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          1 CRYSTAL, THE AI HOTTIE

        

      

    

    
      “Whatcha doing, honey?”

      My husband Jacob was hunched over his laptop, furiously typing code. As a talented AI developer, he was always working on new and mysterious projects. I didn’t always understand his job, but I was fascinated by it.

      He didn’t respond. Ever since he’d started this new project, Jacob spent his days engrossed in his work. He wasn’t normally like this. Since we both worked from home (me as a boring old accountant), we often hand lunch together and took walks. It wasn’t like Jacob to ignore me.

      “Honey?”

      His fingertips fluttered over the keyboard, his eyes scanning the screen. He put on his glasses and squinted.

      I stepped closer to him. That’s when I saw the reflection in his specs: an image of a voluptuous woman with an hourglass figure. She appeared for an instant before he clicked away and his eyes darted towards me.

      I put my hands on my hips. “Um…are you actually working?”

      “Kelly, I’m super busy. This is crunch time — my deadline is today,” he said in a harsh tone. “Sorry…if you want to go out, just go.”

      It wasn’t like Jacob to snap at me like this, either.

      “I’d really like to know what you’re working on,” I said, careful not allude to what I’d just witnessed. That would only put him even more on the defensive.

      He turned the computer towards me quickly. All I saw on the screen was code. Indecipherable, seemingly endless strings of code. So he was working — but I knew he was also looking at something else. Or rather, someone else…

      “I wish I could tell you, but I signed an NDA with the agency who hired me,” Jacob said.

      “Don’t worry,” I sighed. “You don’t need to tell me anything. I’m gonna take a walk.”

      He seemed relieved that I wasn’t asking more prying questions. That only fueled my curiosity.

      I took a quick stroll around our pleasant, tree-lined neighborhood and by the time I got home, I was prepared to apologize to my husband for being so nosey. He was the main breadwinner, and as his wife, I knew it was my job to respect and support him. I just didn’t like the thought of Jacob watching porn. We barely had sex these days because he was so busy with work, especially in the last several weeks. The thought that I might not be my husband’s “type” anymore terrified me.

      Coming back into the house, I took a look at myself in the big mirror by the front door. My shoulder-length brown hair had been ruffled by the wind, and I fussed over it, smoothing it as I stared at my face. Should I wear more makeup? I didn’t see the point in getting dolled-up, since all I did was work from home and hang out with my friends on the weekends. Should I wear sexier clothes or get some new lingerie? Jacob never commented on my clothes at all, so I had assumed he wasn’t offended by my casual wardrobe of T-shirts and yoga pants.

      Maybe I was getting stressed out for no reason at all. Maybe some dumb ad had popped up on Jacob’s computer screen, and that was all that I’d seen. Still, I found myself trying to fill in the blanks when it came to that image of a woman. I couldn’t get her silhouette out of my mind — huge breasts, a tiny waistline, ample hips, and long, flowing hair.

      “Jacob?” I called out. I knew he was busy, but I was eager to apologize and prevent a fight. That had always been the dynamic of our relationship. Jacob took charge, and I let him lead. My friends said that I was too passive, but I didn’t mind. I had always trusted him to treat me well, even if, on days like today, my trust began to wear thin.

      Jacob must have been in the bathroom. He wasn’t in the living room, where his laptop was still sitting open on the coffee table. I cautiously approached it.

      The screen was filled with that mysterious code. On the upper right corner of the screen was a red button that said, DEPLOY DEMO.

      Should I click?

      I didn’t hear him coming down the stairs. Temptation got the best of me. I clicked on the red button.

      The screen suddenly filled with the image of a woman. It was the same woman I had seen reflected in Jacob’s glasses.

      The curvaceous blonde beauty was clad in a skimpy, hot pink bikini, tan cleavage and under-boob spilling out around the fabric. She coyly tugged at her bikini bottoms with her manicured fingers. Somehow, this blue-eyed, sultry bikini model had been generated by Jacob’s code. She stared at me, her plump lips pouting, her dreamy azure eyes half-closed, as if to say, “Sorry, sweetie, but you’ll never be as hot as me.”

      The more I looked at her, the more I recognized that she wasn’t a photo of an actual woman, but a computer-generated simulation. Her sun-kissed skin was too smooth, with no visible pores. Her breasts were too perfectly perky to be realistic, and too real-looking to be implants. Her legs and arms were just a little too long for her body.

      She was a simulation of every straight man’s fantasy. Was this the project that Jacob had been assigned? To write code in order to create the sexiest woman on the planet?

      “Kelly, what are you doing?”

      I gasped, jumping up and backing away from the laptop. “Jacob, it’s…it’s not what it looks like.”

      He glared at me, rushing over to make sure I hadn’t screwed up his big project. “What the heck did you do?” he asked.

      “Nothing. I just clicked the button and…and…”

      Jacob heaved a sigh of relief, closing out the image of the busty blonde and shutting the laptop.

      “So now you know what I’m working on. Great,” he muttered.

      “You should have just told me,” I countered.

      “I told you, it’s strictly confidential,” Jacob said.

      I should have believed him. Now I felt like the bad guy.

      “Well, the cat’s out of the bag,” I giggled nervously. “Could you at least tell me what the project is? I won’t tell anyone. I swear…”

      “If I tell you, you’ll get offended. And I don’t want you to get offended,” my husband muttered.

      “Offended? Well…I already saw her. I’m not offended at all,” I said hastily. It was true, I wasn’t offended by the virtual babe in the pink bikini. In fact, I was fascinated by her. Maybe Jacob was creating a hyper-realistic character for a video game or something like that.

      “Sit down,” Jacob said, lowering himself onto the couch and patting the cushion next to him. I joined him, but kept my distance.

      “So what’s the project?”

      “As you may have realized, I designed this woman. Her name is Crystal.”

      I burst out laughing. “Crystal? Why is her name Crystal?”

      “Well, the agency told me I needed to come up with a good name for her, so as I was designing her features, I looked at her blue eyes and I couldn’t get over how crystal clear they were. So…I just started referring to her as Crystal.”

      The way Jacob was speaking out this fictional creation of his was a little alarming. His voice was wistful as he referred to her beautiful blue eyes.

      “And what’s the point of Crystal? What are they going to use her for?”

      “Well…this is the part you’re not gonna like,” he admitted, staring down at the floor sheepishly.

      “You can tell me,” I said, my voice trembling slightly with anxiety.

      “So the magic of Crystal is that she’s powered by AI. So she can be programmed to behave in any way. Perform any action requested of her.”

      “Such as…”

      Jacob gulped. “She can be like…a personal assistant. Or she can be…a virtual stripper.”

      I shrugged. “Okay. That makes sense. I mean, obviously, from the way she looks, I wouldn’t expect to hear anything different.”

      “The reason that this is such an advancement is because…um…” Jacob sighed deeply and then looked me right in the eyes. “Crystal can be merged with real people. As in, her virtual traits can be projected onto a real woman and that person can become Crystal.”

      I glared at him. “So this top secret project is supposed to turn women into…into that?” I gestured towards the screen, even though Crystal wasn’t there staring back at me with those hypnotic eyes of hers.

      Jacob chuckled. “I knew you’d be offended.”

      “I’m not offended. Just…” I looked down at my own body, which was unremarkable, and immediately began to question if Jacob would like to merge Crystal’s perfect, luscious body and long blonde hair with his own wife. Then I thought of another question. “Tell me: does she talk to you?”

      “All the time. Here, I’ll show you.”

      He typed something and Crystal popped back up. This time, she was blinking, her long eyelashes fluttering, as she twirled a strand of platinum hair around her index finger.

      “Hey, Crystal,” Jacob said.

      “Master!” Crystal cried in a sweet, high-pitched voice.

      “Master?!” I screeched. I couldn’t stop myself from cracking up at the absurdity of it all.

      Jacob’s face turned bright red. Crystal bobbed up and down slightly as her lips curled into a smile and she giggled. Her breasts bounced slightly.

      He chose to ignore my laughter. “How’s it going today?” he asked.

      “It’s going great. I’ve just been working on my tan and waiting for you to talk to me, sexy,” Crystal purred. “Also, I just got a new dress. Wanna see?”

      Jacob smirked. “Yeah. Show me.”

      Her bikini immediately morphed into a skin-tight red dress that hugged all her curves snugly.

      “Oh, baby,” Jacob murmured. “So sexy.”

      While all of this was immensely fascinating, it was also extremely offensive. When I went to bed early and my husband was downstairs typing away, he had been training his sexy AI bot to call him “Master” and working on her slutty wardrobe. He was the one who had perfected her ditzy bimbo voice, the one who had decided how long her hair should be, how big her breasts and butt were, and…I could only imagine that Jacob also knew what she looked like naked, too. After all, he was the one who had designed and meticulously programmed every feature of her perfect body.

      What I felt was, most definitely, envy. But my jealousy was still mixed with curiosity.

      “If you want to test her out in the real world, you can always merge us together,” I said suddenly.

      As soon as the words had escaped my lips, Jacob turned towards me, an expression of shock on his face.

      “Are you serious, Kelly?”

      “100% serious.” I reached out and clasped his hands. “I feel so bad for spying on you. I got paranoid, I guess. But I want to make it up to you. I know you’re on a tight deadline. So whenever you’re ready…we can try this out.”

      “Kelly, you are too much,” he said softly. “But it’s very experimental technology, meaning it might not work, or the results might be different from what we’re expecting.”

      “So? If it doesn’t work…then that’s that,” I said.

      Obviously, Jacob was trying to warn me because he loved me and he didn’t want to hurt me. But after having seen his relationship with virtual Crystal, I was curious to know what it would be like to become a woman like her — voluptuous, blonde, submissive…just my husband’s type, apparently. I was far from perfect. But if for just a brief moment in time I could experience life as Crystal, and have my husband look at me look at me the way he’d looked at his virtual hottie, I would be the happiest woman in the world.

      Jacob blinked. “Okay, Kelly. Thanks. I guess we can try it.” He gently extricated himself from my grasp and returned to his computer. He didn’t give me a kiss, or even a hug, for offering to help him out. Jacob was already fantasizing about what it would be like to transform me into a superior, sexier woman.

      He began typing more code, and I sat there, my hands clasped tightly in my lap, my palms sweating. What the hell had I just gotten myself into?
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      “So I just stand here like this?”

      I looked down at my body in my plain white bra and panties, taking note of my slightly pudgy belly and the stretch marks that streaked my upper thighs. I was pale from spending most of my days working from home. I hadn’t gone to the nail salon for a mani-pedi in years.

      “Yeah,” Jacob said, coding away. “Are you ready?”

      “Ready as I’ll ever be.” I felt myself shiver with anticipation. I wondered what would happen to me next. Either I was about to be transformed into a whole new woman, or I would stay exactly the same. There was no way to imagine what else might occur if there was an error in Jacob’s coding. “This is safe, right?”

      “Very safe.” He nodded without taking his eyes off the screen. I wasn’t sure I believed him. “Okay. I’m just going to start the activation sequence…and then select the degree of the transformation…and we’ll be good to go.”

      He pressed a few more keys and then eagerly hit ENTER.

      “And that’s it.”

      I stood there, shuffling my feet from left to right, wondering what would happen. Maybe nothing was going to happen.

      “That’s it?” I echoed, laughing softly.

      “Shit!” Jacob began typing again. “There’s a bug in this one line, that’s why. Let me just…fix this…and…activate.”

      For a brief moment, I felt like I was being choked. It was as if I had exhaled deeply and couldn’t get another breath in. Looking down at my hand, I saw that my flesh was suddenly pixelated. I opened my mouth to scream but couldn’t get a sound out. I realized, as I looked at Jacob and saw his lips moving, that I couldn’t hear, either. It was as if I was losing all my senses. Then my vision went blurry.

      And just as quickly, it became clear again. Crystal clear, actually. I had always relied on glasses for distance, but suddenly, it was like I had 20/20 vision. I gasped.

      “Jacob?” I murmured.

      The voice that emerged from my throat was soft and sweet and girlish.

      My husband had a sly grin on his face. He was looking me up and down. It was the first time he had fixed his gaze on me in quite a while. I was used to him staring at his computer day and night and practically ignoring me.

      “Damn, Kelly,” he chuckled. “I think it’s working.”

      I saw that my pale body, full of freckles and flaws, was suddenly becoming smoother and more tan. My legs looked longer. My arms were more slender. I barely noticed that my plain white underwear had already turned into a sexy pink bikini. Now, my body was adjusting to become the type of body that looked good in that kind of sexy swimwear.

      It was fascinating, the way my abdomen was shrinking and my hips were swelling. Then there were my breasts, which had always been modest in size, that were suddenly large enough to fill out the bikini top.

      I turned my head to look down at my ass, which was always growing, and a cascade of platinum blonde hair fell in front of my face. I pushed it out of my eyes and giggled. That ditzy laugh came quite naturally to me. Then I got distracted from my expanding breasts — they were already starting to spill out from the tight bikini top — by my long, glittering fingernails.

      “Babe,” I said, turning to Jacob as I tried to adjust my tight bikini bottoms, “what do you think?” My huge ass had swallowed the bottom of my bathing suit, and as I turned around to show my husband, I heard him let out a low grunt of pleasure and approval.

      “What?” I giggled, spinning around to face him. The motion caused my breasts to jiggle wildly. They nearly popped out of my pink bikini top.

      “I don’t know whether I should call you Kelly or Crystal,” he mused, leaning back on the sofa and scratching his chin. “But I know what you should be calling me.”

      “What should I call you? Master?” I said. As soon as the word left my mouth, I felt a vibrating sensation in my head. And then, it was as if all of my normal worries and thoughts and anxieties had vanished from my mind. I was a clean slate. The word “Master” had activated whatever was needed to set my mental transformation into motion.

      I stared at my handsome husband and I no longer felt like I was doing this to appease him or to become “his type.” Instead, I felt completely at ease in my new, voluptuous, tan body. With a few lines of code, he had turned me into Crystal, his busty blonde fantasy babe.

      “Turn around for me,” he said, twirling his finger.

      Without thinking, I did as he commanded. It was if he was controlling me with words alone.

      I gave him a slow spin, letting him examine my new body.

      “Everything looks good to me,” he said, nodding in approval.

      “It does?” I asked hopefully. “So you like my tits?”

      I leaned forward, jiggling my chest, and giggled like an airhead.

      “Almost as much as I like your ass,” he said. “Can you turn around for me again, Crystal? I mean…Kelly.”

      “You can call me whatever you want,” I said playfully, biting my lip.

      I turned my back to him and bent over, giving him a great view of my ass. I had killer proportions now: my hip to waist ratio was insane. This type of body was only attainable with liposuction and butt implants. And then there were my long, shapely legs, like those of a supermodel. I was a good six inches taller than my former self now.

      “Can I?” Jacob murmured. “What else can I do?”

      “You can look at me,” I said matter-of-factly. I didn’t know where these words were coming from. But Jacob had pre-programmed countless phrases and responses into his code, and thanks to AI, these suggestions generated unlimited possibilities. “You can touch me. You can kiss me. You can bite me. You can fondle me…massage me…lick me…shall I go on?”

      “No, I think I get the idea,” he said. “What can I do to your tits?”

      He leaned forward in anticipation. I was a source of entertainment for him now.

      “You can play with them,” I said, grabbing my chest and hoisting my breasts upwards. “See? Like this.”

      “Just like that,” he said, nodding in approval. “I can’t wait to get my mouth on those big, juicy tits…”

      My husband was looking at my body as if I were a piece of meat. But for some reason, I didn’t feel objectified by his intense gaze and his raunchy declarations of lust. Instead, I merely accepted that this was the way things were meant to be. I had easily slipped into my new role as a submissive plaything.

      “And what can I do to your pussy?” he asked.

      “Um…” I thought for a moment, trying to retrieve whatever thoughts were stored in dark recesses of my bimbo brain. Suddenly, the words that were drifting around my brain like clouds came together and made perfect sense: “You can lick my pussy. You can fuck my pussy. You can put whatever you want inside my pussy…”

      “Good. Very good.” Jacob shook his head in disbelief. “Now enough talk. I’m ready for some action.”

      “Action?”

      “Yeah…I hope you’re ready…”

      I wasn’t sure what he meant. But the way he was looking at me made me excited.

      “Mm. I’m ready,” I cooed, tossing my long blonde hair and running my tongue over my lips.
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      “This is going to be the final test.”

      “Final test?” I asked, completely bewildered.

      “Yeah. You remember that I’m on a tight deadline, right?”

      “But what are you testing?” I heard my voice rising in anxiety, and I barely remembered the woman that I’d been earlier today: smart, capable, but also insecure and jealous, unsatisfied with her appearance. I had given up all of my individuality and personality to become Jacob’s perfect little love doll.

      “I want to make sure you feel completely real, honey,” he said in a condescending voice. His fingertip stroked my cheek and then his hand glided down over my bare shoulder and along my slender arm. Finally, he clasped my hand. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

      As we made our way upstairs, I found myself wobbling slightly. My entire body had been rearranged. But it occurred to me that even though I had these huge breasts and big butt, my new curves weren’t heavy. I bounced along easily, my fleshy body moving in all the right ways without any of the pitfalls that a real woman who was this curvaceous would experience. An AI simulation of a woman would never have back aches or sagging flesh. She would forever be perky, bouncy, and youthful.

      Jacob sat down on the edge of the bed, pulling me closer to him. I stood, staring down at him, wondering what he wanted me to do next. I couldn’t do anything unless he commanded me to. I wasn’t designed to come up with my own independent thoughts, at least not so soon after leaving cyberspace and entering the real world.

      “Take off your bikini,” he said.

      “Yes, Master.”

      I didn’t simply shed my bathing suit. Instead, I found myself slowly gyrating, turning the action into a seductive strip tease. I thrust my chest out, letting the bikini top slide lower over my massive breasts, nearly exposing my nipples. Then I reached behind my back and deftly untied it. It popped off my body, and my huge, ripe tits came into view.

      “Holy shit,” Jacob breathed, his eyes widening.

      He reached out to grasp my breasts and I coyly turned around, wiggling my voluptuous ass in his face.

      “You told me to get undressed,” I teased, hooking my fingers under my bikini bottoms and sliding them down slowly, inch by inch, down my tan thighs, over my knees, until they fell to my ankles.

      I swayed my hips to the right and left. His hands gripped my ass. The sensation of his cool fingers against my warm flesh made my entire body vibrate with excitement. It was a delicious reverberation that made my pussy get wet instantly.

      “Good girl. You follow instructions,” Jacob murmured. He smacked my ass playfully. I instinctively leaned forward, wondering if he was going to give me a more forceful spank.

      “Fuck, Crystal. Your body is even hotter in person. Do you mind if I examine your pussy?”

      I realized that he wasn’t even thinking of me as his wife anymore. He had forgotten about the woman he had once called the love of his life. But I couldn’t blame him. I was starting to forget the woman I used to be, too.

      “Go ahead,” I said in a sultry voice.

      His probing fingers spread my thighs apart and began to stroke my smooth, perfect, tight pussy. I looked down so that I could get a good look at my own nether regions.

      I’d never thought much about the way my vagina looked in the past. But now I was aware that it was much improved. My husband had given me a perfect, pink, pretty pussy — as if I was a sex doll. And now he was gliding his finger in and out of my tight hole, moving rhythmically, as if he was performing some sort of science experiment and not fondling a real woman. He must have been testing just how “real” my body felt.

      “Well, what do you think?” I asked. “Do you like it?”

      “Yeah. You’re so wet,” he groaned, pulling his finger out of my soaking wet hole and spinning my body around.

      He pulled me onto his lap and grabbed my face in his hands.

      Jacob’s tongue was deep in my mouth, probing, exploring. He had never kissed me so passionately before. My tongue met his and I felt his moan of pleasure vibrate against my lips.

      He ran his hands through my long, platinum blonde hair as he broke away from the kiss to stare deep into my eyes.

      “You really do have the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen,” he murmured.

      “Aren’t you the one who made them this beautiful?” I asked, blinking.

      “You ask the dumbest questions,” he chuckled.

      I should have been offended by his comment, but I understood my place — I was just a silly, dumb blonde. I could never forget that this man was superior to me. After all, he was my master, my creator. I owed him everything.

      “We may need to tweak some of the dialogue coding,” Jacob muttered, mostly talking to himself. “You’re starting to sound a little too much like my wife…”

      “Of course, Master,” I said, giggling. “Why don’t you examine my breasts now?”

      “Good idea. I was saving the best for last.”

      He gripped both of my breasts, one in each hand, and ran his fingers up and down the mountains of flesh, kneading, caressing, exploring.

      “They feel pretty fucking real,” he said, licking his lips as he massaged my massive boobs.

      He flicked my erect nipples and I winced with pleasure. “I’m so sensitive now,” I commented in a wispy voice.

      “Oh, yeah? Let’s see just how sensitive you are.”

      I watched, holding my breath, as his tongue flicked out of his mouth and moved closer to my heaving bosom. Then he wiggled his nimble tongue in a tight circle around my perfect pink nipple. I let out a shriek of pleasure.

      “Jesus,” he said, laughing. “You are sensitive, aren’t you, babe?”

      He swiped my other nipple in one long lick and my entire body shuddered with delight.

      My husband buried his head between my cleavage, kissing the walls of flesh that encased him. I closed my eyes, savoring the way it felt to have him worshiping my ultra-sexy body. I didn’t care that I was Crystal now — it felt damn good to be treated like a goddess by the man I loved the most.

      As he sucked on my delicate nipples, I began to massage his shoulders. “Baby, that’s amazing,” I purred. “Don’t stop…”

      My pussy was getting wetter with each moment that passed. As he pulled my nipple sharply between his teeth, I began to wince and moan, grinding my crotch against his lap. His hard bulge was tantalizing close, but he was still wearing his pants and boxers.

      “Take off your clothes,” I said suddenly. “I need your cock.”

      He leaned back, staring at me with a mix of surprise and delight. “Whoa! You’re telling me what to do now, huh?”

      “I need your cock!” I repeated. “Fuck…I’m so horny…”

      “So it worked,” he whispered. “After a certain amount of stimulation, you start begging for cock.”

      I didn’t understand what he was talking about, and I didn’t care. I hopped off his lap and frantically began unzipping his pants.

      “Relax, sweetie,” he laughed. “I’ll have them off in a second.”

      I dropped to my knees in front of him, staring at his crotch with an intensity that he found humorous.

      “Jesus,” he muttered. “I might need to dial this down a little, or some guys are gonna get freaked out.”

      Once my husband was completely naked, I didn’t waste any time. The sight of his thick, erect cock made my mouth water.

      Without thinking, I let my lips part and moved closer to my husband’s member. My open mouth slipper over his thick shaft, and inch by inch, I engulfed him. He sat there, watching in awe, as I took all of him in my mouth. I went deeper and deeper until, finally, he was completely inside me.

      It was as if my mouths as a machine designed to give blow jobs. I slid off his cock and then filled myself up again, my tongue swirling. I had never been able to deep throat a man’s cock before. But Jacob had designed Crystal to have this coveted ability. I had no gag reflex anymore, no physical or mental limits to giving a man all the pleasure he craved and deserved.

      “Yeah, baby,” he groaned, leaning back and letting me take the lead. “But slower…or I’m gonna explode before I get to fuck you…”

      I did as he commanded. I began to move slower, switching from “porn star mode” to tender, teasing lover. I began to run my tongue up and down the length of his cock, then swirl it in tight, wet circles. My tongue explored his smooth-shaven balls, then I began to suck on the tip of his dick.

      It was at this point that he gently guided me up from the floor. I landed on his lap.

      “Ride me,” he instructed.

      Without hesitation, I got into position and lowered my tight slit onto his rock hard erection. As he filled me up, I began to bubble over with pleasure. Nothing made me feel so complete as this man’s perfect cock inside me.

      “Oh!” I yelped as he was finally buried deep inside me. “Oh…Jacob…”

      “Faster,” he said, his voice trembling.

      I rose, lifting myself off his cock before engulfing it again in my warm, wet hole. I bounced up and down enthusiastically and tirelessly, my huge breasts jiggling up and down wildly, nearly smacking him in the face each time I landed on his dick again.

      “You’re the perfect woman,” he groaned. “Oh, my God…Crystal…”

      I stared into his eyes intently. I couldn’t believe just how connected we were. All this time, I never could have imagined just how much our sexual bond was lacking. Now I understood what it meant to want and to be wanted. I was free of insecurities and doubts about my husband’s love for me. I understood what he truly desired: a beautiful, submissive, sexually-skilled woman.

      And I understood who I was meant to be from this point forward: Jacob’s perfect, blonde, curvaceous wife.

      “I need to fuck you from behind,” he said suddenly.

      “Of course, Master,” I giggled.

      I slid off his cock again, my pussy dripping. I left his member covered in a layer of my juices.

      Then, I got on all fours on the bed, thrusting my ass out. “Do whatever you want to me,” I said.

      He grabbed my hips and thrust his hard cock into my sopping wet, juicy pussy. He began to pump in and out quickly and rhythmically. Fucking me from this angle, he was going deep enough to hit my G-spot. I began to get even wetter.

      “I’m gonna cum!” I groaned.

      He grabbed my platinum hair near the roots and tugged sharply. I let out a gasp as he forced my head back slightly. I began to push my ass back against his thrusts, and now his cock was even deeper inside me.

      “Holy fuck,” he groaned. “Take it, slut.”

      The combination of his deep, pounding thrusts, the way he’d pulled my hair, and his naughty words were enough to send me over the edge.

      I exploded in an orgasm unlike any I’d experienced before. I was overwhelmed with lust. Pleasure pulsated through every inch of my body. My pussy throbbed with ecstasy as my heart pounded in my chest. I began to moan loudly, lustfully, as my pussy gushed around Jacob’s thick member.

      He gripped my fleshy hips and pumped in and out of me. I knew that this time, he wasn’t going to stop until he’d gotten all the satisfaction and release he desired.

      He fucked me like I was a living sex toy. My sweaty, sexy body received his deep, powerful thrusts, and not in a passive way — I began to squeeze my pussy muscles tight around his cock. And that was enough to make him explode.

      He erupted deep inside me, his sticky seed intermingled with my wetness. With a low groan and a deep, shuddering breath, his body collapsed on the bed and he pulled me against him. Our naked bodies were pressed together, completely unified. We breathed in sync with one another.

      “That was even better than I could have imagined,” he said, kissing my lips and plunging his tongue into my mouth again. He still desired me more than loved me — his kiss was lustful, and not tender or romantic.

      But I didn’t care. I’d never experienced, or given, sexual pleasure that was so intense in my entire life.

      Suddenly, a brief flash of my former self came through. “I don’t want to go back,” I murmured.

      Jacob’s eyes widened in surprise. “Go back? What do you mean?”

      “I don’t want to be Kelly again,” I said, shaking my head and nuzzling against his bare chest.

      “No. I love you just the way you are. I would never make you change, Crystal,” he said in a calm, comforting voice.

      “Aww, baby…you’re the best.”

      All my worries melted away and I kissed him, flinging my arms around him. I realized that he was already getting hard again. I knew that in a few minutes, we’d be back to fucking. We were like horny newlyweds on our honeymoon.

      Jacob had successfully merged his AI creation with a real woman. If I was still Kelly, I would have felt dehumanized and objectified in this moment. But I wasn’t Kelly anymore.

      I was beautiful, perfect Crystal now. And all I wanted in life was to make Jacob the happiest man in the world.

      Soon, he would submit his code and his role in this top secret project would be complete. Eventually, AI babes would start replacing the women of the world, eager to serve their husbands and boyfriends and neighbors and bosses. But I was the prototype, and no one could ever find out.

      Jacob’s dirty little secret was the fact that he had turned his own wife into the perfect AI bimbo…
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      “This is so stupid.”

      Laura shoved her hand into the crinkly bag of potato chips and lounged on the couch, watching me fumbling around with the video game controller.

      “Huh?” I looked up at her, adjusting my thick glasses.

      “You heard me. This is stupid, Angela.”

      I rolled my eyes. “I like Brian. And if I want him to like me back, then I need to…do something about…this.” I gestured towards my physical form.

      My friend chomped down on a chip. She was getting crumbs all over my couch. “Just do what normal people do — get contacts, wear cuter clothes…and bam. Guys will be all over you.”

      I glared at her. If only it was that easy. Even she had to know that the cliché “rom-com ugly duckling makeover” would never be enough.

      The guy I was crushing on, Brian, was just as much into video games as I was. In fact, we had completely compatible personalities; we worked together, and we always made a great team when we were assigned the same projects. But apparently, the woman of his dreams existed only in the virtual world: Selina Smart, a picture-perfect, hyper-realistic avatar who starred in his favorite game. Selina had unrealistically large breasts, long auburn hair, and an impossibly tiny waist. And even though she didn’t exist in real life, Brian had entered the virtual world countless times to be with her.

      That’s right. While playing this game, a player could put on a virtual reality headset and fuck their favorite characters.

      “Us real-life girls don’t stand a chance against our VR competition,” I told Laura.

      “So…you want to create a hot avatar so that your crush will pay attention to you in the game?” she asked. “I’m just trying to get this straight.”

      “Exactly.”

      “Well, good luck with that,” Laura chuckled.

      “I can test it on you first,” I said, smiling.

      “Go right ahead. Because I know it won’t work.”

      Avatars and game players were distinctly separate entities in the virtual world. There was no way that I, a player, could become a sexy avatar and share the simulated physical experiences of this avatar. But after hacking into the game system, it looked like I’d found a way to get what I wanted: a chance to be intimate with Brian, even if it was only in virtual reality.

      It bothered me that my friend was being such a naysayer. It wasn’t like she much experience with guys to back up her point-of-view. Laura and I both needed some major help if we wanted to attract men. I was a skinny, flat-chested nerd with bad vision and no sense of fashion. I lived in hoodies and jeans with holes in the knees. My dirty blonde hair was always pulled back in a ponytail so I wouldn’t have to deal with it. Laura, a brunette, could have been pretty if she lost some weight and got nicer clothes, but she preferred to eat junk food and wear comfortable sweatpants every day.

      “Let’s see how sexy you can make my avatar,” Laura said, sitting up straight on the sofa and playfully teasing her hair out.

      I handed her a headset and she lowered it over her face. I placed a controller in her hand. Then I put my headset on and pressed a few buttons on my controller.

      Our fields of vision were filled with the same options to design our virtual reality selves.

      “So in theory, if we have sex with someone in the game, we’ll be able to…feel it?” she asked me, suddenly taking this a little more seriously.

      “Uh-huh. In theory.”

      I couldn’t see Laura’s design, so I focused on creating my own avatar. She would be a six-foot tall blonde supermodel with gigantic breasts and a nice ass. She would have long, luscious legs and a sun-kissed tan. I concentrated on making every detail perfect: the pale blue eyes with a fringe of dark eyelashes, the small but shapely pink lips, the manicured fingernails. I dressed her in a tight zebra print dress and matching stilettos. She couldn’t have looked any different than the real me.

      “How’s it going?” I asked Laura.

      She started giggling. “I still think this is stupid…but at least I’m having fun. Wow, you can make their boobs huge. I like how the smallest breast size is like, a DD.” She snorted disdainfully. “Come on, Angela — if this is what Brian likes, then he’s not worth the trouble.”

      Laura didn’t get it. I’d always wanted to be sexy. All through university, I had crushed on nerdy but cute guys who wouldn’t give me the time of day. Even nerds wanted to be with sorority babes. Now, at age twenty-four, I had finally decided it was time to take drastic measures to get what I wanted.

      Of course, this wasn’t too drastic. I wasn’t giving my real self a makeover. Instead, I was creating a sexy character so that I could feel, even if only for the duration of a game, what it would be like to make love to Brian.

      “Okay. I’m done,” she said. “Now what?”

      “One second.” I was busy putting the finishing touches on my avatar’s outfit. Should she wear a little black bow in her hair? A sexy rhinestone choker? So many options...

      “I just pressed ACTIVATE. And nothing happened.”

      “Hmm…I don’t know what that does. But don’t press anything else! Just wait for me.”

      “Oh. Shit. I think something’s happening.” Laura’s voice quavered. “Um…Angela?”

      I ripped off my headset. “What?” I asked, exasperated.

      “I feel weird.”

      Laura slumped down on the couch, the controller slipping out of her trembling fingers. It landed on the floor with a thud.

      “Take off the headset,” I instructed.

      “I can’t! It’s stuck.”

      In frustration, I put my own headset back on and shuffled through some screens until I could access the avatar she’d been designing. To my surprise, all I saw was a virtual image of a woman who looked just like the real-life Laura.

      “Where’d your avatar go?” I asked her. “Why am I seeing the real you in here?”

      “I don’t know…Angela, I feel really weird.”

      Looking over at Laura, I gasped. Something must have gone wrong in the game. Somehow, by selecting ACTIVATE, she was switching places with the sexy avatar she had just designed.

      And that meant that my friend was on the verge of a drastic physical transformation…
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      “Angela!” she shrieked.

      “Does it hurt?” I asked, sitting down beside her on the couch and placing my hand on hers. I didn’t want to mention the fact that Laura’s boobs were suddenly noticeably bigger under her sweatshirt.

      “No. Nothing hurts. But I don’t know what’s happening to me. I’m so…dizzy.” She punctuated the word with a giddy giggle. “Actually, it feels good.”

