions, or my new confidence, or my sudden lack of a gag reflex, but I had never given such a deep, intense blow job in my life. I felt like I was serving this man and giving him everything he desired. He may have dumped me, but for some reason, I still wanted to belong to him and do everything I could to please him.

Crystal held my long hair back while I sucked him off. When I needed a break, she took over right where I left off, wrapping her lips around his dick and going to town. I used the opportunity to get next to James again and kiss him. His hands roamed over the hills of my new breasts as his tongue explored my mouth, probing deeply. He couldn’t get enough of me. Crystal may have been sucking his dick, but I had his full attention.

Even though my beautiful friend wasn’t a threat to me, she still had physical needs to be fulfilled. She was clearly ready to take things to the next level with my ex-boyfriend.

“James,” she said softly, standing up, “don’t you like me?”

“I like you,” he murmured.

She pulled her G-string down over her hip bones and let it slide to her feet, revealing her smooth, bare pussy. “Good. Because I’m so horny, I need to sit on your cock right now!”

With those words, Crystal straddled him, lowering her tight pussy onto his erect shaft. Inch by inch, she filled herself up with his thick, meaty cock. I retreated slightly, leaning back so I could observe Crystal’s technique. She was riding his dick like a porn star, bouncing up and down and grinding her hips in a circular motion on his hard member. I was mesmerized by her body, those huge breasts bouncing against his face, those hips moving expertly. She knew exactly what to do to please a man.

Suddenly, it was as if I wasn’t even in the room. Crystal’s body had taken over James’s field of vision, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

But I realized quickly that Crystal’s aim wasn’t to make James cum. She was seeking a little release of her own. As she continued to fuck him, her body began to sweat and her eyes closed. I watched as her lips parted and heard the sound of her gentle moans of pleasure. Soon, her ecstatic cries grew louder and louder. She gripped his body tightly as she lowered her pussy onto his cock one last time. “Yes!” she screamed, rocking back and forth on top of him.

And just like that, she was satisfied. James let out a disappointed sound as she climbed off his lap.

“You tease,” he groaned, laughing.

“Babe,” I said, sprawling my body out on the sofa, “I’m waiting for you.”

His head turned and he caught a glimpse of my body, my legs spread open. I was ready and waiting for him to take me.

“Fuck me hard,” I added.

And just like that, Crystal was a distant memory. James buried his head between my thighs, his warm breath caressing my pussy as he began to lick gently, covering me with tantalizing, teasing strokes. I clutched the couch cushions and closed my eyes, letting him send shivers through my body with his lips and tongue. I was already wet before, but now I was completely soaked.

“Just like that,” I said, biting my lower lip.

His tongue swirled over my pussy, and before long, I was bucking and moaning, filled with pleasure, gushing wetness.

“Good girl,” James murmured, climbing on top of me and covering me with kisses. “I wanted to get you nice and wet for me.”

“I’m sad that Crystal got to fuck you first,” I sighed.

“So what? I’m going to cum in your pussy,” he said bluntly.

James and I had never talked dirty to each other during our relationship. But the flood gates had been opened. Our dirty minds couldn’t be contained anymore. Physical desire had brought us back together, and as long as we stayed together, sex would be the main driver in our relationship from now on.

He began to thrust into my tight hole, moving in and out forcefully. James had always liked being on top — he could go nice and deep. I sensed that if he let himself go, he could cum at any moment. But he was holding back, trying to relish every second inside my sopping wet pussy, his hands caressing my sexy body, his mouth enveloping mine and muffling my soft moans.

“You’re the hottest woman in the world,” he breathed, pumping in and out of me quickly, fucking me deeply with his perfect cock. “I think I’m gonna cum soon…”

“Already?” I murmured. “Just hold on a little longer…”

“I’ll try,” he sighed. He slowed down for a few moments, but he couldn’t help himself. He had to fuck his sexy, curvaceous woman as hard and fast as he could. My body was built for this, and James was lucky enough to be the first man to enjoy the new Melanie.

“Close,” he groaned.

“Cum on my tits,” I said invitingly. That was something I’d never let him do before. It always felt so pornographic, so wrong.

James pulled his cock out of my tight hole and aimed it towards me chest. He stroked himself quickly until a long rope of warm, white cum shot out of him, landing on my huge, heaving breasts and tight tummy. He slowly caught his breath, standing up to survey his work.

“I love you, Melanie,” he said, running his hand through his hair. He took a step back, as if he was still trying to make sense of who he’d just fucked.

“James,” I said sweetly, sitting up, “we need to talk.”

“Okay,” he replied.

Crystal, who had put her sexy lingerie back on, appeared out of nowhere with a paper towel, eager to help me clean myself up.

“Part of me wants to get back together,” I said slowly.

James nodded. “Right…I would love to get back together…”

I took a deep breath. “But part of me wants to have fun. I mean, I can’t limit myself to one guy, right?”

Crystal clapped her hands together and squealed excitedly. “Yay! That means that we can go out and fuck guys together all the time!”

“I like the sound of that,” I said, beaming.

James looked defeated, but he tried to maintain his composure. “I guess we could be friends with benefits…or maybe do a regular thing…”

“Maybe,” I giggled.

Crystal and I got dressed and left James sitting on his couch in his underwear. He was completely confused by my behavior. He had dumped me…why wasn’t I running back to his open arms now that he wanted me again?

The truth was, I might have been a little weaker without Crystal’s guidance. I could have settled for James. We would have had a good sex life. But the worst was my oyster, and I had so many new dicks to try. Crystal had helped me unleash my inner slut. Joining her on naughty adventures was the least I could do.

“Are you ready to find our next victim?” she asked me as we got into her car.

“So ready,” I said. Now that I was a sexy vixen, I intended to live my life to the fullest. And that meant fucking as many men as possible.


The Bimbo Gaze




The day had started out like any other. Seth and I kissed each other goodbye after breakfast and each headed to work. It was a dull morning, and by the time my lunch break rolled around, I was already thinking about what I would do when I got home. By late afternoon, I was eager to see my husband.

We usually got finished with work around the same time. Once I walked into the house, I would usually find my husband in front of the TV, waiting for me so we could tell each other about our days.

Today, however, was different.

“Seth?” I called out. Silence. Where was he?

Fifteen minutes passed. Then thirty minutes. Gradually, I started getting more worried. I stripped out of my work uniform, popped off my uncomfortable bra, and got cozy in sweats and a big T-shirt. It wasn’t a sexy ensemble, but I didn’t feel the need to impress Seth with my body. I wasn’t one of those doting wives, desperate to please her husband all the time.

Pulling my blonde hair back into a bun, I settled on the couch alone, glancing at my phone and wondering why Seth hadn’t told me he would be home late.

Another hour passed before I heard the sound of his key in the front door. As soon as the door flew open, my husband rushed in. “Honey! Where are you?” he called out breathlessly.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, my heart beating quickly. I could tell that he was frantic about something.

“I don’t know what’s going on, but…something weird happened today, Lucy,” he said, panting to catch his breath as he met me in the hallway.

I wrapped my arms around him to hug him, but his body was stiff and frozen.

“What happened? I’m listening,” I said, keeping my voice as calm as possible. Deep down, though, I was terrified to find out what my husband might have to say.

“I think I got electrocuted this morning,” he said, putting his hand against his forehead and furrowing his brow. “I got to the office and was trying to jam a power cord into the wall socket and I felt this crazy shock run through my body.”

“Aw, sweetie!” I said, holding him closer. “No wonder you’re all shaken up. Let’s just go watch some TV and relax.”

“Lucy, it’s not just that.” He blinked his eyes quickly. “Ever since it happened, weird things have been going on. It’s almost like I have magic powers.”

I tilted my head slightly and tried not to laugh. “Oh? Are you sure you didn’t hit your head on something when you plugged in that power cord?”

He sighed, exasperated with me. “No. Ever since I felt the electric shock, I’ve been able to…change my surroundings. Transform things. I don’t know how to explain it.”

I finally managed to coax him over to the living room. He slumped down onto the couch.

“Just try to explain it,” I said, clasping his hand and staring into his eyes. “I promise, I won’t laugh.”

“Well…the first thing that happened was when my boss said we were all getting free lunch today. I went to the break room and saw ham and turkey sandwiches. I thought to myself, ‘I’d much rather be eating barbecue wings and fries.’ Next thing I knew, the food had turned into exactly what I was imagining. It was the strangest thing, Lucy!”

I wondered if my husband was hallucinating. I gently pressed the back of my palm against his forehead, checking for a fever.

“Go on…” I said, maintaining my composure and stifling a giggle.

“And then it got even weirder,” he sighed. “My coworker Brian was complaining about how no matter how often he goes to the gym, he can’t bulk up. So I looked directly at him and envisioned him with muscles. Five seconds later, he looked like he was on steroids or something! It was insane.”

“So you can change objects and people?” I asked, raising my eyebrows.

“Apparently. So then I decided to test it on Rochelle, the new girl.” Seth gulped nervously, as if he was about to reveal something terrible. “Don’t be mad, honey, but I decided to see if I could make her boobs bigger. And, well…as soon as I looked at her chest and made the wish, it came true. Her chest blew up under her shirt! They were huge…”

“Seriously?” I stopped holding his and glared at him. “You get these crazy magical powers and the first thing you think of is giving your coworker a bigger chest? Seth! I’m appalled.”

He shrugged. “She definitely wasn’t complaining. Rochelle’s been talking about getting a boob job for weeks! I just saved her a lot of money.”

I rolled my eyes. “Look, Seth…I don’t know why you’re telling me all this. What am I supposed to say? You seem to be the luckiest guy in the world now. Why don’t you go out and do something worthwhile with your hidden talent?”

My husband looked disappointed by my reaction. “I don’t know how I feel about this yet. It’s nice to be powerful…but it’s also a little scary.”

I was still irritated by the fact that he’d pumped up his coworker’s chest. I glanced down at my own modest breasts (B cups) and felt incredibly self-conscious.

“Scary? Ha!” I laughed. “I think you’re having the time of your life.”

“You’re just jealous,” he said, smirking.

“Jealous? Nah.” I needed to think of a good comeback. “To be honest, Seth, if I had your new powers, there’s only one thing I would do.”

“And what’s that?” he asked, setting up my punchline.

“I would probably make your dick bigger.”

He was stunned by my remark. It obviously stung.

“And don’t worry,” I added, trying to mitigate the harshness of my words, “I know exactly what you’d do to me. You’d make my boobs bigger and turn me into a ditzy airhead like that girl Rochelle. I know you want a slutty wife who’ll fuck you every damn day and suck your cock whenever you want…right?”

Seth sat in silence for a few moments. Then, staring me straight in the eye, he said, “If that’s what you think, then I might as well.”

Before I could walk back my accusations, my husband’s gaze was fixed on mine. He slowly lowered his eyes, scanning my entire body slowly. My mouth hung open in shock. Was he really trying to transform me?

“Sweetie, I didn’t mean it!” I pleaded softly. “Don’t change me!”

“Too late,” he said. “I hope you enjoy your new body just as much as I will.”

For a brief, terrifying moment, I was left wondering what was about to happen to me. I had no idea what image Seth had formulated in his head. He had the power to turn me into literally anyone or anything. For all I knew, I was about to morph into a pineapple or a mouse. That would definitely stop me from criticizing my husband’s supernatural abilities.

I should have known that he would fling my words of anger right back at me, using his new, magical gaze to turn me into a different type of woman: less critical, more sweet; less intelligent, more sexy. My body would no longer belong to me. I had dared him to turn me into a busty, bubbly nymphomaniac, and he actually followed through with the plan…

“Fuck,” I sighed, wiping a bead of sweat from my forehead. “Maybe I’m the one who has a fever.” For a moment, I wondered if I was dreaming. None of this could be real…could it?

But as the strange sensations of heat and anticipation filled my body, I knew that this was really happening. Seth had just zapped me with a cold, calculating stare and I wouldn’t be the old Lucy for much longer. At first, I was horrified. Gradually, though, my fears began to melt away, replaced by tranquility and inner peace. I loved Seth. Everything he did was in my best interests, right? My sexy, smart, wonderful husband would never try to hurt me.

As soon as I accepted what was about to happen, I was in a much better position to observe my own transformation. I gazed at Seth and asked him in a low murmur, “How big did you make them?”

“How big did I make what?” he asked curiously.

“My breasts,” I sighed.

A smile filled his face. “Let’s just say that compared with your chest, Rochelle’s new breasts are going to look a lot smaller.”

For some reason, that pleased me. I didn’t like the thought of Seth going to work and spending time with busty Rochelle. I had no reason to be jealous, since from now on, he would be coming home to a wife with a killer body and a huge rack…

Underneath my loose-fitting T-shirt, my breasts started to tremble and grow. The expanded at least a couple cup sizes in a millisecond, and then their growth slowed down considerably. It was as if someone was slowly pumping air into my tits. Fortunately, my shirt was so loose, it could accommodate the swelling orbs of flesh sprouting from my chest. At least it could accommodate them for now. If they kept growing at this rate, I didn’t know what would happen.

“Honey…what do you think?” I whispered, licking my lips.

“So far, so good,” he said, staring intently at my breasts.

Seth had never indicated that he preferred women with big busts, but all of a sudden, I understood that this was a turn-on for him. He had married a woman who was down-to-earth and cute and flat-chested, when secretly, he fantasized about women who wore low-cut tops to show off their fake breasts. These were the bimbos who maxed out their credit cards bleaching their hair on a weekly basis and buying designer clothes that hugged their tight curves. They practically lived in high heels and lacy lingerie. When they went to the gym, they clad themselves in skin-tight spandex and begged the attractive male trainers to help them with the machines. At the end of the day, Seth liked the idea of a woman who was far different than his wife. Now, he would finally have the chance to experience a woman who was feminine and sexy and amazing in bed. A woman who was uninhibited and had no filter.

Of course, I couldn’t express these ideas out loud at the time. My mind was a mess of images and words. Thinking was actually starting to hurt. I decided it was easier to focus on my expanding chest and let my mind go blank for a minute. Ah, yes…much better. I ran my fingertips over my incredible new curves, gently poking at my nipples through the thin fabric of my T-shirt. It was starting to strain against my breasts as they got bigger and bigger. Would they ever stop growing?

“How do I look?” I asked, casually letting my hair out of its bun. It fell down to my shoulders, and I let my mouth hang open slightly, seductively.

“They look great — I mean, you look great,” Seth said, doing everything in his power not to stare directly at my chest for too long. I wasn’t offended by his slip-up. I wanted him to objectify me, now that I had a body worth ogling.

“How big did you make them?” I asked, reaching beneath my giant breasts and bouncing them up and down. They were huge and heavy in my hands, and yet they seemed to defy gravity. They were impossibly perky for their size. I admired my husband’s vivid imagination. When he imagined my new tits, he pictured truly perfect breasts.

But they were bigger than I could have ever anticipated. In fact, the seams along the sides of my T-shirt were starting to pop, one by one, in a line down my side.

“Just a little bigger than they are now,” Seth said, gulping. I wondered if he was lying.

I took a deep breath as my heart beat faster. The gigantic, fleshy orbs got bigger and bigger, and as my tits trembled and strained against the shirt, the fabric started to give way. Riiiip! The shirt tore in half and fell off my body, exposing my gigantic new boobs.

“Holy. Shit.” Seth’s jaw dropped as he stared at my chest. He wasn’t even pretending to look at my face anymore.

“What?” I asked, pouting. “Do you like them?”

I twisted my body from side to side, making my tits jiggle slightly. My husband and I were both enthralled by my enormous new rack.

“I love them,” he breathed.

My husband started walking towards me, slowly, as if he’d been hypnotized.

“Stop!” I cried, extending my arm and holding my hand in front of him.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m not sexy enough for you,” I said, gazing down at my sweatpants. I shuffled my feet against the floor, wishing I was wearing stilettos instead of old socks.

“Lucy, you’re incredibly sexy. You’re every man’s fantasy now!”

I twisted a strand of hair around my finger. “Really? But don’t I need to go put on some more makeup or something?”

He laughed. “Baby, you don’t need makeup. Go look at yourself in the mirror!”

I sauntered over to the fireplace and stared at my face in the mirror on the mantle. I gasped. I looked like myself, only better…sexier. My thin lips had been puffed up; they looked like they’d been injected with fillers, but in a good way. My eyes were brighter and wider, and my eyelashes were longer and thicker. My cheeks were rosy. My brows were perfectly arched, as if I’d filled them in with pencil.

“Wow,” I whispered, noting that even my hair had been enhanced. It was a brighter shade of blonde now, and it fell in styled waves over my shoulders. “I do look good now.”

I rushed back over to Seth and planted a kiss on his lips. His cheeks turned red.

“What, are you getting shy around me?” I asked, giggling.

“Me? Shy? Never!” he said, although I knew he was nervous. I didn’t blame him. With this face and these tits, I was quite intimidating now. I looked like a cross between a supermodel and a porn star. Seth had never imagined that he could get with a woman as hot as me. He was still coming to terms with this new reality.

“Don’t be,” I purred, pressing my body close to him. It wasn’t easy to get too close — my bare breasts squeezed against his chest. They were a huge distraction now. I hadn’t even started to consider how these giant tits would affect my every day life. I wouldn’t be able to go running. I definitely wouldn’t be able to go out in public without a supportive bra. And no one at work would take me seriously. I would forever be known as the blonde with the big tits.

But that didn’t matter to me. As long as my husband liked what he saw, then I would be perfectly content with my new figure.

“Why aren’t you kissing me back?” I asked, pressing my lips against his again. I sensed some resistance from my husband. Maybe he was regretting what he’d done. I didn’t care. Now that I was horny, my one goal was to get him to fuck me. Wasn’t that how all good wives thought about their husbands?

“It’s just going to take me a little to get used to this,” he admitted. “It’s one thing to fantasize about you having bigger boobs…and a totally different thing to actually experience it.”

“Babe, stop! You’re using too many big words,” I protested.

He chuckled. “What do you want me to say, then?”

“Just tell me what you want to do to me,” I said, slowly sliding my sweatpants over my hips. I let them fall to the floor and stepped out of them daintily. Then I took off my socks. I was completely bare and exposed now. My gigantic tits dominated my slender frame. It was a miracle that I could still stand upright with these things.

“What I want to do to you? Hmm…”

He ran his tongue over his lower lips and pulled me close to him, his hands on my sides. He was still reluctant to touch my breasts. Maybe he was worried that once he came into contact with them, they would disappear, revealing themselves to be a figment of his imagination. Of course, I knew that they were real. They were attached to my body, after all!

“Let’s see. Now that you’ve kindly taken off your clothes, I think the first thing I want to do is touch you. I want to feel every inch of your beautiful body, Lucy. Especially those fantastic breasts.”

“Then touch me.” I lay down supine on the floor, giggling as I stared up at my husband. “Go on!”

He knelt beside me, still looking flustered but trying to maintain his composure.

“I’m no good at massages…”

“I don’t care. I just need to feel your hands on me.”

Seth brushed his fingers up over my abdomen, then towards my breasts. But he pulled away again, stroking my arms.

“Come on,” I groaned. “They’re so sensitive. It would feel so nice if you played with them…”

That was all the encouragement he needed. He rested his hands on the sides of my massive tits and squeezed inwards. Then he slid his hands lower, exploring every crevice and curve of my chest. He flicked one of my hard nipples back and forth between his fingers, making me gasp.

Seth leaned down closer to me and extended his tongue to lap gently at my erect nipple, swirling in a circle around it. Then he opened his mouth, sucking my nipple in and applying some pressure. I moaned with pleasure. He moved over to the other nipple and did the same, this time suckling for a while as he gripped the flesh of my breasts in his hands. His touch had started out tentative and cautious, but it became more rough as minutes passed. I winced slightly as he caught my nipple between his teeth and pulled gently.

“Oh, God,” I breathed, biting my lower lip. “That feels so good, baby…”

“Does it?” He repeated it with the other nipple, biting gently. Then he sucked again, this time using more pressure. Finally, he buried his head between my breasts, squeezing them together and relishing the sensation of being smothered by such enormous tits.

He pulled his face out from my cleavage, a smile on his lips. “You know what I want to do to you now?”

“What?”

“Fuck these perfect tits.”

I giggled. “That’s what they’re here for, aren’t they?”

“Sweetie, you’re the best.” Seth couldn’t believe his luck. Not only did he have a wife with massive breasts, but I was happy to let him objectify me and use them for his pleasure. In fact, that’s what I craved. I had always viewed their marriage as an egalitarian one: we cooked together, cleaned together, and we both went to work every day. But the dynamic would certainly be different now. Seth was still the same smart, capable man he had always been; I, on the other hand, had been reduced to a ditzy nymphomaniac with big boobs. No one would ever look at me and my husband and view us as equals. They would always see me as a bimbo trophy wife who was only good for sex.

I watched in awe as my husband stripped off his clothes, tossing them on the floor behind him. As he slid his boxer-briefs off, his erect dick sprang out. I felt a little bad for commenting on his cock size earlier. There was nothing wrong with his dick. As far as I was concerned, it was the perfect size for fucking my pussy — and my mouth…and my tits…

“This won’t be much fun for you,” he muttered, sounding a little worried that I wouldn’t enjoy the tit fucking.

“This isn’t about me! I just want you to enjoy yourself, Seth. Have you ever done this before?”

“Never,” he admitted. “Before we got married, I dated a girl who had a big rack…and she told me that I was never allowed to try this, because it would make her feel like a slut.”

I smiled up at him. “Forget about her! You’re going to be fucking my tits! And I want you to do it. I want you to treat me like a whore.”

“If you insist,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. He was still shocked by my dirty talk. In the past, I would have never said such naughty things.

My husband straddled my body, stroking his cock to get himself a little harder. He was already most of the way there. Then he slowly slid it between my cleavage.

“Squeeze them together for me, will you?” he muttered.

I did as he commanded, pressing my breasts together to create a nice, tight space for him to fuck. His dick slid in between my tits and then out again. They were so big, it completely disappeared each time he thrust. He moved faster and faster, and soon, he was grunting with pleasure as he fucked my tits like a porn star.

“If I keep doing this, I’m gonna finish,” he said. “And as nice it would be to give you a pearl necklace, there are some other things I want to do before we’re done.”

“What other things?” I asked, watching him slide his cock in and out of my tight cleavage one last time.

“Like…eat you out.”

My thighs opened and I strained my body towards him. “I like the sound of that…”

“But promise you won’t do that thing you always do…you let me eat your pussy for a minute, and then you make me stop,” he said, scolding me for my past behavior. I couldn’t blame him. I used to be boring in bed. I rarely wanted to experiment with different positions, and although I did give my husband the occasional blow job, I squirmed when he put his tongue between my legs.

“How about I don’t let you stop until I cum?” I suggested, gazing up at him adoringly.

He leaned forward, eagerly swirling his tongue up and down the length of my pussy. I closed my eyes, drowning in pleasure as his warmth and wetness surrounded the most sensitive part of my body.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I breathed. “More…more tongue…yes, like that. And faster. God, Seth…you’re good at this!”

Emboldened by my enthusiasm, he swept his tongue faster and faster over my button-like clitoris. My body trembled and squirmed on the floor. I clenched my thighs around his head, desperate for more. I couldn’t help myself. I’d never felt anything this pleasurable in my life.

I felt his slick tongue explore my soft folds, and I got wetter and wetter as he moved back towards my clitoris. I let my mind wander for a moment. My mind raced as I started imagining my husband and I doing all the dirty things we’d never tried before. Anal sex. A threesome with another hot girl. A threesome with a hot guy from Seth’s office! Or maybe just dirty, nasty sex out in the woods…in the car…all those places where I used to try to be on my best behavior, no matter how horny I felt. From now on, I wouldn’t let silly inhibitions get in the way of my fun.

Seth had gotten into a rhythm, and as his tongue flicked back and forth quickly, I knew that I couldn’t hold on for much longer.

“Cumming…” I whimpered, opening my mouth wide as I let out a sharp gasp of pleasure. There was a rising sensation within my body. My pulses quickened and my heart raced. As the orgasm overtook my body, I trembled uncontrollably. Waves of ecstasy coursed through my flesh.

Seth emerged from between my legs, licking his lips and grinning. “How was that?”

“Mmm.” My wordless response and the lazy smile on my face said it all. “That was perfect…”

“Hey, baby…could you do me a favor?” he asked, standing up slowly.

“What favor?” I murmured.

“I want you to be on top when we fuck,” he said softly. “I know it might be hard, with those big, heavy tits…but I just want them in my face. I’m kind of obsessed with them. What do you think?”

Sitting up slowly, I blinked. “Of course, sweetie! Whatever you say!”

Seth sat down in an arm chair and I hopped onto his lap, tits jiggling wildly. I covered his mouth in kisses and then slid lower along his body. I knew he wanted to fuck my pussy, but I had to put his dick in my mouth first. He didn’t complain as I wrapped my lips around his thick rod and engulfed him with my mouth. I sucked his dick just long enough to make sure he was completely hard.

Then, sliding back up and straddling him, I looked down at him and lifted my hips.

“You ready for me?” I asked, building anticipation by making him wait for my pussy.

“I’ve been ready. Come on, babe…stop teasing…”

I lowered myself onto his erect rod, slowly sliding down the length of his shaft until my pussy was stuffed with his big cock. His eyes were on my sexy body as I slid up and down, gaining confidence and speed as I went. Usually, I let him be on top, but it felt good to be in control. When Seth looked like he was about to explode, I slowed down, rolling my hips back and forth so that I was getting just as much pleasure out of this as he was. Then I would speed up again, bouncing up and down on his dick and squeezing my pussy muscles tightly around his dick.

Seth’s hands were on my tits, as usual. He couldn’t get enough of them. I wondered what it was about big breasts that he loved. They were definitely impressive, and on my end, they were extremely sensitive. But they’d taken over my body, too, and from now on, they would be the first thing anyone noticed about me when I entered a room. I would forever be known as the blonde with the huge rack — not that I minded being associated with my tits. I kind of liked the idea of being objectified by every man who came into contact with me.

And Seth must have liked it, too. As I rode his dick, he murmured softly about everything we would do together now that I had this body and high sex drive. He couldn’t wait to show me off to his friends and make them jealous — or share me with them. He would post nude pictures of my tits online, showing the world what a hot wife he had. And the first thing he would do after coming home from work every day would be fuck me. There would be no more watching TV together or talking about our days. From now on, our relationship would be purely physical.

“I like the sound of that,” I cooed softly, holding onto his body tightly as I continued to grind on his hard dick. “The only reason we’re married is because you want to own me…to fuck this pussy every day…”

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned.

After a couple minutes, he told me he was getting close, and I quickened my tempo. I wanted to make this memorable for him. Everything had to be perfect. After all, I loved my husband and I wanted him to think I was the sexiest woman in the world.

With a deep groan of satisfaction, he closed his eyes, leaning forward to wrap his mouth around my erect nipple one last time as he filled my pussy with a huge load of cum. I giggled, watching him slowly recover from his orgasmic daze.

“You okay, sweetie?” I asked, ruffling his hair with my fingers.

“Uh-huh,” he said, grinning.

I hopped off his dick and snuggled up on the big chair next to him, kissing his cheek tenderly.

“Everything you just said, about all the naughty things you want to do…you really meant it, didn’t you?” I asked softly.

“I meant every word of it,” he said, kissing my lips. “Hey, Lucy…listen. I know that living with this body isn’t going to be easy for you. So if you want me to change you back, I definitely will.”

“No!” I cried immediately. “Don’t change me back?”

“But don’t you want to go back to your normal life?”

I clutched my chest. My breasts were my new prized possessions. “I like my new life! All those wonderful things you said we were going to do in bed…they sounded so good! Besides…” I batted my eyes at him. “What if you lose your powers? What if you can’t make me this way again?”

He narrowed his eyes. “Good point! You may not be the brightest woman in the world anymore, but you’re right about that.”

I smiled, basking in the warmth of his approval.

“Promise you’ll never change me back,” I whispered.

My handsome, adoring husband pulled me close and embraced me. “Never,” he said earnestly. “I’m going to make sure you stay this sexy forever.”


The Bimbo Hypnotist




One session with me will make all your worries magically disappear…

Annie stood in front of the small shop, reading and re-reading those tempting, tantalizing words. She couldn’t believe she was even thinking about going to a hypnotist to help her calm her mind. She had never considered such a thing before.

Her only experience with hypnotists was watching a man who had visited her school many years ago. He made one of her classmates bark like a dog on command. Then he got an elderly teacher dance for no reason at all each time the hypnotist rang a bell. The whole thing felt like a sick joke. And Annie, unlike her peers, knew it wasn’t real. It was just a silly game.

But here she was, shivering in the snow, staring at the window of the back alley shop and wondering if the person inside could help her forget about her woes. At the very least, talking to someone about her problems would feel like a mini therapy session. Using this as an excuse to step inside, Annie twisted the rusty doorknob and entered the shop. She hoped she wouldn’t regret it.

The space inside was nothing like the one she had been expecting. Instead of an old curiosity shop filled with strange artifacts and dust-coated antiques, this place was a little more…sleek. The walls were pale blue, and the furniture was white and pristine. She wondered where the hypnotist could be.

“Hello?” she called out, her voice frail in the big, open space.

She heard footsteps approaching from a back room. A man emerged. “Can I help you?” he asked.

Annie had to clap her mouth shut to stop herself from drooling. Hypnotists were supposed to be quirky old men or women in tons of jewelry, not handsome young guys with bright white smiles and trendy clothes.

“Um…yes…” she said, trying to keep her cool. “I wanted to ask you about your services. You’re a hypnotist, right?”

“Yes, I am,” he responded, grinning cheekily. He even had dimples when he smiled. He had the kind of grin that could make any girl melt — even Annie, who had no interest in men at all right now.

She knew she would have to ignore the fact that this hypnotist could be a male model. “I’m in a rut,” she said softly. “I figured you might be able to help me snap out of it.”

“You definitely came to the right place. Here…have a seat. What’s your name?”

He guided Annie over to the soft white sofa near the wall and she lowered her body onto the plush cushions.

“Annie,” she replied. “And yours?”

“Jeremy. So before we begin…let’s just talk about the services I provide and how much they cost.”

She stared at him, distracted by his dark eyes, his soothing voice, and barely heard any of the prices he mentioned. He may as well have been hypnotizing her right now. She half-expected him to say, “Okay, that’ll be $99” after he finished his spiel.

“You seem a little distracted…something on your mind?” he probed.

Annie sat up straight on the white couch, fighting the instinct to sink into the velvety cushions. Jeremy pulled up a chair and sat near her.

“I’m done with men,” she said at long last. It wasn’t her chief complaint, but something about a handsome man sitting in front of her made her feel bitter and angry about life. Perhaps it was the fact that a guy like Jeremy was completely unattainable for her.

“What do you mean, done with men?” Jeremy asked. He was definitely intrigued by her complaint.

“I mean what I said! I’m sick of meeting these dumb guys from dating apps. All they ever want to do is have sex. And I’m not that type of girl.”

Jeremy’s eyes opened wider as he listened intently. “Then what type of girl are you?” he inquired.

“’m better than that,” Annie said in a decisive tone of voice. “I’m not some floozy in a short skirt who’s willing to go back to a guy’s place after the first date. I deserve respect. Right?”

To her chagrin, Jeremy started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” she asked, crossing her arms. Even though she was wearing a green sweater that completely covered her chest, she still didn’t want this man looking at her body and judging her.

“Nothing,” he said. “Nothing at all. Please continue.”

“I’m so sick of thinking about men,” she sighed. “Jeremy…can you hypnotize me so that I don’t think about men at all anymore?”

He sat in deep thought for a few moments. He looked her up and down, and she started to feel a little self-conscious, as if he was judging her for her appearance. Annie certainly wouldn’t blame him for that. Jeremy was well-dressed and handsome, and she was wearing a frumpy sweater and old jeans and scuffed-up winter boots. Deep down, Annie didn’t feel sexy…maybe that was her biggest issue, although she refused to admit it — especially not to this total stranger.

“I’m not sure I can make you forget about men,” Jeremy said. “What I can do is change your outlook on life. In fact, Annie, I think you should be thinking about men a little more. But in a different way.”

“What way?” she muttered, folding her legs and then crossing them the opposite direction. As nice as this sofa was, she couldn’t get comfortable no matter how hard she tried.

“You said you’re not a floozy in a short skirt. You know that type of girl…the one who loves sex and showing off her body. The one who will sleep with any man.”

“Ugh!” Annie said, her disgust visible. “Yeah, I know exactly what type of girl you’re talking about. One of those sluts who wears tight shirts so every guy looks at her boobs. She wears stripper shoes to the grocery store. She cakes on her makeup like a whore.”

“Aren’t you being a little judgmental?” Jeremy asked, raising his eyebrow. “I’m starting to get the feeling that you don’t like women like that because you’re jealous. Do you think that could be a possibility?”

Annie clamped her mouth shut, silently fuming. “I highly doubt it, but…who knows,” she said softly, avoiding eye contact with the hypnotist.

“Wouldn’t it be nice to experience life as one of those women who lives so freely…so openly…so sexually?” Jeremy asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Can you actually turn me into a woman like that?”

“I most certainly can.”

She bit her lip nervously. “For how long? An hour? A day?”

“As long as you want to stay that way,” Jeremy said. “It’s all up to you.”

Annie hadn’t come in here expecting to be transformed, but the idea was so out of left field, she wondered if she should consider the possibility of becoming a new type of woman. It would definitely challenge her thinking. And maybe experiencing life as one of those dumb, slutty bimbos would make Annie appreciate her real self even more.

“Then let’s do it,” she said. For the first time, she let her body relax into the sofa cushions beneath her. Jeremy’s charm and good looks had won her over, in spite of his crazy ideas.

“Good. Let’s begin, shall we?”

She started giggling as he pulled a gold pocket watch out and waved it in the air in front of her. “You actually use those things?” It was the first indication that Jeremy was a hypnotist and not a catalog model.

“Hey, don’t judge,” he said with a smirk. “The watch is just for show. It’s my voice you really need to pay attention to. Now, Annie…keep your eye on the watch and listen carefully to everything I say.”

“Yes,” she said, sucking in her breath and feeling butterflies in her stomach. Annie still didn’t know if this was a scam. And she still couldn’t believe that this stranger had convinced her to become the type of woman she absolutely loathed — ditzy, vapid, and overly-sexual…

“You can be just as sexy as those other women,” Jeremy said, his voice dropping to a hushed murmur. “Do you agree?”

“Y-Yes,” she replied, stuttering in spite of her best efforts to stay calm.

“I don’t believe you.”

“I said yes,” she argued, breaking eye contact with the swinging watch and staring down at her lap. Her hands, clasped together, were shaking.

“Let’s try this again. Look at the watch. Focus on my voice. And this time, think about how you would look as one of these women. How you would feel.”

“How I would feel?” she asked. “How am I supposed to do that?”

“Let your mind wander. There are no right or wrong answers. Just your imagination…”

Annie gulped, gazing at the gold watch as Jeremy swung it like a pendulum in front of her. She hadn’t used her imagination like this in a long time, but now was the time to let it wander and let herself experience something new.

For starters, she knew that if she was one of those ditzy sluts, she wouldn’t be wearing boots. Instead, she would be wearing high heels. And no faded blue jeans. Her legs would be bare, and a teeny-tiny skirt would cover the tops of her thighs. For some reason, Annie wasn’t picturing her own legs — somewhat stubby, not very shapely. She mentally replaced them with the legs of another woman. They were long and sexy and silky smooth.

“What are you imagining?” Jeremy murmured, his words breaking the silence in the room.

Annie’s eyes continued to shift left and right rhythmically, in time with the watch.

“I’m wearing a sexy little skirt and heels. And my legs would be so beautiful…almost like a runway model’s.”

“What else?”

“Let me think…”

Her reluctance to change herself faded as more and more of her new self materialized in her imagination. Annie’s bare belly was exposed. But it was completely flat and smooth — and tan. Her pale winter skin and muffin top were gone in this fantasy. Hallelujah! She was wearing a black crop top. Annie felt her lips curl into a smile as she realized that in order to pull off this outfit, her breasts would have to be bigger. Much bigger. In fact…they would have to be enormous.

They were so big, in fact, that the bottoms of her breasts poked out from beneath her short shirt. If she lifted her arms, everyone would see her tits. How naughty of her!

“You’re smiling,” Jeremy’s voice said. “What’s so funny, Annie?”

“I have these big boobs now,” she sighed, her tongue swiping over her lower lip. “They’re really big. And if I lift up my arms, everyone’s gonna see them!”

“But Annie, you hate women who dress like that…don’t you?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I can see how it would be fun to show off my body. Don’t you like looking at women with big boobs?”

Jeremy laughed. “Of course I do. I think you’d look great with big boobs, Annie.”

“Thanks,” Annie murmured. For some reason, she was starting to have trouble separating fantasy and reality. In her mind, she was already curvaceous and scantily-clad. In reality, however, she was still the same old girl with a flat chest and an average body; she was still wearing a sweater and clunky boots.

“Let’s complete the picture. You have big boobs…and what else?”

“Well,” she said, eagerly launching into her response, “I have long, wavy hair, and big, full lips. And I have on a ton of makeup that makes me look even sexier. All I want to do is go out and meet guys. I’m getting horny just thinking about it!” She shifted her body on the sofa. “How can I sit here when I could be going out and getting cute guys’ phone numbers?”

“Don’t worry…soon, you’ll be exactly the type of girl you want to be,” Jeremy said. “I mean…the type of girl you loathe.”

“Loathe?” Annie’s eyes flicked back and forth in time with the watch. “What does loathe mean?”

“I mean, the type of girl you hate,” Jeremy murmured.

“I don’t hate anyone!” she protested. “I’m happy all the time. And you wanna know why?”

“Why, Annie?”

“Because my body is fantastic, every man wants to fuck me, and there’s always a good sale going on at the mall!” Annie’s voice rose higher and higher in pitch, until she sounded just like a caricature of a valley girl. “How could I ever be sad, or mad, or feel bad things?”

Jeremy chuckled. “I don’t know, Annie. But don’t you miss being taken seriously? And having a good job? I thought you said you were done with men!”

Annie paused. “Don’t with men? Why would I ever say such a thing. Men make life worth living. Give me a guy with a nice dick any day, and I’ll be happy!” She giggled.

The room was silent again. Then, everything began to fade.

“I feel dizzy,” Annie murmured.

“Just relax and let the transformation begin,” the hypnotist whispered. “Relax, Annie…breathe deeply…”

Her lips parted slightly as she took in shallow breaths. Her body quivered. “Am I changing?”

“Yes…I see it happening…don’t stop listening to me. I’ll get you through this.”

Although his words became almost incomprehensible, she knew he was still speaking to her as she drifted into a dream-like state for a few minutes. Her entire body felt like it was being squeezed and pulled, although nobody was touching her. Jeremy sat in front of her with the watch, and she watched it go back and forth, although she started to have trouble keeping up with it. Finally, she gripped the sofa cushions and let out a deep, sexy sigh.

“Stay calm, Annie. Everything’s about to change.”

“Everything?” she sighed, licking her lips.

Annie barely noticed as her sweater grew tighter over her chest and her jeans began to hug her hips and ass more snugly. She did, however, feel that the room was getting hotter, and she instinctively pulled off her warm boots. Suddenly, her long jeans didn’t even reach her ankles. Had her legs gotten longer? She moved her hand past her face to sweep some of her short brown hair back and realized that her tresses were longer than they’d ever been. And shinier, too.

“What’s happening?” she groaned.

“You’re becoming the woman you’ve secretly always wanted to be,” Jeremy said softly. “Let it happen. Enjoy every moment of it…”

For the first time, she looked down at her body. Annie nearly screamed when she saw that her outfit was gone. It had been magically replaced by the one from her fantasy. The crop top and skirt and high heels barely covered her flesh. But her figure was still evolving.

Underneath her top, her breasts swelled larger and larger, until they reached the massive proportions she had envisioned in her mind. God, I look like such a slut, she mused, running her hands over the curves of her hips and narrow waist and flat tummy. Then her fingertips found the bottoms of her breasts, which were protruding from beneath her shirt, and she bounced them up and down. When she pulled her hands out from beneath the crop top, she saw that her fingernails were a metallic pink. The old Annie rarely painted her nails, and if she did, she never chose pink. She always considered it to too girly for her. But here she was, with shiny pink fingernails and sun-kissed skin and long, flowing hair. She was the epitome of femininity.

“Jeremy,” Annie said slowly, “am I done changing?”

“Looks like you’re finished,” he replied, his eyes scanning her body. “Wow.”

“Wow?” she murmured. “Don’t you like the way I look?”

He came over to the sofa and sat down beside her. “Of course I like the way you look! I meant…wow! It’s hard to believe that the girl who walked in here with such a sour expression on her face could become so…so…blissful.”

“Blissful! What a good word!” Annie giggled, although she only half-understood what it meant.

But it was the perfect word to describe how she felt. She no longer hated men and envied other women. Annie was at peace with humanity — and herself. She felt sexy and free and completely liberated. This was the woman she had always longed to be, whether she knew it or not.

There was only one thing missing, something that made her feel incomplete.

“Jeremy, I’m a little embarrassed to say this…”

“Go ahead,” he said, squeezing her hand tightly. “Say whatever is on your mind. If you want to go back to your old self, we can make it happen.”

“No!” she cried quickly. “I don’t want to go back to my old self. But I’ve never felt this…” She looked down at her lap shyly, and the sight of Jeremy’s fingers intertwined with hers only made her more excited. “…turned on before.”

She pursed her plump lips together, feeling ashamed for admitting how horny she was. Her whole life, she’d had a low sex drive. Suddenly, she wanted to fling her voluptuous body at the man beside her, grab his hard cock, and shove it into her pussy. It sounded barbaric, but it was what she desired. She needed a man — now.

“I wish I could help you,” he said, laughing nervously, “but I’m not supposed to fool around with patients I’ve hypnotized. It’s unprofessional.”

“I thought you found me attractive!” she whimpered, pouting.

His eyes drifted down to her full chest and then shot back up to her sparkling eyes. Unfortunately, looking at her face didn’t help distract him from her sexiness. She had such beautiful lips, which conjured up images of blow jobs in his dirty mind.

“I do, Annie. Very much so.” He smiled at her, although there was sadness in his eyes. “Why don’t you go out there and fuck the first attractive man you see?”

A grin filled her face. “How could I do that? You’re the first good-looking man I’ve seen since I transformed. I want you…and nobody else.”

Before he could argue with her, Annie climbed onto his lap, her tight skirt sliding up her smooth thighs. She snapped the hem back into place and began to run her fingers through his dark hair. “Mm…you know why I let you hypnotize me?” she whispered.

“Why?” he said, gazing up at her curiously.

“Because I had a crush on you the second I walked in here. I thought you were out of my league. Maybe that’s part of the reason I decided to change myself. I wanted to be hot enough for the hypnotist to want to fuck me…”

Annie ran her tongue over her red lips and blew into Jeremy’s ear.

“Didn’t you know this would happen?” she asked, frustrated when he stayed frozen in place. Why wouldn’t he play with her?

“I guess I did,” he admitted. “But I’ve never had a customer come in and want what you wanted. You’re the first woman who ever transformed into…into…” He looked her up and down, holding his breath. “I don’t even know what to call you. You look like a porn star.”

“Do you like that?” Annie murmured, turning towards him and straddling his body, pushing him back onto the couch so that she was dominating him.

Before he could answer, her full lips were pressed against his mouth, her hands on his cheeks. He returned the kiss passionately, and her lips parted to make room for his tongue. She had wanted a deep, intense kiss, and Jeremy certainly delivered.

Grinding against his crotch, she let her skirt ride up, exposing a hot pink thong.

Jeremy ran his hands over her perfect ass, snapping the thong against her flesh gently. “Wow, you had a pretty detailed image of the type of woman you wanted to be, didn’t you? All that time you spent hating on ‘floozies’ with big boobs and slutty clothes, you were secretly studying them.”

“I guess so,” she giggled, although she wasn’t listening to a word he said. She started kissing him again, savoring the taste of his lips and tongue.

Annie leaned back, letting her black top slide up over the hills of her breasts. Her perky pink nipples popped out, and Jeremy immediately reached out to tickle one of them with his index finger. Annie shivered. Her body was so sensitive now, especially her big breasts and hard nipples.

“Again,” she whispered, sitting up straight to elevate her chest.

Jeremy leaned forward, extending his long tongue and flicking it lightly over the surface of her nipple, teasing her. He licked back and forth, flicking each nipple gently, then moving deeper and encircling one with his warm mouth, sucking with slight pressure. Annie tilted her head back and let out a soft, seductive moan of pleasure.

“Yes…” she sighed. “Don’t stop!” For a moment, she remembered that she used to hate women who walked around with their tits popping out of their shirts and flirted with every guy. But now, she couldn’t imagine life without these big, beautiful, sensitive breasts. How had she ever gotten along without them?

Jeremy pulled as much of her breast into his mouth as he could, then pulled back, exhaling sharply. He squeezed her tits in his hands. “You have the most beautiful breasts I’ve ever seen,” he muttered. “Fuck…your body is perfect, Annie.”

“So is yours,” she murmured, slipping her hands under the edge of his shirt. “Why don’t you take this thing off so I can see your sexy chest?”

He unbuttoned his shirt, tearing it off and revealing his toned physique. This hypnotist definitely hit the gym. Annie reverently ran her fingers over his firm chest and abs as he unzipped his pants and pulled them off. She leaped off his lap for a moment to lift her shirt over her head and slip off her tight skirt. Standing before him in nothing but a thong and high heels, Annie felt like the sexiest woman on the planet.

Then she caught a glimpse of her reflection in a mirror on the far wall. She was completely unrecognizable with those big breasts and that slim waist. Her ass was incredibly sexy in that pink thong, and her legs seemed to go on for miles. She confidently tossed her silky hair and took off her shoes before sitting back on the couch next to Jeremy. He had stripped off the rest of his clothes and was stroking his firm cock quickly.

“What do you want to do now?” she asked. She wanted him to take charge. She wanted to be dominated by the man who had put her under this sexy spell.

“Hmm…good question…” he mused, licking his lips. “Do you like to 69?”

Just an hour ago, the answer to that question would have been “No.” But Annie was a different type of girl now. She was up for anything.

“Who’s on top?” she asked playfully.

“You lie back and make yourself comfortable,” he said.

Annie reclined on the white sofa, legs spread out. Jeremy pulled off her pink thong, sliding it down her long legs and tossing it on the floor. She was completely exposed now. He took one look at her perfect pussy and groaned with excitement.

“Fuck, Annie,” he muttered. There was no follow-up to that interjection. He could barely speak when faced with such a sexy, beguiling woman.

Her ample chest heaved with each deep breath. “Come on…I want your dick in my mouth,” she begged.

Jeremy positioned himself on top of her, his cock and balls dangling above her mouth. Then she felt the tip of his tongue graze her inner thigh and she quivered with anticipation. As his mouth moved closer to her pussy, she wrapped her lips around his thick member. Annie didn’t even get a chance to suck — he plunged his cock into her open mouth as deep as he could, pulling it out and plunging it back in. She felt it slide halfway down her throat easily. At the same time, he began to flick his tongue over the surface of her pussy. He pressed his mouth against her soft folds and the warmth and wetness of his lips and tongue made her tremble with desire.

He moaned something into her pussy, but she could barely hear him. Her focus was almost entirely on his big dick. Each time he moved in and out of her mouth, she got more and more excited. No man had ever treated her like such a whore before — and she loved it. A mouth like hers was meant to be fucked aggressively.

But Jeremy obviously wanted her to enjoy herself, too, the way he was voraciously eating her pussy. He wasn’t going to stop until she had exploded. His tongue slid over her throbbing clitoris again and again, flicking it back and forth rhythmically. Eventually, he pulled his cock out of her mouth and didn’t thrust into her again. He was focused on making her cum now. Soon, she would explode…and then he would fuck her…

At least, that’s what Annie assumed would happen. She was dying to have this big dick in her pussy. But his tongue felt pretty good on her slick flesh, too. Soon, Jeremy brought her to a trembling, ecstatic climax. One moment, Annie’s body was humming with excitement; the next, she was shaking and sweaty and her pussy was soaking wet. She’d never had an orgasm that good in her life.

Jeremy climbed off of her and repositioned himself so that they were face to face. He plunged his tongue deep into her mouth, gripping her big tits with his wandering hands as his hard cock pressed against her thigh. She bent her legs slightly, spreading them apart and wrapping them around his body. “Come on…fuck me already…” she groaned impatiently. “I want to cum again with your dick inside me…”

“You’re insatiable, aren’t you?” he said, laughing. “But I like that. You don’t care about anything but pleasure anymore.”

“My body is meant to feel pleasure,” Annie replied in a low voice. “Isn’t it?”

Jeremy kissed her lips again. Then he said, “Hey, I have something to confess…”

“What?” She tightened the grip of her legs around his body, gazing up into his eyes adoringly.

“I planted this image in your mind.”

“Hmm? I don’t know what you’re talking about…”

“You thought you were creating a new version of yourself, but it was me. I hypnotized you into becoming the type of woman I always fantasize about. Slutty, big tits, tight clothes. And you accepted the image and allowed yourself to be transformed into her. Deep down, you were a naughty girl…”

“Was I?” she asked, lips trembling.

“Yes. The second you came in here and looked me up and down, I saw you had potential. Even better when you complained about men. I knew I could mold you into the kind of woman I like to fuck.”

Annie knew she should have been offended that the hypnotist had manipulated her. But instead of feeling bad, she was turned on even more by his brash confession.

“I don’t care,” she whispered. “I wanted to fuck you, too. I’m glad you think I’m hot. Now fuck me, because I can’t wait any longer for your cock…”

He plunged his erect rod into her tight, slick pussy, gripping her body tightly. His face hovered over hers, and he kissed her neck from time to time, in-between shuddering breaths of pleasure. Each deep thrust was deliberate and slow, as if he was savoring every moment of the experience.

“I want you to go deeper,” Annie whispered.

“Deeper?” he laughed. “Fuck. You want a new position?”

“Yeah,” she said, giggling. “Maybe I should get on my hands and knees for you.”

“Whatever you want, Annie.”

He pulled out of her and Annie rolled over, standing on all fours and waiting for him to fuck her from behind. He held her by the waist as he slid his cock into her tight hole, moving as deep as he could. Yes…this was what she craved. His entire cock was inside her now. Sex from this angle felt incredible for her.

Jeremy began to fuck her faster and faster, until each thrust made her breasts jiggle beneath her. She had to hold on tight to stay in position, he was fucking her so hard.

He tugged her hair roughly, gripping it like a ponytail and yanking it back sharply to assert his dominance. “Too rough?” he asked gruffly.

“No…not at all,” she cooed. “I like when you’re rough.”

He pulled her hair again, forcing her head back slightly. Then he reached around her body to grab one of her big breasts, squeezing it hungrily. “The only problem with his position,” he muttered between heaving breaths, “is that I can’t see those perfect tits of yours.”

“Next time, I’ll be on top,” Annie said enticingly. “You can suck on them the whole time…”

“God, that’s hot,” he groaned. “You dirty little slut. I’m already about to finish.”

“Not until I cum again,” she warned. “And I’m close, too…”

He pumped in and out of her pussy rhythmically. Annie didn’t know how much she could take. But then the pleasure within her began to rise and she started to tremble with excitement, whimpering his name as she came for a second time. A few moments later, Jeremy plunged his big dick into her pussy one last time and erupted inside her, his warm cum filling her tight slit.

“Fuck, Annie,” he groaned. “You’re the best.”

As his hard shaft slid out of her pussy, Annie let her body relax on the couch, lying on her stomach. He slapped her ass.

She turned her head and gazed at him longingly. “Now what?”

“Hmm.” He scratched his chin as he got himself dressed. “I hadn’t thought that far ahead. What are we going to do with you now?”

“I can’t go to work like this,” Annie sighed, sitting up and stretching her arms out.

“No, you definitely can’t,” Jeremy sighed. “Listen, Annie…this has been fun, but maybe we should turn you back into your normal self.”

She stared at him, wide-eyed. “No! Don’t do that. I like the way I am now!”

He was speechless. “You really want to be this horny all the time?”

Annie nodded. “Yes! I can’t stop thinking about all the cute outfits I’m going to buy tomorrow…all the shoes…all the lingerie…” She stood up, retrieving her hot pink thong and stepping back into it.

Jeremy bit his lip and said cautiously, “If you’re okay with it, then maybe you can stay here and be my assistant. You can tidy things up around here…fuck me when business is slow…and I’ll buy you all the clothes and jewelry and shoes you want.”

She squealed with delight and flung her arms around him, nearly smothering him with her massive breasts. She gave him a kiss on the lips.

“That’s all I want, Jeremy! Thank you so much.”

He laughed. “Any time, Annie. Any time…”

Somehow, Annie’s spontaneous visit to the hypnotist had wiped away all of her anxieties and worries about men and life. She was happier than she’d ever been before — having this voluptuous body definitely didn’t hurt, either. She couldn’t wait to begin her new life as the hypnotist’s hot assistant.


Bimbo BFFs




Sierra and I had been best friends forever. We did almost everything together: eating, shopping, going to the gym. Now that we were both out of college and working in the same city, we even lived together. In theory, having a best friend and roommate like Sierra — clever, funny, outgoing, pretty — should have been great. There was only one problem: we always chased after the same guys.

Dating had become a difficult topic for us. Two attractive, single women in their early twenties shouldn’t have had a problem meeting guys, especially in a big city. Unfortunately, Sierra and I always found ourselves attracted to the same men. Whether it was the bearded barista who occasionally slipped us free coffees, the rock singer whose band we followed religiously, or our shy neighbor down the hall, my friend and I had the exact same taste in guys. It was starting to get a little frustrating.

The fact that we looked similar definitely made things worse. Sierra was a little taller than me, but we both had straight brown hair with natural highlights, big brown eyes, and slender figures. Once, I flirted with our neighbor, hoping to encourage him to make a move. The next day, he asked Sierra out on a date, assuming that she was me. In retrospect, it was a funny story, but Sierra and I stopped talking for a week when it happened.

One day, however, our little competition came to a screeching halt. I was sitting in front of the TV eating Chinese takeout when my roommate came in, clearing her throat.

“Brittany, can I talk to you?”

“What is it?” I asked, annoyed that she was interrupting my show.

“It’s about our little…problem,” she said, joining me on the couch.

“What? The guy thing?” I asked, rolling my eyes.

“Yeah. I’ve been thinking…we need to do something about this.”

I laughed. “Maybe I should move to the other side of the country. Then we can both date all the guys we want!”

She shook her head. “Brittany, come on! You know I love you, and I would never want to ruin our friendship over some stupid boys. So I came up with something better: I’m going to get a makeover.”

“A makeover?” I scoffed. “And how is that gonna help?”

“Well,” she said, playing with a strand of her hair, “I think it’s going to help differentiate us. We may still like the same guys, but we won’t look the same. They’ll pick one or the other. No more long, drawn-out competitions and weird mix-ups!”

I sighed. “Sierra, you don’t need to change anything about yourself! You’re gorgeous.”

A smile formed on her lips. “Thanks, Brittany. And so are you. I won’t change too much…don’t worry. There’s this new salon I’ve been meaning to check out, anyway.”

I figured that Sierra was planning to dye her hair or something simple like that. I didn’t want my friend to change herself, but at the end of the day, it was her body. And I appreciated the fact that she was doing this to save our friendship — and our dating lives.

“I’m sure you’ll be even more beautiful!” I said. “Hey, want some lo mein?”

“Sure!” she replied, snuggling up next to me on the couch.

Sierra’s intentions may have been good, but nothing could have prepared for me for the transformation she was about to undergo. Soon, my clever, funny, sweet friend would be gone forever — and the competition between us would be even more fierce.
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When I got to the gym the next day after work, I expected to see Sierra doing some stretches. Hmm…that makeover must have taken longer than she said it would, I mused.

I crossed my fingers, hoping that Sierra wouldn’t show up with a bad haircut or weird clothes or anything like that. Then I saw him: the man on the treadmill. He had just started running, and by some miracle, the machines on either side of his were both vacant.

I hated running on the treadmill, but for a chance to be near this guy, I decided to give it a go. He was so cute, I couldn’t help myself. And Sierra wasn’t here to distract him, either. Pulling my hair back into a high ponytail, I sauntered over to the treadmill, looking cute in my yoga pants and tank top.

Soon, we were running next to each other at the same pace. He glanced my way to say hello, and I responded by shyly batting my eyes at him. So far, so good! All I had to do was wait for him to finish, then engage him in conversation, and then…

I saw a woman step onto the treadmill to his left. Immediately, the guy’s head whipped in her direction.

“Excuse me,” a high, soft voice murmured, “can you help me? I have no idea how to use this machine!”

What a moron, I thought to myself, trying to tune the bimbo’s voice out. I figured the dude was trying to be polite — he immediately stopped his machine and went over to help her.

“I’m Matt,” he said flirtatiously. “What’s your name?”

“Sierra,” she replied with a giggle.

That was when I turned my head and got a glimpse of the new Sierra. Holy shit! My friend really had transformed herself. I stopped my machine so I could stare at her, taking it all in.

The most obvious change was her breast size. Sierra’s boobs were enormous. Her sports bra could barely contain them, and Matt couldn’t keep his eyes off her ample bosom. She’d always had a slim waistline, but now, her butt was big and round. Her voluptuous figure made her workout outfit, a pink sports bra and black spandex shorts, look incredibly slutty and revealing. Even her face was different. Her lips were plump and full; her eyes, once full of light and intelligence, were vacant. Her long hair cascaded down her back.

I rushed over to Sierra and Matt.

“Um, hello!” I said, inserting myself between them. “Sierra, weren’t you going to say hi to me? I thought we were BFFs!”

Her eyes slowly drifted towards me. She gazed at me, mildly perplexed. “Of course I was going to say hi, Brittany! But when I saw Matt over here, I had to get my flirt on.”

Matt was still staring at her, grinning wildly. It was like I didn’t even exist anymore. Who could blame him for completely ignoring a plain girl like me when he had a ditzy, giggly sexpot right in front of him?

“Hey, I should go,” he said to her, trying to keep his eyes on her face rather than her huge tits. “Why don’t we hang out sometime?”

“I’ll make you dinner,” Sierra said, biting her lip. “Tomorrow night. How does that sound?”

His face lit up. My jaw dropped in shock. Sierra and I used to joke that having a guy over for dinner was an invitation to fuck. Who was this woman, and what had she done to my best friend?

“That sounds fantastic. See you then, Sierra!”

As soon as Matt was gone, I glared at my roommate.

“What the hell happened to you?” I muttered, shaking her by the shoulders. “Did you ask for the whore special at the salon or something? And what’s with the fake voice? Stop playing dumb for a minute, Sierra.”

Tears welled up in her sparkling eyes. “Why are you being so mean, Brittany? I’m only trying to meet cute guys! That’s why I did this! I thought we wouldn’t fight anymore…”

I quickly realized that her “dumb bimbo” act wasn’t an act. My friend’s IQ had been decimated, and her sex appeal had been amplified. I was appalled, yet I was also insanely jealous of her hot new body.

I sighed and let go of her shoulders.

“What salon did you go to?” I asked. “Maybe…maybe I should visit, too.”

If Sierra had any smarts left, she wouldn’t have told me. As things stood now, she and I would never fight over a guy again. Why? She could use her tits and ass and dumb giggle to seduce every man in sight, leaving me — her former best friend — in the dust.

“It’s the Sweet Honey Salon on 4th Street,” she said eagerly.

“Thanks,” I replied. “I’m gonna go home…I’ll see you later.”

“Aww, don’t go, Brittany!” she begged. “I just got here!”

A few moments later, another hot guy approached her, and Sierra forgot all about me. After making a quiet escape, I headed home, anxious to search online for information about that so-called salon on 4th Street. To my surprise, the place didn’t even exist on any map.

Tomorrow, I would have to go there myself to solve this mystery.
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The next day, work finished early, so I decided to head over to the Sweet Honey Salon. I knew that Matt would be coming over this evening, so I hoped that I would be able to enjoy my evening without hearing distracting sex sounds coming out of my friend’s bedroom.

After walking up and down the street a few times, I finally located the salon. It was on the third floor of an old brick building, which was definitely an odd place for a beauty parlor. When I got up to the entrance and rang the bell, the woman who opened the door nearly gave me a heart attack.

She looked like a porn star in her strapless black dress and stilettos. Her trashy bleached blonde hair and gigantic boobs and long red fingernails made her look even more ridiculous than Sierra.

“Can I help you?” she asked me, a glint in her eyes.

“Yes,” I said, closing the door behind me. “I want to know what you did to my friend Sierra. She came here yesterday and now she looks like…like…some dumb, slutty bimbo!”

The woman rolled her eyes in an exaggerated way. “Oh, please. Not another jealous friend.”

“You ruined her!” I cried, determined to receive justice one way or another. “I’ve known that girl forever, and you took away everything that made her special and unique.”

“But men don’t want special and unique,” she sighed, exasperated. “They want sexy. And that’s what I do here! I make women irresistibly sexy and completely uninhibited.”

“Disgusting! I’m reporting this place,” I muttered.

She looked me up and down. “If I give you a free beauty treatment, will you keep quiet?”

I mulled over her offer. Deep down, I was secretly hoping to get a little of the salon’s magic for myself, although I was loathe to admit it.

“Fine. As long as it’s not permanent.”

“It’s as permanent as you want it to be,” she explained. “I will reverse any transformation for a small fee.”

The woman — who later told me her name was Marla — invited me to sit down in a comfy leather chair, covering me in a black cape like a typical hairdresser. Then she lowered a clear plastic sphere from the ceiling, pulling it over my face.

“On the count of three, I’m going to start this thing up. You ready, Brittany?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

She walked over to the side of the room, heels clicking on the floor, and pulled a level I hadn’t noticed before. A jolt of power surged through me, along with enough heat to set me on fire. When the electric shock subsided, I felt like my skin was covered in pins and needles.

Marla came over to me, pulling the plastic helmet up and removing the cape. “And…voila! A new you will appear in roughly an hour.”

“An hour?” I raised an eyebrow.

She shrugged. “These things take time, since the changes are happening on a cellular level. I recommend that you go home and put on some comfortable clothes that can accommodate…shifting proportions.”

I had a million questions for her, but Marla shooed me out the door, telling me she as expecting another client shortly. I wanted to know if I was going to become hot like Sierra but maintain my intelligence, or if I, too, was going to lose a few brain cells by the end of the day. The fact that Marla treated this like a routine procedure made me feel oddly calm about the whole situation. I had shown up furious, but I was leaving feeling mellow — maybe that was the first sign that something within me was shifting.

By the time I got home, I was definitely ready to put on my loose-fitting pajamas and curl up with a good book. I flung open the front door and nearly screamed. Something was burning in the kitchen.

“Uh, Sierra?” I called out. “Did you leave something in the oven?”

My best friend scurried out of the bathroom, her lustrous hair flying behind her. “Oh my gosh, I did! Thanks, sweetie. I’m so silly and forgetful sometimes!”

Sierra giggled as she pulled a burnt chicken out of the oven. “Matt’s going to be so mad at me,” she sighed. “But I guess that means we can get straight to the good part of the date!”

I resisted the urge to tell her that I, too, would soon be hot and alluring. Instead, I suggested that I make a salad for the two of them.

“You’re too sweet, Britt! Thanks, babe!” she cried, flinging her arms around me.

Sierra was wearing a red dress that used to be reserved for nights out at the club, along with her sexiest silver heels. Her lips were red, her eyes smokey. With her silky legs exposed and her creamy cleavage popping out of her dress, she looked sexier than ever.

“Let me get changed and then I’ll make the food,” I said, hurrying into my bedroom. Marla had suggested that I wear something comfortable for my transformation, but I wanted to look hot when Matt was here. For some reason, I was getting extremely horny — and more competitive than ever.

I put on an electric blue dress that was extremely short and low-cut, along with my matching velvet heels. I opted not to wear any underwear, wondering if Sierra had also decided to go commando tonight.

She gave me an odd look as I strutted through the apartment towards the kitchen, but the moment Matt knocked on the door, she forgot all about me. I heard the two of them chatting and laughing in front of the TV, and I put together three salads.

Sierra was mildly disappointed when I joined the two of them on the couch, sitting to Matt’s left.

“Thanks for the dinner,” Sierra said, glancing at me. “This is my roommate, Brittany. She’ll be in her room the rest of the night!”

I laughed. “After I finish eating. I had such a long day,” I said, glancing at Matt’s face.

He nodded and said, “Nice to meet you, Brittany” before turning back to his sexy date.

Sierra’s hand was on his knee, and he whispered something in her ear before grabbing the remote and turning the TV volume up. She giggled, then kissed him on the cheek. I was burning up with jealousy when suddenly, I felt an odd fluttering sensation fill my chest.

I looked down and saw that my breasts were slowly filling out my blue dress. My modest B cups were growing, slowly but steadily, bigger and bigger, until they were at least DDs. My boobs kept getting bigger and rounder as my legs started to feel like they were being stretched. I glanced at my bare legs and saw that they were longer than ever — I was definitely as tall as my best friend now. My skirt rode up higher and higher as my legs lengthened.

Now I completely understood why Marla had suggested that I wear something loose: as my breasts and butt expanded, the tight dress which squeezed my body was pushed to its limits. By the time my gigantic tits had stopped growing, the dress had been strained nearly to its breaking point. Good thing I hadn’t worn a bra at all…

I ran my hands over the smooth curves of my chest, over my hard nipples, and down to my thin waist and thick thighs. I ran my tongue over my lips, feeling that they were more plump and full than ever before. As my own fingertips caressed my body, stopping at the hemline of my skin-tight dress, I knew that I looked just as hot as Sierra now. And I was probably just as horny, too…

“Matt,” I said in a breathy voice, resting my hand on his shoulder, “could you pass me the remote?”

Sierra and Matt had been kissing right next to me, completely oblivious to my transformation. Without pressing pause on his hot make out session, Matt reached out and fumbled around until he found the remote and handed it to me. I knew I needed to think of a better way to get his attention. While he and Sierra were locking lips, there was no way to steal him away from her.

Unfortunately, I was drawing a blank. I couldn’t even think straight. It was like sensory overload. The weight of my tits was an immense distraction, and my pussy was tingling like crazy. Still, it wasn’t all bad. The feelings of jealousy or dejection had been wiped from my mind. Now, I simply wanted to get laid. I was horny as fuck, and sitting next to this hot, muscular gym dude wasn’t helping.

I gently placed my hand on his leg and leaned forward until my lips were a millimeter from his earlobe. “I’d love to kiss you, too,” I whispered. “And suck your dick. If you want…”

Matt broke away from Sierra’s kiss and finally turned to look at me. He stared at me, his mouth hanging open.

“Babe, what’s wrong?” she sighed. The moment Sierra and I locked eyes, I knew she wasn’t happy with me.

“Thanks for telling me about the beauty salon,” I said, puffing out my chest. “I missed looking like my bestie — now we’re practically twins again!”

Before Sierra could stop him, Matt, entranced by my sexy body, had lunged towards me. I flung my arms around him as we kissed, his lips pressed against mine. His hands were in my hair, then roaming down my back, searching for the zipper on my dress. As Matt plunged his agile tongue into my mouth, it became clear to my best friend that her date wasn’t interested in anything except her body. The moment that another sexy woman appeared before him, he forgot all about beautiful Sierra.

Matt kissed my neck, his hands roaming my body hungrily. Sitting behind him, Sierra angrily folded her arms over her ample chest. “Come on, Brittany! I was about to get laid!”

“We can both get laid,” I said between deep breaths. “I’m sure he’ll fuck both of us. Won’t you, Matt?”

“Mhmm,” he whispered, his voice muffled in my flesh. He kissed lower and lower, his mouth reaching my immense cleavage. He gripped my breasts through the dress.

“I didn’t want to have to share!” Sierra murmured, her plump lips pouting. “But I guess it could be worse. At least I’m sharing a guy with my best friend.”

“I love you, Sierra!” I gushed. “I knew you wouldn’t be mad at me.”

We giggled in unison, and I watched as my friend stood up, peeling her red dress off her body. She stood there in nothing but a lacy thing and her high heels.

“Oh, Matt,” she said in an enticing voice. “Could you come over here?”

Matt had just managed to slide the zipper of my dress down when her soft voice, like warm melted butter, poured over him. He pulled away from me, just in time for Sierra to climb onto his lap, her bare breasts pressed against his face. His mouth moved towards her hard, pink nipple and he began to suck eagerly.

“Good boy,” she murmured, stroking his hair. “I’ll make sure you have so much fun tonight. You can forget all about Brittany.”

Sierra smothered him with her breasts, encasing his head between the mountains of flesh, and began to grind on his lap, giving him a slow, seductive lap dance.

“You like that, babe?” she groaned, grinding her pussy back and forth against his bulge, which was getting harder and bigger by the second.

“Yeah,” he murmured into her chest.

She swiveled her breasts to the left and right, enhancing the experience for him. He reached around her body to grip her firm, plump ass, digging his hungry fingertips into her pale flesh. I began to wonder if I could ever win his attention back after Sierra’s impressive performance.

As she climbed off of his lap, kneeling in front of him and slowly pulling off his pants, I decided to make my move. I stood up in front of the couch and stripped out of my dress, revealing my tan, nude form. I gripped my breasts in my hands and then let go, watching the flesh jiggle slightly as it settled back into place. Now that I could see both of our bodies, I knew that my breasts were just a little bit bigger than Sierra’s. I liked knowing that. It made me feel superior to her.

“Take off your shirt, honey,” Sierra said, gazing up at Matt.

“Uh-huh,” he said, yanking off his polo shirt and revealing the toned physique of a man who worked out like a machine. His pecs and abs were extremely impressive. I couldn’t wait to see how big his dick was…

As Sierra helped him take off his pants and boxers, I finally captured his attention again. He stopped staring down at the sexy vixen kneeling before him, ready to worship his cock, and noticed that there was an even sexier vixen standing a few feet in front of him.

I placed a finger over my lips, gesturing for him to stay silent. Sierra’s mouth may have been the one kissing his erect dick, but his eyes were focused on me. She had no idea that while she was teasing and playing with his cock, her date was getting harder because I was naked and fucking him with my seductive gaze.

Sierra wrapped her lips around his big member and began to suck as I spun around, giving Matt a good view of my ass. I bent over, spreading my legs apart and displaying my freshly-shaven pussy. I heard him grown as he saw it. Sierra must have thought he was impressed by her performance, because I heard her murmur something in response.

I turned around, gazing at Matt again as he leaned back on the couch while receiving his blow job. I stuck a finger in my mouth, sucking it slowly, then sliding it down over my breast, leaving a small trail of wetness across my flesh. I moved my finger over my flat tummy, then lower and lower, until it was between my legs. As I played with my pussy, I watched Matt’s gaze slide down to observe. My index finger flicked rapidly back and forth over my engorged clitoris, and then I shoved three fingers inside me, letting out a gasp of pleasure.

“Fuck,” Matt groaned. “You two are too much…”

He rested his hand on the back of Sierra’s head, letting her continue to suck his cock as he watched me pleasure myself. I’d never masturbated in front of anybody before. It felt so natural now that I was completely free and uninhibited. I moved my fingers in and out of my tight, wet pussy, rubbing my love button in a circular motion. The heat and passion within me rose to a crescendo as my fingers moved faster and faster. Soon, I was gasping and moaning with pleasure as I came. I squeezed my eyes shut and plunged my fingers into my pussy one last time.

I pulled them out, wet and glistening, and looked into Matt’s eyes as I slipped my index finger into my mouth again, tasting my own wetness.

“I need to get inside that pussy,” he groaned.

Sierra pulled her head back, releasing his cock from her mouth. “Ready for my pussy, babe?” she asked, licking her lips.

“In a minute,” he said, gently pushing her away and standing up. “I think your roommate needs me now…”

She stared at me in shock. “Brittany! How could you? This was supposed to be my hot date, not yours!”

I smiled and said sweetly, “Next time, you should invite two guys, just in case.”

Matt and I began to kiss again, and I slowly guided him towards the floor until he was lying beneath me. I had him just where I wanted him. I wanted to ride his cock, to be on top and in control. I may have turned into a giggly, bubbly bimbo, but for some reason, I was extremely sexually aggressive now. Sierra and I were both this way. Maybe it was because this was the first time we’d ever made love to a man since our transformations. Next time, we might be more content to lie back and let a hot alpha male take charge of the situation. Years of competition and pent-up sexual frustrations had taken their toll on us, and we were finally releasing this pressure, fulfilling all of our physical needs and desires.

The fact that I was hotter now wasn’t lost on Sierra. As soon as I got into position on top of Matt, I turned and saw that she was staring at me in awe. The poor girl could learn a thing or two from her best friend.

I lowered my pussy onto his long, thick cock, sliding down slowly until I had completely engulfed his hard shaft. He gazed up at me, completely helpless and unable to speak. He was being dominated by a true sex goddess.

My breasts bounced as I lifted and lowered myself not his dick again. I moved faster and faster, gaining confidence as I went. All those hours spent at the gym had paid off for me. In spite of my ridiculous proportions, I had plenty of physical strength to control my curvaceous body.

Meanwhile, Sierra had climbed off the couch and approached us in the middle of the room. She slid her thong off and began to touch her pussy gently as she watched us on the floor.

“Let me know if you need any tips, honey,” I said condescendingly, then moaned softly as his cock filled my pussy once more.

“Tips? I don’t need your help!” she giggled.

And with those words, she stepped towards Matt’s face and lowered her body until her pussy hovered an inch from his open mouth.

“Shit,” he breathed the moment before Sierra pressed her delicate folds against his lips and began to slid back and forth gently. Matt reached up to grip her by the hips, and I knew that he was enjoying the fact that she was riding his face.

For a moment, jealousy consumed me. How could Sierra have stolen my thunder like that? The only thing that could have distracted Matt from the pussy wrapped around his dick was another woman’s pussy on his face. But since I knew he was having the time of his life, my jealous feelings subsided, leaving behind nothing but blissful, pure lust. As long as he was happy, then I was happy.

Sierra suddenly lost her balance, tumbling onto her side away from us.

“You know what I want to do?” Matt said slowly. “Fuck you both — from behind.”

“But you can’t fuck us at the same time!” I protested.

“Come on, sexy…into position!” he instructed.

Pouting, I slid off his dick and joined Sierra, who was already on her hands and knees. I got on all fours beside her. We were so close to each other, she turned her head towards me and gave me a kiss on the lips.

“You’re the best friend a girl could ever ask for,” she gushed.

“You, too!” I giggled, forgetting all about our past animosity and competitiveness. “I love you, Sierra!” In that moment, I realized that we didn’t have to fight over men anymore. Why? Because sharing guys with each other could be just as much fun.

I heard Matt behind us, felt his body heat and waited in anticipation, wondering which one of us he would fuck first. Then I saw him choose Sierra, grabbing her sumptuous ass as he plunged his big dick into her tight hole. She gasped with pleasure. This was the moment she’d been waiting for all night.

“Ooh, that feels so good,” she moaned. “Faster!”

As he fucked her, she turned towards me again, her eyes filled with intense lust. I was drawn to my friend’s sexy lips and began to kiss her again, this time with tongue. As we were making out, I felt Matt’s hot hands on my body as his hard dick slid into my wet hole.

He was the luckiest guy in the world right now. He had two impossibly sexy babes to fuck, our plump asses sticking out in front of him, our big tits jiggling underneath our voluptuous yet fit bodies. Even better, we were making out as he fucked us. We should have been rivals, but instead, we were attracted to our sexy mirror images.

Matt went back and forth, taking turns plowing our pussies, until he decided to finish with me. I knew he was getting close because of the way he was gripping my hips tightly, his breath growing more and more heavy with each powerful thrust. He wasn’t holding back, going as deep and hard as he could inside me.

Finally, I was left gasping and moaning as I came again, still struggling for air as he fucked me, faster and faster, deeper and deeper. He pulled my hair sharply and then, letting out a deep groan of satisfaction, plunged his cock inside me one last time, filling me with his warm, oozing cum.

As soon as he pulled out, I rolled onto my back, and Sierra did the same. Matt had a huge grin on his face. He gazed down at us, his eyes drifting from our big, glistening tits to our wet lips and commented, “This better not be a dream.”

Sierra leaped to her feet, tits jiggling wildly. “I know I burnt the chicken, but I also bought a cake today! Why don’t we eat that? I’m so hungry…”

The rest of the evening was spent in front of the TV. Matt was in heaven as two buxom brunettes fed him cake, pressing their nude bodies against him. Sierra glanced at me, a knowing smile on her face. She and I both knew that this was only the beginning of our adventures together. From now on, our attraction to the same men wouldn’t be a burden. Instead, it would be more like a fun game.

I began to conjure up a million fantasies in my mind. Every time Sierra or I brought a guy home for the night, he would be shocked to encounter his date’s hot and equally horny roommate. Together, we would give every guy the best night of his life, and in turn, we would satisfy our own sexual needs.

Sierra and I had no reason to feel jealous of one another. We knew that our bodies were all we had to offer to the world, but that wasn’t such a bad thing. From now on, we would use them to get everything we’d ever wanted.


The Clone Machine




“Kyle, what are we even doing here?” I groaned. “I hate these things!”

“Well, Julie,” my boyfriend said, clasping my hand tighter and practically dragging me towards the popcorn vendor, “we always do what you want to do on Friday nights. It was my turn to pick!”

He had a point. I could be a bit of a control freak. I liked being the one in the relationship who made plans and got things done. And as much as I loved my boyfriend, I couldn’t comprehend why he’d wanted to come to this carnival. We were surrounded by rowdy teenagers and older couples with walkers. This definitely wasn’t my scene.

Kyle ordered some popcorn while I observed my surroundings disdainfully. The sun was just starting to go down, giving the festival an eerie feeling. The shadow of the big ferris wheel darkened the area around us. I had an odd feeling that I couldn’t quite place.

As my boyfriend paid for his snack, I noticed a tent nearby. While every other attraction at the carnival had a huge line, this place was completely empty. I saw a small sign in front of the tent that read “THE CLONE MACHINE.”

“Hey,” I said, nudging Kyle. “What’s that?”

“Probably not worth checking out…looks like no one’s going in there,” he laughed.

Ever the contrarian, I decided that I couldn’t let him call all the shots tonight.

“Let’s check it out!” I cried, pulling him towards the tent.

“Come on, Julie! It’s probably a waste of money,” he argued.

“We don’t have to pay for it. I just want to see what it is.”

Kyle glared at me. As usual, I just had to get my way. Over time, there was some resentment building up between us over my controlling nature. It was even taking its toll on our sex life. Sometimes, Kyle wanted to be the one to dominate me, and I simply didn’t know how to relax and let him be in charge. I also wasn’t the most adventurous girlfriend in bed. I was happy having sex a couple times a month; my boyfriend wanted it almost daily. In spite of our differences, we were trying to make things work.

Inside the musty old tent, which was faintly lit by a few antique lamps, I saw a large metal box with a door built into it. It was just big enough or a person to step inside.

“Hello?” I called out.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Kyle muttered. “This place is creepy.”

At that moment, a man burst out from behind a curtain. “Good evening, lady and gentleman! Welcome to the Clone Machine!” he said with a slight foreign accent.

Kyle laughed. “Sorry, man. We were just leaving!”

“But I heard the lady say she wanted to stay,” the man said. “I’m Pierre. And you are…”

He extended his hand and I cautiously shook it. “I’m Julie. And this is Kyle.”

“Welcome, Julie,” Pierre said, clasping his hands together eagerly. “For the low price of twenty dollars, I can turn you into anyone you wish to be. For the rest of the night, you can experience life in the body of any person — living or dead — you wish to become.”

Kyle rolled his eyes. I knew this was a scam, but I didn’t want to leave Pierre in the lurch.

“You’re saying I could become…the Queen of England?” I chuckled.

“Anyone,” Pierre said. “So choose wisely.”

I thought for a minute, debating whether to leave or to blurt out the name of another random celebrity. I turned to Kyle. “If you could turn me into anyone for the night, who would it be?”

“Hmm,” he said, the wheels in his head turning. “Probably my favorite porn star: Larissa Luscious.”

I glared at him. Even though I never watched porn, everyone had heard of Larissa. She was one of the most famous porn stars on the planet, an uninhibited brunette with big boobs and no gag reflex. “I should have known you’d say her. Gross, Kyle!”

“Larissa Luscious, huh? Good choice, sir,” Pierre chuckled. “If you give me ten dollars, I’ll make your wish come true.”

Before I could stop him, Kyle had handed Pierre the money and I was being ushered towards the metal machine. Even though I doubted that this thing even worked, I was having reservations about going inside.

“You’re the one who wanted to do this,” Kyle said as Pierre opened the door and I stepped inside. “Don’t worry, Julie. If I thought this thing actually worked, I would have never picked Larissa Luscious. Even though I would definitely love to spend a night with her. Mm…”

I sighed, exasperated. “Whatever! Let’s just get this over with.”

Pierre slammed the door shut and I was left in total darkness. I heard him pushing a few buttons outside and humming to himself. Then the machine started to whir to life, and I felt like I was in a space ship about to be launched into the stratosphere. The entire metal box was vibrating and clanking against the floor.

“Kyle?” I called out. No response. I couldn’t hear anyone’s voice outside anymore.

Suddenly, a hot white beam of light shot through the machine, scanning my body from head to toe and then going back up again. I held out my hands and watched as the beam passed through them. My plain fingernails were suddenly longer…and painted pale pink.

In fact, each time the light crossed a certain part of my body, it changed. My scrawny legs grew more shapely, with thicker thighs. My nonexistent hips got wide, and I suddenly felt a big butt pressing against my tight denim shorts. My short, dull brown hair suddenly fell in soft, curled waves. Even my skin was different — it was a golden, sun-kissed tan now. Every stray hair and blemish had been erased from my flesh. I looked like I had been airbrushed.

Each time the light beam passed through my breasts, they got bigger, too. The change was gradual. I didn’t mind watched them go up a cup size or two; once they reached a C cup, they finally filled out my pink tank top in a sexy way. But then they didn’t stop growing. Even as the rest of my body stopped transforming, my boobs kept getting bigger and bigger. I clutched the springy, swelling mountains of flesh, as if that could stop the rapid growth. For the first time in my life, I was rocking cleavage. And even though this shirt hadn’t been skimpy when I put it on, each time my breasts doubled in size, it slipped higher and higher up my torso. The top barely covered my ripe, juicy tits now. My tight and tan midriff was completely exposed.

And then everything went dark. My heart pounded, and I called out in a feeble voice, “Hello?”

I was startled when the I heard the words escape me. That wasn’t my voice. It definitely belonged to another woman.

“Can you let me out?” I asked in a husky, almost raspy tone. I’d never sounded this sexy before. Every word came out as a sensual purr…

I heard the door rattle and then it swung open. Cautiously stepping out of the machine, I tried not to fall flat on my face. These boobs were as heavy as they looked.

“Where are you, Kyle?” I asked.

The only man in the tent was Pierre. Where the hell was my boyfriend?

“He said he would wait outside,” Pierre explained. “He was afraid of what was happening to you in the machine. I promised you were fine, but I don’t think he believed me.”

I licked my lips. “So I get to be Larissa Luscious for the rest of the night?”

“Until midnight,” Pierre said. He looked me up and down and chuckled to himself. “Your boyfriend has very good taste in women.”

“Thanks!” I giggled, tossing my hair. It didn’t occur to me that Pierre was referring to the new body I was borrowing, and now the old Julie.

In fact, my entire identity was scrambled in my head. I still thought of myself as Julie, but my brain definitely belonged to Larissa. How could I tell? Well, for starters, all of my normal thoughts and feelings had been replaced with someone else’s. I wasn’t annoyed about being dragged to the carnival, or worried about my incompatibilities with Kyle. Instead, I felt completely, utter bliss. My mind had never been so pure and free before.

But with all that space to think about life, I found that I didn’t want to. I was more interested in people and things. As I looked around the tent, I realized that this wasn’t my type of environment. I would much rather be in a shopping mall, at a hair salon, or in a luxurious hotel room.

I drifted into a day dream as I pictured myself sprawled out on a king-sized bed, my long hair fanned out behind me, my big tits completely bare and my legs spread to expose my pussy. And then a man would mount me, shoving his big cock between my legs. His thick, throbbing member would slide all the way to the furthest reaches of my pussy as his hands gripped my breasts and his tongue plunged into my mouth.

Even better, the whole time, there would be a small group of people circling us. A man would be holding a camera; another guy would have a light to perfectly illuminate our bodies.

As this fantasy flashed through my mind, vivid and perfectly clear, I finally understood that along with Larissa’s body, I had inherited all of her dirty memories. That meant that I had all her porn star skills in the bedroom, too. Kyle would be pleasantly surprised, wouldn’t he?

“Miss…are you all right?”

Pierre’s voice jolted me back to reality. I must have been staring into space, mouth hanging open. I barely even noticed that my manicured fingers had been toying with the zipper of my shorts, as if I couldn’t wait to get these things off.

“I’m fine! Thank you so much!” I cried, wrapping my arms around him and surprising this stranger with an open-mouthed kiss on the lips. I pushed my big tits against his chest. Sure, this guy wasn’t my boyfriend, and I didn’t even find Pierre particularly attractive. But as Larissa, the thought of kissing a stranger didn’t concern me. I fucked random men — and women — at work all the time, didn’t I?

I hurried out of the tent, leaving the man stunned and undoubtedly aroused.

“Kyle?” I said cautiously, twirling a strand of hair around my finger and biting my lip flirtatiously as I approached him.

He was sitting on a bench nearby and the second he laid eyes on me, he leaped to his feet.

“Damn. It worked. That machine turned you into Larissa Luscious!”

“Well…what do you think?” I asked, bouncing up and down slightly. My boyfriend’s eyes followed the bouncing motion of my breasts, then slid lower, over every curve of my body.

“I can’t believe it actually worked,” he breathed. To my disappointment, Kyle didn’t approach me. He must have been afraid that if he got any closer, I would vanish into thin air. Or, worse, that the busty vixen in front of him would turn back into his flat-chested, controlling girlfriend.

“I get this body until midnight,” I said, running my hands over my chest and down my sides. “Do you like what you see?”

“Uh-huh,” Kyle said, wiping a bead of sweat from his forehead. “What am I supposed to call you now? Julie? Or Larissa?”

I shrugged. “I don’t look like a Julie anymore, do I? With this luscious body, I’m definitely a Larissa…mm…I like the way my name rolls off the tongue.” I swiped my own tongue across my lower lip.

Kyle suddenly grabbed my hand, pulling me close.

“What?” I asked nervously, eyes darting from side to side.

He pressed his hand against my back, rubbing it slowly, as he guided me away from the Clone Machine tent. “Dudes keep looking at you. And I don’t want to share.”

“So what?” I giggled. “I fuck men with big dicks all the time. You know it doesn’t mean anything, honey. You’re the only guy I want to be with!”

“Shit…you’re such a slut now, aren’t you?” Kyle muttered. “Let’s get you back home.”

We were back in the car headed home when his phone buzzed. Before he could stop me, I picked it up and read the text on the screen. It was from his friend Greg.

“Greg wants to know if he can come over and watch a movie,” I said.

“No way,” Kyle laughed. “Tonight is all about you and me, Julie — I mean…Larissa…”

I scowled. “Don’t you want to show me off to your friends?”

He gulped. “Of course I do, babe. But I don’t want my friends to make a move on you.”

“Wouldn’t it be hot to watch me with another guy?” I asked, sighing deeply.

Kyle was quiet for a moment. He didn’t say anything as I typed a response to Greg’s message.

“I told him to come over soon,” I said sweetly. “Won’t he be surprised to see me?”

“Fuck,” Kyle groaned. Then he laughed a little. “You’re too much, Larissa.”

I reached over and pressed my hand against his crotch through his jeans. I felt his bulge harden. “I can’t wait to rip these pants off and give you the best blow job of your life, honey.”

Kyle had to use all of his mental strength to stay focused on the road. He had a feeling that tonight was going to be the hottest night of his life.
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I was upstairs when Greg arrived. Kyle invited him in and I heard them talking in front of the TV. I had just finished putting on my makeup. Even though I used to be fairly conservative, opting for just a swipe of mascara and a little lipgloss in my daily routine, I suddenly had developed a knack for painting my face. With my arched brows, overdrawn lips, and thick lashes, I definitely looked the part of a porn star now.

Since none of my bras fit me anymore, and few of my clothes, I put on a slinky black nightgown instead. It hugged my curves nicely. After brushing my hair, I decided to go downstairs and join the two sexy men who were waiting for me.

As I descended the stairs, I heard Greg ask, “What’s up with Julie? She still a total bitch?”

“I wouldn’t call her a total bitch,” Kyle said diplomatically. “She can just get a little…controlling. But don’t worry, man. She’s not around.”

This was all part of the plan. Kyle had decided that Greg would never believe I had been transformed by a machine in a carnival tent. Instead, I would play the role of Larissa Luscious herself. Oddly enough, that was far more believable.

“Good,” Greg said. “I’m sick of women. All these dates that go nowhere…it’s almost easier just to stay home and watch porn, right?”

That was the perfect cue for me to make my grand entrance.

“Kyle, you didn’t tell me that we had company!” I cried, entering the room and standing in front of the couch, hands on my hips.

Kyle smirked, and Greg’s jaw dropped.

“Greg, this is Larissa. Larissa, meet my buddy Greg.”

“La…La…” Greg could barely get the words out. “Larissa Luscious?”

“Pleasure to meet you,” I said. “Could you make some room for me?”

Greg and Kyle moved away from each other and I sat down between them, crossing my legs daintily.

“How do you know Larissa Luscious?” Greg asked Kyle, talking right past me. He was in the presence of a celebrity, and he didn’t care. It showed just how little respect he had for porn stars like me.

“Long story,” Kyle said with a shrug. “But she’s just visiting for the night. And don’t tell anyone about this. Julie has no idea…obviously.”

He rested his hand on my thigh, and I let him shift the hemline of my nightgown a few inches higher to expose more of my smooth flesh. I decided to play coy, turning to my left and batting my eyes at Greg.

“Are you a fan of my work, sweetie?” I asked.

“A huge fan,” he said, trying not to stare directly at my tits. It wasn’t easy…they were literally spilling out of my nightgown, two luscious orbs of flesh. My nipples were clearly visible through the paper thin fabric.

“Huge, huh?” I asked, emphasizing the first word suggestively. “Tell me, Greg…what’s your favorite thing about me? Because I already know what my favorite thing about you is.”

Greg looked confused. “Obviously, your body. But what’s your favorite thing about me?”

I leaned in close and whispered directly in his ear, “The fact that I just got here and you’re already rock hard.”

He glanced down at his bulging package and looked humiliated. “Sorry, Larissa…you have that effect on men, you know?”

I felt Kyle’s hand on my arm. I turned towards him. “What?”

He was clearly jealous of all the attention I was giving Greg. “I thought you were here for me, sexy.”

“Don’t worry, Kyle…I’m still here for you,” I said, resting my hands on his shoulders and leaning in to give him a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues danced together, and my body trembled with excitement. I was kissing my boyfriend with another woman’s sexy lips and caressing his body with another woman’s agile fingertips; it gave me a thrill when I thought of it that way.

We continued to make out, and he started to sift his fingers through my shiny, ultra-feminine hair. As Julie, I had never been the type to grow my hair long or style it. But I definitely felt more womanly with Larissa’s gorgeous locks. In fact, everything sexual felt more natural to me now. I knew exactly what would make my boyfriend excited. It was as if I had developed a sexy sixth sense.

I heard the sound of Greg undressing behind me, and when I broke my lips away from Kyle and turned to face his friend, the man was completely naked. He had his huge dick out and was stroking it rhythmically, his hand moving up and down the shaft as he watched me and Kyle kissing.

“Dude, wait your turn,” Kyle muttered, pulling me towards him again.

“Come on, Larissa,” Greg said, stroking faster. “Don’t you want to suck my cock? I know you’re into deep throating…”

“I guess you’re right,” I giggled. I said to Kyle, “Honey, do you mind? Think of it as a sneak preview for what I’m going to do to you later.”

“Fine. Go ahead,” he said reluctantly.

I almost wished that I could hop back into the clone machine and split myself into two sexy women. I wanted to play with both of these men at the same time. Somehow, one porn star’s body just wasn’t enough. I was insatiable. I loved being the center of attention, though. I had never felt this desirable in my life.

The sight of Greg’s big cock had stirred something within me. As I dropped to my knees in front of him, I felt like I had done this a million times before. My mouth opened wide and I took in his entire dick, engulfing it and sliding my head forward until his member was halfway down my throat. Greg groaned audibly, brushing his hand through my hair. I gaze up at him, into his eyes, and I saw the face of a man who had always fantasized about getting sucked off by a porn star but had never imagined that it could ever really happen to him. I was making my boyfriend’s buddy’s dream come true.

As my head bobbed up and down on his dick, he began to rest his hand on my hair. Soon, as if he was overcome by his own lust, he began to apply some pressure against the back of my head, pushing me further forward. I was going as deep as I could, and he still wanted more.

I shifted my eyes to the left and that my boyfriend had undressed, too, and was jacking off to the sight of me sucking his friend’s dick. As I leaned forward, I heard the seams of my tight nightgown began to pop, one by one. Instead of pausing to adjust my big tits, I let the nightgown split in two, falling off my body and revealing my perfect, tanned flesh.

“I’m getting close…but I don’t want to cum yet…” Greg groaned. “What do I do?”

“Take your dick out of her mouth,” Kyle said with a laugh. “It’s my turn, anyway.”

I popped Greg’s big cock out of my mouth and dabbed the corners of my lips with my fingertip. “You want me to suck you now, baby?”

“No,” he said, taking me by surprise. “I want to try something else with you…”

“What’s that?”

Kyle stood up. “Lie down on the floor for me.”

I did as he commanded. As I flopped into position, my big breasts spread out, nearly obscuring my field of vision for a moment. Then Kyle straddled my body.

“Are you going to fuck my tits?” I asked, eyeing his big dick eagerly.

“Yeah. Ever since that one scene you did with that guy who had a monster cock…it’s been one of my favorite fantasies,” Kyle said. “If my girlfriend had tits like yours, then I’d be doing it to her all the time.”

“Really?” I murmured. I knew that my boyfriend watched porn on occasion, but I hadn’t been aware of all his fantasies. I couldn’t believe that I had spent our entire relationship being so closed-minded about sex. “Have you ever thought about telling her these things?”

“She wouldn’t like it. Trust me,” Kyle said. “But now that you’re here, Larissa…I can have some real fun…”

With those words, he plunged his rock hard erection between my gigantic, quivering breasts. I pressed my tits together, making the space tight for him to fuck. He slid his cock in and out of my immense cleavage, occasionally squeezing and kneading the flesh of my breasts as he worshiped them with his hard rod.

“As much as I’d love to cum all over you like this, I also want to get one of those world famous BJs,” Kyle said, pulling his cock out of my cleavage and kneeling on the floor beside me.

Before I could even open my mouth all the way, the tip of his dick was pressed against my lips. I knew this wasn’t going to be an ordinary blow job. No…my boyfriend wanted to fuck my face and treat me like the whore I’d become for the night. I was just his little plaything, a body to be used for his pleasure.

I closed my eyes, opening my mouth wide as he pumped in and out of it. Suddenly, I felt the flick of a wet tongue against my inner thigh. Instinctively, I bent my legs, spreading them further apart. Greg had decided that he would give me some pleasure, unbeknownst to me. I was more than happy to let him eat me out while Kyle fucked my face. It made the experience ten times better for me.

I quickly learned that Greg was amazing at oral. Or maybe he was putting on a show because I had done such a great job sucking him off. He knew exactly what to do with his tongue, swirling it up and down the length of my pussy, then focusing on my engorged clitoris, flicking it rapidly and precisely. I wished that someone had a camera on to record what was going on right now. The three of us must have been a sight to behold: the jiggly, insatiable porn star with one man’s dick in her mouth and another man’s tongue on her pussy. Fuck…this scene was literally straight out of a porno.

Just picturing it got me even wetter. I bucked against Greg’s face as Kyle plunged his cock deeper down my throat. He retreated slightly, giving me a moment to breath. My boyfriend leaned forward to kiss my lips, stroking my hair.

“That wasn’t too much, was it?” he asked softly.

“No,” I murmured. “Not at all. I actually really liked…it…”

I trailed off as Greg’s tongue brought me closer and closer to orgasm. I grabbed my boyfriend and pulled him towards me, kissing him feverishly and moaning into his mouth as I reached a sweaty, intense orgasm. My entire body quivered as Greg sent me over the edge. I had never experienced an orgasm that was so intense before. If I could feel this good every time someone ate my pussy, then I would never avoid sex again. I hoped that when I turned back into my old self, that I would still be this receptive to pleasure.

“Good girl,” Kyle said, stroking my cheek.

I half-expected him to kiss my lips again, but Kyle’s mouth traced a line down my neck and over my chest. He began to suck on my hard nipple, squeezing my breast firmly.

“You love my tits, don’t you?” I giggled. My face was flushed, and I was still trying to catch my breath.

“Maybe I should ask my girlfriend to consider getting a boob job,” he muttered.

“Maybe you should,” I sighed. Ordinarily, I would have been offended by the suggestion. But tonight, I was having so much fun, I kind of loved the idea. In my head, I began to give Julie a slutty makeover: fake boobs, hair extensions, lip injections, a skimpy wardrobe. If I turned myself from a prudish, average-looking young woman into a sexy, slutty-looking one, then I might feel more confident in the bedroom.

“Kyle,” I said, “I can only stay for a few more hours.”

“I know,” he said, glancing at the clock. Unfortunately, we both knew that I couldn’t be Larissa forever.

“You want me to leave you two alone?” Greg asked. “I’m starting to feel like I’m interrupting something…”

“No!” I cried. “Of course not. I like playing with both of you. Maybe you can both fuck me at the same time…”

I rolled over and stood on all fours, thrusting my ass out expectantly.

“What are you waiting for? Which one of you is gonna put your dick in my pussy…and which one wants my mouth?”

Greg and Kyle exchanged knowing glances.

“She’s all yours, man,” Greg said, stepping in front of me and letting my boyfriend have my pussy. Even though he had no idea that I was actually Julie, he must have sensed that Kyle and I had a strong bond.

I felt Kyle’s hands gripping my slim waist, then sliding down to cup my buttocks as he pressed his hard cock against the entrance to my pussy. A little wiggling and then he slid inside, inching his way deeper and deeper inside my tight, slick hole. At the same time, Greg’s big dick slipped easily into my mouth again. I held my mouth open but was completely passive, letting him fuck my face as hard and fast as he wanted to. Occasionally, I surprised him by using my agile tongue to swipe back and forth over the surface of his shaft.

As Kyle pumped in and out of my pussy, I wanted to tell him how good he felt inside me. All that I could manage was a low, muffled moan against the flesh of his friend’s meaty cock. I loved the way my boyfriend gripped and squeezed my ass as he fucked me, treating me like nothing but a fuck toy. I was his pornographic fantasy come to life; no wonder he was being so rough with me. He loved me for my hot body and lack of inhibitions, not my intelligence or my personality. Our relationship had been reduced to pure lust and carnal desire.

“Baby,” Kyle muttered, “I don’t know how much longer I can do this…you’re so tight…”

Alas, I may have had the body and sexual experience of a porn star, but my poor boyfriend was a regular guy who never had the chance to make love to women of my calibre. He was about to blow his load, and there was nothing he could do. I didn’t mind, though. I liked the fact that my tight, dripping wet pussy made him feel completely helpless.

“Let’s finish at the same time, Kyle,” Greg suggested. “Fill her up with our cum…”

“I like the sound of that,” Kyle groaned.

I closed my eyes as they fucked me simultaneously. My mouth was starting to get sore from Greg’s big dick trusting in and out so deep, but my pussy was wetter than ever. The two men must have exchanged a silent cue, because I sensed that they were both gearing up to cum inside me. Greg pumped in and out of me a few more times and then stopped, as Kyle got in a few rapid thrusts. Then, at the exact same time, they both erupted inside me. My mouth and my pussy were filled with cum at the exact same moment. I had never felt so used, so objectified in my life. It was so fucking hot.

I gulped down Greg’s cum as his dick slid out from between my lips. He kissed me on the mouth and patted me on the head in approval. Kyle’s cock slid out of my pussy, and I felt some of his warm cum ooze out along with it.

Before I could even say anything, the two guys were giving each other a high five and putting their clothes back on.

“Hey man, thanks for sharing,” Greg said. Then, turning to me, he added, “I’ll definitely never watch your videos the same way again.”

Sitting on the floor, I gazed up at him. “Thanks, sweetie. Hope I see you again sometime!”

As soon as Greg was gone, Kyle and I snuggled up on the couch together. I stretched my bare legs over his lap. “That was fun!” I giggled.

“That was more than fun,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. “Larissa — I mean, Julie…I’m sorry if I pushed you too hard. I know you’re my girlfriend, and I should be a little more respectful.”

I shook my head vigorously. “Kyle, please! My goal was to give you the night of your life! And I promise, once I turn back into Julie, I’m going to think about your sexual needs more. I might even be down to have another threesome with you. Maybe I’ll dress a little sexier. Suck your dick more. What do you think?”

“That sounds incredible,” he said, kissing me passionately.

I glanced at the time. “We still have a couple hours until midnight. Maybe you’ll have the energy for another round soon?”

Kyle grinned. “You know I’ll be able to get it up again for you, sexy.”

I hopped off his lap and hurried upstairs, eager to put on another slutty outfit to surprise him with. Even though I was sad that I couldn’t be Larissa Luscious forever, I knew that I would take everything I had learned tonight and use it to make my relationship hotter and mutually fulfilling. From now on, I wouldn’t try to control my boyfriend or deprive him of sex. Instead, I would embrace my sex appeal and use it drive him crazy in bed. I couldn’t wait to embark on my next transformation journey.


Bimbo Star: From Rocker Chick to Hot Groupie


Tonight was going to be the biggest night of my music career so far. My band, Heather and the Homewreckers, was about to face off against three other acts in a heated battle of the bands contest. The prize? A record deal with a major label.

But there was one small problem: me and my “homewreckers” had all come down with the flu in the last few days. We were supposed to be badass rocker chicks tonight, showing off our insane talent for the whole city. Instead, we were all feverish and sniffling as we waited backstage for our turn to perform.

Our raven-haired bassist, Nina, hugged her leather jacket over her white T-shirt and shivered. “I don’t know if I can do this, guys. My left ear’s all plugged up!”

“Lucky you,” drummer Grace muttered, pulling her blonde hair back to expose her ears. “Both of my ears are plugged up! Fuck this!”

I put my hands on my hips. “Seriously?” I said, pausing to clear my throat when the word came out as a hoarse croak. I was the singer and guitarist, yet I could barely talk. “We’ve worked so hard for this! Don’t you two want to win a record deal?”

My bandmates shrugged. The tough girls I knew and loved had been completely debilitated by this stupid sickness.

“I want to win,” Nina sighed, “but sleep would be nice, too.”

I glanced around at the other bands in the waiting area. We were the only females here, but no one was hitting on us. It was probably because we were sick. Come to think of it, no one ever flirted with us. Nina, Grace, and I (Heather) were all tough as nails. We eschewed anything that was overly feminine, instead opting to wear ripped jeans, baggy shirts, and no makeup. We all wanted to be taken seriously for our music, rather than rely on a sexed-up image, like so many other female stars. The worst thing in the world would be getting treated like a “groupie” with no actual talent.

Musically, it was working for us. Socially? Not so much. Guys in other bands steered clear of us. I couldn’t even remember the last time I went on a date.

But that didn’t matter right now. My only goal tonight was to get through the show and emerge victorious.

“You ladies feeling all right?” a man’s voice said from right behind me.

I spun around and saw that Blake, one of the lead singers of a rival band, had approached us. He had a smug smile on his face. Blake was an attractive and talented dude, but right now, I only saw him as the competition. I was 99% sure that he had come over here to psyche us out before our big performance.

“Oh, we’re feeling just fine,” I chirped. My cheerful declaration was followed by a bout of coughing.

“You sure about that?” he asked skeptically. “Because if you need a little pick-me-up, I have some meds. Just a little vitamin that I heard can really help you when you get sick.”

Grace and Nina both turned towards him when he made the offer, intrigued by his tantalizing words. I, however, knew that this was a trick. If Blake was offering us medicine, it would undoubtedly make us feel worse. He was trying to knock us out of the competition completely.

“How gullible do you think we are? Ha!” I said. My triumph melted into another coughing fit. “You’re trying to sabotage our performance!”

There was a glint in his eyes when I uttered those words. This man was definitely up to no good.

“Sabotage your performance? Why would I do that? My band’s gonna beat you either way,” he said with a chuckle. “But since I’m in a good mood, I thought I would save you the embarrassment of trying to play while sick.”

He reached into his pocket and pulled out three pink pills, holding them in his open palm.

“One last chance,” he said enticingly.

To my chagrin, Nina and Grace each snapped a pill out of his hand and popped it into their mouths. Reluctantly, I took the last pill, but I didn’t take it so quickly.

“You can thank me later,” he said, sidling away to rejoin his band. “Good luck, girls!”

“The nerve of that asshole,” I muttered.

I turned to my bandmates and watched them as, in a matter of seconds, their eyes cleared and their posture became more relaxed.

“Oh my God…it worked!” Nina breathed. “I feel amazing. I can breathe…I can hear…and my fever’s all gone!”

“I feel great, too!” Grace cried, laughing. “It’s a miracle! Heather, you have to take yours. We’re on in five minutes!”

My bandmates were practically dancing as they gathered their things and headed over to wait by the stage. It didn’t seem possible — how could the pill have affected them so quickly? In the back of my mind, I began to wonder if there would be any side effects later on down the line. But instead of fretting over it endlessly, I decided to pop the pill into my mouth and swallow it in one decisive gulp.

Within moments, my energy level soared and the pounding headache that had been scrambling my thoughts evaporated instantaneously. I hurriedly finished tuning my guitar and with a spring in my step, I walked over to Blake.

“Blake, I’m sorry I doubted you. Those pills made us feel better already!” I said.

For some reason, the sight of this man was making my heart beat a little faster now. I brushed off the sensation as nervous jitters about my upcoming performance. I couldn’t deny, though, that when Blake’s lips curled into a grin, I felt butterflies in my stomach. Did I have a crush on this guy or something?

“So happy to hear that!” he said.

“Before I go out there, I should probably ask…are there any side effects?” I asked, biting my lip.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve never taken them myself.”

I froze. “Um…never? Then how did you know they would work?”

Blake smirked, his eyes sparkling mischievously. “I guess I had a feeling that they were exactly what you and your band needed. You three are a little too rough around the edges. I thought it would be nice to…smooth you out, if you know what I mean.”

I didn’t like his tone of voice. But before I could respond, I was being whisked towards the stage for our big performance. It all happened so fast. The bright lights were shining on us, and Grace was starting off the first song with a rapid-fire beat. So far, so good. I started to sing, and I immediately noticed that my voice didn’t sound the way it usually did. Since when did I sing so…high? I sounded like a girly pop princess instead of a punk rocker.

As the song went on, Grace’s drumming became less aggressive, and Nina started fumbling her notes on the bass. I could barely play a solo on the guitar. What the hell was going on?

We finished the tune and there was a smattering of confused applause from the audience.

I glanced down at my chest and noticed that something strange was happening. Wait…why were my boobs getting bigger? Was I hallucinating?

“We’ll be back in a minute!” I said into the microphone, gesturing for my bandmates to join me backstage.

The three of us huddled together. “What the hell is happening to us?” I asked. “We can barely play our instruments and…look!” I pointed at my chest.

“Oh, no…it’s happening to me, too,” Nina whimpered, shrugging off her jacket to reveal that her breasts were getting rounder and fuller, too. Her T-shirt was suddenly quite form-fitting and sexy.

Grace clutched her own swelling breasts, gripping the flesh tightly in her trembling fingertips. “What are we going to do? We can’t perform like this!”

I heard the confused murmurs of the audience on the other side of the curtains, but I was too concerned with my changing body to pay attention to them.

Nina clutched her backside. “I think my butt’s getting bigger, too.” She paused and let out a giggle. “But I kind of like it.”

All of us had sweet, high-pitched voices now. I looked at my friends and saw that their blunt-cut, short hair was growing longer right before my eyes. Grace’s honey blonde hair now fell in soft waves over her shoulders; Nina’s black hair cascaded down her back. My own brunette tresses were long and flowing, too. It was as if we were all becoming ultra-feminine, changing from tomboys to sexy women in a matter of minutes.

“I like it, too!” Grace giggled, her chest jiggling as she laughed. “And I bet all the guys out there will love our new look.”

I had been a little nervous about my expanding assets, but as time passed, I started to like the fact that I now had a huge rack and a big butt. Sure, my shirt was strained over my new, enormous breasts, and my jeans were getting tight around my ass and hips; this didn’t faze me, though.

“But we can’t wear these ugly clothes,” Nina sighed, pouting.

I gasped. “I think I have an idea! Let’s just play in our underwear.”

Grace shook her head in disbelief. “Heather, you are so smart. You always have the best ideas!”

“I know!” I said, giggling. I struggled to pull my top off over my head. My big breasts poured out around the edges of my black bra. Every movement set the mountains of flesh quivering and trembling. I had gone from a tomboy with a stick straight figure to a goddess with voluptuous curves.

The three of us undressed, stripping down to our bras and panties, revealing our new hourglass figures. We were all incredibly sexy now. There was only one problem.

“These shoes!” we all cried in unison, wrinkling our noses at the sight of our dirty old sneakers.

Nina glanced at a nearby closet. She squinted as she read the writing on the front: STAFF ONLY.

“I’ll be right back,” she said, slipping away and returning with a big smile on her face and holding three pairs of glittering high heels.

“Nina, you’re the best!” I squealed, putting on my new sexy shoes. They certainly completed the slutty ensemble.

“I don’t know who they belong to, but I’m sure they look better on us,” she said with a playful wink.

And just like that, we were ready to face the world again. The host of the show was at the microphone when we emerged on stage. He was apologizing for the delay as my hand grazed his shoulder.

“We’re ready again,” I purred in his ear.

He turned toward me, eyes wide with shock. “Uh…” The man looked me up and down, blinking rapidly as his gaze took in my ample chest. Then, without further ado, he turned to the audience and announced in a monotone voice: “Heather and the Homewreckers, everyone.”

The audience was completely silent as we started to play. We looked nothing like the tough girls in ripped jeans who had graced the stage mere minutes ago. Our roaring, badass sound had faded to a gentle murmur. After half a song, Grace’s drumming stopped altogether. Nina leaned her bass against the wall and I set down my guitar gently on the floor. Nervous and giggling, the three of us started primping and posing for the audience and the panel of judges. We couldn’t play very well anymore, so we might as well try to use our hot new bodies to get some attention and validation.

“Sluts!” someone shouted from the back of the room. A series of loud boos erupted, and within moments, we were being ushered from the stage. The last part of us the audience saw were our jiggling butt cheeks as we strutted away. There were a few loud whistles from men who were surprised and pleased by our “performance.”

“I can’t believe it!” Grace sighed, slumping onto a chair backstage. “Everyone hated us!”

“So?” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “We look hot! And now we can finally get some hot rocker guys to notice us.”

“You’re right, Heather!” Nina gushed.

As his band headed out to the stage, Blake gave us a long, lingering look. I had already forgotten that he was the one responsible for our sudden transformations. Instead, I was fixated on how cute he looked tonight. The dark-haired, tall rocker was covered in tattoos and wearing a tight shirt and dark jeans that showcased his lean, muscular figure.

“Maybe we can’t be rock stars in these bodies,” I sighed. “But we can still be groupies. Right?”
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In the end, Blake’s band won the contest. That didn’t mean we couldn’t celebrate with our rivals, though. The three guys were staying at a hotel downtown and invited everyone from the battle of the bands to join them for an after party.

Nina, Grace, and I struggled into our clothes. With our new curves, our tight tees and ripped jeans looked extra slutty and sexy. We fixed our makeup and eagerly joined the party.

All night long, we basked in the male attention we received. We flirted effortlessly and could have had any guy we wanted. The only problem was that all three of us had a crush on the same man. Then again, that may have been because Blake was the one who had transformed us. He had turned us into objects of desire so that we could serve as his playthings for the night. We weren’t tough tomboys anymore. Our voluptuous bodies overflowed with lust for this man.

Every time I went over to talk to him, Nina would intercept me. Or Grace. After a while, I grew frustrated with my friends. There were so many other cute guys around. Why couldn’t they flirt with one of them?

“Blake’s mine!” I blurted out when the three of us were in the corner by ourselves.

“Heather, you’re so mean!” Nina said, pouting. “I like him, too!”

Grace giggled. “So do I! I already told him how badly I wanted to suck his dick tonight…”

I crossed my arms over my big chest. “There’s only one thing we can do. We’ll have to share him.”

“You always have the best ideas, Heather,” Nina said, nodding vigorously. “We can totally share Blake!”

When Blake, exhausted from the festivities, announced that he was leaving the party and heading back to his own hotel room, my bandmates and I followed him. He looked amused and slightly confused when he saw us trailing behind him, but he let us into his room with him.

“Don’t you want to keep partying?” he asked, flopping down on the bed.

“We came here to thank you,” I replied, shutting the door gently and approaching him, my hips swaying with each step. “For our new bodies…and everything else. We were never meant to be rock stars! It’s so much more fun to be a groupie.”

Blake chuckled. “Groupies? But groupies sleep with guys in bands…”

Grace dimmed the overhead light and yanked off her shirt, revealing the silhouette of her hourglass figure. Her enormous breasts spilled out of her bra. She unzipped her jeans slowly, pulling them down to reveal her lacy panties. The tattoo of stars on her thigh, once a symbol of a badass rocker chick, now looked more like a porn star’s racy body art.

“Why do you think we’re here?” she murmured, tossing her long blonde hair and plopping herself down on Blake’s lap so that she was straddling him.

She began to grind against his crotch, her huge breasts hovering a few inches from his face as she gave him a seductive lap dance. Nina hopped onto the bed next to him and began to kiss his cheek, his neck, his earlobe. She stroked his bare arm, with was covered in sexy tattoos.

“I don’t know how we ever thought we could compete with you,” she purred, extending her long tongue and swiping it down the length of his cheek. His body trembled with excitement. “We’re just silly girls who don’t even know how to play our instruments. Right?”

I sat down to his right and gently turned his head towards me. I gazed into his eyes. “All we want to do is fuck you. We’re all so glad you won! This is your reward…”

We used to be independent, strong, serious women. Today, however, we had been reduced to this man’s trio of submissive groupies. The only thing we wanted in life was his cock. Money, fame, success…none of those things mattered to us anymore. We had hot bodies we could use to our advantage, and we were going to do everything we could to satisfy our intense physical desires. My pussy hadn’t been this wet in so long…

Blake leaned back on the bed, an expression of ecstasy on his face as Nina ran her fingers through his hair and Grace rubbed her pussy against his hardening bulge.

His face turned towards mine, I took the opportunity to kiss his lips, moving my mouth softly over his until he started kissing me back. I let my mouth open a little wider slipped my tongue between his lips. I felt and tasted his tongue against mine, and soon, we were kissing deeply and passionately.

“My turn!” Nina cried, frustrated that I had captured his attention.

Startled by the sound of her voice, he broke away from my kiss to turn towards the bassist and began to kiss her intensely. I took the opportunity to rip off my tight shirt and my pants.

“Don’t forget about me,” Grace pleaded, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra. The garment, strained by the enormous masses of flesh that had been pressing against it, slipped off her chest and fell onto the bed.

Blake turned his head to face the woman on his lap again. He gulped as he saw her sexy bare breasts for the first time. His mouth was drawn towards those tan orbs of flesh with pert, perfect nipples. He encircled one nipple with his lips as he gripped her tit in his left hand, caressing the other breast with his right hand.

“You have the perfect body,” he groaned, kissing her breast reverently. He moved over to the other nipple and gently pulled it between his teeth, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from the voluptuous blonde.

“That feels nice,” she moaned, leaning forward and enveloping Blake’s head with her breasts, forcing his face between them and practically smothering him with those delicious walls of flesh.

The sight of Grace’s body and Blake’s aroused response to her tits set off a chain reaction. Nina and I were both desperate to capture his attention again, so we ripped off our own bras, unleashing our gigantic, fleshy boobs. Before I knew it, Nina had leaped up and was pouncing on top of me, pushing me down onto the bed playfully.

“What are you doing?” I squealed as I felt her big breasts press against mine.

Nina pulled her black hair back away from her face. “Just trying to make Blake notice us…that’s all…”

As her lips met mine for a deep, sensual kiss, I instinctively moaned with pleasure. Blake escaped from Grace’s massive cleavage and turned towards us, his mouth hanging open as he watched the lesbian scene unfolding in front of him. Two big-breasted bimbos were putting on a private show in his hotel room.

“Fuck,” he groaned, letting out a little laugh. “You know, the other guys and I used to joke that you must be lesbians, since you never seemed interested in any of us…”

“Who knows what we are?” Nina said with an enigmatic smile before plunging her tongue into my mouth again. I closed my eyes and tasted her tongue and her lips, feeling the vibrations of her hot moans against my mouth.

My bandmate’s lips slid down over my neck, then across my bare chest. She paused to suck on my nipples, one at a time, making them hard and wet and excited. Then she traced a line of kisses over my flat abdomen and hooked her fingers under my panties, slipping them down over my hipbones. She knelt on the floor in front of the bed. Instinctively, my legs spread further apart.

Grace was doing everything in her power to keep Blake’s focus entirely on her, grinding hard against his bulge, her breasts quivering. She pulled at his shirt, urging him to take it off. He did so obediently. But his eyes were fixed on Nina and me the whole time.

I saw his bare chest, muscular and covered in tattoos, for the first time. Simultaneously, Nina’s hot tongue pressed against my clitoris and slid over the nub of flesh in a gentle rolling motion.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, closing my eyes and writhing underneath her. She was holding my body still as she licked my pussy. Her tongue slid up and down the length of my tight, pink folds, making me tremble uncontrollably.

Meanwhile, Blake let Grace finish undressing him, pulling off his pants and his boxers. I watched his body, mesmerized, as Nina’s lips and tongue stimulated me, making me wetter and wetter. His cock was just as big as I imagined it would be. I’d never felt such intense desire before.

I should have felt jealous as Grace slid her panties down, revealing her bare pussy. But as soon as she straddled Blake’s body again, slowly descending and filling her tight hole with his meaty cock, I felt nothing but happiness for my friend. She was a lucky girl, getting to fuck Blake. Hopefully, my turn would come very soon.

As Grace bounced up and down on Blake’s big dick, he held her steady by the waist, his eyes roaming her body, drifting from her tight abs up to her pendulous breasts, then down to her silky thighs and tight slit. He groaned softly as she engulfed his cock over and over again, rocking back and forth and letting out a coo of pleasure.

Nina, seemingly oblivious to the couple fucking right next to her, was completely focused on my pussy. I gripped the crisp bed sheets tightly and let her tongue send me to the edge of ecstasy. Shivering, I gasped with pleasure, closing my eyes and succumbing to the warmth and wetness of her lascivious licks against my sensitive flesh. I moaned loudly, so loudly that Blake turned his head. His eyes, glazed over, grew clearer when he focused on my writhing body on the bed.

“Holy shit,” he muttered. “I…had no idea…the pills would be this good…”

At that moment, Grace let out a primal moan. My shivering body was starting to calm down, and I saw that she was feverishly massaging her own clitoris. Within a few moments, she too had reached an explosive climax. She stood up slowly, her pussy dripping, and ran her fingers through Blake’s dark hair.

“The other girls are waiting for you,” she said softly.

Sweet, sweet Grace…she had no intention of keeping Blake to herself tonight. That magical vitamin may have made the three of us uncontrollably horny, but it hadn’t made us competitive with one another.

Nina, dabbing the corners of her mouth, immediately fell to her knees in front of the bed.

“My turn,” she said, gazing up at him with wide eyes.

Her delicate fingers wrapped around his erect rod, which was slick from Grace’s wetness, moved up and down slowly, rhythmically. She never stopped staring into his eyes. Then, she leaned forward to wrap her full lips around the head of his cock, applying some suction as she continued to stroke the bottom half of his shaft.

I was lying on the bed, still helpless, when I heard Blake’s gruff voice mutter, “Get over here, Heather. Kiss me again.”

I couldn’t understand why he wanted me to kiss him when Nina was giving him an amazing blow job. But I did as he commanded and sat up, sitting next to him and kissing him again. They were deep, wet kisses, and I found the anticipation within my body start to rise again as the thought of fucking him clouded my vision. I nearly forgot all about Nina on the floor between his legs, sucking his cock as deep as she could, filling him with pleasure…getting him nice and hard and ready to fuck me.

Nina had never been so generous in the past, but maybe that was her new role in our little trio. She had eaten my pussy, and sucked Blake’s dick. Maybe doing those things were what she truly desired — she wanted to serve and be completely submissive, even if she received nothing in return.

Blake stopped kissing me and patted Nina on the head, as if to signal for her to stop what she was doing. She obeyed him immediately, retreating into the corner of the room.

“Where are you going?” he laughed. “Get back here!”

She giggled and rushed over to Blake, who stood up just in time to catch the silly bimbo in his arms and kiss her passionately. Then, spinning her around and bending her over the bed, he gave her the reward she’d secretly been longing for. I watched, mesmerized, as he ripped her panties off and plunged his hard cock into her wet pussy.

Nina’s mouth opened wide as she let out a moan of pleasure, and I watched her breasts and fleshy buttocks jiggle as Blake’s thrusts jolted her body.

Breathlessly, he muttered in my direction, “Get on your hands and knees and wait for me. You’re next.”

I should have known that Blake would want to fuck all three of his hot groupies. Tomorrow, he would have the story of a lifetime to tell the guys in his band. And maybe — just maybe — he would share our bodies with his cute bandmates, too…

Even though I was a ditzy, dizzy mess, I relished the fact that Blake saved me for last. As the lead singer, I had always been the star of the band; now, I was the top groupie in Blake’s collection. As I looked at Grace and Nina’s bodies, I realized that my breasts were just a little bigger than theirs, my legs a little longer, my butt a little rounder. I was the hottest babe in the room.

I got into position on my hands and knees, ass sticking out, breasts trembling beneath me. Nina was starting to moan uncontrollably, and Blake gave her a few more intense thrusts before pulling out in the midst of her cries of pleasure. I heard him approach me from behind and felt his firm fingers on my ass cheeks.

“Ready, Heather?” he breathed.

“Yes,” I sighed.

His fingers dug into my flesh as his hard cock slid, inch by inch, into my sopping wet hole. “You know,” I heard him whisper behind me, “I think you’ve always had a crush on me, Heather.”

“Me?” I murmured.

“Yeah. But you didn’t want me to know. Having a crush on a guy in a band didn’t fit your bad girl image, did it?”

“No,” I whispered. I let out a shuddering moan as his cock slid deeper inside me.

“I’ll bet you fantasized about this a million times before,” he said.

“Maybe,” I admitted. “Go faster…please…”

He began to fuck my pussy faster, and I heard his breath grow more and more ragged.

“Well, guess what? I used to fantasize about what you would look like if you showed some more skin and, you know…acted like a girl,” he murmured. “I guess I made my dream come true.”

By this point, I could barely follow what he was saying. I could only focus on the physical sensations enveloping my body. His voice, his touch, his hard cock inside me…they all came together to create the most intense experience of my life. I completely forgot that Nina and Grace were still in the room. In my mind, it was just me and Blake.

“I’m getting close…” With those gruff words, he pulled his dick out of my pussy one last time and began to stroke himself. “Turn over so I can cum on your tits, sexy.”

I obediently flipped over onto my back, playing with my pussy as he stroked himself off to completion. With a deep, sexy groan, he erupted, shooting out a rope of white cum that streaked across my bare breasts and tummy.

Exhausted, he collapsed on the bed next to me, kissing my lips one last time. Nina and Grace joined us. Grace was to my right, and I gave her a kiss, too. Nina lay behind Blake and wrapped her arms around his sexy body.

“I can’t wait to take you three on tour with me,” Blake sighed.

“We’re going on tour with you?” Nina cried excitedly.

“Ooh!” Grace squealed. “So exciting! I’ve always wanted to hang out with real rock stars!”

The three of us had already forgotten that we were supposed to be the rock stars, and not the groupies. If it weren’t for our magical transformation into empty-headed bimbos, we would have won that record deal. But instead, here we were, cavorting in a hotel room with a man we barely knew, letting him control our destines.

I didn’t mind, though. Everything in life felt too complicated before the change. I used to be filled with angst, and the only way to get it out of my system was to write a bitter song. But now, all I would need to do was satisfy my sexual urges and I would be happy for life.

I couldn’t wait to go on tour with Blake and his band. A world of sexual adventures awaited me.


The Wife Boost: A Breast Expansion and Bimbofication Story


“Ready to head downstairs and check out the pool?” my husband asked. Josh had a beach towel slung over his shoulder, and in his swim trunks, he looked sexy as ever.

I was sitting on the edge of the hotel bed, slowly unpacking my suitcase and delaying the inevitable.

“I’ll meet you in twenty minutes,” I said. “I need to answer some work emails first.”

“Twenty minutes? Come on, Summer! I booked this trip so we could finally get away from work,” Josh sighed, exasperated. “It’s our anniversary!”

Even though I was thrilled that my wonderful husband had booked us a special anniversary vacation at a beautiful Florida resort, I didn’t feel good about flaunting my body in the bathing suit he’d given me as a gift right before our flight took off.

The little electric blue swimsuit was skimpy and filled with cut-outs designed to flaunt a curvier woman’s cleavage and hips and butt. It would have looked perfect on any of the model-perfect women we saw on the cab ride from the airport to the resort. But I was pale and flat-chested, and that bathing suit just didn’t suit me.

“What’s wrong?” Josh asked me, sitting on the bed next to me. “You look stressed.”

“I am stressed,” I sighed, biting my lower lip. I pulled a violet dress out of my suitcase and revealed the swimsuit, which was lying on top of my wrinkled clothes.

“I’ll tell you what,” my husband said. “All the reviews online mentioned that this place had the best massage parlor and spa. They work miracles, apparently. You go get yourself nice and relaxed and I’ll meet you by the pool. How does that sound?”

He gave me a kiss on the cheek and stood up.

“I like that idea,” I said softly. “I’ll see you later!”

His eyes lit up. “Promise you’ll get a massage?”

“I promise,” I laughed. “I’m glad you care so much about my well-being, honey.”

Josh headed out, and it occurred to me that my husband and I were something o fa mismatched couple. He was a muscular guy with a high sex drive; I was a quiet bookworm who hated going to the gym and definitely didn’t want sex as much as he did. Somehow, however, we had fallen in love and in spite of our differences, we found that we were compatible in other ways.

For instance, Josh always knew how to make me feel better. The thought of getting a massage sounded pretty good right now. I finished unpacking and headed out to visit the resort’s spa.

Once inside, I gasped at the sight of the other women in the waiting room. They were all as gorgeous as supermodels, with lustrous and long hair, big breasts, and sun-kissed skin. I could only imagine all the hot babes that Josh was meeting by the pool right now. Instantly, I felt a twinge of jealousy.

“Can I help you?” the icy blonde receptionist asked. She looked like a walking advertisement for a makeup company, with her perfect red lips and full lashes. Her pristine white dress showed off a touch of cleavage, but her ample bosom was mostly contained.

“Yes…I’d like a massage,” I said, anxiously twirling a strand of my dark brown hair around my finger. All these beautiful women made me feel intimidated.

“Suite number?” she asked, typing away on her computer keyboard with her long, bedazzled fingernails.

“305.”

Her pale blue eyes scanned the screen. “Ah, yes! Your husband already booked you a session. Please go to the third room on the right side of the hallway.”

I reached into my wallet to retrieve my credit card, but the receptionist shook her head.

“It’s already paid for,” she said firmly.

Confused, I simply nodded and made my way down the hall. How could Josh have booked me a session so quickly? Unless he booked a massage before our trip even started…

I had a funny feeling about this, but as soon as I entered the warm, glowing room, with its soothing lights and soft ambient music, I realized that my husband had probably meant for this to be just another anniversary surprise. He was constantly spoiling me with gifts: a vacation; an expensive new swimsuit; and now, a nice, relaxing massage.

I stripped out of my clothes, grabbed a fluffy towel from a stack in the corner, and lay on my stomach on the massage table, draping the towel over my lower body.

“Good afternoon, Summer,” a man’s voice said. “Glad to see you’ve already made yourself comfortable.”

The handsome man who walked into the room had a warm smile on his face. But how did he know my name? Oh, right…Josh had booked a massage under my name.

“What can I say? I like to be comfortable!” I said, making things way more awkward than they needed to be. I forced a laugh.

“Your husband said he wanted to give you a little…boost,” the man said. “I’m Calvin, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Calvin,” I said. “But what do you mean by boost?”

Calvin grinned, flashing a sparkling white smile. “You may have noticed that this resort is a magnet for beautiful women. Here, we specialize in bringing out a woman’s best attributes, and giving her a physical and mental transformation that will drastically improve her quality of life.”

Transformation? What was he talking about? I thought I was here for a simple massage.

But before I could even open my mouth, Calvin was squirting some massage oil onto his palms.

“This is going to be a comprehensive massage,” he explained in a gentle voice. “Every inch of skin will be covered — that will help make sure we transform you fully.”

“Transform me into what?” I blurted out.

He paused. “The perfect wife.”

Before I could leap up and run out of the room, Calvin was pressing his oiled hands against my back and rubbing. As soon as his fingers touched my skin, I stopped resisting the idea of being “transformed,” even though I still had no idea what he meant by that.

With each moment that passed, the magical massage felt better and better. Wherever Calvin’s agile fingers landed on my body, the sensation was divine. He caressed my back, my shoulders, my arms, and then he murmured, “I’m going to remove the towel now.”

His hands cupped my bare buttocks, and my flesh tingled slightly under his touch. I couldn’t help but notice that he was lingering a little more now that he was touching my bottom. Of course, I didn’t have much of a butt — at least not compared to some of the bikini model types I’d seen in the waiting area.

Strangely enough, I noticed that the longer Calvin massaged my ass, the more time he needed to spend kneading it to cover the entire surface area. It was almost as if my butt was getting bigger…

His hands glided down my legs, leaving my flesh tingling pleasantly.

“Turn over, please,” he instructed.

I obediently flipped over, gazing up at the handsome man who was now staring at the rest of my naked body. Calvin immediately set to work massaging my abdomen, moving up to my exposed breasts. He focused on them for a while, and as the tingling of my flesh intensified, I saw that my breasts were getting bigger and bigger with each minute that passed. I watched, fascinated, as the small bumps on my chest turned into round, fleshy, succulent tits. Calvin’s magical fingers — or magical massage oil — were kneading my breasts to perfection.

“You look hotter already,” he groaned, jiggling my tits slightly before pressing firmly into my flesh again.

“Do I?” I asked in disbelief. I started to giggle at the sight of my own transforming body.

I thought they were big enough, but Calvin didn’t stop what he was doing. In fact, he only intensified the smooth, kneading motions of his hands, and in doing so, he made my tits grow bigger and bigger. They were at least as big as the blonde receptionist’s breasts — if not larger. I could barely see over the mountains of flesh jutting out of my chest.

Calvin squeezed my fantastic, full breasts one last time before letting his hands slide lower again, down my abdomen, over my legs, and back up again. As his fingertips moved delightfully close to my inner thighs, I squirmed under his touch and moaned softly. Over the hills of my breasts, I could barely see what he was doing. All I knew was that his fingers felt amazing on my bare skin.

“Stay there a moment,” I cooed, squeezing my eyes shut. “Please?”

He laughed. “But you’re a married woman, Summer.”

“So?” I retorted. I opened my eyes again and gazed directly into his. “You’re cute. And no one has to know about this.”

Already, my mindset was changing. I used to be uptight and take life way too seriously. Suddenly, I was flirting with a hot guy whose hands were all over my body. Meanwhile, my handsome husband was nearby, sunning himself by a pool, wondering when I would join him. I felt like such a dirty girl…

“Shh…not so loud,” he said with a chuckle, pressing his finger against my lips to hush me. They tingled where he touched me, and I wondered if they, too, were swelling to massive new proportions. They definitely felt more plump than before.

“If I’m not supposed to let you touch me,” I murmured through my new lips, “then why are you doing this to me, Calvin?”

“Husbands send their wives here all the time. I’m sure your husband had his reasons for changing you,” he said, tickling my inner thigh gently, his fingers sliding closer and closer to my throbbing pussy. “He’ll be thrilled to see your new body.”

Between the intense sensations of pleasure spreading through my body, I had a few coherent thoughts that made this whole situation make a little more sense. This had all been part of Josh’s plan: the swimsuit, the vacation, the massage. The only reason we were here was so that he could transform me into a sexier, more voluptuous woman. I should have been upset that my own beloved husband had done this to me without my permission, and yet, I was overcome by feelings of lust and excitement. For the first time in my life, I had a hot body and Josh could show me off like a trophy wife. I was turning into his perfect woman right here on this massage table.

“What do you think of the way I look?” I asked Calvin, licking my lips and batting my eyes at him.

He held back, obviously not wanting to be too flirtatious. His job was to transform married women, not commit adultery with them.

“You look hot,” he said at long last. “In fact…you may be my best creation to date.”

“Really?” I squealed. “That makes me so happy!”

He grinned. “I’m glad you’re happy. Hopefully your husband will be thrilled, too.”

I spread my legs a little further apart, making sure he could see my perfect pussy. I wanted him to know that I was his for the taking.

“Could you do me one more little favor?” I asked, adjusting my body on the bed.

“What’s that?” he murmured, trying to keep his eyes of my nether regions. Unfortunately, by lifting his gaze, he was staring directly at my enormous breasts. I took the opportunity to flick my fingers over my big nipples a few times, making them nice and hard. Calvin gulped as I did that. Even he wasn’t immune to the charms of a woman with a body like mine. I felt impossibly sexy and incredibly powerful; I could make any man mine, couldn’t I?

“Make me cum, Calvin,” I begged. “Just take the edge off. Please?”

“I don’t think your husband would be too happy about that,” he chuckled.

“He doesn’t have to know,” I replied softly.

Calvin muttered something about getting ready for another appointment, but I reached out and grabbed his hand, which was resting near my thigh. I pressed his fingers against the delicate folds of my pussy, moaning in a low voice. The was the only cue he needed to get to work. Soon, the man was fingering me with one hand while his other hand caressed and squeezed one of my big breasts.