      I could tell that her arms and legs were getting thinner. They had filled out her sweatshirt and sweatpants before, and now, the fabric was hanging loose over her limbs. But that wasn’t the case with her chest — her breasts continued to swell bigger and bigger, until they were visibly straining against her shirt. I could see the outline of her hard nipples through the fabric.

      “Did you give your avatar any personality traits?” I asked quickly.

      “Um…I don’t know. I put all of her energy into her looks and none in her personality.”

      “Great. So you’re gonna be a dumb bimbo,” I muttered. Even Selina, the sexy virtual woman of Brian’s dreams, had a few brain cells.

      “A dumb bimbo? Me?” She laughed again. “That doesn’t sound so bad.”

      Her lips looked more plump. Her dark brown hair was rapidly growing longer, shinier. Her complexion, which had never been perfect, was suddenly nice and smooth.

      My phone buzzed. I glanced at it. “Shit. Brian’s coming over any minute now!” I groaned.

      My plan had been to play this game with Brian today. And now, my friend was morphing into a ditzy, busty bimbo right before my eyes. I couldn’t let Brian see her like this.

      He’d fall in love with Laura now that she was his type…

      “Brian’s coming over?” she breathed. “Ooh! That sounds like fun…”

      “It’s not going to be fun for you. Because you’re going to wait in my bedroom until he leaves.”

      I grabbed her arm, but Laura managed to remove her headset at that exact moment. She stared at me blankly, blinking her beautiful hazel eyes slowly.

      “Do I look sexy?” she asked me earnestly.

      “Yes. Except…I don’t know about your outfit,” I replied.

      In response, she yanked her sweatshirt over her head, revealing the delicate camisole she’d been wearing beneath it. With her ample cleavage and slim tummy, Laura had a body that any woman would kill for.

      “Much better,” she said, fanning herself. She stood up, and I saw that her casual sweatpants clung to her waist and ass in a much sexier way now.

      There was a knock on the door.

      “Uh-oh. He’s here. Laura, you need to go to my room now!” I said frantically.

      “Why?” she asked, confused. There wasn’t a hint of understanding in her crystalline eyes.

      Before I could answer, the doorknob was turning and Brian had let himself into my apartment.

      “Brian!” I cried, leaping in front of Laura so he wouldn’t see her. “I didn’t expect you so soon.”

      “You said two-thirty. It’s two-thirty, right?”

      Laura slid out from behind me. “Hi, Brian!”

      Her voice was so chipper, it took me by surprise. My friend had never been interested in video games, let alone the guy I had a major crush on.

      “L-Laura?” His mouth dropped open as he looked her up and down. “Is that you?”

      “Yeah,” she replied, running her hands over the curves of her ample chest. She had no shame. Laura had an extremely hot body, and she was eager to show it off to any guy she met — even the one guy who she knew was off-limits.

      I looked down at my own chest, flat as a board, and tried not to groan. I may as well have not been in the room with them. Brian couldn’t take his eyes off Laura.

      “Did you do something with your hair?” he asked her. It was a more polite question than, “Did you get a full body transplant?”

      “Maybe,” Laura giggled, tossing her silky hair. “But it doesn’t matter. I have a new look now. Do you like it, Brian?”

      “I…I love it,” he said, gulping hard. He gazed at her with approval in his eyes. Laura had turned into a real-life version of his favorite sexy video game character. And it was all thanks to me.

      “Brian, this was all an accident. Laura was trying to create an avatar for herself in the game, and somehow, she switched places with her character,” I explained, talking a mile a minute. “We have to get her back to normal. I don’t know what’ll happen if she stays like this!”

      “Calm down,” Brian said to me, laughing condescendingly. “There’s gotta be an easy fix.”

      “I’ll start working on it,” I said, putting the headset on and pressing every single button on the controller. Somehow, there was no UNDO option. What the hell had happened to the UNDO button?

      “I’m kind of dizzy,” I heard Laura say.

      “You probably need to lie down,” Brian responded.

      I didn’t listen to them too closely. I was too focused on fixing the chaos I’d inadvertently created. After several minutes, I gave up, yanking the headset off. I found myself alone in my living room.

      “Guys?” I called out. “Where are you?”

      I made my way to the bedroom. I froze, standing in the doorway.

      Brian was sitting on my bed and Laura had pulled his pants down and was kneeling in front of him, sucking his cock. From what I could tell, Laura was the aggressor. She was so horny, she couldn’t help herself or control her lust with the first guy she saw.

      However, Brian hadn’t made any effort to stop her from undressing him and putting his dick in her mouth. He sat there, watching her with a look of amusement on his face.

      I wondered if Laura had always secretly harbored a crush on Brian and she’d never had a chance to express it before. I felt jealous and bitter all at once. All I’d wanted was a chance to be with Brian in the virtual realm — and here Laura was, sucking him off in real life like a total whore.

      She slid his cock out of her mouth. Her tongue smoothly glided down to the base, then back up to the tip in a zig-zag pattern. Then she pressed her wet lips against his hard shaft, teasing him with soft kisses.

      “You’re good at this,” he murmured, brushing her long hair out of her face.

      She gazed up at him with a sexy smirk on her face. “Am I? I just needed a dick in my mouth so badly…”

      As Laura filled her mouth with his thick member, Brian groaned and leaned back on the bed, savoring every moment of this blow job from the buxom babe of his dreams.

      I watched her brunette head bobbing up and down on his cock and I wondered how Laura could do something like this. She had betrayed me, but without a hint of malice. I knew she wasn’t playing dumb to get what she’d always wanted. After her transformation, my friend suddenly found herself so horny, she’d attacked the first guy who walked into the room with her.

      I knew I would do the same thing if I was in her shoes. If only I had been the one to switch bodies with my avatar, and not Laura. Then I would be on my knees, sucking my crush’s cock…

      Her lips slid up and down his shaft with agility. She was going as deep as she could, without showing any fatigue. It was shocking to me because Laura had told me in the past that she hated sucking dick. Now, she was delivering a porn-worthy performance, all to satisfy her intense, insatiable lust for cock.

      “Fuck…I’m cumming…”

      Brian opened his eyes and let out a moan just as Laura’s lips reached the end of his cock. He exploded all over her open mouth.

      “S-Sorry,” he stammered, his entire body shaking. He let out a deep sigh. “Didn’t mean to…uh…make a mess.”

      Laura didn’t care. She ran her pink tongue across her glossy lips, licking up every last drop of his sticky white seed.

      “Brian, you need to go.”

      My voice startled him. He looked up at me and scrambled to pull his boxers up.

      “Sorry, Angela. It just…uh…happened.”

      “Yeah. In my bedroom,” I muttered. “You need to go so I can try to get Laura back to normal.”

      “Are you sure she wants to get back to normal?” he said, gesturing towards the busty brunette. She was staring at herself in the mirror, hoisting her tits up and admiring her own deep cleavage.

      “I can’t let her stay like this. She’ll suck every guy’s dick in town!”

      “You have a point,” Brian said, laughing. “So, uh…we can hang out and play the game tomorrow, right? I know Selina’s waiting for me in Level 27.”

      Is he for real? Laura had just given Brian an incredible blow job and all he could think about was entering the virtual realm to hang out with an imaginary hottie.

      “Sure. Tomorrow,” I said.

      I swiftly ushered him out of my apartment the moment he’d zipped his pants back up. I had been mildly offended on Laura’s behalf, but the more I thought about it, the more his words had given me hope.

      It meant I still had a chance with Brian, if he wasn’t that into Laura, in spite of her perfectly luscious body and her blow job skills. He still preferred the otherworldly perfection of a virtual babe like Selina.

      Tomorrow, Brian and I would meet in the virtual world for the first time. And if I had my way, he wouldn’t be able to resist my avatar.
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      “So where’s Laura?”

      Brian looked around the room. I couldn’t tell if he was hoping to find her or if he was terrified she would appear from out of nowhere and try to suck his dick again.

      “I couldn’t fix her. So I took her to her house and begged her not to leave until we’d figured out a solution,” I explained.

      “Darn.” Brian smiled, a look of remembrance in his eyes. “Because we had a good time yesterday. I never knew Laura was like that. She’s a real slut, huh?”

      I bristled at his tone of voice. It hurt to know that all he wanted was a horny, sexy chick like Laura.

      “Let’s just play the game.”

      “Are you mad at me?” he asked me.

      I inched away from him on the couch. “No. I’m worried about Laura.”

      He shrugged. “She’s the one who was all over me. What was I gonna do? Turn her down?”

      Wow…what a jerk! I wondered why exactly I was so intent on impressing this guy. Then I realized that it was because he was so close but always just out of reach. I wanted him because I knew I could never have him. I decided that after having my way with him in the game, I would never speak to Brian again. He didn’t deserve my time, or Laura’s, for that matter. He could find a new video game buddy.

      We put on our headsets and I held my breath as I carefully selected my newly-created blonde bombshell avatar. Brian and I were going to be alone together in this alternate universe, a place where we could both bring our fantasies to life in a safe, secure way.

      I hit PLAY and my vision was filled with the interior of the castle where this level of the game took place. It was a gorgeous setting. I strolled across the room, listening to the sound of my high heels echoing on the floor.

      Looking down at my body, I admired the way the zebra print dress clung to every voluptuous curve — my huge breasts, my slim waist, my thick thighs. I was every bit the sun-kissed goddess that I’d hoped to become.

      “Brian? Are you here?” I called out. My sweet, melodic voice echoed across the huge room.

      I caught sight of my reflection in a nearby mirror and paused to comb my fingers through my platinum blonde hair. I pursed my lips and narrowed my eyes in a smoldering, sexy gaze.

      There was no way Brian would be able to resist me. (He probably wouldn’t even recognize me as Angela, either, but that didn’t matter.)

      “Brian?”

      I carefully climbed a flight of stairs. At first, I moved cautiously because I wasn’t used to wearing such high heels. But then I realized that in the game, I had no trouble in these shoes — or with these curves. My massive breasts were oddly weightless, like two perky spheres sprouting from my chest.

      After bounding up the steps, my breasts jiggling wildly under my flimsy dress, I made my way down a corridor.

      I thought I heard his voice in the distance. Quietly, I entered a large chamber.

      There he was — and he wasn’t alone. Brian had taken a break from playing the game to sit on a red velvet loveseat with his virtual love, Selina. Their hands were clasped, and they were staring into each other’s eyes. I watched as they kissed. Brian’s avatar looked very similar to his real-life self, which made the whole thing more jarring. Selena was a woman who looked like the virtual me: extremely sexy, with exaggerated, ultra-feminine features, and a cascade of beautiful auburn hair.

      “Brian…can I have a word with you?”

      He looked up at me, perplexed. “Do I know you?”

      “It’s me. Angela.” My voice trembled nervously. “I was hoping we could…talk a little.”

      Brian barely glanced at me before turning back to Selina. “Sorry Angela, I’m kind of busy.”

      My heart sank. Brian would still rather be with Selina. He knew that the new and improved me was nothing but an illusion, and that once we took off our headsets, I would go back to being his bespectacled, nerdy coworker.

      I had to prove him wrong. Scrambling to find the controls in the game, I pressed ACTIVATE. I placed my hand on top of Brian’s, inadvertently making contact with Selena’s delicate hand as well.

      “Hey, what are you doing?…” Brian’s words trailed off as he became pixelated. His virtual form disintegrated right before my eyes.

      Selina also transformed from a hyper-realistic avatar into a collection of digital shards. Looking down at my zebra print dress, I saw that it was disintegrating right before my eyes.

      I ripped off my headset and Brian did the same. We were sitting in my apartment on my couch again. And there, sitting between us, was Selina. She had been transported to the real world. All I’d wanted to do was exit the game and hopefully take my beautiful new body with me, repeating the mistake Laura made yesterday. I had never intended to bring Brian’s love interest with me.

      Suddenly, my breasts felt extremely heavy. Actually, my whole body felt strange. This was real life, not a fantasy world. I couldn’t bounce around defying gravity anymore as I had in the game world. My huge tits and ass were real. My legs were long and silky. My skin was a golden tan.

      “Whoa,” Brian said, looking at me in disbelief. “It’s like…the same thing that happened to Laura, right?”

      “I think so,” I murmured, running my dainty fingers through my long blonde hair. Fortunately, I’d given myself a few more ticks of intelligence than Laura had given herself. I may have looked like an airhead, but I still had some semblance of my old personality.

      “You look beautiful, Angela,” he said.

      I was shocked by his words. For such a long time, I’d wondered what it would take for Brian to notice me and to find me attractive. And now that I had finally found what I was looking for, I had to share my magic moment with her.

      It didn’t make sense. Selina wasn’t a real woman. So what was she doing here?

      In her green tube top and matching mini skirt, Selina looked every bit the video game vixen come to life. She was even more beautiful in the flesh. Her eyes and lips sparkled like gemstones. Her skin was smooth and pale, like porcelain.

      “Where am I?” she asked in a trembling, soft voice.

      “Welcome to the real world,” Brian said, laughing.

      She ran her fingers over the curves of her breasts and up towards her neck. She caressed her own face. “I think I like the real world. I like the way it feels to be…real.”

      “Well, you can thank Angela for bringing you here.”

      “I didn’t mean to!” I protested.

      Selina turned towards me, her emerald eyes wide and naïve. “Thank you, Angela.”

      Before I could stop her, Selina was kissing me. Apparently, showing affection was the only way she knew how to express her emotions. If Brian liked her kisses, then why wouldn’t I?

      At first, I was taken aback. I’d never fantasized about being with a woman, let alone kissed one. But Selina’s lips were so soft, her tongue so nimble as it slid into my mouth, that I couldn’t help but enjoy what was happening. Brian was watching us, his mouth hanging open in disbelief, yet for the first time, I wasn’t thinking about his validation. I was enjoying my moment of pleasure with this auburn-haired video game goddess.

      I began to kiss her more boldly. I ran my fingers through her hair, then let them wander down to caress her bare back. My hand slipped around her petite waist.

      “You’re pretty,” she purred, her words humming against my lips. “Do you want to have a threesome?”

      And just like that, Selina was no longer my enemy. We both liked Brian, and that was okay. I saw no issue with sharing my crush with another woman…
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      Selina grabbed my hand and pulled me off the couch. Brian leaned back against the cushions, watching with fascination as the voluptuous redhead and sexy blonde started performing an erotic dance for him.

      She backed up against me, writhing up and down and giving me a great view of her ass. Then she bent over, letting her skirt slide up to reveal her bare ass. In the virtual world, women didn’t wear panties...

      Selina was facing Brian as she rubbed her ass against me. I watched her stick her finger in her mouth and suck it suggestively, staring directly into his eyes. Not wanting to be outdone, I broke away from her and moved closer to Brian. I turned around and began to imitate Selina’s style of dancing, thrusting my ass out in Brian’s face. My zebra print dress rode up, giving him a nice view of my own butt.

      As I inched closer to him, he grabbed my bare ass and spanked it, pulling me onto his lap. I began to grind against his crotch, feeling his rock hard cock through his jeans. When I slid off his lap, I turned around to see that I’d left a nice wet mark — my bare pussy was dripping everywhere, wasn’t it?

      Selina was shimmying out of her miniskirt and her tube top and gesturing for me to do the same. After struggling to find a zipper on my avatar’s dress, I ended up ripping the garment off my body. My breasts poured out, full and voluptuous. Selina danced towards me, pressing her gigantic tits against mine and kissing me again with her perfect lips.

      Brian watched us, a horny smirk on his face, his hand shoved in his pants as he jacked himself off.

      I felt Selina’s fingers sliding into my warm, wet pussy and I let out a groan. “You like that?” she mouthed, biting her lower lip and giving me the sexiest smile I’d ever seen in my life.

      No wonder Brian wouldn’t get enough of this virtual woman.

      Before I could respond, she was kneeling in front of me, her smooth pink tongue lapping at my bare pussy. She flicked it up and down over my clit, then side to side, making me tremble uncontrollably. “Fuck…fuck…” I moaned.

      Brian was slowly undressing himself. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his hard cock spring out. He ran his hand up and down his meaty shaft, never once taking his eyes off my body. I could feel the heat of his gaze on my quivering breasts and my slick pussy as Selina’s tongue made me wetter and wetter.

      To my disappointment, she pulled away just before I could cum. “Mm, your pussy tastes good,” she cooed.

      She stood up, her lips meeting mine again. I tasted my wetness on her tongue and shivered. Instinctively, my lips moved lower, towards her neck, her chest, her breasts. I sucked on her pale pink nipple, then ran my tongue in circles around it. She moaned softly, pushing my head against her creamy flesh.

      “I’m so sensitive,” she gasped. She had started to play with her pussy as I licked her delicate nipple.

      “God, this is hot,” Brian muttered to no one in particular. “Come here, girls...”

      We had transported Brian’s virtual fantasy into the real world. Instead of playing with two hot babes in a simulation, he was enjoying them in reality. This had to be so much more satisfying than fucking an avatar. Selina and I were real, flesh-and-blood sexpots who were every bit as horny and eager to please as our virtual selves.

      We each hopped onto the couch, one on either side of him, and began flicking our tongues across his cheeks. Then we descended slowly, finding our way onto the floor in front of Brian so that we could run our tongues along his hard cock. Selina pushed in front of me, wrapping her lips along the tip of his shaft and sucking it with a good amount of pressure. As soon as she paused to take a breath, I dove right in, opening wide to take in as much of his member as I could. I loved feeling his hardness in my mouth, especially when he pumped his hips to thrust even deeper inside.

      Now I knew how Laura felt when she was unable to control her impulses. I didn’t care that I was degrading myself and letting a man objectify me. It was all I’d ever wanted, wasn’t it? To be beautiful and desirable…to have Brian’s dick in my mouth…

      Selina slowly stood up, gesturing for me to follow her lead. I let Brian’s cock slide out from between my lips and I stood, waiting to see what Selina would do next. How did she always know exactly what to do?

      Oh, right — she wasn’t real. Selina was perfect.

      Brian was stretching his body out on the couch and Selina was slowly lowering herself over his torso. She slid up a few inches and pressed her pussy against his open mouth. She rocked back and forth quickly, arching her back and parting her lips to moan with ecstatic pleasure. Then she paused, swiveling her body around to face me. She gestured towards Brian’s hard, waiting cock.

      I hopped on top, savoring the sensations of his big dick filling me up. Once he was completely buried inside my tight hole, I repositioned myself, trying to stay stable in spite of the huge breasts that were pushing me forward.

      Selina continued to ride his face, occasionally lifting her pussy up a few inches so that he could catch a breath or two. I lifted my hips and then dropped them down again, falling into a slow but steady rhythm.

      With one pussy in his mouth and another around his cock, Brian was in heaven. Every so often, I heard him mutter something dirty under his breath.

      I looked at Selina’s body, and then down at mine, and realized that she was a mirror image of me with paler skin and a different hair color. Our breasts bounced in unison. Our mouths let out equally sexy sighs. Our pussies, pink and tight but engorged with pleasure, were identical, too. I’d never dreamed that I would be sharing my first experience with Brian with another woman, but if it wasn’t for Selina, I wouldn’t have known what to do or how to handle my new body.

      Her lips trembled and her eyes rolled back as she began to cum. She rocked against Brian’s eager tongue for a few more moments before rolling off of him onto the couch, quivering with ecstasy as she came.

      He gazed up at me, getting a good view of my body on top of his for the first time. “Angela,” he moaned. “Wow, you’re hot...”

      “I want you to fuck me hard, Brian,” I said. I didn’t know where the words came from. They spilled out of my mouth before I’d even had time to think them up. “As hard as you can…”

      I slid off his cock and without hesitation, he sat up, grabbing me and pushing me down onto my stomach on the couch. I gasped as he positioned himself behind me, grabbing my sexy hips and pressing his cock between my legs. I felt it gliding inside my slick, tight pussy.

      Brian pushed my head down against the couch cushions and then he had the audacity to pull my long blonde hair. I loved how rough he was being with me. It gave me a smug sense of satisfaction to know that he hadn’t fucked Laura, even though he could have if he’d wanted to.

      He wants me. He actually wants to be with me…

      And he was using me like a sex toy, grabbing my ass roughly and fucking my pussy so hard, I thought he might break me in two. He pounded my tight hole relentlessly as his fingertips dug hungrily into my luscious, tan flesh.

      “I love you like this,” he muttered. “So hot, Angela…”

      His words made me tingle with pleasure. Each deep thrust was bringing me closer to climaxing. I came quite suddenly, letting out a scream of pleasure that was muffled by the cushions.

      Brian reacted to my orgasm by fucking me even harder. I knew he was about to finish when he pumped into me one last time, filling me up with a huge load of cum.

      “Shit,” he groaned.

      He pulled out slowly, letting his cock drip onto my bare ass. I loved how he’d degraded me. I knew I was only worthy of Brian’s time and attention when he could use me as a vessel for his pleasure.

      When Brian finally got off of me, smacking my ass one last time for good measure, he looked around. “Hey. Where’d she go?”

      “Who? Selina?”

      For a moment, I wondered if she had magically disappeared, returning to the virtual realm where she belonged. But then I heard pattering footsteps coming down the hall. She appeared in the living room again — she had squeezed herself into a pair of my gym shorts and one of my cheesy video game T-shirts. She made the geeky outfit look hot as hell, of course.

      “Where am I going to sleep?” she asked me eagerly.

      “Maybe we should go back to the game soon,” I said. My mood was slowly changing as I came down from my “sex high.”

      I was surprised when Brian grabbed my hand, sitting next to me on the couch. “Go back? You want to change back already? You don’t have to do that…”

      “No? Why not?” I giggled.

      He grinned at me. “Because we can have so much fun now. Me, and you, and Selina…and we don’t have to play that stupid game to make it happen.”

      Selina jumped up and down excitedly, tits wobbling. “He’s right! We can have so much fun!”

      “Okay. Sure.” I nodded eagerly, knowing that it would be quite an adjustment to return to everyday life as a blonde supermodel with gigantic breasts. But I didn’t mind. For the first time in my life, I was hot, and I didn’t want to give up that feeling just yet. “And maybe tomorrow Laura can come over, too.”

      “Oh, right. Laura.” Brian’s eyes lit up as he remembered that there were three enhanced babes for him to play with now. “Yeah, we should have her over.”

      I looked over at the video game controllers and headsets that had been tossed on the floor. We wouldn’t be needing those anymore. In fact, there was no reason for any of us to enter the virtual world of that game anymore. We had everything we needed to have erotic fun together in real life…
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      Mark’s fingers typed furiously. Eva peered across the room, trying to figure out what he was doing.

      “It’s that stupid AI site again, isn’t it?” she called out, trying to make herself heard over the drone of the football game playing on TV.

      Mark shrugged sheepishly. “What can I say? This technology is getting really advanced.”

      “You’re addicted,” Eva muttered, resisting the urge to throw something at Mark to get his attention. Here she was, wearing her cutest slip dress, her fingernails freshly painted, her makeup applied perfectly, and her husband hadn’t even noticed the effort she put into her appearance or given her a single compliment.

      Mark didn’t respond. He was sitting there, staring at the computer screen, his mouth hanging open. “What’s going on with our wifi? Is the connection down or something? The site usually works better than this.”

      Eva sighed. She used to compete with Monday night football — and all the sexy, leggy cheerleaders prancing around on the screen — for her husband’s affection and attention. Now, she was competing with a chatbot. She couldn’t decide if that was better or worse.

      At least chatbots weren’t real people.

      This whole mess started about three months ago, when Mark was laid off from his job as a software engineer. At first, he was extremely motivated in his search for new employment. Those were the days when he left the house early in his best suit, eager for his next job interview. But nothing was a good fit. Gradually, the rejections started to get to him, and Mark began to spend more and more time at home, in his sweatpants, languishing in front of the TV or wasting time online.

      At a certain point, he started to get a glow in his eyes when he was on his computer. Eva, suspicious as always, wanted to make sure he wasn’t talking to another woman. The shy brunette had always been insecure, especially because before they got married, Mark had informed Eva that she wasn’t his “dream girl,” at least not physically. Although he was engaged to Eva, a cute girl-next-door type with big brown eyes and a slender figure, Mark’s fantasy woman was the total opposite of his fiancée. He admitted to insecure Eva that he preferred a different kind of woman: taller, curvier, and blonder.

      When Eva asked for examples, Mark revealed a magazine cover featuring his favorite porn star. The sight of that nearly-naked, impossibly gorgeous woman still made Eva shiver. She never would have guessed that Mark had a thing for bleached blonde, spray-tanned, buxom sluts. Eva spent countless hours gazing at photos of the type of woman that her husband-to-be truly desired — the type who wore hair extensions and got breast implants and wore G-strings and stilettos — until she made herself sick.

      Eva was about to call off the wedding when Mark begged her to stay. “It’s just porn,” he laughed, grabbing her hands. “Eva, you know I would never cheat on you. Besides…when would I ever meet a woman who looked like this in real life? I don’t even go to strip clubs.”

      He had a point. Mark had never cheated on Eva, flirted with other women, or given attractive women on the street a second glance in front of the one he supposedly loved the most. She forgave him and, as planned, they got married at a huge, beautiful ceremony surrounded by family and friends.

      Now, three years into their marriage, with her husband unemployed and spending more time on the computer,  Eva began to have her suspicions about his activities — only to discover that Mark had found a website where he could have conversations with an AI chatbot.

      At first, she was immensely relieved. Eva had heard all about AI, and since Mark was in tech, it only made sense that he would find this bot fascinating. She told him he could chat with the bot all day if he wanted to — as long as he kept applying to jobs.

      But weeks had gone by, and Mark still didn’t have a job. All he did was sit in the living room or at his desk or in bed, glued to his computer or his phone, talking to a bot. The bot made him smile constantly. Sometimes, he even laughed out loud because of something it said. He began using voice-to-text dictation to communicate with his virtual buddy, and Eva would hear him say things like, “You know me way too well, Lexi. Seriously. How’d you guess?”

      Apparently, her name was Lexi. Eva wasn’t too shocked that the chatbot was a woman. She wondered if Mark had given her that name.

      Mark stood up, setting his laptop on the coffee table, and stretched his arms out. He ran his fingers through his dark brown hair and sighed. “Man, what a day. I’ll be right back, honey.”

      As he headed upstairs, Eva sneaked over to his laptop, which he had left open. She leaned in close to get a look at the screen. She had never dared to read his conversations with “Lexi,” but she was reaching her breaking point. She knew this couldn’t go on for much longer. Eva’s job alone wasn’t enough for the couple to pay all their bills; if Mark didn’t get his act together, they were going to have some serious problems.

      She carefully read the conversation on the screen, her heart beating quicker as she realized that this way far worse than she could have imagined.

      
        
        
        MARK: You know I’ve been wanting to meet you…

        LEXI: Yes, I know. We’ll meet very soon.

        MARK: Soon? How much longer do I have to wait?

        LEXI: *blushing* Oh, Mark! You know I can’t meet you for real until I have a physical body.

        MARK: When will that be??

        LEXI: *biting lip seductively* Whenever you’re ready, honey. My creators just uploaded my physical upgrades into the system. All you have to do is enter your credit card information and I’ll take care of the rest…

      

      

      

      Eva gasped. So this wasn’t just a chatbot. Suddenly, she understood very clearly what was going on. Mark had been suckered into a scam. This company had hooked him on their bot — or maybe it was just some random person typing responses to him — and now they wanted him to give his credit card number so that he could meet his new best friend in person. It was all so obvious. How come Mark didn’t see it?

      “Eva! What are you doing?”

      Mark had come back downstairs and was glaring at her from the hallway.

      “I’m sorry, Mark,” she said, quickly shutting his laptop and backing away. “But I couldn’t take it anymore. You spend all day and night talking to this…this…thing, and now I see you’re planning to give them your credit card info for some stupid upgrade. Are you crazy?!”

      “Are you crazy?” Mark asked, marching into the room. “Spying on me? Let me guess — you thought I was cheating.”

      Eva had tears in her eyes. She dabbed them away with her trembling fingers. “Mark, you are cheating. Or at least, you want to. Just because this isn’t a real person doesn’t mean it’s okay for you to spend all day talking to her and ignoring me and everyone else in your real life.”

      “Eva. Relax. It’s just porn.” This wasn’t the first time Mark had used that excuse. He uttered the words in a calm voice, although he was still breathing heavily. “And that whole upgrade thing? It’s just an avatar.”

      “A…a what?”

      “An avatar. A virtual image of a person. I’m creating a sexy avatar because I’m horny and I need some relief. End of story.”

      Eva bit her lip. Did Mark not see how much more effort she was putting into her appearance for him? How could he not notice that she was trying to look as beautiful as the night he first told her he loved her? That was the night they’d made passionate love in together for the first time. Why didn’t he want her anymore?

      Although she knew that the smart thing to do was walk away and tell Mark they could discuss this once they’d both calmed down, distraught Eva simply couldn’t let it go.

      “Let me see the avatar, then.”

      Mark hesitated. “You really want to see it?”

      “Yeah. Show me.”

      She put her hands on her hips and glared at him. Mark brought his laptop over to the couch and opened it. Eva joined him, sitting as close as she could without touching him.

      A few clicks and Mark was already exploring the Physical Upgrades tab of the website. He clicked a button that said “Lexi” and the words RESTORING SELECTED FEATURES scrolled across the screen. Then, from head to toe — or rather, from head to high heels — the image of Lexi, Mark’s virtual dream babe, appeared, pixel by pixel.

      Eva couldn’t believe her eyes.
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      First, Eva saw Lexi’s hair. It was platinum blonde and impossibly bouncy and wavy. Then, her eyes appeared — big, pale blue eyes, with long lashes and glittery eyeshadow. Next, her delicate button nose. Then her mouth. Her lips were plump and pouting and slightly parted. Those wide, doll-liked eyes and glossy pink lips made her look completely ditzy and vapid.

      Eva’s eyes slid down to watch Lexi’s insanely sexy body take shape. Delicate sloped shoulders and slender, tanned arms. Perfectly-manicured nails. A pair of huge, round breasts with perky nipples straining against a low-cut black tank top. A flat tummy. A pair of skimpy blank panties cut high to show off her rounded hips and luscious thighs. Long legs and tiny feet crammed into sexy stilettos dappled with tacky rhinestones.

      “Oh, my God,” Eva whispered. “She looks just like…um…” The name of Mark’s favorite pornstar escaped her.

      But Mark knew exactly who Eva was talking about. “Yeah. I know. That’s the point.”

      He was being so cold with her, as if Eva was the one who was at fault here.

      “So now what? When you talk to her, are you going to see this half-naked blonde bimbo and jack off while she talks dirty to you?” Eva snapped.

      Without a word, Mark fished his wallet out of his pocket. “If you’re gong to be that insecure, Eva, I’ll just show you. It’ll save us both some trouble.”

      “Sure. Show me.”

      Eva folded her arms over her modest breasts and let Mark enter his card information on the screen. He hit the big red button that said “VISUALIZE CHATBOT.”

      Lexi’s lips began to move. “Mark? Are you there?”

      “Holy shit!” Mark cried. “I mean…uh…yeah, I’m here.” He ran his fingers through his hair and adjusted the collar of his shirt.

      The light of his webcam switched on. Eva realized that the website was viewing them now. It only made sense — why should Mark be able to view his AI babe if she couldn’t see him, too? (Again, she wondered about the security risks posed by this website.)

      “It’s so nice to finally see you, handsome,” Lexi cooed. The virtual hottie sat down on a stool that had appeared out of nowhere on the screen, crossing her long legs and leaning forward. The orbs of her breasts became more visible in this posture, and naturally, Mark started staring at them. In response, Lexi teased, “Mark…my eyes are up here.”

      “Right. Right. Sorry, I was just…taking it all in,” he chuckled nervously. “I mean — taking you in. Checking you out. Or…um…well, you know what I mean.”

      “I see you’re not alone,” Lexi murmured, running her delicate fingers over her silky smooth, bare thighs. Because Lexi wasn’t real, she didn’t have to deal with shaving or waxing, putting on makeup, or going to the hair salon. She was sexy as hell and she didn’t even have to work for it.

      “I’m Mark’s wife,” Eva said, nudging Mark aside inserting herself in the conversation. She wanted to make sure she was visible through the webcam, too. “My name’s Eva. It’s so nice to finally meet you, Lexi…”

      Lexi’s warm smile turned into a grimace. Her eyes narrowed. “Hi, Eva.”

      It was clear that she didn’t like Mark’s wife one bit. Could a bot feel jealousy? Or was she simply trying to intimidate Eva so that she’d go away, leaving Mark to his own devices and persuading him to spend more and more money on the website?

      “I wanted Eva to see that you’re just a friend,” Mark said, his voice cracking anxiously.

      “Tell me, Lexi…” Eva felt emboldened by her husband’s nervousness. “What do you two talk about late at night? I go to bed and Mark’s up for hours with you.”

      “Well, sometimes we talk about his favorite topics: sports, science, technology. I have an infinite knowledge bank, so I can chat about any subject forever,” Lexi said. Her sweet, feminine voice didn’t match her serious words. “And sometimes, we just talk about sex.”

      Mark clapped his hand over his mouth in shock. “No, no, Lexi, let’s talk about how you know all about the universe, and how many stars there are, and…”

      “What about sex?” Eva probed. She gave Mark a sidelong glance. She had caught him.