I had never felt so intensely sexual before. In the past, sex had always felt a bit like a chore. Now, however, I couldn’t imagine not being in the mood for carnal pleasure. My new body was designed to receive and give pleasure. The magical “boost” had turned me into a nymphomaniac.

Even though Calvin was a handsome man, only my husband’s body was on my mind as Calvin’s fingers flicked my clitoris back and forth, gently at first, then moving more firmly and rapidly over the throbbing nub of flesh. I felt myself gush with wetness.

As he spread my legs further apart and leaned forward, burying his face between my thighs, I groaned with ecstasy. His lips and tongue swirled over my sensitive flesh. I had gotten a bikini wax before my vacation, so I was completely smooth down there. His hot breath and low, gruff whispers set my body on fire.

Still, Josh was the only man I truly desired. I pictured him lounging by the pool and thought about how I would surprise him with my new body. Maybe he would return to the room and I would be sitting on the bed in nothing but a towel, letting it fall down over my curves the second he came in. Or maybe I would be in the shower, beads of water clinging to my sexy curves and making my tan body glisten and shimmer.

Or perhaps I would meet him by the pool, as I’d promised, in that blue swimsuit that left little to the imagination. Every man would turn his head as I approached, a dark-haired beauty with full lips and big tits and an enormous ass. Josh’s cock would get hard when he saw me. I would go over and sit on his lap, running my fingers through his hair, feeling his hard bulge through his swim trunks, kissing his soft lips and feeling his tongue in my mouth…

Meanwhile, Calvin’s tongue swirled faster and faster over my the length of my pussy, up and down, in rapid circles. I squeezed my eyes shut and my body began to tremble as I got closer and closer to exploding. Finally, I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a sharp moan of pleasure and gripped the massage table tightly. Calvin flicked my clitoris back and forth rhythmically as my wet pussy gushed and waves of ecstasy washed over my nude body.

He pulled out from between my legs, murmuring, “Your session is complete. Thanks for being such a…good client.”

“No! Thank you,” I breathed. My heart was pounding rapidly. I gazed down at my sweat-covered body, wondering how I had ever managed to be happy before I had these amazing tits. The thought of putting on that blue bathing suit and heading to the pool seemed like a better idea than ever…
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Just as I’d suspected, all eyes were on me as I strolled past the pool and lounge area. My breasts spilled out of the blue swimsuit in all directions, and I giggled at the thought of the zig-zag tan I would have from all the cut-outs in the fabric. My butt jiggled with each step, and my sexy strut was further enhanced by the high heels on my feet. Suddenly, all these other beautiful women didn’t seem intimidating to me. They were mere mortals; I was a goddess.

Josh’s mouth was hanging open. I perched on the edge of his pool chair and gently removed the sunglasses from his face so he could get a better look at my body.

“Wow, Summer…you look stunning,” he said, gulping nervously.

“I guess I have you to thank for that,” I replied with a playful wink. I threw my arms over my husband’s broad shoulders and kissed him on the cheek. “That massage was just what I needed! What do you think of the bathing suit?”

I stood up and did a little spin for him, feeling like a total supermodel. He nodded in approval.

“I knew you’d fill it out perfectly,” he answered. “You look hot as fuck…”

He stood up suddenly, grabbing my hand.

“What’s wrong?” I whispered.

He glanced around nervously. “I think we should go up to our room. All the dudes are staring at you now.”

I tossed my hair and boldly looked into the eyes of a cute guy nearby. He averted his gaze, but it was too late. The woman sitting next to him, a pretty redhead in a yellow bikini, had already caught him staring at me.

“You’re right!” I murmured. “I don’t want to make all the other women jealous. Poor things…”

“You don’t even sound the same when you talk,” Josh marveled. “It’s like you’re a whole new person.”

“Wasn’t that the plan?” I asked, sauntering a few inches in front of him to give him a great view of my long legs and jiggling ass.

Josh didn’t say a word. He was already fantasizing about what we would do together once we were alone.

Back in our suite, Josh hovered nervously near the door for a few moments. I wondered if he had even known what this massage would do to me. Maybe his intention had been to give me a curvier body, and that’s it. My giggly personality and high libido seemed to shock him.

“Baby,” I moaned, “let me thank you for giving me this beautiful anniversary gift.”

I grabbed his hand and gently led him to the king-sized bed. Then, playfully pushing him down into a seated position, I began to give him an impromptu lap dance. I rubbed his bare shoulders and chest as I swayed back and forth, my tits wobbling. Then I turned around and began to grind my ass on his throbbing cock.

With a giggle, I pulled away from him, pointing at his crotch and commanding him to take his dick out. He was surprised by my boldness, but obeyed me, stripping down and letting his erection spring out. God, his cock looked good…

I swiped my tongue over my lower lip. “You’re so bad, Josh. Keeping this whole thing a secret from me.”

“Sorry, Summer,” he mumbled. “If you don’t like it, they can reverse it. I just…you know, I thought…”

“Mm…” I dropped to my knees in front of him, resting my hands on his hard thighs. “Don’t be sorry, sweetie. I love my new body. I’ve never felt this sexy and amazing in my life. I could definitely get used to being your hot little plaything…”

I’d never talked like this before, but it came naturally now. All I wanted to do was be my husband’s private porn star.

“Shit,” he groaned. “You make me so hard, Summer.”

I grabbed his cock in my hand, stroking it slowly and rhythmically. My eyes were locked with his, and we gazed at one another in breathless silence. Then, unable to control himself, his eyes half-closed and he let out a little gasp.

My pace quickened; soon, I was stroking him rapidly. As I stroked his cock, I leaned forward and wrapped my plump lips around the tip of his member, sucking gently and then applying firm suction. This elicited a big response. He groaned audibly. I did it again, and then, loosening my grip on the base of his cock, I extended my long tongue and slid it up and down the length of his smooth shaft, swirling my tongue over every inch of flesh. I opened my mouth and gently sucked his balls while I started to jerk him off again.

This was undoubtedly the most passionate blow job I’d ever given him. In the past, I had never teased him like this. All of a sudden, there was nothing that I wanted more than to give him pleasure. Knowing that my husband was aroused motivated me; it made me want to perform for him in new, erotic ways.

I opened my mouth wide and took in as much of his cock as I could, getting his rod nice and wet as I moved up and down. I heard his breathing quicken and saw his body tense up each time I went as deep as I could. If I wanted to, I could have kept going and drained him dry like this, swallowing every last drop of his delicious cum. But I was only sucking his cock to get him as hard as possible. I needed to be fucked by him — now.

Extricating my lips from his thick cock, I let out a little giggle and pushed my dark hair away from my face, licking my lips seductively.

“Why’d you stop?” he groaned, pushing the back of my head gently towards his crotch again.

“You have two choices, babe,” I said. “You can cum in my mouth, or in my pussy. Or maybe on these big tits…”

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Too many decisions. Whatever you want, Summer…do whatever you want to me…”

Ironically, my husband, who had wanted a sexy wife he could control in the bedroom, was completely helpless in my presence. Fortunately, I knew exactly how to take charge in this situation. That magical massage had given me an immense amount of sexual wisdom and skill.

I stood back up and slowly peeled the skimpy swimsuit off my body, kicking off my heels. For the first time, my husband was seeing my nude body.

“You look so hot,” he whispered. He started to say something else, but couldn’t get the words out. I was indescribably sexy now. “Come here…”

He pulled me back onto his lap. I wrapped my arms around him and kissed him, our tongues meeting, his hands in my hair, his hot, ragged breath filling me with tension. It wasn’t long before his fingertips were roaming over my back, down to the curves of my ass. He squeezed my buttocks before sliding his palms up my sides. Then he gripped my breasts from beneath, moving them up and down with curious, kneading fingers that dug into my smooth flesh.

“These are the perfect tits,” he said, leaning back to admire them.

I lifted my body up and, holding onto him for support, leaned forward so that his face was between my gigantic breasts. I swiveled from side to side, letting the fleshy mountains slap his face gently. When I let him out from in between my tits, his cheeks were red and his eyes were half-closed.

“Fantastic,” he said deliriously, opening his mouth to cover my breast in wet kisses. He licked my tits, worshiping them. Then he sucked my nipple into his mouth and pulled gently with his teeth. He repeated the process with the other nipple. I gasped with pleasure.

“And they’re all yours,” I cooed. “You can do whatever you want with me…”

“All I want to do is fuck you. Am I too…boring for you now?” he said with a sheepish laugh.

“You could never bore me,” I said, gazing down at him. “Why don’t you lie back and let me ride your dick?”

My husband obediently sprawled himself out on the bed, resting his head on the fluffy hotel pillows, and I climbed on top of him, straddling his body and stroking his cock again. In the past, I had never been adventurous about trying new positions, and I was rarely on top. But I knew that with this body, Josh would appreciate getting a good view of my huge breasts and tight tummy. I was like a living sex doll — physically perfect in every way, from my tan, taut flesh, to my ripe curves, to my slick, tight pussy.

“Happy anniversary,” I said with a wink as I lowered my pussy onto his cock. The pressure of his member against my walls made me moan softly. Inch by inch, my pussy swallowed his cock, until he was buried completely inside me.

He reached up to hold my body steady by the hips as I lifted myself off of his dick again. Now that I was so top heavy, I had to make sure I didn’t fall forward on top of him — not that Josh would have complained if I smothered him with my tits…

I bounced up and down on his dick; the stimulation of his cock alone had made me soaking wet. If I rocked back and forth slightly and squeezed my pussy muscles tightly, I could get even more pleasure out of this. Just the sight of Josh’s lascivious gaze, his mouth hanging open slightly, let me know that he was enjoying my performance.

My tits jiggled wildly as I fucked him cowgirl style, and he stretched his arms to grip my buttocks between his hungry fingertips.

“You dirty girl,” he groaned. “Faster…”

I did as he commanded, moving up and down faster and faster, until I knew I couldn’t keep up the pace. I was getting sweaty and exhausted already.

“You know,” he murmured, “there’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

“Oh?” I asked, engulfing his big cock one last time with my tight hole.

“Yeah,” he said. “Let me fuck those tits…that’s how I want to finish…”

I was more than happy to fulfill his desires. Sliding up off his cock, I lay down on my back, relieved to rest my body. These tits were heavy, and I still had to get used to carrying them around, let alone riding a dick with my breasts bouncing all over the place.

Josh was on top of me, and just as I was starting to catch my breath, his slick cock was plunging between my breasts. His hands gripped my tits and he groaned with pleasure as he fucked me in a new way. This was something that Josh had probably always fantasized about, but could never act on, back when I had small breasts. It turned me on to know that he was just using me as an object now. This wasn’t even about sharing pleasure with me — it was about using my body to get himself off.

In the moment, all I could see were my quivering, wobbling breasts and my husband’s big dick sliding between them, darting in and out of my immense cleavage with speed and precision. He was holding my tits together tightly to create a nice, snug space for his member.

“Getting close,” he said softly. “I can’t wait to cum all over you…”

“Mm…yeah…” was all I could utter in response. I couldn’t wait, either.

A few more plunging thrusts and then I heard him let out a low groan. His cock slid between my breasts one last time and then a huge rope of cum was streaking across my chest, some droplets reaching my chin, a few landing on my lips. I eagerly licked them off, then dabbed at my chest and began to suck on my finger.

“You’re insatiable, aren’t you?” Josh chuckled, lying down beside me and kissing me tenderly. “You never liked my cum that much before.”

“Who cares about before? I love it now, and that’s all that matters,” I said, snuggling up against him. He was an island of warmth and security in this big bed. Somehow, this sexual experience had brought us closer together than ever before.

He cleared his throat. “You know, Summer…when I told you that you could go back to normal, I really meant it,” he said, gazing into my eyes. “A lot of couples come here just to let off some steam. You don’t have to keep this ridiculous porn star body forever if you don’t want to.”

I giggled. “But I want to be your perfect wife! And I want to fuck you like this all the time.”

He stared at me in shock. “Are you serious? You want to go back home and live your life with…those tits? Not that I’m complaining or anything.”

With a shrug, I sighed. “I’ll have to get some new clothes. Maybe I’ll start dressing a little more slutty, and buy some cute lingerie. But what’s the big deal? I’m hot…you’re happy. Let’s keep this going.”

“This is why I love you so much,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief. He kissed me on the lips again, and I felt like I was about to melt in his arms.

Josh probably thought my new body would be a burden to me. On the contrary, living as a voluptuous pinup girl would be a whole new adventure for me. I could reinvent myself in every way. And who knew what awaited me in the bedroom? If my husband had cooked up this scheme in secret, then maybe he would surprise me with new sex toys, hot threesomes, and other fun games.

My anniversary “boost” had been a total success.


The Growth Hormone: A Breast Expansion Story


It wasn’t easy being the only woman working at Blue Lake Labs. Landing a job at this exclusive, innovative company as a recent college graduate had been the ultimate high. But reality set in quickly, and I realized that the job wasn’t all that it was cracked up to be. I happened to be the sole female scientist in a group of arrogant men.

Of course, my coworkers didn’t look at me that way. Other than the fact that they didn’t take me seriously, they didn’t treat me like I was a woman. I didn’t have to worry about inappropriate flirtation or coworkers asking me out. As a nerdy, plain-looking young woman, I was completely invisible to them. I wore my dirty blonde hair in a bun, hated makeup, and hid my body in baggy clothes, which only made me more invisible to my male colleagues. I often heard them talking about other women, though, which was just as annoying as if they had bothered me.

Even worse, my boss, Rick, had given me a project that was almost certainly doomed to fail. One of our clients wanted us to create a formula that could expand human tissue. It would help men bulk up without going to the gym, fill out wrinkles in the faces of the elderly, and do a million other ridiculous things. It was an impossible assignment, and as the newest scientist at the lab, I felt like I was being hazed.

“Maria,” Rick said one morning, “how’s that expansion formula coming along?”

I glanced down at the test tubes in front of me and shook my head. “My name is Marla. And there’s literally no way we can make this work, sir. I think we should tell the client that it’s impossible.”

My boss was stunned. “Impossible? Nah. I think you just need to work a little harder, Mary.”

I didn’t bother correcting him again. Deep down, I was seething with anger, but I could never show it.

“I’ll try,” I sighed.

“That’s my girl!” he cried, patting me on the back so hard, I thought he was trying to knock me over.

Tears sprang to my eyes. Here I was, working in a lab, wearing a white coat and goggles, working at my “dream job.” And yet everything was completely wrong.

“Need some help over there?” my coworker Joe asked, sidling up to me.

“Nope. I’m good,” I said, staring straight ahead at my work. I detested Joe. He was a typical “bro” scientist, a smart dude who happened to be hot. I was sick of hearing his stories about picking up women at bars and doing dumb stuff at football games.

“You know,” Joe said, moving closer to me, “I have a little extra growth hormone from the last project I was working on. It might be what you need.”

“Oh?” My curiosity was piqued, but I knew there was a catch.

“You have to give me credit if it works,” he said, grinning.

“Give you credit? After all the hours I put in?” I was stunned by his proposition.

“Take it or leave it,” he chuckled. “Marla and Joe…we’d make a great team, wouldn’t we?”

Joe had never attempted to use his good looks and charm to sway me one way or the other. I’d never noticed how blue his eyes were, and those dimples that formed in his cheeks when he smiled? Irresistible. Even though I knew exactly what he was doing, I definitely needed that hormone. Some expensive resources were limited at the lab, and that’s why it was important to make alliances with other scientists.

“Fine,” I muttered. “I’ll say we did it together.”

Joe handed me a small vial of blue liquid. “If this doesn’t work, then I don’t know what else will.”

I spent the rest of the afternoon doing equations and mixing chemicals together. I got so wrapped up in my work, I didn’t even notice that everyone else had left. I was the only one in the lab.

Finally, I was satisfied with my work. I held up a test tube of the new formula, which had a faint blue tinge from the growth hormone. It smelled alarmingly strong, like perfume or something.

“But what will I test it on?” I murmured to myself, glancing around the room.

I smiled as a strange idea crossed my mind. What if I could use this stuff to make my breasts just a little bit bigger? I doubted that it would even work, but if it did…that would work wonders on my self-esteem. One of the reasons I liked hiding under a bulky lab coat was because I had such small breasts.

I took off the white coat and unbuttoned my blouse. One syringe of liquid would be enough to test the effectiveness of the formula. I squirted a small amount onto my gloved hand and, reaching under my bra, coated my nearly nonexistent breasts with the substance. Other than a faint tingling, there was no immediate response. My A cup boobs were exactly the same size as they’d always been.

“Of course it doesn’t work,” I sighed. “Joe is full of shit…as usual.”

I felt almost ashamed that I had wanted to make my breasts bigger. I hastily buttoned up my blouse and changed my gloves to avoid contaminating my work materials.

A few moments later, however, I noticed that the tingling in my chest wasn’t fading. In fact, it was getting more intense. I hoped that I hadn’t done permanent damage with the formula…

All of a sudden, my bra felt tight and itchy, as if the elastic band on the bottom was digging into my flesh. I ignored the sensation and kept working. After a while, though, I had to take off my goggles and address the issue.

What I saw when I glanced at my chest terrified me. My breasts had grown bigger under my blouse. Much bigger. No wonder my bra felt uncomfortable! My boobs were literally straining against it as they swelled bigger and bigger.

I should have been excited and happy that the growth hormone had been the secret ingredient necessary to make this formula work. Instead, however, I felt only regret. I was supposed to be intelligent. How had I been stupid enough to put this mysterious chemical on my own breasts?

The top button of my blouse popped off as my breasts continued to grow. There seemed to be no end in sight. I wished I hadn’t applied the substance so liberally. Just as I reached to undo the rest of the buttons, they started to pop off too, one by one.

I heaved a deep sigh of relief now that one layer of constricting fabric was gone. But how big were my tits going to get? They looked like uncontrollable masses of flesh pouring out of my bra in every direction. I had been hoping for a little boost, and instead, I was getting a total transformation.

Even more strange, the bigger my boobs got, the more relaxed I felt. The sight of these mountainous orbs of flesh sprouting from my chest didn’t disturb me. Instead, I felt genuinely excited all of a sudden. I’d always wanted big boobs, right? Maybe not this big, but still…I could be far more feminine now. And maybe guys at work would actually look at me like I was a real woman.

I heard another popping sound as my bra unhooked itself, relenting under the pressure of these expanding tits. The bra popped off my chest, revealing two enormous, bouncing breasts. Their rate of growth seemed to accelerate now that they weren’t hindered by any clothes or undergarments. My mouth hung open and I stared at them in disbelief as they nearly doubled in size over the span of a minute.

By the time the growth stopped, my tits were massive. And they were extremely heavy, too. But surprisingly, they were quite perky, in spite of their weight. I tentatively touched the tips of my pink nipples, and they grew hard instantly. I realized that my physical response had been intensified. My new breasts were incredibly sensitive.

The more I touched them, massaging my nipples, kneading the flesh of my breasts and squeezing them with my fingertips, the more intensely horny I became. I had spent years quelling my sexual desires for the sake of my work. And besides, guys had never wanted me before. But with this body…they would definitely notice me.

I started to think about what they would say when they saw me. Men who didn’t give me the time of day would fall over themselves to help me, just to get an eyeful of my enormous breasts. Guys like Joe wouldn’t try to use me; instead, they would be begging me to go on dates with them.

I knew I had to clean up my lab materials, although I found the process difficult and confusing. I couldn’t remember where to put the test tubes or how to disinfect the table. In the end, I left the area in a state of disarray, and I giggled at the sight of the mess I’d made.

Since there was no way my clothes would fit me now, I simply put on my lab coat — even that had to be stretched to cover my gigantic breasts — and headed out the door. Tomorrow, I would be praised for creating the expansion formula that our client needed. But more importantly, I would enter the lab as a sexy, desirable woman, and the men wouldn’t be able to resist me…

[image: ]

I sauntered into the lab the next morning, my heels clicking on the tile floor. I wasn’t supposed to wear heels to work, but today was a special day.

I had felt the urge to get all dolled up today. I was wearing a tight black skirt and a pale blue tank top — with no bra, of course — that revealed as much cleavage as possible. Usually, I despised makeup, but I had put on a ton of it this morning to make myself look as pretty as possible. My dirty blonde hair, which I usually pulled back in an austere bun, was cascading in soft waves past my shoulders. One physical change had given me all the confidence I needed to make myself look like a “hot girl.”

Of course, I was also driven by new motives in life. I used to be obsessed with work and knowledge. Now, I suddenly cared more about what the guys thought of me. I wanted them to want me. This was new for me. My top priority had been making sure that my outfit adequately showed off my curves, and that my hair looked perfect, and that my makeup was sufficiently sexy. I had applied my intense perfectionism to my appearance for the first time in my life, with incredible results. I looked amazing.

The first order of business was telling my boss that I had successfully completed the project. I licked my lips nervously and headed over to his office.

“Come in!” he called out gruffly after I tapped on the door.

“Rick, I have some good news,” I said in a sweet, soft tone of voice.

“What is it, Megan?” he asked, staring at his laptop screen.

“I finished the formula,” I replied, batting my eyes. “If you look at me, you’ll see the end results.”

“The expansion formula?” he muttered. “You actually figured that out?”

Rick looked up from his computer and his eyes widened when he saw me. I watched his gaze drop to my ample bosom. These massive tits, with their hard nipples poking through my tank top, had provoked quite the reaction from my boss. He was completely speechless.

“What do you think?” I purred, thrusting my chest out and giggling like a dumb bimbo.

Rick was still trying to process my sudden transformation from brainy, nerdy girl into voluptuous sexpot.

“You’re telling me that the formula did…this to you?” he asked, gesturing with his hands towards my chest.

“It just made my boobs bigger,” I replied matter-of-factly. “And I guess it made me a little more…horny than usual. That’s why I’m wearing these clothes. I want to look sexy!” I scrunched my face into a pout. “Rick, do you think I look sexy?”

“Of course you look sexy, Marla,” he murmured. It was the first time he’d ever gotten my name right. Now that I was so memorable, I doubted he would ever forget it again.

“And now we have a successful expansion formula!” I cried.

The look in Rick’s eyes seemed to say, “Who cares about the formula?” As a red-blooded male, he was far more interested in the hot blonde in the mini skirt who was standing in front of him.

“Yes, we have the formula,” he replied, smiling at me condescendingly. “Marla, I think you deserve a promotion for all your hard work.”

“A promotion?!” I gasped, clasping my hands together. “Oh my God! Rick…you’re too sweet!”

He laughed. “Well, if you want to show up at my office every day in a sexy little outfit…then you definitely deserve double the salary.”

I sucked in my breath. “Oh, Rick…you’re so generous. But what if I wanted you to triple my salary?” I bit my lip as I thought long and hard about my choice of words. Suddenly, math was quite hard for me. Triple meant three times, right?

My boss stared at me in disbelief. “I guess you’d have to…do me favors, or…” He cleared his throat, unsure of what to say. “Or something. But let’s discuss that another time.”

“Favors?” I latched onto the word, trying to make sense of what he wanted. “Oh…you mean, like a blow job?”

“Well, maybe, but…”

There was panic in my boss’s eyes as I sidled over to him and plopped myself down on his lap. I could feel his hard erection. I stroked his bulge through his pants and stared directly into his eyes.

“If you want a blow job, I’d be more than happy to give you one.”

Who had I become? I wasn’t the type of girl who offered sexual favors in exchange for money. But now, I was desperate for physical contact. I was hungry for this man’s dick, and I was willing to do anything to get my hands and mouth on it.

“As long as you don’t tell anyone,” he said nervously, adjusting his collar. “Promise?”

“I’m not that kind of girl,” I replied, smiling.

I dropped down to my knees and my boss slowly stripped down to his boxers. I pressed my hand against his warm, hard bulge.

“Huge…just the way I imagined it,” I purred.

“Fuck,” he groaned under his breath. “Marla, you’re going to get me in big trouble.”

I ignored his words and followed his body language. His legs were spread apart, and he didn’t resist when I reached under his boxers and grabbed his hard cock, sliding my hand up and down the length of his shaft a few times until he was completely erect.

“Take these off,” I said, tugging at his underwear.

He obeyed, and the sight of his big dick made me gasp audibly.

“Oh, my…you have the perfect cock,” I mused, running my tongue over my lips. “I’m so lucky that you’re my boss…”

“We don’t have much time,” he whispered. I felt his palm on the back of my head as he pushed me towards his dick. “You need to make this quick.”

“Yes, sir,” I said obediently, and I leaned forward to cover his smooth shaft in wet kisses. I stuck my tongue out and swirled it in soft circles up and down and around his cock, from the sensitive tip down to the base. I tickled his balls with my fingertips.

“You’re good at this,” he groaned. “I never would have guessed.”

“Me neither!” I said with a wink. I had never been particularly skilled at this kind of thing before, yet now, the art of giving pleasure came naturally to me. It was easy to respond to my boss’s groans and sighs with the right amount of pressure and intensity. It was as if I knew exactly what he wanted me to do next.

“But enough teasing,” he murmured.

“Of course,” I whispered. I opened my mouth and sucked the tip of his cock a few times while stroking the lower half quickly.

He groaned with pleasure in response. “Yeah…like that…now deeper…”

I went deeper, inch by inch, until I managed to fit most of his cock inside my mouth. I bobbed up and down on his dick, his hand pressing against my head, urging me to go even deeper. I couldn’t believe what a slut I’d become. Here I was, on my knees in my boss’s office, sucking his cock. I was nothing like the smart, reliable young woman who had spent countless hours concocting the expansion formula that turned me into a brazen blonde whore.

As I bent my body forward further, my right breast popped out of my low-cut top, jiggling wildly as I sucked his dick quickly and deeply. He took notice, reaching down to squeeze and play with the round, jiggly mass of flesh. I loved the way he was treating me like an object. In a way, I had become my own experiment’s guinea pig. I had turned myself into a caricature of a woman to prove that this formula really worked.

Rick’s eyes closed as my mouth ran up and down the length of his cock rhythmically, over and over. “Shit,” he groaned. “I’m gonna cum…”

He must have expected me to back away, but I just kept sucking his dick. A few moments later, I heard him grunt with pleasure and felt the warm eruption of cum in my mouth. I pulled his dick out of my mouth and gulped down every last drop of his salty seed.

“Delicious,” I giggled. “Thank you for letting me suck you off, Rick.”

“Any time,” he said. He looked completely dazed. “Now…I think you should go back to work. And I should go back to work. And…um…yeah.”

I stood up, fixing my top so that my breast wasn’t exposed and adjusting my skirt. I dabbed the corners of my mouth and smoothed my hair.

“Before I go, I should let you know that it was Joe who helped me make the formula work,” I explained. “He should get a raise, too! He’s so smart!”

“I’ll see to it,” Rick said, grinning.

“See you later!” I giggled, leaving his office. I knew that I had just made my boss’s day. There was no way of knowing whether or not my raise would actually materialize, but I didn’t care. I would be perfectly content if he just let me suck his big dick every morning.

When I stepped back into the lab, all eyes were on me. Men who had never noticed my existence before looked up from their experiments to stare at me, slack-jawed.

I sauntered past them, waving and smiling like a pageant queen. By the time I arrived at my work station, Joe had already rushed over to meet me there.

“Marla?” he asked in disbelief.

“What is it, Joe?” I said, a flirtatious twinkle in my eyes.

“Let me guess,” he murmured. “You used the growth hormone on…yourself. I should have told you the proper dosage. It looks like you went overboard.”

“Overboard?” I wrinkled my nose. “Are you saying my boobs are too big or something?”

“No! Of course not!” he replied quickly. “I mean, you look amazing. But I just don’t know if it’s safe. You could have injured yourself, Marla.”

Normally, I would have been irritated that my coworker was scolding me. I hated being told what to do. Today, however, I kind of like the fact that he was making me feel like a silly, incapable woman. After all, he was a smart, talented guy, wasn’t he? I was just a dumb blonde with big tits.

“You really think I look amazing?” I asked, twisting a strand of hair around my finger.

“I know I shouldn’t be saying this at work, but…you look hot,” he said.

My heart melted. For the first time in my life, my attractive colleague was giving me a compliment. I thought I might faint.

“You don’t know how much that means to me, Joe,” I breathed. “I think you’re the hottest guy here.”

“Really?” He stood up a little straighter and glanced over at the other guys. A few of them were whispering and staring at us.

“Really,” I said, nodding. “And between you and me, I’ve always fantasized about you…”

“You have?” he asked, gulping.

“Yeah. But back then, I was invisible. I’m just so glad you finally notice me,” I said, my voice fading to a murmur. “But I had to make my tits huge to get you to even look at me!”

He was speechless. “You didn’t have to do all that…I mean, I would have liked you even if you didn’t have big boobs…but they definitely look pretty good…” He was stumbling over his words, trying not to offend me, or stare at my chest.

I grabbed his hand. “Let’s go find a place we can be alone for a bit.”

He followed me out into the hallway. The walk-in storage closet was our best bet for privacy. Once inside, he shut the door behind us and pushed me against the wall.

“We’re going to get fired for this,” he said, his eyes gleaming with excitement.

“No we’re not,” I replied. “Rick just gave us both promotions!”

Joe shook his head. “Whatever you say, sexy.”

He began to kiss my lips, and I groaned as he plunged his tongue deep into my mouth. His hands slipped under my tank top and when he reached the bottom of my breasts and realized that I wasn’t wearing a bra, his excitement grew. Joe’s fingers hungrily gripped my bare breasts, and he lifted my whole shirt up as he continued to kiss me passionately.

“Take it off,” he said breathlessly.

I lifted my arms and pulled off the tank top.

“Much better,” he said, planting kisses over my neck and shoulders before moving down to my huge breasts. His mouth caressed those fleshy orbs, then he extended his tongue to lick my nipples with soft, tender flicks.

I groaned. “Stop it…they’re too sensitive…”

Joe continued to torture me by licking my nipples. Soon, he was sucking on them, one at a time. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter. He shoved as much of my breast in his mouth as he could as he slid my tight skirt over my hipbones and pushed it down to my ankles.

I daintily stepped out of it. I hadn’t worn panties today, either. I was completely naked now, besides my sexy high heels.

Joe knelt on the floor in front of me, gazing up at me. Of course, we couldn’t make eye contact — my gigantic breasts got in the way. He gripped my thighs and buried his face between my legs, flicking his agile tongue back and forth over my soft folds of flesh. I moaned as he pleasured me, my body writhing against the wall. I had never experienced anything that felt this good before. I wished I hadn’t wasted the prime years of my life working myself to death. I had been missing out on the most pleasurable physical experiences in life…

At least it wasn’t too late for me to enjoy myself. I was still young, and now, I had a banging body and a heightened libido. With a few more swipes of his tongue over my throbbing clitoris, Joe brought me to a heart-pounding climax. I gasped and moaned as he relentlessly swirled his tongue over my pussy, again and again. He didn’t stop until I was a quivering, shivering mess who could barely stand up.

He leaped to his feet, stripping out of his own clothes and revealing a sculpted, muscular physique. Joe was a perfect specimen. And his cock was even bigger than Rick’s.

“Turn around,” he commanded. “I wanna fuck you from behind. Hurry…before we get caught.”

Time was of the essence, so I did as he asked, bending over and bracing myself by pressing my palms against the wall. Joe gripped my slim waist with one hand and reached around my torso to grab one of my breasts with his other hand.

I felt the pressure of his big dick pressing against my pussy. He slid it up and down the length of my pussy, covering himself in my wetness, before inching his way into my tight, sopping wet hole. It felt so good to have a cock inside me. All of the tension in my body melted away as Joe began to fuck me, slowly at first, then moving more quickly with deep, intense thrusts.

His lips murmured against the back of my neck, “You like that?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “Fuck me harder, Joe!”

He gripped my body tighter, and I gasped as his thrusts became deeper and more powerful. Joe grabbed my hair near the roots and pulled sharply, forcing my head back slightly. He was treating me like the dirty whore I’d become. I was just a dumb blonde with big boobs and a nice, wet pussy to fuck. I didn’t deserve any of his respect.

Joe had nothing to say to me as he plowed my pussy. He was in heaven, plunging his cock in and out of my tight, sexy hole, his hands roaming my perfect, curvaceous figure. I was probably the sexiest woman he’d ever fucked in his life.

“Shit…I’m gonna cum…do you want me to pull out?”

“Cum inside me,” I begged.

“Okay,” he groaned.

A few more thrusts and then he shoved his cock inside me one last time, groaning as he filled my tight hole with a huge load of warm, sticky cum. Satisfied, he pulled out with a grunt. He kissed the back of my neck one last time before retrieving his clothes from the floor.

“I’ll see you out there,” he said quickly after dressing himself. Joe rushed out, leaving me to clean off my sweaty body and put my clothes back on. I tried to collect myself, but anyone would be able to see that my face was flushed, my hair was a mess, and that I’d probably just gotten fucked in the supply closet.

When I returned to the lab, Joe was grinning and saying something to the other guys. One of them patted him on the back. The second I entered the room, my heels clicking loudly, the group of men erupted in a cheer. I should have been offended, but instead, I was flattered by the attention.

Rick emerged from his office. “All right everyone, I have an announcement to make: Joe and Marla have successfully created the expansion formula that our client was looking for!”

I eagerly rushed over to my work station and grabbed the vial of liquid.

“Here it is!” I said, giving it to my boss. “It’s guaranteed to expand human tissue!”

“Yes,” Rick said, glancing from the vial to my huge breasts. “And I think that Marla has inadvertently discovered the best use for this product.”

The man all burst out laughing, but I had no idea what was so funny.

“Think of all the women who can be transformed with this stuff,” Rick said excitedly. “Once this product gets to market, thousands of chicks can use it to get bigger tits!”

“And hopefully, they’ll all become just as slutty as Marla,” Joe added with a wink.

The magical formula that had resulted from my countless hours of hard work was just going to be used to turn other women into ditzy, busty bimbos. I had wanted to prove myself as a scientist in a male-dominated work environment; instead, I had degraded not only myself, but tons of other women who would soon be the test subjects and consumers of a product designed to turn them from individuals into sex objects.

Of course, no one would ever remember that I, Marla, had developed this formula. Joe would probably get all the credit for my creation. And oddly enough, I didn’t mind. As long as I got to fuck my handsome coworkers at the lab, I would be perfectly happy to come into work every day — even if I wasn’t smart enough to be a scientist anymore.


Platinum Blonde Doll




When I arrived at the theatre the night before the big play, I noticed that all of the cast and crew were standing in a circle and whispering amongst themselves.

I hurried over and tried to make sense of what was going on.

“Christine refuses to come back,” the show’s director, William, was muttering. “I told her that she was our only hope tonight! She wouldn’t budge unless I doubled her pay. And there’s no way we can afford that.”

“Double her pay?” the male lead, an attractive man named Seth, scoffed. “Then you’d have to double my pay, too.”

I finally understood what had happened. Last week, the glamorous and sexy star of the show, a well-known actress named Jennifer, had quit suddenly. That left Christine, her equally beautiful but less famous understudy, to take her place. Naturally, Christine wanted to be paid just as much as Jennifer was supposed to make. And when she was denied a higher salary, she decided to quit, too.

“So now what do we do? We need a female lead — and fast!” William cried, pulling at his hair in frustration.

Part of me wanted to speak up. Even though I only had a small part in the play, weeks of rehearsals had helped me memorize almost all of the lead actors’ lines. Hell, I would do the job for free. The only problem was the fact that the play was about a sex doll come to life and the starring role called for an actress who was beautiful and seductive and irresistible. I was plain-looking and had zero sex appeal. My stick thin figure and ordinary features prevented me from attaining “leading lady” status. I would forever be stuck playing the quirky best friend, the townsperson in the background, and (with the help of a wig and a dowdy dress) the granny.

“William,” I said, boldly stepping forward, “I know I don’t look the part. But I already know most of the lines, so if you need me to step in…I can do it!”

The director looked me up and down, a scowl on his face. “Lydia, this show is called Platinum Blonde Doll. We need a star who oozes sex appeal! The role is full of eroticism.” He paused. “Do you have any hot friends who know how to act?”

I glared at him.

At that moment, the costume designer and makeup artist, a sexy and curvaceous woman named Bonnie, stepped forward. She also happened to be the director’s wife. “William, let me work my magic on her. Lydia is a fantastic actress. Give her a blonde wig, a good push-up bra, and she can handle the job!”

I was thrilled that Bonnie was sticking up for me. There was a mischievous glint in her eyes that I couldn’t quite decipher.

“Trust me, William,” I said firmly. “I can definitely do this.”

He looked at me and sighed. “All right. It’s hard for me to envision you as the star, but we don’t have much time. Lydia, the role is yours.”

William wasn’t the only one who looked skeptical. Seth, who had obviously enjoyed sharing kissing scenes with Christine, looked mildly disappointed. I had always had a little crush on him, so his visible disappointment stung. The rest of the cast and crew appeared depressed, as if the show was doomed to be a total failure now that I was the star.

Fortunately, Bonnie put her arm around me. “Ignore them, honey. I am going to turn you into a star.”

She led me to her office and shut the door. Immediately, tears welled up in my eyes.

“I can’t do it!” I sobbed. “How is a blonde wig going to help if I have no sex appeal?”

I sat down in a chair and Bonnie spun me around to face the mirror.

“Lydia, please! Stop worrying. I’m going to transform you into a platinum blonde love doll. Physically, mentally…you will become the part.” Her lips curled into a smile, and she raised her eyebrows.

She collected my mousy brown hair in her hands and wrinkled her nose. Then she pulled it back and examined my face carefully.

“Lydia, I want you to close your eyes and relax. Take three deep breaths and let everything disappear…”

“Are you going to hypnotize me?” I asked suspiciously.

She laughed. “I guess you could say that. Before I got into wardrobe and makeup, I dabbled in the art of hypnosis, my dear.”

I closed my eyes and let the sound of Bonnie’s gentle, comforting voice lull me into a more relaxed mental state.

“Repeat after me: I feel very sexy.”

Stifling a nervous giggle, I echoed, “I feel very sexy.”

“Good. Now say it again…in a sexier way.”

In a breathy voice, I cooed, “I feel very sexy.”

“Excellent! Now imagine that you are the platinum love doll. You have come to life and your only desire is to seduce every man in sight. You are beautiful and voluptuous…statuesque like a model…but playful and charming at the same time. You’re every man’s fantasy.”

I let the images wash over me. I could picture exactly how I’d look: tall and elegant, with long and lean legs, an hourglass figure, golden hair and full lips. I would strut around in delicate high heels, my hips swaying, my full chest bouncing with each step. I wouldn’t even need a push-up bra to flaunt my cleavage.

I felt a makeup brush tickling my skin. Bonnie’s voice continued to murmur around me as she applied a light dusting of some powder on my skin. The brush flicked over my cheekbones, then my neck, and over my upper chest. She even used it on my hands.

“You’re going to look amazing,” she sighed. “Everyone will want to know who the sexy, beautiful star of the show was.”

“I’ll be amazing,” I breathed. I noticed that everywhere she had applied the powder, my skin was tingling. I suddenly felt a million times more relaxed and confident in my own skin.

“Well,” Bonnie said softly, “I think I’ve done all I can do.”

My eyes fluttered open and I was incredibly disappointed to see my old face and body in the mirror. I glared at Bonnie. “What was the point of all that?” I cried.

“Give it time,” she replied. “Go put on the sparkly red dress from Act Two and we can make some adjustments. I’ll be back in a bit, my dear!”

Bonnie scurried out of the room and I took one more look at myself in the mirror. I knew that Bonnie only wanted to boost my confidence, but I actually felt worse now.

I stripped out of my clothes and put on the low-cut red dress. There was a huge gap over my chest where the fabric should have clung to a pair of big breasts. The backside was loose too; I didn’t have the round ass and wide hips needed to make this get-up look remotely sexy.

But maybe Bonnie was onto something. If I believed I was hot, then maybe I could trick the audience into suspending disbelief and viewing me as a living love doll. I decided to put on some bright red lipstick to match the dress.

Just as I was swiping the lipstick over my lips, I felt a strange tightness in my body. Then I looked down and saw that the dress wasn’t so loose anymore.

Beneath the sparkly fabric, my body was actually changing shape. My small breasts were swelling, getting bigger and rounder. My waist was getting smaller. My butt felt like it was getting bigger, too. And the whole time, I was growing taller, as if my legs were being stretched.

“Bonnie?” I called out softly, biting my lip and standing close to the wall. I felt faint and worried that I might pass out.

As my breasts continued to grow larger, I felt the red dress begin to squeeze them. Fortunately, I wasn’t wearing a bra. The masses of flesh swelling beneath the dress were soon straining against the flimsy fabric. Within a few minutes, they were threatening to burst out and rip the expensive garment into pieces.

Fortunately, the swelling stopped just in top. But not before my tits were huge. They were massive now. My overall proportions were even more ridiculous. I had a teeny-tiny waist and a big butt and extremely long legs. I looked like a caricature of a woman. In fact, I was so voluptuous, I made Jennifer and Christine’s bodies look less impressive.

I turned towards the mirror again, putting my hands on my hips and swiveling my body from side to side so I could see my new, sexy curves from every angle. I began to primp and pose. My perfectly curvaceous breasts, squeezing against the red fabric that imprisoned them, truly made me look like a living love doll. But something was missing.

Ah, yes! A blonde wig. I definitely couldn’t play this part as a brunette. Just as I was about to go and find a suitable hairpiece, I saw that the roots of my hair were getting lighter. I leaned close to the mirror as my hair gradually changed color, the platinum blonde hue spreading from the roots all the way to the rest of the hair. Not only was my hair blonde, but it was also incredibly shiny and wavy, as if I was a model from a shampoo commercial.

Upon closer inspection, my face was different, too. My eyelashes were longer. My brows were slightly more arched. My lips were a little more plump. And there was an effervescence in my facial expression that I had never seen before, a brightness that seemed to be shining from the inside out. The flat-chested, homely girl was gone, replaced by a bubbly blonde vixen with impossibly sexy curves.

“Oh, my God,” I sighed. “I look so hot!”

The words came out strange. It was as if someone else was inhabiting my body now. I wasn’t the smart, capable young woman who had memorized every line in the play. Instead, I felt dizzy and ditzy — like a stereotypical dumb blonde. With each moment that passed, all of my hard work as an actress evaporated. I wasn’t just physically turning into a sexy woman who looked like a leading lady. Mentally, I was literally turning into a love doll come to life. I was a completely blank slate.

“Bonnie, we need to talk!”

I heard William’s voice on the other side of the dressing room door.

“Come in,” I cooed, clutching my throat as I heard how sexy my voice was now. I couldn’t sound serious if I tried.

He flung open the door, as he said, “We need to talk about Lydia’s…” William trailed off, and he froze in the doorway as he saw me. “Lydia’s wardrobe.”

“Bonnie already gave me a makeover,” I said, smoothing my silky blonde hair. “See? You have nothing to worry about.”

William started laughing. “Wow, Lydia! I barely even recognized you in that wig! And those prosthetics look so real! I should have known that Bonnie could disguise you as a hot chick. Even your voice sounds different!”

I wanted to tell him that none of this was fake, but all I could do was nod and smile sweetly. “You really like it?” I sighed.

William looked me up and down, nodding in approval. “Believe it or not, I think you look even better than Jennifer and Christine did in that dress. Lydia, I want to apologize for the way I spoke to you before. I should have known that you were capable of handling the role.”

“Oh, I’m not mad at you!” I giggled. “I definitely couldn’t handle the role before. But now, I totally can…”

William’s eyes were fixed on my chest. “Seriously, those things look so real…”

“They feel real, too,” I said with a wink. “Wanna touch them?”

The director’s eyes widened. He was obviously confused, unable to determined whether I was simply getting into character or actually flirting with him. The truth was, William was a good-looking guy. I wanted his approval and validation. But along with that desire, I was starting to fantasize about my married director ripping off this tight red dress, pushing me up against the wall, and having his way with me…

William lifted his hand up in silence, as if to display his wedding ring and signal for me to stop at the same time. I had nearly forgotten that he and Bonnie were a couple.

“I know you’re married,” I sighed. “But I need to get into character, William! The show’s tomorrow! Don’t you want to help me practice pretending to be a living love doll?”

“How can I help you practice?” he asked, his voice trembling. My confident and arrogant director had been reduced to a walking erection in my presence. He was under my spell now.

“Lock the door and I’ll show you.”

He did as I said, and I took a few steps towards him, realizing that my feet were bare. No matter — I was just as sexy without slutty high heels on. And William, fixated on my body, didn’t even notice.

I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and gazed into his eyes. “We can practice the kiss. From Act One.”

“S-Sure,” he stammered. “Let me just think of Seth’s line there…”

“Not the line. Just the kiss.” I swept my tongue over my red lips enticingly, raising my eyebrows. “That’s what I want to practice with you.”

As soon as I’d gotten the words out, the director’s hot mouth was pressed against mine and we were kissing deeply, tongues touching. His hands were wrapped around my slender waist, and I clung to his shoulders as his tongue probed deeper inside my mouth. It hadn’t taken too much effort to convince William to play with me. I wasn’t surprised — there had always been rumors swirling that both Jennifer and Christine had used their feminine wiles with him.

His fingers dug into my fleshy hips, sliding down over my ass. He groaned, breaking his lips away from mine. “I don’t want to rip this dress. You’ll need it tomorrow…”

“Then unzip me,” I said, stretching my arms out. I was leaving it all up to him. I was my director’s sexy doll now. He could undress me, touch me…basically do whatever he wanted with me. I would be his passive toy.

“You are evil,” he laughed, fumbling with the zipper until he managed to slide it all the way down my side. The dress fell down over my torso, exposing my enormous, perky breasts. They were perfectly round orbs jutting out of my petite frame.

William gave my breasts a good squeeze, as if he was making sure they weren’t fake before proceeding. I quivered beneath his rough touch.

“Did you have tits like this an hour ago?” he asked, completely confused.

“Don’t ask questions,” I said, pushing the red dress down over my hips and letting it fall to the floor.

My nude body was completely visible now. I was all fleshy curves and tan, taut skin. I was a completely different person than the plain girl who had begged to be a star. I was even better than a star now. I was almost supernaturally gorgeous. My beautiful body made Jennifer and Christine look like mere mortals; meanwhile, I was a sexy goddess.

William began to kiss my neck, then my upper chest. He moved to my big breasts quickly, exploring every inch of the fleshy orbs with his eager mouth. Soon, his tongue was flicking across my hard nipples, wet and warm and soft licks that set my flesh on fire. I moaned softly as he stimulated my breasts.

“You have the sexiest body I’ve ever seen,” he whispered, burying his face between my tits and motor boating them. I should have felt offended and degraded that the director was behaving this way, but instead, I believed that I was getting the attention I deserved. This body was meant to be worshiped, not ignored.

His mouth moved lower, sliding over my abdomen. William was kneeling on the floor in front of me. He gripped my hips and I instinctively spread my legs further apart.

“What are you doing?” I gasped.

“I’m just showing you how much I appreciate you, Lydia,” he said, looking up at me with shining eyes. “You singlehandedly saved this show by stepping in.”

It would have made far more sense for William to give me a raise, but this reward was far more pleasurable for me. The director buried his head between my thighs, his tongue sliding over my engorged clitoris. I stepped backwards, nearly falling into the chair in front of the mirror. Once I was seated, I spread my legs further apart, giving William a great view of my perfect pussy.

His hot tongue swept up and down the length of my pussy, stopping only to probe the wet entrance to my tight hole. He returned to my clitoris, flicking it back and forth expertly. I had never received such enthusiastic oral sex before. It was at this moment that I realized just how powerful my new body was. Men didn’t merely want to use me for pleasure; my curvaceous figure and perfect pussy also inspired them to want to pleasure me. I was William’s own private porn star.

He held my legs tightly as his tongue explored every delicate fold. My body started to quiver uncontrollably. I felt waves of excitement wash over me as my pulses quickened. Soon, I was on the verge of a massive orgasm. A few more licks and I was about to explode.

I shrieked with pleasure. My cries of ecstasy were so loud, anyone outside this dressing room could hear me. I didn’t care. Nothing mattered except for William’s mouth on my gushing pussy and the intense pleasure of that incredible climax. My breasts were heaving, my mouth hanging open. William gently let my legs go and stood up, wiping his mouth and grinning at me.

“I need to go get some work done. But we’ll continue this later,” he said. “After rehearsal.”

“Rehearsal?” I groaned.

He furrowed his brow. “Yeah. We need to make sure everything runs smoothly for tomorrow. You may look the part, babe, but you still need to practice.”

In an instant, William had gone from treating me like a goddess to chiding me for my laziness. I immediately felt ashamed of myself.

“I’ll get the dress on and fix my makeup,” I said, leaping to my feet. My breasts jiggled. William stared at them with eager eyes.

He hurried out of the dressing room, and I realized that my powerful orgasm had given me some mental clarity. Slowly, all the lines I had memorized were starting to come back to me. I was going to be the perfect love doll in this play.
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My fellow actors and I linked arms at the end of the show and gave one final bow for an audience that was whistling and applauding and calling out my character’s name. I was careful not to let my big breasts pop out of my tight blouse. I noticed my costar Seth glancing at my chest as I bent over, as if he was hoping my tits would spill out.

Backstage, the cast and crew were eager to praise me for my performance — and my physical transformation.

“It was all Bonnie,” I said, gesturing towards the beautiful costume designer. Bonnie was hanging back, trying to be discreet. I appreciated the fact that she was letting me bask in the glow of my success, rather than claiming credit for my transformation.

“Hey, Lydia,” Seth said, coming up to me. “You want to go out and celebrate?”

I thought back to those scenes in the play where Seth and I had locked lips. I sensed that neither of us had wanted those kisses to end so quickly.

“Sure,” I giggled. “Everyone’s going out, right?”

He lowered his voice. “I was thinking we could ditch them and do our own thing.”

My heart fluttered. “Whatever you want, Seth!”

Even though I had unfinished business with William, Seth was the only guy I could think about now. Besides, William’s wife had come to the show and the director wouldn’t be able to have fun with me tonight. My tiny crush on Seth had bloomed into a full-blown obsession. I was thrilled that my cute costar was finally paying attention to me.

Bonnie grabbed my arm and said, “Come with me. We need to get you out of wardrobe.”

I didn’t think much of it, until she pulled me into the dressing room and sat me down in the chair.

“What’s wrong?” I asked innocently.

“You did something with William,” she said, her eyes narrowing. “I just know it!”

I didn’t know what to say. “Bonnie,” I said, a smile on my lips, “he couldn’t help himself around me. I didn’t do anything.”

The woman picked up a makeup brush. “Everyone loved you in the play tonight, dear. Too bad you won’t be able to play the role of the love doll tomorrow…”

She reached for a powder compact and I took the opportunity to leap out of the chair and run towards the door. I knew that Bonnie was planning to turn me back into an average brunette. But I wouldn’t let her.

I escaped from the dressing room, panting, just as Seth was heading down the hall towards me. He had changed out of his costume and was wearing his street clothes.

“You ready to go?” he asked me. “Wait…why are you still in costume?”

“No reason!” I giggled. My heart was still pounding, but the sight of this handsome man made me forget all about the fact that my sexiness was in danger of being taken away from me.

Seth and I left the theatre through a back door and headed to his car. Sure, I had been the belle of the ball today and everyone had loved my performance. But if I wanted to keep these curves forever, I could never go back there. Bonnie knew that I had seduced her husband. I almost felt sorry for her, but at the same time, she had turned me into a sexpot. How could she have expected William to behave himself with me?

I didn’t say anything to Seth about the drama. Instead, I leaned close to him and murmured, “Let’s just go back to your place…”

[image: ]

As soon as Seth and I were alone, I decided it was time to make a confession.

“Seth, back when you wouldn’t even give me the time of day…I had the biggest crush on you,” I admitted.

“Really?”

“Really. But I knew I wasn’t your type, so I never said anything.”

Seth led me into the living room of his house. “I’ve always had a thing for blondes,” he chuckled. “So are you gonna, uh…keep this look going after the show’s over?”

He sat down on the couch and I stood in front of him, letting my long hair out of its high ponytail and unbuttoning the top few buttons of my tight blouse. He was mesmerized by every move I made.

“I’m not going to be in the show anymore,” I murmured. “I think I’m done with acting.”

He was perplexed. “Done with acting? But you were great tonight. You literally became the role…”

I didn’t have the time or energy to tell him the whole story, so instead I figured it was the right moment to begin the seduction. I might never see this man again.

Sliding my tight skirt down, I revealed my violet thong. Seth was speechless.

“Let’s pretend I’m your real life love doll,” I purred. I unbuttoned my blouse slowly, letting it fall open and revealing my ample assets and matching violet bra.

“You know, I had an erection for half the show,” Seth said with a gulp. “Especially the scene where you had to bend over in front of me. I couldn’t stop staring at your ass.”

I giggled. “Good. That’s exactly what I wanted you to do.”

I flung my shirt on the floor and kicked off my high heels. I turned around and repeated the action the play, bending over and touching my toes. The only difference was that now, my bare buttocks were on full display. I felt Seth’s warm hands cupping my ass cheeks and stayed like that for a moment. He toyed with the lacy thong, and then he ran his fingers down until he was touching my pussy through my panties.

“Maybe I should’ve done that scene in a thong,” I sighed. “Way hotter, right?”

Seth pulled me backwards onto his lap and I began to grind against him. He pushed my long hair aside and unhooked my bra. It was a relief to let my big tits out of that constraining undergarment.

He reached around my body and squeezed my tits firmly, letting out a groan of delight. I felt his cock get harder beneath me and settled down more firmly on his lap.

“And with my boobs out,” I added. I gently extricated myself from his grasp and took a few steps away, turning around and letting him see my perfect body. I stripped out of the thong and watched Seth’s eyes glaze over.

“Take your clothes off,” I said commandingly.

Seth immediately stripped out of his shirt and unbuttoned his jeans, then pulled off his boxers. I knelt before him and began to stroke his big cock, admiring the meaty, thick rod.

“You’re huge!” I cried.

“Thanks,” he said with a little grin. “And…that feels good…”

I stroked his cock rapidly, then wrapped my lips around it and began to suck him off. My inner slut had been released, and she wouldn’t be satisfied unless there was a hard cock filling one of her holes. I definitely felt better with a dick in my mouth. I ran my lips and tongue up and down the length of Seth’s thick member, savoring his smooth flesh, trying to stuff as much of him inside me as I could. I had been craving his cock so badly tonight.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to cum soon…”

I couldn’t let that happen. I needed him to fuck me first. Slowing my pace, I eased his cock out of my mouth and hopped back onto his lap, straddling him. Seth leaned back against the couch cushions expectantly, gazing up at my perfect tits.

I lowered my pussy onto his hard dick, inch by inch, until I had completely engulfed his hard shaft. The expression on his face was priceless. When Seth had signed up to do this play, he had known that he would kiss a beautiful blonde in front of an audience. But he’d had no idea that this hot blonde would soon be sitting on his dick, eager to milk every last drop of cum out of him with her tight pussy.

Using all my strength while trying to balance my top heavy body, I bounced up and down on his cock, getting into a rhythmic, even tempo. Seth helped me by thrusting his hips to make himself go deeper inside me. I was getting wetter and wetter by the moment. I let out little gasps of delight as Seth began to grunt from pleasure.

Every so often, he would lean his head forward to catch one of my nipples in his mouth, pulling it gently with his teeth. His hands gripped me by the hips tightly, and occasionally he slapped my bare bottom.

“That’s right…just like that…” he whispered breathlessly, gazing up into my eyes.

I moaned louder and louder, rocking back and forth as I came while sitting on his cock. My orgasm made me even wetter. Seth gripped my trembling body more tightly, eager to bring his own body to the finish line.

“God, you are so sexy,” he muttered. “I’m about to explode…do you want me to pull out?”

“No. Cum inside me,” I said, smiling down at him as I accelerated my pace. I was bouncing up and down as fast as I could. Beads of sweat were forming on my breasts. Seth’s fingers dug into my flesh. His hard cock moved in and out of me. Finally, I landed on his thick, long rod one last time and he held me close, lifting his head and moaning ecstatically.

“I’m cumming,” he announced.

I felt the warm eruption deep inside me. It felt endless. When he was finally finished filling me with his seed, he closed his eyes and I climbed off his lap. Cum began to drip out of my tight, wet pussy.

I sat down next to him, cuddling against my costar.

“That was so good,” I said, kissing him on the cheek.

“You’re a dream come true, Lydia,” he murmured.

Everything felt perfect now. The only problem was that there was no way I could go back to the theater and face Bonnie. In an instant, she could turn me back into my old self, robbing me of my new sex appeal. I never should have fooled around with William. Then again, Bonnie was foolish to believe that her husband would be loyal to her in the presence of a hot blonde goddess.

And even though sleeping with Seth had been amazing, I knew that with this body, I could attract even hotter guys. I could go out and start a new life for myself. Maybe I could go to Los Angeles and start a movie career as the typical dumb, sexy blonde. Or, even better, maybe I could meet a millionaire who would make me his trophy wife. I would never have to work again.

But right now, all I could do was clean myself off and tell Seth I was excited for our next performance together. My costar had already forgotten my declaration that I was going to quit acting forever.

I put my clothes back on, and as I headed to the door, Seth had a wild grin on his face. “Tomorrow night, when you bend over on stage, I’m going to imagine that I’m about to fuck you from behind,” he said teasingly.

“You’re naughty!” I giggled, kissing him one last time.

I couldn’t tell him that I would probably never see him again. By tomorrow night, there was a good chance that I’d already be making love to another hot guy. The my new life as a “platinum blonde doll” was just beginning…


The Bimbo Builder: From Tomboy to Temptress


Most women would have felt outnumbered working with a bunch of burly men on a construction site. I, however, was not like most women. My male coworkers saw me as “one of the guys.”

They greeted me with a hearty pat on the back, didn’t stop themselves from using foul language around me, and openly checked out women while we were working together. On the one hand, it was flattering that my gender didn’t stop me from doing this kind of work. On the other hand, I wondered if there was something wrong with me if men constantly looked past me to whistle at every cute chick in a skirt who strolled by.

I had always been a tomboy who loved being active out in the sun. From a young age, I had a knack for putting things together and solving problems. I despised dresses and makeup and shopping, instead gravitating towards whatever the boys happened to be doing. As I got older, I bought my first car and fixed it myself. A college degree in architecture suited me perfectly, except at the end of the day, I realized that I loved building even more than designing.

All in all, I was happy with my life. The only problem was the fact that I couldn’t get a date to save my life. In my worn-out blue jeans and plaid shirts, I felt most comfortable; yet these clothes, coupled with my bare face and messy hair, made me invisible to men.

This project had been particularly difficult for me. Why? I was working with two of the hottest guys I’d ever met. Todd and Chet were exactly my type: big, muscular guys with broad grins and awesome senses of humor. The three of us became fast friends, eating lunch together every day. And that was where the trouble started.

All those stereotypes about construction workers catcalling women were completely true. On this particular afternoon, a slim blonde in a tight black dress walked past the construction site.

“Hey, baby!” Todd yelled. “You look beautiful today!”

The woman turned her head and glared at him, her lips curling into a snarl.

“Does that shit ever work?” I asked with a deep sigh.

“Eh, not really,” Todd said. “But why not let a gorgeous woman know I appreciate her?”

Just then, another woman came by. She was a redhead with short hair, a sheer white blouse, and tight jeans. Her ass was plump and juicy in those form-fitting pants.

“Looking good!” Chet said with a whistle.

The woman completely ignored him. I glared at my coworkers. “You two need to get laid,” I said flatly. “Honestly, you act like you want to bang every woman you see.”

“No we don’t, Vanessa!” Todd cried. “I mean, we haven’t hit on you, have we?”

I felt my cheeks turn red. “No…no you haven’t hit on me.”

Todd must have noticed that my feelings were hurt, because he tried to get my attention. I spent the rest of the day keeping to myself. For the first time in my life, I wondered what it would be like to feel feminine and desirable to men.

After work, I went home and turned on the TV. A seedy infomercial caught my attention almost immediately. There was a shot of a glamorous-looking woman with long, flowing hair and a voluptuous figure that oozed out of her low-cut dress. She was standing between two men, each of whom were vying for her attention. The sexy woman was giggling uncontrollably as she tried to decide which guy was worthy of her attention.

A voiceover said in the background, “Don’t you wish that this could be you? Men fighting over you?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding to the screen.

“Our special supplement is packed with super vitamins and growth hormones that will give you a burst of feminine energy. Don’t you want a hot body and a personality to match? Call toll free…”

I had never fallen for an ad like this before, but the words fit exactly how I was feeling inside. Before I could stop myself, I called the number and, within minutes, I had placed an order for a strange, unregulated health supplement.

After hanging up the phone, I took a look at myself in the mirror in my dirty clothes. Unbuttoning my shirt, I saw my sports bra, which was covering up a flat chest, and my boyish hips. I let my dark brown hair down from its messy bun. Examining myself carefully, I saw that I had the potential to be sexy, but it would take more than a nice dress and some mascara. Something within me needed to change, too.

Maybe I was foolish for thinking that some weird “vitamin” was the answer to my problems. Still, it couldn’t hurt to try…
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I had been waiting all week for this moment. I downed the pill first thing in the morning with my coffee, and then read the bottle more closely. My eyes widened. Oh, no…

“WARNING: Do not mix with caffeine. Caffeine accelerates the effects and can result in a more extreme transformation.”

I laughed off the warning and went about my day, getting ready for work. Feeling excited about my impending “transformation,” I decided to wear my sexiest underwear. Nothing too crazy — a lacy white bra and matching boy shorts. It was the nicest underwear I owned, but it sat in a drawer, waiting for a special occasion. Well, today was that special occasion — or so I hoped.

The weather was getting hot, and since I knew that I was simply going to be observing the work site today, I decided to put on denim shorts and a tank top. Of course, I covered up the skimpy yellow shirt with a button-down blouse. I had to be somewhat modest.

I was gathering my things when I noticed that my blouse felt a little tight in the chest. I didn’t think much of it, hurrying to put together my lunch. But the tightness only got worse. Was my shirt too small for me? Or was my chest changing size?

One look in the mirror made it clear that this wasn’t just my imagination. My blouse was bulging out over my breasts, which were getting bigger right before my eyes. All I could do was stare in wonder. The vitamin was working its magic!

I would have been content with nice, full B cups, or maybe small C’s, but it became apparent that the growth was showing no signs of stopping. Damn…I should have read the warning label before drinking my coffee!

It wasn’t just my boobs that were growing. My shorts felt tight, too, as my butt swelled. I thought that my shorts were shrinking, but then I realized that my legs were actually getting longer. They had always been short and stubby, but suddenly, they were long and slender.

My hair, which had been shoulder-length and frizzy, was a few inches longer as well, and much more smooth and sleek. I ran my fingers through my silky new locks, fascinated by the softness of my hair. Soon, it flowed halfway down my back in thick, lustrous waves.

Even my face was different. My eyelashes were thick and long; my lips had grown more plump. My cheekbones were more defined.

But, of course, my new breasts were the star of the show. Their rapid growth had continued, unchecked, for the past few minutes. The buttons on my blouse popped off, shooting across the room as the relentless pressure of my expanding tits took its toll on the garment. I heard the side seams of the blouse pop, one by one, and then, as my breasts quivered and swelled even more, the entire shirt was torn off my body, falling on the floor at my feet in pieces.

Fortunately, my tank top was made of a stretchy material, and so was my bra. Because once my breasts stopped growing, they were massive. None of my usual shirts, nor my binding sports bras, would be able to accommodate these enormous orbs of flesh that had grown from my chest. They strained against my bra. My hard nipples were visible through my flimsy tank top, which was stretched to the limit.

I was completely unrecognizable. In a few minutes, I had transformed from a rough and tumble tomboy into a sexy, curvaceous supermodel. Even more strange, my brain felt different. Ordinarily, I spent my mornings planning and strategizing for the day. Suddenly, all of my logical thoughts had evaporated. The only thing I knew was that going to work meant being around hot guys. The thought of getting dirty and using power tools didn’t appeal to me. I was way too pretty for that kind of stuff, wasn’t I?

I grabbed my lunch and put on my work boots. “Ew!” I cried once I saw the clunky old shoes on my feet. “Disgusting! I need to wear something way cuter…”

Deep down, I knew that nobody was going to be looking at my feet today, but all of a sudden, I felt uncomfortable with the thought of wearing flat shoes. I decided to make a pit stop at the shopping center nearby to pick up some cute heels.

Two hours later, I had filled my car with shopping bags. Sexy shoes, sexy dresses, glittery tank tops and skimpy lingerie…that was my new wardrobe. I even bought some makeup and nail polish and gleefully painted my nails and my face before leaving my car. I blew a kiss to myself in the rear view mirror and got out, heading towards the construction site. I was teetering in my heels, trying not to fall flat on my face. My big boobs were so heavy…these things were fantastic, but would definitely take some getting used to.

I stepped out of the car, fascinated by the sight of my own long, shapely legs. My denim shorts barely covered my upper thighs. God…I felt like such a slut in this outfit.

I headed down the street, well aware of the fact that I was late for work. I didn’t care, though. I could pout and bat my eyes and get out all kinds of trouble using my looks now.

As I approached the construction site, my heels clicking on the pavement, I felt like a supermodel. And then I heard the whistles.

“Hey, baby…you look hot today!”

“Wanna hang out with a real man tonight?”

Chet and Todd, chowing down on their lunches, didn’t even recognize me as I approached them. I dropped my bag on the ground, perched myself on a plastic chair next to the guys, and adjusted my top.

“You two are sweet!” I giggled, tossing my hair.

My coworkers were stunned. Typically, when they catcalled random women, the victims gave them a dirty look and continued on their way. Chet and Todd couldn’t process the fact that I had joined them on their lunch break.

“What are you looking at?” I asked, eyes wide. “Chet? Todd?”

“How do you know our names?” Todd asked, his eyes sliding lower over my voluptuous body.

I noticed that my shirt was riding up, revealing my toned midriff. I hastily lowered it, but in doing so, revealed even more of my impressive cleavage.

“Guys, don’t you recognize me? It’s me…Vanessa.”

“Holy shit!” Chet gasped, dropping his sandwich on the ground. He picked it up, dusted it off, and dropped it again. “What happened to you?”

I couldn’t read his response. “Don’t you like my makeover?” I asked, licking my lower lip and inching closer to him.

“Makeover?” Todd chuckled. “I think you mean extreme plastic surgery…”

“No surgery,” I said, shaking my head vigorously. “Just a new vitamin I’m trying. It enhanced my…my…” I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to come up with the right word. For some reason, the word “femininity” was beyond my reach now. I gave up and, with a little sigh, went on. “I just wanted to be hot!”

“Well, whatever you’re doing, it’s definitely working,” Chet said, grinning. “But there’s one small problem.”

“What?” I asked, gulping nervously.

“You’re gonna burn, showing that much skin on a day like this,” he said. “Want me to, uh…get some sunscreen on you?”

I couldn’t believe how chivalrous he was being. “You’re so sweet, Chet!”

Todd glared at Chet as he pulled a bottle of sunscreen out of his work bag and squirted the cream on his hands. I obediently turned around as Chet began to rub the cream into my bare shoulders and down my arms. I noticed that his touch was lingering. He made sure to cover every inch of my skin.

“Let’s not forget the legs,” Todd chimed in, snatching the bottle and pouring some out. He rushed in front of me and I stretched my legs out. Todd began to rub the cream up and down my lower legs, then up to my thighs. His fingers moved dangerously close to the hemline of my shorts, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“What about my chest?” I asked, glancing at my low-cut shirt.

Chet quickly handed me the bottle. “Um…you can take care of that one yourself.”

I massaged the sunscreen into my chest, letting my fingers drift under my shirt to rub the upper half of each of my big breasts. Todd and Chet watched me, mesmerized, as I stood up. My flesh glistened from the sunscreen, and my tits jiggled as I jumped up and down in excitement.

“Now let’s get to work!” I squealed.

“You sit and relax…we’ll handle everything,” Todd said. “You can definitely use a day off, Vanessa.”

“All right. Whatever,” I said.

Ordinarily, I would have felt bored spending the entire day sitting there and doing nothing. But it was fun to watch the big, strong men working up a sweat. I could tell they were both trying to impress me. Todd was flexing his biceps every time he had to lift a heavy power tool. Chet had stripped out of his flannel shirt to expose his sweaty white T-shirt. I could see his muscles clearly through the tight, wet fabric.

At one point, Chet was across the street, getting something out of his car. Once we were alone, Todd said to me, “You know, I think I might need your help with something inside.”

The office building we’d been working on wasn’t finished on the inside yet, but that part of the project wasn’t our responsibility. I didn’t question Todd’s motives, though.

“Sure!” I cried eagerly, following him into the building.

We headed up to the second floor. “What do you, uh…think about that electrical outlet over there?” he asked, pointing to the opposite side of the room.

I headed across the room and bend over, inadvertently sticking my ass in his face. “I think it looks good,” I said, although I had no idea what he was asking of me.

Then I felt the pressure of his hands on my hips and weight of his body against mine. I lifted my head as my coworker gently pressed me against the wall.

“What are you doing?” I giggled, turning my face towards his.

He pressed his lips against mine before relinquishing my body from his grasp, freeing me. My heart was pounding.

“Todd!” I gasped, feigning shock.

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, taking a few steps back. “I know, that was unprofessional. But you just look so hot today, Vanessa. I couldn’t keep my hands off you!”

I stepped towards him. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” I murmured.

Todd backed himself into the wall and I pushed my big breasts against him, lifting my head to meet his lips again. This time, the kiss was passionate and intense. Our tongues swirled together, and he ran his coarse hands through my long hair, then down the curves of my lower back and over my big butt.

“Tell me the truth,” Todd murmured. “Who do you like me: me or Chet?”

“Don’t make me pick!” I groaned. “I like both of you. Actually…I’ve always had a little crush on the two of you, believe it or not.”

“Oh, I believe it,” Todd said. “Why else would you want to look sexy? It was to impress us, wasn’t it?”

“I guess you’re right…”

Todd slumped down against the wall, pulling me on top of him. I straddled him, and my enormous chest filled his field of vision. I tore off the yellow tank top, revealing my sexy bra, which was stretched to the limit.

“Get this thing off me, will you?” I begged.

Todd reached behind my back and unhooked the bra. Immediately, I felt a huge sense of relief. The underwear was soon lying on the floor beside me. My breasts, big and quivering, were free at last.

My coworker buried his face between them, and I felt his hot kisses caressing my sweaty flesh. I began to grind on his lap, searching for his hard bulge through his heavy blue jeans.

His mouth opened, encircling my nipple, and then he sucked as much of my tit into his mouth as he could. His eyes were closed as he sucked my nipple. The man was in heaven. He moved over to the other breast, giving it the same worshipful treatment, and I groaned as his lips and tongue and teeth stimulated my sensitive flesh.

“Have you ever played with tits as big as mine?” I asked teasingly.

“Hell no,” he groaned. “Vanessa, you’re every guy’s fantasy…you’re going to spoil other women for me.”

I felt triumphant when he said that. From now on, every pretty girl that walked by the construction site would pale in comparison to me, the buxom brunette with the otherworldly curves and the incomparable sex appeal. I was definitely the hottest woman that Todd had ever fooled around with.

One thing led to another, and soon, I was bent over and unzipping Todd’s pants. He took off his shirt and I pulled his pants and underwear off. The man was rock hard and ready for action. I had often imagined what his cock would look like, but it was even better in person. My coworker was incredibly well-endowed, with a thick, meaty dick that demanded to be pleasured.

I got down on my hands and knees and Todd bent his legs, spreading them apart. Construction work may have been too grimy for me now, but a blow job in a half-finished office during work hours felt completely natural. What else was I supposed to do with my new, plump lips, which longed to feel and taste Todd’s smooth shaft?

I ran my long tongue over his flesh, sliding it up and down the length of his hard cock. Then I wrapped my lips around his balls, flicking my tongue lightly over the surface. He grunted with pleasure. I glanced up at his muscular torso as I wrapped my lips around his member again, filling my mouth with his manhood. My knees ached against the hard, unfinished floor; my back was starting to hurt with the weight of my breasts hanging down beneath me. But my discomfort was an afterthought — right now, I was overwhelmed with excitement. The more I sucked Todd’s cock, the wetter my pussy became.

It was in this naughty position that Todd and I were discovered. We heard footsteps approaching and I quickly slid his cock out of my mouth, dabbing my lips and sitting up. I thought I could play innocent, but the fact that Todd was completely naked and my tits were out made it impossible to pretend that nothing was going on.

Chet stood in the doorway, shaking his head and grinning. “I go to my car for five minutes, and this happens? Wow…”

“Chet, come on! We were just letting off some steam,” Todd said defensively.

“I just wish you would’ve told me where you were going,” Chet sighed. “I don’t have to tell the supervisor, even though this is definitely breaking a million rules. Maybe we could share her.”

Share? I stared from one man to the other in disbelief. I was just a pawn in their game now. If the supervisor knew what we were up to, Todd and I would definitely get fired. The only way we could keep our jobs would be to let Chet in on the action.

“Why not?” Todd said, standing up. “Vanessa, are you down?”

For a moment, I was incredibly nervous. Sucking one guy’s cock was enough…but two guys? Could I handle them both?

“Whatever you two want to do,” I said, trying to be game for anything.

Chet unzipped his pants and came over to me. I was kneeling on the floor, in the perfect position to suck his dick. Once he was fully undressed, he thrust his cock towards my face. I began to suck it quickly, getting him nice and hard. I gasped as I felt someone pulling my hair near the roots. Todd was standing behind me, stroking his own cock and asserting his dominance.

After I’d sucked Chet off for a while, Todd muttered, “What about me?”

I spun around and began to swirl my tongue over his hard member, covering every inch of his erect shaft with long, lascivious licks. And then it was Chet’s turn again. And then Todd’s. My mouth began to ache from pleasuring both men, over and over. All the while, they groaned and grunted and breathed heavily. I gazed at their hard, muscled bodies and the vacant, horny expressions on their faces. They had always been chauvinist pigs, but now that they had an outlet for their lust, they were total beasts.

“I think it’s time to fill your…other hole,” Todd said. “How does that sound, Vanessa?”

With Chet’s big dick in my mouth, I let out a muffled, “Mm…good…” I popped his cock out from between my lips and gasped as I felt Todd’s hands slip around my waist.

Todd picked me up off the floor, holding me still as Chet unzipped my shorts. He ripped them off, along with my sexy panties, and began to finger my pussy roughly, exploring my slippery, wet hole with his calloused fingers. all the while, Todd was holding my body to keep me from squirming. He gripped my ass with one hand, then spanked me hard. I was nothing but a plaything for these two burly men. They were passing me around, using me for their pleasure, treating me like a fucking whore.

Chet began to suck on my tits, gripping my right breast in one hand as his left hand continued to play with my pussy. Todd was supporting me from behind, his hands hungrily exploring my body. His lips were on my neck, his hot breath making my skin tingle.

“Damn, you feel good,” Chet said with a grin, pulling his wet fingers out of my pussy. “I bet you’d taste good, too…”

Just as Todd relinquished me from his grip, Chet pulled me down on top of him, straddling his torso.

“Sit on my face,” he urged.

I hovered over his open mouth until he impatiently pulled me down. I began to grind back and forth over his lips, feeling his hot tongue swirling over my soft folds. I groaned, writhing on top of him. His talented tongue coaxed an orgasm out of me quickly. Soon, I was trembling and sweating, moaning ecstatically as waves of pleasure filled my body.

Before I knew it, Todd was pulling me to my feet. I felt limp like a rag doll as he repositioned me on my hands and knees and got behind me, gripping my body with his firm hands and plunging his big cock into my tight hole. My body was jolted by the first thrust, and I gasped as he filled me up completely. It was almost agonizing, this mixture of pain and pleasure.

My moans of excitement were quickly muffled by Chet’s cock as he shoved it into my open mouth. He held my head still as he forced his dick deep down my throat. His dick moved rhythmically in and out from between my full lips, while Todd’s cock thrust quickly, making my butt and breasts jiggle. I was a sweaty mess in this hot, empty room, the sun streaming in through the windows.

I closed my eyes tightly and heard a clapping sound as my coworkers gave each other a high five. They were living out their wildest pornographic fantasies today with me. I couldn’t help but feel flattered that I had inspired them to get so raunchy. I finally understood the feelings that had been bottled up within me, the thoughts that flickered in my mind each time Chet and Todd had catcalled another woman. Deep down, I had always secretly longed to be the recipient of their intense lust and crude behavior.

And now, I was living out that secret fantasy. I was just a big-breasted bimbo, sweat dripping down her tits, her mouth stuffed with one man’s dick and her pussy being stretched out by another. The manly, sweaty scent that the men exuded, along with the sound of their deep, gruff voices, filled me with raw passion.

Chet plunged his cock into my mouth one last time and, letting out a low moan, erupted inside me. The warm, wet cum slid down my throat easily. I swallowed every drop like a good girl. As he retreated, breathing heavily, Todd intensified his thrusts. His big cock slid into my pussy again and again until, with a heaving sigh, he thrust into me a final time and filled my hole with his seed.

Todd pulled out and I collapsed onto the floor on my back, breathing heavily. My coworkers, having used me for their pleasure, didn’t have the desire or energy to help me get up. Instead, they got dressed slowly, still catching their breath.

By the time I got up from the floor, the men were completely dressed.

“So who had the better cock?” Todd asked me, coming over to give me a kiss on the cheek.

“I don’t know!” I sighed, melting as he put his arm around me. “Don’t make me choose, Todd!”

“I think you meant to say mine,” Chet said with a wink. “Hey, babe — what are you doing this weekend?”

I giggled. “I don’t know. What are you doing?”

“My friend’s having a bachelor party. We were gonna hire a stripper, but…maybe we could have you come over, instead.”

“Maybe,” I said coyly. “I’ll think about it.”

A million thoughts swirled in my mind. How many guys were going to be there? Would I be fucking all of them?

“You know you want to,” Chet murmured.

He was right. I had spent my life fighting my dirty desires by acting and dressing like a tomboy, but now, I was going to indulge my naughty, rough fantasies. That strange pill hadn’t transformed me into a new person. This jiggly, horny bimbo had always been lurking within me, hidden from the world. I had finally let her out, and she was eager to make up for lost time. Getting fucked by Todd and Chet at the same time was only the first chapter of my new life as a brazen slut.


Becoming the Bimbo: A Body Swap Adventure


On a bright morning in late spring, I was feeling pretty good about myself. I slipped out of bed early to brush my auburn hair and put on a sexy satin robe, knowing that it would delight my husband to discover that I was wearing nothing beneath it. Then I hurried into the kitchen to make some breakfast for the two of us. Neither of us had to get to work early today, meaning that we had plenty of time for fun.

I heard him stirring upstairs just as I was finishing up the pancakes. “Jason! Breakfast’s done!” I called.

Life was pretty perfect, and it helped that my husband and I were crazy about each other. Even though we’d fallen into a fairly routine sex life, we still had plenty of fun together.

Just then, I heard the sound of a car horn outside. Jason came running down the stairs, buttoning up his shirt as he went. I watched, perplexed, as he hastily put on his suit jacket. I couldn’t figure out why he was moving so quickly today.

“Why the big rush?” I murmured as I approached him. “I thought we could have a nice breakfast…and then a little fun…”

Normally, this offer would have thrilled him. But my husband seemed distracted today.

“Sophie, I’m sorry, but my coworker Matilda is picking me up.”

“Who’s Matilda?”

“She just started working at the office.”

“And why is she picking you up? You have a car.”

He gulped. “We have a — a — business breakfast.”

My eyes narrowed. Jason didn’t stammer unless he was lying about something.

“If Matilda wants to come in, you two can have breakfast here,” I offered. “Eggs, bacon…I made it already.”

He froze. “Well, um…I’m not sure you two would get along. Plus, we need to talk about some important accounts, so I should probably get going. See you tonight, honey!”

Not sure we would get along? What the hell did he mean by that?

Jason gave me a peck on the lips and flung the front door open. I saw that Matilda had just gotten out of the car and was standing there, tapping one of her stiletto heels on the pavement impatiently. My jaw dropped when I got a good look at her.

If I had known that one of my husband’s coworkers was a voluptuous, statuesque blonde with huge boobs, long legs, and a perfect butt, I never would have let her drive him to work. He was right — I could never get along with someone like Matilda. In her tight pencil skirt and see-through blouse, she looked more like a porn star than an office worker. Her platinum blonde hair was teased out into voluminous waves. Even her makeup was trashy, with smoky eyes, arched brows, and glossy lips.

Matilda definitely saw me staring at her. Our eyes locked momentarily, and I couldn’t quite discern the expression on her face. It looked like a mix of pity and scorn.

Suddenly, my slinky robe didn’t feel quite sexy enough. I bit my lip as I jealously watched my husband hop into Matilda’s car, which was almost as sexy as she was. She got back behind the wheel and a few seconds later, they were speeding down our narrow suburban street into the distance.

I spent the rest of the morning in mental shambles. “Jason would never cheat on me,” I muttered to myself. “He probably has to spend time with her because they’re doing a work project together. Yeah…that’s it…”

But no matter what I did, I couldn’t comfort myself. I was insanely jealous of the hot blonde who had stolen my husband this morning. I would have loved to be a fly on the wall at their “business meeting.”

Unfortunately, the only thing I could do was put the whole incident behind me and get ready to go to work. I yanked off my robe, examining my slender body in the mirror. Even though my breasts were small, my ass was flat, and I didn’t dress like a hooker, my husband still thought I was sexy.

At least, I assumed he still thought I was sexy.

I had to admit that Matilda embodied every man’s fantasy woman: big tits, tiny waist, big ass. She was blonde and tall and beautiful. God, wouldn’t it be fantastic to inhabit that body for a day? I knew life must be so easy for women as hot as her.

Out of guilt, I batted the thought away. There was no point wondering what it was like to be Matilda. I would never possess a tenth of her sex appeal, no matter how hard I tried.

I turned on the water, eager to forget about Matilda and stop worrying about what she was doing with my husband this morning. Just as I stepped into the shower, I felt my foot slip on a chunk of soap. I tried to catch myself and bumped my head against the shower wall.

I slid down to the floor, blinking as my vision filled with spots. All I knew was that my head was throbbing. And then everything melted into darkness.
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“Something wrong?”

I blinked a few times and next thing I knew, I wasn’t slumped down in my shower, cradling my head. For some reason, Jason was sitting directly in front of me.

“Hmm?” I murmured, trying to adjust to the bright light in the room. What was I doing here? Had this entire morning been a dream? I gazed at my surroundings and saw that I was sitting in a booth at a diner downtown, my husband across from me.

“You were talking about your new client and then you seemed to get a little distracted,” Jason went on.

“New client?”

As soon as I uttered those words, I realized that something was amiss. Since when did I have such a breathy, sultry voice?

Jason stared at me with his deep brown eyes. “Matilda, are you okay?”

Matilda?!

I looked down at my body for the first time. Two big, round breasts strained against my paper thin blouse. In fact, my tits were so big, I couldn’t even see my tummy. I suddenly became aware of the tight, short skirt that was riding up beneath my thighs. I felt the slight pinch of the uncomfortable high heels on my feet. And when I reached out to grab the coffee cup in front of me, my long, fake nails tapped gently on the ceramic mug.

“I’m fine,” I said, struggling to contain the quaver in my voice. “I just started to feel a little dizzy for some reason.”

Jason tugged at his tie. “It is pretty warm in here. Maybe we should get to the office.”

Somehow, my wish had come true. I, Sophie, was inhabiting the body of a voluptuous, sexy blonde. And my husband had no idea that the busty vixen in front of him was actually his wife…

Actually, it was kind of cute to see how nervous Jason was. Instinctively, I smiled and batted my eyes at him, giving him the same frisky look I might have used at home. He abruptly looked away, trying to avoid eye contact. It was clear that Jason was attracted to Matilda — and who could blame him? Thankfully, he wasn’t openly flirting with her.

And yet I couldn’t stop myself from trying to get a little more from him. Now that I was in Matilda’s body, I had all the power. This beautiful, curvaceous form belonged to me, and if I used her assets to seduce Jason, then I would be the one who reaped the benefits. Even though I hated the idea of my husband cheating on me, did it count if I was locked inside the other woman’s body?

For some reason, I was incredibly horny. The looks I was giving my husband got more intense as I slid deeper into my new role as a seductive sexpot. With each moment that passed, I started to feel a little more ditzy and strange. My mind was starting to meld with Matilda’s. Apparently, she was just as much of a dumb bimbo as one would guess from her wardrobe.

The check arrived, and Jason hastily offered to pay for our food.

“Won’t your wife be mad?” I teased, biting my lower lip and batting my long lashes.

“Don’t worry,” he chuckled. “She’s not the jealous type.” For some reason, he twisted the wedding ring on his finger after saying that.

“Really? Most women are jealous of me,” I sighed. “It’s not easy being this attractive. Besides…” I took a deep breath. “Most of the good guys are taken.”

Jason gulped. “I’m sure you’ll meet a nice, single guy soon.”

It was time to make my move. “But Jason, I have a crush on you!”

His body stiffened noticeably. At that moment, as I inhaled deeply again, my chest swelled just enough to pop the top button of my blouse off. The upper edges of my full, round breasts spilled out. Jason’s eyes were suddenly fixed on my chest.

“I know you’re attracted to me,” I said, twisting a strand of hair around my index finger. “Don’t lie!”

He lowered his voice. “Yes, Matilda…I find you very attractive. I admit it. But I’m married. Nothing can happen between us.”

I pursed my full lips. “Aw, Jason…you’re such a sweetheart. Your wife is so lucky to have you.” I leaned forward, giving him an even better view of my immense cleavage, and whispered in a low voice, “Next time you make love to her, I want you to imagine that you’re inside me.”

The look on his face was absolutely priceless. Jason’s mouth dropped open in shock.

“Remember,” I said, abruptly standing up and adjusting my short skirt, “you can have me any time you want me. I won’t tell anyone.”

As I sauntered out of the diner, Jason lagging a few feet behind me, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that I had attracted the attention of every other man in the restaurant. I could have fucked any of those guys — but truthfully, Jason was the only one I really wanted. He was sexier than any of those dudes, especially when he was playing hard to get.

Fortunately, I knew exactly where Jason worked, so I managed to drive us the rest of the way to the office. It wasn’t easy, though, with my big breasts pressed against the steering wheel. My long golden hair kept floating in front of my eyes, too.

As soon as we stepped into the office, I knew I shouldn’t have come here. I had no idea what my responsibilities were.

“See you later,” Jason said to me, slipping into his office.

I went into my own office (“Matilda Foster” read the name on the door) and stared at the stack of papers waiting for me. What the hell was all this? Today was my chance to experience life as a hot, buxom blonde, not deal with boring paperwork!

I rushed over to Jason’s office, making sure that nobody saw me go inside. I discreetly locked the door behind me.

He was at his desk, staring at his laptop. Jason seemed startled to see me again so soon.

“What’s up, Matilda?” he asked me.

“I can’t do this anymore,” I murmured. “I want you, Jason. I want you right now.”

Before he could say anything, I hurried over to his desk and slapped his computer shut. Jason stared up at me, dumbfounded.

“Matilda, please…”

I waited for him to say something about his wife Sophie, but instead, he simply sat there in silence, gazing at me. A slight smile appeared on his handsome face.

“I locked the door,” I said softly.

It was then that I knew I had this man right where I wanted him. Jason wasn’t going to make the first move, though. He was going to be as passive as possible, so that if his wife found out later, he could blame “the other woman” for throwing herself at him.

“God, you’re so sexy,” he groaned, breaking the silence and freezing my racing thoughts.

“I’ve been waiting to be alone with you for so long,” I sighed breathlessly, slowly unbuttoning my blouse. As the curves of my breasts and the pink lace of my bra came into view, Jason became entranced by my body. By this point, I had already stopped thinking of myself as Sophie. I was Matilda, sexy and horny and ready to steal another woman’s man.

I tossed the blouse on the floor and let Jason gaze at my half-concealed breasts for a moment. They were perfect and perky and round; my hard nipples poked through the lacy bra.

Next, I unzipped my skirt, freeing my round ass from the tight, constraining fabric. As the skirt fell to my ankles, Jason’s eyes slid lower, taking in my enormous breasts and perfectly flat tummy and ample hips. He saw my smooth, tan thighs and, beneath my translucent panties, he could make out the outline of my smooth, pink pussy.

I’d never felt this hot before. My entire being oozed sensuality. I tossed my long blonde hair and giggled. “What do you think?”

“I’ve fantasized about this moment so many times…you have no idea, Matilda,” he gushed. “You are so fucking hot.”

“Thanks,” I murmured.

I hopped onto his lap, straddling him. His hands hung limply at his sides until he reluctantly placed them on my hipbones. I wanted his fingers to roam and explore my body, examining all of my sexy curves, but Jason was still nervous about breaking his vows. If only he knew that the woman within Matilda’s body was actually his sweet wife Sophie…

But if I told him that to put his mind at ease, he would never believe me. It was way too crazy, everything that had happened today. All I could say was, “Just pretend I’m your wife.”

He burst out laughing. “Um, I don’t think anyone could confuse the two of you. She’s a girl next door type, and you’re…you’re…a porn star.” He paused. “No offense!”

I blinked a few times. “Oh, don’t worry…I’m sure she wouldn’t be offended that you called her a girl next door type.”

Jason smiled. “You’re funny.”

I pouted back at him. “I wasn’t joking.”

Before I knew it, Jason had pulled me closer to him and our lips met for the first time. I was anticipating the tender kisses that my husband usually gave me, but instead, he was aggressive, forcing his tongue deep into my mouth unexpectedly. I moaned in response.

He stopped kissing me to mutter, “You dirty slut. Seducing a married man…”

Before I could respond, he was kissing me again, our tongues meeting. His hands raked through my hair, and then I felt his fingers on my bra, searching for the hooks in the back. As the garment fell off my chest, Jason continued to kiss me.

He groped my breasts, grabbing them hungrily as his tongue slid into my mouth once more. Then his lips traced a line of kisses down my neck and over my chest.

“You have the most amazing tits I’ve ever seen,” he murmured, kissing them one at a time. “Don’t tell anyone, but I’ve always been attracted to women with really big breasts.”

“Most guys are attracted to big tits…aren’t they?” I teased.

He sucked my hard nipple into his mouth and pulled at it gently between his teeth, making me groan. As he sucked on my nipple, I ran my fingers through his dark hair and loosened his tie. “I want to see your body, too,” I groaned.

Jason mumbled something incoherent as he buried his face between my breasts and inhaled deeply. I’d always suspected that my husband was attracted to women with big breasts, but I never knew the extent of his desire. Maybe spending years married to a flat-chested woman had amplified his secret lust for big tits. He seemed like he would be content simply playing with my perfect breasts all day. Not that I minded at all — the sensation of his tongue flicking across each of my sensitive nipples made my entire body quiver and tremble with delight.

By this point, my pussy was soaking wet. Just as I was about to yank off my panties and start fingering myself, Jason shoved a few fingers under the thin fabric and found my soft, wet folds. He plunged his fingers deep inside my tight hole, shoving my panties further to the side.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned.

I pushed his hand aside so that I could rip off my panties. Then, sitting on the desk in front of him, I spread my legs apart, giving him a nice view of my perfect pussy.

“Shit,” he breathed.

Jason stood up from his seat to kiss me again, squeezing my tit with one hand as he used his other hand to finger me. He found my clitoris and began to jiggle it back and forth, making me even more wet. I really did feel like a porn star now, legs spread on a married man’s desk, his tongue in my mouth, his hands on my pussy. I wondered if Matilda had ever done anything this raunchy before, or if I had her all wrong. Either way, Jason was treating me like a hot slut, and that was all that mattered.

He got down on his knees and grabbed me by the hips, holding my body still as he extended his tongue and flicked it over my engorged clitoris. His hot breath caressed my sensitive flesh, making me moan with ecstasy. I braced myself against the desk, barely noticing that my long nails were scratching the surface of the table. I had almost forgotten where we were. I wondered if the person in the next office could hear my ecstatic moments…

Jason was eating my pussy intently, rolling his tongue over every delicate fold. I already knew that my husband was good at this, but he was obviously making more of an effort with Matilda than he ever had with Sophie. I could tell that Jason was eager to make Matilda scream as she came.

I felt the tip of his tongue circle the wet entrance to my pussy, and then he shoved it inside me as deep as he could, forcing a gasp from my lips. I was getting more and more breathless and helpless by the moment; my limbs were turning to jelly. I stopped analyzing and observing and closed my eyes, giving in to the immensely pleasurable sensation of this man’s lips and tongue exploring every inch of my wet pussy.

My heartbeat started to quicken and I reached down with one hand to stroke his hair and gently push his head further forward. “More…more…yes…” I moaned. Jason’s eyes darted up to meet mine for a moment. That fiery look was all I needed to send me over the edge.

Moments later, my entire body was trembling and dripping with sweat as I reached a shuddering, intense orgasm. Jason’s tongue moved faster and faster over my sopping wet pussy, bringing me to a second climax quickly. I screamed out his name. Neither of us cared who could hear us.

I leaned back on the desk, catching my breath, my big breasts heaving. Finally, Jason was starting to strip out of his clothes. I watched eagerly as he unbuttoned his shirt and yanked off his pants, revealing a body I knew very well. And yet it felt like I was seeing him naked for the first time.

He pulled off his boxers and his big dick sprang out, wide awake and ready to fuck me. I climbed off the desk just as he started to approach me.

“I need to suck your cock,” I groaned. “Please, Jason…”

He was stunned into silence. I wondered if that was because his wife rarely gave blow jobs. It wasn’t because I didn’t like his dick; it just felt monotonous. Suddenly, though, I had the urge to put my mouth on that perfect cock.

As soon as my lips encircled his shaft, I knew that Jason was about to receive the best blow job of his life. For the first time, I could fit his entire cock inside my mouth. He moaned softly as I effortlessly slid his dick halfway down my throat. I popped his cock out again, then swiped my tongue up and down the length of his shaft, slowly and lasciviously, exploring every inch of his member with firm licks.

Then I moved down to his balls, gently tickling them with my tongue before popping the into my mouth, one at a time, and sucking. Matilda was an expert at this. I must have inherited her sexual prowess along with her tits and ass and blonde hair.

Jason had grasped my hair into a ponytail and pulled it back as his dick slid out of my mouth. He began to control the movements of my head, forcing me to suck deeply and then pull out. Soon, I was sucking his cock rhythmically, having no choice but to obey his desires. I gazed up into his eyes, silently begging him not to finish inside my mouth.

But Jason, a man of self-control, knew exactly how to time everything. He let me stop sucking his dick as he slipped back into his desk chair, breathing heavily, his hard cock standing at attention.

“I want you on top,” he murmured. “So I can see those tits bounce…”

“Whatever you want,” I purred, climbing back onto his lap and slowly lowering my aching pussy onto his hard rod.

I was so slick, I slid onto his shaft easily. Once he was completely inside me, I paused, rocking back and forth ever-so-slightly to make him groan with anticipation. I slid off his cock slowly, then filled myself up again with his girth. My breasts began to bounce wildly as I rode him faster and faster; Jason’s eyes were fixed on my tits jiggling in his face. They were heavy, but I had no trouble fucking him like a porn star. I began to wonder if Matilda was a porn star, considering how skilled and strong she was.

“Let’s change positions,” he whispered. “I want to fuck you from behind.”

I obediently stood up, turning around and facing the desk. Jason grabbed me by the waist and plunged his hard cock deep inside me, forcing my body forward. I held on for dear life as he fucked me as hard and fast as he could, pounding my pussy more intensely than he’d ever done before. I wasn’t the kind, caring wife that he tenderly made love to. I was just some whore at work with big boobs, a ditzy slut who was only good for one thing.

It wasn’t long before his thrusts were filling me with pleasure. I braced myself for the upcoming waves of ecstasy, gripping the desk and opening my mouth wide to let out a high-pitched moan of satisfaction. My tits bounced wildly beneath me, and I felt my ass jiggling too. Every so often, Jason would grip or slap my butt. He was still discovering my sexy body. Every part of me was designed for man’s pleasure.

His lips were on the back of my neck, and then he whispered, breath hot in my ear, “I can’t wait to fill your pussy with my cum…”

Once again, he pulled my long hair, forcing my head back. I turned my head to the left and my lips met his again for one last feverish kiss. Then it was back to business, Jason fucking me hard, my sweaty body draped over the desk, jiggling and trembling with anticipation.

One last deep thrust and I felt the warmth of wetness of his eruption inside my tight pussy. I heard his groans of satisfaction and felt his heaving breaths ruffling my hair. It was done. There was no going back now. My husband had cheated on his wife with the hot blonde at the office.

Jason relinquished my body from his grasp and I turned around to face him. He was staring at me, stone-faced. All of the pleasure had left his eyes.

“What is it?” I murmured.

“Nothing,” he replied, hurrying to put his clothes back on.

As Jason got dressed, I sat down on his desk, watching him intently.

“We should probably both get back to work,” he said, gesturing towards my lingerie and clothes, which were scattered across the floor. I was mildly disappointed. He had turned into a beast when we were fucking, but now he was acting like he regretted the whole thing.

“I need to tell you something,” I sighed.

“Tell me what?” he groaned.

I bit my lip. “But first, you tell me what’s wrong.”

“Matilda, I know I shouldn’t have done this. I cheated on my wife with you.”

My mouth curled into a smile. “No, you didn’t.”

“Um…what?”

“It’s me, Sophie. I’m trapped inside Matilda’s body!”

Jason stifled a laugh. “Okay, Matilda. Whatever you say!”

“I’m not kidding. I’m your wife!”

“Very funny. But you should probably get dressed.”

Glaring at him, I stood up and wrapped my arms around him, pressing my ample chest against him as I whispered tightly in his ear. I shared a few juicy details from our wedding night and Jason’s body stiffened.

“How…how did this happen?” he asked, staring at me in disbelief.

“I have no idea. I guess I was jealous of her when you got in her car, and then I hit my head in the shower and next thing I knew…I was in her body!”

“Fuck. Then where’s Matilda’s brain? Is it in your body?”

I gasped. It hadn’t occurred to me that Matilda was probably in our house right now, lamenting her lack of curves and feeling like a frumpy housewife. Or maybe she had also been jealous of me, but for different reasons. As sexy as Matilda was, she certainly wasn’t the marrying type. Perhaps Matilda saw the cute auburn-haired woman bidding Jason goodbye and wished that she could experience life from Sophie’s point-of-view.

“We should go home and see,” I urged. “We’ll tell the boss we’re feeling sick.”

“And what if she’s not there?” Jason asked frantically.

I licked my lips. “Then we fuck again. How does that sound?”

His tense expression melted and Jason kissed me again. It suddenly occurred to both of us that if my old body was nowhere to be found, I might have to live as Matilda indefinitely. But that wouldn’t be so bad. Life as a bubbly, busty blonde, the true object of my husband’s desire, would be fucking amazing.


Plastic Wife: Becoming His Bimbo Fantasy


“Come on, Jay…don’t you want to be a good neighbor?”

My husband rolled his eyes. “I can’t believe you made cookies. Are you trying to welcome these people to the neighborhood or poison them?”

I gasped with faux outrage. “You’re ridiculous! A couple our age finally moves in on this street and you don’t even want to say hi to them! I just wanted to do something to make them feel welcome!”

Jay thought for a moment. “How do you know they’re our age if you haven’t met them yet?”

“Hey, I met them,” I argued. “Well, I met him and he said I should meet his wife Stacy. Don’t you think it would be nice to have another couple to hang out with when you get home from work?”

My husband put his arm around me. “I don’t know…maybe. But while you’re between jobs, you could definitely use a new friend, Miranda.”

He had a point. I was getting a little stir crazy spending my days at home alone, sending my resume out to every job opportunity I could find. A new gal pal would definitely help take my mind off my unemployment blues.

We walked across the street and I eagerly knocked on the door of the house where Greg and Stacy Wells lived. My husband, already bored, glanced at his watch.

The door opened and the woman standing in front of us gave me quite a shock. I had already seen Greg, who looked like a pretty normal dude in his early thirties. But Stacy was…something else entirely.

“Hello!” she said brightly. “Do I know you two?”

Suddenly, I wished that Jay and I had never come over. Stacy was definitely not the type of woman I wanted to be friends with. She was a bleached blonde, plastic bimbo with big, fake boobs, plumped lips, and a neon spandex workout outfit that left little to the imagination.

“We’re your new neighbors!” Jay cried. He sounded excited to meet her. A little too excited, to be honest.

I hastily shoved the tray of cookies towards Stacy. “I made you some cookies! I’m Miranda, and this is Jay, my wonderful husband.”

“Cookies? I wish I could, but I’m on a diet,” she said, pouting. “But I’m sure Greg will love these. Do you two want to come inside?”

Jay readily agreed, so I had no choice but to follow him. As Stacy led us into the house, I did everything in my power not to stare at her big ass in those little spandex shorts. Did she have butt injections, too? There was no way that thing was real. And her waist-to-hip proportions were out of this world.

Jay and I sat down on the couch, and then Greg joined the three of us in the living room.

“So good to see you again, Miranda,” he said to me. “And nice to finally meet you, Jay.”

As Jay and Greg started chatting, I realized that I had no choice but to talk to Stacy. To my surprise, she had taken out a powder compact and was fixing her makeup. I wondered why she was wearing a full face of makeup along with her workout gear. Did she really have to look that glamorous for the gym?

“So what is it you do for a living?” I asked her curiously.

“I’m a life coach,” she said. “But only part-time. I help women reach their full potential.”

“But only part-time,” I echoed, hiding a smirk. “What exactly does that job entail, Stacy?”

“Well,” she said, crossing her legs daintily and flipping her hair, “I help my clients improve their relationships with their husbands and boyfriends. As women, there’s so much that we should be doing to please the men in our lives.”

Jay took notice of what she was saying. “You’re right about that,” he chuckled.

I glared at him. “Oh, yeah? What am I not doing to please you, Jay?”

“Um, I was joking,” he said self-defensively. “Don’t take everything so seriously, Miranda.”

I couldn’t help but notice the way my husband was looking at Stacy. He definitely admired her body, his eyes lingering on her outlandishly perky breasts and her bare midriff. I suddenly felt very flat-chested and average-looking in her presence. She looked like a blonde porn star, while I was a typical Midwestern brunette with an average figure.

“Stacy started the business herself,” Greg said proudly. “Isn’t she brilliant?”

I stifled a laugh. Maybe Stacy secretly was a genius, but there was no way to know that just by looking at her. “Sounds like a good business to be in. And what do you do, Greg?”

“I’m a plastic surgeon,” he said.

And suddenly, it all made sense. Stacy was a trophy wife. I had no idea what she used to look like, but Greg had obviously used his skills to transform her into his ideal woman.

Soon after that, I insisted that Jay and I had to go. My husband was mildly irritated, but once we were out the door, even he had to admit that the whole thing was a little strange.

“Can you believe those two?” I breathed, clutching Jay’s hand tightly. “I feel so bad for her.”

“You feel bad for her?” Jay asked. “She married him for money, and he married her for beauty. They’re using each other.”

“Aren’t you glad that what we have is a little more…real?” I asked as we stepped back into our house.

“Well, to be honest, I’m kind of supporting you right now,” Jay teased. “So if I wanted you to dye your hair blonde or wear tighter clothes, I think you’d be obligated to do it.”

“Obligated?” I laughed. “Is that what you secretly want me to look like? Trashy? Plastic?”

Jay didn’t say a word. Instead, he started to kiss me. But I never found out whether or not he was joking. However, after that fateful night, everything changed. Little did I know that meeting Stacy would alter my life in unexpected ways.
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I did everything I could to avoid Stacy after that, but for some reason, my husband was more than happy to become friends with our unconventional neighbors. And the more time he spent with them, the less he judged their relationship.

“Greg told me something interesting today,” Jay commented one evening at dinner.

“What’s that?” I asked wearily. Every time he brought up something about the Wells, it seemed like it was designed to make our marriage feel inferior to theirs.

“You know how Stacy coaches women?”

“Uh-huh…”

“Well, sometimes Greg and Stacy invite them over for threesomes.”

“That doesn’t sound very professional,” I said, raising my eyebrows.

Jay shrugged. “I don’t know. Sounds pretty hot to me. No one’s getting jealous, or anything like that.”

“Are you saying you want a threesome?” I asked pointedly.

“I wouldn’t be opposed to the idea,” he replied with a grin. “Seriously, Miranda…you need to let your hair down and live a little sometime. We’re young. We should be having more fun.”

Deep down, I was seething. I couldn’t believe that my husband was comparing me to a woman whose body was enhanced with artificial materials, a woman who couldn’t seem to keep her tits from popping out of her low-cut tops. Stacy and I had absolutely nothing in common.

“Fine,” I said, standing up in a huff. “I’ll go to one of her little coaching sessions. I’ll listen to her advice and see what she has to say.”

To my surprise, Jay was thrilled to hear that. “Yes! Miranda, I just want you to be a little more open-minded. You’re so judgmental sometimes.”

I kept my mouth shut after that. It hurt my pride a little, but I gave Stacy a call and asked her if I could get a trial session tomorrow. While Jay was at work, I would be trying to get some life wisdom from Ms. Plastic across at the street. Hopefully, the experience wouldn’t be too painful.
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“Miranda, don’t take this the wrong way, but you dress like you’re so old,” Stacy said.

My eyes fluttered open. “I thought this was supposed to be a silent meditation session,” I said suspiciously.

Stacy had us sitting on the floor of her living room, curtains drawn, in total silence.

The blonde giggled. She pushed her hair back with her long, pink fingernails and the charm bracelet on her wrist jingled. Stacy must have just gotten some more lip injections, because her pout was even more impressive today.

“I had to say something,” she said, leaning forward and letting her breasts spill out of her tank top. “And you know, it would really help if you dyed your hair. That dark brown color isn’t doing you any favors!”

“It’s just my natural hair,” I argued. “There’s nothing wrong with being natural!”

Stacy sighed. “My hair used to look just like yours. But then I married Greg and he told me that I would look better as a blonde. He was right.”

“Did he tell you to get fake boobs?” I asked bluntly.

She gasped slightly. I hadn’t mentioned her breasts before. “He told me he preferred bigger breasts…so I decided, why not? I definitely don’t regret the decision. These implants changed my life. Everyone treats me differently now.”

“How do they treat you?”

“Like I’m sexy. Like I’m the center of attention. I don’t know…it’s something you’d have to experience to understand.”

For the first time, I was beginning to see how Stacy viewed the world and herself. It seemed brutal to let her plastic surgeon husband transform her into a sex goddess with his scalpel, but at the same time, it had given her the chance to become a new and improved woman.

“And our sex life is incredible now,” she gushed. “Once I became open to pleasure, we started doing all kinds of crazy things. Sometimes, he shares me with other men. And sometimes I share him with other women. Once, he fucked me right on the operating table at his practice.”

“Jay and I haven’t had sex in a while,” I blurted out. “I think he’s a little bored with me.”

It was the most vulnerable thing I’d said all day. My sexy neighbor pursed her lips and looked me up and down.

“I wanted to suggest this earlier, but I think you’re more open to the idea now…do you want me to give you a makeover?” Stacy asked.

I bit my lip. “Uh…sure. Nothing too crazy, right?”

“I have a few things in my closet that would look so hot on you,” she said. “And if you’re up for it…I can show you that blondes really do have more fun.”

I laughed. “This is crazy.”

“Once you see how good you look, you’ll never want to be a boring brunette again,” she said.

I knew that I was approaching the threshold and I would never be able to come back to my old self if I stepped through this imaginary doorway. Slowly, Stacy was convincing me to give up my old self and become a little more like her. Perhaps I was more receptive to her crazy ideas because I knew how much my husband secretly liked her. Deep down, I just wanted him to be attracted to me. All of my concerns about finding a new job and being a smart, capable woman had melted away the moment I met Stacy. Now, I was mostly focused on my marriage. I was afraid of losing Jay.

“All right, Stacy. Work your magic on me.”
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“Jay…are you in bed?” I called out from the bottom of the stairs.

“Yeah,” he replied, his voice slightly groggy. He must have fallen asleep already. “Where have you been?”

“I was at Stacy’s place.”

I started to climb the stairs, my high heels — or rather, the heels I’d borrowed from Stacy — clicking on the wooden steps.

“What were you doing there all night?”

“She was giving me a little makeover…”

That must have piqued his curiosity. I heard my husband sit straight up in bed and turn on the bedside lamp.

As I entered the bedroom, the look he gave me was priceless.

“It’s a wig!” I cried. “Don’t worry…I haven’t done anything crazy with my hair yet…”

“Holy shit,” he breathed. “You know, Miranda…you actually look really hot like that…”

“Really?” I asked, my eyes lighting up.

Suddenly, my husband was wide awake. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the wall. In the dim light, the long blonde wig on my head looked almost real. I was dressed like a clone of Stacy, minus the curves. This skin-tight white dress left little to the imagination, and the matching stiletto heels completed the ensemble. A little self-tanner applied to my body made my skin glow. The heavy makeup on my face completed the look — a full fringe of lashes, contoured cheekbones, pale pink lips.

“I feel like I’m wearing a Halloween costume,” I admitted.

“No, no. You look really good,” Jay insisted.

I believed him. I’d never seen my husband get this excited about anything I wore. He was eyeing me hungrily. I wondered if he was getting hard just looking at me.

For the most part, I was happy with the new look. Sure, the wig was a little tacky, but I looked better as a blonde than I’d expected. The only thing missing were Stacy’s outlandish proportions. I would need fake tits and a fake ass to really fill out this dress.

“You know, honey…it’s been a while, hasn’t it?” Jay murmured.

I knew that tone of voice. My husband was turned on. He wanted me badly.

“I have an idea,” I said softly. “Let’s do a role play.”

“Who are we?”

I slowly unzipped the dress, letting it fall to my feet. Heels still on, I got on my hands and knees on the bed, giggling uncontrollably. “I’m your trophy wife. And you can make me do whatever you want.”

“What I want you to do is sit on my face.”

I was taken aback by his words. “Yeah?”

“Come on, babe…”

He sounded a little impatient. I kicked off my shoes and crawled towards him on the bed.

“Take those sexy panties off,” he said, his eyes glowing with anticipation.

“Okay.” I yanked off my underwear, then unhooked my bra and let it fall onto the bed. I would have to work on my seduction skills. Sure, I looked like a sexy vixen with this blonde wig and all this makeup, but I would have to learn how to act a little more like Stacy and a little less like myself.

I climbed on top of my husband and began to kiss him tenderly.

“Next time,” he said, gazing into my eyes, “I want you to tease me a little more. Put on a show.”

“Next time…okay…”

He caressed my body, running his hands up and down my torso, then gently flicking my right nipple.

“Too bad there’s no way to fake bigger boobs.”

I blinked. “I could stuff my bra…”

Jay sighed. “You can’t be a trophy wife without those nice, fake tits. I’m sure Stacy would tell you the same thing.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but I didn’t know what to say. Jay was right. And suddenly, I felt completely inadequate again.

“Now sit on my face and let me make you cum really hard,” he went on, completely oblivious to the fact that he’d made me feel insecure.

I straddled his torso and he pulled me the rest of the way towards him until I was grinding on his face, rocking back and forth. His tongue swirled over my clitoris again and again. For some reason, all I could think about was how I’d forgotten to shave my pussy for him. I imagined that Stacy always got hers waxed.

I began to fantasize about what I’d look like with a perfect porn star pussy. And then I started to wonder if Greg had also operated on Stacy’s nether regions, tightening her up and making her look like a plastic doll. I noticed that it wasn’t just my husband’s tongue that was making me wet now. The thought of having a body like Stacy’s was getting me excited, and I didn’t completely understand why.

Eyes squeezed shut, I imagined that I looked completely different right now. I was more toned and tan, with a rounder ass. And my tits were huge and perky, obviously fake and bouncing rhythmically as I rubbed my smooth pussy against Jay’s open mouth.

He groaned softly beneath me, and I began to grind harder against him, nearly suffocating him with my flesh. He gripped my hips tightly, digging his fingers into me as my entire body started to quake. Jay’s tongue was working overtime on my throbbing clitoris, flicking it back and forth rapidly. I was so close to cumming.

“Oh, God,” I moaned as I reached a shuddering, intense orgasm. Wetness gushed from my pussy. Sweat dripped down my bare torso.

I rolled over onto the bed, giving my husband a long, deep kiss. The wig slipped off my head, revealing my brunette bun.

“That was fun,” he whispered, kissing me again.

“Very fun!” I wasn’t sure if I should tell him everything that I’d fantasized about, but I had a feeling that we were on the same page. “Do you want me to do anything for you?”

“I’d love to, but I’m exhausted,” Jay sighed. “I have a big meeting tomorrow morning, so I’ll have to leave early.”

I reached down and felt for his erection, but noticed that it had already disappeared. Was he less enthused now that his old wife was back? Had the fantasy ended for him simply because the wig was off and the makeup was running off my face?

From that night on, I started to consider taking this little role play to the next level. Of course, that would mean changing everything about myself.

I decided that I would need to talk to Greg, the plastic surgeon.
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As I sat in the doctor’s pristine office, I noticed a small framed photo on the desk. It looked like it was a few years old. The woman standing next to Greg in the picture resembled Stacy, but only vaguely. Her hair wasn’t so blonde; her face wasn’t so plastic-looking. I was about to examine the image more closely when Greg came in.

“You know, I’m a little surprised you decided to come in for a consultation,” Greg said to me.

“Stacy said I would be in good hands here,” I explained.

He chuckled. “I’m sure she did. My wife is my biggest fan. I know you two have been spending a lot more time together. But seriously, Miranda…what do you need done? You’re young, you’re healthy, and you have a wonderful marriage.”

I absentmindedly twisted a strand of blonde hair around my finger. Oh, right. By this point, I was already blonde. The wigs weren’t cutting it, so I splurged on an expensive salon that turned me from a mousy brunette into a striking blonde. That wasn’t the only thing about me that was different these days. I also started getting spray tans and wearing clothes that were tighter and more revealing. Still, my lack of curves bothered me more than anything else.

“A wonderful marriage, yes…but my husband told me that he’ll support anything I want to do,” I explained. “I’ve been fantasizing about this for a while now. And I think he’s been thinking about it, too.”

Greg smiled. “What do you want to do then?”

“I want a body like Stacy’s,” I explained. “Like an hourglass. Big boobs. Big butt. Tiny waist. You know, like a doll or something.” I licked my lips. “And maybe fuller lips, too. The whole package.”

He looked me up and down. “Why don’t you take off your clothes and let me examine your body a little more closely?”

I stripped out of my T-shirt and shorts and stood before him in my lingerie. Greg approached me and began to touch my breasts, my ass, my stomach, his fingers lightly grazing my flesh.

“Maybe you should take off your underwear, too,” he said softly.

“Sure.”

Something about this exam felt unprofessional, but since Greg was my neighbor and I knew him pretty well, I had no qualms about letting him see my nude body. Then, as I slid off my panties, I realized that I needed to schedule another waxing appointment. I felt almost ashamed for the doctor to see me in this state. Maybe it was because I knew that it was his job to judge and evaluate women’s bodies, and compared to his perfect wife, I felt utterly inadequate. No dye job or spray tan could make me look as good as her.

Greg put on a latex glove and reached between my legs, feeling my bare pussy. I squirmed under his touch. Wow…I was actually getting turned on.

“We can tighten this up a little, too,” he said.

“Okay,” I replied mindlessly. A couple months ago, I would have been appalled that a plastic surgeon was suggesting I alter my pussy. Today, however, I was completely receptive to the idea.

“As for your breasts,” he went on, moving his hands up to gently cup my tits, “I think we should go big. Maybe even bigger than Stacy’s. You have plenty of breast tissue to start with, so the results won’t look too extreme.”

“Sounds good,” I replied, giggling nervously.

“And we’ll sculpt the waistline just a tad. Maybe put the excess fat in your butt.” He moved up to my face, staring at my lips. “And then a few injections to plump these up. How does all that sound?”

“Perfect!” I hesitated. “Um…but just one question…”

“Yes?”

“How much is this going to cost? Jay is totally okay with this, but he was hoping you might be able to give us a discount…”

Greg laughed. “For you? I’ll do it for free.”

“Free?” I gasped. “Are you serious?”

“You and Jay are great neighbors…and friends. Just promise you’ll keep spending time with me and Stacy.”

“Of course!” I breathed a sigh of relief. “Jay and I aren’t going anywhere.”

“Then it’s settled.” Greg removed the glove from his hand and went over to his computer. “Shall we schedule your surgeries?”

It all happened so fast. By the time I walked out of his office, my mind was completely numb. I was about to complete the transformation from average housewife into sexy trophy wife. The fact that I was about to undergo several invasive procedures didn’t even cross my mind. All I could picture were the end results.

Soon, I would look and act just like Stacy…

[image: ]

The long healing process made me wonder who I’d done this for. It was difficult to believe that I’d gotten extreme plastic surgery just for my own self-confidence. At the same time, I knew that my husband wouldn’t have wanted me to risk my life to look sexier.

Had I let Greg and Stacy manipulate me into becoming a sexy blonde clone?

I brushed the thought aside. Yes, they had influenced my decision, but I was still my own person. However, I wasn’t behaving the way I used to. Gone were the days of considering my next career move, reading books, and dealing with household finances. I wasn’t interested in any of those things anymore. They weren’t fun at all.

As my body healed from the surgery, Stacy often came over to visit and keep me company. She was the only person who could relate to what I was going through.

My bubbly blonde neighbor inundated with me with information about my new life. She made me watch porn with her, showing me how to give my husband the perfect blow job and how to satisfy two, or even three, men at the same time. She helped me master my makeup skills and went online shopping with me to buy an even sexier wardrobe.

During this period, I started to get a little jealous of the way Jay regarded Stacy. She openly flirted with him when he came home from work, and I caught him staring at her tits and ass on numerous occasions. My only consolation was knowing that once the bandages came off, I was going to look just as hot — if not hotter — than she did.

Greg suggested I come to his office to check my progress, so I went there on a bright, cheery morning. I was still a little sore, but I was also feeling optimistic and ready to be revealed in my new form.

“Let’s see what we have here,” Greg murmured.

He removed the bandages like he was unveiling me. Standing there in his office, I saw my entire body for the first time since the operations. I couldn’t believe it.

“What do you think, Miranda?” he asked, gesturing towards the full-length mirror across the room.

I let out a little gasp as I took a step closer. Who was this busty blonde? For a moment, I couldn’t get over my resemblance to Stacy. We had the same fake lips, the same fake butt, the same exaggerated waistline. But, to my extreme delight, my boobs were bigger than hers.

I clutched them tightly, feeling the flesh between my fingertips. They were huge and sat high up on my chest, but once they settled a little bit, they would look almost real.

“I don’t know what to say,” I murmured. I reached between my legs and felt my smooth, perfect pussy. “Greg, I love it!”

“I’m glad to hear that.” He took a step closer to me. “Stacy’s going to be so jealous when she sees you.”

“Why would she be jealous?” I asked.

“Because,” Greg said, wrapping his arms around my waist. “You’re exactly my type now.”

Before I knew what was happening, the doctor had pressed his lips against mine and was shoving his tongue in my mouth. I should have pushed him away, but for some reason, it made sense to me. This kiss was the culmination of weeks of flirtatious visits. Little did Jay know, but I’d started fantasizing about Greg’s gloved hands on my new body.

“Jay’s going to kill you for this,” I teased, turning my head so that Greg was kissing my neck.

“No, he won’t,” Greg laughed. “I explained to him that he was getting all this for free so that I could do whatever I wanted with you…”

“Do whatever you wanted with me?” I murmured. “So…you two were in this together?”

“You’re adorable, Miranda,” Greg said, reaching behind my back to give my ass a firm slap. “I guess you had no idea that as soon as we moved to the neighborhood, your husband started asking me what we could do to make you a little more like Stacy. I let her handle some of the finer details, like convincing you to relax your mind and helping you let go of your old identity. Fortunately, you were very easy to mold. Jay is a lucky man.”

I didn’t know what to think. I couldn’t believe that Greg had manipulated me, and that my own husband was in on the scheme.

“Don’t you want to enjoy your new body?” Greg asked.

“I guess,” I whispered. “I just feel so strange about all this. I mean, I’ve had fantasies about you, but it felt so wrong at the time.”

“Just know that you have your husband’s permission to do whatever you’d like with me.”

Greg’s hands were on my breasts, and then he planted a string of kisses over my chest, burying his head between my massive tits. I couldn’t believe this was real life. This body looked nothing like mine. And this man wasn’t my husband.

The doctor swirled his tongue over my erect nipple, making me moan and quiver with excitement. Then he began to suck on my breasts, one at a time. No one had touched me like this in ages…I was already soaking wet.

Greg got down on his knees and began to kiss my inner thighs. I spread my legs apart and watched as he extended his tongue to lick my sopping wet pussy. As I caught another glimpse of myself in the mirror, I realized that I resembled a sex doll more than a real woman. Everything about me, from my fake blonde hair to my fake tits, was completely artificial. And that was just what Greg and my husband preferred. They didn’t want to be married to “real women,” with thoughts and feelings and goals. They wanted to be married to bimbo blow-up dolls with dick sucking lips and designer pussies.

The doctor stripped out of his shirt and told me to lie down on the exam table. I did as he commanded, and next thing I knew, he was on top of me, kissing my lips and plunging his tongue into my mouth. I heard him fumbling with his belt buckle and then he tossed the rest of his clothes on the floor. I could barely see what he was doing over the giant orbs attached to my chest. These tits were absurdly large. They were definitely much bigger than Stacy’s boobs, a realization which gave me a naughty little surge of delight.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked breathlessly, writhing on the exam table.

“What do you want me to do to you?” he murmured.

“Fuck me hard…”

His hard cock rubbed against my thigh as he positioned himself on top of me.

“Will Stacy be mad?” I murmured, half-hoping he would say yes.

“She knows I like to have fun,” he explained, letting his hand wander over the hills of my breasts again. “She was helping you get prepared to please me.”

“I don’t understand your marriage. I get so jealous when Jay even looks at another woman!” I sighed.

“Maybe now that you’re his trophy wife, you won’t be jealous anymore. Those other women won’t be a threat to you, right?” Greg asked. “And even if Jay fucked someone else, he’d be fantasizing about you.”

With those words, I felt the tip of his cock probe the entrance to my tight pussy.

“I know that I’ve been fantasizing about you lately,” he whispered, staring intently into my eyes.

His dick slid easily into my wet hole, filling me up and making my body tremble on the exam table. Greg made me feel wanted and desired. His opinions shouldn’t have had an effect on me. But for some reason, I viewed him as the ultimate alpha male, simply because he had turned Stacy into his dream bimbo. And now, I’d let him do the same to me…

Greg’s mindset had spread to my sweet, loving husband. If Greg and Stacy hadn’t come along, Jay never would have even considered blending fantasy and reality. Most men liked porn stars but were just as turned on by their ordinary-looking wives. But Greg had taught Jay that every pretty woman was a few procedures away from looking like a sex goddess.

Deep down, I knew my husband shouldn’t have encouraged me to morph into a blonde porn star. At the same time, though, it turned me on to know that this was what he’d secretly wanted all along.

Greg’s thrusts became deeper and more intense. Every so often, he would kiss me aggressively. He took great pleasure in kissing my new lips, which were plump and succulent. He never stopped squeezing and caressing my breasts, either. My body was his playground now.

I could only hope that my husband would treat me the same way.

The doctor began to fuck me harder and harder; it was almost too much for me to take. But I owed it to him; after all, he’d transformed me free of charge. Now, I was just another pussy for him to fuck. Who knew how many women he had in his stable of sexy blondes?

“Getting close,” he whispered. “And I want to cum on those tits of yours…”

He pulled out and climbed off the table, standing beside me and hovering over me, stroking his cock as he stared at my body. I watched, mesmerized, as he erupted above me, soaking my tits with a huge rope of white cum. Greg had claimed me as his own. I was his perfect creation.

As he helped me clean off and got himself dress, the doctor murmured, “I think that Stacy will be pleased to see you, too.”

“I hope she doesn’t notice that my tits are bigger than hers,” I giggled.

Greg winked. “If she does notice, then I’ll have an excuse to work on her body again.”

Once my clothes were on and I was walking out of the office, I realized that none of this was final. Stacy and I, having completely objectified ourselves, were still “works in progress” in the eyes of men like Greg. There was always more that could be done to improve our bodies.

It was still early, so I decided to go to the salon and get some hair extensions. That way, I would look absolutely perfect when my husband came home tonight. I couldn’t wait to see how he’d react to the new me.
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“Stacy! What are you doing here?”

“Oh. My. God. Miranda, you look so sexy!”

Stacy rushed in through the open door and wrapped her arms around me. Our big breasts pressed together as she embraced me.

“You really think so?” I said.

“Girl, you look so good,” Stacy said, leaning back to get a better look at me.

I immediately noticed that we were wearing nearly identical outfits: short denim skirts and pastel tube tops. In fact, staring at Stacy, I felt like I was looking in the mirror.

“Why didn’t you call me?” she asked. “We could have gone shopping today!”

“I was busy,” I said. “And to be honest, I don’t have much time tonight…I think Jay’s going to be home soon. He hasn’t even seen me yet.”

Her eyes sparkled mischievously. “Oh, he hasn’t?”

To my chagrin, she made her way into the living room and parked herself on the couch. In a weird way, I was irritated by Stacy’s presence. Now that we were equally sexy, I felt like I didn’t need her help. Plus, I wanted Jay all to myself tonight.

I tried to make small talk with Stacy for a while. Then, at long last, she said, “I’ll bet Jay won’t even be able to tell us apart.”

I burst out laughing. “You’re silly…of course he’ll know which one is me! I’m his wife!”

She lowered her voice. “I don’t know. We could be twins now. By the way…did my husband call you Stacy when he fucked you?”

I froze. How did she know? Or was she just guessing, since Greg always fucked his patients?

Fortunately, I heard Jay’s key in the door. As my husband sauntered into the living room, Stacy began fixing her hair. Uh-oh. I knew what she was doing.

“Jay!” she squealed as he came into the room.

My husband stared in disbelief at the two sexy blondes on his sofa. Fortunately, he recognized me right away.

“Honey…you look wonderful,” he breathed, rushing over to kiss me.

“Do you like my new body?” I asked, standing up and doing a twirl for him.

“I love it. I can’t believe this is really happening…”

“We even wore matching outfits for you,” Stacy said, inserting herself into the equation once again. I glared at her. She was stealing my thunder, and it was working. Jay’s eyes glazed over as he turned towards her. She jiggled her tits in his face and pouted. “I hope you don’t mind that I came over. Greg’s out with his friends tonight, so I thought you two could keep me company.”

“Any time, Stacy,” Jay said. He was turning to face me again when Stacy flung herself towards him and kissed him. Jay looked startled, but within moments, they were making out passionately, his hands in her platinum blonde hair.

“Baby, what are you doing?” I cried.

Jay reached out and grabbed my hand, pulling me towards them. He kissed my lips, too, but then went back to Stacy. For a moment, I was resistant to the idea of sharing him with another woman. But then I understood that this was all part of the plan, too. Greg transformed other men’s wives so that he could fuck them; meanwhile, Stacy inserted herself into other couples’ lives so that she could have fun with married men. It all made sense to me now.

I had no ground to stand on. I’d fucked the doctor today. It was only fair to share Jay with Stacy now.

Stacy was tugging on Jay’s hand, and we all went up to the bedroom together. She pushed him down onto the bed and straddled him, yanking off her tube top and letting her massive tits spill out.

Not to be outdone, I took off my own top and gently guided Stacy’s face towards mine. Our lips met for a passionate kiss, our hard nipples touching. We were every guy’s ultimate girl-on-girl fantasy now.

“Holy fuck,” my husband groaned, gazing up at us reverently. “You know, it is kind of hard to tell you two apart now. And that makes it even sexier.”

Stacy and I got into our game a little more, stripping out of our tight skirts and rolling around on the bed together, two blonde, tanned babes. When I turned around, Jay was taking off his clothes, his cock fully erect.

I rushed over to suck him off, my full lips wrapping around his shaft. I filled my mouth with his manhood, moaning as I savored this moment. But as soon as I pulled his cock out of my mouth, Stacy was right next to me, taking my place. She sucked his cock into her mouth, taking every inch like a pro. We took turns sucking him off, and then, at the same time, we swirled our tongues up and down the length of his shaft while I played with his balls.

“You two are too much,” he groaned. “I want to fuck both of you…”

Before I could stop her, Stacy was changing positions and slowly lowering her pussy onto his rock hard shaft. My husband groaned, grabbing her by the waist and staring at her body as she engulfed his cock with her tight pussy. He quickly noticed that I was feeling left out and pulling me towards him, kissing me as she rode his cock. Stacy bounced up and down on his dick, moaning loudly, her tits jiggling like crazy. Finally, she climbed off of him, breathing heavily.

“That was fantastic…I can’t remember the last time I came so quickly,” she giggled. She reclined on the bed nearby, and I realized that Stacy had gotten exactly what she wanted: first dibs on my husband, and a good orgasm. Now, she was letting me have my man again.

“I want to fuck you from behind,” Jay said, standing up and stroking his cock quickly.

“Whatever you want,” I moaned, getting on my hands and knees on the bed and sticking my perfect ass up in the air.

At that moment, I realized that I bore no resemblance to my former self. My husband was about to fuck a voluptuous love goddess with long hair extensions. His cute brunette wife was gone forever. And he didn’t even miss her.

I felt his hard cock slide into my pussy, and I groaned as he filled me up, inch by inch. His hands were on my hips, then slid down to caress my bare ass. My tits were impressive, but my ass was also pretty amazing now. I loved the way my husband was worshiping my body.

“You are the sexiest woman in the world,” he groaned. I knew he meant it.

Nearby, Stacy watched us, playing with her pussy the whole time we fucked. Whether I liked it or not, my neighbors were a part of my sex life now. On the bright side, that opened up a whole new world of dirty possibilities. Stacy and I couldn’t be jealous of each other. Instead, we would have to work together to satisfy our husbands. I had a feeling that I would be joining Stacy and Greg in bed soon, too.

As my husband plunged his cock in and out of my slick pussy, my big tits wobbled beneath me. I gasped for air as he pounded my pussy. The bedroom was hot from our bodies; sweat dripped down into my cleavage. And my pussy just kept getting wetter and wetter.

I knew I was about to explode. Just as I started to teeter over the edge into ecstasy, Jay pulled my hair sharply, making me gasp with a mixture of pain and pleasure. He suddenly became more rough with my body, fucking me harder and digging his fingers into my flesh. I was just his sexy fuck toy now, an object to be used for pleasure and nothing else.

I screamed out his name as I came, my entire body humming with excitement as I exploded. He pushed his cock deep inside me, moving in and out rhythmically, and then, letting out a sexy groan, he erupted inside me. My pussy was filled with his sticky seed.

I collapsed onto the bed, Jay sitting down beside me. We were both breathless and dazed. This encounter had almost felt like a dream. It was like we were completely new people now. Even though Jay didn’t look any different, he was acting like a new man: more dominant, more controlling. I wouldn’t be surprised if he started telling me what to wear or what other procedures I should get to improve my appearance.

Stacy hopped off the bed and broke the silence. “I had a lot of fun tonight…let’s do this again soon!”

She squeezed her tube top over her breasts, shimmied into her skirt — I realized then that neither of us had been wearing panties tonight — and disappeared down the hallway.

“Are you happy with the way I look now?” I asked hopefully.

“Very happy,” Jay said, kissing me again. “I just can’t believe that you were willing to go through all this to be sexier. Who the hell are you, Miranda?”

We both laughed.

“I don’t even know anymore,” I giggled.

I had been worried about turning myself into Stacy’s clone, but the truth was, she and I were still individuals. Sure, we had nearly identical bodies, hair, and wardrobes. However, our life experiences still meant that we were different people. Stacy took every cue from her husband. Likewise, I would have to turn to my husband for guidance from now on.

“Who do you want me to be?” I asked, running my tongue over my lips.

Jay grinned. “I think you know who I want you to be.”

His hand was on my bare breast again, his tongue slipping between my lips, and I let myself melt into his strong arms. I felt completely safe lying here with Jay. I belonged to my husband; I was nothing but his submissive, sexy trophy now.


Dream Doll




The mannequin in the window of the tiny shop taunted me every day as I walked home from work. Life-like, blonde, and buxom, she wasn’t doing her job well. I had always assumed that mannequins were meant to sell women clothes. This one, however, had managed to convince me that nothing in this store could possibly look good on me.

Why? I was a plain girl, with dirty blonde hair and a completely forgettable body. In fact, I was a bit of a tomboy. I felt more comfortable in faded jeans, sneakers, and a plaid shirt than a form-fitting dress and high heels.

But every so often, a little fantasy flickered in my mind. I thought about what I might look like if I could pull off the lingerie that this mannequin was wearing. If I had luscious curves like her, I could get any guy I wanted. Sometimes, I even imagined the outfits I would wear over this lingerie: mini skirts and thigh-high boots; halter tops that displayed maximum amounts of cleavage; hip-hugging jeans that clung to my ass.

It was funny that a shop mannequin could have this effect on me. I had spent my whole life ignoring the media’s messages (Wear makeup! Paint your nails! Show some skin!) and focusing instead on the things I loved, like painting and reading and working hard to get my master’s degree. Suddenly, however, it was becoming clear that if I ever wanted to date and have a sex life, I was going to have to make some changes. As things stood, I was completely invisible to men.

One day, I finally cracked. I had to see what else this store sold. Maybe they had some cute underwear and clothes for flat-chested women like me, too.

I opened the door and heard it creak loudly, as if no one had stepped inside for years. Come to think of it, the place didn’t even have a sign out front. I wondered how they stayed in business.

My eyes adjusted to the dimness and I gasped as I got a better look at my surroundings. I had expected to find myself in a room full of clothing racks. Instead, I was surrounded by mannequins in sexy get-ups. Just like the doll in the window, these mannequins had insanely voluptuous figures, long hair, and heavily made-up, beatific faces.

I was slowly making my way through the rows of life-sized dolls when a woman’s voice echoed from the back of the shop.

“Welcome!” she cried out brightly.

I spun around and saw her. The saleswoman was absolutely gorgeous. In fact, she could have been one of the mannequins come to life. She had long red hair that fell to her waist, and her skin was creamy and pale. I was fascinated by her sparkling emerald eyes and full red lips. I tried not to stare at the cleavage popping out of her tight black dress. Her heels clicked on the creaky wooden floor as she approached me.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Uh…” I was so shocked by her sudden appearance, I simply stared at her blankly.