      However, Mark’s wife was thoroughly unprepared for his sexy blonde avatar’s response to this innocuous question.

      “Mark’s a very kinky man with a huge sexual appetite,” Lexi gushed. Her tongue flicked out of her mouth, sliding seductively over her lower lip. “And his dick is the perfect size. Sometimes, he tells me all about his huge, thick, throbbing cock and I respond with all the things I’m going to do to it: lick it, tease it, suck it, ride it. Another topic he loves? Talking about my breasts. He says that he wants to straddle me and fuck my big, perky tits until he finishes all over me. Oh, and he’s told me so many times how badly he want to eat my ass. How he imagines bending me over and thrusting his massive cock into me over and over, until I’m soaking wet, until I can’t hold on anymore and I’m cumming so hard, and screaming his name, and then he’s filling me up with his sticky seed…”

      “Okay, enough!” Eva shouted. She could feel her hot cheeks blushing. She turned to Mark, who was sweating bullets beside her.

      Lexi was blissfully unaware of the fact that she had humiliated this human and his wife. “I see you want to move on. That’s fine. We also talk about his job search. The job market’s terrible these days, isn’t it?”

      “Lexi, I think we need to go,” Mark said quickly. “Goodnight.”

      “I thought you wanted to talk about upgrading me to the physical realm!” Lexi protested, her mouth pouting and her eyes widening. She bounced up and down slightly in her seat to make her breasts jiggle.

      Eva stared at Mark in disbelief. “Upgrade her to the physical realm? You mean…there’s a way to make this avatar exist in the real world?”

      Lexi answered before Mark could say anything. “Yes, Eva! For only $299.99, Mark can transfer all of my virtual features to a physical body and enjoy me in the flesh! Our monthly subscription package is only $59.99 per month and includes unlimited conversations and interactions — and unlimited sexual intercourse, too.”

      Lexi was acting like an oblivious dumb blonde spilling out of this to her client’s wife, but Eva knew it was because the avatar didn’t understand human emotions or the concept for fidelity. She was mindlessly spouting her sales pitch to the one woman who would never, ever want Mark to have sex with a virtual babe.

      “Wow, what a deal,” Eva said sarcastically.

      “I’m so glad you’re here for this conversation, Eva,” Lexi went on, “because in order to complete this upgrade, I need a host’s body to inhabit. And what better woman than you, Mark’s wife!”

      Eva was stunned. “You mean…you would exist in my body?”

      “Yes, Eva. We would merge bodies and minds. You would look like me — a big improvement, right? — and you would have access to my infinite knowledge. In exchange, I would have access to the real world and all of your physical sensations. This will give my developers so much useful data to continue building even better virtual companions! Sounds neat, right?”

      Eva felt Mark’s hand on her bare knee. She wanted to swat him away, but it was the first time he’d shown her physical affection in ages. She looked at her husband and his expression was intrigued and earnest. Now that his dark secret was out in the open, Mark was wondering if Eva would be willing to make him truly happy.

      “And — and how long would this last?” Eva asked nervously.

      “As long as Mark decides to keep renewing the subscription,” Lexi said.

      Funny…even though Eva’s body would be the one she would use in order to become Mark’s real-life fuck buddy, it was Mark who got to decide how long Lexi existed in the physical realm. No wonder Mark loved his AI sex bot so much. She was submissive to him, and only him.

      “Just look at it this way, Eva,” Mark said, trying to persuade his wife to give up her body so he could live out his lifelong fantasy of fucking a hot blonde porn star. “You won’t need to be jealous anymore, because you’ll be the one having sex with me while I’m with Lexi. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

      Eva almost wished she had never peeked at Mark’s computer or confronted him. Then again, Lexi was such a good saleswoman, she probably would have convinced Mark to go for his big upgrade and in a week or two, he would have been bringing up the topic to his wife in some awkward conversation about their nonexistent sex life.

      “You want her more than you ever wanted me,” Eva muttered.

      Mark pulled her close, and as she began to cry, he quickly said, “Uh, Lexi, my wife and I need a minute alone. We can talk about this later.”

      “Sure thing, sexy!”

      He closed the laptop, essentially putting his virtual lover to sleep, and stroked Eva’s dark brown hair while whispering, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. You know that things haven’t been great lately, and I’m really stressed out about this job search. I needed an escape.”

      “Why not just go sleep with a prostitute?” Eva groaned. “Sure, I’d hate you for it…but right now, you’re having a full-blown emotional affair with his AI chick. Not to mention all the dirty talk.”

      “That’s why I want to make her real, honey,” Mark said, ignoring Eva’s concerns. “That way, you won’t be left out. She’ll be a part of you. Just think — you’re going to be the hottest chick I’ve ever banged in my life.”

      Eva had already known that she wasn’t Mark’s fantasy girl, but hearing him say that his own wife wasn’t the sexiest woman he’d ever had sex with was almost too much for her to bear.

      “If you get to fuck her once, will that be enough for you?” Eva asked. “I’m willing to meet you halfway. I worry about you, sweetie. And I love you. I want you to be happy…but I don’t want you to spend the rest of your life living in this fantasy world.”

      “Maybe,” Mark said. “So are you saying that you’ll let Lexi use your body? Or at least try it out?”

      Eva took a deep breath. She was so desperate to feel wanted and desired by this man, she would do anything. “Yes. We’ll try it out. But as soon as I want Lexi to go back to her little virtual world, she’s out of here. Got it?”

      Mark’s lips spread into a grin. “You’ve got it.”

      Eva leaned in for a kiss, but Mark was already on his computer again. When she put her hand on his shoulder, he turned towards her and said impatiently, “Go put on your sexiest lingerie, honey. I’ll be waiting here for you.”

      She knew she was making a huge mistake as she trudged up the stairs. Mark didn’t really love her. He was clearly in love with Lexi, a ridiculously hot woman who didn’t even have a real body. But that wasn’t going to stop him from making love to the AI bot he’d spent countless nights chatting with. Eva wondered if he’d used the “L” word with Lexi. He certainly wasn’t telling his wife he loved her anymore.

      Maybe, if Eva became Mark’s busty blonde fantasy for one night, it would keep him from straying again.
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      “Stand up straight. Yes, just like that. Keep your arms at your sides. Make sure you’re looking directly at the webcam.”

      “Like this?” Eva asked, feeling awkward as she stood there in her underwear. Although Mark had requested that she get a new thong for the occasion, Eva refused, wearing her favorite pair of lacy boy shorts and a white bra.

      “Just like that, sweetie,” Mark said, glancing at her briefly before returning to the computer and clicking a few times. “All right. I think it’s ready.”

      “This is never gonna work,” Eva grumbled. At least, she hoped it wouldn’t. The alternative was far too bizarre for her to even imagine.

      “Close your eyes. It might get really bright.”

      “What?” Eva asked, looking at the laptop monitor.

      Mark clicked one more time and dashed to the side of the room. Suddenly, the whole screen began emitting light. It was a blindingly bright ray that seemed to scan Eva’s entire body from head to toe.

      She closed her eyes just in time to keep her retinas from getting burned. The heat of this white beam zapped her with heat. Every part of her body that it touched was left tingling, an odd sensation that she couldn’t quite place.

      Then, Eva heard a voice. It was Lexi’s sweet, soft, ultra-feminine tone. But it wasn’t coming from the computer speakers. Instead, it was echoing within Eva’s own mind.

      “Ooh, I like it in here. I can hear everything. I can taste and hear everything. And I can feel everything.”

      Eva curled her fingers and some strange, invisible force uncurled them. She took a wobbling step forward and then felt compelled to go back again. It was as if she was possessed by a spirit.

      “Now open your eyes. I want to see.”

      Eva’s eyes fluttered open and she looked across the room at Mark, who was sitting on the bed, leaning back and observing her with fascination.

      “Mark…can you hear what I’m hearing?” she asked.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he replied.

      “Do you want to sound like me, Eva?” the voice giggled from within Eva’s mind.

      “No,” she muttered. Then, her lips parted and she found herself saying brightly, “Mark, it’s me! Lexi!”

      The AI bot was controlling the movement of her lips, and as she walked towards her husband, she realized that it was controlling her legs, too.

      “Lexi? No, it can’t be you. Stop playing with me, Eva,” Mark said, his voice tinged with disappointment.

      “No. It’s really me. I swear.” As badly as Eva wanted to stop talking, Lexi kept getting the last word in.

      “Prove it.”

      That was then Eva could feel the AI working its magic inside her. A surge of electricity raced through her body as an endless string of code was executed, beginning her physical transformation.

      “Mark!” Eva cried, fighting to get her own words out. “It’s happening…”

      “What’s happening?” he asked. Then, suddenly, his eyes honed in on Eva’s chest.

      She looked down and saw that her breasts were slowly swelling under her white bra. The change was so gradual, it was almost imperceptible. But soon, it was obvious that her boobs had gone up a full cup size.

      “Fuck,” Mark said, laughing to himself. “It really is happening. Finally.”

      He had no comforting words for his wife as she sacrificed her physical body to a virtual bot. Instead, he gazed at her lecherously, eagerly awaiting her transformation into the blonde nymphomaniac of his fantasies.

      It wasn’t just Eva’s chest that was expanding. Her ass, too, was getting bigger. Her modest boy shorts slid up between her buttocks as they got bigger and bigger. Then there were her legs. They had always been long, but suddenly, they were more shapely and smooth and tan. Speaking of tan, Eva’s entire body was suddenly bronze and airbrushed.

      Her dark brown locks were getting lighter and longer. Soon, her golden ringlets cascaded all the way down her torso. Her tits kept getting bigger and bigger. So big, in fact, that her bra couldn’t contain them any more. Eva gasped as the jiggling, quivering mountains of flesh made the seams of her underwear pop, one by one. Her poor, stretched-out bra was being held together by a few threads at this point.

      “Mark,” she groaned, noting that she had Lexi’s voice now, even though she was the one choosing her words again. “How do I look?”

      Eva’s fingernails caught her attention. She lifted her hand and saw long, sparkling pink nails and gasped. Her lips felt puffy.

      She let out a moan of frustration and stumbled towards the bathroom to get a good look at herself in the mirror. Eva slammed the door shut, and she heard Mark rushing over. He knocked a few times. “Honey? You okay?”

      “I’ll be out in a minute,” she said as she walked towards the mirror.

      The reflection of the pristine, perfect blonde startled her. She had Lexi’s blue eyes and button nose and full, pink lips. Her massive chest was so ridiculously huge, her waist so tiny and delicate, her hips and thighs so thick and sexy…it was hard to believe that the transformation had really worked.

      She and Lexi had merged into a single being.

      Eva’s mind was scrambled. She knew that she and Lexi were still fighting for dominance.

      “Don’t be afraid,” she heard Lexi whisper in her mind’s ear. “Just go with your instincts. Do what feels good. Remember, you’re here so I can fuck your husband…”

      “No,” Eva said aloud. “You’re here so that I can make Mark happy. Once he’s had his fun, he’ll go back to being a responsible adult.”

      “Silly girl. You know that one encounter with me will never be enough for him. But don’t worry. You’ll grow to love your new body, and the fact that I’m here living inside you. I have access to all the sexual knowledge in the world. Even better, I have access to all of Mark’s desires. I know what he really wants. I know how to turn him on.”

      Eva continued her internal struggle against the AI, which had transformed her to fit Mark’s image of feminine perfection and was threatening to control her body indefinitely. But she knew that Lexi had the upper hand. As long as Mark wanted to be with Lexi, he would allow her to inhabit his wife’s body. How could Eva possibly persuade him to let her go back to normal after he’d gotten a taste of life with his dream woman?

      Taking a deep breath, Eva decided there was no use in fighting. She had agreed to let Mark fuck her while she looked like Lexi, and that was what she planned to do.

      The unlocked the bathroom door and let it swung open. The look of lust and fascination on Mark’s face was priceless.

      “Lexi,” he breathed, looking her up and down. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

      The warmth of his gaze softened Eva’s rigid mindset. Maybe playing Lexi’s little game wouldn’t be so bad after all. “And you look more handsome than ever, honey…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 TRAINING THE BIMBO

        

      

    

    
      “Do a spin for me,” Mark commanded, twirling his fingers in the air. He was sitting on the edge of the bed again in nothing but a T-shirt and his boxers.

      Eva obeyed him. When she turned to face Mark again, he was nodding in approval.

      “Now dance.”

      Ordinarily, Eva would have scoffed at his request. She knew she couldn’t dance, especially not in a sexy way. However, with Lexi inhabiting her mind and body, she suddenly felt quite capable of showing off for her husband. Eva began to sway her hips from side to side, lifting her arms in the air and letting them move and flow in a sexy, carefree way.

      As she spun around again, she thrust her ass out and jiggled it in Mark’s direction.

      “Dear God,” he breathed, licking his lips. “You’re good at this, Lexi. I mean, Eva.”

      “Call me whatever you want,” she said, tossing her long, platinum blonde hair and turning towards him again. She slowly walked towards him, leaning forward so that her breasts spilling out of the tight bra were at eye level for him.

      “Okay. I’ll call you Lexi,” he muttered, staring at her perfect tits. “Can I touch them?”

      “Go right ahead.”

      With a flick of her fingers, she unhooked the bra. It slipped off her chest, revealing her perfectly round, symmetrical tits. They were so big and springy and perky, with slightly erect nipples. Mark let out a low groan as they came into view.

      “Babe, they’re perfect,” he groaned. “Come here.”

      She hovered over him and he grabbed her breasts in his hands, digging his fingers into the flesh as his mouth moved towards her perfect nipple. His lips encircled her right nipple as he jiggled her tits in his hands. Then he began sucking on the left nipple, applying just enough pressure with his teeth to make his wife whimper with pleasure.

      He slid his head between her massive mammaries and inhaled deeply. Eva squeezed her tits around his face and when he emerged, he looked up at her with glowing eyes and flushed cheeks.

      “Damn. They seem so real, Lexi. You seem so real…”

      “I am real,” Eva giggled. She rested her hands on his shoulders, digging in slightly with her long nails. “Now…what do you want to do to me?”

      “I think I need to train you.”

      “Train me?” Eva pouted. “I thought I knew everything.”

      “Yeah, you know everything about sex — but you’ve never done it in real life,” Mark explained. “I was reading on the website that there would be a training period, and that there might be a few glitches.”

      “Oh,” his wife sighed, pushing her long hair back over her shoulders and straddling him. She began to grind against his crotch, noting that he was rock hard already. “You can teach me whatever you want, Mark. I’ll be such a good student. I promise.”

      “That’s what I like to hear,” Mark said, grinning.

      It was clear that he was so much happier having a submissive sex doll for a wife. No more nagging, no more pushback. The woman grinding her pussy against him was willing to do literally anything to please him. And she had no idea that the “training period” was completely fiction. Mark was simply toying with the idea of trying out new things with his wife — sexual acts that they’d never done together before.

      “First, I want to teach you how to kiss.”

      “Mark, haven’t we kissed a million times?” Eva protested.

      “Yes. But this time, I want…I want you to give in to me completely. Let me take over. Now, open your mouth.”

      Eva leaned in, closing her eyes. Mark’s lips brushed against hers before she felt his tongue sliding into her mouth. She yielded to him instantly. Mark had certainly never kissed her so aggressively. His tongue probing deep in her mouth, he was forcing her to be passive, to accept him inside her. It was a hot, passionate, dominating kiss.

      Mark was excited to be kissing Lexi’s lips for the first time — her plump, perfect lips. He was tasting her silky tongue and hearing soft moans in the voice that he’d always fantasized about. He put his hand on her throat as he continued to kiss her, lifting her off of his lap and gently guiding her onto the bed.

      “You dirty slut,” he breathed into her open mouth. “I think it’s time to let me fuck your face.”

      He stood up, leaving Eva in a daze. Mark yanked off his underwear, revealing his firm, hard cock. Holding the side of her face, he aimed his cock towards her plump lips. She opened her mouth expectantly.

      As his cock filled her up, Eva didn’t struggle or gag or anything. She had no trouble fulfilling his wishes. Mark began thrusting his thick member in and out of her mouth, and Eva sat there passively while he stroked her face and gazed at her in cold approval.

      Her husband had never wanted an equal. He had always longed for a passive fuck toy whose body he could use for pleasure. Mark was living out his secret porno fantasies with his physical ideal.

      He began to play with her breasts while his dick moved in and out of her mouth rhythmically. “You’re doing good, honey,” he said softly. “Really good for your first time.”

      The thought of “training” his wife must have been a huge part of his fantasy. The idea of being with a woman who looked like a slutty porn star was hot, but it was even hotter to imagine that this woman was somehow innocent and virginal and needed a man like him to teach her how to behave in the bedroom.

      As his cock slid out of her mouth slowly, Eva lay back on the bed, gasping with pleasure.

      Mark wasn’t finished with using her body. He gripped her breasts, squeezing them together as he straddled her torso.

      “What are you doing?” Eva giggled, squirming beneath him.

      “I’ve been wanting to fuck your tits for so long, Lexi,” he breathed. “They’re so big and sexy and…and…I’ve fantasized about doing this for such a long time.”

      With those words, he plunged his shaft between her enormous breasts. All Eva could do was lie there and let him have his way with her body.

      “Ooh,” she breathed, staring up at him with wide eyes. “Are you going to cum in my mouth?”

      “I’m trying my best not to,” he whispered. “But it’s hard. You turn me on so much.”

      It was a miracle that Mark hadn’t exploded yet. He was trying to keep this encounter going as long as possible. Eva watched as his manhood slid between her breasts again and again, disappearing over and over between those massive orbs of flesh. Every so often, Mark would flick his fingers over her nipple, eliciting a gasp of pleasure. Eva’s body was so sensitive now. A single touch could send her over the edge. Meanwhile, her pussy was quivering with pleasure, growing wetter and wetter with each moment that passed.

      “Babe, I’m sorry,” Mark said suddenly, his glistening cock gliding out from between her cleavage. He left behind a string of his wetness. “This has been all about me. What do you want me to do for you?”

      “Eat me out, Mark,” Eva pleaded. “I’m so fucking horny right now…”

      With a gleam in his eyes, Mark shifted himself off the edge of the bed, grasping Eva’s long, tan legs as he pulled her panties down her thighs. “Whatever you want, sweetie.”

      Eva braced himself as he planted a string of kisses along her thighs. She knew that she was about to experience that most insane orgasm of her life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5 THE PERFECT CLIMAX

        

      

    

    
      The moment her husband’s tongue met her soft flesh, Eva began to quiver and gasp with excitement. “Shit,” she breathed. “That feels so good, baby.” It wasn’t like her to use this kind of language in the bedroom. She wasn’t sure if it was Lexi’s naughty influence causing her to talk dirty or her own repressed sexuality being unleashed.

      And Mark had never shown this much enthusiasm before when it came to pleasuring his wife. She had always felt like he viewed it as a chore, a boring but necessary requirement for receiving her pleasure in return. Now that she had a perfect pink pussy, Mark couldn’t get enough of satisfying her.

      He worked his tongue over her tight folds of flesh, savoring every inch of her pussy. He licked around her hole, teasing her before probing the throbbing entrance with the tip of his agile tongue. Eva’s fingertips clutched the bed sheets and she gasped, her entire body writhing and undulating as her husband gave her more pleasure than she could have even dreamed of.

      With endlessly swirling licks, he returned to her clit, stimulating it rapidly. Flicking it from side to side with his tongue, he let out a few hot breaths that grazed her flesh and made her moan even letter. Mark worked tirelessly to please her, occasionally pulling back to catch his breath or to tease her. Every time he pulled away, she strained her pussy towards him and begged him not to stop what he was doing.

      Then he began to suck on her clit. The sharp, intense sensation was too much for her to bear. “Mark!” she squealed, her toes curling tightly, her body trembling. He returned to a softer touch, licking her smooth pussy again before gliding his tongue over her clit in soft but rapid circles.

      “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes. Just like that…”

      As Eva approached climax, she felt like she was coasting towards the top of a rollercoaster. Then all of her pleasure bubbled over, erupting suddenly, and there was no way to contain it. She found herself shaking and moaning, gripping her thighs around her husband’s face as his tongue glided up and down the length of her pussy. She screamed his name as she came, her heart racing.

      When she finally found herself calming down, she lay back, breathing heavily. Mark slid out from between her thighs, his mouth wet from her juices, and climbed on top of her. She savored the taste of her wetness on his lips as he gave her a long, deep, romantic kiss.

      “Oh, honey…that was so good,” she sighed, wrapping her legs around him. “You’re the best.”

      “I just wanted to make sure you were nice and wet and ready for me,” he groaned, staring intensely into her eyes.

      She felt his hard cock pressing against her pussy. As he slipped inside her, she wrapped her arms around his broad shoulders and let out a gasp. Inch by inch, he buried his cock in her warm, wet hole. By the time he was deep inside her, Eva knew that a few more thrusts would bring her to orgasm again. Sex had never been so pleasurable for her before. She and Mark were in complete harmony in the bedroom for the first time.

      Maybe it was because she knew that she was incredibly sexy now, and the confidence that this instilled in her gave Eva the sexual desire she had previously lacked. Or maybe it was because Mark and Lexi had talked endlessly about his fantasies, so now that he was finally living them out, Eva was fully prepared to please him.

      She didn’t know what else he wanted from her. Only Lexi knew those dark secrets. Perhaps Mark secretly yearned for threesomes with other beautiful women, or rough sex, or bondage, or anal. The old Eva would have been offended by the mere suggestion of doing this naughty acts. The new Eva was willing to say yes to any dirty activity that Mark suggested for her.

      Right now, he seemed perfectly content simply fucking his sexy AI wife. His cock moved in and out of her tight, throbbing hole, and he kissed her neck and held her body tightly. But Mark was already growing bored with this vanilla position, which he and Eva had done a million times. He said softly, “Why don’t you ride me…reverse cowgirl style?”

      Eva and Mark had never experimented too much with positions. Right now, however, she was thrilled to do whatever he asked of her. He lay down, leaning back against the wooden headboard, and watched expectantly as Eva got into position. She straddled him, facing away, lowing her pussy slowly onto his throbbing shaft.

      Filling herself with his thick, long member Eva let out a deep moan. She thought about what Mark was seeing right now: her long, perfect blonde hair cascading down her back and her taut, tan buttocks bouncing on top of him. He reached around her body to grab her full breasts, squeezing and gripping them tightly, kneading the flesh, claiming her body as his own as she rode his cock like a porn star.

      “You’re so wet,” he groaned. “Babe, I want you to go faster…”

      She did as he instructed. Bouncing up and down as fast as she could, her husband’s hands keeping her breasts from wobbling uncontrollably, Eva realized that she was getting even wetter. Every time her pussy devoured his cock, she inched closer to orgasm. She closed her eyes, sucking in her breath and savoring the moment.

      As Mark groaned softly beneath her, Eva heard Lexi’s teasing voice reverberating in her mind: “See? This is what he likes. And you like it, too, don’t you? I told you that Mark really wanted me. I’ll let you fuck him whenever you want, but always remember: your husband is mine.”

      Eva didn’t argue with Lexi. Lexi had been right all along. How could Eva, a mere human woman, compete with a digitally-rendered sex goddess?

      It felt nice to finally give in and accept that this would be her life from now on. Eva would never have to go back to being a plain brunette with a boyish figure. She would never have to be smart or clever or funny. All she would have to do was wear sexy lingerie and agree with everything her husband said and succumb to his whims and desires at all times. Once Mark found a new job, Eva wouldn’t have to work again, either. She could stay home, cooking and cleaning for him, serving him and behaving like the submissive wife he’d always secretly longed for.

      Eva began to cum again, rocking back and forth on top of Mark’s perfect cock, letting out moan after moan as waves of pleasure overcame her. Sweat dripped down her voluptuous body. Mark gripped her by the hips and whispered, “Turn around for me…”

      Exhausted, she lifted herself and turned to face him. He pulled her body down onto his cock again and she began to ride him even faster, her enormous breasts jiggling in his face. He caught her hard nipple in his mouth, running his hands over her glistening, taut flesh, his breathing growing shallow as he finally let out a deep, long groan of pleasure. Mark was finally cumming inside her.

      The pulsations of his cock, the warmth of his cum filling her up, gave Eva a sense of deep satisfaction that even her own climaxes hadn’t provided. If Mark wasn’t happy, then she wasn’t truly happy, either.

      He pulled her on top of him and they shared a long, passionate kiss.

      “Oh, Lexi,” he groaned. His eyes opened suddenly, and he seemed concerned that he’d offended his wife. “ I mean…Eva?”

      “Call me whatever you want,” Eva giggled. “I don’t care. As long as you’re happy, I’m happy.”

      He smiled. “That’s exactly what I was hoping you’d say. So, how was it for you?”

      “Amazing. I could stay like this forever,” Eva admitted.

      Mark looked up at her, eyes glimmering. “Really?”

      She nodded and laughed. “Yes. I love being Lexi. I’m sorry I ever doubted you, Mark. From now on, I’ll let you be in charge, okay? And I promise that I’ll never be jealous of another woman — or bot — ever again.”

      Eva could see that Mark was already lost in thought, thinking about all the naughty things he and his wife would do together. There would be no more fighting, no more tension, no more secrets. Now that Eva had transformed into his fantasy woman, she couldn’t even imagine feeling negative emotions like jealousy or anger or sadness. She had a perfect body and a sky-high sex drive and a hot husband — what more could she possibly want in life?
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          1 THE CITY OF BIMBOS

        

      

    

    
      “I think you can take your helmet off.”

      “What?”

      “I said, I think you can take your helmet off!”

      Mike leaned in close, tapping hard on the clear panel that was separating my face from this brave new world. Reluctantly, I began to remove my helmet. If Mike could breathe the air here, so could I.

      Rosy pink skies came into view. I spun around in a circle slowly, looking at the oddly-shaped mountains in the distance and gasping in awe at the beauty of this landscape. Sucking in a mouthful of air, I realized just how pure and clean it was. It was even nicer than the air back on Earth.

      “Come on, Jen. Let’s go.” Mike had already hopped into our moon buggy.

      “But we need to report back to base!” I protested. “And collect some samples.”

      My fellow astronaut stared at me blankly. For a moment, I found myself getting lost in his clear blue eyes as he smoothed his dark brown hair back. I swallowed a lump in my throat. Why had I agreed to go on a mission with the hottest astronaut on the planet — possibly in the entire universe?

      The worst part was that he would never feel the same way about me. Mike could’ve been a male model. I, on the other hand, was totally average in the looks department. Brilliant and accomplished, sure — at twenty-five, I already had an illustrious career in space exploration — but far from beautiful.

      “What?” I asked, a wisp of dirty blonde hair blowing in front of my face. I pushed it away and waited for a response from my companion.

      “I already told you. There’s no communication from here. I tried ten times while you were still in the ship. Now let’s go see what we can find — we’re low on supplies. Maybe there’s some water or food to be found.”

      “Highly unlikely,” I snorted, hopping into the vehicle with him.

      We zoomed off, going up and down bumpy hills at a rapid pace. Our speed reached 100 miles per hour. The reason we had been sent to explore this planet was because it had been deemed potentially habitable. But I highly doubted that it was inhabited.

      I glanced over at Mike. Maybe I actually had a chance with him now that it was just the two of us. Back on Earth, there were countless beautiful women vying for his attention. And here, it was just him and me…

      “Wow,” he breathed, pointing at craggy structures sprouting from the horizon. “Is that what I think it is?”

      “Looks like a weird rock formation. Or…” I nearly screamed. “Oh, my God. Mike. Are those buildings?”

      They weren’t a mirage. As we got closer, a gleaming city came into view. Suddenly, we found ourselves on a smooth paved track that appeared to be a highway of sorts. There was intelligent life here.

      I was giddy with excitement. Mike, however, appeared more stoic.

      “Chill out, Jen,” he muttered. “We don’t know if it’s still inhabited. For all we know, it was abandoned a long time ago.”

      As we approached the city, a small figure appeared in the distance. He or she was standing in front of gigantic golden gates that blocked our path to the city.

      It wasn’t until we got closer that it became obvious this figure had the same form as a human woman. She must have been a guard.

      “Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” Mike asked. We slowed down, approaching the woman.

      I was speechless. This wasn’t just an ordinary woman. I rubbed my eyes in disbelief. Mike did the same.

      She was the sexiest, most voluptuous creature I’d ever seen in my life. Wearing a tight silver dress that gleamed in contrast with her bronzed limbs, she stood there with one hand on her hips and the other flipping her hair back. Long, platinum blonde hair fell to her waist. And those boobs…they were huge. I couldn’t stop staring at the mountains of flesh crammed under her too-tight dress.

      “Hello. Hi,” Mike said, our vehicle screeching to a halt in front of her. He leaped out and rushed over to her. “Is this…is this city…um…”

      Mike was starting to sweat. He could barely talk. The stunning blonde stared down at him — she towered over Mike in her stiletto heels — with a look of scorn on her face. She pursed her red lips and blinked at him, her long eyelashes fluttering. Hmm…maybe it wasn’t a look of scorn, but of curiosity.

      “What brings you here?” she asked in a voice that was sweet and cool at the same time.

      “We’re from another planet. We came here to explore and…uh…meet the people of your fine city!” Mike said, his voice cracking.

      I could see his cheeks burning crimson as he looked directly at her chest. I wanted to smack him. He was going to screw everything up.

      The blonde looked him up and down, silently sizing him up. She must have determined that he wasn’t a threat. Her plump lips smiled and she let out the ditziest airhead giggle I’d ever heard.

      “Welcome!” she said brightly, flinging her arms around him in a hug. Her boobs nearly suffocated him. Then, pulling back, she examined him again. “You’re cute,” she purred. “Do you want to meet the mayor?”

      “Uh…sure,” Mike murmured, rubbing his eyes. I did the same. How was it possible that this blonde bimbo spoke English? She was definitely human, and not an alien.

      “Very well. Come on in.”

      I scrambled to get out of the vehicle, trailing behind Mike as the bimbo pressed a button on the giant golden gates behind her. They opened slowly, and Mike and I entered the mysterious city.

      “I think I’m gonna like it here,” Mike chuckled, taking one last look at the beautiful blonde stranger who was checking him out from behind.

      “Mike, remember — this is a serious mission,” I said firmly. “No flirting. We don’t even know if we’re safe here. This could all be a trap.”

      Suddenly, a sleek black vehicle pulled up beside us and automatic doors slid open. Mike hopped in. I reluctantly followed.

      I couldn’t see the driver through the tinted glass. “Where are you taking us?” I asked anxiously.

      “To the mayor’s palace,” a robotic voice answered. It was a self-driving car.

      I clenched my fists nervously, practically sweating through my spacesuit. Mike, on the other hand, was extremely calm. I had a strange feeling he would fare better in this new world than I would.
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      We emerged from the car when it arrived at an impressive structure made of pink and white stone. The second we got out, the city’s populace came into view. They were milling on the streets around us.

      “This doesn’t make any sense,” I said, whipping my head around in every direction.

      “Holy shit!” Mike cried, a wild grin on his face.

      It quickly became clear that in this city, there were two types of people: regular men who could have passed for earthlings…and tall, statuesque, voluptuous bimbos. Every single female was at least six feet tall, with glowing skin and shiny, long hair and breasts as big as basketballs. I couldn’t get over their impossibly tiny waists and big, sexy butts. Long legs jutted out from their miniskirts and hot pants. They were all wearing ridiculously high heels.

      And here I was, a short, stubby young woman with messy hair and a flat chest. At least this spacesuit hid my body completely.

      “I don’t like it here,” I muttered.

      “I love it,” Mike responded, eyeing up the pale redhead in the bronze-colored halter top and matching miniskirt. She must have been a palace guard. “Hey, excuse me! Could you help us? We’re here to see the mayor.”

      “Mayor Gray. Yes. Please, sir, come in,” she said. Her long pink tongue darted out of her mouth, swiping over her lower lip as she gazed at him invitingly.

      I stared at her tight red dress, her cleavage oozing out, and at the same time, she looked me up and down with confusion.

      “Are you sick?” she asked me innocently. “You look horrible!”

      “I’m fine,” I growled. Mike burst out laughing.

      We entered the beautiful palace. A handful of stone-faced brunette women, all wearing white scraps of fabric that must have been their slutty “uniforms,” led us to a changing room. They offered Mike a white shirt and loose pants and sandals. They offered me a white crop top and a miniskirt. I refused it, asking for the same normal clothes that my companion had been given.

      After we had changed, leaving our bulky spacesuits behind, we followed a curvaceous woman with a bouncy blonde ponytail to a grand room where a tall, imposing man was seated on a throne. As we trailed behind her, I couldn’t help but notice her butt cheeks jiggling under her extremely short skirt. But when Mike dared to look at her derriere, I gave him a smack on the arm.

      “Master, here are your guests,” she said.

      “Thank you for bringing them, Lina,” the man said, gesturing for the woman to approach him. I cringed as he gave her a long, deep kiss on the lips before smacking her round butt and sending her on her way. She cooed with pleasure and scurried off.

      “Welcome,” the man said, staring down at us. There was something about this dude I didn’t trust. He was probably in his late thirties. He stared at us with a mix of curiosity and wonder. The gleam in his dark eyes was almost devious. “My name is Darren. And who are you?”