“My name’s Shelly. What’s your name?”

“Cassie,” I said.

“And what are you looking for today, Cassie?”

“I’m…not sure,” I said, gulping. “I just wanted to check out your shop for a few minutes…I walk past it all the time.”

“Would you like any recommendations?” Shelly asked, obviously excited to have a customer who was basically a blank slate.

I was more than happy to let her make a few suggestions. “Yeah. What do you think would look good on me?”

“Ooh! This is fun. Follow me…”

She led me to a doll with flowing black hair and a tight polka dot dress. “This is Margot. She’s elegant, isn’t she?”

“Hmm.” I scratched my chin, wondering why Shelly was advertising the mannequin, rather than the dress. “I don’t know, I’m not sure that would look good on me…”

Shelly paused, then her eyes widened. “Ah! Then what about Katrina!” She led me over to a brunette mannequin in a skimpy tank top and a leather skirt. “I think she’s a little edgier. Could you see yourself as Katrina?”

I stifled a giggle. Did Shelly think I was stupid? I knew that putting on this outfit wouldn’t turn me into a curvaceous, sexy mannequin.

“You know, maybe I could relate to a blonde mannequin a little better,” I joked, indicating my own hair color.

Shelly lifted an index finger in the air. “You know, we may have a Cassandra here. I don’t know why I didn’t think of her sooner!”

Smart sales tactic — by using my name, Shelly was trying to trick me into thinking that there was an outfit that would be absolutely perfect for me. But as soon as she showed me “Cassandra,” a honey blonde goddess in a little black body suit, a shiver ran down my spine. If there was any mannequin I wanted to look like in this shop, it was Cassandra.

“How much?” I asked, gently stroking the fabric.

“Fifty per day,” Shelly said.

“Per day?!” I cried. “Um…I’m not renting lingerie…”

“And we don’t rent out lingerie,” she said coolly. “We rent out new lives. Don’t you want to be Cassandra for a day or two?”

“You mean…you can turn me into this mannequin?”

“Of course! What did you think I was trying to sell you?”

I hesitated, examining Cassandra carefully. She was the feminine beauty queen I would never be. If I could spend a day in her stilettos, then I would finally know what it was like to be a hot babe…

“There must be some guy in your life you want to impress,” Shelly said, applying another clever sales tactic. “Any boyfriend who might like to see you looking a little more voluptuous?”

“No boyfriend,” I sighed. “But I do have a crush on one of my coworkers. His name’s Ted, and he’s pretty cute. But I think he likes girly girls.”

“This would be the perfect chance to find out for sure,” Shelly said, removing Cassandra from her stand. “And since you’re a new customer, I’ll give you a discount: two days for seventy dollars.”

“Um…”

She sighed, exasperated. “If you really hate it, I’ll give you a full refund! Come on, Cassie. Live a little!”

The beautiful redhead had gotten me all fired up.

I threw my hands up in the air. “All right. Why the hell not?”

She brought me to a back room and placed the blonde mannequin in a large glass box that was about the size of a tanning bed. Shelly gestured towards another box that was connected to the first with a long wire.

“Why don’t you lie down, Cassie?” she asked.

“Um…wait…is this going to hurt?” I murmured. My heart fluttered. Something about this set-up was creeping me out. This was a scene straight out of a sci-fi movie.

“It shouldn’t hurt,” Shelly said, gently nudging me. Her full lips curled into a smile. “Not even a little bit.”

Taking a deep breath, I lay down in the box on my back, watching as Shelly pushed a few buttons on a panel attached to the wall. With her big boobs and tight dress, she looked like a total bimbo, but the woman definitely knew what she was doing.

“Just relax, sweetie,” she said, giving me a little wink as she shut the lid of the box and dimmed the lights in the room, leaving me in total darkness.

“Wait!” I cried. “I don’t know if I want to do this…”

It was too late. A bar of light slipped across the lid of the box, as if my body was being scanned or photocopied. Suddenly, all of my physical sensations disappeared, although I was still thinking clearly. It was as if my mind had been detached from my physical body. I tried to move my fingers and curl my toes, but I couldn’t. I opened my mouth to scream, but no sound came out.

Then, slowly, my tingling limbs became apparent again. I opened my eyes and let out a few panting breaths. If I had to stay in this box any longer, I might suffocate.

Fortunately, Shelly lifted the lid at that very moment, and light poured over me. But as soon as I glanced down, I saw that I wasn’t Cassie anymore. Gone was the flat-chested, short-legged girl in the worn-out jeans and button-down shirt…

“Who am I?” I asked in a gentle voice that was way too sweet and pretty to be mine. Platinum blonde hair cascaded over my tan shoulders. And the hills of my big breasts made it hard to see the rest of my body. I noticed how tight this body suit felt over my fleshy curves. I reached down to pull at it and came into contact with my own toned, silky smooth thigh.

“You’re Cassandra now! Here! Let me help you up.”

Shelly grabbed my hand and helped lift me out of the box. I’d barely noticed how incredibly strong she was. Wait…was Shelly a magical mannequin, too?

As I climbed out of the box, I noticed just how long my legs were now. I’d never worn platform heels like this before, but I found them surprisingly easy to walk in.

Shelly brought me over to a mirror so I could get a good look at my temporary body. Wow…I was gorgeous. I looked like a living doll with this lustrous hair, these bright blue eyes, and these painted lips. And my body was insane. These tits were magnificent. I couldn’t stop myself from slipping my hands underneath them so I could bounce them up and down. Miraculously, they were springy and perky and nearly weightless.

“Shelly you’re the best! But I still need to pay you!” I said.

She smiled at me sweetly. “Oh, Cassandra…I’m so happy you stopped in today. I’ll keep your old body safe until you need it again.”

I glanced at my old body, still lying in the glass box, and gasped. The old Cassie had turned into a plastic mannequin of sorts, with lifeless limbs and cold, empty eyes. The sight of her gave me the chills, so I quickly left the room without giving her a second look.

After I paid Shelly and she gave me instructions about returning the mannequin shell, she warned me, “You might start to feel a little strange as your brain adapts to your new body. Every doll really does have a different personality. Margot is sassy, and Katrina is naughty, and Cassandra is…well…you could say she’s a typical dumb blonde.”

I laughed. “That’ll be fun!”

It was easy for me to brush off her warning, since for the moment, I felt perfectly fine. I was my old self, but in a much hotter body. Shelly even offered me a hot pink dress to put on over my leotard, which was basically lingerie.

As I strutted down the street, I noticed that I was getting a little more attention than I was used to. Two cars nearly collided as their drivers both stared at me, completely distracted from the road. A couple guys hanging out near the corner shop whistled at me. I blushed. No one had ever whistled at me before in my life.

Once I was back in my tiny apartment, I flopped down on the sofa. My mind was swirling with thoughts and ideas that had never occurred to me before. I suddenly wanted to go get my nails done, and my hair, and get a tan. But even more than those typical feminine urges, an even stronger desire was beginning to fill me up.

I was horny. Really, really horny.

“Maybe I should call some cute guys,” I mused, pulling my phone out of my backpack. I tossed the bulky bag aside in disgust. It was so dirty and masculine. I needed a cute little designer purse. And a hot pink phone case, while I was at it.

For some reason, I started to giggle uncontrollably as I scrolled through my contacts. My mind had been racing, but now, my thoughts were pleasantly still and silent. My inner monologue, usually a constant hum, had all but vanished. I was vapid and empty-headed, with no concerns other than finding a guy to fuck.

“I know!” I cried out loud, as if I’d had some sort of brilliant epiphany. “I’ll call Ted!”

I’d never had the courage to call Ted before, let alone send him a text that didn’t have anything to do with work. Yet here I was, eager to get my coworker into my bed.

“Hello?” he said.

“It’s Cassandra!” I purred. “How are you, Ted?”

“Cassie? From work?”

I giggled. “Yes, it’s me. Listen, Ted — I was thinking we could order some food and watch a movie. How does that sound?”

Ted was silent for a moment. “Like…a date?”

“I guess you could say that.”

“Are you sure you’re Cassie from work?”

“Positive.”

Another long pause. “This doesn’t sound like the Cassie I know, but…sure, why not? I don’t have anything going on tonight.”

I squealed with excitement, gave him my address, and hung up. I didn’t have much time. Ted would be over soon. And I couldn’t wait for him to see my perfect new body.
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“Wh-Where’s Cassie?” my coworker stammered, peering over my shoulder into the apartment. “I assume you’re her roommate.”

“I know I look a little different,” I said, beckoning for Ted to come inside. “I had a makeover after work.”

Ted’s eyes widened as he got a better look at me, taking in the sight of my huge tits and long legs and teased blonde hair.

My cute coworker was baffled. “Can makeovers make you…taller?” he asked uncertainly.

“Don’t you like it?” I pouted.

“I…I like it,” he said.

The Chinese food I’d ordered was sitting on the coffee table. Ted settled down on the sofa and I started serving him.

“You don’t have to do that,” he insisted.

“I want to take care of you tonight,” I said, barely realizing that this phrase could have dual meanings.

For a few minutes, I was worried that “blonde bombshell” wasn’t Ted’s type. No matter how much I pouted and giggled and let the straps of my pink dress slip off my shoulders, I couldn’t get him to check me out. He wouldn’t even say anything. Hopefully he would warm up to the idea of me looking and acting like a blonde bimbo.

“You know, Ted,” I said, leaning towards him and letting my pink fingernails ruffle his hair, “I’ve been thinking about you a lot.”

He broke his silence. “This has to be a prank. You’re not Cassie! Cassie doesn’t have boobs like that. Or an ass like that. At least, she didn’t a few hours ago…”

“Fine!” I cried. I didn’t want to spoil my secret, but Ted was growing more and more skeptical by the minute. “I went and I rented a new body for the day. I wanted to look sexy for once. I was hoping you’d like it, Ted…”

“Rented a new body?” he asked. “How the hell does that work?”

“There were rows of mannequins, and I picked the one I liked the best. And now my brain is inside her body! Well…maybe not my brain, exactly. But trust me, Ted — I’m in here!”

I had finally piqued his interest.

“This is a mannequin?” he asked, poking my slender, tan arm. “It feels like a person to me.”

“Only because I’m inside her,” I explained, getting frustrated. My voice rose higher, which made me sound even more ditzy. Why did Ted have to ask so many questions? Why couldn’t he just rip my dress off and fuck me already?

He smirked slightly. “I’m going to need to see more of you to know if you’re lying.”

It didn’t take much to convince me to do a strip tease. I stood up, tearing the pink dress off my body and revealing the skimpy black body suit. I tugged at my long blonde hair to prove it wasn’t a wig.

“See?” I cried, putting my hands on my hips. “This is me!”

“Turn around,” he said, waving his finger in the air.

I slowly spun in a circle.

“How do I know that leotard isn’t stuffed to make your boobs and ass look bigger?”

“Ted!” I squealed.

He grinned. “Come on. Honestly is the best policy.”

I climbed onto his lap, straddling him, and pulled the black fabric down to show off my breasts. Ted couldn’t deny that these big tits weren’t real, now that they were mere inches away from his face.

“Do you believe me now?” I cooed.

“Yeah,” he breathed. His tone immediately shifted from skeptical to turned on. “So Cassie…why did you pick this mannequin?”

“Because she had the same name as me,” I explained. “And I guess I always wanted to know what it would feel like to be a hot blonde with big boobs. Doesn’t every girl fantasize about that?”

Ted was speechless. He looked like he wanted to touch my body, but he seemed afraid to make a move, as if I would disintegrate if he came into contact with me.

“And doesn’t every guy fantasize about that, too?” I murmured, leaning forward and boldly pressing my breasts against his face. Ted seemed to like that, so I did it again, this time shoving my nipple into his mouth. He began to suck on it eagerly, then bit it gently.

I was so turned on, I started moaning ecstatically. “Oh, Ted…that feels so good…”

I realized that I was rubbing my pussy against his crotch. The action was automatic. My new mannequin body had a mind of her own. If I had been my normal self in this same situation with Ted, I would have been far too shy to make a move. But Cassandra knew exactly what to do.

“Ted…” I murmured, running my fingers through his hair. “Can I tell you something?”

He gazed up at me, eyes filled with longing. “What is it, Cassie?”

“I’ve always had a crush on you. And I’ve been thinking about doing this with you for so long…”

“That’s hot,” he said, focusing his attention on my tits again. He flicked his tongue over my erect, sensitive nipple, making my body tremble.

“I turned myself into a dumb blonde for you!” I exclaimed. There wasn’t a hint of irony in my voice. I wasn’t lamenting the fact that I’d felt the need to get a whole new body just to impress a cute guy. Instead, I was simply stating the obvious. The old Cassie would have never been Ted’s type.

“And I’m glad you did,” he muttered, barely acknowledging everything I’d gone through to turn him on.

I stood up, shimmying out of the tight black body suit and turning around to wiggle my ass in Ted’s face. He couldn’t stop himself from grabbing my perfect butt and massaging it. He slapped my ass a few times.

I let out a breathy gasp of delight. “Stop it!” I giggled.

Ted grabbed my body and bent me over his lap, spanking me harder.

“Ted!” I squealed. I didn’t know he had all this aggression in him. Or maybe I’d brought out his more dominant tendencies with my passive sex doll persona.

I pulled away from him, my body splayed out on the couch. Ted grabbed me by the hips and began to eat my pussy from behind. The second his tongue touched my flesh, a shiver passed through my body, shaking me from head to toe. He explored every inch of my soft folds with his warm, wet tongue, his licks veering from side to side, then up and down the length of my hot pussy.

“Ted,” I groaned. “You’re too much…”

“Is this good?” he asked, briefly reverting to his old personality. “I want to make sure you like it, Cassie…”

I turned my blonde head around and batted my lashes. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” I teased.

In response, he slapped my ass again before burying his head between my thighs once more, this time focusing on my clitoris. His tongue swept over the bud of flesh again and again. At the same time, he probed my tight hole with his fingers, sliding them in and out of me quickly and rhythmically. I felt heat rising within me, and I knew I was reaching the point of no return.

“Mmm,” I moaned, my face pressed against the pillows. I leaned back slightly, wondering if my makeup would be all over my satin throw pillows. But then I remembered that this was just the way my face looked now. The mannequin was naturally gorgeous.

“You know,” Ted said, pulling back, “I’m going to make you wait.”

“Make me wait?” I breathed. “Why?”

“Because you haven’t sucked my dick yet.”

I wondered if Ted would have treated me this way if I wasn’t so naturally submissive. But he was the intelligent, dominant man and I was just a silly blonde with big tits. All I could do was follow his every command.

I sat up on the sofa and Ted stood, towering over me. I watched, fascinated, as he ripped off his clothes. I was seeing Ted naked for the first time. He looked even better than I could have ever imagined. And his dick was enormous.

Instinctively, I began to run my tongue up and down his shaft, swirling it from side to side. Ted’s hand nudged my head closer, urging me to go deeper. I felt my jaw nearly unhinge — I was a magical mannequin, after all — and I filled my mouth with his cock, deep throating him effortlessly.

“Shit!” Ted groaned, a grin filling his face. I gazed up into his eyes. “How’d you get so good at this, Cassie?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s easy for me!”

I popped his dick back into my mouth and began to suck him off again, using my agile tongue to enhance his pleasure. I didn’t even need to ask what Ted liked. I could please him without even trying.

“You know what I want to do next?” he asked.

“What?” I asked, my voice muffled by his throbbing member in my mouth.

“I want to fuck those big tits…”

“Mm…”

The idea was so dirty, so taboo, that I had to comply. Before I knew it, I was lying on my back, and Ted was on top of me, kissing me for the first time. It was hard to believe that we hadn’t even kissed on the lips before all of this happened. For a brief moment, the idea of romance appealed to me again. I liked Ted a lot; maybe he only saw me as a sexy body now, but would always harbor a crush on him.

But Ted didn’t want to make out for too long. He was still thinking with his erection, and he wanted to fuck my tits, as if we were in a porno. I was more than happy to let him do it.

He slid up towards my torso and guided his cock between my breasts. I pressed them together, making my cleavage tight for him. His cock was still slippery and wet from the blow job, so it slid in and out of my cleavage easily. As he thrust his big cock between my breasts, I reached down and played with my pussy again. I had been close to cumming before, but now, I knew there was no way to stop myself from exploding. I jiggled my clitoris a few moments longer and then opened my mouth wide to let out a high-pitched shriek of pleasure.

“You dirty slut…who told you that you could cum?” Ted asked, staring down at me. He shoved a couple fingers in my mouth, as if to silence me, and I immediately dimmed my yelps of delight to a low, muffled moan.

“Sorry,” I murmured.

Ted couldn’t stay mad at me for too long. There was a glint of mischief in his eyes. He stopped fucking my tits and climbed on top of me so that he could kiss me again. His tongue was in my mouth, his hands caressing my body, his cock sliding towards my pussy. The first thrust was slow and gentle. But I knew that Ted wasn’t going to make love to me tenderly.

He was testing the waters.

“You want more?” he murmured. “You’re soaking wet…”

“I know I’m wet!” I giggled. “And yes…I want you to fuck me hard, Ted.”

He plunged his cock deep inside me, so deep, in fact, that I felt like he was going to break me in two. The thrusts were steady and rhythmic and powerful after that. He was breathing heavily from exertion, every so often kissing my lips or my neck. I had brought out the animal in this man. He wasn’t the sweet, cute guy I occasionally talked to at the office and secretly pined for. Ted had proven himself to be an alpha male.

“I want to change positions,” he whispered. “I want to see more of your perfect body, Cassie.”

“Let me ride your cock…”

He rolled us over so that I was on top of him. I repositioned myself and then, slowly, slid my hot pussy onto his thick member. Inch by inch, I engulfed his hard rod. I could tell that Ted was enjoying the view. His eyes darted from my jiggling tits to my tight tummy to my pink slit. The way he looked at me made me feel like a goddess.

“Faster,” he groaned.

I bounced up and down on his shaft, going as deep as I could. Every so often, I squeezed my pussy muscles tightly to hug his erection and give him even more pleasure. He definitely noticed, raising his eyebrows the first time I did this.

“This better not be a dream,” he muttered.

“Trust me…it’s not,” I giggled.

I kept fucking him, and at a certain point I realized that my new body could do this indefinitely. I would never get tired, or sore. I was literally built for sex.

I was a fucking sex doll now, a pornographic fantasy come to life.

It was then that I knew that I never wanted to go back to my old body. How could I ever be a plain-looking tomboy again after experiencing life as a voluptuous sex kitten?

“So close,” he moaned, gripping my ample hips in his hands. “Cassie…don’t stop…”

I lowered myself onto his cock one last time and he tightened his grip on my hips, forcing me to stay still as he shot a load of cum inside my tight, wet hole. As soon as he was finished, he lay back on the floor, breathing heavily.

I stood up slowly, cum slowly dripping from my pussy, and grabbed my pink dress. I put it back on, giggling when I saw that my hard nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric.

“That was fun, Ted,” I said.

“Yeah,” he murmured, standing up and searching for his clothes.

Ted tried to give me a kiss, but I was already distracted. The man who had entranced me moments before was suddenly boring to me.

“You want to come over to my place tomorrow?” he asked eagerly as he zipped up his pants.

“Maybe,” I said, blinking a few times. “I’ll give you a call if I’m free.”

Ted seemed perplexed as he left my apartment. I literally threw myself at him tonight. Why wasn’t I showering him with affection now?

The truth was, my new mannequin mind wasn’t capable of forming close bonds. I was driven by insatiable lust, and once my desire was fulfilled, I was ready to move on to a new target. It was funny to think that I’d spent months obsessing over Ted, and now that I’d had him, I was already considering my other options.

There were at least a few other guys at work who had to be as well-endowed as Ted. Or maybe I should get to know my next-door neighbor, who happened to be single.

I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, blowing myself a kiss and smoothing my shiny blonde locks. Tomorrow, I would go to work to pick up my next target. And then I would return to Shelly’s shop and ask her how much it would cost me to stay like this indefinitely.

I knew it would be a fortune, but I didn’t care. I wanted to be hot and blonde forever.

The old Cassie was nothing but a distant memory. I was a living love doll now.


Magic Touch




If Jason had to use a single word to describe his boss, it would be bitch. Ever since Melanie took over the office, Jason’s life had become miserable.

“Come on, guys!” she yelled, snapping her fingers at the staff. “I’m seeing way too much chatting and not enough cold calling. This is work, remember?”

Jason glanced at his coworker Ray, who was at the next desk, and muttered, “Does that woman have any redeemable qualities?”

Ray shrugged, then whispered under his breath, “She’s kind of hot.”

“Hot?” Jason asked in disbelief. “No way.”

Deep down, though, he had to agree with Ray. If Melanie wasn’t so cold and domineering, she would be pretty attractive. The tall brunette was always dressed nicely, and anyone could tell that she had a slim, fit figure under her office attire.

“Hey, Jason,” Melanie said suddenly, startling him as she approached his desk. “What’s going on? How many sales did you make today?”

“None…yet…” Jason said. There was something about Melanie’s over-bearing presence that made him feel small and weak. He used to be a skinny nerd, and his boss had a way of bringing him back to the bad old days when he got bullied and taunted on a daily basis.

She gazed at him scornfully. “Well, you’d better change that. I’m headed home for the day, but I plan to hear some good news when I get here tomorrow.”

As soon as she was gone, everyone in the office heaved a sigh of relief. Jason missed his old boss. He used to love this job. Selling supplements and vitamins was something he believed in, mainly because Jason had used supplements (along with an intense workout regimen) to transform himself from a scrawny geek into a buff dude. If Melanie fired him, he didn’t know what he would do next.

The sound of his coworker’s voice broke Jason’s train of thought.

“Hey, so you know that weird pill that didn’t get FDA approval?” Ray asked. “The one that’s supposed to make you super alpha? And make all the ladies love you?”

“Oh, I remember that pill,” Jason groaned. “I think I sold $1,000 worth of the product before finding out we were never going to have it in stock.”

“Guess what? I got a bottle of it. We received a sample of the product a while ago, so I put it aside. Not even Melanie knew about it.” Ray reached into his pocket and pulled out a small plastic bottle with no label or markings. “Wanna try one?”

“Um, no thanks,” Jason said with a chuckle. “If a drug’s not approved by the government, I don’t mess with it. That’s my rule.”

“What if I gave you $100, man?” Ray said, jingling the bottle of pills. “Just one pill…”

“Why don’t you just try it yourself?”

“Um, me? I think I’m manly enough already,” Ray replied, a smug grin on his face.

“I’m gonna need the cash up front,” Jason said.

“All right, all right…let me get to the ATM down the street.”

The two guys had played this game before with pills that promised absurd results, but the stakes were never this high. At the end of the day, Ray gave Jason a hundred dollars and Jason popped the pill in front of his coworker.

“Let’s hope you didn’t just kill me,” Jason said. He was only half-joking.

“Kill you? Ha! I’d never do that!”

As he got into his car, Jason wondered what he would feel — if anything — after taking that mysterious supplement. He doubted that it could change his luck with the ladies…not that he needed any help. In fact, he had a date tonight with a cutie from the gym. That would be the perfect way to test his enhanced masculinity.
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“I don’t know if I mentioned this earlier,” Jason said, putting his arm around Beth on the couch, “but you look stunning tonight.”

“Thanks, Jason,” Beth said, smiling at him sweetly. She folded her arms over her chest demurely.

Now that they were out of the gym, Jason was getting a chance to see what this girl was really like. She was pretty and petite, but now that she wasn’t dressed in tight yoga pants and a sports bra, he saw that she was a little more buttoned-up in real life. Beth wasn’t the type of woman who liked to show a lot of skin.

Obviously, that magic pill wasn’t helping Jason’s game at all. Beth hadn’t even touched Jason tonight. He wondered if he was already in the friend zone. The cute blonde just wasn’t acting that interested in him.

“So, uh…what do you want to watch?” he asked.

Beth shrugged. “I don’t know. What’s on?”

Jason switched on an action movie. Beth rolled her eyes.

“No way! I’m not watching this!”

“Then what do you want to watch?”

“Just give me the remote so I can put on something that’s not terrible.”

Her tone of voice startled him. Suddenly, he understood exactly who Beth was: a spoiled princess who always got her way.

“By the way,” she added, “I could use some water.”

“Help yourself,” Jason muttered. This date had gone off the rails quickly. He didn’t understand why Beth had even accepted his invitation to come over if she was going to act so ungrateful.

“A gentleman always offers,” she said, glaring at him.

Normally, Jason would have offered to get her water, but Beth was annoying him. He grabbed the remote and changed the channel, putting on another action movie, when Beth unexpectedly snatched the device out of his hand. As their fingers touched, he felt a sharp jolt of static electricity.

“Ow!” Beth squealed, leaping away from him. “Jason, stop it!”

“What? I didn’t do anything!” he protested.

“You just electrocuted me,” Beth muttered. She slid to the other side of the couch.

Jason would have loved to kick this chick out of his apartment, but he didn’t want to be an asshole. “Let me get your water.”

He went into the kitchen and took a few breaths to calm himself. That odd electric shock hadn’t affected him, although he definitely sensed that he had transmitted some energy — or something — into Beth’s body.

“Here you go,” he said, placing the glass of water on the coffee table.

Beth was reclining on the sofa. She blinked a few times, staring at the glass, and then her eyes popped open. “Thank you, Jason!” she cried brightly. It was a remarkable tonal shift. She suddenly sounded quite happy to see him.

“No problem,” he said slowly, sitting down again.

As soon as he was on the couch, Beth was snuggling against him. He turned his head and she was batting her eyes at him.

“We can watch any movie you want,” she said.

“You feeling okay?” he asked uncertainly.

“I’m feeling good,” Beth said, half-moaning the last word.

Huh. Either Beth was the best actress in the world, or somehow, Jason’s touch had changed her. He wondered if this had something to do with that experimental pill he took — although he had no idea what the connection could be.

The only way to test this theory would be to touch her hand again. Jason grabbed her hand and held it for a moment. Beth let out a little gasp as visible sparks appeared between their fingertips.

“Jason! Stop it!” she giggled. “That tickles!”

He let go and watched as her facial expression melted into total bliss.

Beth opened her mouth slightly, swiping her tongue slowly over her lip. “You’re so sexy, Jason,” she said, her voice low and sultry.

“What have I done?” Jason asked aloud. Somehow, his touch had made Beth incredibly horny. But that was only the beginning of her remarkable transformation.

Beth leaned back on the sofa again, closing her eyes and stretching her arms out, as if she was waking up from a long nap. As if by magic, the buttons of her gray cardigan began to pop. Jason squinted in the dim light. Her boobs were growing. He couldn’t believe it. How was this physically possible?

As her chest swelled, her face actually became prettier. Beth’s lashes were longer, her lips more plump. The buttons of her cardigan started flying off, and suddenly, her skimpy camisole was exposed. Jason caught a glimpse of the upper edges of her big breasts.

“Holy…fuck…” he breathed.

“You really turn me on, Jason,” Beth moaned. “Ugh…why do my clothes feel so tight all of a sudden?”

Beth, once a stick figure, had an hourglass shape now. Her chest had ballooned to unnatural proportions as her waist constricted. She lazily unzipped her jeans and yanked them off her legs, which were definitely longer and more shapely now.

She pulled her long blonde hair out of its ponytail and let it cascade in loose waves over her shoulders.

“Jason,” she murmured, “what are you staring at?”

“Y-You,” he stammered. “I’m staring at you, Beth.”

“Why?” she asked, blinking slowly and biting her lower lip. “Don’t I look hot?”

Beth shrugged off the cardigan. She was wearing nothing but that low-cut camisole, which barely covered her massive tits, and a pair of black panties.

“You just transformed into…into…” Jason didn’t even know what to call Beth in her current state. She looked like a porn star and she was talking like a dumb, horny bimbo.

It became clear that the magical pill Jason had taken wasn’t going to make him look or act any different. Instead, it had given him a new superpower: any woman whose hand he touched would turn into a sex-crazed, busty babe who couldn’t keep her hands off him.

“You talk too much,” Beth said, lunging towards him and pressing her full lips against his earlobe. “I need less talk and more action from you.”

Her big breasts pressed against his body, her fingers roaming over his back. Jason felt his erection grow. As confused as he was, he had to admit that this woman was hot as hell. And she was all over him, making him feel incredibly desirable.

“Oh, yeah? You want more action?”

He turned and picked her up, lifting Beth off the couch and throwing her down. He pinned her to the sofa and began to kiss her neck, moving up to her lips. Jason went slowly, unsure if the old Beth would return and push him off of her. But she clearly wanted him just as badly as he wanted her. He felt the tip of her tongue stroking his and their kiss deepened. Jason let his hands roam over the hills of her breasts. In response, Beth let out a moan of excitement.

“Keep doing that…my tits are very sensitive,” she admitted.

“Oh, really?” He let his fingertips glide under the thin camisole, lifting the fabric up to expose her mountainous breasts. It gave Jason a little thrill of pleasure to see that she wasn’t wearing a bra — then again, before her rapid breast growth, she hadn’t even needed a bra.

Jason helped Beth take off the camisole the rest of the way, revealing her perky, round breasts in all of their glory. His mouth was drawn to her delicate nipple, and he began to suck on it as Beth started whimpering with pleasure. “Yes…oh, God, yes,” she breathed.

He swiped his tongue over her breasts, kneading the flesh between his fingers. Jason had never seen such a perfect pair of tits before. He’d also never been with a woman who was so receptive to his touch. In the back of his mind, he was already coming up with a million questions about that mysterious supplement he took. How long would the effects last? Would he have to take another one tomorrow to keep this going?

On the one hand, if he could turn any woman into a sex goddess, Jason would be the most powerful man on the planet. On the other hand, his new “bimbo touch” could get him into tons of trouble. He often had to shake hands with corporate clients and customers, some of whom were women. He couldn’t imagine the havoc he would wreak if every chick he touched turned into a big-breasted sex machine.

“I want to sit on your face,” Beth moaned, shattering his worried thoughts. Once again, Jason was rock hard. The woman knew what she wanted, and he had to deliver.

He stood up, taking off his shirt.

“Show me your cock,” Beth said, licking her lips and sitting up, her tits bouncing rhythmically.

“You are definitely not the same girl I met at the gym,” Jason murmured as he undressed the rest of the way.

“What a nice, big dick!” Beth purred as she pressed against him, reaching down to grab his cock in her small hand. She jerked him off for a minute before pushing him down onto the couch and straddling his bare chest. “You make me so horny, Jason…I’m so glad I met you…”

“I’m glad I met you too, Beth,” Jason sputtered before Beth sat right on his face. He grabbed her body and began to hungrily flick his tongue over her tight, wet pussy. If someone had told him earlier that this prim and proper blonde would soon be grinding her pussy against his open mouth, he never would have believed them.

It wasn’t long before she was bucking and moaning on top of him, rocking back and forth, her entire body trembling beneath his fingertips.

“I’m gonna cum!” she squealed.

He couldn’t believe she was already approaching orgasm. It was as if her body was made for sex now, and that her only goal in life was to climax.

Jason’s tongue moved faster and faster over her slippery folds of flesh. A few trembling sighs later, Beth exploded, gushing wetness all over his mouth as she screamed ecstatically.

He closed his eyes, feeling the pressure of his erection, wondering what he’d gotten himself into. He heard Beth move to the other side of the sofa. Suddenly, warmth and wetness engulfed his dick. He glanced down and saw that Beth was eagerly sucking his cock, gripping the base of the shaft as she worked the upper half with her mouth.

She gazed into his eyes and moaned softly against his hard member. “Beth, you really don’t have to do that,” he groaned.

She ignored him, going even deeper. Wow…he’d never had his dick sucked like this before. Beth knew every trick in the damn book. He wished she would slow down, only so he could delay the inevitable. If Beth kept on going on like this, Jason would be cumming any minute now…

“Babe,” he murmured, “can I fuck you?”

“Of course,” Beth said, swiping her tongue down the length of his cock one last time before standing up.

“Good,” Jason said, sitting up slowly. “Because I want to feel just how tight that pussy is…”

Before he could get another word out, Beth was already on his lap. She pushed him back into the couch cushions. Jesus, this chick was aggressive. Not that her forwardness bothered Jason too much. There was something incredibly sexy about a busty blonde who couldn’t keep herself from crawling all over him.

“It’s very tight,” she replied, giggling. “I hope I can handle your cock…”

She slowly lowered her tight slit onto his throbbing member, inching her way down over his shaft until he had been completely engulfed by her sopping wet hole.

Jason was at eye level with her big tits, and he was mesmerized by the way those massive mountains of flesh moved, bouncing and jiggling uncontrollably. He’d never been with a chick who had boobs as big as Beth’s. He secretly imagined what the world would be like if he could turn every woman he knew into a bimbo like her. Fuck…that would be hot…

But he needed to focus on the present moment. Beth was riding his dick like a pro, and she wasn’t going to stop until he came. Jason rested his hands on her hips, keeping her steady as she fucked him.

“I think…I’m gonna cum again,” she whimpered, bouncing up and down on his hard member a few more times before her whole body shuddered with ecstasy.

The sight was too much for Jason to bear. Before he knew it, the intoxicating sensation of Beth’s tight pussy and the feeling of her warm flesh beneath his fingertips had driven him to the edge. He closed his eyes, letting out a deep groan of pleasure as Beth milked every last drop of cum out of him.

His heart pounding, he leaned back on the sofa, wondering if he would awaken and discover that this had all been a naughty dream.

“Well?” Beth murmured, hopping off his lap and stroking his hair.

“I guess we should do this again sometime,” Jason said. “That was incredible, Beth.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” she cooed, pressing her lips against his.

Jason’s mind was buzzing. As Beth hurried off to clean herself up, he was trying to think of the best way to tell Ray what had happened. But first, he would need to get another one of those pills, in case the effects today’s wore off.
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“Really? You want another one?” Ray asked. “Yesterday, you were telling me you thought it might kill you.”

Jason shrugged. “I’ll give you the hundred dollars back if you give me the rest of the bottle.”

Ray readily agreed to that deal, and Jason took another pill before pocketing the bottle.

“So what’s going on? You don’t look any different, or sound any different. But you’re not the same,” Ray said, scrutinizing him. “Did you get laid last night?”

“Bingo.”

“Ha! So what was it about you that made you completely irresistible?”

Jason lowered his voice. “Dude, it’s like I have this weird superpower now. Any woman I touch turns into…”

Just then, Melanie appeared. Her dark hair was pulled back in an austere bun and she was wearing a black blouse and a matching pencil skirt. “Guys, come on!” she snapped. “Time is money. I’m tired of you two talking during peak sales hours.”

And just like that, she was gone again. Jason hated her more than ever.

“Turns into what?” Ray whispered.

“A hot chick with big boobs and a high sex drive.”

Ray burst out laughing. “Are you joking?”

“I wish I was…”

“Come on, man. You need to back up those claims.”

Jason glanced around the office. “All right. I’ll go transform Melanie.”

Ray definitely wasn’t taking Jason’s claims seriously. But Jason wasn’t worried. He had the power to turn Melanie into a woman who was far more pleasant to be around; he couldn’t wait to show everyone just how powerful he had become.

“Good luck!” Ray called out, picking up his phone and getting back to work.

Jason knocked on the door of Melanie’s office until she invited him in.

“Jason, I’m kind of busy,” she muttered, glancing up from her computer with a sour expression on her face.

He realized that he had no idea what excuse he had to initiate physical contact with his boss. He had to think fast.

“I just wanted to…uh…tell you how nice your nails look.”

Melanie blinked. “My nails?”

He cautiously approached her desk. “Yeah. They look so…healthy. Have you been taking any of our vitamins?”

Melanie was so confused, she didn’t protested when Jason grabbed her hand to examine it. He felt that familiar spark of electricity, and Melanie must have, too, although she did everything in her power not to react. Then she angrily shook his fingers off her wrist.

“Flirting with the boss is unprofessional,” she said coldly. “Just tell me what you want and maybe we can discuss it later.”

Jason knew that he was the one with all the bargaining power now. “I want you, Melanie.”

“Excuse me?”

She rose to her feet, her hands on her hips, and glared at him. For a brief moment, Jason worried that Melanie was too cold and cruel to transform into an obedient bimbo. But within seconds, her glaring eyes were sparkling brightly.

“You want…me?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

“Underneath it all, I think you’re a lot nicer than you let on,” he said, emboldened by her suddenly sweet tone of voice. “Will you excuse me for a second?”

“Wait! Where are you going?” she cried. “Jason, don’t go!”

“I’ll be back in a minute.”

Jason flung open the door and rushed over to Ray’s desk. He silently gestured for Ray to join him in Melanie’s office. As soon as they stepped inside, it became apparent that Melanie’s transformation from bitchy boss into buxom babe was in full swing.

“What. The. Fuck?” Ray breathed.

“Meet your new boss,” Jason said with a smirk.

Melanie was sitting on her desk, two swelling watermelons growing rapidly under her dark blouse. She was fumbling to undo the buttons before they popped.

“Ray! What are you doing here?” she groaned. “God…you two look so sexy today…”

Ray grabbed Jason by the collar. “What the hell? You know we could lose our jobs for this!”

“Nah…I don’t think we have to worry about that,” Jason said. “As long as we keep Melanie happy, we can pretty much run the office ourselves now.”

Melanie was pulling off her blouse, revealing her massive breasts, which were barely contained by a sheer white bra. She shook her long, dark hair down and wet her lips with her tongue.

“What are you two waiting for? I’m so wet,” she groaned helplessly.

“You were right, Ray,” Jason chuckled. “She is sexy.”

“Well, now she is!” Ray cried. “Shit…I don’t know if I’ve ever seen tits that big before…”

He was right. Melanie’s breasts were enormous, maybe even twice as big as Beth’s. As Melanie stripped out of her skirt, he saw her delicate bra start to rip at the seams under the relentless pressure of her massive tits.

It was as if all of Melanie’s long-hidden femininity was bubbling to the surface. She had turned herself into such a domineering, cold person, it only seemed fitting that she would transform into such a busty, sexual creature.

She leaned forward slightly and the bra gave way, bursting off her chest. Her enormous breasts bounced out, round and perfect, with hard nipples ready to be sucked.

“I want both of you,” she said, her eyes smoldering with desire.

Ray and Jason didn’t waste any time. They rushed over to her desk and each of them grabbed a breast, sucking on her perfect pink nipples. In response, Melanie moaned loudly. Anyone in the office could have heard her, which made this whole situation even hotter.

Even though Melanie had been reduced to a sex object, Jason realized that he and Ray were completely helpless in her presence. The sight of her tits and her long legs, the sound of her moans and gasps of pleasure, made all the blood rush from Jason’s brain into his dick. He couldn’t think straight with Melanie’s big breast in his mouth, her hand pressing his head firmly against her chest.

“What are you two going to do to me next?” she asked excitedly, leaving the ball in their court.

Ray and Jason exchanged a nervous glance.

“Are we seriously going to fuck our boss?” Ray whispered.

“If you’re too scared, you can leave and I’ll take care of her,” Jason said confidently.

Ray, not to be outdone, decided to take action. He stood up, and Jason followed his lead. Melanie lay back on her desk, kicking her heels off. Jason and Ray simultaneously stripped off their clothes. Ray climbed on top of her and began to kiss her, then straddling her body so that he could fuck her tits.

Melanie squealed with pleasure as her employee began shoving her cock in between her tits, sliding it in and out of her cleavage. Jason stroked his own member while watching this naughty scene play out. Then, sidling over to Melanie, he began to fuck her face. Her lips felt so good wrapped around his cock…

“Can we move this down to the floor?” Ray asked.

The two men helped guide Melanie down off the desk. She was trembling and sweating, but there was a big, blissful smile on her face.

Jason sat down, pulling Melanie onto his lap. Ray stood in front of them, his hard cock inching towards Melanie’s open mouth.

“Can you fuck me while you’re sucking him off?” Jason whispered into Melanie’s ears.

“Yes,” she murmured. “Whatever you want, Jason. I’ll do anything you tell me to.”

And the new Melanie knew exactly what to do. She began to grind against Jason’s hard dick, getting herself nice and wet before sitting on his member. Her pussy slid over his hard shaft until he was completely buried inside her. At the same time, she expertly sucked Ray’s dick, gazing into his eyes intensely. The way she was looking at him made him blind to the fact that she was fucking another man at the same time. Jason, too, was captivated by Melanie to the point that he forgot he was sharing her with his coworker. Their boss may have turned into a bimbo, but they were both spellbound by her sexy curves.

With one dick in her mouth and another in her pussy, Melanie was happier than ever. Jason could only imagine how relieved she must have felt to get the stick out of her ass and enjoy life for once.

He heard Ray groan and knew that he was cumming. Melanie gulped down every drop, and then turned around to focus all her attention on Jason, the man who had transformed her.

She pushed him down onto the floor and ran her hands over his body. “Jason, we need to talk about your job,” she said, grabbing his cock in one hand.

“S-Sure,” he stuttered. Uh-oh. What was Melanie about to tell him?

“I think you’d be a great office manager,” she mused, her hand working his shaft rhythmically. “Don’t you agree?”

“Sure…but then what would you do?” Jason said, trying to maintain his composure.

“I would be your assistant. Anything you need, I would help you with.” Here, she winked broadly.

“Fuck, Jason…you’re the boss now!” Ray cried. “Damn. I should have kept those pills for myself.”

“Maybe I’ll give you a few,” Jason said. “But I think Melanie and I need a little time alone.”

“Oh. Right.” Ray hurriedly put his clothes on and ran out of the office. He was definitely going to be a mess for the rest of the day, unable to concentrate on anything.

“What do you think?” Melanie said, slowly lowering her wet pussy onto Jason’s cock.

“I like the sound of that,” he said in a low voice.

Everything was falling into place. Not only did Jason have the power to turn any woman into a lustful bimbo, but now, he’d scored a fantastic promotion, too. Could life get any better?

Melanie rode his dick, pausing only when her quivering body reached orgasm. The sight of her curvy, sweaty body on top of him drove Jason wild. He couldn’t believe this was really happening.

Jason braced himself for the inevitable eruption. As Melanie’s pussy wrapped around his cock one last time, he reached a shuddering, intense orgasm. His former boss — now assistant — let him shoot his big load of cum inside her, filling her with his sticky seed.

“That was so good,” she purred, climbing off his cock. He saw his cum dripping out of her tight pink pussy.

“Uh-huh,” Jason breathed. His mind was buzzing with possibilities. First Beth, now Melanie. Who would he transform next?

Even though he should have been content with a sexy bimbo girlfriend and a slutty assistant — not to mention his promotion — he couldn’t help but fantasize about turning other women into slutty, submissive sexpots.

Jason could clearly picture a world in which every young woman he encountered was a jiggly, bubbly bimbo, eager to let him have his way with her. And even though it might not be possible, he wondered if he could get his hands on a bigger supply of those special pills. He and Ray could sell them to the masses for profit and, as a result, transform thousands of women into perfect babes.

He was so wrapped up in his thoughts, he barely noticed that Melanie, still naked, was quietly massaging his feet.

“Damn,” he breathed. It felt pretty good to be the boss.


The Bimbo Generator




“Welcome to Simple Generation Labs. I think you’re going to like working here, Katie.”

I shook my new supervisor’s hand, grinning wildly. “Thank you, Mr. Prescott! I’m so excited to get started.”

“Mr. Prescott? I’m not that old!” he snickered. “Call me Elijah.”

“Yes, sir — I mean, yes, Elijah!” I could feel my cheeks turning beet red. My boss, a young and successful bio-tech CEO, was incredibly intimidating to me. Elijah Prescott was widely considered to be a genius in DNA research and advanced cloning techniques. I still couldn’t believe that I had been hired to work at his company fresh out of college.

“Everyone, meet Katie!” Elijah called out to the scientists in the lab. The men and women lifted their heads from their microscopes and beakers and nodded in a brief acknowledgment of my presence.

“Hi, everyone!” I said, my voice trembling slightly. I was so nervous to be here. These people were all at the top of their field, and I was a total newbie.

My dream was to work my way up from humble lab assistant to full-time scientist at Simple Generation Labs. I was dying to be a part of all the amazing discoveries that researchers were making here. Unfortunately, I had to start at the bottom of the ladder. Cleaning test tubes and taking notes for my superiors wasn’t exactly my dream job, but it was a start. I wanted to be close to the action.

It didn’t hurt being close to Elijah, too. He was an attractive man with endless charisma. Hopefully, he would let me assist him personally with some bigger projects.

“Elijah?” a wispy voice called out from the other side of the room.

The scientists lifted their heads again. As a buxom blonde woman strutted into the room in her silver stilettos, the vibe of the lab shifted rapidly. All the guys stared at her, smiling slightly. All the women glared through their thick goggles.

“Babe, you’re early!” Elijah said, eyebrows raised in surprise.

“I missed you too much!” the woman said, rushing towards him. She gave him a kiss on the lips and then burst into a ditzy giggly. “And I thought you said we were going to have lunch at twelve!”

Tall, gorgeous, and dressed in the tightest clothes I’d ever seen, the woman was a vision. Her boobs poured out of the skimpy tank top, and her designer jeans hugged her curves perfectly. There was so much makeup on her face, it looked like she was on her way to a professional photo shoot. She wrapped her arm around Elijah and kissed him again.

Even the prettiest woman in the room looked plain in comparison to this goddess. With my mousy brown hair, thick-framed glasses, and average body, I was completely invisible next to her.

My new boss must have read my mind as I thought, Who’s that?!

“Oh, and this is my girlfriend, Sadie,” Elijah explained to me. “She’s a model, and my muse. You’ll be seeing her around here pretty often!”

“It’s almost like she works here,” one of the female scientists muttered from nearby.

“And that,” Elijah said, pointing towards the woman who had grumbled about his girlfriend, “is Vera. She’s going to show you how to run the generator machine.”

“Can we go?” Sadie moaned, tugging at Elijah’s shirt. “I’m getting bored!”

As Vera led me to another part of the lab, Sadie and Elijah disappeared. The way that the sexy blonde was pawing at him, I wouldn’t have been surprised if she fucked Elijah in the car before they even got to the restaurant.

“Nice to meet you, Katie,” Vera said. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to having the bimbo around. The best thing about her is that she keeps Elijah out of our hair — we have a lot of independence around here!”

“Bimbo? She seemed…nice,” I said politely.

Vera cackled. “Nice? Yeah, right. She’s a dumb gold digger who’s just after his money. If Elijah ever goes bankrupt, he won’t be able to date women like her — and he knows it!”

I instantly took a liking to Vera. She was a striking woman, maybe about thirty or so, with honey blonde hair and hazel eyes. I could tell that she would be an ally of mine here.

“Now…let me show you the generator,” she said, rubbing her hands together. “You ready?”

“Yes!” I cried.

As we entered the small, sterile room with the big metal machine, I forgot all about Sadie and began to think about how awesome my new job was. I couldn’t wait to learn all the secrets of the lab.
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After a couple weeks of training, Vera told me that I was finally ready to operate the generator on my own. In the meantime, I’d signed waivers promising that I wouldn’t tell a soul about any of the lab’s activities. It wasn’t just because of competitors who might steal Elijah’s brilliant ideas — some of the lab’s work was morally ambiguous, to put it mildly.

The generator was a perfect example of this. It used an instantaneous DNA transfer technique which turned disparate cells into identical ones. Essentially, a cell or small organism could be used as a “model” for another cell or organism. After running them through the generator, they would be nearly identical.

This process had infinite scientific applications. Entire species could be brought back from the brink of extinction. Rare cells that were used in medicines could be mass produced cheaply and quickly. I could see why everyone in the lab was so excited about the generator and why I had to keep it a secret.

But as I ran my first generation experiment, I started to wonder if it could be used for humans, too.

I slid the two tiny plastic boxes, one with a green frog and one with a yellow frog, into separate chambers. I pressed a few buttons and pulled the big red lever. Within moments, the transformation was complete. There were two green frogs now, happy and healthy and nearly identical in physical appearance.

I emerged from the room with the frogs, eager to show Elijah that I’d completed my first successful generation. But, as usual, Sadie had his full attention. She was sitting on his lap in his office, playing with his hair and toying with her low-cut top, letting even more of her cleavage spill out.

The door was open, so I stepped into the room. “Elijah, I wanted to show you something. The frog cloning was a total success!”

He glanced up briefly before turning back to his sexy girlfriend. “That’s nice, Katie. Keep up the good work.”

I forced a smile, then turned away and immediately grimaced. How could I ever move up the ranks here if my boss was too busy playing with sexy Sadie to notice all my hard work?

I began to concoct a scheme to knock that blonde supermodel down a few pegs. I wondered how she’d feel if she had to spend a day looking as plain and nerdy as I did. Of course, all generation experiments were reversible — after she’d suffered enough, I could turn her back into her beautiful, glamorous self.

It was an awfully cruel idea, but the more I thought about, the more excited I got. I knew that Elijah would never allow us to put a human in the generator, so I decided I would have to test this out on a day he wasn’t here.

I slowly began to hatch my plan, keeping it a secret from everyone — even Vera, my closest confidante, knew nothing about it.

Deep down, I knew this was a terrible idea. But my jealousy had gotten the best of me. I wanted that busty blonde to see how it felt to be a “normal” woman.
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“Ugh…where is he?” Sadie said, pouting. “He said he’d be here by now!”

She was dressed to kill today, in a tight gold dress, her platinum blonde hair falling in soft waves down her back. Elijah must have promised to take her somewhere very expensive today.

Vera turned to me, rolling her eyes. “Katie, can you keep her busy? Elijah’s running late for their lunch date.”

“Okay!” I said brightly. “Sadie, let me show you something!”

Sadie, a woman who barely acknowledged my presence, was forced to look me in the eye. “Show me what?”

“Come on. It’s really cool.”

She reluctantly followed me into the room with the generator.

“It smells in here,” she said, wrinkling her nose.

“This is the generator,” I said. “It does instant DNA transfer…kind of like cloning. On a molecular level, the process is…”

Sadie stared at me blankly. I decided there was no point trying to explain this to her.

“Step inside and I’ll show you how it works.”

Fortunately, she was dumb enough to go along with what I told her to do. Once she was inside the generator, I pressed a few buttons and pulled the lever before hopping into the next large chamber. I shut the door behind me.

“Get ready!” I cried.

“It’s dark in here,” she whimpered. “You sure we’re allowed to be in here?”

“Trust me. I run this thing every day,” I said, stifling a laugh. Boy, was Sadie in for a big surprise!

My laughter faded as I heard the sound of Sadie’s body being scanned. Wait…if she was going to receive some of my DNA, then shouldn’t I be getting scanned first? I gasped as I realized that I’d reversed the process.

Sadie wasn’t going to turn into a brunette nerd. I was going to turn into a blonde bimbo!

I reached for the door, but it was too late. I couldn’t open it until the process was complete. A white flash of light filled the chamber and I closed my eyes, my entire body tingling as its molecular structure shifted.

“Fuck…” I muttered under my breath. There was no going back now.

I could feel my body getting stretched and pulled, the tissues being rearranged at a molecular level. Something that had never occurred to me was what would happen if people went into this machine wearing clothes. As I reached down and felt the thin dress clinging to my body instead of my sturdy lab coat, I discovered that this machine would duplicate synthetic materials, too.

In the darkness, I ran my hands up and down my body, feeling the curves of my breasts and ass swell as my waist was tightly constricted. I took a step in the tiny chamber and nearly slipped in my new high heels. I opened my mouth to scream and the sound that emerged terrified me. I sounded like the ditzy heroine from a trashy horror movie, the dumb blonde who stood there screaming instead of running away from the monster.

“Oh, God,” I groaned, biting my lip. “I fucked up big time. Elijah’s gonna fire me!”

But just as those worries filled my mind, they popped like a balloon. Then my brain was empty. Well…almost empty. The thought of Elijah made me excited, not scared. He was so hot.

Suddenly, I couldn’t wait to see what I looked like. Although I couldn’t put the realization into words, I understood that I had the same ditzy mind as Sadie now, meaning I cared about all the frivolous things she did: shopping and fashion and getting my nails done and fucking rich men like Elijah.

The machine’s whirring faded into silence and I slowly opened the door of my chamber. Next to me, Sadie did the same thing. We stepped out at the same time, two identical, statuesque blondes with big tits, dressed in matching gold ensembles.

She gasped. “Katie?! Why do you look just like me?”

I giggled. “So you do know my name! I’m so happy!”

The results of my experiment were the opposite of what I’d intended, but somehow, the outcome was even better. I had never once considered that I could make myself as sexy as Sadie.

“You stole my body!” Sadie said, putting her hands on her hips. “What are you trying to do…steal my boyfriend?”

I shrugged. “Maybe. Or maybe I just wanted to have some fun. It’s boring being flat-chested and smart. Now I get to see what life is like as a hot model…”

“You have to undo it!” Sadie said. “There can only be one of me!”

I’d never seen her this animated before.

“In a little bit,” I said, although the more I thought about it, I wasn’t sure if I remembered the reversal code.

This had started as a secret plan, but I quickly decided that everyone in the lab should see me now. I wanted the attention.

I strutted out of the generation room and joined my coworkers in the main lab. Sadie trailed behind me, desperate to reverse the spell.

“What the fuck?!” one of the men said, dropping his test tube in shock. It smashed on the floor, but no one bent down to clean up the mess.

Vera rushed over to us. “Katie?! What the hell did you do?”

I barely noticed how angry she was. All I could see were the looks on the faces of my male coworkers. They were obviously turned on by the sight of two beautiful, voluptuous women.

“I’m just having fun, Vera,” I said, twisting a strand of golden hair around my sparkling fingernail.

“You need to reverse this before Elijah gets back or he’s going to punish all of us!” Vera hissed.

At that moment, our boss appeared in the doorway. He froze when he saw me and Sadie. Rubbing his eyes, he looked at both of us.

Vera rushed over to him. “Katie and Sadie went into the generator, and…well…this happened!”

“Shit,” he murmured.

“I think this is grounds for firing,” Vera said, pointing at me. “Katie, you need to go.” I thought that I might escape her wrath, since I looked just like Sadie, but it was obvious which one was Elijah’s bimbo girlfriend and which one was me — I was grinning smugly, while Sadie was pouting angrily.

“I’ll…I’ll need to speak to both of you in my office,” he said, trying to muster up his anger and failing miserably. His lips curled into a smile. Elijah was loving this.

We joined him in his office and he shut the door gently.

“Babe, fire her!” Sadie whimpered. “There can only be one of me!”

“Are you sure about that? Because I kind of like having two of you around,” Elijah joked.

“But I’m your girlfriend,” Sadie said possessively.

“Every man’s dream is two women. Don’t you want me to be happy?” he asked.

Sadie lowered her head. “I do want you to be happy, Elijah.”

My boss approached me, examining me carefully. He reached out to touch my hair, then stroke my cheek. His fingertips brushed my lips. Then, out of nowhere, he squeezed my breasts, testing them to see how they felt between his fingers.

“Are you going to fire me?” I murmured. God, he was turning me on. I was starting to soak through my skimpy thong.

“Here’s the deal,” Elijah said. “I know you expected this to be temporary, Katie, but I want you to stay like this indefinitely. That’s your punishment.”

I sighed, relieved by his decision. “That’s my punishment? It sounds like a good thing to me!”

I’d already forgotten how hard I had worked to get a job at this lab and prove myself as a new employee. Now that I had big tits, blonde hair, and the perfect combination of ditziness and sex appeal, I didn’t need intelligence to get by in life. I could use my body to get whatever I wanted.

I was so happy, I turned towards Sadie, grabbed her by the waist, and gave her a peck on the lips. She gasped in surprise. Elijah’s jaw dropped. As soon as Sadie saw his reaction, she let her guard down. Sadie couldn’t stay mad at me if her boyfriend wanted us to put on a sexy show for him.

I kissed her again, pressing my big breasts against hers, and plunged my tongue into her mouth. She moaned softly as our tongues swirled together. Her fingers were in my hair, her full lips moving softly over mine. Elijah stood nearby, watching us intently. I’d never been attracted to women before, but playing with Sadie felt natural to me. After all, we had the same body. We felt the same sensations.

She turned around, grinding her ass against me like a stripper. I smacked her round bottom, then teasingly lifted her skirt, exposing her bare ass cheeks. I playfully snapped her thong against her flesh. Wow…what was I doing? Who had I become? Just half an hour ago, I was a reliable, sensible young woman in a white lab coat. Now, I was acting like a slutty sorority girl on a spring break bender.

“Let’s dance on the desk,” Sadie murmured to me, pulling me up onto the wooden table.

Elijah gazed up at us. “You two are crazy,” he murmured.

We swayed our hips, giggling and running our hands over each other’s bodies. Next thing I knew, Sadie was unzipping her slinky dress and peeling it off her smooth, tan body, revealing her bedazzled bra and matching thong. For a moment, I forgot that we looked the same. I was in awe of this sexy woman. She nudged me, and as I stripped out of my own dress, I realized that I wasn’t a pale imitation. I was just as confident and sexy as Elijah’s girlfriend.

“I guess you’re right, Elijah — two is better than one,” Sadie said, pulling me close for another wet kiss. “It’s nice to have a woman like me to hang out with around here! I need to show you all my favorite places. We can get our hair done later!”

This was the most excited I’d ever seen Sadie. Bimbos like her were, apparently, energized by the presence of similar women with equally vapid interests.

“I’d love that,” I gushed. I was answering Sadie, but staring directly into my boss’s eyes.

“I’m starting to lose track of which one of you is which,” he admitted.

“It doesn’t matter. We’re exactly the same!” I cried.

Elijah sat down in his desk chair, slowly loosening his belt. Sadie immediately climbed off the desk and got down on her knees to help him undress. I followed her, but as she pulled his pants and boxers down and grasped his hard cock in her hand, I remembered that there was still one major difference between us: Sadie knew exactly what Elijah liked in bed. And I barely had any sexual experience at all.

I watched, mesmerized, as she wrapped her plump lips around his cock and began to suck him off. Damn…she looked like a porn star, the way she could fit his entire dick in her mouth. Elijah pushed the back of her head, urging her to go even deeper. He grunted as she serviced him. Her eyes, fringed with dark lashes, gazed up at his face reverently. Elijah had everything he could possibly want in life: a successful business, a sexy girlfriend, and now…a second sexy girlfriend.

“Let’s see what you’ve got, Katie,” he murmured to me, gesturing for Sadie to stop pleasuring him.

She retreated and I got on my knees in front of him. As I extended my tongue and gave his cock a few teasing licks, I felt his hand on my back. Elijah quickly unsnapped my bra, and my full breasts popped out. He reached under my right breast and bounced it up and down, then squeezed and kneaded the flesh.

“Am I losing my mind,” he muttered, “or are your boobs even bigger than Sadie’s?”

Sadie gasped in anger. “Hey! That’s not true!”

She pulled her own bra off, her big tits jiggling freely.

Elijah’s hand was resting on the back of my head, pushing my mouth towards his perfect cock. I wrapped my lips around the tip and sucked gently. He pushed me further. I quickly discovered that I had the same magical blow job skills as Sadie. I swirled my tongue up and down the length of his shaft before taking his entire dick in my mouth and sucking him off, slowly and rhythmically.

“See? My tits are just as big as hers,” Sadie said triumphantly, standing up and walking towards Elijah. Standing next to him, she wrapped her big breasts around his head and squeezed them together, nearly smothering him.

Elijah moaned softly. He was the luckiest man in the world. The best part was that Sadie and I believed everything he said; he could convince us to do anything, simply by pitting us against each other in subtle ways. But I didn’t mind. A little competition never hurt anyone. After all, it was how I’d gotten myself into this hot body in the first place.

I should have been happy, sucking my boss off like this, but I was still insanely jealous of Sadie. Even though my mouth was on his cock, Elijah’s attention was focused entirely on her. He’s pulled his head out of her cleavage and was sucking on her nipples one at a time, worshiping her body slowly and seductively. Every time I looked up from his cock, he was paying attention to Sadie, suckling her perfect breasts and running his hands over her bare back.

The only thing I could think of to win him back was to directly compete with her. I leaped to my feet, reaching down so that I was still jerking him off, and got his attention by turning his chin towards me.

“Kiss me,” I said in a commanding tone.

As Elijah and I made out passionately, Sadie kicked off her heels and slid her thong off. She walked behind me, perching on the edge of the desk, right where Elijah could see her, and began to play with her pussy.

“I’m very wet,” she announced. “I could use your help, baby…”

He bit his lip. “Oh, yeah?”

Elijah looked down at me. He wanted to eat Sadie out, but he didn’t want me to stop pleasuring him.

“Katie, would you mind going under the desk for a minute?” he murmured to me.

I did as he asked, although I felt completely degraded, getting on my hands and knees. I saw Sadie’s silky legs dangling down. Elijah positioned himself so that he was kneeling in front of her; from my spot under the desk, I could still suck his cock, but I couldn’t see his face. I heard the sound of his mouth on Sadie’s wet pussy, and my doppelgänger began to moan loudly and ecstatically. Humbled, all I could do was wrap my lips around his dick and continue to suck.

For a minute, I wondered if this had all been a huge mistake. I had hoped that Sadie and I would become equals in Elijah’s eyes, but it seemed that she would always have the edge. She was far more experienced than I was. The only way I could ever show Elijah my worth would be to assert myself. I couldn’t let Sadie control the situations; I didn’t want to spend all my time as a hot blonde crouched under a desk, a dick in my mouth.

I stopped playing with his cock and emerged from under the table, standing up and removing my thong and my heels. I watched as Elijah’s lips and tongue brought his girlfriend to a shuddering orgasm. She wrapped his head, pulling him into her as she came. “Yes…yes…oh, yes!” she squealed. “Give it to me, Elijah!”

He pulled back, breathing heavily, as Sadie began to stroke her own pussy.

“What about me?” I asked, stepping into view. “Aren’t you going to eat my pussy?”

I leaned over the desk, sticking my bare ass out and spreading my legs apart. Elijah was instantly drawn to the sexy curves of my body.

“Great,” he said, grinning. “Now I have two women to please! I don’t know how I’ll have time to run my company like this!”

“Who cares?” I giggled. “Isn’t this more fun?”

Elijah got down on his knees behind me, grabbing me by the waist and running his agile tongue over the length of my smooth, hairless pussy. He explored every inch of my soft folds before focusing on my throbbing clitoris.

There was a frantic knock on the office door.

Sadie glanced over at us and, knowing that Elijah was fully occupied, called out, “Come in!”

Vera stood there, her mouth hanging open in shock.

Elijah turned his head, obviously irritated by the sight of a woman who wasn’t naked and voluptuous.

“What is it?” he grumbled, plunging three fingers into my sopping wet hole and sliding them in and out. I turned my head around so I could see what was going on.

“Elijah, you have a conference call in ten minutes!” Vera said, shielding her eyes from the sight in front of her.

“I’ll deal with that later,” he said, waving her away. As Vera slammed the door shut and shuffled off, he muttered, “She needs to loosen up. If only she could be a little more like the two of you…”

As he finger fucked my slippery pussy, Elijah started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, my voice ragged between gasping breaths.

“I just got another brilliant idea. I can’t wait to re-organize the staff.”

“Stop thinking about work,” Sadie said, clicking her tongue in disapproval, “and start thinking about fucking us…”

Just as she uttered those words, I started to cum. Wetness oozed out of my pussy as I screamed with pleasure. My entire body trembled as I experienced the most powerful orgasm of my entire life.

I heard Elijah stand up behind me and felt his hard cock against my smooth thigh. “You ready for me?” he murmured into my ear.

“So ready,” I groaned.

He bent me over his desk and began to pound my pussy, reaching in front of me to play with my tits as he slid his hard cock in and out of my sopping wet hole. Sadie sidled up beside me, getting into the same position as me so that she could get her turn.

I could only imagine how exciting this was for my boss. He had two hot blondes literally lining up for him to fuck them. I wished that Elijah would finish inside me, but the temptation of fucking both of us was too much. He pulled out of my pussy and moved over to his original girlfriend, fucking her as hard and fast as he could. Fortunately, he returned to me shortly after that, pounding my tight hole relentlessly. His thrusts slowed and he pulled out one last time, groaning as he erupted on my perfect ass.

Covered in sweat and cum, I let out a coo of pleasure and spun around, embracing Elijah. He was a sweaty, hot mess, too. Sadie kissed both of us on the lips.

“Yes,” he said, his eyes sparkling. “I’m going to re-organize the staff! And all thanks to the generator…”

“Huh?” Sadie and I asked in unison. It was as if our boyfriend had completely forgotten about us while he was enjoying our bodies.

“Trust me. It’s going to be amazing!” Elijah said.

“What’s going to be amazing?” I asked. “Do you mean…getting to fuck both of us all the time?”

He smiled at me and said condescendingly, “You’re so cute, Katie. But that’s actually not what I meant. I’m talking about using the generator to turn every woman who works here into a clone of Sadie. I think all the guys will approve of this plan, too.”

“But why would you want to do that?” Sadie asked, pouting. “I miss being your only girlfriend!”

“You’ll still be my number one girl,” Elijah said, patting her on the head. “And you’re the prototype, Sadie. You’re the one they’re all going to look like.”

Sadie beamed. “I guess you’re right! I’ll be the…prototype.” She struggled to get the word out. It was a bit of a stretch for her.

I wasn’t sure what this would all mean for me, but I was more than happy to go along with Elijah’s scheme. He was my boss, and I only wanted to make him happy in every way.
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“Bill, stop it!” I squealed playfully. “You’re turning me on too much…”

My coworker had pulled me aside while I was in the break room and now, he had me pinned against the wall. I couldn’t resist him, although I pretended that I didn’t want to have fun. Of course, that wasn’t the case. I’d had my eye on him for quite a while.

Besides…he was the only one of my male coworkers I hadn’t fucked yet. As Bill gently guided me down onto the floor while kissing me, I thought about how much fun I’d been having over the last few weeks. Everything was different here now.

He hiked my skirt up, and I spread my legs apart as he hastily pulled his pants down. Bill plunged his big dick into my tight pussy and began to jackhammer my wet hole.

“Is that too much?” he breathed softly.

“It’s just right,” I purred.

I knew he wouldn’t last long, but I couldn’t blame him. I’d spent the whole morning teasing him and making him want me. He pulled out of my pussy mere minutes later, shooting a long rope of cum out that draped over my bare belly.

“Thanks, Vera,” he said, standing up and dressing himself again. “That was fun!”

“Vera?” I asked, my jaw dropping.

“Uh…you’re not Vera?”

I crossed my arms over my chest, grabbing a paper towel to clean the cum off my abdomen. “No! I’m not!”

I left the room in a huff. I heard his voice calling out behind me.

“I’m sorry! It’s just that you all look the same! How the heck am I supposed to tell you apart?!”

That was the only downside to a lab staffed with a bevy of identical babes. Elijah’s vision had become a reality. As I walked down the hallway, I saw various women who looked just like me. Some were painting their nails or having vapid conversations about celebrities and clothes; others were staring at longingly at the male scientists who were hard at work, waiting for them to be done so they could fuck their blonde companions.

Some of the women had been reluctant to transform — especially Vera. But after Elijah offered to double every female employee’s salary and allow them to do nothing at work, they had all caved in. The money was too hard to resist. One by one, the brilliant women who worked at the lab stepped into the generator and became Sadie clones.

I could still tell the women apart due to subtle differences in their personalities. I approached Vera, who was talking selfies on her phone.

“You know, I just fucked Bill…and he thought I was you!” I said, still shocked over what had happened.