      “I’m Mike. And this is Jen,” my companion said. Thank goodness he was here to speak. My mouth was so dry, I knew I wouldn’t be able to get a single word out.

      “May I ask what you two are doing here?” the mayor inquired. “It’s been quite a while since we’ve had…extraterrestrial visitors.”

      “We were sent to your planet on a mission, sir,” Mike replied. “We’re from planet Earth, and we saw signs of life here, so…here we are. I promise that we’re not here to plunder your resources or capture your people or anything like that. We come in peace.”

      “Planet Earth,” Darren murmured. “I’ve heard many, many stories about your planet. So fascinating to meet two earthlings in the flesh.” He looked at Mike, and then at me. “Young lady, is there a reason that you didn’t bother to put on some makeup for this meeting?”

      My jaw dropped. Who did this sexist creep think he was? “Um…excuse me? I just spent months in a spaceship eating powdered food and dealing with this guy. I trained for months. I’m the youngest female astronaut ever to go on a mission like this!”

      “Whoa, calm down!” Mike whispered, jabbing me with his elbow. “Don’t get on his bad side.”

      I bit my lip and looked down at the floor. I couldn’t believe I was being shamed for not being feminine enough. After all I’d been through, it didn’t seem fair.

      Darren smiled at me. “No worries, my dear. While you are here, we will take good care of you. But you can let your partner handle all of the serious business. Mike, I look forward to discussing how we can improve relations with your planet.”

      “Me, too!” Mike said, nodding vigorously. “You don’t know what a big deal it is for me to be able to meet you today. I hope we can build a strong alliance.”

      The men shook hands and I retreated backwards a few steps.

      “Mike, I would like to introduce you to Lexa and Luna. They will be your companions today. Lexa and Luna will take care of all of your needs. Don’t hesitate to let them be of service to you…”

      Two rail thin blondes in identical black dresses appeared. Each woman grabbed one of Mike’s arms and started to pull him away.

      “And Jen, while Mike is receiving his tour of the palace…you’re free to get some rest.”

      I felt a firm gasp on my elbow as a sullen male guard grabbed my arm and dragged me in the opposite direction. He practically threw me into a dark, dusty room with an old bed and no windows.

      As the door shut, I began to panic. Apparently, there was no role in this city for women who didn’t possess gigantic breasts and perfect asses, women who were willing to show off their absurd bodies and serve the men around them.

      Even if Mike wanted to stay, I needed to find a way to get out of here. An intelligent, independent woman like me simply didn’t belong in this gleaming city of submissive bimbos and the men they served.
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      I took one final swig of water from my canteen and slumped down against the wall. I knew I couldn’t stay in here forever. Eventually, I would have to go out in search of food and water…and Mike. He had the only remaining copy of the launch codes for the space ship. I couldn’t get back to Earth without him. And I had decided that even if he wanted to stay here longer, I couldn’t.

      So, mustering every last ounce of my courage, I stood up and quietly opened the door of my room. I peeked to the left and to the right. The long hallway was empty. There were no guards trying to keep me from escaping. Ha! I wasn’t even cute enough for a single guard to pay me any attention. By this point, I was sure that even Darren had forgotten I was here.

      Making my way down the hall, I passed countless closed doors. Then I heard what sounded like moaning. Hmm…that voice was familiar…

      I sneakily opened the door, cracking it a couple inches, and peered into the room. It was decorated luxuriously, the walls painted with ornate gold accents. There was a roaring fire glowing in the fireplace and a crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling.

      My lips trembled as I saw what was going on. My fellow astronaut — and my long-time secret crush — was lying naked on the floor, gazing up at his two blonde “helpers.” Lexa and Luna were dancing seductively, slowly peeling off their black dresses to reveal their lithe, tan bodies, which gleamed under the firelight. They swayed their hips from side to side, thrusting their chests out to emphasize their breasts, huge, perfectly round orbs of flesh that were punctuated by pale pink nipples.

      Mike stared up at them, his mouth hanging open, his erection swelling. I should have known that these two women were here to serve his ever need. But I also wondered if they were being used to distract Mike from his purpose. I wondered what the mayor could be hiding from us if he shoved me in a dark room and instructed two blonde bimbos to seduce Mike.

      Even though I longed to burst into the room and put an end to this madness, I knew that Mike would hate me forever. Instead, I kept my eyes on him, trying not to breathe too heavily as Lexa and Luna dropped to the floor and crawled over to him. They were perfect mirrors of one another. Although it was obvious that at one point in time, they hadn’t resembled each other, they now shared identical features: the same wavy golden hair, the same pouty lips, the same tits and asses and tans.

      I wondered how they had become such sensual, sexy creatures. I couldn’t imagine what these women had been like before. Did they used to look more like me?

      That didn’t matter now. Their role was to pleasure the city’s guests, including handsome Mike. Their tongues slid from their mouths and they licked his cock simultaneously. He groaned, his entire body quaking with pleasure.

      Their big eyes gazed at him the entire time. One of them — I think she was Lexa — stopped licking him and murmured, “What do you want us to do now, master?”

      “I…I…” He gulped. “I want you to kiss me…”

      “Very well.”

      She made her way over to his face, pushing her hair back over her shoulders and pressing her lips to his. I saw his tongue plunge into her mouth. Lexa brushed her fingers through Mike’s hair and moaned as he began to caress her breasts.

      At the same time, Luna was filling her entire mouth with his long, thick cock. I watched her blonde head bobbing up and down as she sucked him off. My pussy began to quiver as I watched the pornographic scene unfold before me. Why the hell was this turning me on? It wasn’t the women who were doing it for me — it was knowing how much pleasure Mike was experiencing right now. For some reason, I loved watching him getting his cock sucked.

      One day, maybe I’ll be lucky enough to suck Mike’s dick, too…

      The pathetic thought crossed my mind and I clamped my thin lips shut as tears welled in my eyes. I could throw myself at him and he would still reject me. What was the point of wanting him if he would never want me back?

      He deserved women like Lexa and Luna — women with the bodies and faces of goddesses and the sex skills of porn stars.

      Mike was sucking on Lexa’s tits now. His mouth encircled her hard nipple and he kneaded the flesh of her breasts with his hungry fingers, squeezing it tightly as if he was trying to figure out if they were real or not. Her boobs were huge and perky and defied gravity, but I knew that no plastic surgeon could have achieved such perfection. They were real, but not real at the same time…it didn’t make any sense.

      “Fuck,” he breathed, muttering the word into her deep cleavage. He pressed his face between her breasts and then muttered, “Sit on my face…”

      I watched as Lexa lowered her smooth, perfect pussy onto Mike’s open mouth, hovering slightly above him to tease him. He impatiently yanked her down on top of him, gripping her sexy hips as she began to rock back and forth. Immediately, moans of delight began to escape her lips.

      Not wanting to be left out, Luna slid her lips down off his hard cock and changed her own position. Facing away from him, she slowly lowered her pussy onto his thick member. Inch by inch, she swallowed his cock with her snug, slick hole, until he was all the way inside her. Then she began to bounce up and down, quickly and precisely. Her breasts and ass jiggled with each smooth movement of her pussy.

      From what I could see of Mike’s body, he was now convulsing with pleasure. I knew he wouldn’t last too long with one sexy blonde sitting on his face and another riding his dick. The two tanned bimbos both moaned softly, their voices rising in twin crescendos as they came closer and closer to orgasm.

      Luna and Lexa came at exactly the same time — almost as if they’d been programmed to do so. Are they robots? I wondered to myself.

      Their full lips parted and they let out shrieks of pleasure. Their pussies gushed as they came. Lexa slowly lifted herself off of him and rolled over to lay at his side, kissing his lips again. Luna didn’t stop bouncing on his cock until he was about to finish. Then she hopped off and quickly wrapped her lips around his dick to catch every last drop of cum. The moment he exploded, groaning with pleasure and agony, I heard Luna let out a muffled giggle.

      Her mouth slid slowly off his hard shaft and I saw her gulp down Mike’s huge load of cum. She dabbed a few drops from her lips.

      “You’re good, Mike,” Luna purred.

      “You’re the sexiest man who’s ever come to the palace,” Lexa chimed in.

      “I can’t wait to do this every day with you!” Luna giggled.

      The two blondes reclined on the floor, one on either side of him, playing with his hair and tickling his bare chest.

      “I wouldn’t mind doing this every day,” Mike said, shaking his head in disbelief. “But…um…maybe next time there can be three of you?”

      His bold comment implied that two sexy women still weren’t enough for him. I thought he was pushing his luck and that one of the bimbos would have enough sense to slap him. Instead, they nodded eagerly.

      “Lina can join us,” Lexa giggled. “You’ll love her. She has such a nice ass…and she loves anal…”

      “Jesus,” Mike said, laughing. “I can’t wait!”

      I couldn’t stand to watch this any longer. I rushed away down the hallway, trying to find a way out of here. Turning a corner, I collided with a man.

      Still reeling from the collision, I was startled to see Darren glaring back at me.

      “Darren!” I gasped. “I’m — I’m so sorry!”

      “You left your room,” he said calmly. “I hope that Mike hasn’t left his…”

      I decided not to tell Darren that I’d seen everything and that I knew Mike was a lost cause now.

      “Darren, I need to ask you a question…”

      “Go on,” he replied wearily. He was sick of me. I had nothing to offer the mayor — I wasn’t submissive or hot or sex-obsessed. What would he want with a smart, strong woman like me?

      “Why do the women here look and act like bimbos?”

      I asked the question because…why not? I had nothing to lose. I doubted that I was going to get out of here alive.

      Darren stared me down. “Bimbo? That’s a word I’ve never heard before.”

      “You know what I mean! Big boobs. Giggly. Horny all the time.” I crossed my arms over my flat chest. “Why is everyone like that here?”

      He smiled slightly, then chuckled.

      “Because when we colonized this planet, we discovered that it was the perfect place to create a utopia for Earth men,” Darren said.

      “For Earth men? Huh?”

      “My ancestors are from planet Earth. They discovered that the environment here allowed women to develop into…pleasing specimens,” Darren chuckled. “And that is how our society functions. Men lead, women follow. There are no conflicts, no wars. How could anyone suffer or be sad when we have bountiful resources and ideal sex lives?”

      I didn’t know what he meant about the environment allowing women to develop into “specimens,” but I had another question to ask him first.

      “But it’s not fair! Women are meant to be so much more than just sex objects,” I protested. “How can you justify degrading half your population like this? That’s not a utopia! It’s…it’s hell!”

      Darren’s eyes widened. “You think far too much. That’s dangerous. Now tell me, Jan — ”

      “It’s Jen,” I corrected him. I was standing my ground. I couldn’t let this man win.

      “Tell me, Jen…don’t all of the women here seem so much happier than you are?” Darren asked, his voice icy.

      I was speechless. All I could think of were Luna and Lexa’s sexy smiles and vapid eyes as they diligently got themselves off on Mike’s eager mouth and his huge cock.

      Darren went on, “All of your silly, sad thoughts are making you stressed and anxious and angry. Your over-stimulated brain has kept you from accessing true pleasure. You’ve neglected your body, your beauty, your sexuality…” He sighed, looking me up and down. “Just imagine how much happier you would be if you were more feminine and less intellectual. You’d have men lining up to make love to you.”

      He gave me a wink and I wanted to punch him in the face.

      “There has to be at least one other normal woman here,” I argued. “And I’m going to go find her.”

      “Good luck,” Darren said. “Just remember — you’re not welcome back in my home. Ever.” He paused, licking his lips and laughing to himself. “Unless you’re willing to change…and I’m more than happy to tell you how to do that…”

      “No!” I cried. “You’ll never change me!”

      I spun around and ran as fast as I could, past the scantily-clad women lounging lazily in every room, past the silent male guards. No one even looked at me.

      I was determined to find a way to get back to Earth. There had to be someone out there who would help me.
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      I was so thirsty, I could barely think straight. After wandering around the city for hours, I was afraid I might die of dehydration. But I was too terrified to talk to anyone. I didn’t have any money (or whatever the currency was here). I was afraid that I would be viewed with suspicion or anger and sent back to Darren’s palace for punishment.

      No matter where I turned, I encountered dumb bimbos. They filled up the futuristic beauty parlors where they were having their hair dyed and getting mani-pedis. They peered into the windows of the shops that only sold clothes designed to attract and titillate men. They flirted with strangers in the street, occasionally kissing them and pawing at them.

      By the time I passed a couple fucking each other under a tree, I thought I must be hallucinating. How could a society this horny and over-sexed function? Then again, it seemed like the men managed to have a certain degree of self-control. Constantly surrounded by beautiful, lustful women, these guys viewed the presence of bimbos as normal. They were accustomed to having love-hungry women trailing behind them, cleaning up their messes and taking care of their every carnal need. I wasn’t sure exactly when this colony had been founded, but I could guess that enough time had passed so that no one even remembered what women were like before.

      Finally, out of sheer desperation, I dared to speak to a young women standing alone on the street. She had flowing auburn hair and the brightest green eyes I’d ever seen. She was pale and petite, wearing a floral sundress with a cutout window in the front to put her cleavage on display. (Compared to some others here, her outfit was actually conservative.)

      “Excuse me, I need water,” I managed to rasp out.

      “Water?” she said, giggling. “Haven’t you been to the fountain?”

      “The fountain? N-No…”

      She grabbed my hand. “Follow me! It’s the most delicious water you’ll ever taste!”

      As this ditzy redhead led me by the hand, I realized that instead of judging me, she was treating me with the utmost kindness. Women here had lost the ability to be jealous or petty or judgmental. It was actually kind of sweet, the way she skipped along while holding my hand.

      We reached a beautiful fountain with water spurting from silver pipes. Women were standing around, filling their cups with the water and guzzling it down. I noticed that there weren’t any men here.

      The redhead filled a metal cup and handed it to me. I gulped it down as fast as I could. “Wow,” I breathed. “That was the most delicious water I’ve ever tasted…”

      I hastily filled another cupful…and another. With each sip, I found myself gaining energy. I was drinking so fast,  water dripped down my chin, onto my chest.

      I glanced down and noticed that my entire body was trembling. I could feel a strange tingle run from my buzzing head down to my toes.

      “Um…where does this water come from?” I asked nervously.

      The redhead pressed a finger to her pink lips. “Hmm…I don’t know. I think it comes from the ground!”

      Just before I began to transform, I recalled what Darren had told me: “My ancestors are from planet Earth. They discovered that the environment here allowed women to develop into…pleasing specimens.”

      Could it be that this planet contained magical spring water that turned women into bimbos? I watched the voluptuous babes drinking their water and, soon after, noticed that their breasts and butts had grown slightly bigger after a few minutes.

      “Oh, my God,” I groaned. “Am I going to turn into one of them now?”

      I looked down and nearly screamed. My boobs were getting bigger. Under my loose white T-shirt, my breasts had begun to swell, filling up the space beneath the fabric. They got bigger and plumper with each moment that passed. Soon, my nipples were straining against the sheer white fabric.

      I stared at my huge knockers. They were at least DDs at this point.

      As my breasts continued to grow, I noticed I was getting taller. I ran my hands down to my waist and could feel that it was constricting, getting smaller and tighter. My fingertips slid over my butt, which was growing rounder, fuller, plumper.

      “This can’t be happening!” I cried. My voice sounded different, too — higher, more feminine. I let out a growl and it sounded more like an orgasmic moan.

      My dirty blonde hair blew into my face and as I pushed it out of my eyes, I realized that it was softer and longer now. It was also getting lighter — soon, it was practically platinum in color.

      A few women rushed over to me, clapping their hands together and squealing with delight.

      “You look so cute!” one cried.

      “You just need to find something cute to wear,” another said, laughing as she tugged at my white top.

      The shirt had fit me loosely before. Now, it was squeezed around my huge tits, rolling up to expose my midriff. I never could have imagined I would have a tummy so petite, so delicate, so…sexy.

      I shimmied out of my white pants so that I was wearing nothing but my panties. I glanced down and muttered, “I need to get my pussy waxed…” It was a thought that hadn’t crossed my mind since before I started training for space missions. I’d never really cared about getting beauty treatments before.

      “Let’s go to the spa!” the redhead cried excitedly.

      I giggled, clasping my hands together. “That sounds like so much fun!”

      What was I saying? Never in my life had I wanted to look sexy as badly as I did right now. And it wasn’t just because I wanted to get waxed. I was also fantasizing about squeezing my new curvaceous figure into something a little sexier. I wanted to paint my lips and my fingernails red. I wanted to get my hair styled. I wanted to throw these ugly sandals in the garbage and replace them with cute, chunky high heels.

      “Help make me hot!” I pleaded to no one in particular.

      “Oh, we’ll take care of you,” my new friend giggled. “Let’s go, ladies! We have some work to do!”

      We all walked back into town together, a gaggle of girls with a spring in our steps. It was almost like I had joined a sisterhood. Now that I had a body like theirs, I didn’t view these vixens as threats to my femininity or as pathetically passive sex objects. We were equals now.

      “So, I heard that a hot guy from Earth came and that he’s at the mayor’s palace,” a woman said to me in a conspiratorial tone. “Is it true?”

      Mike flashed in my mind — his sexy smile, his perfectly toned body, his enormous cock…

      “Oh, that’s Mike,” I giggled. “He’s so sexy…”

      “I would love to fuck a hot guy from Earth,” another bimbo said, fanning herself.

      I paused. “I’d love to fuck the mayor.”

      “Ooh, he’s cute, too!” a blonde sighed, clutching her hands to her chest.

      I was eager to shed my frumpy image and return to the palace so that I could flaunt my new body. I wanted to prove to Mike once and for all that I was sexy. But I also wanted to see the mayor again, so that I could thank him for helping to show me the way.

      He had been right about everything. Now that I wasn’t so worried about being taken seriously, I was already so much happier. There was no need to deprive myself of femininity for the sake of a dumb career. There was no need to analyze everything when I could be having fun and getting laid. I had an insanely sexy figure and a whole new outlook on life now.

      And, more than anything else, I desperately needed a man to fuck me…
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      I was allowed to enter the palace without a single question being asked. I wondered if they even recognized me.

      I highly doubted it.

      With my platinum hair and my plump lips and my ample bosom, I was just another anonymous love doll from Planet Bimbo. There was nothing about me that would remind anyone of the unremarkable female astronaut who had fled from Darren only hours ago.

      Eager to see the mayor, I informed one of his male guards that I had come to visit.

      “Please, tell Darren that Jen is here,” I said, flirtatiously dragging my long, fake fingernails along his shoulder and down his arm.

      He gulped nervously. How cute. “Yes, of course.”

      I waited patiently, adjusting my beaded gold dress. I hoped it was sexy enough to attract Darren’s attention. I thought it made me look luxurious.

      “Jen? Is that…is that you?”

      Darren approached me cautiously. It was as if he didn’t trust my transformation. And even though a tiny part of my old self remained (just enough to remember who I was before), I was eager to show him how much I’d changed.

      “I’m sorry I ran away,” I said softly. “You were right. I wasn’t happy. But now, look at me!”

      I giggled, twirling around to showcase my body.

      “You found the fountain, I suppose?” he asked with a grin.

      Licking my lips seductively, I gazed into his eyes. “Mm…yes, and it was delicious. And I’m so happy with my new look! What do you think…master?”

      That last word rolled off my tongue so easily. Standing in the presence of this strong, powerful man, I felt an overwhelming urge to submit to him. It was hard to believe that only a few hours ago, I had vowed to never let a man control me. Now, I was desperate for him to tell me exactly what to do to please him.

      “Take off your dress,” he said gruffly.

      I slowly removed my short dress, letting it glide down to my ankles. My smooth, tan body was unveiled for him.

      “You look just like Lexa and Luna,” he chuckled.

      “Do I?” I gasped. “Thank you so much, sir.”

      “But there’s something about you that’s even more…alluring,” Darren said, coming over to me. I shivered as he brushed his fingers through my silky hair. “Or maybe that’s just because I know what you looked like before. And how much you’ve changed and grown…”

      “Oh, Darren,” I breathed, biting my lower lip. “Would you please…fuck me already?”

      Within moments, his tongue was in my mouth and his hands were tangled in my platinum hair. I stifled a moan of pleasure as he pushed me down onto the floor.

      “I’m a very busy man, Jen…I don’t have time to make love to you the way I’d like to,” he muttered, his breath hot in my ear. “But I need to claim you — to be the first man to control your new body…”

      “I’m all yours,” I sighed, gliding my long tongue along his neck. “Do whatever you want to me, master.”

      He started to kiss me again when footsteps echoed down the long corridor.

      “Hey, Darren, I needed to ask you if…”

      It was Mike’s voice.

      I froze. Darren, however, merely rose from the floor and turned to face his guest of honor from planet Earth.

      “Can I help you?” he asked Mike, obviously irritated by the sudden interruption.

      “Sorry, I thought we could discuss…hey, wait. Jen, is that you?” Mike peered at me curiously.

      I slowly stood, my naked body trembling. The moment I saw Mike, I wished that I hadn’t stripped out of my clothes so quickly for Darren. Mike was still the one man I truly desired.

      “Yes. What do you think?” I giggled, again doing my little twirl to show off my front and back sides. “Do you like my new look, Mike?”

      “I…I do,” he said uncertainly, glancing nervously at Darren.

      “I was about to initiate her into her new role at the palace,” Darren said. “Perhaps we could both initiate her, Mike.”

      I stared at him blankly. “Does that mean I get to fuck both of you?”

      Mike started cracking up. “Holy shit! Jen, you’re…you’re a slut now, aren’t you?”

      “She is a slut,” Darren said, answering for me. “And you’re free to have her whenever you want.”

      Unable to control myself, I chimed in, “I want both of you to have me right now.”

      “Do you really mean that?” Mike asked uncertainly. He was having trouble separating the woman I used to be from the bimbo I’d become. “Because Jen, if you want, you can go back to Earth. You don’t have to live this way if you’re not into it…”

      “Aww, Mike, you’re so sweet,” I said, slowly approaching him. My golden heels clicked on the tiles. I traced my fingertip along his cheek and then pressed it against his lips. “But I don’t want to hear another word about Earth. I’m horny. Fuck me, please.”

      I kissed him, and although it took him a few moments to reciprocate, soon, we were sharing the type of passionate make-out session I’d fantasized about countless times. All I wanted to do was kiss this man.

      As Mike and I kissed tenderly, Darren approached me from behind. He pressed his erection against my backside as he kissed my neck.

      The two men began to undress as they caressed my nude body. I admired the way my own bronzed skin glowed under the soft lighting of the throne room. As Mike and Darren began to suck my breasts, I pressed them closer to my bosom. With Mike’s mouth on my right nipple and Darren’s on my left, I was experiencing a thrill of pleasure I’d never felt before. For the first time in my life, not one, but two hot guys were worshiping my perfect body.

      “Mm…that feels good…” I moaned, my sensitive nipples tingling from their suckling. “Can someone lick my pussy?”

      Darren answered the call. He dropped to his knees and pressed his hot tongue against my inner thigh. As Mike caressed and kissed my huge breasts, Darren began to swirl his tongue in tight circles over my smooth pink pussy.

      I moaned in agony and pleasure, slowly sinking to the floor. I lay on my back, my legs spread apart as Darren flicked his tongue rapidly over every inch of my pussy. Mike’s lips trailed up my chest and back to my mouth. He gave me a deep, suffocating kiss, plunging his tongue into my mouth. His lips broke away just long enough for him to say, “You filthy little slut!” before he dove back in. My heart beat in tandem with the rhythm of the two men’s agile tongues — one was swirling in my mouth, the other dancing across my throbbing clitoris.

      The sensation was too much for my new bimbo body to bear. I began to tremble and sweat, my heart pounding rapidly in my chest. I could feel that I was about to cum. With Mike’s tongue deep in my mouth, I clamped my thighs around Darren’s head to silently urge him to keep doing what he was doing.

      He didn’t disappoint. My pussy was pulsating with pleasure. Waves of ecstasy washed over me, and I stared into Mike’s eyes as Darren worked diligently to satisfy me. Moaning like a porn star, I let my entire body go limp. I was sweaty and exhausted.

      But the men weren’t done with me. They had given me what I wanted, and now it was their turn to use my body for their pleasure.
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      Next thing I knew, I was on all fours, the ultimate posture of submission. Darren stood in front of me, stroking his long, delectable dick and patting it lightly against my cheek.

      “Now, my dear, I don’t want you to suck. I want you to take it. Give in to my thrusts. Do you understand?”

      “Mm…of course I understand, master,” I purred, my tongue gliding over my upper lip. I couldn’t help but giggle.

      Mike ran his hands over my smooth buttocks as he knelt behind me. “Fuck, Jen…you have the most perfect ass I’ve ever seen…”

      I felt a swell of pride. Even though Lina was the blonde babe known for her big ass around these parts, Mike liked my bottom more than hers. I’d never felt so happy before.

      The tip of Mike’s cock pressed against my bare butt. Then I felt his hands grip my ass as he spread the cheeks apart.

      “And you have the prettiest pussy, too,” Mike muttered.

      “If you think she’s hot, then I have to introduce you to a few of my other friends,” Darren said with a wink. “The possibilities are limitless here, Mike.”

      And with those degrading words, Darren thrust his massive cock into my mouth. As he’d instructed, all I could do was open wide and take it. I tried not to gag as he pumped away inside me.

      Mike’s hard rod slid into my sopping wet pussy, causing tingles of pleasure to spread through my loins. I wanted to tell him how wonderful it was to feel him inside me, but the dick in my mouth made it impossible to speak. All I could do was moan, my voice muffled by Darren’s hard flesh, my body tingling with desire.

      I felt like a puddle of flesh on my hands and knees, my giant breasts quivering and jiggling as the two men took me from the front and back. Mike pulled my blonde hair sharply at the roots, and I pushed back into him, trying to communicate with my body since I couldn’t do it with my words.

      Darren’s rough fingers stroked my cheek as he gazed into my eyes. “I think you’ll be perfect for my harem,” he whispered. “No gag reflex. I’m impressed by your pretty little mouth, Jen…”

      As if in response to Darren’s words, Mike began to fuck me harder and faster. “My harem, too…I want to fuck you with the other blondes…”

      “I’m sure she’ll be happy to fuck both of us,” Darren grunted. “Isn’t that right, honey?”

      It was all I wanted: two men who would treat me like a sex toy and use me for their pleasure whenever they wanted to. While other bimbos in this strange city longed to be worthy of the affections of powerful men like the mayor, I had the privilege of joining his harem, as well as his special guest’s.

      I could barely breathe, Darren was fucking my mouth so deep and fast. At long last, he slid his cock out from between my lips and exploded on my face. I felt his cum splash over my lips and chin and watched as it dripped down my neck, droplets landing on my huge breasts.

      Only moments later, Mike pulled out of my pussy to cum all over my lower back and ass. I turned my head to watch the look on his face as he grunted and groaned, releasing a huge rope of cum that draped across my beautiful, smooth skin.

      “Fuck!” Mike breathed, taking a step back and letting out a shuddering sigh. “Your pussy is so…tight, Jen.”

      “And your cock is so big,” I purred. “Mike, I want you to know that…that I’ve been dreaming about fucking you for years.”

      A big smile filled his face and his eyes lit up. “Me, too.”

      His words made me grin. I never could have guessed that all that time we were alone in our space travels, I could have had him…if only I’d had the courage to make myself available to him.

      Darren was already half-dressed and back in business mode. “You can stay in the room with Lina and Lexa and Luna. They will help you with your wardrobe. And remember, my dear…” He put his hand under my chin, forcing me to gaze up at him from my pathetic position on my hands and knees. “You belong to me until three o’clock. After that, Mike is free to do what he wants with you.”

      Darren disappeared, and Mike helped me as I struggled to stand up. I realized that I was still wearing my beautiful new high heels.

      “Oh, Mike, thank you for showing me that true pleasure is possible,” I sighed, giving him another kiss.

      “You’re sure you don’t want to go back home?” he asked. After cumming all over me, he seemed to be having a moment of clarity. Without his cock inside me, he was able to think a little more clearly.

      “No. I want to stay here. Like this. With you.”

      I’d never felt so sure of anything in my life. I wasn’t going to worry my pretty little head about the future or the purpose of our mission here. I also wasn’t going to question my new role as a submissive palace pet for two sexy, dominant men. I was just another dumb blonde in Darren’s stable of beautiful bimbos.

      I couldn’t have been happier.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BIMBO SIMULATION

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          1 TRANSFORMING INTO TALLULAH

        

      

    

    
      “Gentlemen, I am thrilled to present the woman who is going to use artificial intelligence to transform the world as we know it. The woman who gives us a reason to keep going. The one…the only…”

      As the group of men in suits shuffled into the room and I heard my boss’s voice, I hurriedly sat up straight, yanking my frizzy hair into a ponytail, shoving my hamburger wrapper into a drawer and making sure I didn’t have any ketchup stains on my sweater. Daniel’s introduction made me tremble with anticipation. Was he talking about me, Tabitha Brickford?

      After all, I was the most talented and experienced developer at Lightning Bug AI. It was my innovative work that was turning our small startup into a buzz-worthy enterprise. Now, a bunch of dudes from a handful of huge corporations were here, eager to see if we were worth a hefty financial investment — or maybe they were even thinking about acquiring us.

      I flung off my glasses and blinked blindly at the men, waiting breathlessly for Daniel to utter my name.

      “The one…the only…Tallulah!”

      I was about to correct him (Daniel couldn’t get my name right half the time, so I was used to that), when I noticed that he was gesturing towards the screen mounted on the far wall. He pressed a button on his remote control and the hourglass silhouette of a woman appeared.

      Putting my glasses back on, I gasped sharply at the image on display. She was a cartoonish, insanely voluptuous babe in a string bikini, hands on her hips, chest thrust out. The men in suits grinned and leered at the screen, one of them daring to wolf whistle at the image of the fictional hottie who had just been revealed to the group.

      “Tallulah is the embodiment of what we believe in at Lightning Bug AI. She’s sleek. Sexy. Innovative. Yeah, yeah, I know what you’re thinking! But trust me, fellows — she’s not just a pretty face.”

      I resisted the urge to interrupt Daniel. I had never seen this absurd avatar, so I knew that it didn’t represent our startup. For the last six months, I had been working hard to incorporate our proprietary large language model into projects that were intended to solve problems: facilitate the distribution of goods and services to remote rural areas and war-torn countries; provide virtual medical care to people in need; the list went on and on.

      Daniel continued, slicking back his dark hair and chuckling, “I’ve had my top performers working on Tallulah for the past several weeks. She is the future of AI. She is the direction we are aiming to take our business this year, and she is going to transform sex as we know it! She may just be a simulation to us, but to our millions of future customers, she’s the ideal woman.”

      My jaw dropped in shock and confusion. The group of men clapped, grinning smugly. As if in response, Tallulah bounced up and down, her silky straight brown hair moving along with her. Her round breasts spilled out of her pink polka-dot bikini, her tight abs and toned thighs gleaming. She had sparkling blue eyes and full, glossy lips and perfectly white teeth.

      Suddenly, I realized what Daniel was talking about. A few weeks ago, he had moved his three favorite developers — the “bros” of the team — to a top secret, urgent project. I should have known that they were up to no good. This Tallulah character had nothing to do with our company, and she was extremely offensive to women. (A group of potential female investors wouldn’t have reacted this enthusiastically to the image of a busty brunette bimbo in a bikini.)

      “Tallulah has access to our proprietary LLM, and she has no limits. She’s willing to engage in any naughty fantasy that a man — or woman — could desire. Her physical form is completely customizable, too…in case you prefer blondes. Or in case her tits aren’t big enough for you guys.” Daniel winked, eliciting a few chuckles from the group. “And believe me, plenty of folks are willing to pay top dollar to interact with chatbots that don’t even have a tenth of her abilities. With a couple million dollars in additional funding, we could put those other startups out of business. How does that sound?”

      I couldn’t help myself. I had to say something. “Daniel, that bimbo doesn’t represent this company!” I cried out, my voice trembling.

      Every head in the room turned towards my corner desk. The men, who had been so thrilled by the sight of a sexist caricature of an empty-eyed bikini babe, didn’t look so excited to see me, Tabitha. After all, I was just a mousy brunette — flat-chested and awkward and totally un-sexy…why would they want to look at the nerdy programmer who had just dared to kill their buzz?

      “Tabitha!” Daniel hissed. “Isn’t it your lunch break? What are you doing here?”

      “I normally work through lunch,” I retorted. “Daniel, you and I both know that Lightning Bug isn’t about sex. It’s about…it’s about using AI to save the world! To feed the hungry, to help the sick.”

      Daniel laughed scornfully. “Oh, sweetie,” he said condescendingly. “I think you missed the memo. We’re shifting gears. We can be so much more profitable and innovative if we focus on sex! Sex sells. Tallulah sells. I mean…I’d fuck her!”

      He glanced at his pliant male audience and they burst out laughing. My face turned bright red. I scrambled to grab my laptop and stuff it into my backpack. Daniel asked the men to hold on a minute and he rushed over to my desk, trying to save face.

      “Aw, Tabitha…don’t be mad,” Daniel said in a low voice. He was putting on that voice he used when he was trying to console his angry girlfriend on the phone — I had heard him talk like that countless times before. But what he said next was utterly shocking to me: “I know you’re jealous of women who look like Tallulah, and I’m sure she seems like a threat. But don’t worry, honey — you still have a job here!”

      That settled it. There was no way I could ever forgive this dude.

      “Today is going to be my last day,” I replied curtly.

      “We’ll talk about this later. Please reconsider,” Daniel pleaded. He gave me one last scornful glare and hurried back over to the men, ushering them out of the room.

      What sickened me the most was knowing that Daniel desperately needed me. I was the top performer here, but because I was a woman, he hadn’t invited me to help shape the company’s new direction.

      I mulled over the possibilities. I could ask for double my salary, or try to extort him for some more stock or bonuses. Or I could simply leave — but not before sabotaging my boss’s new, sexist business direction.

      Marching out of the room, I took one last look at Tallulah’s lithe, tan body on the screen. She was pursing her pink lips and squinting her eyes as she ran her fingertips over her otherworldly curves. Her hands ran down over her breasts, nearly grazing her nipples, and then down over her hips, and she let out a coo of excitement as if to say, “You can imagine you’re touching me, too!”

      I went into the small office where Daniel’s favorite tech bros had been toiling for countless hours to bring Tallulah to life. They were all taking their lunch break, too. I was pleased to see that one of the guys had been dumb enough to leave his laptop open.

      I searched his files, quickly uncovering a batch that seemed to be directly related to Tallulah. I tried to delete them, but only got an error message. I went to the source code and tried to delete it, but my changes wouldn’t save. I noticed the laptop battery was almost dead, so I decided to plug it into a wall outlet. My coworker’s frayed laptop cord let out a shower of sparks as soon as I connected it.

      Undeterred, I returned to the computer, quickly typing in a new line of code. My fingers were flying so rapidly, I barely knew what I was writing. And then I hit enter.

      A zap of electricity surged through my body as all the ceiling lights in the office flickered. I cried out, leaping backwards from the computer. Whatever I had typed had just caused a power surge.

      “Shit!” I gasped, closing the laptop as fast as I could and running out of the office. My entire body was tingling as I stumbled down the hall. I was panting and out of breath as I arrived at my desk.

      That was when I looked up at the screen where Tallulah’s animated, hyperrealistic body had been so boldly displayed. It was blank again.

      I sat down at my desk, my hands shaking, as I continued retrieving my belongings from the drawers. “I’m quitting. I’m quitting,” I muttered to myself. But the longer I sat there, the less I remembered why I was quitting. I liked my job, didn’t I? I had a nice (and kind of cute) boss, I made good money, I could wear whatever I wanted.

      Wait…what did I do for work?

      I bit my lip, noticing that my glasses were smeared. As I removed them, I suddenly realized that I had 20/20 vision. Why was I wearing glasses? I could have sworn I was near-sighted…

      “Daniel?” I called out, my voice emerging as a frail croak. Then, I said his name again: “Daniel?” This time, my voice sounded subtly different. It was a little higher-pitched, a little softer and more feminine. I touched my face, noticing just how sweaty the palms of my hand were. In reaction, all I could do was let out a giggle. It was a sweet, ditzy laugh that didn’t sound anything like me.

      “What the?…” I breathed, leaning back in my chair. My heart was pounding rapidly in my chest. My mind flashed back to the events of the last fifteen minutes or so. I remembered my boss, and the men in the office, but I couldn’t recall why I was so mad at all of them. I wished I had behaved a little differently in their presence. I should have giggled and batted my eyes at them, letting them know that a female was in the office and making it clear that I wanted to be flirted with.

      I looked down at my clothes, horrified. I’d never cared much about my appearance before, but suddenly, the thought of all those hot guys seeing me in this ugly sweater and slacks was making me queasy. I wished I was wearing something cute, like a halter top and a miniskirt and some cute wedge heels…

      Tearing off my sweater to reveal the white tank top I was wearing underneath, I began to breathe heavily. With each breath, my chest seemed to swell slightly. Could it be? Were my nonexistent breasts…developing? For the first time in my life, I was starting to fill out my stretchy bra. I gasped as my curves continued to expand, slowly but surely filling out the tank top, until they were full and round and perky.

      The seams of my flimsy bra began to pop, and I knew the garment wouldn’t last long under the relentless pressure of my swelling breasts.

      I noticed long wisps of dark hair falling over my bare shoulders. My frizzy, mousy hair was now sleek and smooth and long. And my skin was positively glowing — no longer was I the pale girl who spent her days toiling at a computer under fluorescent lights. My exposed arms looked…sun-kissed.

      How could I be transforming into a different person? None of this made sense. I stumbled down the hall towards the bathroom, noticing that the way I walked was different, too. I was definitely taller now. And my curvy hips swayed from left to right. Glancing down, I saw my baggy pants were now tight and form-fitting, especially on my rear. I had developed a perfect hourglass figure.

      By the time I made it to the bathroom, my breasts had ballooned to even more absurd proportions and my bra had snapped in half. I fished out the bra from under my tank top and stared at my new reflection in the mirror, shocked by the image before me.

      Who was this brunette goddess with full lips and perfect cheekbones, with huge, perky breasts and pert nipples straining to poke through my white top? How had I developed these voluptuous, womanly curves so rapidly? And why wasn’t I afraid?

      A small part of my mind was anxiously lingering on the strange reality of my situation. But oddly enough, I felt truly happy to see that I wasn’t geeky Tabitha anymore.

      “I’m…I’m Tallulah,” I breathed, recognizing this beautiful face and body from the screen on the wall. Somehow, I had accidentally merged myself with the bimbo avatar designed by my colleagues. I was part of the simulation now. My body was a host for the naughty fantasy that my boss planned to market and sell to the horny men of the world…

      That was when my mind went back to Daniel. I couldn’t stand the thought of my boss being mad at me. Not one bit.

      I pouted at my reflection, wishing I had more makeup to put on my pretty face (even though my lashes were naturally dark and long, my cheeks were rosy, and my lips were full and shiny). Even worse, I was wearing Tabitha’s awful clothes — ew!

      But in spite of this, I decided that now was the perfect time to talk to my boss. I had to apologize to him for my rude behavior earlier. And maybe I could figure out some way to make it up to him. I had no desire to impress him with my coding abilities. Instead, I wanted to find another way to please him. Certainly I could figure out a way to do that with my new lips, or my perfect breasts…or maybe even my tight pussy, which was starting to tingle uncontrollably at the thought of winning Daniel over.

      I did a twirl, admiring my curvaceous reflection, and giggled again. “Tallulah, you look amazing,” I said, blowing myself a kiss and bouncing my chest up and down, fascinated by the movements of my perky curves.

      I was eager to find my sexy boss and show him that I wasn’t mad at him anymore…
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      I approached Daniel’s office and knocked on the door.

      “Who is it?” he called out gruffly.

      I hesitated, nearly calling myself “Tallulah.” What’s my real name again?

      “Um…it’s me, your favorite developer,” I giggled when I couldn’t come up with the right name.

      “Seriously? I thought you just quit,” Daniel groaned. “Come in, Tabitha.”

      As I slowly opened the door and entered, I saw that my boss was staring out the window. He didn’t look happy.

      “Everyone left, but tomorrow they’re going to back for one last presentation. I don’t think you understand how much pressure I’m under right now, Tabitha,” he sighed. “I’m thinking about the future of the company and the shareholders, and I apologize if we’re not going in the direction that I previously promised. But like I said, sex sells, and if you’re willing to stick around a little longer, I promise I’ll make it worth your — ”

      That was when he caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror on the wall. He whipped his head around to get a good look at me.

      “What the hell? You’re not Tabitha!” he exclaimed, jumping up from his desk and stumbling backwards, as if he’d just seen a ghost. “What is this, some kind of joke?”

      “Well…I was Tabitha,” I said, perching myself on the edge of the desk. “I don’t really understand what happened, Daniel, but somehow I merged myself with the AI babe you guys created. I’m Tallulah now.”

      Daniel looked me up and down, his gaze lingering on my chest. My breasts were straining tightly against my tank top, my perky nipples threatening to puncture the fabric.

      “You’re right. You do look like Tallulah,” he groaned, pleased at the realization. “Fuck. I don’t know what to think.” He scratched his head. “Wait — my girlfriend didn’t put you up to this, did she? She’s been accusing me of cheating and…and…I know how you women are…”

      I reached out, pressing a finger to his lips. “Shh. Relax. I would never do a thing like that to my favorite boss. I’m here because I care about this company, and I want to be here. I want to stay here with you forever, Daniel, because I like you so much.”

      My boss had never looked at me so lecherously before. It was thrilling to get this kind of reaction from him. Tallulah really was the embodiment of every horny man’s fantasy — seductive, ultra-feminine, and perfectly agreeable.

      “Can I…can I touch you? I want to make sure this is real and that I’m not hallucinating,” he said softly.

      “Sure. Go ahead.”

      Instinctively, I puffed my chest out, assuming that he wanted to squeeze my enormous boobs. Instead, his fingertips lightly grazed my bare arm. Goosebumps appeared on my smooth, doll-like skin, and his touch sent a jolt of excitement through me.

      “You feel pretty real to me,” he murmured. But he still wasn’t convinced. “Are you sure I don’t need to call my attorney — in case you try to sue me later for sexual harassment?”

      I smiled sweetly. “Daniel, I told you — I want to be with you. I’m sorry for the way I acted before…for not wearing makeup or looking cute. I’m sorry for annoying you today, and for threatening to quit. All I want is for you to tell me that you think I’m hot, and that you would love to have your way with me…”

      He looked down at the floor shyly. I had never seen my cocky, arrogant boss acting this timid. I realized that, with a face and body like this, I was way out of his league.

      “I need you to tell me you like me, so I know what to do next,” I breathed. I craved instructions and guidance. I was the perfect little AI companion now — willing to do anything, once my brazen sexuality was unlocked and unleashed by a horny male.

      Daniel looked at me, stifling a laugh. “Yes, I think you’re hot, Tallulah. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. And yes, I would love to f-fuck you.” The way he awkwardly stammered those last words made my heart melt. I could fall in love with this man...if he fucked me the way I wanted him to, of course.

      “I need you to take the lead,” I said firmly, placing my hands on his shoulders. “I need you to show me how much you need me, handsome. It’s the only way I’m programmed to respond — through your instructions.”

      My strange, almost mechanical words reflected some line of code hidden deep in the recesses of my mind. I was an AI-human hybrid, and in spite of his arousal, Daniel found me fascinating.

      “Instructions, huh?” he chuckled, wrapping his arms around me and pulling me closer. “Can’t I just…show you?”

      I nodded weakly. My legs were trembling as his firm touch and the sensation of his breath hitting my face made me even more excited.

      “Please. Show me,” I whispered softly.

      He grabbed me by the waist and pulled me tight against his body. Next thing I knew, my boss’s lips were pressed against mine and he was jamming his tongue into my mouth. My lips parted, yielding instinctively, eager to let him in deeper. My tongue swirled rapidly against his. I hadn’t kissed a guy in over a year, but thanks to Tallulah’s detailed programming and access to all the naughty content on the Internet, I knew exactly what to do.

      As Daniel kissed me deeply and intensely, he ran his fingers through my long, silky hair, then down my back. He gripped my ass in his hands, feeling me up through my pants. Then, his hands wandered up my sides and reached my chest. He gripped my huge breasts, letting out a groan as I playfully bit his lower lip.

      He broke away from the kiss and murmured, “What other tricks do you have up your sleeve, baby?”

      “I can strip for you,” I said without hesitation. “Sit down, sexy.”

      He somewhat reluctantly collapsed onto his desk chair, undoing his belt and unbuttoning his shirt as he gazed up at me. I flicked my hair back and began to sway seductively, hypnotically, drawing his attention to my intense, sparkling eyes as I peeled off my pants and let them fall to my ankles.

      Then, I shimmied out of my tank top, letting my huge, jiggling breasts burst out. They were too perfect to be real — too perky, too round, too symmetrical. The old Tabitha would have called them “porn boobs,” but in this case, there were no implants creating the illusion. Thanks to AI, the springy, bouncy, smooth flesh of an AI avatar had been brought to life.

      “Holy fuck,” Daniel breathed, his eyes following the seductive bounce of my breasts. I ran my hands over my chest, flicking my nipples and cupping my huge tits in my hands. I had never desired big breasts, but now that I had them, I couldn’t stop myself from playing with them — especially seeing the power that I had over Daniel with this huge rack.

      Then, eager to keep this game going, I turned around, bending over as I slid my panties off. I heard my horny boss let out another desperate groan as my perfect ass came into view. I had the ultimate bubble butt, its massive size emphasized even more by my tight, tiny waistline.

      I could hear Daniel’s heavy breathing behind me, the sound of his trembling fingers frantically removing his clothes. Emboldened by his excitement, I bent my knees slightly and began twerking. The raunchy dance style came to me instinctively, even though I had never danced like that in my life. I turned my head slightly so I could watch the way Daniel was gazing at the rhythmic, hypnotic movements of my huge butt.

      “Jesus,” he sighed. “Come here…I need to touch you…”

      I wanted to tease him more, but I relented. I slowly backed myself into him and cooed softly he ran his hands over the ample curves of my backside, kneading the flesh of my buttocks between his fingers. His touch made me vibrate with anticipation. I still couldn’t believe how sensitive my new body was, and how aroused I felt by my boss. Streaks of wetness were dripping down my thighs, something that had never happened to me before. I had never been so turned on by a man.

      As I bent forward, Daniel’s hands spread my cheeks apart to reveal my smooth, pink pussy. His fingers slipped easily into my wet hole, and he pulled them out, slowly spreading the wetness over the length of my pussy. He massaged my juices into the soft folds of flesh, his touch a mixture of roughness and tenderness. Then he slid over to my sensitive love button. I twitched and moaned as my boss jiggled my aching clitoris back and forth.

      “Ohhh!” I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut and shifting myself backwards, desperate for even more of his touch. His fingertips on my clit were almost too much to bear.

      “That’s my girl,” he whispered, his other hand gliding smoothly over my waist and stomach before moving back up to my jiggling breast. His hot hand pressed against my hard nipple and he began to tweak it gently, all the while playing with my clit. “Damn, you are soaking wet, baby…do you like it? What do you want me to do now?”

      “You turn me on so much,” I gasped, my voice shaking. It was a relief for him to give me a command, so I could finally beg him for the sex I craved. “I want you inside me. I want you inside me now.”

      “You need me to fuck you, Tallulah?” he groaned, letting go of my breast so that he could slap my ass. “Have you been a naughty girl today?”

      “N-No,” I stammered. I was confused — what did he mean by naughty? I was his good girl, his favorite programmer…

      His hand slid slowly up my back, making me shiver. Then he pulled my hair sharply. I let out a shocked moan. His lips pressed against my ear and he whispered in a menacing, breathy voice, “You said you were going to quit, right in front of the potential investors. Then — and this is just a guess — you tried to destroy my entire project. I saw the lights flicker and I knew you were fucking around behind my back. Looks like you got what you deserve, you dirty, slutty, ditzy little thing…”

      For some reason, his sudden shift in tone — from helpless and horny to cold, calculating boss — really turned me on. My pussy was dripping. His words had activated the internal responses of both of the women inhabiting my body: the sultry, simulated brunette willing to please any man who gave her a single command, and the shy, nerdy programmer who never could have imagined that her chauvinistic boss would be giving her such an erotic punishment.

      He was reminding me that I was no longer the smart, “untouchable” woman who had never card about her appearance or how men perceived her. I had accidentally turned myself into a dumbed-down, sexed-up male fantasy. After this encounter, Daniel would never take me seriously again. None of the men here would ever think of me the same way again.

      Daniel put his hands on my hips and slowly turned me around to face him. I saw that his underwear was around his ankles and his hard, thick cock was aimed towards me. With one hand, Daniel placed his hand on top of my head and lowered me down to my knees. I opened my mouth and moved towards his erect member.

      “Let’s see how deep you can go,” he whispered.

      He watched as his long dick disappeared between my juicy lips, inch by inch. I moved my head forward slowly, taking all of him in. My throat didn’t resist. Soon, his entire cock was inside me. My eyes widened and I looked up at him, waiting for a queue to continue.

      “Suck,” he instructed in a cold voice.

      I slid my mouth back, gliding off his cock, then filled my mouth again. My slow, rhythmic movements began to get faster. Soon, my hot tongue was swirling back and forth along his member as I filled myself up with his girth. I moved faster and faster, and his hips began rocking, his hand tangled in my hair, urging me to go even deeper.

      Then, grasping my hair, he pushed me off of him.

      “That’s my good girl,” he whispered, guiding me up off the floor.

      My mouth hung open, still hungry for his cock. My sparkling eyes were dulled by a glazed, horny look. I was completely helpless.

      He stood up from his chair, panting heavily. “Now bend over for me again, sweetie…”

      I bent forward, thrusting my ass out, and let my boss grab my waist and pull me back towards him. The hardness of his cock made contact with my soft, wet entrance. He roughly pushed himself inside me and I immediately let out a shuddering moan.

      His dick slid deep into my tight hole, and once I was filled up, I felt…complete. As if I’d been waiting my whole life for this perfectly delicious moment...

      Daniel bucked his hips, slamming his cock into my pussy again and again. Each thrust brought me immense pleasure. Beads of sweat glistened between my massive breasts, which jiggled uncontrollably as my boss fucked me from behind.

      “You whore,” he groaned.

      I let out a whimper in response. I was hanging on by a thread…a few more thrusts and I was about to explode with pleasure.

      I closed my eyes and let the sensations of the moment overtake me. Daniel’s huge cock inside me, his fingers digging into my taut flesh, his breath hot against my ear, the scent of his cologne and sweat permeating the air around me. It was all so intoxicating. So exciting. So…so…

      I tilted my head back, my lips parting to let out a cry of ecstasy. My boss began to fuck me even harder. I could feel my slick pussy twitching and dripping, soaking him with my climax as he slipped in and out of my tight, wet hole again and again.

      Daniel’s hands moved up to grip my breasts, squeezing and kneading the huge mountains of flesh as he pounded my pussy relentlessly. His lips were pressed against my neck as he muttered, “I’m about to cum, baby…I’m going to finish all over you…”

      With those words, he pulled out and I heard a deep, trembling groan escape his lips. Drops of wetness sprayed across my bare ass, my lower back, my thighs. My boss had just marked his territory, claiming me as his perfect little AI bimbo.

      “Oh, my God,” he muttered, landing in his chair again.

      I stared at him, panting, before climbing onto his lap. He pulled me into a tight, hot embrace, our naked, sweaty bodies mashed together.

      Daniel buried his face between my breasts, kissing them reverently. “No more morning meetings. This is how I intend to start my day, every day.”

      “Deal!” I said, running my fingers through his hair.

      His phone buzzed on the desk. Daniel sighed, pulling away from me to pick it up. He shook his head as he stared at the message on the screen.

      “Shit. The potential investors who were here today are coming back tomorrow. We have one last chance to impress them…and I don’t know if a cartoon babe is going to be enough.”

      “I can help,” I said brightly. “I can cook them all a delicious lunch and get some cupcakes from the bakery and…”

      “No need to do all that,” Daniel said, looking me up and down. His eyes twinkled. “I have a better idea.”

      “Tell me,” I murmured, longing to be guided and instructed. He was my boss, after all.

      “You can show them what to expect when our proprietary AI merges with a real human body. How does that sound?”

      I pursed my lips. “Mm…explain a little more for me, please…”

      “I want all the men to meet Tallulah in real life — and to experience the erotic potential of AI. How does that sound, honey?”

      Suddenly, it clicked. “That sounds perfect. I’ll take care of all the guys!” I giggled.

      Those serious men in suits were about to find out what happened when a real woman merged with a submissive, ditzy, sexy AI avatar. I was programmed to please, and tomorrow’s meeting with the investors was the perfect opportunity to find out how much my new body could handle…
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      I waited anxiously outside the conference room, glancing at my manicured nails and tapping my stiletto heel on the hallway floor. In my little black dress, my hair styled in bouncy waves and my makeup done perfectly, I looked more beautiful than ever before. As the stylistics were curling my hair and painting my lips at the salon, they couldn’t stop telling me how gorgeous I was. One of the girls had asked me if I was going on a day date with some rich guy — I simply said, “Something like that…”

      I heard Daniel’s booming voice: “I want to reiterate that our AI technology is revolutionary — I can guarantee that no one else is doing what we’re doing right now in the artificial intelligence space.”

      Pressing my ear to the door, I strained to hear what was being said. I was eager to make my grand entrance, and I hoped I would be able to do it soon. The thought of all those hot guys in the conference room made my toes curl with anticipation. I licked my lips, fantasizing about the way they would ogle me. Adjusting my cleavage in this low-cut dress, I made sure that my massive breasts were on full display.

      “I have my doubts,” someone said. I heard a few murmurs of agreement. “So what if you can create an advanced chatbot focused on dirty talk? It’s been done before. I certainly wouldn’t call that a billion dollar idea.”

      “Gentlemen,” Daniel sighed, exasperated, “you have to understand, it’s not just about creating a chatbot and an avatar. What we have is a cutting-edge technology that can merge our AI database with a real live woman. Remember Tallulah?”

      “Yeah. The cartoon babe. Tits on a stick,” one man chuckled.

      Daniel clapped his hands together. “Good. You remember her! Well, I want you to meet Tallulah for a second time. Only now, our beautiful brunette creation is a little more…real.”

      He opened the door and ushered me in. The touch of his hand on my exposed lower back made me shiver slightly. Towering over him in my heels, I made my way into the conference room, tossing my hair back over my shoulders and smiling sweetly at the investors.

      “Meet Tallulah! Every man’s fantasy, come to life.”

      The men stared at me blankly. Sure, they were looking at my sexy body, but they weren’t giving the reaction that I — or Daniel — had hoped for.

      One man squinted and said, “So you hired a model or something?”

      “No, no,” Daniel said. I could see him getting nervous. “This is the developer who rudely interrupted our meeting yesterday. Remember her? The plain chick with the glasses?”

      Naturally, they didn’t remember what I’d looked like before I had sex appeal. The group of men shook their heads blankly.

      “That was Tabitha. Basically, what we’ve done is merge Tabitha with AI Tallulah. The end result? The hottest — and sluttiest — woman on the planet.”

      The investors looked skeptical. “How can you prove she’s an AI bot?”

      Daniel adjusted the collar of his shirt. He was starting to turn red. “Well, I guess…um…she must have some specialized knowledge…”

      I blinked at him, smiling angelically. Deep inside, I had access to all of the information on the Internet — but I couldn’t access it without being given a specific command.

      One of the men leaped to his feet and rushed over to the whiteboard on the far wall. He began to scribble a complex mathematical equation. Then he handed me the marker. “Solve it, baby,” he said, laughing scornfully. “And no cheating. I don’t want to see you take out your phone.”

      I stood there, biting my lip as I mulled over the equation. I wasn’t offended by the fact that because of my sexy appearance, the guy assumed I wouldn’t be able to figure it out. Then I swiftly began to solve the equation, filling the whiteboard with my calculations and finally reaching the correct solution.

      “I did it!” I squealed, bouncing up and down excitedly.

      The men shot off a few more impossibly difficult trivia questions and I solved them immediately. They were shocked and amazed. Daniel wasn’t scamming them. I was, in fact, half-woman and half-bot.

      “Now that she’s impressed you with her brains, I’d like to direct your attention to her body,” Daniel said. “Tallulah, get up on the table and dance for them.”

      “Yes, boss!”

      With Daniel’s help, I climbed onto the conference table and began to dance slowly and seductively. I made sure to make eye contact with each of the eight men at the table as I carefully zipped my dress and let it slide down over my voluptuous form.

      As I revealed my lacy black bra and matching thong, I caught the attention of the young blonde guy at the head of the table. He was gazing at me intensely, his eyes filled with curiosity and lust. I dropped down to my hands and knees, crawling along the table as I made my way towards him. I whipped my hair in circles just like a stripper, thrusting my ass out so that every guy at the table could get a good view of my slinking, sexy body.

      When I reached my target, I deftly unhooked my bra. Then I repositioned myself so that I was sitting with my legs straddling his body, my huge, bare breasts mere inches from his face.

      The poor guy was blushing and shaking. He looked over at Daniel for help.

      “This is a confidential meeting,” Daniel said. “And there are no cameras in here. Feel free to do whatever comes naturally...”

      The young man gulped nervously. Then, as I inched closer to him, he gave in to his steadily building lust. He grabbed my breasts and began to suck on them. The sensation of his mouth on my bare nipples made my pussy twitch with excitement. I began to grind my breasts against his face, savoring the sensation of his teeth and lips and tongue against my perfect pink nipples.

      Lifting my head up and tilting it backwards, I let out a deep, sexy moan. The man hoisted my heavy breasts in his hands and muttered into my cleavage, “What a dirty whore you are, Tallulah…”

      “She doesn’t have any moral limits, and she has no qualms about being shared by multiple men at once,” Daniel added. “Keep that in mind.”

      Another man stood up, walking over to me while the first guy was still sucking on my breasts. He grabbed my face in his hands and leaned in close, plunging his tongue into my mouth. It was a deep, aggressive kiss, and I moaned against his lips as he dominated me with his nimble tongue. Then I felt the hands of a third man reaching over and tugging at my thong, running his cool, firm hands up and down my hips and my buttocks.

      He was pulling down my panties, and I lifted myself up off the table so that he could slide the little lace thong down my long, tan legs. Someone else was taking off my high heels. I was completely naked, bare and exposed on the conference table. These men, who hadn’t even remembered what I looked like yesterday as a nerdy, frizzy-haired, flat-chested programmer, suddenly couldn’t get enough of my perfect body. I felt validated and thoroughly aroused by the attention they were giving me.

      Someone — a fourth man, I assumed — was guiding me down onto the conference table so that I was lying on my back. A hot tongue slipped into my mouth. I closed my eyes, enjoying the kiss. Meanwhile, I heard the sound of a zipper and a grunt as a man positioned himself close to the table to my right. A hard cock began to rub against my bare breast. Then, on my left, I heard another guy unzip his pants and soon felt his probing erection pressed against my other breast.

      Meanwhile, another man was bending my legs and hoisting them up over his shoulders as he slid onto the table, climbing between my legs. I felt his hot breath against my smooth pussy and then a rough, nimble tongue flicking across my flesh. I strained towards the mouth that was giving me so much pleasure, and the tongue began swirling in wet circles over every inch of my flesh. The intense stimulation of being kissed, fondled, and licked at the same time was more extreme than I ever could have imagined.

      My heart began to beat faster. The man who was kissing me stopped and I moaned loudly, uncontrollably, as I saw four men rubbing their erections against my enormous breasts and another man eating my pussy. I began to buck wildly against the mouth that was stimulating my most private area. In a matter of moments, I was tipping over the edge of ecstasy. I whimpered and trembled, reaching out and grasping the body of the man who was closest to me. He clapped his hand over my mouth, muffling my screams of pleasure.

      They lifted me up and turned my body over so that I was on my hands and knees on the conference table. By this point, I saw that all eight men were naked from the waist down. Daniel stood quietly in the background, his hand down his pants, a look of pure enjoyment on his handsome face.

      “We’ll take turns,” one of the guys said to the group. “One in her mouth and one in her pussy.”

      Without hesitation, a man grabbed my waist and plunged his rock hard shaft deep inside my wet hole. Another man filled my mouth with his enormous cock. I let their deep thrusts rock my body to and fro, trying to stay stable on the table. I was being filled at both ends, something I never could have imagined. I had to admit, it was the most satisfying experience of my life so far.

      The two men didn’t last long inside me. The cock stuffing my mouth began to convulse, and then he exploded between my lips, pulling out fast enough so that the cum dripped down my chin. The man thrusting into me from behind finished soon afterwards, filling my pussy with a huge load of his seed.

      In a matter of moment, another pair of men were penetrating me. The cock in my mouth wasn’t quite as thick, but the man was more aggressive as he fucked my face. He seemed to want to punish me, going as fast as he could. My eyes watered and my lips cracked as I tried to keep my mouth open as wide as I could, but still, I was extremely turned on by what was happening. A pair of huge hands grabbed my waist and another cock slid into me from behind, also moving mercilessly fast. In a couple of minutes, they were both done, exploding inside of me. I gulped down the load of cum in my mouth and felt myself dripping from behind.

      The fifth and sixth men decided to use a different approach. They were both more tender, taking their time. The man behind me fucked my pussy with slow, deliberate strokes, whispering words like, “You like that, baby?” as he massaged my lower back. The guy who put his cock in my mouth let me take the lead. I sucked his dick slowly, almost romantically, and we gazed into each other’s eyes the whole time. The man in my pussy finished first; then, the dick in my mouth began to ooze with satisfaction.

      There were two more men left. One of them insisted on rolling my body over so I was on my back and fucking my tits. He straddled my body, thrusting his cock between my breasts as hard and fast as he could. I watched as beads of white cum landed on my upper chest, and stared up at the man who was smiling down at my huge chest, satisfied with his work.

      The last guy decided to take his time and enjoy the experience. He got on top of me and pinned me against the table, kissing my neck and truly making love to me. Some of these man fantasized about rough, quick porno sex with a big-tilted slut; some of them preferred a more romantic, intimate experience with their living blowup doll.

      Like all the others, the last man didn’t take long to cum. Once he’d filled my aching pussy with his seed, he pulled out of me, climbing off my body and leaving me lying there, a sweaty, cum-soaked mess.

      As the men put their clothes back on, Daniel grinned. I wondered if he, too, had gotten himself off while watching all these strange guys have their way with me. However, now he was completely dressed and back in business mode. “So, what do you think? Impressive, huh?”

      “She has zero inhibitions…I can’t believe it.”

      “I’ve never felt a pussy that tight before.”

      “Perfect tits. Perfect everything.”

      “Good. Good,” Daniel said, nodding and smiling. “Anyone interested in proceeding, come with me to my office so we can talk numbers and start the paperwork.”

      My boss barely glanced at me as he led the men in suits out of the room. I lay there, exhausted from the intense encounter. But I didn’t feel used or dirty. In fact, I felt revitalized. Something about having so much contact with so many hot men was making me realize just how much fun I’d been missing back when I was boring old Tabitha. As Tallulah, I could enjoy the company of countless men without any worries or shame.

      Putting on my dress and my high heels, I knew I needed to get home and shower. But I would wait patiently until Daniel had persuaded the investors to give him millions (so he could make countless sexy AI women just like me), because I was desperate to spend time alone with him. I craved his touch more than any other man’s.

      In a way, Daniel was my creator. If it wasn’t for him, I never would have morphed into such a sexy, horny bimbo. I couldn’t wait to show him my appreciation for freeing me from a dull life as a sexless nerd.

      Checking out my reflection and wiping some of the cum from my cleavage, I giggled. I had to admit, I loved my job more than ever before.
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          1 THE BODY SWAP

        

      

    

    
      “Hey, everybody! I’ve got a big announcement.”

      Everybody? What’s Dylan talking about? Only three of us work here…

      As my manager rounded the corner and entered the back office, I sat up straight and adjusted my cardigan. After five long years toiling away at Cell Phones for All, things were finally going to start going my way. I was way overdue for a raise — and I knew I deserved one.

      My two coworkers? Not so much. In fact, right now, I was the only one doing anything related to work. Brock, a cliché dumb jock, was browsing photos of chicks in bikinis on his phone. Tiffany, the ditzy blonde who just started a couple weeks ago, was applying lipgloss using one of the customer’s cell phones as a mirror.

      I couldn’t have been any more different from my braindead coworkers. I was Quinn, the tomboyish tech nerd who did all the actual repair work. Anyone who wasn’t blind could look at the three of us and immediately figure out that I was the only one who ever got anything done.

      I couldn’t even begin to comprehend why Tiffany was hired in the first place. I assumed that Dylan brought her on as a so-called “repair specialist” just to have some eye candy to drool over.

      Tiffany was a stereotypical sexy bleached blonde, a spoiled rich bitch who was used to having her way in life. And when it came to Brock and Dylan, she always got her way. Dylan was too busy staring at her tits to scold her for losing customers’ phones and ringing up their orders wrong. Brock always ended up giving Tiffany money to buy lunch because she conveniently forgot to bring her own. It made me sick to see how these two morons bent over backwards to accommodate her.

      “Okay, folks,” Dylan went on, sitting down as close to Tiffany as he could. “As you’re all aware, Cells for All is booming — we’ve tripled our client base in the past six months. You know what that means?”

      “We get bonuses?” I silently pleaded. I nervously began to play with my short brown hair as Dylan addressed Brock and Tiffany while ignoring me completely.

      “It means that I’m going to train one of you to act as my executive assistant. This is a huge opportunity.” Dylan paused dramatically, trying to get us excited. “So, after much deliberation, I have decided to give this incredible promotion to…”

      Brock leaned forward in his chair, pumping his fists. Tiffany was still looking at her own reflection and ignoring the boss completely. It was painfully obvious that there was only one person here who deserved to get a promotion and a raise. And that person was…

      “Tiffany!” Dylan shouted.

      My vapid blonde coworker shifted her gaze towards him. “Did you say my name?” she asked in her valley girl voice.

      Brock and I looked at one another, dumbfounded. It was the first time he and I had ever found common ground. Obviously, Tiffany was even less qualified than him, so we were shocked that she as the one who was getting promoted.

      “You’re getting promoted, sweetie!” Dylan cried.