“That’s silly!” Vera said with a giggle. “I’ll have to fuck him later and see if he can tell the difference!”

“Where’s Elijah?” I asked.

“I don’t know…I think he’s in his office,” Vera sighed. “He’s probably doing work or something boring!”

“I wonder who he’ll want to play with today,” I murmured.

Elijah liked to pick and choose new favorites every day. It kept each of us in competition for the boss’s attention. As much as I loved fooling around with all the men who worked here, I craved Elijah’s approval. He was the only man whose opinion mattered to me. He was the only one who could make me cum hard.

Just then, Elijah’s office door opened and our handsome boss stood there. As if by magic, every sexy blonde who worked at the lab appeared, eager to hear what he had to say.

“Vera, can I speak to you for a few minutes?” he said.

“Yes, sir!” she giggled, adjusting her skirt and rushing over to him.

Elijah examined his options. His sexy employees thrust their chests out and licked their lips, silently begging him to pick them.

“Katie, I can probably use you, too,” he said.

Overjoyed, I nearly ran towards his office, my breasts jiggling wildly. I was so ditzy, I had forgotten to wear a bra today. Elijah must have noticed. My nipples were nice and hard from the cold air conditioning.

Elijah shut the door and Vera and I stood before him, eager to see what fun awaited us today. Our bodies belonged to the boss now, and all we knew how to do was serve and satisfy him. Maybe that had been Elijah’s plan with the generator all along: to turn every woman in the world into his perfect little plaything…


Designer Wife: Becoming His Plastic Bimbo


The candles were lit, the mood was set, and I was ready and eager for John to come home from work. It had been a long Friday, and all I wanted was to feel my husband’s hands on my body, relax into his embrace and enjoy a night of hot sex.

But 10 o’clock rolled by and John still wasn’t home. I couldn’t believe it. He was never late, especially not on Fridays, when we were both ready and eager to have some fun after a long work week.

I texted him and he shot back a reply almost instantly: “Sorry sweetie. At the Marigold Hotel with a client and his wife. Come join us.”

My body tensed up when I read his message. As an attorney, John was a busy man, and work occasionally spilled over into play time. But what was he doing at a hotel at this hour?

I didn’t waste any time. I tore off my satin pajamas and hastily threw on my favorite blue dress, crammed my feet into a pair of old flats, and brushed my dark brown hair a few times. I glanced at my bare face in the mirror and decided not to bother with makeup tonight. There simply wasn’t any time. Besides, I hated getting all dolled up for no good reason. I just wasn’t that type of woman.

Twenty minutes later, my ride share was pulling up in front of the elegant and expensive Marigold Hotel. I rushed into the building, clutching my faded leather purse to my body.

Immediately, I felt under-dressed. Everyone in this place was either preparing for a night out on the town or returning from an evening at a fancy restaurant nearby. The women were all dressed to the nines, their hair perfectly coiffed, their bodies clad in curve-hugging gowns.

Heading over to the hotel restaurant, I glanced inside and saw that the place was completely empty except for one table. There was my husband John, an attractive, dark-haired man with a hint of five o’clock shadow and a broad smile on his face. He was seated across from a man and woman who were facing away from me.

“John!” I cried, rushing over to the table. I was out of breath.

He looked up at me and the smile on his face vanished. I wished I had worn something a little fancier. My husband looked so dapper in his suit.

“Tiffany! I didn’t think you’d make it! Please…have a seat.”

I plopped myself into the chair beside him. “You didn’t think I’d make it? But you’re the one who told me to come…”

“I’m just surprised, that’s all,” John said, putting his hand on my back. “You’re usually in bed by now.”

Instantly, I detected a certain coldness coming from him. I realized that if I’d never asked for his whereabouts, he never would have told me.

“Well, thanks for inviting me anyway,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm. I squeezed his hand hard under the table.

“Tiffany, I want you to meet my new client, Dr. Samuel Carlisle, and his beautiful wife, Christine.”

The couple sitting across from us nodded slightly, acknowledging my presence without formally greeting me. Dr. Carlisle was a tall, well-built man with piercing blue eyes and sandy hair. But even though he was good-looking, his wife was so stunningly beautiful that they seemed like a mismatched pair.

At first glance, Christine Carlisle could have passed for a supermodel. She had platinum blonde hair that was long and wavy and shiny and an angelic face with big hazel eyes and perfectly contoured cheekbones. Her full lips were painted a deep burgundy hue. She was wearing a tight, low-cut dress that showcased her immense cleavage. I couldn’t help but notice that the diamond pendant on her necklace was trapped between her big breasts. Glancing down at my own flat chest, I realized that I would never have that problem with jewelry.

The more I looked at her, however, the more I noticed just how artificial Christine was. Her hair was bleached blonde with some dark roots showing; some of her lustrous mane was probably hair extensions. Her face was plastered with a thick layer of makeup. Those perfect, plump lips had to be the product of injections. On top of that, her California tan was undoubtedly sprayed on. And obviously, her huge, perky breasts were implants. There was absolutely nothing real about this woman.

I would have loved to make a comment about her appearance to my husband, but now wasn’t the time. We could laugh about how fake and plastic she was after we got home.

“Christine, I’d love to hear more about your fashion line,” John gushed.

I stifled a laugh. My husband didn’t give a fuck about fashion, but he was great at his job and knew exactly how to schmooze with successful clients and their hot trophy wives.

“Well,” Christine said, opening her mouth to reveal a set of pearly white veneers, “I design clothes to help women feel sexier. You know…cute bikinis and sexy lingerie and little dresses. Every girl wants to feel hot, right?”

I couldn’t stop myself. The laughter poured out of me and filled the empty dining room. John turned towards me and glared coldly.

“I apologize for my wife…she’s not herself tonight,” John said. “Christine, that sounds like quite a business endeavor. You’re a lucky man, Sam.”

It occurred to me that John wasn’t merely flattering his client’s wife. I couldn’t help but notice the way my husband was looking at this plastic blonde. His eyes were filled with desire as they darted from her beautiful face to her ample chest and back again. In her presence, I felt completely invisible. No amount of makeup or hairstyling could have saved me tonight, though. The only way to compete with someone like Christine would be to undergo an extreme plastic surgery makeover and dress like a total slut — two things that, for a million reasons, I would never do.

“What kind of doctor are you, Sam?” I asked, trying to shift the conversation.

“A plastic surgeon,” he said matter-of-factly.

I should have guessed.

“What kind of surgery to you specialize in?” I said uncertainly, although I already knew the answer.

“I help women achieve the looks they desire,” Sam said. “Take Christine over here. I did her nose, her lips, and her breasts. Doesn’t she look fantastic?”

To my shock, Sam reached over and grabbed Christine’s right breast. She didn’t even flinch as he jiggled her big tit right in front of us. The poor woman must have been used to her husband treating her like a piece of meat. She was a living mannequin who advertised his services — her entire body was a sexy billboard dedicated to the craft of plastic surgery.

Christine’s reaction to this insensitive treatment was equally upsetting. Instead of smacking him with her purse, she pressed her body against him and giggled like a ditz. “Sam, you know we’re not done with my boobs yet,” she purred. “I want them to be even bigger.”

He smiled at her adoringly. “Me too, honey. But you know we have to wait until these implants settle.”

“Okay,” she said, pouting. “I’ll wait a little longer.”

“John, it’s getting late. Shouldn’t we be heading home?” I asked, desperate to escape from this awkward situation. This couple’s dynamic terrified me. Sam was clearly in charge here, and Christine was a dumb bimbo who had traded her body for a life of financial security. They may have acted like a happy couple, but there was no way these two were really in love.

My husband sighed and muttered between clenched teeth, “Tiffany, this is an important meeting. Sam just hired me to be his practice’s attorney. Don’t you understand what a big deal this is?”

“Don’t worry, John,” Sam said. “Christine and I should be getting home anyway. She always gets a little frisky on Friday nights. I’m sure you can see it in her eyes.” He winked, and I felt my stomach churn uneasily. How could he talk about his own wife so disrespectfully?

After we’d all said our goodbyes, John and I walked to his car.

“I don’t get it,” I said to my husband. “Did I offend you or something?”

“I could see you silently judging Christine the whole time,” John grumbled. “You should have been more respectful of my client’s wife!”

“Ha!” I cried, unable to contain my laughter. “She’s a dumb trophy wife who ‘designs’ clothes for sluts. If she wasn’t your big-shot client’s wife, you wouldn’t respect her, either.”

My husband slammed the car door shut and turned to face me from the driver’s seat. “Jealousy isn’t attractive, Tiffany. And yours was pretty damn obvious.”

I was speechless. I wished I could deny it, but truthfully, I was a little jealous of this woman. I would never look as hot as she did in a tight black dress. I had no boobs, no ass, and an ordinary face. My shoulder-length hair was limp and lifeless, my skin pale.

Meeting Christine had brought out all my latent insecurities.

“What? Do you wish that I looked more like her or something?” I asked. “You were staring at her tits the whole time.”

John was silent for a moment. He started the car and put on his seatbelt.

“I just wish our marriage could be a little more like theirs,” he said. “The Carlisles are very happy together.”

We drove home in total silence. When we finally arrived, my husband loosened his tie.

“I thought we were going to have sex tonight,” I sighed. “I lit a bunch of fucking candles in our bedroom to set the mood. And now we’re fighting…”

His expression softened, and he grabbed my hands, pulling me into him in a warm embrace. I buried my head against his chest.

“We’re not fighting,” he murmured. “I’m sorry, Tiffany. I got a little stressed out. Sam is the most successful client I’ve ever worked with. I was just trying to keep up with him.”

“And I’m sorry for being so judgmental,” I said, lifting my head to kiss his lips. “Maybe we can still get back into the mood?”

“I have an idea,” John said. “Let’s try something different. Something I’ve wanted to do for a long time.”

“What’s that?” I asked, intrigued.

He smiled deviously. “Let’s go to the living room.”

I sat down on the couch and my husband turned on the big-screen TV. I watched him scroll through pay options until he found the pay-per-view porn.

“Porn?” I laughed. “Really, John?”

“Why not? We can add a little fantasy to our reality,” he said, scrolling through the options.

“Maybe we’ll learn a thing or two,” I said, unzipping my dress and slipping it off my body. I took off my shoes and settled down on the couch.

John finally selected a movie and as the lead actress strolled into the scene, my jaw dropped. The woman was every bit as plastic as Christine. From her long blonde hair to her fake lips to her massive tits, she could have been Christine’s clone. Or maybe they’d just gone to the same surgeon.

“John…” I murmured. “She looks kind of familiar…”

“Shh,” he said, pressing his finger to my lips.

My husband stripped out of his pants and pushed me down onto the couch, kissing me more passionately. He roughly shoved his tongue into my mouth as his hands moved under my bra.

We both glanced at the screen again. The sexy blonde was peeling off her white dress, revealing skimpy lingerie. She was tall and statuesque, with doll-like proportions and flawless skin.

“Sometimes,” John whispered to me, “I fantasize about what you would look like if you were a little more…like her.”

“Really?” I breathed. “But I look nothing like that. You’d have to change everything about me.”

A man entered the scene, muscular and covered in tattoos — a typical male porn star.

“I’m glad you don’t look like him,” I told my husband. “I love you just the way you are, John.”

“But what about the way he’s dominating her? Doesn’t that turn you on?”

The two porn stars weren’t wasting any time. The man ordered the woman to undress, and as she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, her gigantic, fake tits were on full display. He shoved her panties aside and began to finger her pussy as he sucked on her erect nipple. The woman began to moan theatrically.

“I don’t know…maybe…” I whispered.

My husband plunged his tongue into my mouth again, this time more aggressively, and grabbed my body, holding me still underneath him. He ripped my bra off and squeezed my tiny breasts.

“It’s kind of hot imagining you with big, fake tits like Christine’s,” he whispered, staring down at my flat chest. “Oh, the things I would do to those tits…”

I was completely speechless. John turned towards the screen again. The man had taken off the woman’s panties and was fingering her pussy, which was tight and pink and hairless.

Mimicking his gestures, my husband helped me slide my panties down over my hipbones. He jiggled my clitoris back and forth roughly before sliding three fingers inside my wet pussy.

“Look at that pussy,” he breathed, playing with my hole while he gazed at the screen. “It’s unreal. I’ll bet Sam operated on Christine’s pussy and gave her one that looks like that, too.”

“John, that’s sick,” I said.

“Sick? It’s sexy. Fuck…just look at that pussy…”

My husband unbuttoned his shirt and threw it on the floor. He loosened his belt. Normally, I would have been helping him undress, but I was pinned beneath him, and my eyes were fixed on the screen. The man was fucking the woman from behind now; the extreme close-ups of his cock pounding her pussy made me flinch slightly. Every so often, the camera would show her beautiful face, or zoom in on her big plastic tits swaying beneath her.

“Let me fuck you from behind,” John whispered. “We don’t do that often enough. Get on the floor.”

I got down on my hands and knees, facing the TV. My husband’s hands gripped me from behind. I sensed that he wasn’t looking at my body. Instead, he was staring at the sexy blonde, just as I was.

As my husband slid his rock hard cock into my pussy, I heard him groan. I knew he was fantasizing that he was having sex with the blonde porn star. Or maybe he was fantasizing about Christine, whose tits had remained coyly concealed at the hotel restaurant. He was using me as a hole while imagining that he was inside someone else.

It all felt so wrong, yet so hot. The stinging envy gave way to arousal. I was used to making love to John tenderly, looking into his eyes and believing every sweet compliment he told me. And now he was using me as a literal sex object and imagining that he was fucking somebody else.

“What are you thinking about?” I asked breathlessly as his thrusts jolted my body.

“What you’d look like if I asked Sam to operate on you,” John said bluntly. “God, that would be hot.”

“What do you want him to do to me?” I murmured.

“You need bigger tits, obviously. A bigger ass…something I can grab onto from behind. A prettier, tighter pussy. What do you think of that, Tiffany?”

I moaned, bracing myself for another series of rapid thrusts. The more my husband described my theoretical transformation into his porno fantasy, the faster he fucked me.

“I think it sounds hot,” I sighed. “But John…we could never afford that…” There it was, my practical personality breaking through our naughty little conversation and spoiling the mood.

“Don’t argue with me when I’m fucking you,” he said in a commanding tone of voice. “Sam’s my client. I think he can get me a good deal.”

“That makes sense,” I whispered, admitting defeat.

“Silly Tiffany…you always think you know better than me. I think it would be nice if you were a little more humble about your intelligence. Downplay it a little, the way Christine does.”

I thought about Christine’s ditzy giggle, and I was tempted to emulate it, although I knew I might embarrass myself by trying.

“Just watch the screen,” he said, gripping my hips tightly. “I’m getting close…”

I realized that my husband, for the first time in ages, hadn’t made an effort to get me off before fucking me. This was all about his pleasure. Maybe he felt that I’d behaved badly tonight and I didn’t deserve to cum; perhaps this was going to be the new norm. He envied the Carlisles’ marriage, and he wanted to be in total control of me, especially when it came to sex.

Staring at the image of the beautiful blonde getting fucked by the muscular porn star, I felt a shiver run down my spine. They switched positions, the blonde getting on top of him and bouncing up and down on his dick, her giant tits moving rhythmically. Her mouth opened wide and she moaned ecstatically as she came. I stifled a groan and a wave of shuddering pleasure passed through my body like electricity as I, too, started to orgasm.

“You like this game just as much as I do, don’t you?” John asked in a low voice. “I’m glad you’re having fun.”

In spite of myself, I had just cum. Obviously, I was turned on by the idea of becoming a new woman. But it was just a naughty fantasy; I couldn’t see myself going through with painful operations to become my husband’s ideal woman. Before today, the idea had never even occurred to me, although there was no way for me to know how long he’d been thinking about this.

My husband plunged his cock inside me a few more times before burying his shaft as deep as he could. He groaned as he filled my pussy with his seed, smacking my flat ass as he pulled out of me.

“That was fun,” he commented.

I stood up slowly, feeling his cum start to drip down my thigh. “Yes, it was,” I said uncertainly.

John switched the TV off and grabbed his clothes. “Thanks, honey. I’m gonna get a shower and pass out. It’s been an exhausting day!”

“Very exhausting,” I said.

There was a lump in my throat. Did our little game end here? Would John and I watch porn every time we fucked from now on? I had no idea what the future had in store for us, but for some reason, I hoped that our naughty little adventure wouldn’t end here.
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As the weeks went by, I found myself starting to change. The process was a gradual one. Christine must have been rubbing off on me. John and Sam were developing a friendship along with their professional relationship, and I was spending quite a bit of time with Christine on the weekends. I stopped viewing her as an enemy and started seeing her as a role model.

Even though we had little in common, she took me under her wing and showed me everything she knew about femininity. She gave me makeup tips and we went to get manicures together. One day, when I wanted to get a hair cut, Christine persuaded me to get hair extensions instead. The results were gorgeous. I had never had such long, bouncy, beautiful hair before.

“John is gonna love it,” I gushed. “He wants me to have longer hair, like you.”

“Oh, does he?” Christine said, her lips curling into a smile.

“Yeah. Between you and me, I think my husband has a little crush on you.”

She let out an airy laugh. “I’m not surprised. Is that why you’re hanging out with me so much, Tiffany? Because you want to be like me?”

“I know I was rude to you the first time we met, but I have to say, you have a great life, and I’m kind of jealous of all the things you get to do,” I giggled. “You hardly work…you buy designer clothes all the time…and everywhere you go, men offer to buy you whatever you want.”

Christine had taken out her powder compact and was touching up her makeup in the mirror. “Marrying a plastic surgeon has its perks.”

“I’ve been thinking about getting surgery,” I admitted. “I know my husband loves curvier bodies, and I would love to fulfill all of his fantasies.” I lowered my voice to a hushed whisper. “We’ve been watching a lot of porn together, and he always wants to watch the women with big boobs.”

“Sweetie, there’s still hope for you,” Christine said sympathetically. “When I met Sam, I looked just like you! Mousy brown hair, no tits…I was a nightmare. But he saw my potential and started fixing me up. I can’t imagine where I’d be without that man.”

“Maybe you can get Sam to work on my body,” I suggested slyly.

“But don’t you have to go to work? Plastic surgery would get in the way of all that,” Christine argued.

I shrugged. “John keeps joking that I should quit my job and become a housewife. He’s making a ton of money these days, so I doubt he’d mind if I stayed home instead.”

Christine squealed in delight, clapping her hands together. “That’s perfect! Oh, my God, Tiffany…you’ll look so cute! And if you have more free time, we can hang out and go shopping every day!”

I found myself giggling along with her. Suddenly, I realized that I wasn’t imitating her bubbly laughter. It felt so natural to act like an empty-headed bimbo. My personality and desires were gradually aligning themselves with Christine’s. The only problem was that until I had her voluptuous curves, no one would ever view me as a sexy trophy wife.

Once I got John’s approval, I fully intended to take this little fantasy to the next level.
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The next few weeks were a blur. After getting into a dumb argument with my boss, I quit my job. When I told my husband, he was thrilled.

“You hated that place anyway,” he murmured. “I want you to have time to relax and be happy.”

It felt good to give up my career goals for a little while and instead focus on myself — mainly my body. I had been getting spray tans with Christine and plastering my face with makeup, as well as wearing the skimpiest clothes I could find. I used to hate high heels, and now I despised my frumpy flats and unfeminine tennis shoes. The next step in my transformation would be altering myself through surgery.

Although I was nervous for my consultation with Sam, as soon as he had me disrobe and examined my body, he put me at ease.

“Tiffany, there’s no need for you to go under the knife. You’re young, slim, and healthy. As a medical professional, I thought you should know that,” Sam said.

“But as a man…what do you think I do to look hotter?” I asked, staring at him expectantly.

He chuckled. “You know my wife…you know what I like.”

“If you could do anything to my body, what would it be?” I said. I gasped as I realized how suggestive my question sounded, then self-corrected: “I mean, if you could give me any type of surgery…”

He raised his eyebrows. “Let me see here.”

Sam grabbed a marker and approached me.

“Stand up, please. And remove your underwear.”

I stood up and stripped out of my bra and panties. Sam’s warm hand landed on my hip as the cool tip of the marker swiped across my flesh.

“Butt implants would give you a much more feminine silhouette…I would make a couple incisions here, and here…” Again, he drew dotted lines with the marker.

“And…what about my boobs?” I asked expectantly.

He drew a few lines on my bare breasts before idly playing with my nipple. I barely noticed how unprofessional he was being with me. “I could pump them up a few cup sizes. Not as much as I’d like to on the first pass, but we could always go in later and enhance them further. As for your lips…I think lip implants would be a nice, permanent solution for you.”

The way he said “permanent” made my body tremble. It reminded me that once I started to transform my body, I would never be able to go back to my old self.

“And as for your pussy…would you bend over and lean against the wall for me? Yes. Just like that.”

I faced away from him, bent over, and heard him kneeling behind me. I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks apart. He brushed his fingers over my labia and my clitoris. I started to tremble uncontrollably.

“I would give you the porno pussy your husband fantasizes about. Tight and perfect.” He was so close to my bare pussy, I could feel his breath against my flesh.

And just like that, the doctor was giving me a little smack on the ass and instructing me to put my clothes back on.

“We can schedule all the procedures over a couple days,” he said, getting back to business. I was still reeling from the way he’d touched me. I should have been upset, but instead, I was incredibly turned on. This man knew how to subtly degrade a woman with his fingertips and his soft voice. Even though he had originally insisted that I didn’t need any operations, it was clear that he liked the thought of cutting me open and turning me into a carbon copy of his perfect wife.

“I hope John lets me go through with this,” I sighed.

“I’m sure he will. He wants a designer wife.”

“Designer wife?” I asked, perplexed.

“A wife sculpted to perfection by a skilled plastic surgeon,” John explained. “A wife he’ll be proud to show off and share with all his friends.”

“Share?” I murmured.

“I’m sure he’ll want to share your body once it meets his physical standards,” John said, winking. “Besides, I’m giving you two a huge discount. I’d love to have a chance to enjoy your new body, too.”

I licked my lips nervously as I buttoned my blouse and zipped my tight denim cut-offs. It suddenly occurred to me that none of my clothes would fit anymore once I had a fake chest and a fake ass to match.

“We’ll see what happens,” I said, my heart pounding.

When I got home, I called John to tell him everything Sam had said — minus the part about sharing me. I wasn’t sure if it was something the men had discussed, or if Sam was simply testing me, seeing if I would stray from my husband.

The worst part was, the thought of the doctor’s hands exploring my body had made my pussy soaking wet. I was tempted to share that information with my husband, but thought better of it. I was afraid he might not let me get the procedures done with John, forcing me to go to another surgeon who would make far more modest changes at a steeper cost.

I was ready and eager to get my plastic surgery over with. I wanted to be able to rock a low-cut halter top like Christine and turn heads when I walked into a room. But most importantly, I wanted to make my husband happy. Bit by bit, I was becoming more like those porno goddesses he worshipped. I was excited to complete my transformation once and for all.
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The healing process was agonizingly slow. I didn’t want John to see me until I looked absolutely perfect, so I hid from him whenever he came home from work. He was curious to see my new breasts and ass, but I insisted on wearing bulky clothes, even obscuring my mouth so he couldn’t see my lip implants until they’d settled.

It was a relief to have my final exam with Sam. I wanted his seal of approval before I showed myself off to my husband for the first time.

The surgeon did a double-take when he walked into his office and saw me perched on the exam table. I was still hiding my new curves under a baggy sweatshirt and jeans, but there was no way to conceal my new lips.

After washing his hands, Sam came up to me, running his fingers over my lips. “Beautiful,” he noted. “How do they feel?”

“I’m getting used to them,” I said. “I love the way they look.”

“Excellent. Now…where’s the rest of you?”

“I guess I’m feeling a little shy today,” I admitted. “I barely even look at myself in the shower. I’m not used to this body yet.”

“Tiffany, I need to see everything.”

“Yes, doctor.”

I pulled off my sweatshirt, revealing the two massive orbs of flesh that were crammed into one of my old sports bras.

“You know,” Sam said teasingly, “I would have preferred to see you in something a little…sexier today.”

I sucked in my breath. “I was saving that for my husband. I got some new lingerie, and…”

“Just take off your pants and let’s continue the exam.”

At every step, Sam had to coax me into undressing. Soon, though, I was completely naked. He stared at my body, standing about a foot away.

“Those tits look fantastic.”

“They do?” I asked, gulping.

He nodded. “Yes. They look absolutely perfect.”

Sam came towards me and gave my big breasts a squeeze, examining every inch of them with his hands. I squirmed under his touch. He flicked my nipples and I was startled to discover they were more sensitive than ever. It must have been because I hadn’t been touched by a man in such a long time.

“Almost as big as my wife’s,” he murmured.

I beamed with pride. For some reason, I desired the doctor’s approval.

“Let’s see your ass. Get on your hands and knees for me, please.”

It was in this position that I felt the most vulnerable. I got on all fours on the table and stuck my enhanced ass out. Sam stood behind me, rubbing my bare buttocks slowly.

“Excellent. Everything looks good down here. And now, for the grand finale…”

I felt his hands spread my ass cheeks apart as he plunged a finger inside my pussy. He didn’t say anything for a moment.

“Everything look all right?” I asked uncertainly.

“Nice and tight,” he murmured. “Very tight. I’d love to test it out.”

His words made me shiver with anticipation. I didn’t want to admit it, but his gentle, probing fingers were making me get wetter and wetter. I was practically dripping onto the exam table.

His breath caressed my bare flesh and suddenly, an agile tongue was sliding along the length of my pussy, warm and wet. I let out a little moan, quivering under his touch.

“I like knowing that I get to do this before your husband,” Sam whispered into my thigh.

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell,” I sighed, biting my lip.

“I think you should tell him everything,” Sam said. “He’ll be rock hard just thinking about you letting another man give you pleasure.”

And with those words, he got back to work again, his slick tongue zig-zagging across my sensitive folds of flesh. He probed at the entrance of my pussy before sliding up to my clitoris, which throbbed at the mere touch of his tongue. He rested his hands on my big ass, kneading my flesh with his fingertips as he went to town on my surgically-enhanced pussy.

I had been a little worried about my sensitivity after surgery, but I shouldn’t have been concerned. I was more receptive to pleasure than ever before. I wondered if that was one of Sam Carlisle’s specialties: transforming ordinary housewives into nymphomaniacs.

The image of my body on the exam table and the hot doctor behind me reminded me of a scene from a porno flick. I couldn’t believe that this fantasy was my reality. In such a short amount of time, I had gone from a woman who couldn’t stand the thought of plastic surgery or cheating, to a slut who was letting her plastic surgeon eat her out. The shift was mind-boggling.

“Fuck,” I groaned, writhing on the table. I gripped it as tightly as I could. It was strange to feel the weight of my new breasts beneath me; they were such a burden, yet at the same time, I couldn’t imagine going back to my old, flat-chested self. I looked amazing like this. I was already imagining what it would be like to get bigger implants in the future.

Sam’s tongue moved faster and faster over my throbbing clitoris. I felt waves of pleasure fill my body and knew I was about to explode. Letting out a sharp gasp, my entire body shivered. A series of low whimpers followed as my pussy dripped all over the exam table. Sam’s eager mouth didn’t stop until my moans had subsided and my body was still.

“Lie down on your back now, please,” he whispered.

I rolled over and saw that my entire body was coated with sweat. Under the harsh light of the exam room, it was pleasing to see that the scars around my breasts were nearly invisible now. Eventually, the last visible traces of my operations would be gone, and along with them, the last traces of my old self would disappear. I was happy to leave the old Tiffany in the past, with her judgmental attitude and her lack of sex appeal.

Sam unzipped his pants and pulled his big, meaty cock out. He stood over me, letting the tip of his dick graze my firm breast as he started to stroke himself off. His hand worked the shaft quickly. The entire time he pleasured himself, he didn’t take his eyes off my heaving bosom. With his other hand, he played with my hard nipple. I found myself giggling as I lay there on the exam table. Poor Christine had no idea that her doting husband was pleasuring himself over a patient’s body. If she did know, would we still be friends?

Or maybe Sam had free rein to do whatever he wanted, since he was paying for all of Christine’s fancy things and financing her fashion business. Either way, it was clear that I was the only woman on Sam’s mind right now.

“Open your mouth,” he said, coming towards me with his erect cock.

I obeyed his command and he plunged his dick between my lips, fucking my face hard and fast. He groaned as I started to suck him off, stopping his aggressive thrusts for a minute to enjoy the feeling of my mouth sliding up and down his hard shaft.

After a few minutes, he pulled out of my mouth and began to stroke his cock again. He let out a grunt and aimed his dick towards my pussy, shooting out a long rope of white cum that draped neatly over my perfect, round tits.

Once he was finished, Sam tucked his cock back into his pants and zipped himself up.

“I think our consultation is over, Tiffany,” he said in a professional voice. “We’ll have another check-up in a few weeks.”

“Th-Thank you,” I stammered, slowly sitting up. “Thank you, Sam.”

“Don’t thank me,” he chuckled. “I should be thanking you.”

He left the room and I cleaned myself off before getting dressed again. Once the doctor was gone, I began to think about how I would tell my husband about all this. Would he be angry? Or would it turn him on to know what a little slut I’d become?
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Something about tonight felt familiar. It must have been the candles, lit and neatly arranged in the master bedroom. I had set up the room the same way on the night that I first met Sam and Christine. This time, however, everything else was different.

I gazed at my reflection in the mirror and saw a brunette bombshell with smokey eyes, red lips, and matching red lingerie. My pert nipples were nearly poking through the mesh fabric of the bra; the edges of my breast implants were visible, too. My waxed pussy could be seen clearly through my translucent thong.

I had left the window blinds open intentionally tonight. Anyone walking by across the street would be able to see me, and that really turned me on. After my special appointment with Sam, I had spent the afternoon shopping and basking in the attention of every man who passed me by. Just like Christine, I had become a threat to jealous wives and girlfriends and a fantasy object for the men in their lives.

Maybe one day I would go blonde so that Christine and I looked more alike. Until then, however, I was happy to be the sexiest brunette in town.

As soon as John opened the front door downstairs, I rushed into the hall, my heart beating quickly in my chest.

“John…I’m ready to reveal myself!” I called out, my voice a seductive purr.

“Oh, yeah?” he asked. His curiosity had been piqued. He came up the stairs slowly.

I sprawled myself out on the bed so that he had a nice view of my body when he walked into the room. He froze in the doorway, a wild grin on his handsome face.

“Babe…wow…” he breathed. He could barely speak. “What did Sam say today?”

“About what?” I asked, playing dumb.

“About your healing. Is everything fine?”

“Everything’s more than fine. He loved the results just as much as I do,” I said, hinting at my naughtiness at the doctor’s office.

John loosened his tie and started to unbutton his shirt. “Honey, I’m speechless. I thought you were gorgeous before, when you started wearing more makeup and dressing in sexier clothes, but now…shit…I’m getting hard just looking at you.”

I ran my long, manicured fingernails over my torso, then rolled over onto my tummy and thrust my ass out.

“What do you think of my butt?” I asked.

“Fuck,” John murmured. “Are you sure you’re my wife, and not a porn star?”

I leaped up off the bed, giggling.

“I’m sure it’s me! You have no idea how happy I am to see you. Sit down and get comfortable. Tonight you get to enjoy all this.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed and I helped him out of his pants. He threw his shirt on the floor. He hadn’t been kidding about my body making him hard — his cock was fully erect.

“Tiffany,” he murmured, “none of it hurts, does it? I mean your tits and your ass…I don’t want you to feel any pain tonight.”

“Everything feels wonderful.” Truthfully, I had felt a lot of pain. But I had endured some suffering knowing that I would reap the rewards of my transformation later.

I kissed his hard shaft, then wet it with strokes of my tongue, gliding it along the surface of his cock smoothly.

“And those lips,” he groaned. “Tiffany, you’re unreal.”

He gently pushed my head, urging me to go deeper. I sucked as much of his cock into my mouth as I could, swirling my tongue rapidly over the surface of his shaft.

“So Sam was pleased with the results?” he asked.

I pulled my husband’s dick out of my mouth and dabbed my lips. I grasped the shaft, stroking it firmly as I answered him.

“He said I really turned him on…”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” John said, running his fingers through my hair.

I gazed into his eyes. “I hope you’re not mad, but…I let him play with me.”

“What do you mean?” John asked. His voice quavered, but his cock stayed hard.

“He wanted to be the first to test out my new pussy…so he ate me out,” I said. “Don’t be mad, John. Sam gave us such a great deal on the surgeries. I felt like I owed it to him…”

“I’m not mad at all,” John said. “He and I discussed this many times…swapping wives….”

“Does that mean you’ve played with Christine?” I gasped in disbelief.

“Sam was only up for sharing once he knew that you were worth his time,” he said. “I guess you’ve passed the test.”

My head was swimming. I couldn’t believe that my husband wanted to swap wives with Sam, and that he’d kept it a secret from me. I thought that I was revealing a dirty secret. Instead, it was John who had been keeping the secret from me.

“What else did you do together?” John asked.

“He fucked my face and came all over my tits,” I whispered.

“Did he fuck your pussy?”

“No…I was saving that for you, baby.”

“Good girl,” my husband murmured. “I’m glad you got his approval. If he didn’t like the results, I would have sent you back for another operation before letting you suck my dick.”

“Really?” I asked.

He shrugged. I had no way to know if my husband was teasing me or if he really meant it. Our little game had already gone so far, it was difficult to distinguish between dirty talk and reality.

“Stand up and show me your body,” he instructed.

I had started out the night feeling powerful and confident, but my husband was showing me that I was just his submissive wife now. He had trained me to value his desires over my own.

Slowly, I peeled off my lingerie, doing a twirl so that John could examine me from every angle. Unlike the doctor, however, he wasn’t going to pretend to be professional. He grabbed me and pulled me onto his lap so he could suck on my tits. He bit my nipple, pulling it gently between his teeth as he massaged my breasts.

“Not bad,” he murmured, his voice muffled in my cleavage. “They almost feel real.”

“They’ll feel even better in a few weeks. Just you wait,” I said.

John had never worshipped my breasts like this before. Now that I had such full, round tits, he couldn’t keep his hands or his mouth off of them. There was so much to explore. He buried his head between his cleavage, groaning softly.

“Sit on my dick,” he commanded. “Let me feel how tight that new pussy of yours is.”

“It’s very tight…”

“Don’t tell me. Show me.”

I slowly lowered my tight slit onto his rock hard shaft. I inched myself onto his member until his cock was fully buried in my warm, wet hole. I wrapped my arms around him, digging my red nails into his back.

“Like that?” I teased, grinding in a tight circular motion over his cock.

“Fuck,” he whispered, reaching up to push my hair out of my face. “You’re a goddess, Tiffany.”

“Am I as hot as a porn star now?”

“Yeah. And the best part is, you’re all mine.”

“All yours?” I giggled. “But don’t you want to share me with your friends?”

I lifted my pussy off of his cock and lowered it again, making him groan.

“I’d love to share you,” he murmured. “Maybe I can have a poker night…you’ll be dressed in a sexy little apron and nothing else, serving all the guys food. They won’t be able to keep their hands off you.”

I quivered at the thought of letting my husband pass me around to a bunch of his male friends; it was even naughtier knowing that most of these men were married. Their poor, plain wives would never guess that their hubbies were fucking John’s slutty wife.

My husband pulled me down on top of him, lying on his back so that I straddled his body. He grabbed my hips.

“Ride,” he commanded.

I bounced up and down on his cock, my husband’s eyes lazily following the movements of my tits. He moaned as I squeezed my pussy muscles tight around his shaft. I couldn’t wait to milk every last drop of cum out of him.

My husband was certainly making me work for it. After all the hard work I’d put into my appearance and making tonight special for us, he wasn’t going to eat my pussy or fuck me hard. Instead, he was commanding me to put on a sexy performance for him. And I was loving every moment of it.

I exaggerated every moan, thrusting my tits out as I rode his hard cock. I wanted to show my husband that I deserved to be his designer wife, his perfect little bimbo. If I proved my worth, he would give me money for shopping and let me play with his attractive male friends.

“Just like that,” he sighed, biting his lip and closing his eyes.

I moved up and down on his cock while rocking back and forth. I watched my husband’s face, contorted with pleasure, and stared at his sexy body beneath me. His hands squeezed my hips, sliding down to grip my bare buttocks.

“Shit,” he moaned. “I’m cumming…”

I landed on his dick one last time as he shot a huge load of cum inside me, claiming me as his trophy wife one and for all. I moaned ecstatically, thrilled that he had filled me to the brim.

We lay next to each other for a while, kissing passionate, our bodies intertwined on the bed.

“Honey, you’re too much,” he whispered. “I still can’t get over how you’ve transformed yourself.”

“I hope you’re having as much fun with this as I am,” I said, kissing his neck. “And just so you know, I have no problem with you and Christine having fun together. Hell, even I have a crush on that woman!”

I suddenly noticed that I was talking more like my old self and fell silent. I didn’t want to ruin my image as the picture perfect trophy wife by sounding too smart.

“I mean…what should I make you for breakfast tomorrow?” I giggled.

John kissed me again, his eyes twinkling. If he had noticed my little slip, he certainly didn’t show it. The look on his face indicated total adoration. He couldn’t get enough of the new Tiffany.

In time, I wouldn’t feel like I was slipping into a role each time I put on a pair of stripper heels or painted my face. This new body would suit my personality eventually. Right now, though, I was still a work in progress. Luckily for me, I was married to a man who was more than willing to help me on my way.


The Bimbo Mentor: Becoming His Plastic Princess


I had promised to give myself to my boyfriend, and I wasn’t about to go back on my word. He took care of me financially, so it was only right that I pay him back.

Keith was every woman’s dream come true: a tall, well-dressed banker who was brilliant, charming, and humorous. I couldn’t imagine what a guy like him saw in someone like me.

When I asked him that question, he would respond with three simple words: “I see potential.”

“Potential for what?”

“Don’t ask these silly questions,” he’d laugh, stroking my hair as we cuddled in front of the TV or shared a romantic dinner together.

Keith should have been dating a supermodel or an heiress, but instead, he was with me, Cecilia, an ordinary brunette who faded into the crowd. There was nothing remarkable about my appearance, as far as I knew. I wasn’t sure what had attracted Keith to me in the first place, but I had a feeling it had something to do with my submissive personality.

We were polar opposites in that way. Keith was confident, charming, and dominant. I, on the other hand, was reserved and preferred to let him take the lead. Early on in our relationship, he had asked me bluntly: “Will you give yourself to me, Cecilia? When the time’s right, that is…”

“What do you mean…give myself to you?”

“Will you give up who you are to become the woman I need?”

It was a bold proposition. Still, this was early in our courtship, and I was so obsessed with this man, he could have told me to go cliff diving or rob a bank and I would have listened to him. I giggled and agreed with his request, even though I had no idea what he wanted for me.

Fast forward six months, and Keith told me it was time. We had just moved in together in his gorgeous penthouse apartment, and I had barely unpacked my things when he made the announcement.

“Time for what?” I asked curiously.

“Time to begin your change.”

I gulped. If any other man had said this to me, I would have run away. But Keith had a way of calming me down and reaching a part of me that no one else could.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” I said.

“For starters, you can quit your job.”

I blinked a few times. “Quit my job? Um…but I need the money, don’t I?”

Keith laughed. “Cecilia, if you’re with me, there’s no reason for you to work. I’d prefer to have you at home, taking care of the apartment. That is…if you’re willing to be a little more domestic.”

Biting my lip, I sighed, “I guess I can think about it.” It was every girl’s dream to have a man provide for her, wasn’t it?

“Now, about the rest,” he said, rubbing his hands together.

I braced myself for what he was going to say next. As if giving up my job wasn’t enough, my boyfriend wanted me to do even more for him.

“I want you to behave a little differently, Cecilia — in and out of the bedroom.”

“Okay. Behave…how?”

“Well, for starters, you could be a little more feminine.”

I felt very small in that moment. My lack of femininity was one of my insecurities. I had never learned how to walk properly in high heels, or put on makeup well. I preferred blue jeans and T-shirts over dresses.

“Feminine in what way?” I asked.

“I want you to look like we belong together,” he said firmly. “Have you seen my colleagues’ wives and girlfriends? Those couples just seem to fit. Successful men need to be with beautiful women.”

I thought about the ones I’d met, wrinkling my nose in distaste. “You mean those bleached blonde bimbos with fake boobs?”

Keith laughed scornfully. “Most men would find those women very attractive…myself included.”

I had always viewed those women through a lens of disdain. I thought about the way they teetered around on their stilettos, showing off their fake tits every chance they got, and I couldn’t help but feel disgusted. These women had turned themselves into sex dolls for the men in their lives; they lived for attention and acted like total ditzes. If Keith wanted someone like that, why wasn’t he dating one of those tanned, plastic bimbos?

“All right, so you want me to dress differently. And quit my job. Is that it?” I asked, folding my arms over my chest defensively. Normally, I wasn’t this defiant, but Keith’s requests were stirring up my fight or flight instinct.

“It would be nice if you behaved a little differently, too. You’re naturally submissive, Cecilia, which is great. However, I’m imagining you throwing away all those serious thoughts of yours and becoming more relaxed…sweeter…gentler…and sexier.”

This was getting ridiculous. I burst out laughing, unable to contain myself.

“All right, Keith — you can’t be serious! You want me to change my whole personality?”

He walked towards me, grabbing my hands and squeezing them tightly. Keith stood a foot taller than me, and he stared down into my eyes, mesmerizing me with his gaze. “Baby, if you love me, you’ll find a way.”

With those words, he let go of my hands, which fell, trembling, to my side. I suddenly felt weak and uncertain. Had I made a huge mistake moving in with Keith and letting him take charge of my life?

“I’ll give you some time to think about it,” he said before walking away.

I knew that this was an ultimatum. I could do what he said, turning myself into a dumbed-down, sluttier version of myself, in order to maintain our relationship and my new lifestyle. Or I could walk away, refusing to put up with such a demanding, controlling man.

That night, I tossed and turned. Even though Keith was lying by my side, he felt a million miles away. At one point, I woke up and my hand wandered between my legs. I thought about everything he’d said.

I began to envision myself behaving and dressing the way he wanted me to. I was wearing a strapless dress and no bra, my hard nipples clearly visible to the world. Underneath the dress, I didn’t have any panties on. Even though I stumbled in heels in reality, the fantasy me was able to strut like a supermodel in stilettos. My face was painted immaculately, my lips over-lined, my eyes fringed with false eyelashes. My fingernails were long and well-manicured.

In my fantasy, Keith saw me for the first time. His eyes widened, he licked his lips hungrily, and he moved towards me as if drawn by a magnet. His hands were all over me, examining my curves in this tight dress, slipping beneath my skirt to feel my bare ass, as his breath caressed my ear. He whispered softly: “You’re so sexy, Cecilia. This is all I wanted…”

Lying in bed and thinking about his approval, I let out a little moan, shoving my fingers beneath my panties and stroking myself. It was Keith’s reaction to my new identity that really turned me on. In my mind’s eye, I could see him all over me, worshiping me in a way he never had before. My pussy was starting to get wet and slippery under my fingertips. I probed deeply, yearning to feel something thick and hard inside me.

I reached out, running my hand over Keith’s broad back. He grumbled something in his sleep, and I decided not to wake him. I thought about him ripping off my dress and throwing me down on the bed, fucking me hard from behind as he grabbed my hips. Deep down, I wanted him to treat me like a slut. No more tender missionary sex with lots of eye contact and soft kisses. I wanted my sexy, dominant boyfriend to control me, to use me like a sex object.

As I thought about his cock plunging into my tight, wet, smooth pussy, I started to cry out with pleasure, my fingers moving rapidly over my throbbing clitoris.

I must have woken my boyfriend up, because next thing I knew, he was rolling over to face me, his eyes glittering in the darkness.

“Cecilia, what are you doing?” he mumbled, still groggy.

I let out a few more shuddering breaths, then pulled my hand out from my panties. I nuzzled against him, kissing him on the lips.

“I want to change for you,” I said breathlessly. “I’ll do anything you want, Keith. I just realized that that’s what really turns me on…”

He grinned, wrapping his arms around me and pulling me against his bare chest. “I knew you’d come around. I think I know you better than you know yourself, Cecilia.”

“Yes. I think you do,” I whispered.

When I first met Keith, I was shy in bed, unwilling to discuss sex or let him see my body when the lights were on. Gradually, I was coming out of my shell. A physical transformation was the natural next step in my transformation from wallflower to sex goddess.
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“You’ll meet your mentor today,” Keith said. “Be ready at eleven o’clock.”

My mentor?

“Um…who’s coming over?” I asked, rushing to tighten my robe around my wet body. I had just gotten out of the shower. Keith, in his suit and tie, was about to head out the door and go to work.

“It’s a surprise,” he said, a cheeky grin on his face. “By the way, I bought you an outfit to wear for the occasion. Make sure you put it on before your instructor arrives.”

It had only been a week since I’d made my late-night decision to obey Keith’s commands, but he was obviously prepared.

Keith was already rushing out the door as I tried to get answers from him.

“What outfit? Where is it?”

He was already gone. I was a little annoyed that he was turning this whole thing into such a cryptic game. It must have made him feel more powerful, leaving me in the dark about my future, making decisions at whim that would alter my life.

I scrunched my wet hair with my fingertips as I returned to the bedroom. There it was: the outfit he had bought me. The lingerie set was incredibly sexy. The dark purple bra and matching thong were sheer and left little to the imagination. On top, I was expected to wear a black blazer and tight pencil skirt. I looked around for a blouse, but in vain. There was nothing to conceal my chest, other than the blazer’s buttons.

As I put on the lingerie, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I was pale, my breasts modest in size, my hair falling limply down my back. The only features I was pleased with were my butt and my legs. Otherwise, I felt like a blank canvas that could still use a lot of work.

I got dressed in the skirt and buttoned the blazer up all the way. Staring at my reflection, I put on red lipstick and dark eyeshadow. Then, pulling my hair back into a tight, high ponytail, I completed the look. It seemed odd to be wearing these clothes for a guest, but Keith knew best. I had no choice but to do as he said.

The finishing touch was a pair of designer heels which Keith had bought me at the beginning of our relationship. I used to wear them reluctantly to formal events or fancy cocktail bars. But as I slipped them onto my feet these morning, they seemed to fit me better than ever.

I spent the next hour or so dusting and polishing, making sure that everything was clean for my mystery guest. I had just quit my job, so I was still in “vacation” mode. It was still strange to be at home on a weekday morning.

My mind raced as I tried to picture who my mentor would be. The word “mentor” was fraught with meaning. I imagined a man, wise and scholarly, who would teach me etiquette, tell me the correct way to cross my legs, and explain the male psyche so that I would be able to anticipate Keith’s needs.

The buzzer startled me. Someone was downstairs in the lobby of the apartment building, waiting to come up.

“Yes?” I said into the intercom.

“Hello, Cecilia. I’m your mentor. Would you let me in?”

I was a little surprised to hear a woman’s voice.

“Sure, I’ll buzz you in.”

My heart fluttered and I opened the door, waiting anxiously for my guest to arrive. As the elevator doors opened and my mentor emerged, I had to use all my willpower to stop myself from gaping at her with an open mouth.

“So lovely to meet you, Cecilia,” the buxom blonde said as she came towards me. I watched, mesmerized, as her breasts jiggled in her skin-tight black dress. They were massive. Her legs were incredibly long and shapely. She had long, silky hair, although I assumed that much of it was made of extensions. No one’s hair looked that good without a little help.

“N-Nice to meet you too,” I stuttered, reaching out to shake her hand. She ignored my overture, instead briskly walking past me into the apartment.

I slammed the door shut and turned, following her into the living area.

“Mind telling me your name?” I asked.

“I’m Simone,” she said, placing her very expensive purse on the coffee table and examining her surroundings. “I haven’t been here in so long!”

“Um…you’ve been here before?” I wondered if Simone had mentored Keith’s previous girlfriends. Why else would she know this apartment?

“Didn’t Keith tell you? We used to date,” Simone said, the words oozing out of her. She had a sexy voice that seemed to purr every syllable.

“Keith used to date you?” I asked. My self-esteem plummeted. If I had known that Keith used to date this voluptuous goddess, I never would have bothered getting to know him. I couldn’t possibly compare to sexy Simone.

“Darling, are you all right?” she asked. “We dated for about a year, and then I decided I needed a man with more money. Keith and I still chat from time to time. He told me he was dating the sweetest, most innocent girl, and that she desperately needed my help…”

“I’m not desperate!” I snapped.

Simone smiled at me condescendingly. “Didn’t you quit your job for him?”

“Um…well, I quit my job, but not for him,” I mumbled.

“And aren’t you wearing the clothes he bought for you?”

She had a point. I was doing everything I could do please Keith. My behavior was, for lack of a better word, desperate.

“Sweetie, there’s no reason for you to be jealous of me,” Simone said, as if she could read my mind. “Yes, I fucked your boyfriend — but I want to help you. I know exactly what he likes, and I’m here to teach you how to be his type.”

“This is weird,” I muttered. “All I can think about is how you used to be his girlfriend!”

“If you take my advice,” Simone said sweetly, “you have nothing to worry about. I know exactly what Keith wants in bed. I know exactly what he wants you to wear, how he wants you to behave. I can train you — and it won’t cost you a cent.”

“I guess Keith’s paying you…”

“It’s no big deal,” Simone said, waving her hand in the air. I wondered how much she was earning from this deal. “I’ll be coming over to teach you until you’ve learned everything you need to learn, Cecilia. So…any other questions for me? Questions that don’t involve Keith.”

“Hmm.” I thought for a moment, and for some reason, I decided to take a jab at Simone’s beauty. I couldn’t resist. “Are your boobs fake?”

She glanced down at her ample chest and her lips curled into a smile. “Honey, I’ve had some work down. I’ll be the first to admit it. Breast implants, strategic liposuction, lip injections.” She lowered her voice. “I even had my pussy tightened up.”

“They do that?” I asked incredulously.

“You’re adorable,” she giggled.

I had always been extremely judgmental of women who turned themselves into clones through plastic surgery, but seeing Simone up close, I had to admit that her work was done well. If her goal was to be as hot as possible, she had achieved it.

“Now, let’s get started. We have a lot to learn,” she said, clasping her hands together.

I braced myself for my first lesson. I knew that Simone had plenty to teach me, but I would need to be receptive to her education. She was, after all, my mentor.
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An hour later, after going over all the beauty treatments I should be partaking in regularly — spray tans, mani-pedis, teeth whitening — Simone led me to the bedroom.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, and I joined her.

“You know, you’re too covered up,” she said. “Mind if I take care of this?”

“Um…not at all…”

Her fingers deftly unbuttoned my blazer, allowing just enough of my purple bra to peek through to change my outfit’s vibe from “classy” to “slutty.”

“That’s much better,” she said.

“Much better?” I sighed. “Simone, sitting here next to you, I feel even more self-conscious. My body’s so…average. And my boobs are practically invisible!”

“Nothing that a few thousand dollars can’t change,” she said with a shrug. “But we’ll deal with that later. For now, I want you to learn to be more sexual. I know you’ve been hiding your sexual side from the world. I want to bring her out. Your inner vixen needs to live. So…have you ever kissed a woman before?”

I made a face. “No…never.”

“I think we should change that.”

I burst out laughing. “Are you joking?”

“Well, I wanted to give you a kissing lesson anyway,” she teased. “This will help you relax. Keith is a demanding man…he demands passion and pleasure. You need to open up to him.”

Simone reached behind me and playfully tugged my ponytail. Then, resting her hand on the back of my head and stroking my hair, she leaned towards me. I closed my eyes as her full lips pressed against mine. The first kiss was a gentle tease. The second was slightly more intense. By the third, she was slipping her tongue into my open mouth. Our tongues danced together, but hers was dominant, guiding me with precision.

As she broke her lips away from mine, I found myself gasping for breath. “Holy shit. That may have been the best kiss of my life.”

“You liked that?” she murmured. “Are you…sure you’re not into women, too?”

“I don’t know. I guess I never thought about it.”

“Sometimes, Keith may want to watch you with another woman. You need to be prepared.” She smirked. “He’s full of surprises.”

Simone, of course, was his greatest surprise of all. He had never mentioned that he used to date this blonde beauty. My jealousy was gradually giving way to admiration. Simone may have looked like a plastic doll, but she was incredibly wise when it came to the art of love.

I was ready for her to kiss me again. She plunged her tongue into my mouth and this time, I couldn’t stop myself from running my fingers through her hair and letting my hands caress her bare arms. In response, she began to unbutton my blazer the rest of the way. I shrugged the garment off so that I was wearing nothing but my lacy bra.

Simone stood up, unzipping her black dress and letting it fall to the floor. In her mesh lingerie, her big breasts were round and perky.

Once again, I found myself comparing my body to hers. Simone was tan and buxom and statuesque; I was pale and flat-chested and petite. She was a real woman; in my new lingerie, I felt like a pale imitation.

In spite of myself, I took off my skirt and stood before her.

“What are we doing?” I asked with a nervous laugh.

“Don’t ask questions. Just do what comes naturally,” she said.

I had never been so attracted to a woman before. I had a strange sense that if I kissed and touched Simone’s perfect body, I would absorb some of her powers. I was compelled to worship her curves.

“You know, I didn’t think we’d get this far today,” she commented. “I thought you would need more time to relax. I guess Keith still knows how to pick them…”

I kissed her again, this time reaching behind her back and deftly unhooking her bra. This was all so new to me, so thrilling. I felt like I was doing something very bad — and yet, I also couldn’t stop thinking about how Keith would react if he came in and saw me and Simone going at it in the master bedroom. I was performing for him even in his absence.

The sight of Simone’s bare breasts made my mouth drop open. Whoever her surgeon was, he deserved accolades. Those boobs were absolutely perfect.

I reached out and squeezed them. They felt almost real.

“What, you’ve never felt fake ones before?” Simone asked.

“Never,” I said. “You didn’t…lose any sensitivity from the operation, did you?”

“Why don’t you test it out for yourself?”

I spent a moment trying to figure out what she meant before my mouth instinctively moved towards her nipple. I began to suck, flicking my tongue over and around the pink nub of flesh. Simone cooed with pleasure as I stimulated her nipple. I moved over to the other one, caressing her breasts gently, the way I’d want my own breasts to be played with.

“Are you sure you’re no bi?” she asked. “I’m not joking. You’re good at this.”

“Not until today,” I admitted.

I dropped to my knees and stayed there for a moment, staring at her long legs and her freshly waxed pussy, which was clearly visible under her panties.

“What are you looking at?” she murmured.

“You said you had it…tightened.”

“Uh-huh. Wanna see?”

She slid her panties down to her ankles and stepped out of them. Simone was completely nude now. Her bare pussy was a sight to behold. She was as pink and tight as the women who starred in porn.

“And,” she hinted, “I’m still very sensitive down there.”

I found myself trembling. “This is crazy…what am I doing?”

“Just go with it,” she whispered. “Do what feels right, Cecilia.”

For some reason, it felt like the right thing to do was eat her pussy. After all, if my boyfriend ever wanted me to perform for him with another woman, I would need to practice.

I cautiously extended my tongue and flicked it over her pussy. She spread her legs apart.

“Why don’t you sit on the bed? I think it’ll be easier…”

She sat on the edge, her legs spread wide open, and I knelt before her, ready to worship her body. My licks were light and teasing at first. I could tell she wanted more, so I began to move my tongue more boldly over her smooth pink flesh.

“That’s nice,” she breathed, reaching down to tug on my ponytail again. “By the way, nice choice of hairstyle — very slutty.”

“Thanks,” I said, gazing up at her before returning to the task at hand.

My tongue glided smoothly over her nether regions before I focused my attention on her button-like clitoris. I flicked my tongue back and forth over the bud of flesh. Her response was immediate. She began to moan, and wetness poured out of her. I kept going, emboldened by her pleasure.

In fact, doing this was making my pussy wet, too. Simone’s body was a sight to behold. Her big breasts hovered over me; her thick thighs made a blanket of heat around my face. Her scent was intoxicating.

“That’s so good,” she groaned. “You…you sure you’ve never done this before?”

“Never,” I whispered, before getting back down to business. My tongue swirled faster than ever. I glanced up and saw that Simone’s eyes were tightly shut; I wondered what she was thinking about. Perhaps she was imagining that instead of me, there was a hot, rich guy between her legs.

But I forged ahead, determined to make her cum. I licked until her thighs started quivering and her breathing grew ragged. She let out a whimper of pleasure as her entire body vibrated and wetness poured out of her.

“Yes! Yes!” she sighed, her breasts jiggling as she repositioned her body. “Cecilia…you’re good with your tongue…”

She lay back on the bed, catching her breath, as I stood up. I dabbed at the corners of my lips daintily.

“Am I?” I asked incredulously.

“I hope you’re giving Keith a lot of blow jobs,” Simone said, laughing.

“Well…sometimes. But not often enough,” I admitted. “He doesn’t ask that much.”

“He shouldn’t have to ask,” she said, eyes widening in disbelief. “Cecilia, you exist to serve him. You need to do what comes naturally — just like what happened right now. Let go of your inhibitions and…live.”

“Was I really that good?” I murmured.

“Better than plenty of men I’ve been with,” she said with a grin. “All right…I think that concludes our lesson for today. Shall I come over at the same time tomorrow?”

“Of course,” I said.

I watched Simone get dressed. She fixed her makeup and smoothed her hair, giving me a quick hug before heading out. My head was spinning. I had just kissed a woman and eaten pussy for the first time. What lessons would tomorrow bring?
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Over the next few weeks, it became clear that Keith was paying Simone a ton of money to train me. She came over every day. Each lesson was thrilling for me. On Tuesday, we went shopping together and she showed me exactly what I should and shouldn’t wear in Keith’s presence. Basically, I was supposed to show as much skin as possible. He should come home to find me lounging on the bed in a silky slip or bent over the stove in an apron and nothing else.

On Wednesday, we got our nails done and she showed me exactly how to wear my makeup. The process was tedious and long; the products were all insanely pricey. But my confidence surged when I saw how hot I looked after my little makeover.

On Thursday, she took me to her favorite salon so I could get hair extensions. Sitting in the chair next to her, I stifled my groans of pain as Simone told me all about the times she would come home to find Keith and his buddies playing poker. On those occasions, he would pass her around to his friends.

“You fucked all of them?” I asked, shocked.

“Well…not all of them. A few I just sucked off,” she giggled.

There it was again, her trademarked giggle. I knew that Simone was intelligent, but as soon as she started laughing, I completely forgot. She switched to an ultra-feminine voice every time she interacted with a man. It was as if she was pretending to be a dumb bimbo.

Little did I know, that was my Friday lesson. Simone wanted me to emulate her voice, her mannerisms, her laugh. I could be the most beautiful woman in the world, but unless I could dumb myself down, I would never be fully desirable to Keith.

“When he’s around, you’re not thinking for yourself,” she reminded me.

“I’m working on it,” I sighed. Sometimes, I felt I would never be hot enough or perfect enough for Keith. He was demanding. Each day, he came home from work and asked me what I had learned.

On Friday evening, he arrived to find me sitting on the couch in my new lingerie.

“Wow,” he said as he came into the apartment. “Every day, you look hotter and hotter, Cecilia. Simone’s definitely a positive influence, isn’t she?”

“Simone’s the best!” I giggled, twisting a strand of hair around my finger. It felt strange, lounging around at night in a full face of makeup with all these hair extensions in, but I could never be “off” in my boyfriend’s presence. He deserved me at my best at all times.

“That’s funny. You’re starting to sound like her, too,” he noted.

“Is something wrong?” I asked. Keith had a sour expression on his face.

“Oh, it’s not you…just some stuff at the office. Had a rough day,” he admitted.

“Babe!” I squealed. “Here…let me take care of you. I want you to forget all about today.”

I pulled him down onto the couch and we began to kiss. His hands were on my body, his tongue in my mouth. He loosened his tie.

“It’s nice to come home to you,” he said. “Have you been a good girl for Simone?”

“A very good girl!” I cried. “And I painted my nails again — see?”

“Very cute,” he said.

“Not sexy?” I asked, mildly disappointed.

Keith shrugged. “You’re cute. It’s a good thing.”

“What do I have to do to be…sexy?” I murmured.

“You want to know the truth?” he said softly.

I nodded eagerly.

“Go to Simone’s plastic surgeon and get everything she’s had done.”

My lip quivered. “So I won’t be sexy until I have big boobs and a tiny waist and all that?”

“You know, when I met Simone, she was ‘cute,’ too. Fortunately, she changed all that.”

It hadn’t occurred to me that the only reason Simone looked and acted the way she did was because Keith had persuaded her to go under the knife and behave like a horny bimbo all the time. Obviously, she enjoyed her transformation enough to parlay it into a string of lucrative romances with well-to-do gentlemen.

“Fine. I’ll do that soon,” I said. I couldn’t believe I was agreeing to change my entire body so quickly. What had happened to my sense of self? But I had no excuse not to do it. I wasn’t squeamish about doctors; Keith was going to pay for all of it; and best of all, I was growing to like the plastic look.

“Good girl,” Keith said approvingly.

“You had a rough day,” I sighed. “Let me take care of you.”

A few weeks ago, this situation would have been inconceivable. My boyfriend had just told me to go under the knife for him, and in response, I was begging him to let me pleasure him.

It was as if I had been compelled by the spirit of Simone to drop to my knees and give him a nice blow job to ease his stress. I unzipped his pants and he watched me curiously.

“You never initiate,” he murmured.

“There’s a first time for everything,” I said, pulling out his thick member and giving it a few strokes to get him nice and hard.

Simone had taught me well. In life, I would always let my boyfriend lead the way, but in the bedroom, I should be a seductress.

I wet his cock with the tip of my tongue, stroking it teasingly. I moved from the base to the tip in one long, delicious swipe. He squirmed slightly.

“Who taught you that move?” he said, his eyes shining.

“Guess,” I said, gazing up at him.

“Hiring Simone to take care of you was the smartest decision I’ve ever made,” he chuckled.

When it came to his blonde ex, he must have thought that he was still in control of that situation. But Simone had taken charge early, seducing me with her perfect body and showing me the ropes. I had stopped viewing her as Keith’s paid pawn and instead, saw her as a true mentor, a goddess among women. I wanted to be just like Simone.

Now, however, was not the time to reveal this to Keith. I only wanted to give him pleasure and make him cum hard.

My tongue swept up and down the length of his shaft again, and then I focused on the tip, sucking it gently. Inch by inch, I filled my mouth with his hard cock. I moved slowly, deliberately, until half his dick was in my mouth. I slowly filled myself the rest of the way up with his thick, meaty member as I used every trick that Simone had taught me.

“Shit,” Keith groaned. “Since when do you deep throat?”

I pulled his cock out of my mouth and, gripping the wet shaft in my hand, licked my lips and replied, “Since tonight.”

I wrapped my lips around his cock again and sucked, this time more quickly. My head bobbed up and down on his dick and he began to press the back of my head, urging me to go deep again. I obeyed his silent command, going as deep as I could, and he moaned my name incredulously, as if he couldn’t believe that this naughty girl was the same person as the sweet, innocent young lady who used to get squeamish at the mere mention at sex.

I began to suck more deliberately, stroking the bottom half of his shaft as my mouth worked the top. I got into a steady rhythm at a tempo which I knew Keith liked, and didn’t stop until he was breathing heavily. I had gotten him all worked up, and I couldn’t wait to feel him explode.

He grabbed my head and pushed me towards him more deliberately. As he began to guide my depth and speed, I surrendered to his dominance. My work as a temptress was done. Now, it was time for Keith to take the reins again and show me exactly what he wanted from me. I was no longer an innocent flower. Instead, I was an aspiring porn star, a naughty fantasy, a sex object who deserved to be treated roughly.

He pumped his hips, thrusting in and out of my mouth — he was essentially fucking my face at this point. I let him. I gave in to his superior strength. Eventually, he began to groan, and his meaty cock slid into my mouth one last time as he shot a huge load of cum down my throat.

He stayed inside my mouth for a moment, and I felt his hard shaft shrink again.

“Babe,” he groaned, pulling out slowly. His body was trembling slightly.

He reached down and pulled me up onto the couch with him. We kissed passionately.

“You’re doing very well,” he said. His face was red. He ran his fingers through his hair.

“Thanks, Keith,” I said, giggling. “Now, I was wondering if we could talk about something important.”

He looked a little nervous. “Um…what’s that?”

It took all my courage to tell him what I was thinking. “When should I make an appointment with Simone’s plastic surgeon?”

A smile crept over his lips. “I thought you would never ask.”
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On a Sunday afternoon, I sent Simone a text asking if we could meet up. She told me she was quite busy, but that she would be downtown around two. I made sure that I got to our meeting spot right on time. I saw my mentor, clad in a hot pink halter top and white miniskirt, and waved to get her attention.

“Simone!”

“Cecilia?” From a distance, Simone squinted. “Is that you?”

She came towards me, her heels clicking on the pavement.

“How do I look?” I asked, running my hands over my new hourglass figure.

“Oh my God…I didn’t even recognize you!”

It was the first time I’d seen my mentor since my surgeries, although I think my bleached blonde hair must have thrown her off, too.

Simone gave me a big hug, and our breasts squeezed together. We both giggled simultaneously; our laughs were nearly identical now.

“Cecilia, you look fantastic!” she cried.

“Your doctor was more than happy to give me exactly the same surgeries you got,” I murmured. “The same sized implants…the same lips…the same everything.”

“But why change your hair?” she asked, stroking my golden tendrils.

“I just wanted to make Keith feel like he was fucking a completely new woman,” I said, laughing. “This is all for him, remember? And he does seem to like blondes a lot.”

“Has he seen you yet?”

“I haven’t let him see me. I’ve been sleeping in the guest bedroom since the operations so he wouldn’t see me all bruised and covered in bandages. But I had my last consultation this morning, and the doctor said everything is healing nicely.”

It had been months since I first met Simone; we were basically best friends now. I found it hard to believe that I used to be intimidated by her. We were one and the same now, physically and mentally. She had taught me everything she knew about seduction, playing dumb, and submitting to my boyfriend’s desires. Neither of us said it, but we must have both known that her tenure as my mentor was coming to an end.

“Let me know what he thinks,” Simone said. “But I need to run, honey — I have a date with a very wealthy politician tonight, and I need to find the perfect dress.”

“Have fun,” I said, kissing her on the cheek.

She turned, pressing her lips against mine. Our brief kiss nearly caused a car accident as a guy driving past us whipped his head around to get a glimpse of two hot blondes locking lips in public.

We both giggled and waved at him before going our separate ways. I was eager to show Keith just how much I had changed. Hopefully, he would be pleased with my transformation.
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Upon returning to the apartment, I heard an unfamiliar voice in the living room. I stopped in the doorway, listening as Keith and another man talked. I shut the door quietly, making sure no one would hear me.

“So, you ever gonna introduce me to your new girl?” the man said. “I’ll never forget the last one you dated…she was smoking hot.”

I felt a lump in my throat. It occurred to me that Keith had never introduced me to any of his friends outside of a business setting. I wondered if this guy was referring to Simone or another one of Keith’s submissive bimbos.

“Josh, I think you’ll like Cecilia. She’s very…willing.”

There was a brief silence. “Willing?”