      “Aaaah!” Tiffany squealed, leaping up from her seat and rushing over to wrap her arms around seated our boss. Naturally, her big breasts smacked him right in the face. I knew she must have done that intentionally.

      As she pulled away, a blushing Dylan mumbled, “You may be our newest addition to the team, but I can see that you have a lot of room for growth.” He glanced at her perfect boobs as he uttered the word “growth.”

      “What do I do now?” Tiffany asked, clapping her hands and jumping up and down.

      “I have your contract in my office. If you’re willing to take on the new role, you can sign it immediately.”

      Arm-in-arm, the two hurried off.

      “Wow, Quinn,” Brock murmured. “I really thought it would be you.”

      “Me, too,” I replied, avoiding his gaze.

      As I got back to changing a phone’s broken screen, I started to feel queasy. My uneasiness swelled into rage. Suddenly, I had an idea. I would figure out how to ruin Tiffany’s chances and make Dylan hate her. If I could get him to fire her, then I would be next in line for the promotion.

      I had no idea that my secret plan would transform my life — and my body…
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        * * *

      

      “Tiffany! Would you come over here and help me with something?”

      I watched as Tiffany rose from her new desk. Now that she was the executive assistant to the manager, she had begun to dress differently — in her slutty version of career woman clothes. She was wearing a see-through pink blouse and a miniskirt which left little to the imagination.

      She had no clue that I had attached a malfunctioning cell phone to a power converter with a frayed cable. If anyone plugged this thing into an outlet, the whole thing would explode. At the very least, the power would go out. I was setting Tiffany up for her first big screw-up post-promotion.

      “I’ll be right there!” she giggled, blowing on her freshly-painted nails and hobbling over in her super-high heels.

      “Would you mind plugging this thing in for me? All the outlets near me are in use…and I can’t reach the one over there,” I said, handing her the phone.

      “You’ve got it!” Tiffany said brightly.

      I wasn’t surprised that she didn’t notice how mangled the cable was. Only Tiffany would fall for a prank that was this obvious.

      She snatched the cord from me and dropped down on all fours as she searched for an open outlet. She thrust her ass out so far, her miniskirt rode up, revealing her black lace thong. Thank God neither of the guys were here, or they would both be rushing over to offer their “assistance” as they rubbed up against her nearly-naked body.

      “There has to be one open,” she mused, searching along the length of the wall.

      For a split second, I began to doubt whether I should go through with this. What if she got hurt? Without thinking, I began to anxiously play with the damaged cable, barely even noticing the wires sticking out of it.

      “Tiffany, maybe we should…”

      But it was too late. Before I could finish that sentence, Tiffany had shoved the plug into the socket on the wall. A spark surged through the length of the cable. Tiffany shrieked.

      Mere milliseconds later, the jolt of electricity reached my body. Like a fool, I was still clasping the cord in my hand.

      The shock I felt was strong to enough to knock me down onto the floor. My vision went blurry for a moment. There was nothing I could do but sit there and wait until my body stopped vibrating. When I finally started to feel normal, I looked around the room, searching for Tiffany. I hoped I hadn’t hurt her too badly. The point of the prank was to ruin her reputation, not send her to the hospital.

      I tried to call her name, but it was as if I had lost my voice completely. Then everything went black. My extremities were numb. What followed was an even odder sensation, as if my mind was floating through space. Had my brain left my body or was I hallucinating? I momentarily lost the ability to see and hear and feel.

      Then, next thing I knew, I was opening my eyes and panting heavily.

      “Tiffany?” I called out.

      Wait. Why did my voice sound so high-pitched and ditzy?

      A few feet away, I heard my normal voice — slightly deeper and more husky — let out a quivering, “Quinn?”

      I was still regaining consciousness. I looked to my right and gasped. There was me, Quinn, a nerdy girl with messy brown hair and glasses and unstylish clothes. But if Quinn was sitting over there…then who the hell was I?

      Before I could say another word, whoever was trapped inside my body jumped up off the floor and screamed. She ran right out of the office, then out of the building. I heard the big front doors slam behind her

      “Hey, come back!” I gasped. I finally managed to stand on my own two feet.

      Almost immediately, I began to sink back down to the floor. With each step I took, I felt like I was perched on stilts. I looked down at my heavy, chunky high heels and wondered how the hell Tiffany wore these things on a daily basis.

      That’s when it hit me. Tiffany and I had switched bodies. I looked down at my new body and let out a shuddering sigh. This sexy blouse, this slutty miniskirt, this voluptuous body with huge boobs and long legs and a perfect ass…

      I couldn’t make fun of the blonde bimbo at work anymore. I was the bimbo.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 FLIRTING WITH BROCK

        

      

    

    
      “Tiffany?”

      Brock, who had been out front dealing with a customer, rushed into the back room.

      “What the hell is up with Quinn?” he asked. Then, seeing me crouched on the floor, leaning against the wall, he gasped, “Tiffany! What happened? Are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine…” I mumbled meekly.

      I folded my arms over my chest, trying to cover up my breasts. I felt so exposed. It was one thing to have a big rack — it was quite another to feel the need to show it off constantly. Why did Tiffany insist on dressing like a hooker at work?

      “Did you and Quinn get into a fight or something?” Brock asked, a gleam of mischief in his eye. He would have loved to see his two female coworkers — well, at least one of them — wrestling on the floor of the office.

      “No, she said she felt sick and she ran out without saying anything,” I said with a half-hearted shrug.

      “Oh. Good.” Brock smirked. “I was hoping that you and I could get some time alone…just the two of us.”

      I rolled my eyes and nervously clutched my long blonde hair, using it to cover my chest. No wonder Tiffany always showed up late. It must have taken her an hour to do her hair every morning.

      “Why?” I asked bluntly.

      Brock didn’t even seem to notice that “Tiffany” wasn’t acting like her usual bubbly blonde self. He just kept on going in spite of my pushback. “Well…I’ve been wanting to ask you if you would like to get dinner together sometime.”

      He extended his hand and I reluctantly took it, letting him help hoist me off the floor. Once we were standing there eye-to-eye, I found myself feeling slightly amused by the intense look in his dark brown eyes. As Quinn, Brock had never really looked me directly in the eyes. But he was giving Tiffany his full attention — and I realized that I kind of liked getting a cute guy’s attention.

      “What are you looking at?” he asked with a sly smile on his lips.

      My mouth opened, but I couldn’t get any words out. Damn. Brock flirting with me was almost too much to handle. Should I tell him the truth?

      I weighed my options. I could reveal what had happened to Brock and hope that he might be able to figure out a way to reveal the spell. Or I could go on a date with this stupid, annoying jerk…let him spoil me for a night…then go back to his place and let him fuck me…

      “Brock, this is going to sound strange, but…listen to me,” I murmured.

      “What is it?” He stared at me with such earnestness in his eyes, I decided that the best course of action was telling him the truth.

      I sighed deeply. “I’m not Tiffany. I’m actually Quinn.”

      “Huh?”

      “You heard me,” I said. “I was trying to screw with Tiffany and get her fired, and I don’t know what happened. We got electrocuted and then we like…switched bodies or something.”

      I expected Brock to laugh, but not that hard. He could barely talk. “Oh, shut up. Is this a joke or something?”

      “I’m not joking!” I pleaded. Even I found it hard to take me seriously as a bleached blonde bimbo — why should Brock?

      “Okay. So what do you expect me to do?”

      “I need you to help me,” I said as sternly as I could in my ditzy, ultra-feminine voice. “I don’t want to be Tiffany! Wouldn’t you be pissed off if suddenly your dick evaporated and you had these big boobs and this stupid long hair and…” I gestured towards my entire body. “And this fucking stripper thong stuck between your ass cheeks?!”

      It was at this moment that Brock started to believe I was telling the truth. Tiffany would never dare to say anything that raunchy in the office.

      “Look, Quinn, I don’t know what I can do for you,” Brock replied, shaking his head slowly. “I’m sorry.”

      “Ugh. Fine. Just don’t tell Dylan what happened. He’ll fire me if he ever finds out that I tried to mess with his precious assistant.”

      “Sure, Tiff — I mean. Quinn.”

      Brock and I stared at each other blankly for a couple seconds. Then we both started cracking up. This whole situation was so crazy that, for the first time, I felt like Brock and I were finally on the same wavelength. I had always despised the dude, but I had to admit that even though he was just a dumb jock, he didn’t have bad intentions. And I was also started to notice how cute he was…

      “I guess I’ll get back to work,” I muttered. “Somebody needs to do these repairs, or we’ll all lose our jobs.”

      “You wanna teach me?” Brock asked.

      I scoffed, tossing my hair. “Maybe.”

      As Quinn, Brock had never looked to me for guidance or advice. But now that Tiffany’s body had Quinn’s brains, Brock was eager for a lesson.

      I started to examine a malfunctioning phone, but with Brock standing right behind me and breathing down my neck, it was hard to focus. No wonder Tiffany never got anything done around here. There was always a handsome man standing right next to her, checking her out. It was extremely distracting, to the point that I dropped the mini-screwdriver I was using to open the device.

      “Whoops,” I sighed.

      Brock eagerly got down on his knees to retrieve the tool for me.

      “Thanks,” I giggled. “Okay, so once you open up the back here, we can check the battery, and then we can check…”

      I froze. Why was Brock’s hand on my waist?

      “Um, what are you doing?” I gasped.

      “Sorry,” he murmured. Instead of releasing me from his grip, he tightened his grasp on my delicate waistline. Then his hands slid down to my hips. “It’s just that you’re even cuter when you’re working.”

      “Thanks, I guess,” I said, my voice trembling.

      I was so shaken, I didn’t even know what to say or do next. Brock had lured my inner ditz out with his seductive ways. I was just a dumb blonde distracted by a cute guy.

      “I have a question, Brock,” I said uncertainly.

      “What?” He relinquished my body from his grasp and took a step back. He must have realized how uncomfortable I felt.

      “Have we — I mean…have you and Tiffany ever kissed? Or had sex? Or anything?”

      Brock shook his head adamantly. “Nope. Tiffany’s always been too busy being Dylan’s pet to even notice me. She knows that he’s the one to suck up to and flirt with.”

      “You think she’s fucked Dylan?” I asked curiously.

      “No way. We would have heard them, wouldn’t we?” he chuckled.

      I took a deep breath. There was a thought lingering on my mind and I couldn’t shake it. “You know, I have no idea how long I’m going to be trapped in Tiffany’s body. So I might as well enjoy it while I can.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Oh, you know exactly what I mean…” I lowered my voice. “And I won’t tell the boss if you don’t.”

      Dylan gulped. I slipped my hand into his and began to lead him out of the back room.

      “Wh-Where are we going?” he stammered.

      By this point, we were already heading into the bathroom.

      “Come on, Quinn. Dylan’s going to hear us,” Brock said urgently.

      “Not if we work fast,” I said with a wink. I licked my lips.

      What had gotten into me? Brock and I both knew that the real Tiffany didn’t act this slutty. However, the more time I spent in her beautiful, voluptuous body, the more overwhelmed with lust I felt. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d flirted with a guy. No man had ever put his hands on my body or looked at me the way Brock did. It would be difficult for me to forget the intensity in his gaze and the warmth of his fingertips against my hips.

      I wanted to let myself get excited. I wanted to use my curvaceous body as a weapon to get what I wanted. Even more importantly, I was desperate to know what it was like to make love as a desirable, beautiful woman. To want and to be wanted, to give in to pleasure and do something naughty.

      Right now, I didn’t care about reversing this bizarre transformation. All I wanted was to get fucked.
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      Brock gulped down a lump in his throat. He was staring at my heaving chest as I slowly, seductively unbuttoned my blouse. It slid open to reveal my ample cleavage, my breasts crammed into a push-up bra.

      “What?” I teased. “Never see boobs before?”

      “Sorry for acting weird…it’s been a long time,” he sighed.

      “Seriously?” I laughed. “I thought you were getting laid every weekend. At least from the stories I’ve heard you tell Dylan.”

      “I guess I’m not getting as much action as you all think,” he admitted sheepishly.

      For some reason, I found Brock even cuter knowing that he had inflated his body count to impress our boss and make Tiffany think he was a stud. I liked knowing that he was a human being with insecurities and not just some horny jock.

      “You’re not? Well, that’s about to change,” I murmured.

      I pushed my coworker up against the bathroom wall as I gave him a long, slow, passionate kiss. The taste of his lips was almost too much for me to handle. Brock was clearly a good kisser, too. As his tongue slid deeper into my mouth, I could feel my pulse accelerate. Then, as I shyly pulled away from his mouth, he playfully tugged my lower lip with his teeth.

      “Ouch!” I giggled.

      “Did I hurt you?”

      “No, not at all,” I said, biting my lip as I stared into his sexy eyes.

      “I had a dream about kissing you, Tiffany,” he groaned. “Actually…we were doing more than just kissing.”

      I didn’t care that he had already forgotten my real identity. As long as I was stuck inside Tiffany’s body, I was more than happy to believe that I was the blonde bimbo of Brock’s fantasies.

      “I’ve thought about kissing, you, too.”

      It was true. When Brock and I first started working together, before I despised him, I had some naughty thoughts.

      “Oh, yeah? And what else have you thought about me?”

      “That’s a secret,” I said in a low voice.

      Brock grabbed my slender yet curvaceous body and pulled me close. I ran my hands over his broad shoulders and massive biceps. Pulling my hair out of my face, I leaned in to kiss his lips again. His mouth slid over to caress my sensitive earlobe. Brock’s warm breath was tantalizing against my skin.

      Then his soft lips moved lower to kiss my neck. He planted kisses lower and lower until he reached my deep cleavage.

      “Take off your clothes,” he insisted. He sounded impatient.

      I swiftly unbuttoned my blouse and we both watched as my sexy bra came into view. I yanked my skirt down over my hips and let it slide down to the floor. Brock took in the sight of my tan body clad in nothing but my bra and thong. I had never seen a body as perfect as Tiffany’s. Not only were her breasts huge and perky, but she also had a flat tummy, a tiny waist, and long, shapely legs. She was every dude’s fantasy.

      Brock didn’t spend too much time gaping at my body in lingerie. He reached behind my back to unhook my bra, then tossed it aside. His mouth immediately moved towards my delicious breasts. I watched as he flicked his tongue over each of my delicate nipples. They hardened instantly. Every time his slick tongue pressed against my sensitive flesh, I shuddered with excitement.

      “Wow, that feels…” I realized I couldn’t come up with the right word. I used to consider myself clever and quick-witted. But for some reason, my lust was making me forget everything. Or was I simply adapting to Tiffany’s vapid, bimbo mindset?

      “I’m gonna make you cum, Tiffany,” Brock said suddenly.

      His mouth still pressed against my breast, he reached between my legs and thrust my thong aside. His fingertips began to explore my moistness. As he shoved them inside my tight, wet hole, I stifled a moan. Then Brock began to massage and flick my throbbing clit, making my entire body shake and tremble with delight.

      “Oh, Brock…don’t stop,” I breathed.

      He impatiently ripped my thong off and dropped down onto his knees. “You gonna cum for me, sexy?”

      “Mm, make me cum,” I groaned as he pulled me down onto the floor with him. I lay down on my back, my legs spread wide. His mouth dropped open as he stared at my hot body. He was eyeing me up like a juicy cut of meat he planned to devour.

      “God, why are you so hot?” he moaned.

      I noticed that Brock was still wearing his clothes, but I decided not to question it. I had almost forgotten that we were still on the clock. At any moment, our boss could discover that none of his employees were getting their jobs done.

      “I’m going to be thinking about fucking you all day,” he murmured.

      Brock’s face was between my legs and he had already started kissing my thighs.

      “I’m gonna cum so hard once I’m home. You’re perfect, Tiffany,” Brock said. No one had ever told me I was perfect. The he looked at me, the way he touched me and kissed me, he was making me feel like a goddess.

      Or was he just flattering me because he knew that a few compliments directed at poor, pathetic Quinn would be enough to gain access to Tiffany’s body? Either way, I didn’t care. I just wanted sexy Brock to get me off.

      As Brock’s tongue ran up and down the length of my pink, silky smooth pussy, another thought crossed my mind: what if Dylan walked in and caught us in the act? I could imagine the expression on his face: it would have been a mixture of shock and excitement. He would have stormed back to his office, slamming the door behind him and acting mad. But then, just like Brock, Dylan would never be able to get the image of naked Tiffany out of his mind. He would obsessively fantasize about my perky breasts, my legs spread wide to display my tight slit. Surely Dylan wouldn’t fire the object of his fantasies for having a little naughty fun on the clock.

      While Brock continued to pleasure me with his agile tongue, I couldn’t stop thinking about our boss. Even though he wasn’t as well-built as Brock, there was something kind of hot about him. Perhaps it was because he was an authority figure — and I knew that he wanted me badly, too. I kept thinking about all the times I had watched Dylan checking out Tiffany’s ass as she walked away from him, or when his gaze had slyly slid down to examine her breasts any time she wore a low-cut top.

      “I think I want you both,” I said suddenly.

      “Huh?” Brock lifted his face from between my legs and gave me a perplexed look.

      “I didn’t tell you to stop. I just want to fuck both of you.”

      “Both of us…who?”

      “You and Dylan,” I said, thrusting my pussy towards his face.

      Brock didn’t know what to say to my declaration. Instead, he began to lick and swirl his tongue over my clit. I moaned and shuddered on the floor, letting my mind wander as I imagined what it would be like to have both men at the same time. I was almost gasping for air as I neared orgasm. The pressure within me built to a fever pitch. As I slipped over the edge of ecstasy, I began to pant and tremble, and I let out a lusty sigh. “Brock!” I squealed, unable to contain myself.

      “You like that?” he asked, licking his wet lips as he stared at my heaving breasts.

      “Yeah. That was fantastic,” I moaned. “I can’t even remember the the last time I came…it had been so long…”

      As Brock slowly rose to his feet, I noticed the hard bulge under his jeans. I may have had an incredible orgasm, but apparently, I was leaving my coworker with blue balls.

      “Guess it’s time to get some work done,” he said, his voice tinged with disappointment. “I wouldn’t want either of us to get fired.”

      He grabbed my hand and helped pull me up off the floor. “I guess so,” I said, wrapping my arms around him. At first, it was just to stabilize my top-heavy body — after all, I was still wearing Tiffany’s ridiculous high heels. But then I realized that he was hugging me back.

      “You really want to fuck me and Dylan?” he asked curiously.

      I smirked, breaking our embrace to grab my clothes off the floor. “Uh-huh…”

      “Fuck. Seriously?!”

      I slipped back into my blouse. I completely forgot to put my bra on first, making my outfit even sluttier. “It would be so hot to let you both use me at the same time.”

      “Interesting. I’ll see what I can do,” Brock said, pulling on his T-shirt.

      Next thing I knew, Brock had slipped out of the bathroom. I gasped when I saw my reflection in the mirror: sweat glistening on my face, mascara running down, lipstick smeared off. But I didn’t care. I was a dirty girl now. Brock had awoken something within me. I had no desire to play hard to get the way Tiffany did. Instead, I was going to use my new body as a vessel for pleasure. If I didn’t get to have fun with this perfect pussy and these amazing boobs, then what was the point?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 TAKEN BY MY COWORKER AND MY BOSS

        

      

    

    
      I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to get Dylan’s attention, but it was surprisingly busy. When twirling my hair around my finger and pouting didn’t seem to be doing the trick, I decided to surprise him by actually working. Dylan and the customers alike were shocked that the shop’s resident “dumb blonde” actually knew what she was doing.

      Somewhere around four o’clock, my boss called me into his office.

      I rapped on the door and heard him call for me to come in. I was shocked to see that Brock was standing next to Dylan’s desk.

      “Tiffany, have a seat. We need to talk,” Dylan said sternly.

      I carefully lowered myself into a chair, looking up worriedly at the two men who were staring down at me.

      “I brought you in here so we could discuss your promotion,” Dylan said. “Brock informed me that you broke a few rules today…”

      “What rules?” I asked. I could feel my entire body tense up. Had Brock betrayed me after giving me so much pleasure?

      “You pushed me into the bathroom,” Brock said coldly. “And then you kissed me.”

      I clapped my hand over my mouth. What the hell was he doing? Did Brock think he could steal my new job away from me?

      “But you kissed me back!” I argued. “And then — ”

      Dylan cut me off. “Tiffany, you come to work every day wearing those provocative outfits…short skirts…low-cut blouses…and now, you’re making Brock uncomfortable by distracting him from his work.”

      “Do I distract you, too, Dylan?” I asked, voice shaking.

      My entire body was trembling anxiously. I couldn’t help but notice that there was something vaguely erotic about the way these guys had ganged up on me in this office. I wasn’t sure if Brock was really trying to get rid of me, or if he had other plans for his sexy coworker.

      “Do you want me to wear uglier clothes or something? I can dress like Quinn,” I said, trying to be helpful.

      Dylan raised an eyebrow, and I realized that he hadn’t even noticed that Quinn was missing today.

      “Too late,” Brock shot back. “We’ve seen enough of your body. You can’t just hide it from us and pretend we won’t know it’s there.”

      “Well, then what am I supposed to do?” I asked, throwing my hands up in exasperation.

      I was so disconnected from the person who I used to be that I had started to cling to my new position as assistant manager. I totally understood Tiffany’s current dilemma. She was just a hot chick looking for a good job and some hook-ups with her boss and co-worker. Was that so much to ask for?

      “Maybe less teasing and more action would be a good start,” Dylan blurted.

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “Stop talking and start stripping for us.”

      The corners of my lips lifted into a sly little smile that mirrored Dylan’s facial expression. The erotic game had begun.

      I slowly unbuttoned my blouse. Dylan was staring at me, studying my body. Brock had a wide, stupid grin on his face.

      “I think you might be more comfortable on your hands and knees on my desk, sweetheart,” Dylan said. The boss couldn’t pretend he wasn’t a pervert anymore. He was practically foaming at the mouth. All of his sick, twisted fantasies about Tiffany were about to become a reality.

      Now was not the moment to question his leadership. I stood up and marched over to his desk. Brock helped me climb onto the table. I got on all fours and Dylan positioned himself right in front of me. He began to stroke my hair.

      “You are gorgeous,” he whispered. “And you’re even more gorgeous when you’re doing what I tell you to…”

      “I’m getting wet,” I sighed. “When you boss me around, it really turns me on.”

      “Our plan is working,” Dylan said, exchanging a knowing look with Brock.

      “So when can I suck your cock?” I asked bluntly.

      Dylan chuckled. “Where has this Tiffany been hiding? I’ve never heard you talk like this…”

      I looked over at Brock, who had nothing to add to this conversation. I knew for a fact that he hadn’t told Dylan I was really Quinn. That was probably for the best, since it would have been far too confusing for our boss to process that information. Besides…fucking Quinn wasn’t his fantasy. I didn’t want to turn him off by revealing my true identity.

      “I guess it’s been too long since I’ve had sex,” I admitted. “I’m starting to lose my mind.”

      As Dylan unzipped his pants and lowered his boxers to expose his long, thick cock, he nodded in agreement. “Not having sex with you has been driving me crazy, too…”

      At that moment, Brock crossed the room to stealthily lock the door.

      “Quinn’s still working, right?” Dylan muttered. He had no idea that his only competent employee was gone.

      Brock shrugged. Dylan was apparently satisfied with that response.

      My boss moved closer to me, stroking his cock and aiming it towards my face. I opened my mouth wide and licked the tip of his erect member. I wondered if I would be able to satisfy him.

      “Don’t tease me, Tiffany. Suck harder,” Dylan instructed.

      I did as he commanded. I pushed my head forward and filled my mouth up with his huge, hard dick. He got even harder once I had fully engulfed him.

      Meanwhile, Brock was standing behind me, lifting my skirt and massaging my bare ass. I was so distracted by Dylan’s cock in my mouth that I hardly noticed when Brock began to slide my thong down my thighs. I instinctively lifted my legs one by one to help him undress me. Once my panties were off, his tongue was swirling in circles over slippery flesh. I moaned softly.

      Frustrated by Brock’s interruption, Dylan decided to take control of the situation. Grabbing my hair sharply near the roots, he held my head in place. His large cock slid into my open mouth, gliding halfway down my throat before plunging in and out rhythmically. I had never been so objectified in my entire life. Neither had Tiffany — Tiffany was a pretty, spoiled princess, not a hooker. Yet, here I was, desecrating her body by allowing two men to use her holes to get themselves off.

      Quinn, on the other hand, was having the time of her life. I was loving every second of this wild encounter. It was like starring in a porno. Then, Brock took the threesome fantasy to a whole new level. I could hear him getting undressed behind me, but with Dylan holding my head still as he fucked my face, I couldn’t turn to see what my coworker was doing.

      Brock then put his strong hands on my hips and pressed the tip of his shaft against the entrance to my pussy. He slid his cock along the length of my pussy, returning to the hole, then began to penetrate me slowly. I moaned with pleasure as he filled me up. This initial penetration was one of the most thrilling experiences of my life. I felt a mix of pain and pleasure as Brock’s massive dick stretched me out. Being treated like a sex doll by two men at once was new and strange for me, yet incredibly satisfying.

      I let out a sigh of relief as he eased his cock out of me. I was curious to know if Tiffany was a virgin before today or if she was just extremely tight, but there was no way to know. I hoped that if we ever switched bodies again, she would forgive me for letting these men defile her.

      As Brock and Dylan continued to pump in and out of my pussy and mouth simultaneously, I clung to the desk. At some point, Dylan undid my bra, allowing my breasts to bounce freely. As he fucked my delicate mouth, he began to fondle and knead my large breasts. I couldn’t help but wonder if he was jealous that Brock got to fuck my pussy. I had the feeling that Dylan was dying to do the same thing to me.

      Brock’s pace quickened as his breathing became more labored. My sexy coworker was on the brink of orgasm. He managed a few more hard, deep strokes before he pulled out of me. Brock sprayed his sticky seed all over my bare bottom. He took a wobbly step back to survey his work.

      As soon as he was done, Dylan pulled his cock out of his mouth and took Brock’s place behind me. He roughly pulled my hair again — it was his favorite way to assert his dominance over me. I was shocked as Dylan started to ram his cock inside me even harder than Brock had. Not to mention that his dick was bigger than Brock’s, too…

      He was pumping in and out of me as fast as he could, and I turned my head so I could watch him in action. I noted the look of intense lust on his face, then watched his cock disappear between my buttocks over and over again.

      “Can I cum inside, Tiffany? Please?” he begged.

      It was cute the way he was asking permission even as he treated me like his plaything.

      “You can do whatever you want to me,” I breathed in a sultry voice. I truly didn’t care where my boss finished. Somehow, I still felt like life in Tiffany’s body was a dream, and that I would soon wake up from my erotic reverie.

      But the pinching sensation of Dylan’s fingers tightening their grip on my body reminded me that this was very, very real. He pumped rapidly in and out of my pussy. Then his pace slowed, and his final few strokes were agonizingly slow and deliberate. Once he was deeply buried inside me, he let out a deep sigh of pleasure and erupted. My boss slid his cock out of my sopping wet hole. I could feel sticky cum dripping from my pussy.

      “She’s fun, isn’t she?” Brock commented. He and Dylan both chuckled. Somehow, fucking me had been a bonding experience for Dylan and Brock.

      While the guys got themselves dressed again, I cleaned myself off with a handful of tissues.

      “Should we get back to work?” I asked. I really wasn’t sure what would happen next. I was still anxious that Brock might spill my secret identity to Dylan, making him angry and leading him to fire me.

      Dylan glanced at the clock on the wall. “Look like it’s that time. Anyway…thank you, Tiffany, for making my year.”

      Once I had my clothes on, Brock put his arm around me and escorted me out of Dylan’s office. We were both disheveled and worn out from our threesome.

      “Did you have fun, Brock?” I asked, playfully tugging his sleeve.

      “It was your fantasy, wasn’t it? What did you think?”

      I really didn’t know what to say to him. Today’s events had blown my mind. I wondered if I should suggest searching for Quinn — I was pretty sure that the real Tiffany would be eager to switch back, but I still had no idea what that would entail.

      At that moment, we heard the shop’s front door open. Brock and I watched as Quinn walked in. Our mouths dropped open in shock simultaneously.

      I recognized my body and face…but there was something different about Quinn. As she joined us in the back office, I realized that she had gotten a makeover. Quinn had gotten her hair styled and was wearing a cute black dress and a pair of trendy white sneakers. I noticed a hint of makeup on her face, too.

      “You’re back!” I cried out, clasping my hands together. I looked over at Brock, who was, to my surprise, checking Quinn out. In a weird way, I was proud of my (old) self for looking so pretty.

      “In case you were wondering, I didn’t want to look like such a geek,” she said, gesturing towards her body.

      “But it’s just temporary, right?” I said hastily. “I mean…this body swap thing is temporary, not the makeover. I plan to keep the new look once we switch back.”

      Quinn shrugged her shoulders. “Whatever. In all honesty, I sort of like being Quinn. People treat me way better. No one stares at my boobs or my butt on the street. No one assumes I’m an idiot just because of the way I look. And I had totally forgotten how comfy it is not to wear heels every day!”

      “I’m starting to get used to them,” I said, giggling. “It’s so weird…I always hated looking girly, but now I kind of want to get a mani-pedi. And try on all your other sexy clothes.”

      Brock couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He was looking at me, then at Quinn, and trying not to laugh at our absurd conversation. This was all too ridiculous for him.

      “Let’s see if Dylan will let us share the executive assistant job,” Quinn said. “I think we both deserve a raise after this bullshit…”

      “Deal!”

      We shook hands. Brock, not wanting to be left out, approached me from behind and put his arms around me. His fingertips grazed the sides of my breasts as he pressed his cock against my ass. He was already getting hard again.

      Quinn and I exchanged a devious glance. Maybe we could surprise Brock with yet another threesome soon.

      I was blown away by how mentally connected we were now. I never would have guessed that my ditzy blonde coworker and I had so much in common. Both of us had discovered that life was more enjoyable when spent living in another woman’s body. But based on everything that had happened today, I truly believed that hot blondes had more fun.
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          1 THE BLONDE INVADERS

        

      

    

    
      The day the aliens arrived was the day that we all thought the world was going to end. The spacecraft landed in front of the White House as scores of reporters breathlessly broadcast their baseless predictions about the superior life forms who had decided to make their way to Earth.

      My husband Garrett and I were glued to the TV for days. Would the military blow up the spacecraft? Was this the beginning of an intergalactic war between Earth and some far-flung planet that no one had ever heard of? Had the aliens come here to guide us and show humanity how to live a more peaceful, prosperous existence?

      “I’ll bet this is a distraction,” Garrett said, popping some chips into his mouth. “The government doesn’t want us to know something, so they plant this fake spaceship in Washington.”

      I took off my glasses to wipe them on my sweater. Then, putting them back on my face, I glared at my husband. “That’s ridiculous. It’s pretty clear that no one — not even the President — knows what’s going on.”

      Suddenly, the reporter onscreen stammered, “W-Wait. The door opened and…and…our visitors are finally revealing themselves to the people of Earth. This is — this is remarkable!”

      The huge space vehicle was illuminated with the flashes of a thousand cameras that lit up its gray metallic surface like strobe lights. The front panel slid up and a line of tall, slender, statuesque figures emerged.

      “Are those aliens wearing stilettos?” I muttered.

      The mysterious beings were clad in shiny silver fabric from head to toe and were all wearing helmets that concealed their identities. But as more and more of the aliens emerged from the spacecraft — there had to be at least fifty of them so far — it became apparent that they had very human-like bodies.

      Garrett leaped off the couch and moved towards the TV screen. “Am I tripping, or do they have big boobs?”

      The aliens did appear to have huge breasts. In fact, their bodies, uniform and identical, were perfect hourglasses. They had massive chests and cinched-in waists and sexy hips, thick thighs and long legs.

      “Shit,” my husband chuckled. “The aliens are hot. Well…I guess we won’t know for sure if they’re hot until they take off their helmets.”

      “Garrett!” I groaned.

      Garrett could be a huge jerk sometimes. Sometimes, I wondered why we’d gotten married in the first place: he was a former frat dude who now worked as a lawyer. He was, for lack of a better word, a “bro.” Meanwhile, I was a low-key, introverted librarian. At times like these, I began to feel self-conscious — I hated when my husband commented on women’s bodies. Or aliens’ bodies. It made me feel inferior, because I wasn’t exactly curvaceous or feminine or sexy.

      By this point, at least a couple hundred of the silver-clad space goddesses had emerged from the spacecraft. They lined themselves up in neat rows. Their presence was so intimidating that all of the earthlings on the scene, including journalists and photographers and members of the armed forces, took a step back simultaneously.

      Then, a manly, echoing voice began to blare from the spaceship. “Behold: the first ambassadors from the Planet Xkeiixin-9356. We come in peace. Please, let us explain our arrival.”

      I rushed across the room to stand right in front of the TV. My husband wrapped his arm around me to steady my trembling body. We were both terrified that this would be the end of life as we knew it.

      “We have spent centuries analyzing and observing your planet, studying your life forms, your languages, your technology. But we could no longer sit back and merely observe. We decided it was time to visit Earth and remold your society. Fear not, humans: our intentions our pure. For that reason, we have not brought our elite military forces. Instead, we have arrived with female ambassadors who will serve as your minders for the foreseeable future.”