“Yeah. She’s willing to do anything. I got her to quit her job and change everything in her life. But I actually haven’t seen her in a few weeks…she had some surgeries…”

Josh laughed. “So what you’re saying is, next time you see her, she’s gonna have big fake tits. Shit, man…you know how to pick them! My girlfriend would never go for any of that. Is she blonde like the last one?”

Before he could get another word out, I mustered all my courage and sauntered into the room. In my sleek white dress, which had a zipper running all the way down the front, I looked like a million dollars. I had lowered the zipper just enough so that my new breasts popped out, tan and firm and inviting.

“Are you two talking about me?” I giggled.

Keith and Josh stared at me from the sofa, mouths open in shock.

“Sweetie, I didn’t know you had gotten home. And…wow…” Keith scratched his head. “I haven’t seen you in so long, I just…I thought…”

I tossed my long hair. “Like my new hair color?”

“I love it,” Keith murmured, analyzing my new face and body. “Cecilia, you look just like Simone. The lips…the hair…the tits…”

I spun around, bending over to showcase my new, slim waistline. In the process, my tight dress rode up, revealing my bare buttocks. I wasn’t wearing any panties.

Laughing, I covered myself up again. I turned to Keith’s friend. “I’m Cecilia, by the way.”

“I’m…” He stared at me blankly, as if he had forgotten his own name. “I’m Josh.”

“Why is it so quiet? We need some music!”

I rushed across the room to turn the stereo on. Keith had an expensive sound system which had a way of making his luxurious apartment feel like a classy nightclub. I closed the blinds, dimming the room and dancing seductively to the throbbing bass line as I made my way back to the guys.

Keith and Josh were clearly enjoying the show. My boyfriend definitely hadn’t expected me to make my debut as a surgically-enhanced hottie in this way, but I was adapting to the circumstances. Things would be different if Keith had been here alone. Instead, I had no choice but to entertain both men, knowing that Keith was open to the idea of sharing my body with his friends.

“What is this, a strip club?” Josh laughed.

“I’m still trying to figure it out myself,” Keith murmured. My boyfriend was floored by my transformation. I’d never seen him look at me this way. He was clearly enthralled by the new Cecilia.

I danced close to him, hopping onto his lap and bouncing my body gently to the music. I lowered the zipper a couple more inches so that more of my breasts spilled out.

“And you’re not wearing any panties,” Keith said, grinning.

“My pussy’s tighter now, by the way,” I said, biting my lip in a sexy way as I stared down into his eyes. “Wanna feel it?”

I stood up and spun around, bending over and spreading my legs apart. I felt Keith’s index finger slide into my super-tight hole.

“You’re right,” he murmured. “Josh…check this out.”

He pulled his finger out and another finger replaced it. I squirmed as Josh inserted two, then three, fingers inside me.

“Beautiful,” Josh commented.

His fingers slid out, coated in my wetness. I was soaking already. I pretended that I was going back to Keith, but instead, I danced over to his friend and hopped on Josh’s lap.

I began to grind against his hard bulge, which I could feel through his jeans.

“Are you a banker, too?” I asked, making small talk as I turned him on.

“Um…no…I work in real estate,” he said. He obviously didn’t know where to look. His eyes darted from my plump lips to my full breasts and up to my eyes again.

“Do you? That’s amazing,” I giggled. “My boyfriend has the cutest friends. It’s so nice to finally meet you, Josh.”

I knew that Keith had intentionally waited until I was way hotter to introduce me to his closest pals. He hadn’t wanted them to see me as a shy, mousy brunette. But now that I was a voluptuous blonde, I was the type of woman he could show off like a trophy.

I continued my little lap dance and then Keith stood up.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, running his fingers through my hair as he passed. “Don’t go anywhere.”

I took the opportunity to lower my zipper a little further. By now, most of my breasts were exposed.

“You’re killing me,” Josh groaned. “I have a girlfriend at home, Cecilia…I can’t be doing this.”

“Oh, really? Hmm.”

Instead of backing off, I lowered the zipper further and spread the panels of the dress apart to reveal my new, fake breasts. I leaned closer, enveloping his face with my huge tits. I felt his warm breath against my flesh.

“Keith’s gonna kill me, too,” he muttered, his voice muffled.

“He’s not even in the room,” I teased. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

Josh began to suck on my nipples, running his hands up and down my bare torso. I shrugged the dress off my shoulders, then quickly stood up to let it fall to my feet. I was completely nude now, an hourglass silhouette posed against the light coming in through the window. I climbed back onto his lap and he began to fondle my breasts again.

Keith came back into the room.

“Look what we have here,” he said, a devious grin on his face.

“I can explain,” Josh said, his face turning beet red. “She was all over me, and then…”

“No need to explain, Josh. If you want to fuck her, then fuck her. Cecilia, show him a good time.”

I reached for his belt buckle and, after a few moments of confusion, Josh began to pull off his pants and boxers. He couldn’t believe this was really happening. I was sure that he had completely forgotten about the existence of his own poor girlfriend. But she could never compare to me.

As soon as his boxers were off, I lowered my bare pussy onto his hard cock. My tight slit engulfed his throbbing member, and as I filled myself with his hardness, I glanced over at Keith. He was unbuttoning his shirt; I could see the outline of his erect cock through his pants before he slid them off.

I fucked Josh in time with the sexy music, rocking back and forth, swiveling my torso so that my breasts danced pleasingly in front of him. Josh was a helpless mess with me on his lap. I knew he wouldn’t last long.

But I wasn’t doing this for him; I was doing it to please Keith, who was jacking off as he watched me ride his friend’s dick. I almost wished he would take out a camera — this momentous occasion needed to be documented. Maybe next time, we could film it and I would be able to unleash my inner porn star.

An audience of one was good enough for now, though, especially because Keith was the one man whose opinion mattered to me.

Josh gripped my body tightly as I fucked him, and I saw his eyes glaze over. I turned to Keith.

“Should I let him cum inside me?” I murmured.

“In your mouth,” Keith instructed. “I’m the only one who can cum inside your pussy, baby…”

“Oh. Right.” I giggled, feeling a bit silly, even though we’d never discussed these rules before. But it made sense that only my boyfriend should be allowed to finish inside my tight, perfect hole.

I got down on my knees and began to suck Josh’s cock, staring into his eyes the entire time. Within moments, he was shaking with pleasure. His lips curled into a smile and his eyes closed as he filled my mouth with his eruption. I gulped every last drop down, then stood up. I realized I was still wearing my heels. For some reason, that made me feel even dirtier.

“I…uh…thank you…” Josh said uncertainly.

But I was bored with him. I barely acknowledged his thanks, instead heading over to my naked boyfriend and giving him a wet, deep, passionate kiss on the lips. I could tell, from the way he was kissing me, that he wanted to devour me whole. His kissed me down to the floor, then flipped my body over so that he could fuck me from behind.

I had secretly hoped that Keith would take the time to worship my new curves, exploring them with his mouth and his fingertips. But that would have to happen another time. He was all worked up from watching me fuck another man, and he was ready to take me.

I stood on all fours, feeling my big breasts swinging heavily beneath me. My boyfriend’s big cock plunged into my sopping wet pussy as he gripped my hips. I completely forgot there was another man in the room watching us. As far as I was concerned, it was just me and my wonderful, handsome boyfriend.

He pulled my hair sharply as he fucked me, so sharply that I thought he might tear out some of my new extensions. I had a feeling that Keith was going to be a lot rougher with me from now on. I looked like a fuck toy, so it only made sense that he would treat me like one.

He wasn’t holding back. His thrusts were deep and rapid and powerful. A few drops of his sweat dripped down onto my bare ass. The way his jolting thrusts made my breasts swing faster was a little painful, but it was a delicious kind of pain. I had to admit, I was still healing from my operations and getting used to this new body. But if I felt sore tomorrow, it wouldn’t matter — I would still be fantasizing about everything that happened today…

Keith began to grunt, and he pulled out of me, whispering for me to lie on my back. I changed positions readily; I was exhausted and needed a break. My boyfriend straddled my body and began to fuck my big tits. I gazed up at him, entranced by the intense look on his face, as his cock slid in and out of my sweaty, slippery cleavage. And then, letting out a low moan, he plunged his dick between my tits one more time and came. The white rope of his sticky seed draped over my upper chest and my neck, some droplets landing on my enhanced lips. I flicked my tongue out to catch them all.

“Dude,” Josh moaned from across the room. “She’s like a porn star now.”

“Isn’t she?” Keith chuckled.

As the two men got dressed, I lay there, so weak that I could barely move. I was covered in Keith’s cum. My breasts felt so heavy, I was struggling to move my body. But I was happy. I was in love…and in lust. Thanks to Keith’s desires and Simone’s mentorship, I had turned into the perfect woman. Now that I had a new body, I could officially start my life over. Gone was the sweet, reserved Cecilia; in her place, there was a blonde bimbo with ample assets and no inhibitions.

As Keith and Josh began to discuss other things again, I slowly lifted myself from the floor to head to the shower. The men had slipped back into their usual roles again; they were behaving like two regular guys. I, on the other hand, was still performing. I didn’t say a word, even though they were talking about things that interested in me. Instead, I merely giggled and left the room slowly, making sure that the last part of me they saw was my tight, perfect ass. I was just a body to Keith now, all tits and ass and pussy; but as long as I turned him on, that was all that mattered to me.


The Plastic Surgeon's Wife: A Bimbofication Story


The dizzying moment when I realized that I was no longer me came as a shock. Who was this woman in the mirror, this bleached blonde tramp dressed like a hooker? These breasts, round and pert and completely unnatural, weren't mine. This perfect ass, enhanced with fat taken from my own body, wasn't mine either. And neither was this spray tanned skin and these long, manicured pink fingernails.

But still, I wasn’t shocked by my own extreme physical transformation. Instead, I was focused on what was to come. I couldn’t wait to find out what my husband would want to do to me next. To feel his clinical touch on my flesh and see his judgmental gaze as he analyzed my body turned me on in a way that was almost indescribable. It was even better to feel that clinical touch melt into groping as his lust overrode all other emotions, to see how hard his big cock got every time he looked at me.

I no longer wondered what my husband saw in me. We weren’t a “mismatched couple” anymore. Dr. William Thorpe had turned me into the ultimate plastic surgeon’s wife, his hot, submissive little bimbo.

I sucked in my breath and smoothed my long blonde hair as the door opened and a tall, imposing figure came around the corner.
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Right after I married William, my life was picture perfect. I’d never imagined that I would meet a man like him. He was incredibly handsome, charming, and, of course, wealthy and successful. After meeting at a bar, William and I had a whirlwind courtship and we were married within six months. I had always been a cautious young woman who expected to have a long engagement, just to make sure I was making the right choice. But for some reason, I felt like marrying this successful doctor was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that I simply couldn't pass up.

So what if William had been married before? He was eight years older than me, so it seemed natural that he would have had a serious relationship or two before we met.

And so what if he was a plastic surgeon? I had always considered cosmetic surgery to be loathsome, associating breast implants and nose jobs with tacky reality TV stars and insecure bimbos who needed to be seen in a bikini at all times. However, William treated it like an art. He told me that his patients were all masterpieces, and I admired him for that attitude. He took his work seriously and, obviously, he was extremely successful and talented at what he did.

My life as a wealthy doctor’s wife had just begun when everything I thought I knew about William came crashing down around me. My best friend Betsy happened to be visiting me for the first time. I was eager to show off my new home, a gorgeous mansion in the suburbs of Los Angeles.

“Holy shit Jenna, this place is insane!” she breathed as I led her into the spacious living room.

“Isn’t it?” I sighed. “Now that I’m a stay-at-home wife, I get to enjoy it all, too. I mean, we have our own chef who comes and makes us organic meals. Isn’t that amazing?”

“Just don’t let the money go to your head,” Betsy said, laughing. “I didn’t know you cared so much about these things…”

“Oh, I don’t,” I said quickly. “I’m the same old girl I always was.”

“You look happy,” Betsy said, squeezing my hand. “And I’m so glad you still look like my adorable friend who wears sweatpants around the house. I was afraid I’d come here and find out you got a boob job and started wearing heels to go to the grocery store!”

“Huh?” I asked. I crossed my arms over my flat chest, instinctively defending myself. I loved Betsy, but she had always brought up my small breasts when she (a woman who happened to have perfect, natural C cups) wanted to make me feel insecure.

“I didn’t want to say this before the wedding…but we were worried you would change yourself for William,” Betsy explained. “Free plastic surgery is hard to resist, isn’t it?”

I rolled my eyes. “Betsy, you know me…I have no desire to go under the knife — ever! And William loves me the way I am.”

Even though other people seemed to have a problem with the fact that I, a down-to-earth, natural-looking brunette had married a plastic surgeon, I tried not to let their judgment bother me.

“Oh, yeah?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “You ever see what his ex-wife looked like?”

I thought for a moment. Come to think of it, I’d never even seen a picture of the woman. “Actually, no. I never even asked about her! William always says that the past is the past…I agree with him there.”

“There has to be a pic of her around here somewhere,” Betsy said, rubbing her hands together. “Don’t you want to know what you’re going to look like in a few years?”

I giggled. “Betsy, you really think he marries women and gives them free plastic surgery makeovers? William is way too busy for that!”

But Betsy was on a mission. And for some reason, I felt more curious now that she’d brought up that mysterious woman from the past, someone who William never even mentioned, in spite of the fact that she was his ex-wife.

Then I remembered the old box of photos that I’d found in the master bedroom closet.

“You know, I think there might be some pictures upstairs…”

“Go get them!” Betsy squealed, eager to solve this mystery.

I rushed upstairs to retrieve the box. By the time I got back to Betsy, my heart was pounding.

Hands shaking, I lifted the lid. Betsy immediately grabbed a bunch of pictures and sorted through them. She let out a gasp of shock.

“What is it?”

“This must be her. She’s absolutely gorgeous. They’re together in every picture,” Betsy breathed.

My heart sank as I snatched the images from her. They were all from about five years ago. William and the stunning blonde woman were canoodling or posing together in every photo. She, unlike me, fit the bill of the plastic surgeon’s wife perfectly: platinum blonde hair, plumped up lips, and a massive chest that jutted out from her petite frame. In every shot, she was flaunting her cleavage and flashing a bright white smile.

“Jenna, you need to get the hell out of this marriage,” Betsy said sternly. “He’s going to turn you into this and then he’s going to dump you for the next sweet young thing who comes along! Just you wait!”

I threw the pictures back into Pandora’s box and slammed it shut, wishing I had never taken it off that high shelf in the closet.

“Maybe he got tired of the plastic look,” I said, sticking up for William. “Did you ever consider that?”

Betsy smirked. “Or maybe he gets off on turning innocent girls into porn stars…”

I was determined to ignore Betsy, even though my friend was far more intuitive than me. I felt stupid for not asking more questions about my husband’s ex-wife, and for rushing into a marriage with a man I really knew nothing about.

I decided that I would have to confront him, even though I was terrified of rocking the boat. I had stepped into a perfect life, one filled with money and luxury, and I was afraid of losing it all. Even more, though, I was afraid of losing the man I’d fallen in love with.
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“William…do you think I’m sexy?”

It was almost midnight, and my husband had just settled down into bed beside me.

“Of course I think you’re sexy,” he murmured, smiling lazily at me.

“Then why haven’t we made love since the honeymoon?”

My husband always had an excuse: he was exhausted from work; he had to meet a client or a business partner; he had to get up at four the next morning for an emergency surgery. It wasn’t until Betsy visited that it occurred to me just how rarely my new husband and I actually fucked.

“You know I’ve got a lot on my plate,” William sighed, rolling over to face me in bed. “And we talked about this before the wedding — my work is my life. I thought you understood that…”

“Well, just so you know, I found pictures of your ex-wife. And you two seemed very happy together,” I blurted out, sitting up in bed and glaring at him.

William sat up beside me, immediately wrapping his arm around me. “Honey, why were you looking through my stuff?”

“Because you’re so secretive about your past. Please, William. Tell me everything about her. All I know is that she was gorgeous,” I said, the words pouring out of me.

He hesitated. “Maria was a patient of mine, when I first opened my practice. She wanted her breasts done. She liked the work I did so much, she came back to get her nose done, too. And then some liposuction and body contouring. And then…” He paused again, his eyes staring off dreamily into the distance. “And then she had her pussy tightened. By that point, she was physically perfect.”

“And then you married her,” I said, biting my lip.

My husband stared at me in disbelief. “Jenna, you’re not jealous of my ex-wife, are you?”

“You just described her as physically perfect…and I know for a fact that she and I are total opposites. So what does that make me?”

He wrapped his arms around me, and I tried not to cry.

William’s voice hummed in my ear. “All right, babe. I’ll be honest with you. I’ve always been attracted to that…plastic look. Fake hair, fake tits. That’s one of the reasons I got into plastic surgery. But I’m more mature now. And when I met you, I decided to look beyond the outside. You’re a wonderful, kind, smart woman, Jenna…I’d be foolish to let you go.”

Wonderful, kind, and smart…but not sexy.

Even though he was trying to make me feel better, William had just revealed that I wasn’t his type. He liked me for who I was on the inside, but he would always fantasize about the type of woman who had been sculpted to physical perfection by a scalpel, transformed through surgery and invasive beauty treatments into every man’s ideal woman.

“You know what?” I said, pulling away from him. “I think I’d like to come in for a consultation with you, Dr. Thorpe!”

I glared at my husband, and he stared at me in disbelief.

“Um…what?”

“You heard me. I want you to tell me everything you’d change about me. And if you feel that strongly about it, I give you permission to operate on me.”

“Why are you overreacting?” he groaned.

“I’m done talking about this. Goodnight,” I said, switching off the bedside lamp and turning away from him in bed.

I could have kept quiet, but my husband had just confirmed my greatest fears. Betsy had planted the seed of anxiety, suggesting that William and I were a mismatched couple. However, William had just proven that he still wanted a plastic woman, even if he had no plans to turn me into one.

I was eager to challenge him. I didn’t know what had gotten into me, but for some reason, the thought of sitting on an exam table and letting William critique my body sounded cathartic. At best, it would let me know exactly where I stood, and it might make it easier for me to accept the things I couldn’t change about myself.

At worst, it might create a rift in our new marriage, one that could never be repaired.

The third possibility — that this would be the beginning of my own remarkable metamorphosis into a sexy, voluptuous trophy wife — didn’t occur to me as I lay there in bed, listening to my husband breathing softly beside me. He was already asleep.
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This was the first time that I had ever been to William’s clinic. The receptionist who greeted me, a slim redhead with striking features, could have been a fashion model. In the waiting area, I saw three young women who are possessed a few plastic parts, most notably absurdly large breast implants. My husband and I had never talked about the specifics of his business, but I was getting the sense that he specialized in huge tits.

“Name, please?” the receptionist asked. She hadn’t looked me in the eyes once since I got here.

“Jenna Thorpe,” I said coolly.

That certainly got her attention. She stared at me.

“Mrs. Thorpe!” she cried, looking me up and down with more than a touch of judgment in her gaze. I definitely wasn’t the type of woman who she was expecting to see. How could a plastic surgeon’s wife be so plain-looking? I didn’t even have any makeup on my face, unlike the other women in the room, who were tarted up with glittery eyeshadow and lipgloss like they were going to a nightclub.

“I’m here to see my husband. Where is he?” I asked.

“Right down the hall, to the right,” the receptionist said. She had already gotten tired of looking at me and she was staring at her phone, scrolling through photos of herself, her long red fingernail sliding across the screen.

I slowly made my way to the exam room where my husband was waiting for me.

“Jenna,” he said, spinning around in his chair. “I didn’t know you’d actually come here.”

I smiled, embracing him giving him a kiss on the lips. He barely reciprocated.

“What do you mean? This was my idea!”

William grinned. “I thought that you were just saying all that because you were pissed off at me. But since you’re here and taking this seriously, let’s begin your consultation.”

“Don’t hold back!” I said. “Treat me like you’d treat any of your patients.”

“I can’t do that,” William said with a chuckle. “There’s far more at stake with you. You’re the woman I’m supposed to sleep with for the rest of my life.”

“At least until you get a newer model,” I replied curtly.

Oddly enough, our tense interactions were turning me on. I had always let my husband leave his work at the clinic, and even though I knew he was pumping up women’s breasts, giving them perfect faces, and even tightening their vaginas, I preferred not to ask too many questions. Now, I had become one of his patients. Everything felt different.

William snapped on a pair of latex gloves. “Please disrobe for me. Just strip down to your underwear.”

“Don’t I need a gown or something?”

“Honey, please. I’m the doctor. You need to respect my authority.”

“Yes, doctor,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm.

I pulled off my tank tip and my jeans, revealing my simple black bra and matching panties.

“Have a seat on the exam table,” William directed, coming towards me with those ominously gloved hands. I resisted the urge to laugh.

I felt the cool touch of his hands on my abdomen.

“Do I need liposuction?” I blurted out.

“Not at all. Your tummy’s perfect, sweetie.”

“Good,” I sighed.

“Just let me examine you, okay?” he said firmly. “No talking back. This is my domain.”

“Okay.”

My husband had never use that tone with me. I didn't know whether to feel intimidated by him or to respect him, knowing that he was a man who had risen to the top of his field for a reason.

Silently, he pressed his cool, gloved finger tips against my cheeks. He pressed the flesh gently before moving over to my thin lips. He pulled my lower lip out gently and murmured something incoherent.

“What?” I asked.

“Be patient,” he said calmly. “I’ll tell you everything when I’m done examining you.”

William stared at my body for a moment.

“Please take off your underwear for me.”

Even though my husband had seen me naked a thousand times before, it was different to strip down under the harsh white lights of the exam room. I knew that every flaw would be visible to him. Once I was naked, I realized just how pale my skin was. Part of me wished I’d gotten a tan before coming in here, even though I never tanned.

The gloved hands caressed my bare chest and cupped my breasts, as if he was evaluating their size. Once again he said something soft, under his breath, just quietly enough so I couldn’t make it out.

“What was that?” I asked, exasperated with him.

He looked me in the eyes. “I said that we can do a small incision, which won’t leave much of a scar.”

The game was starting to go a little too far for me, but I simply nodded and swallowed my words. I had asked for the real patient experience, hadn’t I?

William rested his hand on my shoulder.

“So what’s the verdict, doctor?” I asked, gazing up at him.

“We’re not quite finished yet. On your hands and knees, dear.”

I changed my position, realizing when I was already standing on all fours that this was not professional. Did William really have all the women who came into his office stick their asses in his face like this?

He grabbed my butt, kneading the flesh of my buttocks and he said, “Hmm. Definitely something to work with here, but enhancements will make a big difference.”

Then a cold latex-covered hand reached between my legs, pressing the flesh of my pussy and making me tremble. I stifled a gasp of surprise and pleasure. He caressed my folds, spreading my buttocks apart to get a better look at me. Then he slid one finger inside my hole, which was nice and slick.

“Does this turn you on?” he asked, a hint of mischief in his deep voice.

“I guess so,” I murmured, feeling dazed.

“Good.” He slid the finger in and out of me a couple times, and then smacked me on the bare bottom. “I think our exam is done.”

“Should I sit up?” I asked. I felt quite vulnerable like this, even though I was just in front of my husband. For some reason, though, I felt like I was talking to a complete stranger. He’d never touched me like that before.

“Stay like that. It makes me feel in control,” William replied.

“All right,” I said. My voice fell naturally, becoming so soft, it was nearly inaudible. “So what would you change about me?”

William walked around the exam table, his shoes clicking on the hard floor. He stood in front of me, still towering over my nude body.

“For starters, I would give you a lip implant,” he said as he pulled his gloves off. “You have very thin lips. Not sexy at all.”

I held my breath. “All right. What else?”

“Well…your butt isn’t bad, but there’s always room for improvement. I can use fat from elsewhere in your body — perhaps your thighs — to give you a nice, sexy, juicy ass.”

“Okay…”

“And your breasts…well, I think you already know that they’re very small. Much smaller than I’d prefer. We can make them enormous, thanks to the latest implant technology.”

I blinked. “William, that’s a lot of surgeries.”

“I’m not done,” he said, cutting me off. “Finally, I want to neaten things up…down there. I like a nice, tight pussy. You know — the porn look.”

“Enough of this,” I said, frustrated. “I get it. I’m not hot. I’m sorry I ever asked you for a consultation, William!”

“Don’t be sorry. I’m glad we did this,” he said, smiling cryptically. “And once the procedures are done…”

“Procedures?” I gasped. “You’re not cutting me open!”

He tilted his head slightly. “Didn’t you give me permission to operate on you, when we were in bed together?”

I froze. I did give him permission, didn’t I?

“Baby, I promise,” he went on, “you’re in good hands with me. I can make you the total package. Don’t you want to look the part? You’re a plastic surgeon’s wife now.”

“Let me think about it,” I murmured. “I need a little time.”

I couldn’t deny, though, that I was soaking wet now. There was something about my husband abusing his power over me — he was supporting me financially, after all — that got me turned on. All I wanted to do was submit to his desires.

The whole world thought I was too flat-chested, too boring, too plain for a man like him. I wanted to prove them wrong.

“Honey,” I said in a whisper, “I’m…actually really horny.”

He stared at my body and he brushed his fingers through my dark hair. “Me, too.”

William leaned down and kissed my lips. I was still on my hands and knees, frozen in exam position, wondering what was going to happen next. I didn’t dare move.

My husband’s tongue pressed against mine, and for the first time in weeks, we had a truly passionate make out session. Something about the power struggle between us added to the sexiness of it all. I was surrendering to his authority, letting him turn me into a new woman. Naturally, I tended towards submissiveness; William was bringing it up to a whole new level.

“We have to be quick,” he said. “I have another appointment soon.”

“Fuck me,” I groaned. With my ass and pussy sticking out behind me, I was in no position to touch myself and get some relief. I was dependent on him to take care of me.

William walked around the table and stood behind me, gripping my body by the hips and spreading my ass cheeks apart. He buried his face in my pussy, his long tongue caressing every inch of my soft folds. Then he found my throbbing clitoris and jiggled it back and forth with tight, rhythmic licks. I let out a moan so loud, anyone in the building could have heard me.

His hard palm smacked my bare butt and I knew that he was telling me to be silent. Then his hot tongue was lapping at my wet flesh again, swirling up and down and around the length of my pussy.

He pulled away and I heard him lower his zipper, then the sound of his hand stroking his shaft, preparing himself to fuck me.

I wondered if William was aroused because he was dominating me or if the thought of what I would soon look like was on his mind. Was he fantasizing about future Jenna while fucking the flat-chested, non-plastic woman he’d married? Was he thinking about sucking on the big, fake tits he’d soon be installing in my chest? Was he imagining the way I’d look with blonde hair extensions and a mini skirt, an exact replica of his gorgeous ex-wife?

The images of my future self rushed through my own mind as his hard cock plunged into my sopping wet pussy. He’d never fucked me like this before. Our lovemaking had always been tender and gentle in the past. Today, however, William was being rough with me. He was digging his fingers into my flesh, plowing my pussy like he was in a hurry to cum. I couldn’t help but realize that this was the first time he’d ever fucked me without looking me in the eyes. He was using me as an object for his pleasure.

My body was jolted on the table with each thrust. I felt my flesh heat up, beads of sweat forming all over my body as William pushed me to the limit. I knew I was leaving a wet mess all over the exam table. William adjusted his position so that he could go even deeper. The sensation of his massive member inside me filled me with a delicious mixture of pleasure and pain.

I closed my eyes, holding onto the table for dear life as his cock slid in and out of me again and again and again. Finally, I opened my mouth wide and let out a long, sexual moan of pleasure as I came.

Shuddering, I waited for my husband to finish up. It wasn’t long before he was pulling out, jacking himself off until he exploded all over my lower back.

He squeezed my ass one last time as he retreated.

“I think this was a productive consultation,” he said softly. “Thank you, Jenna. You’ve given me a lot to think about.”

“When’s the…” I trailed off, unsure if I should even bring it up.

“The surgery? The receptionist will get you scheduled up front. Now get yourself dressed and let me clean things up in here.”

I cleaned myself off with some paper towels and put my clothes on. William waved goodbye to me without a kiss.

As I headed back to the receptionist’s desk, the next patient walked passed me. She was a tall, elegant brunette with fake breasts pouring out of her summer dress. Her heels were so high, she was literally teetering on them.

I smiled to myself. When I went through with my own surgeries, I would put that woman to shame. Sure, she was sexy…but I was going to be the embodiment physical perfection. I couldn’t wait to let William sculpt me into his ideal woman.
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William was away at a conference when my new body was ready to be revealed. He was supposed to be back tomorrow, though, and I couldn’t wait.

Of course, I had been going to his clinic frequently. There, a different doctor checked up on my healing process. After having so many procedures, my entire body was sore and bruised and bandaged for weeks. I hated it.

Gradually, though, things were improving. I just felt a little fragile, now that I was full of all these artificial additions. The big, watermelon-sized breasts jutting out of my chest were heavy and weighed me down. My ample rear looked like something out of a hip-hop music video, but I wasn’t complaining — I looked hot as hell in a thong. And with my perpetually bee-stung lips, I was having more fun trying out different shades of lipstick than ever before.

I couldn’t wait to test out my new vagina, though. William had made it tighter and prettier. It looked nice, but I wasn’t going to pleasure myself all alone. I wanted to wait until he was home and could enjoy it with me.

Now, it was time for the finishing touches. I picked up some new, sexy clothes and lingerie at the mall, along with some stilettos to go with my slinky outfits. After getting a spray tan and an expensive manicure, I decided that my look wouldn’t be complete until I did something about my boring brown hair.

The woman tasked with turning me from a brunette bombshell into a blonde goddess asked me what my husband did for a living. No one had ever assumed that I was a trophy wife before. I was flattered.

“He’s a plastic surgeon,” I said, my lips curling into a smile.

She looked a little jealous when I told her that. I couldn’t blame her. Here she was, toiling all day at a salon, catering to rich, beautiful women. Maybe if she visited a plastic surgery clinic, she too could become hot enough to land a doctor for a husband.

Suddenly, I got a text. It was from Betsy: “I’ll see you at three!”

Shit. I had completely forgotten that Betsy was coming over to visit. We’d barely spoken since that fateful day I saw photos of William’s ex for the first time. She had no idea that I had undergone an extreme physical transformation…what would she think of me?

“By the way,” I said to the hairstylist, “I think I’m going to want some extensions, too. Long, sexy hair…that would be super hot, right?”

I giggled like a ditzy airhead. Odd…I never used to laugh like that.
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“Betsy!” I squealed, flinging the door open.

My friend’s jaw dropped. “Jenna? Is that you?”

“Come in,” I said, ushering her inside.

She couldn’t stop staring at me. My tits and ass were crammed into a tight white dress. I was wearing heels inside my own house. My new hair was long and golden, cascading halfway down my waist.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said. “Jenna, sweetie…didn’t I warn you this would happen?”

I shrugged. “Warn me? I’m having so much fun. Besides, I needed a change!”

“What the hell did you do to yourself?” she asked, looking me up and down.

Once we were in the living room, seated next to each other on the couch, I saw that Betsy was truly distraught over my new appearance. I wondered if she was envious of me. After all, for the first time in my life, my breasts were bigger than hers.

“Boob job, new lips, new ass…” I lowered my voice. “New pussy. And obviously, a lot of salon trips!” I giggled as I extended my long, shimmering fingernails and tossed my sexy hair.

“Jenna, you did all this for William?” Betsy said, sounding disappointed. “I thought you were better than that. You’re a smart girl — you don’t need to be a bimbo housewife!”

“I can do whatever I want,” I said adamantly. “Besides…why should I listen to you? You’re still single, aren’t you?”

She glared at me. “If you think I’m jealous or something, you’re wrong.”

“When you meet a man who lets you go on thousand-dollar shopping sprees every week and gives you the body of your dreams, let me know,” I said with a wink. “You hungry?”

Betsy stood up, trembling. “I think I should go, Jenna.”

I watched her leave and didn’t even try to stop her. Sure, I was a little upset that my own best friend wasn’t pleased with my makeover. But I had no reason to care what she thought. William was my world now. As long as he was pleased, then that was all that mattered. I couldn’t wait to see him again.

[image: ]

I sucked in my breath and smoothed my long blonde hair as the door opened and a tall, imposing figure came around the corner.

Leaning back on the bed so that I was sprawled out, as if on display, I cried out, “William! I thought you’d never get back!”

He froze in the doorway as he took in the sight of my new body. I was clad in a sheer mesh bra, my massive breasts pouring out, and a see-through thong. In the softly glowing light, my tan body was radiant.

“Jenna…I didn’t even recognize you,” he said softly. He stepped into the room, approaching the bed as he pulled off his blazer.

I swiped my tongue over my lower lip seductively. “Good. That’s what I was going for.”

I grabbed him by the tie and pulled him down on top of me. Next thing I knew, my husband had plunged his tongue into my mouth and was groping my body. He ran his fingers over the curves of my new breasts, gripping them tightly.

“How do they feel?” he whispered, his breath hot against my neck.

“My boobs? They’re a little sore and sensitive,” I admitted.

“Stand up and let me see them.”

He sat up on the edge of the bed and I stood before him, thrusting my chest out and giving him a good look at my new body. Then, reaching behind my back, I unhooked my bra and let it fall to the floor. William saw my new, gravity-defying breasts with pert, pink nipples and he let out a groan.

“You’ve got to be my best patient ever,” he gushed. “Seriously, Jenna — the results are so extreme. You look nothing like your old self.”

“Who do I look like?” I asked, twirling around.

“Like my ex-wife. But hotter.”

I beamed at the compliment. “My tits are bigger than hers, aren’t they?”

I hovered over him, leaning close and slowly enveloping his face with my massive cleavage. I swiveled my torso back and forth, letting him savor every inch of my new breasts. He pulled out and began to suck hard on my nipple, grabbing my breasts and kneading them. Even though they were still sore, it felt wonderful to feel his lips and tongue on my new tits. My nipples were incredibly sensitive ever since the operation.

I gazed down at this man, who had suddenly become helpless in my presence. For a brief moment, I felt like I was in control. I nearly forgot that I had gone under the knife to satisfy his sexual whims and fetishes. He was such a skilled manipulator, he’d managed to make me believe that I was in charge of my own identity, when in reality, he was the only reason I was blonde and buxom and made of plastic.

“Don’t forget about my butt,” I said, turning around and bending over.

“Oh, God,” he moaned, spanking my ass so hard, I knew he would leave red marks. “I bet everyone was checking you out while I was gone.”

“Only a few guys,” I said modestly.

“Fuck, Jenna…you could go into porn now.”

“Only if you hold the camera.”

I began to give him an impromptu lap dance, grinding against his hard cock as his hands roamed my body. He tugged at my thong.

“I still need to see the pussy, babe.”

Twirling around, I straddled him and gave him a long, deep kiss. Even kissing was more fun now that I had these big, plump lips.

“You’ll see it,” I teased. “Just take off those clothes so I can see your cock.”

He unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his own muscular, masculine physique. We complemented each other perfectly now. William was manly and strong; I was soft and feminine. Our marriage made more sense, thanks to my makeover.

William slid his pants and boxers off, his hard cock springing out. I immediately fell to my knees, ready to serve him. After all, I had dick sucking lips now — I wanted my hubby to enjoy them.

My mouth opened wide and I took in as much of his cock as I could, sliding up and down the length of his shaft. As my head bobbed on his dick, he pushed the back of it towards him, urging me to go even deeper. I didn’t know how much I could take, but I was willing to try for him.

I almost wished he was recording all this. I was curious to know what I looked like, down on my knees in this skimpy thong, blonde hair cascading down my back, red lips wrapped around his thick member. But all I could do was suck, gazing up at his smiling face with shining eyes.

“Use your tongue more,” he commanded.

I flicked my tongue back and forth along his shaft, cupping his balls.

“Good girl,” he whispered, his tone of voice condescending. “Very good girl.”

He pushed the back of my head again, this time more aggressively. His cock was forced deep down my throat, and I nearly choked on it.

“That’s my girl,” he breathed. “Take all of it. Every single inch…”

His hot, thick cock slid in and out of my mouth, guided by the thrusting of his hips. I began to feel completely dominated, humiliated by my own husband. He was treating me like I was just his little fuck toy.

Suddenly, he grabbed me by the hair.

“Get up.”

I slowly stood, shaking.

William shoved my panties aside and began to finger my pussy.

“Mm…you do feel nice and tight,” he groaned, licking his lips in anticipation. His fingers slid in and out of my tight, slick hole. “Let me see how my work turned out, babe.”

He yanked the thong over my hipbones and it slid down over my long, tan legs.

“Spread your legs.”

I stood with my legs apart, and William examined my new pussy.

“Absolutely perfect,” he sighed. “Jenna, I’m so proud of you…”

“Why?”

“For having the courage to meet my standards. For not running away. I knew, when I married you, that you could become the perfect submissive wife.”

And just like that, he was pulling me onto his lap.

“Ride my cock,” he instructed, holding my top-heavy body steady by the hips.

I slowly lowered my sopping wet pussy onto his hard member, inching my way onto his cock and groaning as I went. He stared at my body, entranced by my huge, gently bouncing breasts, which filled his field of vision. I had been reduced to a pair of tits, a long blonde weave, a surgically-enhanced pussy…I was just a sexy caricature of a woman, a creature designed to be fucked.

And yet I loved this. I loved every minute of it. The adoring look on my husband’s face was priceless. I had finally earned his lust, his desire.

I rode his cock as fast as I could, slipping up and down his rock hard shaft, moaning loudly to let him know how much I was enjoying this. His hands slid from my waist up to my breasts, and eventually, his fingers started to tremble. On his face was an expression of pure ecstasy.

Suddenly, he flipped me over onto the bed and began to pound my pussy, kissing my lips and squeezing my tits as he took full control of me. He’d never fucked me this hard before. I lifted my head back, wailing in agony and pleasure as he took me, fucking my pussy with deep, powerful thrusts. Then his tongue was in my mouth, muffling my cries of delight. His thrusts slowed, and after plunging his cock inside me one last time, he broke his lips away from mine and moaned softly.

I felt the eruption deep inside my pussy as he filled my slick hole with cum. Quivering, lifted my head to kiss him again.

William pulled out slowly and rolled over onto his back beside me.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Jesus…”

“You like that?” I asked, teasing him.

“Of course I did, baby,” he said, running his fingers through my hair. “God, you’re so fucking sexy now.”

I melted under the warmth of his approval. I knew that I could satisfy my husband completely now, and that was all that mattered to me. I had a real purpose in life, now that I was playing the role of “the plastic surgeon’s wife.”

Finally, I looked the part. I was blonde and had huge boobs and I could act ditzy and bubbly on cue. Alternately, I could be sultry, sexy, and undeniably irresistible.

The future was no longer daunting or uncertain. As long as I maintained my new look, William and I would have an amazing life together.

That is, as long as he didn’t find a “newer model,” another innocent young woman who he could model after his perfect woman.

But for now, I was William’s prize. I was hotter than his ex-wife, hotter than all those women in the waiting room at the clinic.

I had become my husband’s perfect little trophy.


Bimbo City




“Josh, do we really have to live…here?”

As we drove through the lush green countryside, I turned around and saw the moving van trailing behind us. It was too late to turn back. My husband had just landed a new job, and I had to accept our new life. Goodbye friends, goodbye neighbors, goodbye everything.

Josh chuckled. “Amber, we’re not even in Blossomtown yet. Stop complaining!”

I pouted. “You know I’m going to miss being in the city.”

“Hey, Blossomtown is getting bigger every year. It’s turning into a city itself,” he said, steering around a fallen tree in the middle of the road. “But it does look like the big storm had more of an impact out here than it did where we used to live.”

Odd…the “big storm,” as everyone had called it, happened almost six months ago. Why would there still be fallen trees?

“Hopefully we’ll have electricity in our new house,” I muttered.

As the fringes of my new hometown came into view, I held my tongue. I wanted to tell Josh that I could never live in a place like this, but I’d already done that a million times. Blossomtown had a quaint post office, some apartment buildings, a little downtown, and…

“Guess it’s not as old-fashioned around here as I thought,” Josh said, glancing to the left as he drove down a main street.

“Huh?”

I followed his gaze towards the bevy of hot blondes who were parading down the street. They were all wearing matching white crop tops and miniskirts of different colors. In their high heels, they teetered along the sidewalk; they clutched tiny designer purses and giggled amongst themselves.

As we passed the women, I whipped my head around to stare at them. All of the ladies had ridiculously big breasts which strained against their skimpy tops. Even worse, they weren’t even wearing bras — I could totally see their nipples through the clingy white fabric.

“I didn’t know that this town had women who looked like…that,” I muttered in disgust.

“Like what?” Josh asked, playing dumb.

“You know what I mean. Like…blonde, slutty clones,” I said, shuddering.

“They’re just a small sample of the population,” Josh said reassuringly. “Don’t worry, Amber. You’ll find new friends here.”

We drove past a group of men, who looked relatively normal. And then we passed a young couple. The guy was average-looking, but he was arm-in-arm with a six-foot tall, blonde goddess in a neon pink dress and white platform shoes. She, like the other women, had disproportionately large boobs that didn’t match her slender frame.

“What the hell is going on here?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

The more I looked, the more terrified I became. Gradually, I realized that every woman I saw was blonde and sexy and buxom. How was it possible? And how would I even fit in here? I was a petite brunette, pretty enough, but with a stick thin figure that might be described as “boyish.” Not that it mattered, of course; I had a husband, and I wasn’t trying to compete with these babes for single men.

“I don’t know, but it’s a refreshing change of pace,” Josh said with a wink.

I knew he was joking, but still, the realization that this town was packed with scantily-clad, wannabe porn stars didn’t exactly inspire confidence. Josh had promised me that I would like Blossomtown; the sight of all these fake bimbos filled me with dread.

Josh started talking about how we would arrange the furniture in the house, and I tried to focus on other things. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe I would, with a little effort, find women who were a little more like me. But the thought of that group of ditzy, sexy friends lingered in my mind. Little did I know, I would soon be just like them…another brainless, busty beauty living in Blossomtown.
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Over the next couple weeks, I settled into the new house while Josh was busy with his new job. He was earning so much money now, I didn’t need to work. But spending my days decorating and painting wasn’t exactly exciting. I had to get out and explore the town.

I was disheartened by what I found. At the grocery store, the bouncy blonde cashier in the denim overalls and tight tank top couldn’t even count my change correctly. When I went to the post office to mail a letter to my friend, the sexy woman in the overflowing blouse stared at the address for a full minute, as if she couldn’t read it. And when I went to the gym to sign up for a membership, the bimbo at the front desk (clad in tight spandex, her hair in a high ponytail) asked me the same question three times. These women were as dumb and vapid as they looked.

I strolled around town, noting that every salon was packed with sexy blondes getting their hair curled, their nails painted, their faces treated with creams. Every clothing store brimmed with giggling airheads trying on outfits that looked more like porno costumes than real clothes. There had to be at least one other normal woman here, and I was determined to find her and figure out what was going on.

I had a feeling I would find her in the town’s bookstore, which was completely empty.

“Excuse me,” I said, approaching the woman behind the counter. She was a sweet-looking woman in her late twenties, with auburn hair and round glasses.

The moment she saw me, her eyes lit up. “Can I help you?”

“Yes. I just moved here and…I have some questions.”

She glanced around the room and lowered her voice. “It’s about the women, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I whispered back. “Why are we whispering?”

“I want to make sure my boss doesn’t hear us.”

Just then, a man rounded the corner, pushing a cart of books. He didn’t even notice my presence.

“Kate,” he called out, “I’m heading out. Lock up when you’re done, okay?”

“Sure thing, Mr. Smith!”

As soon as we were alone, Kate began speaking in a normal voice. “It’s not safe here for you. If you want to keep your identity, you have to get out of Blossomtown! What’s your name, anyway?”

“I’m Amber,” I said anxiously. “What do you mean, it’s not safe? My husband got a job here and he told me it was a great place to live. And other than the…weird blonde clones, it is a beautiful town.”

“Every time I meet a new transplant, she’s blonde by the end of the week,” Kate said, rolling her eyes.

“But you’re not blonde,” I argued. “Or dumb!”

“Mr. Smith keeps me around because I’m the only one smart enough to help him run the shop. Plus, I don’t have a boyfriend or husband, so there’s no pressure to change myself,” Kate said. “I’m planning to move as soon as I can save up enough money.”

“My husband doesn’t want me to change,” I said weakly.

“You’d be surprised,” Kate murmured. “Once he gets used to all those hot bimbos flirting with him, he’d going to start having trouble coming home to his wife. I’ve seen it happen a million times.”

I resisted the urge to snap at her. She didn’t know my husband at all. Instead, I asked softly, “So why do all the women look and act the way they do?”

“It happened after the storm. The big one, six months ago,” Kate said. “I don’t really understand why or how, but all of a sudden, women were turning into blonde sluts left and right. Eventually, a few guys figured out why they were changing and harnessed the power so they could use it themselves. They started charging women to make them more beautiful, more busty, more sexy. It became the ‘new thing.’ Eventually, everyone looked exactly the same. Now, Blossomtown keeps getting bigger and bigger…men come here to enjoy the women, and women come here to become sexy.”

It all sounded crazy — and unbelievable. I couldn’t understand what the big storm had to do with any of it, either.

“Well, if I just live my life the way I normally do, I won’t change, right?” I asked.

Kate shook her head. “No. But don’t take this lightly, Amber. The longer you stay here, the greater the chances. If I were you, I would run for your life.”

“I think you’re just being dramatic!” I said, laughing.

Kate stared at me grimly. “Whatever. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“Nice to meat you,” I replied curtly.

I headed out of the shop. I had hoped to make a new friend, not get a lecture from a know-it-all. Josh would never make me change myself. He loved me for the woman I was, even if I happened to be flat-chested and somewhat plain-looking.

That night, my husband sent me a text telling me he was out with a few colleagues. My heart sank. I pictured him out with a group of Blossomtown’s characteristic sexy blondes, getting pawed at by the horny bimbos and loving every moment of it.

I debated whether or not to pack my bags and tell Josh I needed to leave this place. Eventually, I fell into bed, exhausted and anxious about my future.
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A week later, Josh told me he didn’t like seeing me so sad every day.

“My coworker told me about this great spa. It’s called the Center,” my husband said. “I think you should go there and get a treatment.”

“I don’t need a spa. I need a social life…just a few normal people to interact with,” I said, my voice rising in anger.

“The girl next door asked you to go shopping with her, and you said no,” Josh said.

“She’s a dumb blonde, like all the rest!” I sighed. “I really don’t fit in here, Josh.”

“Amber, you need to chill out. Go to the Center, get a massage or whatever, and you’ll feel better. Here…it’s a coupon for a free treatment.”

He slammed a card down on the table and put on his tie.

“I’m going to work.”

“Goodbye,” I said coldly. I didn’t even kiss him goodbye.

Once he was gone, I decided that there was no use being this angry. A free spa treatment might do me some good. I had been cooped up in the house all week, avoiding contact with the women in cleavage-baring tops I saw on every street corner.

I got to the Center around noon and entered a pristine white waiting area. The platinum blonde hottie behind the front desk looked me up and down as I approached.

“One free treatment, please,” I said, handing her the card.

“James will be with you in one moment,” she said, pursing her lips.

A few moments later, a handsome man came down the corridor.

“Can I help you?” he asked me.

“Yes. I’m Amber…here for a treatment,” I said uncertainly. “Is that a massage? The card didn’t say.”

James chuckled. “Follow me, Amber. I’m so glad you’re here.”

“It’s so nice to hear that,” I sighed. “I’m beginning to feel like I don’t belong in Blossomtown at all.”

“And why’s that?” James asked curiously.

He led me into a small room with two plush chairs. I sat down in one. Was this going to be a therapy session or something?”

“Obviously, I don’t look like the other women,” I said, gesturing towards my body and tugging at my dark hair. “Or act like them, either.”

“Do you want to?”

“No…but I’m beginning to think it’s the only way to get my husband to even look at me,” I muttered. “I’m starting to feel completely invisible.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself,” James said.

I expected him to give me a polite compliment, but what he said next shocked me.

“All women want to be sexy and irresistible to men, don’t they? Who could blame you? Fortunately, the transition will be quick and painless.”

“Transition?” My heart fluttered. “Transition into…what?”

Without saying a word, James walked over to a cupboard in the wall and pulled out a large bottle with a clear liquid, along with a glass. He filled the glass and extended his arm to hand it to me.

“Here’s your free treatment,” he said. “Normally, this stuff is expensive — but you got a great deal.”

“I don’t think I should,” I said, folding my arms over my flat chest. “Sorry, I thought this would be…something different…”

James smiled at me condescendingly. “Amber, I meet women like you all the time. Women who think they can beat the system. But you know what? It’ll be much easier — and more fun — if you just give in and let yourself become the woman you were meant to be. Just think…you’ll be able to wear any sexy outfit you want. You’ll have tons of new friends. And your husband will want to fuck you ten times a day. How does that sound?”

My lower lip quivered. Why did it sound so good when James, an attractive man, was saying it? If I just gave in and let myself become a busty blonde, I wouldn’t have to worry anymore. I could spend my days painting my nails and buying slutty high heels and giggling and getting fucked. No more stress, no more loneliness…it really could be so easy…

I took the glass and stared at it.

“The choice is yours,” he said. “But if you don’t take it now, then I won’t be able to offer it to you again. It’s now or never.”

“Before I drink this,” I murmured, “I want to know the truth. How did this all start?”

“The storm!” he cried. “Remember the big storm? A huge bolt of lightning struck one of our main freshwater sources, and as soon as women started drinking the water, they transformed. Don’t worry, we’ve drained the reservoir — but only because it’s a finite source of this magical water. Now that my colleagues and I have harnessed the power to turn women into beautiful blondes, we’re charging for the privilege. Soon, we hope to figure out the exact chemical compound so we can extend to other cities…”

I gulped. The story was so ridiculous, it was hard to believe that James was telling the truth. If he started selling his product in other places, the same thing would happen there. Gradually, women all over the place would start turning into identical blondes with big tits.

“Remember, this is your one chance,” James said.

Without even thinking, I began to drink the water, gulping down that magical transformation liquid. Soon, the glass was empty and I was sitting there, staring at it and wondering what was going to happen to me next.

“Good choice. You’re a smart girl, Amber. At least…you were a smart girl.”

I was about to respond to his statement, but suddenly, my mind was completely blank and I couldn’t think of the right words. Images filled the space that normally contained logical thoughts. I imagined that Josh and I were making love, and he was completely ravaging my body. The thought of his hard cock deep inside me drove me wild.

A mere fantasy had never had such a powerful effect on my body before. I gripped the arms of the chair and bit my lip, moaning softly as I let myself succumb to my primal urges. And as my heart rate soared, my chest began to blossom…

My modest breasts began to grow bigger and bigger under my sensible blouse, and I didn’t even notice until my top started to squeeze them tightly. The top button of my blouse popped off and I let out a ditzy gasp.

“James, is this supposed to happen?” I asked breathlessly.

“Yes. Everything is going very well so far,” he said, taking a step closer. I felt much better going through this transformation with such a calm, confident man. The more looked at him, the more I wondered what it would be like to fuck James.

I stared at him, licking my lips as my breasts nearly doubled in size. One by one, the buttons popped off my blouse, and my tits spilled out of my tight lace bra, two fleshy orbs that seemed to have minds of their own.

“They’re…they’re huge…” I whispered, clutching my chest.

“Not bad,” James said. “Some women don’t respond to the treatment so rapidly. Clearly, you were ready for this change, Amber.”

An orgasmic moan escaped my lips as I found myself fantasizing about James and my husband fucking me at the same time. James would be behind me, and Josh would be sliding his erect cock in and out of my mouth. Mm…so delicious…

James held a mirror out. “What do you think?”

I stared at my reflection in disbelief, trying to catch my breath as the image of that naughty threesome faded from my mind.

“Is that me?” I asked uncertainly.

Who was that blonde angel in the mirror? I was so hot, I managed to make my ill-fitting blouse look sexy. Hell, these tits could make a potato sack look good. For the first time in months, my mind was completely free of worry and fear and anger; I was blissfully happy with my new look, and the way I felt inside.

“Yes. That’s you, Amber. You’re just another silly blonde with big tits now. How does it feel?”

“Fantastic!” I squealed, leaping out of the chair and flinging my arms around him.

He patted me on the back.

“Very well. Now, all you need are some new clothes, and you’ll have your husband’s attention in no time.”

“New clothes…”

I stared at my blouse and jeans and old sneakers and wrinkled my nose in disgust. Then I saw my unadorned fingernails. I could do much better. No wonder the beauty parlors were always packed in this town. There was no point in being pretty and buxom if you weren’t going to maintain your look.

“Thank you so much, James,” I said, scurrying out of the room.

“You’re welcome to come back any time, Amber!” he called. “I’m always happy to see old clients. Especially beautiful ones.”

As I left the office, I exchanged a knowing glance with the receptionist. We were on the same level now: equally hot, equally busty. I had no reason to be jealous or judgmental of the other women here — now, I was just like them.
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I opened the door to the house slowly. As I came in, I heard Josh’s voice.

“Amber, where have you been? I came home early and made us dinner!”

“Sorry,” I said, dropping my shopping bags on the floor. “I was buying all new clothes.”

“All new clothes?” he asked uncertainly.

As my husband approached the front door, he saw me for the first time. His jaw nearly fell on the floor.

I wasn’t the same old Amber anymore. In my crisp white dress and matching heels, I looked elegant and classy. My hair fell in soft golden waves down my back. I was wearing dark eyeliner and burgundy lipstick; my nails were also painted red. I had the look of a wealthy trophy wife, especially with my huge tits.

“You went to the Center,” he breathed. “I didn’t…I didn’t think you…”

“You thought I wanted to be boring forever, didn’t you?” I giggled. “I decided it would be much more fun to try being like everyone else.”

Josh scratched his head in disbelief. “Honey, I barely recognize you. Are you sure you’re my wife?”

“Of course I am, silly!” I said, backing him against the wall. “See?”

I gave him a long, sensual kiss on the lips.

“You never kissed me like that before,” he replied, his eyes gleaming.

“You know, the first thing I thought about after I drank the treatment was you inside me,” I purred. “And then I was thinking about you and…another man, too.”

“Jesus,” he murmured.

I would never know if my husband had slept with other women since we moved to Blossomtown. But I didn’t care. He was all mine, now.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said, taking his hand.

We kissed passionately as we climbed the stairs. He couldn’t get enough of my luminous, long hair, gliding his fingers through my long locks as he plunged his tongue deep into my mouth.

I playfully pushed him down on the bed once we got into the bedroom and began to undress him. As I peeled off his boxers, his hard dick sprang out.

I had never been so hungry for his cock before. I knelt in front of the bed and opened my mouth wide to fit his entire dick inside, grasping the base of his cock as I sucked. I wanted to devour every inch of him. I needed that dick inside me now.

Josh squeezed his eyes shut. “Yeah, baby…just like that…”

He pushed the back of my head, urging me to go even deeper. I did as he commanded, and to my surprise, I didn’t even gag. I seemed to have the blow job skills of a porn star now. I bobbed up and down on his cock as he grunted with pleasure. This all felt so naughty, as if we weren’t married and I was the other woman. I may as well have been. I bore no resemblance to the uptight brunette Josh had married. I was blonde and carefree now; I would be his escape from reality, from workplace worries, from everything unpleasant in life. I was his pretty blonde slut, here to serve his needs and fulfill his wildest fantasies.

I swept my tongue along the length of his shaft as I gazed up into his eyes. My plump lips encircled his member once more as I sucked hard and fast and hungrily, my muffled moans absorbed by his flesh.

Then, popping his dick out of my mouth, I stood up and unzipped my pristine white dress. As it fell to the floor, my new breasts, partially-covered with a sexy red bra, were unveiled. Josh pulled me onto his lap and reached behind my back to deftly unhook the bra.

As it fell to the floor, Josh stared at my quivering, delicious breasts. He squeezed one of them, almost as if to make sure it was real. Then, once he was satisfied that this was real life and not a dirty dream, he began to suck on my erect pink nipple, pulling it tightly into his mouth and making me squirm on top of him.

“Babe, you’re getting me all wet!” I giggled, writhing against his hard cock. God, I wanted that cock inside me…

“Good.” He went back to sucking on my tits, and then he buried his head between them, breathing deeply, his warm sighs caressing my sensitive skin.

“Really. I’m soaked,” I sighed, grinding my pussy against him. “Can I fuck you now?”

“Please,” he said, pulling his head out from between my tits. “Fuck me.”

I slid my panties down over my long, silky legs and hovered over his lap. I lowered myself down, slowly, onto his throbbing erection. With each inch, the pleasure in my body rose to new heights. Sex had never felt this satisfying, this intense. As my pussy enveloped my husband’s cock, I could tell that he was having just as much fun as I was. He bit his lip to stifle a groan and then he wrapped his arms around my slim waist.

“Faster,” he sighed. “Ride my cock like a porn star…”

“Whatever you want!” I giggled.

I slid off his hard rod and back on it again, bouncing my body up and down as fast as I could. Meanwhile, my tits jiggled wildly, nearly smacking my husband in the face each time I descended onto his cock again. Each time his cock filled my slick pussy up, it felt so good. Too good.

I started to rock back and forth, focusing on my own pleasure. I had never orgasmed from sex alone, but I had a feeling that things would be different now that I possessed a high libido and a body built to receive pleasure.

Squeezing my pussy muscles tightly around his thick cock, I made Josh groan softly and mutter something under his breath. I did it again and he clutched my body more tightly, leaning up to suck my hard nipple as I rode his cock.

I began to rock again, then I reached down and played with my clit as I fucked him. Josh noticed and shoved my hand aside so that he could be the one to stimulate me. His fingers were rough against my flesh, but felt so good.

I held on for dear life as my body got sweatier…especially my giant tits. They were an uncontrollable force, and they dominated my figure. Without a bra to contain them, my breasts swung and bounced wildly. My hair, too, felt untamed and wild. I’d never felt so sexy before.

A few moments later, my body started to tremble. Wetness gushed from my pussy and I cried out my husband’s name, bracing myself against his muscular body as I came. I screamed out loud, filling our house with the sound of my orgasmic moans.

Exhausted, I collapsed on top of Josh. He lay down and I lay on him, kissing his lips. I had a blissful smile on my face.

“Your turn,” I murmured.

“My turn?”

“Yeah. To cum.”

He grinned. “You want to do a new position?”

“Whatever you want,” I breathed, kissing him one more time.

My husband rolled me over so that I was lying on my stomach and began to pound my pussy. I was sopping wet; I could feel myself dripping onto the sheets. He gripped me by the hips as he went, occasionally pulling my long hair in a show of dominance.

My face buried against the pillow, I knew that my husband was having fun just using me as a hole to fuck. He didn’t need to look into my eyes to enjoy my tight pussy. My sexy, long hair, my round ass, the soft curves of my back were all he needed to see. I was just a body to him now.

I heard his groans and sighs of pleasure and I waited patiently for him to finish inside me.

“On your hands and knees,” he said suddenly.

I stood on all fours, my big tits swinging beneath me, and he slapped my ass before plunging his cock inside me again, going as deep as he could. He fucked me hard, grabbing my hair near the roots and pulling it so sharply, he forced my head back. I let out a feeble moan of excitement as he smacked my ass again, then moved his hand up to my slender waist.

“I’m cumming,” he groaned.

A few seconds later, as soon as he was buried deep inside me, I felt his warm seed filling my pussy to the brim. My husband stayed like that, his cock in my pussy, for a few moments before pulling out.

“Wow,” Josh sighed. “That was intense.”

“Mm…so fun!” I giggled, rolling onto my back and gazing up at him. “I liked that, baby.”

“Me, too.” His eyes gleamed. Then, his facial expression hardened.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing. I mean, now that the fun’s over, I feel a little guilty for making you change, Amber.”

“Change?” I blinked slowly. “What do you mean?”

I was so dumb, I had already forgotten about my own bimbo makeover.

“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” he said. “Don’t worry about it, sweetie.”

“Okay!” I cried brightly.

As soon as he left the room, I began to think about everything I wanted to do tomorrow. First, I wanted to go back to the Center and thank James for changing my life. Maybe I could invite him over for dinner and he and Josh could fuck me at the same time. Then, I would buy some cute bikinis, get a mani-pedi, and make some new friends at the mall.

I had already forgotten how much I used to hate Blossomtown, the city full of vapid blondes. Now that I fit the mold of the “right” kind of woman here, I would have no trouble relating to my fellow bimbos. I didn’t have a reason to worry about my marriage anymore, either. Josh loved my new look and my new eager attitude towards sex. We were a perfectly matched couple now.

A new world of pleasure and bubbly fun awaited me. I couldn’t wait to see what other surprises Blossomtown had in store for me.


BFFS: Bimbo Friends Forever




Chapter 1




Grace and Lily had always been BFFs (best friends forever), and as far as they could tell, that would never change. Grace couldn’t imagine what her life would be like without her best friend. Lily was always there to support her, through thick and thin. Boyfriends came and went, but Grace could always count on Lily to stay by her side.

The two young women shared everything with each other. Grace figured she knew everything about Lily, from the mundane — her favorite foods, the names of her childhood pets — to the profound: her dreams, her hopes, her greatest fears. But one day, Lily told Grace something she wasn’t prepared to hear.

“I think I’m depressed,” Lily said gloomily.

“Depressed? Why do you think that?” Just yesterday, Lily had been cheerful and smiling. What could have changed?

“Well…” Lily seemed hesitant. “I’ve been seeing a therapist — just to like, talk about life…and he said that I’m probably depressed.”

“Why does he think that?” Grace probed.

“I guess stuff came up that I usually don’t tell anyone. Like the fact that I’m self-conscious about my small boobs…or that I hate the way I look in the mirror sometimes…or that I feel like something’s wrong with me because I just don’t care about sex as much as other people.”

Grace said quickly, “Everyone has those kinds of insecurities. Hey, I feel the same way about my boobs, too!”

Grace laughed, but her friend didn’t even crack a smile.

Lily shook her head. “I think about these things all the time. Dr. Winter said that I don’t have to feel this way, and there are all kinds of medications for people like me. He even wrote me a prescription for something.”

Grace couldn’t believe her ears. “People like you? Lily, you’re fine! You’re beautiful, intelligent, and you have so many good things going on in your life.”

Lily quickly changed the subject. “You’re the one with the boyfriend. You couldn’t possibly understand what’s going on in my life.”

“Excuse me?” Grace couldn’t believe it. She and her boyfriend always made time to spend with Lily. Apparently, Lily was feeling neglected and she hadn’t said a word about it.

“Whatever. I never should have told you all this!” Lily sighed. She immediately tried to change the subject. “So, there’s this really funny movie you need to see. I’ve been meaning to tell you about it!”

Her friend nodded and smiled, but on the inside, she was worried about Lily. And who was this Dr. Winter guy, anyway? How had he convinced Lily, one of the happiest people Grace knew, that she was depressed? Grace kept quiet. She really hoped Lily would come to her senses instead of turning to pills to make her happy.
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A few days later, Grace and Lily met up at a restaurant to get dinner. Grace noticed immediately that Lily didn’t look well. She had a sour expression on her face, and her eyes were red and tired.

“What’s wrong?” Grace asked, concerned for her friend.

“I think it’s these pills Dr. Winter gave me,” Lily sighed. “I started taking them today. These things always have weird side effects, I guess.”

Grace glared at her. “Lily, you don’t need pills! You’re not depressed!”

Lily looked like she was going to pass out. But once the two women sat down, the color returned to her cheeks and her eyes brightened. “Don’t worry! I’m starting to feel a little better. Actually…I feel really good.”

The waiter came over to the table to bring them a basket of bread.

“He’s hot,” Lily whispered. “Mm…the things I’d do to him…”

Grace had never heard Lily say anything like that. She was always so tactful in public. “Are you sure you’re feeling better, Lily?”

“I feel amazing,” Lily sighed, a dreamy look in her eyes. “Wow…these must be miracle pills! All of a sudden, I feel so…free. Like I don’t have a care in the world.”

The waiter returned to the table. “May I take your orders, ladies?”

“I’ll have the French onion soup,” Grace said.

“Orders?” Lily said, sounding a little dazed. Then she got a mischievous look in her eyes. “I’d like you to order me around.”

“Huh?” the waiter asked, laughing nervously. “Uh…what I meant was…is there anything you see on the menu that you’d like?”

“Hmm…I see one thing I’d like.” Lily hungrily looked the poor guy up and down.

“What is it?” he asked, adjusting his collar.

“Your cock.”

“Lily!” Grace screamed, horrified. She turned to the waiter. “Just bring us two bowls of soup, please. I’m so, so sorry. I don’t know what got into her.”

After he was gone, Grace stared at her friend. She was about to ask her if she’d lost her mind when Lily started giggling. And suddenly, with each giggle, her breasts grew larger. It was as if they were being pumped full of air.

“Your boobs!” Grace yelled. Her exclamation drew the attention of a few other restaurant patrons. She lowered her voice. “Lily, your boobs are growing!”

Lily glanced down at her chest and squealed with pleasure, clapping her hands together. “That means the pills worked!”

Her breasts continued to swell. Soon, her loose-fitting shirt was now extremely tight, with her big tits threatening to burst out completely.

“You knew this would happen?” Grace asked in disbelief.

“Dr. Winter said this medicine would make all my problems go away…”

Grace realized that it wasn’t just Lily’s chest that was transforming. Her entire body was starting to look different now — she seemed taller, thinner, and tanner. Her lips were more plump and sensual; even her hair was longer.

The waiter returned with the soup. At the sight of Lily, he gasped and dropped one of the bowls on the floor.

Lily smiled sweetly at him and adjusted her massive, inflated tits under her shirt. “You’re cute. Do you wanna fuck?”

“F-Fuck?” The young man couldn’t believe his ears. He must have thought he’d accidentally stumbled onto the set of a porno. “Your boobs didn’t look like that a minute ago. Am I hallucinating?”

Grace buried her head in her hands on the table. She was completely embarrassed by her friend’s slutty appearance and ditzy, sex-crazed personality.

“No, you’re not hallucinating. My friend’s whole body just changed.”

“You can touch them if you want to,” Lily said, biting her lip coyly and glancing down at her big boobs.

The waiter quickly glanced around the room to make sure no one was watching. Then he approached Lily and grabbed her breasts, holding one each hand, squeezing and massaging them slowly. Once he’d confirmed that this wasn’t a crazy dream, he reached under her shirt so he could feel her bare skin. Lily let out a little gasp of pleasure. His hands cupped her bare breasts, and he massaged them again, this time finding her hard nipples and running his fingers in small circles over them. Lily was breathing heavily with excitement. Grace could tell that the waiter was getting an erection.

“Stop it!” Lily said to him playfully, and he quickly pulled his hands out from under her shirt. “You’re too much fun. If you keep doing that, I’m doing to explode…and I don’t want to cum right here in the middle of the restaurant.”

Hastily, the waiter wrote down his number on a piece of paper. “Call me later. My shift ends at 11!” he cried frantically.

He rushed off, his dick hard and his brain scrambled by the sight of those magical, enhanced breasts.

“Lily, we need to get you home,” Grace said, trying to maintain her composure. “You can’t do these things in public!”

“And why not?” Lily asked, pouting and twirling a strand of her long golden hair around her finger. “There are so many hot guys here. I really need to fuck someone…”

Grace stood up, marched over to the other side of the table, and grabbed Lily’s arm. “We’re leaving! And we’re going to call that doctor of yours tomorrow morning. I knew I didn’t like the sound of that guy! Those pills you’re taking are bad news.”

Lily was barely listening. By the time Grace had managed to drag her out the front door, Lily’s breasts had grown even larger. She could barely walk now, practically falling forward with each step, her massive chest weighing her down.

“You’re staying at my place tonight,” Grace said.

“Like a slumber party?” Lily asked, clapping her hands excitedly.

“Um…sure. Like a slumber party! Anyway, there’s no way I’m leaving you alone tonight.”

They arrived at Grace’s apartment. Her boyfriend Matt was there. Shit…Grace had completely forgotten that he would be there.

He turned to say hello and his jaw dropped at the sight of Lily’s hot body. He was speechless as he watched Grace lead Lily inside.

“Hey, Matt,” Lily said. At least she remembered who he was. Grace had been worried that she couldn’t remember anything at all.

“Lily? What happened to you?”

“You look good tonight, Matt,” Lily said seductively, looking directly at his crotch. She giggled.

Matt blinked.

“Lily took some strange pills,” Grace explained. “And now…well, she looks like this. And she’s acting like a dumb bimbo. That’s all I know. I’m hoping it wears off by tomorrow.”

“Yeah…I’m sure it’ll wear off…” Matt said slowly.

He was staring at Lily’s body hungrily — her full, perky breasts with hard nipples that almost poked through her shirt, her round bubble butt and tiny waist, her long, shapely legs.

“Hey, Lily…why don’t you sit down on the couch and make yourself comfortable? A good show’s about to start.”

Grace tried not to feel jealous. Matt would never hit on her best friend — even when her best friend looked like a sexy porn star. Or…would he?

Lily sat down and Matt joined her. Grace plopped down between them and turned to Matt. “I don’t trust this Dr. Winter guy she’s been seeing. He convinced her that she was depressed, and then he gave her these pills. The guy is definitely a quack.”

“Uh-huh.” Matt may have been speaking to Grace, but he was definitely looking at Lily, who was staring at the TV, her lips slightly parted. She let out a sexy sigh and gave Matt a sidelong glance, then smiled at him.

Annoyed, Grace stood up. “I know it’s early, but I’m going to bed.”

“Goodnight,” Matt said quickly.

“Aren’t you going to join me?” Grace had assumed they were going to have sex tonight. She said softly, “Matt, sweetie…I know you need to relax, too…”

“I’m fine,” he said briskly.

Irritated, she stormed out of the room, heading to the bathroom to brush her teeth. After staring at Lily’s enormous tits all night, her own breasts seemed completely inadequate. She gazed at her lips in the mirror…they were kind of thin, weren’t they? And her tummy could be flatter, couldn’t it? She dismissed her negative thoughts quickly. There was nothing wrong with her body. And she had no reason to worry about Matt and Lily. Matt would never cheat on Grace; he was a good guy.

Before going to bed, Grace headed back into the living room. She froze. Lily had turned towards Matt and was flirtatiously licking her lips. Grace couldn’t move or speak; she could merely watch the horrifying scene unfold in front of her.

“Come on…you know you like me. Just one kiss. I’m so horny, Matt…” she begged.

Matt gulped. “Lily, come on! I’m dating your best friend.”

“Why should I care?” Lily said, reaching over and running her hand through his hair. “I’m hotter than her, anyway. Don’t you want to touch me, Matt? Don’t I make you hard?”

Matt tried to resist, but the moment her hand grazed his upper thigh and came dangerously close to his hard bulge, he couldn’t fight his primal impulses. Assuming they were alone, he grabbed Lily and began to kiss her passionately. He pinned her down on the couch as they made out, his tongue probing deep inside her mouth, his hands anxiously exploring the curves of her body. He pressed his body against hers, breathing heavily.

“You’re so hot,” he whispered.

He unzipped her jeans and helped her remove them, then began rubbing her pussy through her thin panties.

“And you’re already wet. You were ready for me.”

“I’ve been so horny all night,” Lily breathed.

Matt tore off her panties and began stroking her pretty pussy. Lily’s body writhed with pleasure as he stimulated her with his fingers. With one hand, he massaged her clitoris in circles. He shoved three of his other fingers into her tight, wet hole. “You like that, slut?”

“Mmhmm…”

Grace couldn’t move. She felt compelled to watch this horrible scene in silence, unable to leave the room, but also afraid to let her boyfriend know that she was watching him cheat on her with her best friend.

Lily’s pussy strained towards Matt. “I need you inside me,” she breathed.

“Be quiet,” he said, holding her squirming body down on the couch. “I’ll fuck you when I’m ready.”

Obviously, Matt had fantasized about sleeping with a hot bimbo like Lily. He knew exactly how to treat her: like the sex-crazed slut she had become.

He began to eat her pussy, using his tongue to get her even wetter. Lily moaned loudly and breathed heavily as his mouth explored her nether regions. Somehow, this heaving moan was the straw that broke the camel’s back. Lily’s shirt and bra burst off her torso, fully exposing her huge, inflated breasts with erect nipples.

Matt groaned with pleasure at the sight of her breasts and shoved her one of her hard nipples in his mouth, swirling his tongue over it and using his hands to massage the firm mounds of flesh growing out of her chest. He couldn’t get enough of them, playing with them for a full five minutes, occasionally reaching down to shove his fingers into Lily’s soaking wet pussy.

“Will you fuck me now?” she begged, her sexy voice tinged with desperation. “I need a cock inside me…”

Matt undressed swiftly and stroked his hard rod. He teasingly rubbed it along her pussy, then moved it up her belly and between her breasts. He began to tit fuck her, pushing her tits together to maximize his pleasure. Even though his hard dick wasn’t filling her pussy, the sight of it thrusting between her huge jugs excited her. She watched him plowing her tits, her eyes wide, her mouth hanging open. She was just an object for him to play with. In the heat of the moment, Lily had no recollection of the fact that this man was her best friend’s boyfriend. All she knew was that she needed him inside her…it was the only thing that would satisfy her completely.

Finally, Matt gave her what she craved. His cock slid easily into her soaking wet hole, and he fucked her with deep, jolting thrusts. She loved every second it. He held her body tightly, desperately, his dick pounding her pussy. He kissed her full, sexy lips and occasionally slapped or squeezed one of her massive tits, not to please her, but to show her that she was just a fuck toy now. Her body was his to use as he pleased.

Lily began to cum, and she closed her eyes, groaning slightly, then letting out a series of short, jagged breaths. “Matt! Oh, God!” She pulled him close so that their lips touched again and they both opened their mouths slightly, their tongues meeting. A few moments later, after a series of quick thrusts, he climaxed. Grace had never seen him cum so hard; his face was contorted in a mixture of agony and ecstasy, and he was drenched in sweat, which dripped from his chest onto Lily’s body. Lily was sweaty, too; her jiggling tits glistened in the dim light from the TV.

Grace slipped out of the room. She felt completely numb. Her boyfriend had just cheated on her with her best friend. How dare he! And as for Lily’s bimbo transformation, Grace was determined to give Dr. Winter a piece of her mind. He had turned a smart, kind girl into a mindless slut. Grace was determined to rectify the situation.
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The next day, Matt left for work early without saying goodbye to his girlfriend. Grace woke up to the sound of her boyfriend slamming the door as he left the apartment. Suddenly, she remembered everything that had happened last night. Was Lily still a bimbo this morning?

Grace walked into the living room and found the sexy, curvaceous Lily sitting on the couch, applying her make-up using a small mirror from her purse. “Lily, we’re going to see Dr. Winter,” Grace said coldly.

“What?” Lily blinked.

“Don’t play dumb. I need you to tell me where his office is. We’re going over there right after breakfast!”

As soon as Grace and Lily walked into Dr. Winter’s office’s waiting room, the doctor himself greeted them. He was an ordinary-looking middle aged man with brown hair and a beard.

“Good morning, young ladies!”

“What kind of business is this?” Grace shouted. She’d hoped to remain calm for a few minutes, but she couldn’t resist launching into a tirade. “Look what you did to my friend! You’ve destroyed her!”

Dr. Winter didn’t respond to Grace’s angry words. Instead, he turned to Lily and smiled. “Ah, Lily…look at you, my dear! Give me a hug.”

He embraced her, Lily’s big tits pressing against him. She seemed to enjoy the hug just as much as he did. She was probably already horny again.

“Lily, darling, what do you think of the transformation?”

“I love it,” she gushed. “I never knew I wanted to look like this, but now that I do…I can’t imagine being the way I was before, flat-chested and plain and…oh, it was so terrible!”

“Let me feel the results of your transformation.” The doctor squeezed her breasts and rubbed her ass in an almost clinical manner. Lily sighed contentedly as his hands explored her sexy body. “You know, Lily…if you take these pills every day, you’re going to keep getting hotter. Your boobs may be big now, but they’re going to be gigantic by the end of the week. I’m certain that you’ll be pleased with the results.”

“Her tits are going to be bigger?” Grace asked angrily. “She can barely walk as it is!”

Dr. Winter glared at Grace. “And who do we have here? A jealous sister, perhaps?”

“I’m Lily’s best friend. And up until a few days ago, I thought I knew her better than anyone else. But I guess I was wrong. She’s just a dumb whore.”

The doctor chuckled. “Of course you’d say that. Anything to make yourself feel better, right?” He sized Grace up with his eyes. His scornful gaze made her feel weak and small. “I’m sure that sometimes, when you look in the mirror, you wish that you had nice, big breasts and a perfect ass, too. I’ll bet you call other women ‘dumb whores’ because deep down, you feel insecure about yourself. And that’s nothing to be ashamed of. Once you admit that you’re not happy with your body, you’ll be one step closer to making changes for the better.”

He spoke so smoothly, so persuasively, that Grace was almost hypnotized by his voice. Then she snapped out of it. No! She couldn’t simply accept his words as truth; he was putting her down so that she would become another one of his paying patients. He was the type of doctor who would stoop to any level just to make a buck. After all, he’d invented a problem where none existed — Lily’s body image issues — and charged her money to “fix” it.

Dr. Winter put his arm around Lily’s shoulder. “Lily, why don’t we have a consultation now. Ignore your friend. She’s just jealous.”

Lily nodded. “She wishes she looked like me.”

Grace gasped. “Lily! I can’t believe you. You know what? You’re not my friend anymore. It’s over!”

Lily rolled her eyes. “Whatever!”

Before leading Lily into his office where, undoubtedly, he would take advantage of her high libido and eager body, Dr. Winter handed Grace a business card. “If you change your mind, dear, I’m always available to talk about your problems with you.”

Grace stormed out of the office and headed back home, angry and annoyed. There was nothing wrong with her. And there had been nothing wrong with Lily before Dr. Winter transformed her into a brainless sex object. She was about to rip up his business card and toss it in the trash when she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror.

For a brief moment, she imagined herself with big, luscious tits, long hair, and golden tan skin. She thought about how good it must have felt when Matt fucked Lily. He never desired Grace's body the way he had craved Lily's last night. Grace slipped the business card into her pocket. Maybe she would call Dr. Winter after all. Just for research purposes, of course. There was no way she was going to let him turn her into a sexy, dumb bimbo like Lily. Then again, being that hot certainly had its advantages…

Ten minutes later, Grace called Dr. Winter’s office to make an appointment.


Chapter 2




“Well, it’s certainly a pleasure to see you again. Why don’t you have a seat on the couch, young lady?”

Dr. Winter smiled smugly at Grace. She lowered herself onto the sofa and wondered if she was doing the right thing by visiting his office. This was the evil man who had given her best friend, Lily, magical pills that had turned her into a sexy, naughty slut. On the other hand, Lily was incredibly happy now, having eliminated all of her insecurities by turning into an irresistible vixen. Deep down, Grace was starting to believe that if she could be transformed in the same way, she’d be happier, too.

Sitting here in Dr. Winter’s office gave her chills. Just a week ago, Grace had berated the therapist for the cruel transformation he’d inflicted on her lovely, intelligent friend. He’d accused Grace of being jealous, and he was probably right. With her massive breasts, perfect ass, and dick sucking lips, Lily could attract any guy she wanted now, including Grace’s boyfriend, Matt. Watching Lily float through life as a hot bimbo without a care in the world made Grace envy her slutty lifestyle. In comparison, she was over-worked and under-sexed; guys didn’t give her a second look. Even her own boyfriend seemed to have grown tired of her.

“Did you come here to complain again?” Dr. Winter asked Grace accusingly.

“No, I came here to talk.” She looked down at her feet shyly. “I hate to admit it, but…I’m kind of jealous of Lily.”

Dr. Winter picked up a pen and waited for her to elaborate.

“I always felt like Lily and I were equals. We’ve known each other for so long and we’ve shared so much with each other. We used to always be on the same page. But now it’s like she’s in a whole other league or something.”

“A whole other league? Very interesting. Please explain what you mean by that.” Dr. Winter looked up from his notepad and seemed to glance at Grace’s flat chest.

Grace paused. “I mean, she’s the kind of girl who can get any guy she wants now. When I go out with her, nobody even notices I’m there. She’s so hot, no one can keep their eyes off her. And she uses her body as a weapon, since it can get her anyone and anything she wants. The worst part is…she slept with my boyfriend. And he seemed to enjoy fucking her more than he ever enjoyed fucking me.”

Dr. Winter smiled. “That doesn’t surprise me.”

Grace gulped. “Excuse me? What do you mean?”

“Grace, I don’t mean to offend…remember, I’m a professional psychiatrist and I’m trying to help you…but there is nothing sexy about you. Period.”

She felt her cheeks burn. “There must be something sexy about me! How could I have gotten a boyfriend in the first place?”

Dr. Winter laughed. “Sweetheart, it’s true what they say…there’s someone for everyone. But when your boyfriend has sex with you, he’s undoubtedly fantasizing about truly feminine women…like Lily.”

Grace shook her head and felt her entire body tense up. “There’s more than one way to be feminine. You don’t have to have giant boobs and walk around half-naked to be a woman!”

“When I look at you, Grace, I see potential. You could be a sexy woman — like Lily — if you learn how to relax and let yourself go. Lots of young women have these ridiculous feminist notions, and seem to think that their boyfriends are attracted to personality. But the truth of the matter is, most men prefer feminine women. Do you want to waste your potential, Grace?”

Grace was beginning to fall down the rabbit hole. Suddenly, Dr. Winter’s crazy ideas made total sense to her. Almost instantaneously, she felt trapped in her body. She needed to look like a total slut to compete with Lily and get her boyfriend back; it was the only way she’d ever be truly happy with herself.

Dr. Winter understood that she was having an epiphany. Silently, he got up and opened a cabinet, pulling out a bottle of pills. He handed Grace a pill and said, “Take this and close your eyes.”

Grace obeyed him, lying down on the couch and squeezing her eyes shut. She started to feel strange…almost sick. A chill swept over her body and she felt goosebumps spread across her skin. But within a few minutes, the strange feelings passed.

For the first time in ages, her mind felt totally at ease. She knew that she had felt tense today, but she wasn’t sure why. Life was perfectly wonderful!

Dr. Winter was still sitting in his chair, but he had pulled it close to the couch and was jotting down notes and observing Grace carefully. She smiled at him. “I’m sorry I was complaining so much. I guess I was in a bad mood today.”

“No worries!” he said brightly. “Just close your eyes and relax and think of nice things.”

Grace closed her eyes again and thought about Matt. Sure, he had fucked Lily, but…Lily was hot. Grace couldn’t blame him for getting with her best friend! And she couldn’t blame Lily for fucking Matt, either. He was handsome and fun and his cock was perfect. God…she loved his cock. Right now, just the thought of his cock was making her tingle with pleasure. She wanted nothing more than to feel her boyfriend’s hard member fucking her pussy. Mm, or to feel it in her mouth…cum seeping down her throat. Or maybe cum spilling out of his dick onto her bare tits…

Suddenly, Grace’s shirt felt tight. Could it be? Was her body changing like Lily’s had? She opened her eyes and stared at her chest. It was growing! Her tits were transforming right before her eyes. Little by little, her breasts were expanding in size. Anxiously, Grace glanced at the doctor. He was observing her transformation and nodding in approval.

Grace felt stretching sensations in other parts of her body, too. Were her legs getting longer? Was her waist constricting to an impossibly small size, and was her ass swelling? Even her pussy felt tighter. She cried out, suddenly afraid of what was happening to her. It almost felt like a dream.

Dr. Winter rushed to her side and began stroking her hair. Her silky hair was growing quickly, too. She opened her mouth again to speak and realized her lips felt strange…were they plumper now? Everything about her was becoming more sensual and sexy.

By now, her breasts had gotten so big, she felt her bra give way, and moments later, her shirt was completely ripped off her body. Her big, swelling tits were the size of watermelons, and they looked ridiculously huge on her petite frame.

By the time Grace’s transformation was complete, she had become entirely consumed once again by the thought of Matt’s cock. “I’m so horny!” she breathed through her new, sexy lips.

Dr. Winter chuckled. “How does it feel to be a bimbo, my dear?”

Grace bit her lip and ran her hands up and down her new body. “It feels…wonderful. But I’m so horny…” She began to rub her pussy through her jeans, anxious to be stimulated.

“Here, let me help you with that.” Dr. Winter took off her jeans and panties and gazed at her supine body. “My, my. What a pretty thing you are now! Let’s get you up off the couch.”

Grace struggled to stand up. Her new breasts were so heavy! Once she was standing upright, Dr. Winter slowly and carefully began to examine her body from head to toe. He patted her down in a manner that was almost clinical. His fingers grazed her bare pussy, and she inched closer to him, desperate for him to give her pleasure with his hands.

“I need someone to touch me,” she whispered. “I’ve never been this horny in my life…”

Dr. Winter stood up to face her, holding her head in his hands. “You’re the perfect slut now. Mentally, physically…if I could be inside you, I would. But a psychiatrist can’t get involved with his patients.” Here, he grinned slyly. “It’s totally unprofessional.”

“I don’t care,” Grace said quickly. She pressed her body against him and wrapped her arms around him. “Please, please…fuck me…”

“Oh, but won’t Lily be jealous?” Dr. Winter asked, winking.

“Who cares?” Grace asked. She really didn’t know why he was talking about Lily. Grace’s pussy was right here, right now, and it needed his attention immediately.

“How about I call Lily and have her come here? You two can work through your problems. It will be a joint session.”

Grace didn’t understand what he meant. She pouted and licked her lips. “Will I get to cum?”

“Be patient,” Dr. Winter said. “I promise that this will be enjoyable for you. Let me call your friend.”
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Lily, obviously eager to see her therapist, showed up at the office quickly once Dr. Winter requested her presence. She burst into his office, all dressed up in a hot pink tube top and black miniskirt, and gasped. “Grace?!”

Grace, still naked, was lounging on the couch. She smiled at Lily, and couldn’t understand how she’d felt so jealous of her. They were equally hot; both of them had huge tits, round asses, and vacant expressions on their beautiful faces.

“Now I’m a bimbo, just like you!” Grace squealed.

At first, Lily looked upset. Did she have competition now? A frightening thought crossed her mind. What if Grace was hotter than Lily now? But moments later, she giggled and joined her friend on the couch, embracing her. They were BFFs again — but now they weren’t merely “best friends.” They were bimbo friends: sexy, dumb, slutty bimbos.

Dr. Winter crossed his arms. “Young ladies…aren’t you going to thank me for fixing your friendship?”

At this point, neither of the girls even remembered that he was the one who had managed to destroy their friendship in the first place. In unison, they cried, “Thank you, Dr. Winter!”

Lying on the couch together, their warm, nude bodies touching, Lily and Grace felt extremely comfortable. Their friendship had always been platonic, but suddenly, each of them was intrigued by the other’s body. Of course, Dr. Winter was standing over them, and the knowledge that a man was present also aroused them and compelled them to perform for his pleasure. It was Grace who made the first move, brushing the hair out of her friend’s face and leaning close to give her a deep, sensual kiss on her sexy, plump lips. Lily kissed her back and pulled her body closer. Their massive tits touched. Dr. Winter decided not to intervene; he merely stood and watched intently as Grace and Lily gave into their natural urges.

Lily yanked off her shirt and removed her skirt and thong. They were both naked now. Their hard nipples touched, and Grace began to fondle Lily’s breasts. Lily moaned. Grace took it a step further and began to gently kiss Lily’s neck, then her chest, then moved her mouth along the swelling flesh of her breast all the way across to the nipple. She let her tongue tickle Lily’s excited nipple, making it even harder. She sucked on her tit and Lily’s pussy began to strain closer and closer to Grace’s. Grace had never been with a woman before, but Lily’s pleasure was contagious. She couldn’t get enough of her hot best friend.

Grace and Lily kissed passionately again, their tongues touching. Then Grace ran her tongue down Lily’s torso until she reached her pretty pink pussy. Instinctively, she knew exactly how to please her best friend. She ran her tongue in circles around Lily’s clitoris and then up and down the smooth lips of her pussy. “Oh, Grace!” Lily moaned. She was getting wetter. Grace’s tongue darted in and out of Lily’s wet pussy. “Yes…yes…”

Grace used her mouth and her fingers to stimulate her friend’s pussy. Her other hand rubbed Lily’s tight ass. Lily’s juices were flowing into Grace’s mouth, and she licked her lips repeatedly, enjoying the taste of her friend’s sweet pussy.

Grace repositioned herself and the girls began to scissor, rubbing their pussies together. Feeling her friend’s bare skin against her own was thrilling Lily. She had never known that her best friend was so full of erotic potential. Now that Grace was a bimbo just like her, she exuded pure sexuality and femininity, and it was only natural for Lily to be sexually attracted to her.

Dr. Winter cleared his throat. Afraid that they had done something wrong, the girls looked up at him, wide-eyed and worried. To their surprise, he was holding a huge, double-sided dildo. “Why don’t you girls give this a try? It might make this even more fun for you.”

Grace took the toy from him eagerly. “Thank you, Dr. Winter!”

Lying down with their legs spread wide open, each girl slid the dildo into her wet pussy. As they began to thrust rhythmically, their pussies engulfing the toy, they started to moan in unison. Dr. Winter watched them closely, taking notes and observing their quivering breasts, gaping mouths, and writhing torsos. Grace and Lily both had their eyes closed and each of them was imagining that she was fucking a huge cock.

For Grace, the sound of Lily’s labored breathing encouraged her to be competitive, in a way; if Lily was enjoying herself, Grace had to enjoy herself just as much. When Lily cried out in pleasure, Grace did the same. Although they were certainly having fun, this was a performance, too. Grace felt like a porn star, and Dr. Winter was the attentive audience.

Quietly, he began to jack off while watching them. The girls began fucking the dildo harder, faster. They opened their eyes and watched his cock hungrily. The mere sight of a dick caused both of them to get even closer to cumming. Finally, neither of them could contain themselves anymore. They orgasmed simultaneously, their bodies shuddering with ecstasy, sweat dripping off their tits. They both screamed with pleasure.

Dr. Winter stroked himself faster. Although she was exhausted, Grace knew she could come again. “Let me suck your cock,” she whispered. She sat up and wrapped her lips around his throbbing member, sucking eagerly. He pulled her hair roughly and thrust his member deeper into her mouth. “Good slut,” he murmured.

Lily didn’t want to be left out. She leaned in close, mouth wide open, ready to suck his dick the second Grace came up for air. Grace, knowing her best friend wanted a taste, gave her a chance to suck Dr. Winter’s dick. After all, good friends share, don’t they? Lily began deep throating his cock, and he reached down to fondle her breasts. “What good bimbos!” he said. “You’re both my favorite patients, you know that?”

Grace and Lily licked his hard cock together, covering every inch of the shaft with their eager tongues. Meanwhile, both of them were touching themselves, rubbing their pussies furiously. Dr. Winter rubbed his wet, sloppy dick on their faces. Then, he said, “I want both of you to lie down again.”

Obediently, Grace and Lily lay down next to other on the couch. Dr. Winter climbed on top of Grace and slid his cock into her wet pussy. She groaned with pleasure as he fucked her, his hands holding her hips steady. Lily watched jealousy and continued to masturbate. “My turn, my turn!” she cried.

Dr. Winter pulled out of Grace and began to fuck Lily, squeezing her massive breasts in his hands, thrusting hard and fast. Now Grace was the jealous one. While Dr. Winter fucked her, she kissed Lily on the lips and touched herself.

A few minutes later, he pulled out of Lily’s pussy and began to cum, showering both the girls with semen. Each of them continued to masturbate, and within a few moments, they were cumming at the same time again, their bodies trembling, their pussies gushing.

“Good, good girls!” Dr. Winter said, beaming. His two creations lay there, exhausted and content after their mind-blowing orgasms. “You two are making excellent progress in overcoming your personal issues. But please hurry up and get dressed. I have another client coming soon. Would you like to schedule another joint session for next week?”
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This was the beginning of a new era in the girls’ friendship. Now that they were both sexy bimbos, Grace and Lily started to have fun together in ways they could have never imagined. All of the usual things they used to do together seemed new and exciting. Everywhere they went, women glared at them, jealous of their bubbly sex appeal and superior bodies. Men, on the other hand, were always happy to see them. In a world full of uptight women, Grace and Lily’s ditzy personalities and porn star bodies were a refreshing change of pace.

They still went shopping for clothes, but now, they bought sexy lingerie and the sluttiest clothes and most ridiculous stripper heels they could find. They frequented nail salons and beauty parlors, obsessed with maintaining their sexy looks. They still went out to dinner once a week, but now that they were so sexy, they rarely had to pay; horny waiters always gave them free food. Of course, nothing was completely free. One of the girls would have to give the guy a discreet hand job under the table or a bathroom blow job.

But neither one felt dirty for having so much sex. After all, it was their sole reason for living.

Now that Grace was a hot bimbo, too, she didn’t have to feel jealous about Lily sleeping with her boyfriend. The moment Matt got a glimpse of Grace in her new bimbo form, he was in love with her all over again. He worshipped her huge tits, constantly kissed her sexy lips, and found time to fuck her multiple times a day, unable to resist her pussy. Grace was up for anything now. She was completely obsessed with sex and fixated on Matt’s cock.

Life was perfect for the two best friends. Almost.

Even though Lily was happy that Grace was a bimbo, too, she vaguely remembered the week when she had been the hot friend. Now, Lily felt like she had to share everything with Grace. Every guy she wanted might end up fucking Grace, instead. Lily was just a silly bimbo, though, and she found it hard to be angry at her BFF.

Maybe she would ask Dr. Winter if he had any stronger pills. Her current prescription was merely maintaining her current level of hotness. She wondered if he had a medication that would make her tits even bigger, her pussy prettier, her sex drive even more insatiable…Lily longed to be even sexier than Grace. She wanted to be the woman that men really desired.

Without telling Grace, Lily called her psychiatrist and made an appointment.


Chapter 3




“How do my boobs look in this shirt?” Grace asked. She had squeezed her big breasts into an extra small halter top, and they threatened to burst out any minute.

“Sexy!” Lily replied. She did a twirl for her friend. “And what do you think of my butt in these shorts?” She was wearing scandalously short denim cut-offs, her ass coyly peeking out.

“I would so fuck you,” Grace said playfully.

The two bimbos loved shopping together. Their psychiatrist, Dr. Winter, had ensured that they would be equally sexy. After Lily’s rapid bimbo transformation a few weeks ago, Grace had gotten jealous of all the male attention her BFF received. Instead of resigning herself to an ordinary life in the shadow of her much hotter friend, she decided to fight fire with fire, visiting Dr. Winter’s office herself and obtaining the magical pills that would give her the same hot body and vapid personality as Lily. Now, they were better friends than ever before, and they had so much fun together. Today, they were shopping for sexy new outfits to wear this weekend.

Suddenly, a store employee approached them. “Ladies,” the dowdy female sales clerk said coldly, “if you’re going to try on so many clothes, you’re obligated to buy something.”

Grace and Lily stared at the homely woman. She glared at them and walked away without saying another word. Maybe she was intimidated by them.

“What a sad, pathetic woman,” Grace sighed.

“She probably never gets laid,” Lily said dismissively. “If I looked like her, I’d be jealous of us, too.” She returned to the mirror, pouting and preening, puffing out her chest and running her long, manicured nails through her hair. She caught a glimpse of Grace in the mirror behind her. Even though they both had big tits and tiny waists and round, supple asses, Lily was a little nervous that her friend was just a tiny bit hotter. Was it just her imagination, or was Grace even ditzier and more feminine than Lily?

Lily had made an appointment to see Dr. Winter, hoping that she could become even sexier. But she didn’t plan on telling Grace. She wanted an edge over her friend, at least for a little while.

After buying some teeny-tiny tops and risqué hot pants, the girls decided to go get some ice cream. The young guy behind the counter tried to maintain his composure as he took their orders, but it was unlikely that he’d ever seen such sexy women in the flesh. Lily and Grace looked like the impossibly erotic porn stars that men jerked off to and fantasized about while they were fucking their average-looking wives and girlfriends. They were sex goddesses in human form. Lily and Grace’s appeal was heightened by their approachability; one might expect such hot women to be stand-offish or arrogant, but Lily and Grace were docile and dumb, girlish and giggly. They didn’t want to intimidate men. They loved cock more than anything else in the world, and their ditzy behavior signaled that they were compliant, submissive, and always down to fuck.

“These are on the house,” the guy said, handing the girls their chocolate ice cream cones. He smiled bashfully at them.

“You’re cute,” Grace said sweetly, sticking out her long tongue and running it seductively along the scoop of ice cream sitting on top of the cone in her hand.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” Lily asked flirtatiously. She opened her mouth wide to take a big bite of ice cream and sighed. “Mm, this is so good!”

“I do,” he said sadly. “But if I didn’t…you know I’d be asking you two out…”

“Which one of us?” Lily asked.

“It’s kind of hard to choose,” the guy admitted. “You’re both gorgeous.”

Lily and Grace giggled and replied in unison, “Thank you!”

Suddenly, Grace’s huge right breast flopped out of her tiny tube top. “Oops!” She reached down to cover herself up and a little chocolate ice cream dripped onto her tanned skin. “Oh, no!” Grace giggled. She stuck out her tongue and attempted to lick her own breast to get the ice cream off. The guy behind the counter was sweating, trying to fight the erection that was growing in his pants.

“You have some on your face, too,” Lily said, leaning in close towards Grace’s mouth, sticking out her tongue, and licking her friend’s full lips. Grace giggled and opened her mouth slightly. The two friends started kissing each other playfully, swirling their tongues together. Grace’s other breast popped out of her shirt, and her massive jugs bounced slightly.

More ice cream dripped off Grace’s cone onto her chest, and Lily said helpfully, “I’ll get that!” She leaned down and eagerly licked the ice cream off Grace’s bare chest. Grace was getting more and more excited. Lily began to suck on her nipples, making them harder, and caressed her supple breasts gently.

The guy behind the counter gulped. “Maybe — maybe you two should come back here with me. Get cleaned off, you know?” He opened the door leading to the back room, and the two girls, flashing knowing looks at each other, followed him in.

Once they were behind closed doors, they immediately dropped their ice cream cones and grabbed the store employee. There was no time to waste. They had to get down to business. Lily stood on one side of his body, Grace on the other, so that he was sandwiched between their giant breasts. Their full lips kissed his face; they breathed into his ears and ran their sensual tongues along his neck. “Fuck,” the guy whispered. He had no will — or desire — left to fight them off. He completely forgot that he had a girlfriend.

He knelt down between them and began sucking on Grace’s huge tits. Lily took off her own shirt and pressed her breasts against him so that he was fully encased in their massive, heaving bosoms. He groaned with pleasure and hurriedly removed both of the girls’ shorts, grabbing their firm asses and stroking their pussies through their thongs, kissing their tanned, toned stomachs.

Grace thrust her crotch toward him. Her pussy ached for the pleasure his mouth would bring. Competitively, Lily did the same. He wanted to please both of them, but Grace was more assertive. He tugged off her thong and buried his face between her legs. She gasped. “Oh, yes!”

His tongue danced in circles around her clit, and he opened his mouth wide, as if he wanted to devour her delicious flesh. Desperate for the man’s attention, Lily pulled off her own thong and ground her pussy against his head. He spun around and began to eat her out, thrusting his tongue in and out of her wet hole and using his fingers to stroke her thighs, then her soft labia. Lily begged him to continue. “Don’t stop! Faster, faster!”

As he continued to eat Lily’s pussy, Grace made her way towards his crotch. She sat down next to him and unzipped his jeans, coaxing him into taking them off. She pulled his boxers down and began to give him a hand job. There was no warm-up, no teasing…she took his whole cock in her mouth and sucked it voraciously, playing lightly with his balls to further stimulate him.

The guy was in heaven. He could have cum instantly; hell, he had thought he was going to cum the second Grace’s boob popped out of her shirt, but he held back. He wanted this insanely hot encounter to last as long as possible.

“I need to fuck one of you,” he said softly.

Lily hoped it would be her. She was so turned on, she felt like she would cum the second a hard dick plunged into her pussy. But Grace was better positioned, and she quickly got on her hands and knees in front of the guy. He started to fuck her from behind, holding her firm ass cheeks in his hands as he plowed her tight pussy. Not wanting to be left out, Lily knelt beside him and began to kiss him on the lips. He kept one hand on Grace’s hip and with the other, squeezed and rubbed Lily’s breasts. His tongue probed the inside of Lily’s mouth as his dick probed the inside of Grace’s pussy.

He came quickly, letting out a moan of pleasure. He pulled out and let the cum shower Grace’s ass. Lily began to lick drops of cum off her friend’s skin, gazing into the young guy’s lustful eyes, hoping that even though he had fucked Grace’s pussy, he would consider Lily to be the kinkier, nastier slut.

Instantly, the young man seemed to regret what he’d done. “I need to get back to work!” he cried, dressing himself quickly and leaving the two bimbos to clean themselves off.

As they left the ice cream parlor, a couple other customers walked in. The guy who worked there did his best to help them, but he looked like he had just seen a ghost. He had just had the hottest sex of his life, and now he would have to pretend it never happened. After all…who would believe that story? He would have to be content fantasizing about Grace and Lily and the insanely dirty things he had done with them.
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“Lovely to see you, Lily!” Dr. Winter said. “Come in, come in. Where’s your sexy friend?”

For the last couple weeks, Lily and Grace had been inseparable. They had been going to their psychiatrist’s office together and “working through their issues” by having hot fuck sessions with each other, as well as their shrink.

“Dr. Winter,” Lily said slowly, “do you think Grace is sexier than me now?”

He paused to think. “Well, you’re both incredibly sexy. Your breasts are the same size…you both perform equally well in bed…your pussies are equally tight.” “Then why does Grace have more sex than me?” Lily sighed. “When we meet a guy, he always goes for her. I can’t figure out why. I miss being the hot friend!”

Dr. Winter thought for a moment. “It could be that Grace is a little more aggressive. Remember, before she transformed, you were a threat to her. She might feel like she has to work a little harder than you because she’s used to feeling inferior, and as a result of her efforts, she’s getting more dick. You, my dear, probably aren’t working as hard to get cock.”

Lily pouted. “I work hard, too!”

He laughed. “There’s always more that you can do. A bimbo’s work is never done.”

“Dr. Winter, can you give me stronger pills? Something to give me an edge over Grace?”

At first, he seemed to resist the idea. His reluctance may have been an act designed to keep Lily upset — there was something about her pathetic desperation and helplessness that turned him on. But after a great deal of thought, he told his patient, “I can give you stronger pills. But keep in mind that further enhancements to your body could have terrible consequences in other areas of your life. You’ll be committing yourself to your bimbo role completely. You won’t be able to work, walking will be difficult because of the size of your breasts, and so on. Are you ready to live just for cock, and nothing else?”

Unable to think critically, Lily nodded. “Yes! That’s exactly what I want! To live for cock, and nothing else!”

“Very well.” His patient didn’t need to pull his leg. He immediately handed her a week’s worth of pills. “Take one per day. By the end of the week, you’ll see a marked transformation in your appearance and mental state. And I assure you that you will be way hotter than Grace.”

“Thank you, Dr. Winter!” Lily wrapped her arms around him and kissed him.

After she left the office, the psychiatrist rubbed his hands together. Once Lily became hotter, Grace would be back in his office, desperate to compete with her sexy friend again. These dumb bimbos were so easy to manipulate…
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A week later, Grace and Lily were sitting in Grace’s apartment, taking pictures of each other on their phones. They had just gotten back from the salon and were eager to document their sexy new hairstyles. “I hope Matt gets home soon,” Grace sighed. “I’m so horny!”

Lily nodded. “I can’t wait to have a threesome…” “Get your own boyfriend!” Grace said. Lily noticed the bitterness in her tone, and she wondered if Grace had taken her bimbo pill this morning. She noticed that when she forgot to take her medication, bits of her old mental state — anxious, self-conscious, worried — crept back into her life.

Lily sighed, and as she exhaled, her breasts started to grow. She gasped. “It’s working!”

“What’s working?”

Grace looked over and nearly screamed as Lily began to transform right before her eyes. As Lily’s breasts swelled to epic proportions, her waist shrank even more, until it looked as petite as a Barbie doll’s. Her hips and ass became more prominent. Her full lips became even more plump; they parted slightly as Lily let out a slight moan.

Her shirt tore from the immense pressure of her breasts straining against it, and they burst forth, huge and perky and perfect. Lily collapsed onto her back and tried to speak, but her brain so scrambled, she could only moan.

It had happened. Lily had proven that an even more extreme form of bimbo existed. And once again, Grace was the inferior woman. Lily was no longer just a sexy slut; instead, she was a combination of body parts, a sex monster designed to fuck and do nothing else.

Finally, Lily managed to speak: “I just want a huge cock inside me…”

Grace realized that Matt would be home any minute. “Lily, we need to get you out of here…” She was desperate to keep her boyfriend away from Lily. If he saw her in this state, he wouldn’t be able to resist fucking her. Grace didn’t stand a chance. Lily was infinitely hotter than she was now.

Unfortunately, at that moment, Matt opened the door. He stepped into the apartment and saw his girlfriend and her friend on the floor. Lily’s eyes met his and she opened her mouth slightly. “Matt!” she cried. “Fuck me…please!”

The sight of the huge mountains of flesh jutting out of her chest and her sexy new proportions made him hard instantly. He rushed over to her, ripped off her shorts, and began eating her pussy, losing himself in his desire for her body.

Grace could only watch, painfully jealous and fully aware that she couldn’t compete with Lily. Matt began to fuck Lily’s huge tits, and Lily looked up at him with eager eyes. She wasn’t just a hot bimbo anymore…she had become a complete sex object. And she loved it. He thrust his cock in and out of her cleavage, the tight space between those warm mounds making him harder and harder. He needed to get in her pussy. “I want you on top,” he murmured.

It was a struggle for Lily. Her breasts were so heavy, she found it difficult to sit up. Matt helped bring her over to the bed and sat down, pulling Lily on top of him so that she was straddling him. Her huge tits enveloped his face, and he buried his head between them. In spite of her new top heavy body, Lily, insanely horny and aroused, managed to bounce her pussy up and down on Matt’s throbbing member. From his seated position, he thrust his hips in and out so that his dick plunged even deeper into her pussy. Her massive breasts slapped against his face. He reached behind her and stroked her back tenderly as they fucked. Sweat started to drip down Lily’s body, and Matt licked it off her tits eagerly. Lily was moaning the entire time they fucked. Grace couldn’t imagine how amazing the sex was for Lily. It must be the best thing she’d ever felt in her whole life. Her eyes were closed, her mouth dangling open. This was what she lived for now. It was all she wanted and all she needed.

Lily climaxed quickly, and her whole body quivered as she let out a scream. Matt came soon after her, moaning as he had an intense orgasm. He clutched Lily’s hips desperately. Her body epitomized everything he’d ever fantasized about. Lily was an anatomical impossibility; she was pure sex in the flesh.

Lily fell back onto the bed, exhausted, and Matt lay down next to her, stroking her breasts and kissing her irresistibly sexy lips. “You’re the hottest slut I’ve ever seen in my life, Lily,” he said, breathing in her scent deeply. “Fuck. You’re the hottest bitch in the whole world now!”

Grace couldn’t speak. Once again, Lily had surpassed her in attractiveness. There was only one thing she could do to compete: ask Dr. Winter for help.
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“So, Grace…may I ask why you’re here?” Dr. Winter, ever-analytical, had his pen and pad of paper ready.

Grace had tears in her eyes. “Dr. Winter, I know you gave Lily pills to make her even hotter. The second she got her new body, she fucked my boyfriend again, right in front of me. I know I look good, but now that Matt’s had sex with her, he wants nothing to do with me. She practically lives in our apartment now. They fuck three times a day.”

“But Grace, don’t you still enjoy fucking other men?” Dr. Winter asked.

“The ones who haven’t seen the new Lily…” she sobbed. “Her tits are so big, she doesn’t go out much anymore. But when she does, every guy’s eyes are on her. It’s like I’m completely invisible. Lily gets all the cock, and I feel…useless!”

Dr. Winter sat down next to her on the couch and put his arm around her. “Grace, you shouldn’t feel useless. You have a lot of potential.”

“I thought that I was hot,” she sighed. “But I guess that as long as there are hotter women out there, I’ll always be jealous.”

He stroked her hair. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about it, dear. I’m going to give you a new medication to take, and before you know it, you’ll be just as hot as Lily.”

“Dr. Winter,” Grace said earnestly, “I don’t want to be as hot as Lily. I want to be even hotter than her! I want to be the one who gets men’s dicks hard instantly. I want guys to fuck me everywhere, all the time. It’s the only way I’ll ever be happy!” Dr. Winter seemed like he was deep in thought. He kept her waiting for a minute. “All right. I wasn’t going to, but you’ve convinced me. I have an experimental pill. None of my patients has ever taken it, but if it works properly, you’ll be even hotter than Lily.”

Grace nodded. “Yes, yes…I want it!”

“Now, Grace…keep in mind the fact that once you take this pill, you’ll never have a normal life again. Your life will revolve around pleasing your basest instincts. Your sex drive will be so high, you’ll need to fuck ten guys a guy just to be satisfied. Are you willing to live like that?”

“Of course.”

“Your breasts will be so big, you won’t be able to walk. Your lips will be so thick, you’ll barely be able to talk. Your pussy will be constantly wet; you’ll be like a stick of dynamite ready to explode at any moment.”

“Yes, yes! I want that!” Grace said. “Please, Dr. Winter! Give me the pill!”

He acted like he was having a moral dilemma. In fact, he should have been questioning his practices; turning women into brainless, insatiable sluts wasn’t exactly the “right” thing for a psychiatrist to do. “You’ve convinced me. You can test the pill.”

Grace squealed and kissed him.

He smiled. He knew exactly what would happen. Once Grace was transformed, Lily would be back in his office, desperate to outdo her friend again. Soon, the two BFFs would be nothing but useless sex objects, holes for men to fuck. No other woman could possibly compete with them. They were destined to be bimbos for life.


Diary of a Bimbo




Monday




My master, James, gave me a diary so I could write all my naughty, dirty thoughts somewhere. He can’t be here to play with me all the time, so hopefully, this helps keep me from getting lonely.

Before my bimbo training started, I used to write a lot. Now, the only time I pick up a pen is to sign the credit card receipts when I go shopping.

Before I start talking about my day, let me explain who I am. My name is Whitney and I’m twenty-four years old. When I was twenty-two, I met James, the man of my dreams. He’s a little older and a little wiser than me. Once we started going out seriously, he told me to quit my job and move in with him. He promised to take care of me very well. He’s a scientist at a pharmaceutical company, so he makes tons of money.

I haven’t been disappointed. Not only does James pay my bills, he also does everything to satisfy my dirtiest fantasies. A few months ago, we decided that I would become a bimbo. I had always secretly longed to become one of those sweet, obedient, kept women, but I’d always assumed that my fantasy would never become a reality. I’ve never fit the physical image of a bimbo at all. I have a flat chest, no butt, and although I have a pretty face, there’s nothing sexy about me.

From day one, James told me I had potential. He said he could picture the way I would look and act once he was finished with my transformation. Impatiently, I begged him to pay for cosmetic surgery and new clothes. But my intelligent boyfriend told me that I had to be patient and wait. Before I could undergo any physical changes, I would have to prepare myself mentally for my new role.

Over the last few months, I’ve gradually shifted my mindset. I used to play dumb in the bedroom, but now, I find myself doing it all the time. It’s like I can’t control myself. Even when someone asks me a question that isn’t too difficult, I can only answer them with a little giggle, or bite my lip and pout. If James is around, he’ll pat me on the head and comment that I may be pretty, but I’m definitely not smart.

My wardrobe shift has been more recent. I used to wear “normal” clothes during the day and slutty lingerie for sex, but now, I can only wear what my master tells me to wear. (Oh, and maybe I should mention the fact that I have to call James “master” now. I don’t mind. Actually, it kind of turns me on to let him know he’s in control every time I speak to him.)

James lets me use his credit cards to buy myself the skimpiest, most revealing clothes I can find. He’s not happy unless my skirt barely covers my pussy and my shirt reveals most of my chest. I’m only allowed to wear the lingerie he deems sexy enough: thongs or see-through panties or, some days, no panties at all. If I had cleavage and feminine curves, I would feel so sexy in these outfits. Instead, though, I’ve become more self-conscious than ever about my stick thin figure.

But tonight, James brought a surprise home from work: an experimental new pill that’s supposed to transfer fat within the body. I don’t understand how it works, but he says that if I take one of these every day, my boobs and ass will get bigger and my waistline will get even smaller.

“I don’t even have any fat to transfer!” I argued.

He shrugged. “It can’t hurt to try.”

“Are there any side effects?”

James rolled his eyes, as if he was annoyed that I was asking so many silly questions. I immediately apologized, and he patted me on the head sympathetically.

“In lab tests so far, the only noticeable side effect seems to be an increased libido. As far as I’m concerned, that’s a good thing.”

I nodded in agreement, giggling. “Libido? What’s that?” I said, playing dumb.

“That’s your sex drive,” he explained. “You’re going to want to fuck all the time. If that’s an issue, then you don’t have to take the pills. Remember, I want you to be happy. I care about you, Whitney. Got it?”

It didn’t take long for me to decide that any side effect (especially one as pleasurable as an increased sex drive) shouldn’t stop me from getting the body I’d always dreamed of.

“Now, remember,” James said, looking me in the eyes. “Just take one pill per day. When you start seeing results, it may be tempting to up the dose. But that’s the last thing I want you to do. Understand, Whitney?”

“Uh-huh. Of course,” I said, snatching the pill bottle out of his hand. I had no intention of disobeying him, although I didn’t see what was so wrong with taking more than one pill. They were so tiny and cute.

I took the first pill tonight. Hopefully, it will start working soon. I don’t see the point in wearing these sexy clothes unless I have a sexy body to match. And maybe it’s all in my head, but I think James has been getting bored in bed with me. If I have bigger boobs and a rounder ass, maybe he’ll feel like he’s with a whole new woman. I can’t wait to see if this drug actually works…


Tuesday




I think the pills are working. When I woke up this morning and put on my bra, it was a little tight. Eager to figure out if this was a placebo effect or the real deal, I took a second pill right after breakfast.

The results were instant and astonishing. I saw my breasts swell right before my eyes, growing and growing until they were twice as big as before. For the first time, I had sexy cleavage popping out from my low-cut tank top. I lifted the shirt to look at my abdomen — slim and trim as always. But my hips seemed slightly…wider. And my jeans felt a little tight on my ass.

Resisting the temptation to take another one of those magic pills, I put the bottle in a kitchen cupboard and told myself, “Remember, not until tomorrow, Whitney!”

The rest of today was agonizingly long. I couldn’t wait for my boyfriend to get home, since I was even hornier than normal. That was the only side effect I noticed. Otherwise, I felt amazing — and sexier than ever.

When my master arrived in the evening, I practically pounced on him, covering him with kisses.

“Well? What do you think?” I squealed, standing up straight and doing a twirl so he could get a good view of my blossoming curves.

James’s eyes lit up and his lips curled into a grin. “Damn. You look sexy, babe.”

He scooped me up in his arms and brought me up to the bedroom, throwing me down on the bed and pressing his lips against mine. James hadn’t been this passionate with me in a while. With his tongue deep in my mouth, he began to caress my new curves, running his hands over my breasts. He lifted my shirt up roughly, squeezing each of my breasts through my bra.

“Take this off,” he said. “And everything else, too.”

He stood up, loosening his belt. I gently pushed him down onto the edge of the bed.

“This is only the beginning,” I said, lifting my shirt up over my head. My boobs were nice and round — not huge, but just the right shape and size for my body.

“What do you mean?” he asked curiously, removing his belt and unzipping his pants.

“I mean that I still have so many more pills to take!” I giggled, swiftly unhooking my bra and bouncing up and down a few times for emphasis. James followed the movement of my jiggly breasts as my bra fell to the floor, leaving them completely exposed.

“Baby,” James said, his tone of voice condescending, “you can’t take the whole bottle. If your boobs get too big, you won’t even be able to walk!”

“Oh, I won’t take all of them,” I sighed. “I just meant, I’m getting closer to where I want to be. But I’m not there yet.”

I slipped my jeans over my hipbones and then shimmied out of my panties. Standing before my boyfriend, completely nude, I felt sexier than ever. My body was becoming the voluptuous fantasy that we both shared. I could only imagine how he’d react once my breasts and ass were even bigger…

“Come here,” he urged, pulling me closer to him once I was within arm’s reach.

“I think I’ll go blonder tomorrow,” I said, climbing on his lap and pushing my breasts into his face. “How does that sound?”

“Perfect,” he murmured, kissing my breasts one by one. He flicked his tongue over my erect nipple. It was more sensitive today than I remembered it being before. Probably another side effect of the pills.

I used to have dark hair, but in stages, I’ve been dying it lighter and lighter. It’s the color of honey now. But now, I think I’m ready to go platinum, for that bleached blonde bimbo look. I’m so happy that my master approved.

Just as he was about to suck on my nipples again, I leaped off his lap and turned around, bending over to give him a great view of my ass. James grabbed me and pulled my body close to his, spanking my ass hard.

“Hey, what did I do wrong?” I asked playfully.

“Nothing. I just thought your ass looked so good, I wanted to spank you,” he explained. “Honey, you have no idea how happy I am that you’re happy.”

That sentence confused me, so I merely giggled and gave him a soft kiss on the lips.

“Now what are we going to do?” I breathed. “I’m so horny…I just want you inside me…”

James sighed and shook his head. “Not tonight. I have to get up at six in the morning. And I still have so many emails to answer.”

Frustrated, I grabbed my diary and decided to write about my day. And that’s what I’m doing now. My boyfriend is next to me in bed, typing on his laptop (and trying to ignore his erection) while his sexy bimbo girlfriend is horny as hell. Sometimes, life isn’t fair. Or maybe I’m just not sexy enough yet.

I know it’s probably a bad idea, but I’m starting to wonder if I can get an even bigger reaction if I take two pills tomorrow. James never has to know that I broke his one rule. What could possibly go wrong?


Wednesday




This morning, I took two little pills without even thinking. Then I headed to the salon to get my hair bleached. The whole time I was there, I felt a little dizzy and strange. Luckily, my physical transformation didn’t happen until I’d left the salon with brighter, blonder locks.

But by the time I got home, I was definitely feeling strange. There was a pulsating sensation running through my whole body, like tiny, invisible jolts of electricity just under the surface of my skin.

I was trying on some new lingerie when the weird pulsations began to become more concentrated on — you guessed it — my tits and my ass. The tingling got stronger and stronger until the rapid growth began. I wasn’t prepared for just how quickly the change would come. My medium-sized breasts ballooned quickly, nearly doubling in size within minutes. They turned into two quivering mountains of flesh beneath my tight top, and I heard the fabric of my shirt begin to rip as my new breasts threatened to burst right through. At the same time, my short skirt got tighter and tighter over my ass.

I rushed over to a mirror to watch my rapidly swelling breasts. They showed no signs of stopping. And my ass kept getting bigger, too, until I heard the seams of my skirt start to pop open.

When my heaving, massive breasts leapt up another cup size, I knew my poor bra couldn’t handle it anymore. My bra snapped right in half and, as I sucked in my breath, my chest swelled outwards just enough to rip the shirt right off my body. I nearly screamed when I saw my ridiculous new proportions.

Standing in front of my mirror with nothing but my lacy thong on, I felt helpless and completely stupid. How could I have disobeyed my master’s one rule about those magical pills he gave me? I looked like a cartoon woman now, from my bleached blonde hair to my enormous, perky breasts, down to my wasp waist and my big butt. I had gone from a moderately-attractive girl to a caricature of a sexy woman.

I worried that I had gone too far. At least, I worried for a few minutes. The more I examined my new body, the more I liked it. I jumped up and down, watching my breasts jiggle and tremble with every movement. I bent over, peeking behind my shoulder at my perfect porn star ass.

I was fucking hot now, and if James didn’t like the way I looked, then that was his problem. Deep down, I knew he would enjoy this transformation just as much as I was enjoying it.

The more I thought about seeing him, the hornier I got. Inspired by my dirty thoughts about sucking his cock and having him fuck me in all different positions, I put on the sexiest (and stretchiest) little dress in my closet. The tight black fabric barely covered my massive tits, and the dress was so short, my ass kept popping out. Perfect.

Makeup and perfume on, I spent the rest of the day keeping busy around the house. I thought James would never come up. Fortunately, he arrived home earlier than expected.

I hurried upstairs as soon as I heard his key in the lock, lounging on our bed so that the first thing he’d see when he came in the room was my voluptuous body sprawled across the sheets.

As I waited for him to come upstairs, my heart throbbed in my chest.

I heard the sound of his solemn footsteps as he climbed the stairs and flung open the door. And there, standing in the doorway, was my sexy, perfect, wonderful boyfriend. Finally!

“Welcome home,” I purred.

“Whitney?” he murmured. “What…what did you do to yourself?”

I opened my mouth, then hesitated. Should I tell him the truth. Would he punish me for disobeying him?

“I know you couldn’t have gotten tits like that from one pill,” he said. His eyes narrowed.

For a moment, I was terrified. How could he be upset with me?

“Whitney, this is a very expensive, experimental product. If you don’t take it as prescribed, there could be consequences. Physical…emotional…”

“I’m sorry,” I said, hanging my head in shame. “I was very, very bad.”

“Yeah. Very bad.” James shook his head and mumbled something.

“I just wanted you to think I was sexy,” I murmured, crawling towards the edge of the bed. Then I added hopefully, “Don’t I look hot now?”

He surveyed my body, his eyes lingering over the ample curves of my breasts. A sly smile filled his face. He couldn’t contain his pleasure at the fact that I had transformed myself into such a busty beauty.

“Of course you look hot,” he sighed. “Ugh…you know I can’t stay mad at you for more than five seconds. You’re just a silly girl…and if I’m not around, who’s going to keep you in line?”

He patted me on the head, and I craned my neck to kiss him.

“Can’t we have fun tonight?” I pleaded, my voice tinged with desperation. “Please? I’m really, really horny…maybe because I took two pills instead of one…”

“How can I say no to you?” James said in a low voice, running his fingers through my hair. He gazed down at me, his eyes filled with arousal.

My boyfriend kissed me hungrily, his tongue invading my open mouth. As James pushed me down onto the bed, the weight of his body keeping me still, we continued kissing each other with an almost violent passion. I had never craved his body and his touch so strongly. He began to strip off his clothes, layer by layer, and I became painfully aware of the extremely tight and constricting layer of fabric between my body and his fingers.

When James stood up to strip off his underwear, I saw his cock, hard and ready for me, and I instinctively let out a little moan of excitement at the sight of it.

“You want my cock, don’t you?” he breathed, covering my mouth with kisses. “You dirty little slut.”

He pounced on me again, and then, with a forceful rip, he tore my too-tight dress off my body, releasing my quivering, mountainous breasts. I wasn’t even worried about losing the dress. It felt good to feel James’s bare flesh pressed against mine, the heat from his body caressing every inch of me.

He set to work playing with my new, wondrous tits, kneading the flesh in his hands, kissing each of them gently before sliding his agile tongue over my hard, excited nipples. Each time he dragged his tongue over my nipples, my body shivered in response, overcome by pleasure.

“They’re sensitive too, aren’t they?” he murmured. “That’s one of the effects of the pills.”

“Mmm,” I moaned incoherently. I was so caught up in my pleasure, I couldn’t think of any words to say. The magical pills had truly turned me into a mindless creature whose only desire was to be used as a fuck toy.

“Aren’t they sensitive?” he asked again, pressing for answers. He pinched my nipple between his teeth sharply, making me gasp.

“Very,” I groaned. “I like it when you play with them…I’m getting so wet, baby…”

“Good,” he said. “I want you to get so wet, my cock slides right in…but first, there’s something else I want to do to you.”

James straddled my chest, and I realized that for the first time, he could fuck my tits. They were finally big enough for him to play with like that. It was the ultimate reward for me, knowing that I had gone from a small-breasted girl into a busty, sexy woman who could finally fulfill all of my boyfriend’s dirty fantasies.

“Hold them together for me,” he urged. “Nice and tight. Yeah. Just like that.”

I squeezed my tits together to make a nice, tight entry for him and watched eagerly as he plunged his hard rod in and out of my massive cleavage. It was so hot watching him fuck my tits, I began to play with my pussy, rubbing my clit back and forth. I didn’t take my eyes off him; and he didn’t take his eyes off my breasts. I was just a hot body for him now. For the first time, my boyfriend and master could truly objectify me.

“You like this?” he asked me, breathing heavily.

“Uh-huh,” I murmured, the pleasure within me building as I played with myself.

“You look like you’re about to cum,” he said softly.

“Almost,” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

“Then I won’t stop what I’m doing…if you’re enjoying it…”

He slowed the pace of his thrusts, and I realized that he, too, must have been getting close. The only way he could stop himself from shooting a load of cum between my tits was to hold back. Then he stood up, standing near the edge of the bed and stroking himself while he watched me masturbate. Sprawled out on the bed, my body trembled as I sent myself over the edge. A wave of pleasure overtook me and I began to shake and moan uncontrollably, my body ecstatic as I gave in to my primal urges once and for all.

“I love watching you cum,” he groaned. “And I can see you’re nice and wet now…are you ready for me, babe?”

“I think so,” I sighed, letting out one more shuddering moan.

He changed position suddenly, climbing on top of me again and spreading my legs apart, lifting them up so he could penetrate me deeply. The second his cock slipped into my sopping wet pussy, I found myself groaning again, as if I couldn’t control myself. My boyfriend plunged his cock in and out of me quickly, fucking me as hard and fast as he could, treating me like I was just an object to be used for his pleasure.

His face was contorted with pleasure as he stared down at my body on the bed. He was in total control now, and we both loved it. James fucked me like this for a while, taking in the view of my big breasts as they shook with each jolting thrust. I had finally become his ultimate fantasy woman.

When he pulled out of me suddenly, I was surprised, but then I knew that he was about to reward me for transforming myself. He leaned forward, stroking his cock rapidly, and then groaned loudly. A huge rope of cum shot out of him, streaking over my bare breasts and my belly. I was covered with his seed, and as he breathed heavily, gazing down at me with a devilish grin on his face, I began to smear it into my flesh, over the hills and valleys of my chest, and then, to make him gasp, licked his cum off my fingertips. I loved the way he tasted. I couldn’t get enough of this man.

James lay down on the bed next to me, wrapping me in his arms.

“Well…are you still mad at me?” I asked, licking my lips.

“Of course not,” he said. “You’re absolutely perfect.”

I closed my eyes, basking in the warmth of his approval. I knew that breaking the rules would pay off.


Thursday




Tonight, James told me that he wanted to talk to his boss about getting his pills to market quickly. For some reason, he wanted me to come along with him.

As we pulled up in the driveway of his boss’s huge house, I said nervously, “Are you sure it’s a good idea for me to be here? I don’t want to be…a distraction.”

“Babe,” James said, leaning in close and gazing into my eyes, “you’re going to help me seal the deal.”

I knew what he meant. I was evidence that the pills worked. James had even insisted that I wear a slinky red dress and stripper heels, a far cry from the clothes that used to fill my wardrobe. But I wondered: how could these two men have a serious business conversation with a blonde bimbo like me hanging around?

Once inside, though, I began to feel more relaxed. My boyfriend’s boss, Tad, was a friendly man in his early forties with a well-groomed beard and dark hair. He was dressed impeccably. Tad welcomed us into his home warmly, mentioned that his wife was out of town, and offered us wine before we all settled down in his beautifully-decorated living room for a chat.

“Tad, I think that Whitney here is proof that these pills really work,” James said. “What do you think of her?”

Tad seemed hesitant to speak. He probably didn’t want to say anything offensive.

“You can be honest,” I said, giggling and tossing my hair. Tonight, I was supposed to play up my femininity and my silliness. I had to be completely non-threatening and sexy.

“Was this from a single dose?” Tad asked incredulously, trying not to stare at my tits.

James chuckled. “This silly girl took two pills one day. You see, a few days ago, she didn’t look like this at all — no tits, no ass. But after a few pills, she’s a sexy goddess. And her ability to receive physical pleasure has been increased exponentially. Isn’t that right, baby?”

I laughed. “I guess. I don’t know…I don’t understand all this science stuff. It’s so confusing for me.”

James lowered his voice. “Sorry, Tad — she’s not the brightest. But that’s how she’s always been. As far as I can tell, the pills haven’t dumbed her down at all.”

“I have to admit,” Tad said, stroking his chin thoughtfully as he examined the curves of my body, “I’m impressed. And it’s a good thing my wife’s not here, because she’d be jealous of your girlfriend’s body.”

“Then your wife could take the pills!” I volunteered. “Trust me…they’re amazing.”

“If we get these patented and out by the end of the year, think of all the women we could transform,” James said. “All those poor, flat-chested women out there who just want a little boost. We could really change people’s lives.”

Tad seemed lost in thought. Then his eyes widened, as if he was imagining a world in which everyone was a voluptuous bimbo like me.

Suddenly, James stood up. “I think I left some paperwork in the car. I’ll be right back!” He glanced at me and added, “Whitney, keep him entertained while I’m gone.”

Once my boyfriend was gone, I stood up and plopped myself down on the couch next to Tad. His body stiffened and he turned to me slowly.

“I don’t mean to be rude, but I wanted to sit closer to you,” I said, biting my lower lip. “Is that okay?”

“Sure,” Tad said.

“Would your wife be mad if I told you that I think you’re very attractive?” I murmured.

Tad stared at me in disbelief. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “Probably?”

“But once she takes some pills herself, she’ll have nothing to be jealous of,” I said, boldly reaching out to run my fingers through his hair. I scooted closer to him, whispering breathily in his ear, “My boyfriend would probably be mad at me for saying it, too. But I can’t lie. I’m very attracted to you.”

This wasn’t part of the plan. James had never told me to do this. But I was willing to go as far as I had to in order to convince his boss to go along with his plan. If these experimental pills were released into the marketplace, then James would make tons of money. And if he made tons of money, I would be able to buy so many more outfits and sexy shoes. It was a win-win situation.

“I won’t tell if you don’t,” I murmured, sliding down off the couch and positioning myself at his feet, ready to serve his needs.

“But won’t James be back soon?” he protested as I reached for the zipper on his pants.

I shrugged. “Who cares? He knows he’s dating a dirty slut…”

That seemed to be enough of an explanation for Tad. He hastily unzipped his pants and yanked them off, giving me access to his cock. I wasted no time getting down to business, running my tongue over the length of his half-erect member, savoring the sensation of his smooth flesh against my lips as I kissed every inch of him. Tad got completely hard within moments, and I began to suck on the tip of his cock while I stroked the bottom half of his shaft.

I didn’t know what I would do if my boyfriend came back and saw me blowing his boss. And I didn’t know how he’d react. But the truth was, I was so horny meeting this new, handsome stranger, I couldn’t resist pleasuring him.

The straps of my red dress were slipping off my shoulders. I let them fall and then, unzipping the side of the dress, I let my big breasts spill out halfway. Tad groaned audibly at the sight of them. Then, impatiently, he reached down to push the fabric down, revealing my perfect, round breasts and perky nipples.

I began to suck his cock more deeply, filling my mouth with the length of his shaft over and over. He pushed against the back of my head, urging me to go even deeply. From time to time, he reached down, squeezing my breast between his fingers, unable to resist the temptation to touch me. I knew his wife would never forgive him if she knew about this.

But I still didn’t know what James would say until I heard him open the front door. I started to pull away, but Tad’s hand was pressed firmly against my head and he forced me to keep sucking his cock.

James entered the room and froze when he saw that his perfect, slutty girlfriend was blowing his boss. For a moment, I was afraid that he would tell me to stop. But James stood silently and out of the corner of my eye, I saw him nodding, the gesture of approval that I craved.

I pulled Tad’s cock out of my mouth and, shimmying out of my dress completely, hopped onto his lap, burying his hard cock in my tight, slippery pussy. I began to ride his cock, lifting and lowering my pussy onto his shaft as my big breasts bounced against his face. Tad let out muted moans of pleasure from time to time, his voice muffled by the two mountains of flesh jutting out of my chest. He began to suck on my nipples as I rocked back and forth on his dick.

Within a few minutes, Tad couldn’t contain himself. He clutched my body tightly, groaning into my cleavage as he came, filling me with a huge load of warm cum. I squeezed my pussy muscles tightly, milking every last drop of pleasure out of him.

When I climbed off his lap and began to get dressed, Tad seemed to be in a daze. James put his arm around me, kissing me on the cheek. “That’s my girl,” he murmured in my ear.

“I’m — I’m sorry, James,” Tad muttered, hastily putting his pants back on. “She attacked me, and I couldn’t — I couldn’t stop her.”

James chuckled. “Don’t worry…I know she’s a naughty girl. I’ll punish her later for her bad behavior. But tell me, Tad: wouldn’t it be nice to come home from a long day’s work to a wife who looked and acted just like Whitney here?”

“That would be nice,” Tad said without hesitation. “Actually, that would be…amazing.”

“With your approval, our company can make these pills the next big thing.”

Tad had no choice. Overcome by lust, he agreed to let James turn his experimental drug into a product that could transform women all over the world.

“You have a deal,” Tad said, leaping to his feet to shake James’s hand. “I’ll make these pills my top priority.”

I was so proud of my boyfriend for convincing his boss. Once we got home, James and I made love again and again. He even told me he wants to marry me, and as soon as he can find the right ring, he’ll propose.

I’m writing about this because I can’t sleep. I’m too excited. Tomorrow, with my boyfriend’s permission, I’ll take another dose of these magical, wonderful pills. Both of us want to know just how sexy I can become, how big my breasts and ass can get, how high my libido can soar. We may be pushing the limits of what’s humanly possible, but I don’t care.

Besides…I know that soon enough, blonde bimbos who look and act like me will be a dime a dozen. I need to make sure that James will never be able to replace me with a sexier woman. My only goal from now on is to serve my master’s needs and make sure he’s always satisfied with me. As long as he’s happy, then I will be, too.
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Bimbo Mega Collection: 80 Hot Bimbofication Stories

80 steamy stories about erotic transformations...

This massive bundle of short stories features ordinary young woman who are transformed, through magic, extreme plastic surgery, and other means, into voluptuous, ditzy bimbos with insatiable desires. These beautiful, fun-loving babes are willing to do anything to please the men in their lives.

These stories contain steamy, explicit encounters and involve many themes, including magical bust expansion, bimbo training, dominance and submission, and raunchy threesomes. From bimbo besties to busty trophy wives to hot college chicks, there's something for every bimbo lover in this gigantic collection!
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