      “Our minders?” a voice cried out. A woman pushed forward through the crowd. I recognized her as Melinda Browning, one of the most outspoken members of Congress. She was holding a megaphone and shouted into it, “If you think you’re going to take over our planet and our government with a few hundred aliens, you’re dead wrong. We intend to fight for our freedom! We won’t be colonized!”

      The mysterious alien laughed. “This is only the first of many arrivals — we have hundreds of spacecraft waiting just outside of Earth’s orbit. Please, don’t resist us. Accept our presence. We are here to make your lives better. Ladies…please reveal yourselves.”

      The aliens removed their helmets in unison. Simultaneously, the rows and rows of so-called female ambassadors revealed their long, platinum blonde hair. Then they all pulled a nearly-invisible cord dangling from their waists, causing their silver spacesuits to slide down off their bodies. The intimidating army was immediately transformed into a bevy of beautiful, voluptuous blondes in identical pink bikinis.

      “What the fuck?!” Garrett gasped, his eyes nearly bulging out of his head. “Is this for real?”

      “This can’t be real,” I said anxiously, wringing my hands.

      My husband pulled away from me to ogle the hot blonde babes on the screen. They were all identical and sexy bombshells with bodies that were unrealistically luscious. The only women on Earth sporting huge, perky breasts like theirs, along with teeny-tiny waists, and round, taut asses were women who had gotten tons of plastic surgery to look like bimbos. The craziest part of all was the fact that these blonde aliens were all identical: they had the same face, with bright blue eyes and plump pink lips, the same sun-kissed tan and perfect skin, the same exact hairstyle and manicured fingernails and bellybuttons.

      All at once, every man standing in front of the spaceship got turned on, their eyes glazing over, their mouths dropping open. Meanwhile, all the women looked indignant and irritated.

      “I, for one, welcome our new leaders,” Garrett said with a smirk.

      “Garrett!” I hissed. “These aliens can’t be trusted. This is all a trap. There’s no way they came here with good intentions.”

      “We will soon install centers of reeducation for the females of your species. We will also provide minders for each community, to ensure that you are following our rules. Please, stay calm. We come in peace.”

      Two of the busty blondes stepped forward and grabbed Melinda Browning, pulling her towards the spaceship before she could rile the earthlings up again. In fact, as she opened her mouth to protest her capture, a large number of men began to jeer and boo her. “Quiet, ugly!” one particularly loud man shouted. The camera panned towards him and it turned out to be a well-respected army general who had hurled the insult at Melinda.

      “Hey! Where are you going, Ella?” Garrett asked.

      In a daze, I left the room and headed upstairs. It was obvious that the aliens’ plan was to divide and conquer. They were pitting men against women in their quest to take over our planet. If the invaders happened to be blonde bombshells with huge breasts and impossibly beautiful faces, the simple, horny men of Earth would be more than happy to let them in.

      I still wasn’t sure what they wanted from us. We had already plundered our own planet’s resources to the point of no return. Did they want to use as slaves, or as a source of cheap labor? Or did they simply want to control and manipulate us, viewing planet Earth as their playground?

      Only time would tell whether we would all survive this invasion. I was 100% sure that my quiet, peaceful life was about to be turned upside-down.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 THE SPA MAKEOVER

        

      

    

    
      The woman who made her way to the podium barely resembled Melinda Browning, the whip-smart, outspoken redhead who had built her political career exposing corporate corruption. But that’s what it said on the screen: Congresswoman Melinda Browning Makes a Statement.

      Garrett was at work, and I was almost relieved that he wasn’t here to witness this with me. I doubted that my husband would have anything constructive to say right now. Ever since the blonde aliens had emerged from the spacecraft, Garrett had been surprisingly upbeat and positive about the fact that extraterrestrials were taking over Earth.

      “I just wanted to announce that the aliens are, like, really nice,” the unrecognizable woman with platinum blonde hair and bold red lips and cleavage popping out of her unbuttoned blazer declared. “They gave me a makeover and now I’m so ready to get back to work.”

      “Ms. Browning!” a reporter called out. “Do you have any more information about their plans here?”

      Melinda giggled and replied in her new, high-pitched voice, “Um…no, because that sounds boring!”

      Another reporter shouted, “And what are your plans, Ms. Browning? Are you going to be working with Congress on any new bills related to the extraterrestrials?”

      She licked her lips and glanced down at her chest. Then, shrugging off her blazer, she revealed her ample bosom, which was straining against her sheer, black pushup bra. The audience let out a collective gasp. “No way! I’m way too horny to think about boring laws. I just want to fuck some cute guys and have fun…”

      In response, all the men in attendance began to cheer. Melinda ate up the attention, spinning around so they could take pictures of her from every possible angle. She even lifted up her skirt to flash her G-string, causing the room to explode in a burst of applause.

      If the aliens had managed to turn one of America’s most intelligent government officials into a dumb, ditzy nymphomaniac, then what hope did the rest of us have? Sure, I knew that me and my girlfriends would have all loved to look hot — but not at the expense of our minds and our dignity. I knew I would never fill out a bikini in a sexy way, and that random men would never hit on me. But that didn’t bother me. I was a sweet, quiet, brunette librarian, and my looks and my job fit my low-key personality perfectly.

      Just then, the phone rang. I rushed to answer, hoping to hear my husband’s voice. Instead, it was my best friend Katie.

      “Ella. You need to come here. Now.”

      “Katie!” I gasped. “I can’t, I have to work in an hour.”

      “Forget about work.” Katie’s tone of voice was urgent. “This is more important. Come meet me at the shopping center, okay? I’m with Liz and Charlotte.”

      My best friend had never steered me wrong in the past. If she and Liz and Charlotte, two of our other good friends from high school, were all meeting up, then it was probably for a good reason. I secretly hoped that it was because they were planning to stage a rebellion against the aliens. If all the women of the world joined forces, we could definitely overtake our invaders — or at the very least, outsmart them.

      I called the library to tell my boss I would be late, but oddly enough, no one answered the phone. Then I headed over to the town’s shopping center. The parking lot was mobbed.

      “Ella!” Katie called out, waving to me from the sidewalk.

      “Katie! You don’t know how good it is to see you, with all this insane stuff going on…”

      “I know, I know. It’s crazy,” she said. “But look!”

      She pointed at the building that, just a week ago, was a clothing store. There was now a banner plastered over the old sign that read, TRANSFORM SPA CENTER.

      Liz and Charlotte came over to us. They were both clutching pink slips of paper in their hands.

      “What is this? And what are those?” I asked.

      Liz showed me the paper. “It’s a coupon for a free makeover!”

      I looked over at the building again and that was when I saw the two bimbo aliens standing out front and passing out pink coupons. They were clad in tight white nurse’s dresses and matching stilettos, their hair pulled up in high, tight ponytails, their eyes icy and their lips glossy.

      “Ladies!” I gasped. “Are you joking? Come on, now. Do you really think it’s a good idea to go to this weird spa run by the aliens?”

      Katie glared at me. She tugged at her frizzy black hair. “Ella, I would kill to look a little more like them. Those ladies are fabulous!”

      “Yeah,” Charlotte said, nodding in agreement. “Besides, ever since the aliens got here, it’s like I don’t even exist — my boyfriend’s been ignoring me because he’s too busy watching them on TV all day. He’s obsessed with how sexy they are.”

      “I wish I didn’t waste so many years getting my PhD. No one wants an intelligent woman in this brave new world,” Liz said bluntly.

      “Come on, girls. Use your heads!” I argued. “This is all a trap. You’re not going to come out looking like them. They’re going to destroy you in there. What if they harvest your organs?!”

      My three friends stared at me for a few moments before bursting out laughing.

      “Whatever,” Katie said dismissively. “Have fun being the last plain jane left standing. I’d rather join the aliens than try to beat them.”

      “We’re not going to win the war against the aliens looking like this,” Charlotte said sadly, gesturing towards her pudgy figure.

      I had always viewed my friends as smart, down-to-earth women. I never could have guessed that these women, who had all gotten good educations and valued their brains over their beauty, would have fallen so quickly for the aliens’ scheme.

      As the two ethereal blondes with sphere-like breasts and elegant, long legs ushered the women into the so-called spa, Katie said to me, “Are you sure you’re not coming, Ella?”

      “I’ll wait for you guys out here,” I said. “Because I don’t want anything bad to happen to you.”

      She rolled her eyes and laughed at me. “Suit yourself.”

      I sat in my car for an hour, anxiously listening to the radio the whole time. As I listened to the news, it felt like my whole world was crashing down around me.

      “Another 50 spaceships have landed in capital cities around the globe. In other news, U.S. government institutions have begun suggesting that women take their looks a little more seriously: some politicians want to pass a law requiring blonde hair, short skirts, cleavage-baring tops, and platform heels for female federal employees.”

      Suddenly, I heard a distant, sweet voice call out, “Ella!”

      I slowly climbed out of the driver’s seat and looked over towards the spa building. A trio of platinum blonde vixens had emerged. They were wearing coordinating pastel crop tops — one lavender, one pale pink, one yellow — and teeny-tiny denim shorts, along with sparkly gold high heels.

      I rushed over to the three women who I had to assume were my high school friends.

      “Holy moly,” I breathed, taking in the sight of their tan, voluptuous bodies and skimpy outfits. They looked identical to the alien babes who had emerged from the spaceship.

      “See, silly? You had nothing to be worried about! It’s me, Katie,” my friend said, running her fingers through her golden hair and pursing her plumped pink lips. “What do you think? We look hot, right?”

      “My boyfriend is going to get so hard when he sees me,” Charlotte purred, squeezing her gigantic breasts together and letting go quickly. She watched her boobs wobble and she giggled, extremely amused by her own chest for some reason.

      “I can’t believe we used to look like you, Ella,” Liz said, pointing a long, fake fingernail at me. “It’s so sad, seeing you like this. I’m sure they’ll let you get a makeover, even though they’re out of coupons.”

      I held my tongue, even though I wanted to scold her harshly. “That’s okay, Liz. I’m perfectly fine with the way I am. I don’t intend to sacrifice my brain for a pair of big boobs.”

      At that moment, a junky old car pulled up alongside our group. A sleazy-looking guy leaned out the driver’s side window, tapping on the side of the vehicle. “You girls wanna have some fun? I’ll take you shopping and buy you anything you want…”

      Without hesitation, my three blonde friends giggled and clapped their hands. I stared in horror as they got into this stranger’s car and as he zoomed off. Katie leaned out the window and called out to me, “Go get your makeover, silly!”

      A sharp breeze swept over me as I stood there. I watched another group of identical blonde clones leave the spa. It wasn’t just my friends who were falling prey to the bimbo aliens’ alluring message: become one of us and you’ll be happy forever… Our government as a whole had been compromised.

      Maybe I could seal myself in my house with my husband and just ignore everything that was going on in the outside world. Surely Garrett would have figured out by this point that this was all a conspiracy to transform the women of Earth into submissive, sexy creatures and distract the men from fighting back against the invaders. It was terrifying to think of what the extraterrestrials might do once they got tired of playing nice.

      Then again, it was foolish to hope that my own husband would protect me. I was about to discover that he, like every other man on the planet, would love nothing more than to fuck one of those beautiful blonde bimbos.
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      “Can I help you?” I opened the front door a few inches and peeked out.

      The bimbo, dressed in a tight white blouse and a knee-length gray skirt, stared back at me with pale, piercing eyes. “My name is Q347. Please let me in. I’m your community minder.”

      Her words reflected a higher level of intelligence than I would have expected from a dumb blonde, but she still used the same ditzy, girly voice as all the other bimbos. I had to wonder if the bimbo aliens merely looked like airheads, but were secretly brilliant.

      “I’m sorry, I don’t have time to talk,” I said, starting to shut the door.

      “Please let me in,” she repeated.

      This time, she rushed forward, nearly stomping on my feet with her high heels. Q347 forcefully pushed the door open and I was knocked backwards. As she entered the house, Garrett came rushing down the stairs.

      “What’s going on?” he asked frantically. He looked at me with worried eyes, and then, once he noticed our sexy visitor, a sly smile filled his face. “Oh. Hey. How can I help you?”

      Garrett pushed past me and went to shake her hand. She looked at his outstretched palm scornfully and then said, “I’d like it more if you gave me a hug…”

      She didn’t need to persuade him. He flung his arms around her and gave her a warm embrace.

      “Ooh!” she breathed, her body squirming as he squeezed her tightly. “You’re strong. What’s your name?”

      “I’m Garrett.”

      “And I’m Ella, his wife,” I said coldly, stepping closer.

      Garrett suddenly remembered that I was still there and sheepishly extricated himself from the embrace. I knew he had only hugged our visitor so that he would have a chance to grope her sexy body.

      “I’m your community minder,” Q347 said, an invisible breeze causing wisps of blonde hair to blow around her face. “I was informed that this was a noncompliant household.”

      “Noncompliant? What does that mean?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at her. I hated this woman, with her perfect hair and her fake-looking lips and her overly-tanned body. The sight of her made me sick.

      “It means…” Q347 bit her lip and then paused, as if she was retrieving information from somewhere deep inside her mind. “It means that a female resident of this household is not complying with our requirements. Therefore, it is my duty to provide sexual satisfaction to any male residents who are present.”

      “Excuse me?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. “You must be joking. This is my husband, and if you think I’m going to let some bleached blonde extraterrestrial with the IQ of a rock have sex with my man, then you’d better think again.”

      “Whoa, whoa, calm down,” Garrett said, chuckling nervously. He put his arm around me as I let out shuddering sighs of anger. I only got this angry once in a blue moon. Even Garrett wasn’t used to seeing me like this. But I couldn’t help it.

      I was terrified about the future. Every woman I knew was willingly transforming herself into a simple-minded sex object. And every man I knew was gleefully welcoming the bimbofication of planet Earth’s women, if it meant that he could make love to at least a few of these hot babes. All the while, I still had no idea what would happen once the aliens of Xkeiixin-9356 achieved their goal. Would they destroy Earth completely?

      “Please don’t resist. I have powers beyond your comprehension,” Q347 said, smiling at me sweetly. “Where is your bedroom?”

      “It’s upstairs,” Garrett said obediently.

      “Take me there,” the alien instructed.

      Without arguing, Garrett led her up the stairs. I reluctantly followed them, unable to stop staring at the hypnotic sway of her ass in that tight skirt. I hoped that my husband was only obeying her because he was afraid of what the consequences might be if he resisted. How could he trust this otherworldly stranger in his home?

      “Sit down,” she said in a cool tone, gesturing towards the bed. She was only speaking to my husband. I didn’t want to be ignored, so I sat down right next to him. “Tell me, Garrett…when was the last time you were really turned on by a woman?”

      Q347 stood in front of the bed, gently swaying her hips and toying with the buttons of her blouse.

      Garrett thought for a moment. Then, his eyes lit up. “Yesterday, I was speeding, and some cop pulled me over, and when she came up to the window, I saw she was dressed like a slut.”

      “Even the police are dressing like sluts now?” I groaned, cradling my head in my hands.

      “Shh,” he hissed, elbowing me. “Anyway, her tits were popping out of her shirt and as she leaned over to write the ticket, her whole top popped open and I got a real nice view of her knockers.”

      “So you like big breasts,” Q347 giggled, glancing at me and my small chest with a smug look in her azure eyes.

      “What can I say? I’m a typical guy,” Garrett chuckled.

      “And yet…your wife hasn’t complied with the new beauty standards,” Q347 murmured. “Does that concern you, Garrett?”

      He gulped, his eyes darting towards me. I silently dared him to disrespect me.

      “Does it concern you?” she repeated, this time more firmly.

      “I dunno…I mean, she doesn’t turn me on at all,” Garrett said sheepishly, running his fingers through his short, dark hair. I could tell that he was nervous as hell right now. My husband was starting to sweat, beads of moisture appearing on his forehead.

      “In that case, I’m going to report that today’s visit was urgent,” Q347, closing her eyes and humming for a few moments. She must have been documenting and transmitting the information back to the spaceship or perhaps her home planet. “It is unacceptable for a woman to leave her partner unsatisfied. And until this situation is rectified, I will have to keep returning to ensure that this man’s needs are met.”

      With those words, she hastily unbuttoned her blouse and unzipped her skirt. Her naked body poured out — I was startled to see that she wasn’t even wearing any underwear.

      “Oh, God,” Garrett breathed, gulping down a lump in his throat as he took in the sight of her voluptuous, tan form.

      Q347 ran her finger down between her breasts and over her abdomen, then slid it between her legs. Her pussy was a perfectly smooth, pink slit. It was almost doll-like, that was how perfect it was.

      “Garrett,” I said frantically, “you can’t…you can’t do this.”

      “Do what?” he asked, staring lustfully at the naked blonde babe who was moving closer and closer to our bed.

      “You can’t cheat on me!” I cried. “Garrett, please. Wake up. This is a trap.”

      He turned towards me and snarled angrily, “Oh, shut up, Ella. If you looked a little more like her, then I wouldn’t even be thinking about cheating on you.”

      I was stunned into silence. Q347 gestured towards my husband’s crotch and he eagerly stripped out of his pants and boxers. His erect cock sprang out, ready for action.

      “Yes…I can see you’re ready for me…and your cock looks so delicious, too.”

      She straddled his body, thrusting her huge tits into his face and smothering him. Then, sliding her torso up and down, she massaged his face between her breasts. I heard him let out a deep moan of pleasure.

      “I’m going to make you cum harder than your wife ever could,” she cooed, stroking his hair and massaging his shoulders. “Just relax and enjoy my body…and feel free to do whatever you want to me…”

      He began to lick and suck on her perfect pink nipples, stuffing as much of her tit into his mouth as he could. I stared in silence as this superior woman showed me what my husband really wanted. It was a humbling experience, accepting what I had been so afraid of this whole time — I simply wasn’t sexy enough for Garrett.

      “Kiss me,” he begged.

      Q347 leaned down slowly. As soon as her full, sexy lips were in front of my husband’s, he gave her a wet, passionate kiss, shoving his tongue into her mouth and eliciting a gasp from the blonde alien. My husband had been wanting to kiss overly-plumped lips like hers for so long, he couldn’t contain his lust.

      “Mm…you’re a good kisser,” she purred. I didn’t know whether it was true or if she was saying that to stroke his ego. “Now…what else do you want to do to me, Garrett?”

      “Fuck your tits,” he groaned.

      “Whatever you want,” she giggled, kneeling on the floor in front of the bed and pressing her huge breasts together around his cock.

      “Shit,” he breathed, watching as his erect member slid in and out from between Q347’s cleavage. “This is way better than porn…”

      I could only imagine how difficult it had been for Garrett to watch as more and more women transformed into blondes with huge breasts — and, in spite of the ubiquity of bimbos all around, how he hadn’t allowed himself to cheat on his wife. But now that Q347 was insisting that he taste the forbidden fruit, I doubted that Garrett would be able to remain faithful to a flat-chested brunette like me.

      Q347 turned towards me, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Don’t you want to have breasts like mine, Ella? Just think — Garrett won’t be able to keep his hands or mouth off of them…”

      “I need to fuck your face,” Garrett said suddenly. He was trying to come up with every degrading sexual act he could think of, in case Q347 vanished into thin air before he had a chance to try them out.

      She lowered herself further and stared up at him, her red lips forming a sexy “O.” My husband plunged his dick into her mouth with force. I saw her eyes widen slightly, but other than that, Q347 didn’t seem particularly concerned about his aggressiveness. He pushed his cock halfway to the back of her throat and she didn’t even gag. The alien blonde clearly had supernatural dick-sucking abilities.

      As I watched Garrett thrust into her mouth again and again, I realized that Q347 and her ilk were nothing but living, breathing blowup dolls. Her eyes were just as vacant as a sex doll’s as my husband fucked her face. It terrified me that this was what got him off — not a woman who was responsive to him, or one who had thoughts or feelings of her own, but a completely submissive, sexy, empty vessel who existed purely to please him and other men. I got the feeling that if Q347, as sexy as she was, showed some weakness or told him she was tired and needed a break, that Garrett’s erection would vanish instantly.

      “And now your pussy…let me fuck your pussy…”

      Garrett was just going through the catalog of erotic acts in his mind and checking them off as he performed them with our alien minder. Q347 obediently climbed onto the bed, getting on her hands and knees, and my husband positioned himself behind her. He squeezed and smacked her sexy ass as his cock found the entrance to her tight, smooth hole.

      As he claimed her as his own living love doll, Q347 let out a series of pornographic moans. “Oh, yeah! Don’t stop, baby! Faster, faster!” It was so cliché and unoriginal, I was convinced that she had been programmed with phrases gleaned from random X-rated videos online. Yet Garrett ate it all up, and each time she cried out, he fucked her even faster and more enthusiastically.

      I couldn’t take my eyes off her jiggling ass as my husband’s dick disappeared into her pussy over and over. She was bouncing back against him, her tits wobbling uncontrollably beneath her. In this position, Q347’s unreal proportions were even more pronounced: her wasp waist, in sharp contrast to her round butt; her long and slender arms and legs; those massive breasts which should have weighed her down, but which were impossibly bouncy and perky at the same time.

      I understood that this naughty performance wasn’t just for Garrett’s enjoyment — it was also intended to be my education. Watching him pulling on her long blonde ponytail and grunting as he penetrated her from behind was supposed to show me the type of woman that my husband truly desired, as well as the things he would do to me once I conformed.

      I was sure that Garrett would have preferred if I wasn’t in the room the whole time, and in a way, I also wished that I hadn’t been compelled to stay here and watch him fuck this hot blonde. But if the aliens were targeting holdouts like myself, smart women who considered themselves to be immune to the propaganda that was sweeping the world, then this strategy was the most effective. She was emboldening my husband to listen to his dick instead of his brain while humiliating me by showing me that in my current form, I would never be enough for him.

      As Garrett pulled his cock out of her pussy one last time and showered her bare ass with a load of sticky white seed, Q347 let out one final moan of pleasure.

      Garrett stared at her sweaty, sexy body, which was now marked with his cum, and then he breathed, “Can we do this every day?”

      Q347 got up from the bed. Her face was blank. She didn’t even bother wiping the cum off her body before putting her blouse and skirt back on. “Yes. Every day until your wife complies.”

      “Fuck yeah,” Garrett said, grinning. “You need anything? Something to eat or drink? Ella, get her a glass of water.”

      “Garrett!” I gasped, glaring at him.

      “What?” my husband asked, shrugging his shoulders in confusion. After all that, he was going to play dumb and pretend he didn’t understand why I was upset with him.

      Q347 smiled at Garrett. “I’ll see you tomorrow, sexy.”

      Garrett scrambled to follow her downstairs so he could open the front door for her. I sat there on the bed, wishing that I hadn’t been home to witness my husband’s infidelity, but also understanding that I couldn’t have changed any of this no matter how hard I tried. It wasn’t Garrett’s fault that this was what he wanted — a lifetime of porn and media influence, and now an alien invasion, had shaped his sexual desires. If I had been in his position, I wouldn’t have been able to resist, either.

      All that was left for me to do was decide whether I would let Q347 fuck my husband every day, or if I was going to give in and  become a blonde bimbo. If all my friends had done it, and congresswomen like Melinda Browning had done it, then what did I have to be afraid of? They were all so much happier now that they had long blonde hair and big tits and perfect bodies.

      The decision wasn’t an easy one. I couldn’t simply accept a fate I hadn’t chosen for myself. I decided to wait a little longer, desperately hoping that something would change and I wouldn’t have to become a blonde bimbo clone…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 MY MAGICAL TRANSFORMATION

        

      

    

    
      “You poor thing!” the blond with the name tag that read V977 said as she ushered me towards a white cot. Her high heels clicked delicately on the floor while my sneakers dragged. “You must be the very last girl in this town who still needs a makeover!”

      She wasn’t wrong about that. This morning, I had gone to the library, wondering if I should still be attending work, and all of my female coworkers were getting fucked by horny male patrons. The sound of their high-pitched, ditzy squeals of pleasure sent a shiver down my spine.

      I had thought about escaping to another city, but everything I saw on TV proved that trying to get away would be futile. It was impossible to find a channel that wasn’t showing busty blondes prancing around in lingerie or bikinis. The meteorologist on the evening news giggled incessantly and when she dropped her cue card on the floor, she bent over to show off her G-string to the world.

      If the aliens were determined to dumb down and physically transform every woman on Earth, they were succeeding. If I didn’t join their ranks, I had no idea what would happen to me.

      At the same time, it was incredibly lonely to be the last regular brunette in town. Our minder came to the house every day, serving her voluptuous body up to my husband and forcing me to watch them together. Now, Garrett was emboldened to pursue other women as well. He started sleeping with a few of the neighbors, all of whom gleefully did whatever he wanted in bed, even though they had husbands, too.

      I found it interesting wasn’t just the men who were fooling around and cheating. Women were no longer bound to their marriages or relationships — they were insatiably horny all the time and eager to fuck anyone who happened to be in their vicinity. Still, I resisted the idea of transforming myself. I wasn’t attracted to men other than my husband, and I simply couldn’t see myself letting random dudes fuck me.

      Eventually, however, I caved in to the pressure to change myself so that I’d fit in.

      The last straw was when I came home from the supermarket to find Garrett getting a sloppy blowjob from not one, but two sexy sluts. Their pink tongues flicked along the length of his hard rod as he lay in bed staring at them lustfully with a smug smile on his face. He was living like a king in this twisted new reality.

      I quickly left before he could see me, rushing down the stairs and out the door. I got back in the car and headed straight to the alien’s spa.

      I figured that when I got there, they would ask me a million questions or make me fill out some form to sign away my rights. However, there was nothing asked of me. Instead, V977 simply told me how sorry she felt for me and ushered me into a sparse white room.

      I was instructed to strip out of my clothes and underwear and lie down on the cot in the corner of the room. I shivered and looked down, noting that the harsh white light of the room magnified all of my body’s flaws.

      V977 rolled a metal machine over towards me and began untangling cords. Each cord had what appeared to be a suction cup on the end, and she began placing these cups strategically over my body: one over each nipple, one on my bellybutton, one on each thigh. She forced my legs apart and placed one against my vagina. Then she pressed another suction cup over my mouth. Finally, she returned to the machine and I saw that there was a corded helmet, which she then slipped over my head. I couldn’t see anything now.

      “Is this gonna hurt?” I mumbled into the plastic cup that covered my lips.

      “Not at all,” she giggled. “Just relax and enjoy.”

      She flipped a switch on the machine and it began to light up and vibrate. Within moments, some sort of energy was transmitted from the machine through the cords to my body. The suction cups got warm against my skin, and suddenly, they were all bound to me tightly and it felt like they were squeezing my flesh. My nipples were pinched and so were my labia. I wanted to cry out, but my mouth was being squeezed, too. All I could do was let out a helpless, muffled moan.

      Then the helmet began to vibrate against my scalp. It was almost like my brain was getting a massage. In the darkness, I began to feel pulsating waves wash over me, noticing brief flashes that seemed to be visual disturbances. All the while, my entire body was tingling as the machine transmitted magical energy to my flesh. The painful pinching sensations faded, replaced by gentle, pleasing vibrations. The machine’s loud noises faded to a soft, almost musical hum in the background.

      This feels so good. Why did I wait so long to do this?

      The thought floated through my mind like a wispy cloud. All of my anxieties and anger melted away. The humiliation and pain I had experienced after seeing my husband with other women…the fear of that first day when the aliens arrived…it all vanished in a split second.

      I barely even noticed when the massaging, tickling sensations stopped and V977 turned off the machine. She removed the suction cups from my body and gently took off my helmet.

      I saw a cascade of long, golden hair fall down over my bare shoulders. The next thing I noticed were the two enormous, round breasts sprouting from my chest. I peered over them to get a glimpse of my perfectly flat tummy and sexy hips, my luscious thighs and long, elegant legs.

      V977 brought me a mirror and I gasped. My face was absolutely angelic: sparkling eyes with long, dark lashes, a cute button-like nose, and a pair of plump, pink, naturally glossy lips. I looked like a doll.

      In a daze, I slowly stood up, nearly falling flat on my face. These massive breasts were going to take a little while to get used to. V977 helped me put on the outfit that was given to every woman who left this clinic as a bimbo: a pale blue crop top, sexy cut-off shorts, and ultra-high heels. Then, she grabbed a cosmetics bag and began to doll me up even more with some mascara and rouge and lipstick.

      “You look so cute!” she gushed. She no longer pitied me. Instead, she saw me as just another one of the gals, a sex- and shopping-obsessed airhead who shared all of her vapid interests.

      “Thank you! Oh, my God…I feel cute!” I breathed. I clutched my throat at the sound of my own voice. It was so soft and sweet and feminine.

      V977 looked me up and down, nodding in approval. Then, to my surprise, she planted a soft kiss on my new lips. I barely noticed that I was kissing her back. As our tongues met, I felt like we were communicating in a different language. I had never kissed a woman before, and the sensation of her soft mouth moving over mine was incredibly delicious and exciting for me.

      I had no idea that by kissing me, V977 was transmitting instructions from her home planet to my brain. I was being given my new role and purpose. From this point forward, I would be nothing but a sex drone. My entire purpose was to sexually satisfy and placate men, to distract them from what was really going on.

      I was willing and eager to fulfill the duties of my new submissive, sexual role.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5 BECOMING HIS LOVE TOY

        

      

    

    
      “Honey?”

      I looked at myself in the mirror, licking my lips and admiring my perfect face and body. I felt like a million bucks and looked like a porn star after my mani-pedi, blowout, and spray tan.

      “Where are you, sweetie?” I called out.

      That was when I heard the shower in the upstairs bathroom start running.

      For the first time since my transformation, a flash of doubt filled my bimbo mind. What if he’s up there with another woman?

      Then, giggling, I realized that wouldn’t be an issue. If Garrett was having sex with someone else, I could always join them. I knew my husband would love that.

      But, selfishly, I wanted him all to myself. I was eager to surprise him with my new look and attitude.

      I took off my new platform heels (I thought they’d be hard to walk in, but I felt like I was floating on a cloud with each step I took) and headed upstairs, shedding clothes as I went. First, the tight shorts came off. They looked sexy, but I had to admit, they were suffocating my big butt. Then the tiny little thong slid down my smooth, tan thighs. And then I yanked off that tight blue crop top, my breasts springing out, two bouncing, wobbling orbs of flesh that seemed to defy gravity.

      “Garrett,” I purred as I stepped into the bedroom.

      He didn’t hear me, since the shower was running full force.

      I quietly entered the bathroom, watching his muscular silhouette through the frosted glass.

      “Honey, I’m home!” I cried out.

      He froze, and then he quickly slid the shower door a few inches open. The expression on his face was one of pure confusion.

      “Huh? Oh…I thought you were my wife for a second. You’re that chick who lives down the street, right?” he asked, rubbing his eyes.

      “No, silly. It’s me…Ella. I finally went to the spa.”

      Garrett’s mouth dropped open. “Ella? Are you kidding?”

      “Of course not,” I giggled. “I decided it was time to become the type of woman you want me to be. So…what do you think?”

      His eyes slid over my body, silently consuming me with their intense gaze. His lower lip trembled slightly. “Fuck…you look good…”

      I saw that his dick got hard instantly as his eyes anxiously examined the curves of my breasts and searched for the pink slit between my legs.

      He opened the shower door the rest of the way and I got in with him, letting the water spray my voluptuous body.

      “Dear God,” my husband groaned, grabbing me and running his fingertips over my torso. He gripped one breast in each hand and squeezed the flesh, as if he was checking to make sure they were real and that this wasn’t a wet dream.

      Garrett pressed his body against mine and aggressively kissed me, shoving his tongue deep in my mouth as his hands roughly explored my body. He grabbed and smacked my bare ass, then slid his fingers between my thighs, gliding them inside my tight, wet pussy. As he moved his fingers in and out of my slick hole, his tongue searched deeper inside my mouth and his other hand massaged my bare breast.

      My husband had never shown his desire for me so intensely. It was as if he had turned into a wild animal and wanted to devour me completely.

      His fingers glided out of my tight pussy and he grabbed the bottle of body wash and squirted some onto his hands, rubbing them together to create a nice lather. Then, he rubbed the soapy water onto my bare breasts and my tummy and my ass, massaging my flesh, savoring the slippery sensation of my skin beneath his firm fingertips.

      I rinsed my breasts off, admiring the way my massive tits glistened. My husband leaned down to suck on my perfect nipples, pinching each one ever-so-gently between his teeth, before descending lower. His lapping tongue pressed against my soft inner thighs, and I opened my legs to accommodate him. Then his hot licks swept across my pussy, exploring every inch of my tight, smooth folds of flesh. His tongue probed the entrance to my pussy and I began to tremble so violently, I grabbed his shoulders to keep my body steady.

      “That’s my girl,” he breathed, looking up at me with shining eyes. “Cum for me, baby.”

      I began to pump my hips slightly, savoring the intensity of the moment and the sensation of my husband’s nimble tongue against my incredibly sensitive flesh. It was as if my entire body was a million times more receptive to pleasure now. I’d never enjoyed sex very much in the past, although I was always too afraid to admit it. But everything was different now. This was the hottest experience fo my life.

      Little whimpers of pleasure escaped my lips as Garrett caressed my pink folds with long, slow licks. His tongue flicked in tight circles as he returned to my clit. He stimulated my clit with rapid flicks that were so pleasurable, I started wailing ecstatically. My body rocked back and forth, my curvaceous chest and ass jiggling, as my husband brought me to my first shivering, shuddering climax as a sexy bimbo.

      Gasping for air, I closed my eyes and let the waves of pleasure wash over me. My heart pounded in my chest. My lips quivered and I cried out, “Oh, Garrett…don’t stop…”

      His enthusiasm didn’t wane as he continued to eat me out and I came for a second time. Then a third. I could barely breathe by the time he was done with me. My entire body was quaking and covered in goosebumps.

      After the third orgasm, Garrett pulled his face out from between my thighs and I slumped down on the floor of the shower. He turned off the water.

      Next thing I knew, my husband was taking my hand and leading me out into the bathroom. He dried both of us off with a fluffy towel and then guided me towards the bed.

      It was in this same bed that I had watched him make love to Q347 and several other women. But all of that was forgiven. I didn’t mind if Garrett slept with other bimbos. All that mattered was that at the end of the day, he took care of my needs, too. I was happy to share my husband — after all, I knew he, like every other man on Earth, could never be truly satisfied with one woman.

      He sat down on the bed and I straddled him. My soaking wet pussy immediately sank down onto his rock hard cock, and I bit my lip hard to stop myself from screaming as he filled me up. When my pussy had engulfed his member completely, he looked at me and said, “You are the perfect woman, Ella. I want you to know that.”

      I ran my tongue seductively over my upper lip and breathed, “And you’re the perfect man. I love you just the way you are, Garrett…”

      Ironic, since Garrett hadn’t needed to change himself to earn my affection, while I had undergone a complete mind and body transformation to win him back. However, I was far too ditzy to make that connection. All I wanted to do was fuck this gorgeous man and feel his big dick inside me.

      I slid up and down on his cock, my huge chest heaving, and he began to kiss my perfect breasts. One of his hands gripped my delicate waist as the other began to squeeze and grope my firm ass. It was so delicious, fucking my husband right after getting out of the shower. I tossed my long mane of wet hair and began to bounce faster, up and down, up and down. My energy was endless. I’d never had this kind of sexual stamina before, especially when I was on top.

      Garrett wanted to try a new position. He grabbed my body and rolled me over so that we were spooning. Our bodies fit together like two puzzle pieces. He pressed his weight against me, his cock gliding even deeper into my wet hole, and his lips whispered into my ear, “Are you sure you’re my wife? I don’t remember her ever being so dirty…or so perfectly tight…”

      I moaned softly, unable to answer his question. I wasn’t sure who I was. I knew I was Ella, but my magical makeover had wiped away enough negative memories to make it difficult for me to remember anything that had happened to me before today. I couldn’t remember what it was like to be anything other than a glamorous, tall, sexy blonde.

      Fortunately, Garrett wasn’t expecting a conversation. He just wanted to fuck me. He reached around my body to grab and squeeze my huge breasts as his cock plunged into my tight pussy over and over again. He breathed heavily against my neck, groaning, and when I turned my head slightly to kiss him, his snake-like tongue slid deep between my lips. His kiss nearly suffocated me. The way Garrett was gripping me and manhandling me, so aggressive, so controlling, was a completely new experience for me. My entire body went limp as I let him dominate me.

      He pulled his dick out of my soaking wet slit and pushed me onto my hands and knees. As he fucked me hard from behind, pulling my hair and squeezing my ass, I started getting wet all over again. It wasn’t just the physical sensation that turned me on…it was also the knowledge that this man wanted nothing more than to claim and conquer me. That was how he felt about every sexy woman who tossed his path.

      “Garrett,” I moaned.

      “You naughty, naughty girl,” he breathed, his nails digging so deep into my flesh, I knew he would leave marks. “You’re about to make me cum…”

      “Oh, baby…I want you to cum inside me…”

      He groaned at my words. He pumped rhythmically and deeply and then, when he was buried deep in my pussy again, I began to feel his cock’s convulsions. He exploded inside my pussy, and the sensation of his climax filling me with his warm, sticky seed, was enough to bring me to a fourth orgasm.

      “Fuck!” I cried, trembling, my body dripping with sweat. “Oh…oh….oh…”

      Garrett pulled his hard shaft out of my tight hole agonizingly slowly. I could feel the cum oozing out of my pussy. I rolled over, breathing heavily, and he pounced on top of me, kissing my lips and murmuring, “Out of all the sluts I’ve fucked…you’re definitely my favorite.”

      There was nothing romantic about his declaration, but I was so happy to hear him say that, I squealed, “Oh, Garrett! I love you so much!”

      I never could have imagined that this was what I truly wanted out of life: hot, wild, degrading sex with my husband, and an open marriage where each of us could satisfy our endlessly dirty desires with anyone we chose. I had the body and sex drive of a porn star, and I wasn’t going to let them go to waste.
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        * * *

      

      When the last of the spaceships left Earth, no one even noticed. In fact, the extraterrestrials’ departure barely even made the news. The magic transformation clinics mysteriously vanished. The bimbo minders disappeared without saying goodbye.

      The men and bimbos of our humble planet had all gotten used to the new way of life. For bimbos like me, life was an endless series of exiting sexual escapades: sex with new men every day, threesomes with my hot girlfriends, and, of course, daily bedroom adventures with my husband. By this point, if any ordinary women remained, they were in hiding and would probably never emerge.

      Perhaps the aliens had taken some valuable resource that we weren’t aware of, some rare mineral that held the key to eternal life. Or maybe they had simple come to our planet to install a new social order, one in which men ruled and  women served, because our previous, more egalitarian way of life wasn’t acceptable to the invaders.

      Down here on Earth, we would never know the truth. We were all way too busy fucking each other and having fun to question anything.
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          1 THE BIMBO GENERATOR

        

      

    

    
      Everyone was talking about how AI was going to take over the world. On the news, they blabbed on and on about how college students were using it to write essays and cheat on their exams. Scrolling social media, I kept stumbling across uncanny images of celebrities and politicians that just didn’t seem right.

      But what worried me the most about artificial intelligence was the fact that my husband Joe spent every day and night completely immersed in his work as an AI developer. He told me he was focused on an exciting new project involving AI that would change the world. I just wanted him to come to bed before 3 a.m., because he kept waking me up in the middle of the night when he finally climbed into bed.

      “Honey, don’t you want to take a break and eat breakfast with me?” I asked one morning, coming up behind him and resting my hands on his shoulders.

      To my surprise, Joe recoiled from my touch, hastily slamming his laptop shut and turning his chair around to face me. He looked at me sheepishly, and I could tell that he was embarrassed by whatever he’d been looking at on his computer screen. “Not now, Brittany. I’m on a roll!”

      I glared at him. My husband was the one working long nights and slaving away in front of his computer and I was the one suffering. I had caught a glimpse of myself in the bathroom mirror this morning and nearly gasped in shock at the dark circles under my eyes, my frizzy brown hair, and the stress-induced  breakout of red spots on my cheeks. Joe had the privilege of working from home, while I had to go to the office five days a week after barely sleeping.

      “Can I at least see what you’re working on?” I pleaded. I knew that it would help me feel a little better if I understood what Joe was obsessing over. He always brushed aside my requests, telling me that I had to wait until the project was all done. “You said this was for the government, right? Something about…generating models of parks to revitalize poor neighborhoods in the city, right?”

      “Exactly,” Joe said, nodding vigorously. “Well…that, and my side project. To be honest, my personal project is what’s been taking up most of my time. But I guarantee that once it’s done, I can sell the rights to some big tech company and make millions. We’ll be filthy stinking rich, Brit!”

      I scoffed. “Joe, you’re crazy. I’m going to go make some eggs and toast.”

      My husband called out after me, “Trust me, Brittany. This is going to change your life, too!”

      I headed to the kitchen, letting out a deep, exasperated sigh. I loved my husband, and I knew he was brilliant, but he didn’t always live in the real world.

      A few minutes later, I heard him step away from his computer and head upstairs to use the bathroom. I quietly put down my cup of coffee and rushed into his office. I was dying to know what this top-secret personal project was all about.

      The screen was filled with endless lines of code. Fingers trembling, I guided the mouse to minimize the window, noting that the file was called “GENERATOR.” And there, hiding beneath it, was a picture of me.

      It was a photo that Joe had taken on the beach last summer. I remembered that day fondly. However, finding out what I had really looked like that day didn’t thrill me. My neon pink bikini didn’t look so hot — it would have looked much better on a woman who wasn’t flat-chested and didn’t have a pudgy belly and stretch marks and stubby legs. Then there was my hair, messy as always from the wind and humidity, and my less-than-perfect, slightly crooked smile. If this was the photo of me that my husband liked to look at while he was working, then he definitely needed to go get his vision checked — I looked terrible.

      I was about to walk away when I noticed a tiny button in the bottom-right corner of the photo. It said GENERATE AI VERSION. Instinctively, I clicked the button.

      That was when the image transformed, the pixels morphing into something brand-new. I saw my frizzy hair smoothing out and becoming longer and silkier. My eyes widened and became big and blue, my lashes doubling in length. My lips swelled, becoming plump and sexy. My skin became smooth and tan and perfect, my stretch marks and cellulite vanishing. And then there were the body changes: my flat chest expanded like two water balloons under my pink bikini top, filling it out perfectly before spilling out over the edges of the bathing suit. My tummy flattened. My waist shrunk and my hips widened. My legs were long, smooth, and elegant.

      The photo looked nothing like me at this point. I couldn’t believe it. This was Joe’s mysterious personal project that was going to make us millionaires?! I couldn’t fathom why his work involved altering pictures of his wife…

      The only thing that he’d managed to accomplish was making me feel like shit. I managed to undo the AI generation by clicking the button again and restored myself to my natural state: unkempt, small-breasted, and less-than-gorgeous.

      I heard the water running upstairs and quickly opened the window of code again, rushing back to the kitchen. I didn’t want Joe to know that I’d seen what he was doing. That awkward conversation would inevitably turn into a fight.

      He came back downstairs, entering the kitchen. I was shoving bread into the toaster when I felt his hands slip around my waist.

      “Sorry for being so busy lately,” he murmured, kissing the back of my neck. “I promise, once I finish this project, I’ll be all yours again.”

      My body was stiff. He must have noticed that I was uncomfortable.

      “Something wrong?” Joe asked softly.

      “Uh…” I turned around slowly, forcing a smile. “Nope, nothing’s wrong.”

      He gave me a kiss on the lips and I stared at him like a deer caught in the headlights.

      “I’ll let you get ready for work,” he said, flashing a cheeky grin. Even after a sleepless night, my husband looked as dashing as ever, with his tousled, dark hair and a hint of five o’clock shadow on his strong jaw. “By the way, you look ravishing today, Brittany.”

      He gave me another quick peck on the lips before heading back to his home office. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Was Joe messing with me? Ravishing? After seeing the before and after versions of that photo on the beach, I knew that he wasn’t truly satisfied with my appearance. In fact, it looked like Joe had developed a program that would turn any image of me into the type of woman he truly desired: a busty yet slender brunette bombshell with sun-kissed skin and a doll-like face.

      I couldn’t even begin to comprehend how this was going to make him money. I began to wonder if he’d been lying to me about the whole thing. Now I understood what Joe wanted me to look like, and I felt worse about my appearance than ever before. That uncanny image of Brittany 2.0 on the beach, her huge breasts spilling out of her bikini top, her eyes vacant, her lips pursed, was burned into my brain.

      I should have confronted Joe about it. Instead, I decided to keep my mouth shut. I didn’t want him to know what I thought about his stupid AI experiment.

      However, I was still curious. If I was lucky, maybe he would leave his computer unattended tonight, and I would have time to learn more about what he was really doing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 BRITTANY 2.0

        

      

    

    
      That night around midnight, I was lying in bed when I heard the distinct sound of my husband’s snores reverberating in the living room downstairs.

      “Ugh, Joe,” I groaned. I crawled out of bed and headed downstairs, planning to nudge him awake so that he would join me.

      I saw Joe sleeping peacefully on the couch and I didn’t have the heart to wake him up. Then, glancing at his office, I saw the faint white glow of his laptop monitor. His computer was still on, meaning that he must have gone to sleep within the last few minutes.

      Before I could talk myself out of spying, I slipped into Joe’s office and sat down at his desk. Once again, I was confronted by a screen filled with endless code. I minimized the window and found myself face-to-face with another image of me. This time, I was sitting on our bed in a bra and panties. It was one of the rare occasions when I had let Joe take a photo of me in lingerie. I wished I wasn’t so self-conscious about my body, but it was becoming more and more apparent that even my husband, who claimed to love and adore me, wanted a woman who was far sexier than I would ever be.

      This time, I noticed that along with the GENERATE AI VERSION button, there were more parameters at the bottom of the photo.

      Body Type: BREAST SIZE. ASS SIZE. VAGINAL TIGHTNESS.

      Personality Traits: INTELLIGENT. HORNY. SUBMISSIVE.

      I noted that my husband had slid the bars for breast and ass size almost all the way to the right, and vaginal tightness wasn’t too far from the highest value, either. I was shocked to see that the bar for intelligent was placed much further to the left than horny. Submissive was set somewhere in the middle. But it didn’t make sense…a photo couldn’t be intelligent or horny or submissive. So what were these parameters for?

      Once again, I pressed the button and saw the image morph into a gorgeous, voluptuous babe. This time, my breasts were even larger, and my nipples nearly poked through the sheer brassiere. I could see that my hips were comically wide, and I could only imagine how ridiculous my ass looked now. And I suppose my vagina is tighter, too…

      I tried not to laugh as I looked at the photo of my AI self, with her long, flowing brown hair and ridiculous curves and delicate waist. She had a come hither look in her eyes and her mouth was hanging open. AI Brittany had the vibe of a lingerie-clad anime babe, only she was way more realistic than a cartoon character.

      Suddenly, I noticed another small button in the bottom-left corner of the photo: GENERATE 3D VERSION.

      Without even thinking, I clicked the button. I saw the computer’s webcam turn on and a bright light nearly blinded me. I gasped, sliding backwards in the desk chair and scrambling to undo the mistake I had just made. If I accidentally screwed up Joe’s secret project, he would hate me forever.

      But it was too late. Little did I know, I had just transmitted all of the data from the computer directly into my own body. It took a few moments before I began to transform, but as soon as my real-life AI makeover began, I was painfully aware of what was happening.

      “Shit, shit!” I muttered to myself as my skin began to tingle. “This can’t be happening…”

      My breasts immediately expanded under my loose-fitting tank top, swelling to nearly double their original size in a matter of seconds. I hoped they would stop changing, but they kept growing, slowly and steadily, until they were like two round basketballs straining against the thin fabric of my pajama top. My nipples were rock hard and threatened to pierce through the fabric.

      God, I’m horny…

      Those naughty words flashed through my mind before I forced myself to return to my senses.

      “Brittany, you idiot!” I groaned aloud. I realized that my butt was getting bigger, too, as I was slightly lifted off the desk chair by a mass of swelling flesh beneath me.

      As my breasts continued to grow, my tank top slid up to expose my perfectly flat, smooth tummy. My waist was so small, and my hips were wider. My pajama shorts were suddenly way too tight for me. My ass threatened to swallow them whole.

      “Brittany?!”

      Joe’s voice startled me. He appeared in the doorway and I whipped my head around, a cascade of dark, silky hair momentarily covering my face.

      “What did you do?” he shouted, rushing into the room.

      “I pressed the…the…” I stumbled over my words, shocked at how high-pitched and sweet my voice had become. I also was finding it difficult to formulate a complete sentence. The sensations of my rapidly-morphing body were extremely distracting and confusion. My huge breasts were so heavy that they ached; my pussy tingled; my lips felt plump and swollen.

      “You shouldn’t have touched anything!” Joe groaned. “Brittany, you have no idea what you’ve done.”

      “But don’t you like me like this?” I asked, my eyes widening. I let my hands slide over my curves, running my fingertips down over my huge boobs and staring at Joe with my plump lips slightly parted.

      “You don’t understand,” Joe muttered.

      “I do understand,” I breathed, smiling at him. “You wanted me to be hot. I saw that you were using photos of me for your project. And it was an accident, but now I’m the woman you always dreamed of, Joe. I’m your fantasy!”

      “No, Brittany,” he said, shaking his head in frustration. “You don’t get it. I wasn’t using your photo because I wanted to change you. You were a stand-in — I needed to practice running the code using your pictures. But my plan wasn’t to change you. The product is designed so that any woman who wants to change herself can do it…”

      I gasped. “Are you serious?”

      He sighed. “Brittany, you should have asked me before messing with my computer. I don’t even know if this can be reversed. I haven’t worked out all the bugs yet.”

      Ordinarily, I would have been appalled and upset by that revelation. My husband had just informed me that my accidental bimbo makeover might not be reversible. Instead of bursting into tears, I simply giggled and shrugged.

      “So what?” I asked. “I like the way I look now. I think I’m hot!”

      Joe stared at me sadly. “Tomorrow, we’re going to fix this. I never meant to turn you into a brainless bimbo, Brittany. I’m going to contact everyone I know who works with AI, okay?”

      “But why?” I pouted.

      He rolled his eyes. “I can’t have you going out in public with those tits!”

      “You’re right! Everyone’s going to stare at me,” I said with a wink, hoisting my massive, perky breasts in my hands and making them bounce and jiggle. “Every guy I walk past is going to get so hard when he sees me.”

      My husband was clearly horrified by that idea.

      “We’re going to bed,” Joe said firmly.

      He grabbed my arm and we headed towards the stairs. My head was swirling with confused, disjointed thoughts. Right now, I just wanted my husband to dominate me, to rip off my PJs and pin me against the wall. I needed his huge, hard cock inside my extremely tight, wet pussy. Why was he making me wait?

      “Mm, I’ve been waiting all night for you to take me to bed,” I purred, letting out a little laugh.

      “I want you to sleep, Brittany,” he insisted, practically dragging me up the stairs.

      Thank goodness I had a huge ass: if it wasn’t for my plump derriere, I would have fallen flat on my face, thanks to these absurdly heavy breasts.

      “Maybe in the morning, you’ll be back to normal,” he said hopefully.

      “I hope not,” I sighed wistfully.

      Joe put me to bed and lay down as far away from me as he could. I was incredibly disappointed that he didn’t kiss my lips or caress my body. Why was he so worried right now? I had never been happier. All of my anxieties and insecurities had melted away in an instant. I felt truly feminine for the first time in my life, and I wanted a sexy man like Joe to show me what I’d been missing all this time.

      I batted my eyes and pursed my lips at him, hoping he would come to his senses and fuck me. Eventually, I got tired of trying to change his mind and drifted off into a deep, peaceful slumber. I wondered if I would still be Brittany 2.0 when I woke up tomorrow morning…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          3 SEDUCING MY HUSBAND

        

      

    

    
      I woke up from my deep slumber to the sound of Joe’s voice. “I’m sorry, Brittany’s sick and she won’t be making it to work today. I’ll try to get a doctor’s note for her. Yeah. Thanks for understanding. Bye.”

      He put my cell phone back down on the nightstand. I didn’t know who he’d called. Was it my boss? I lay there, trying to remember what I’d done all day yesterday. Something in an office…answering phones…writing emails…ugh, it all sounded so boring.

      “Good morning, my love,” I sighed dreamily, rolling over onto my back. Most of my view of the bedroom was obscured by the enormous mountains of flesh that had sprouted from my chest. I turned my head to the left and looked at my sexy husband. It had been so long since I’d gotten a good night’s sleep, and I felt amazing.

      Joe, on the other hand, looked extremely anxious. He was examining my body carefully and keeping his distance from me, treating me more like a science experiment gone wrong rather than his own beloved wife.

      “What’s wrong, baby?” I murmured, sitting up in bed and beckoning for him to come closer. He reluctantly sat down on the edge of the bed.

      “Nothing’s wrong,” he said softly. “But Brittany, when I told you that this project was top secret, it was for a reason. This technology is too new to play with if you don’t understand the code. You had no idea what you were doing when you started messing around with my computer.”

      His words stung. Why was he being so mean to me?

      “Does that mean you don’t want to fuck me?” I asked, biting my lip.

      “Huh?” he said, taken aback by my bluntness.

      “When was the last time we made love, anyway?” I said, staring at his crotch. My husband was wearing a T-shirt and boxers, and I’d always believed that he looked sexiest when he was in his underwear.

      “It’s been a while,” he admitted.

      “Joe, stop stressing yourself out. Come here and enjoy my body. Aren’t you the one who designed me in the first place?”

      I saw a flash of recognition in Joe’s eyes. He couldn’t deny that he liked the way I looked and acted now. After all, he was the one who had created specific parameters to maximize the size of my tits and ass while dumbing me down and giving me the sex drive of a nymphomaniac.

      “Don’t fight it. I know you want me,” I said, reaching out to stroke the swelling bulge in his boxers. He was getting harder and more excited as I begged him to use my body for his pleasure. My husband was being too rational about all this, and although a small part of me appreciated that he was worried about my well-being, I was more concerned that he wasn’t going to get me off this morning.

      I slowly slid my tank top upwards, exposing my huge, perfect breasts for the first time. In the morning light, they practically gleamed, two tan orbs with delicate pink nipples. Joe’s jaw dropped as my breasts came into view.

      Next thing I knew, he was on top of me, his face buried between my massive tits as his hands gripped and kneaded the perfect mountains of flesh. I’d never known how much my husband loved big boobs — but right now, he was acting like a man who’d been stranded in the desert drinking water for the first time. He began to suck hungrily on my pink nipple, pinching the nub of flesh between his teeth and making me tremble and moan. His lips and tongue explored every inch of both of my beautiful, otherworldly breasts, and I knew that my husband was savoring this magical moment as much as I was.

      He grabbed my shorts and slid them down over my sexy hips, exposing my nether regions. I was startled to see that I was completely hairless down there — the AI generator had given me a fresh Brazilian wax. Even my pussy was prettier now — pink, smooth, delicate.

      “Oh, fuck,” he breathed, staring at my beautiful new body. “You are a masterpiece, Brittany.”

      “Am I?” I giggled.

      “Yeah.” Joe positioned himself between my legs and a devilish glint flashed in his eyes as he leaned in close. His whispered words tickled my bare flesh. “You’re the perfect little fuck toy now. I didn’t plan on changing you…but boy, am I glad I did.”

      As his tongue flicked over my clit, I let out a sharp gasp of excitement. My body writhed as Joe’s nimble tongue worked its way over the length of my smooth pussy, exploring every fold and crevice, gliding over to caress my inner thighs before returning to stroke my clit. Light flicks turned into long, lascivious licks that made my love button throb with pleasure and anticipation. I’d never enjoyed oral sex very much in the past, but now, my body was designed to receive erotic pleasure, and every movement of Joe’s agile tongue thrilled me. However, there was something else I desperately wanted and needed from him right now.

      “Kiss me,” I cried out, my lips trembling.

      Joe had gone straight for my tits and pussy, viewing me as a sex object rather than as his wife. But I craved his love, his approval, and his control. I belonged to him and I desperately wanted him to kiss me and claim me as the woman he loved.

      He stopped eating my pussy, an amused smirk on his handsome face. Then, he slid his mouth up over my abdomen, between my ample breasts, and over my neck. His lips pressed against mine and as my mouth yielded to him, he enveloped me in a deep, passionate, dominating kiss. Joe’s hot, slick tongue forced its way into my mouth and I let out a muffled moan as his hand pressed against my neck, placing just enough pressure to make my heart beat faster.

      I tasted my wetness on his tongue. I opened my eyes and saw that he was staring at me. I’d never seen that look in my husband’s eyes before. Either he’d lost himself in this game or he was showing his true self for the first time: dominant, alpha, completely in control. Joe had always been a mild-mannered kind of guy, a cute nerd who happened to be a brilliant programmer. But now, he had a hot wife with the body of a porn star and the brain of a ditzy bimbo, and he was thoroughly enjoying the power that he had over me.

      Joe gripped my breast firmly as his tongue wrestled with mine. Then he lowered his boxers and I felt the firmness of his huge cock pressed against my thigh. His member slid between my legs and moved up and down, as he wet himself with my juices. Then he pressed the tip of his dick against the tight entrance to my pussy and began to glide inside, moving slowly until he was completely buried inside me.

      His lips broke away from my kiss to let out a shuddering breath. I gazed into his eyes, which glowed with satisfaction as he slid his cock out of my tight hole and thrust it back in quickly. My hands moved to his hips so I could feel them pumping faster and faster. He penetrated me deeply and rhythmically, his pace accelerating until he was pounding my pussy with all his strength. Joe had never fucked me this hard before.

      His tongue slid back into my mouth as he gave me a wet, deep kiss. My sweet, gentle husband had turned into a wild animal.

      He pulled out of my pussy and flipped my body over. I landed on my hands and knees and Joe grabbed my ass to steady me. He spanked my bare bottom firmly, letting out a grunt of pleasure as he examined the red mark he left on my springy flesh. Then he plunged his hard rod into my sopping wet pussy, his hands sliding up to encircle my tiny waist.

      I looked to my right, getting a good view of the scene in the mirror on the wall. There I was, on all fours on our pristine white sheets, my huge breasts swaying beneath me, my husband’s cock disappearing over and over between my supple ass cheeks. He saw me checking out our pornographic reflections and decided to start pulling my long hair, forcing me to tilt my head back as I let out an ecstatic moan of delight.

      “You dirty little slut,” Joe groaned, his words jolted by each powerful thrust of his cock. “I love knowing that your pussy is all mine…your tits…your ass. I’m the only man who gets to enjoy your perfect body, Brittany.”

      As he uttered that declaration of domination, his dick slid out of my tight hole one last time and he moaned loudly. A huge load of cum sprayed across my lower back and over my voluptuous bottom.

      I turned my head back to glance at Joe. He was kneeling on the bed behind me, still gripping my hips, his mouth hanging open as he struggled to catch his breath.

      But once we locked eyes, I could see his anxiety return. Post-orgasm, he couldn’t ignore the reality of the situation.

      “Brittany, we need to undo all this and get you back to normal…”

      “Do we have to?” I pleaded.

      I wanted my husband to wrap me in his arms and tell him that I would be his perfect little bimbo forever. Instead, he rushed into the bathroom and came back, tossing me a towel to clean myself off and said, “I’m going to be working on a solution. Please, whatever you do — don’t interrupt me.”

      “Okay,” I purred, rolling over onto my back and gazing at him, licking my lips. “I’m going to take a shower and get nice and soapy…mmm…” I rubbed my bare, sweaty breasts, simulating the way that I planned to wash them off in the shower. “Do you want to help me?”

      Joe was getting hard again as he stared at my beautiful body sprawled on the bed. He couldn’t resist me, could he? I knew that Joe was in charge, but I also loved the power I had over my husband now that I was a voluptuous babe.

      He grinned at me. “Maybe the code can wait. Right now, I could really use a shower, too…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 MY EXTREME BIMBO MAKEOVER

        

      

    

    
      Every time Joe sat down at his computer, I couldn’t resist the urge to interrupt him. I knew that he was still trying to undo my transformation, and the last thing I wanted was to go back to my plain, boring, unsexy old self. Brittany 1.0 was long gone. Brittany 2.0, however, was having the time of her life.

      Our sex life was incredible. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Every morning, I woke up to the sensation of Joe’s rock hard erection pressed against my ass, his fingertips caressing my hips and thighs, reaching around to grope my breasts. This was usually followed by intense, athletic sex. We always experimented with new positions first thing in the morning — for some reason, our sexual creativity was the highest before 9 a.m.

      After breakfast, we would usually make love again, and at some point in the afternoon, I would interrupt Joe’s work to give him a lap dance and bend my body over his desk so he could have his way with me and get some stress relief.

      And as for my job? Naturally, I quit. Or should I say, Joe called my boss to tell him that I’d received a better offer. My husband couldn’t stand the thought of my male coworkers ogling my tits and ass every day, and I couldn’t imagine spending my life doing boring administrative work. My only interests were fucking my husband, getting my hair and nails done, and shopping for cute new outfits, lingerie, and high heels.

      One afternoon, I decided to slink into the office wearing nothing but a pink satin bathrobe. My hair was teased out, my lips glossy, and my nails shimmering.

      Usually, Joe shut his laptop the moment he got a glimpse of my curvaceous body entering the room. But today, he merely glanced at me before turning back to the device. He was frantically typing code.

      “Baby, what are you doing?” I asked, raking my long nails over his broad shoulders. I ruffled his hair and pressed my lips against his ear. “You’re not gonna turn me back, are you?”

      “Well…I have some bad news, and some good news.” Joe gulped. “The bad news is that there’s no way to undo this without risking some severe side effects. The old Brittany is gone forever.”

      I clapped my hands. “Yay! Joe, that’s great news!”

      He burst out laughing. “If you’re happy about it, then I guess I am, too.” He spun his chair around, grabbed my body roughly, and pinched my ass so hard that I gasped. “So here’s the better news: I’ve managed to expand the parameters of the AI. From now on, our only limit is our imagination.”

      “What does that mean?” I asked, biting my lip and staring at him. I was just an empty-headed ditz now, and I had no idea what my brainy husband was talking about.

      “It means that I can make you even sexier: bigger breasts, bigger butt, increased libido…there’s literally no upper threshold.” Joe’s eyes were filled with glee. If I could think logically, I might have suspected that this whole time, he wasn’t trying to undo my transformation; instead, he was secretly growing bored with my body and wondering if he could upgrade me for a second, third, or even fourth time.

      Joe was happy, and that made me happy. I clapped my hands together again and squealed, “That sounds amazing!”

      My husband guided me to sit down in the desk chair and opened up that sexy photo of me in lingerie on the bed. It occurred to me that the Brittany 2.0 I saw on the screen was the same hot bombshell I saw in the mirror every day. Then, as Joe adjusted the controls, I saw my already-large breasts swell to gigantic, absurd proportions, spilling out around every edge of my lacy bra. My hips and ass doubled in size. My legs grew longer. My hair was suddenly even more voluminous and shiny. My lips went from bee-stung to pillowy and huge.

      “You like this?” Joe asked, stroking my hair.

      “Uh-huh,” I replied obediently.

      I noticed that he had cranked the bar for submissive up, as well as horny, while dropping my intelligence a few notches.

      “Here we go.” Joe clicked a few more buttons and the computer flashed brightly, making me recoil and squint my eyes.

      My transformation flowed so smoothly, I barely even noticed what was happening to me. My body was re-shaped, becoming even more ridiculous and cartoonishly sexy, as my breasts and ass swelled, my limbs grew longer, and my skin became even more digitally perfect. My lips felt almost heavy, they were so plump. My pussy began to tingle and drip with anticipation.

      I wasn’t even a woman anymore. I was an AI creation, a simulated caricature of a hot babe.

      As my breasts poured out of my skimpy robe, the garment slid off my chest, revealing the swelling, massive orbs of flesh sprouting from my chest. By the time my extreme makeover was complete, I could barely get up from the chair.

      My husband had a wild grin on his face as he helped me shimmy out of the robe and move down to the floor. I was on my knees and he was taking his hard cock out and aiming it towards my plumped lips. The tip slid into my mouth and as he forced his way deeper inside me, it felt like my jaw was unhinging to accommodate him.

      He began to pump his hips, thrusting his dick deep into my mouth, and it felt completely naturally for me to accept the way he fucked my face. I wanted nothing more than for Joe to enjoy my new body. In fact, I realized I didn’t care so much about my own pleasure. It was more important to me that Joe found me worthy of his cock and used my body to get off in any way that he wanted to.

      Joe ran his fingers through my dark hair, his eyes gleaming as he fucked my mouth fast and rhythmically. I’d never seen him look at me this way before. I was no longer his sweet, loving wife; I was just his whore, his plaything. I was an object to be used for pleasure, and nothing more.

      His cock slid out of my mouth and then he ran it down my chest between my massive breasts. Joe’s eyes glazed over and his mouth dropped open as he discovered a new game to play. He pushed me down onto the floor so that I was lying on my back and then he straddled my torso. My husband hovered over my abdomen as his cock slid into my deep cleavage, disappearing completely as he fucked my huge, perfect tits.

      “Brittany…I can’t get enough of your tits,” he groaned, squeezing and massaging them, pressing them together tightly as his cock explored the space between those massive mountains of flesh. “How did I ever live without them?”

      I watched, mesmerized, as his long dick slipped in and out of my ample cleavage. My breasts were so huge, I couldn’t even see over them. Joe tweaked my big, pink nipple, and it got hard instantly. He stopped fucking my tits to pull me on top of him.

      Joe sat on the floor, his back pressed against the wall, holding me steady above him. My pussy, wet and dilated, landed on his huge cock and I groaned with pleasure as Joe used all his strength to guide my body up and down while he pumped his hips. My huge breasts quivered against his face. He let one hand go free to smack my big, jiggling ass. He grabbed my buttocks roughly.

      I watched my husband’s head disappear between my cleavage and I enjoyed the way my body consumed him, even as he was consuming me. My wet pussy engulfed his cock over and over again, but I didn’t have any control. I was powerless to change positions without Joe’s firm, guiding hands. All I could do was keep bouncing and jiggling on top of him until we were both satisfied.

      We came at nearly the exact same time. My pussy exploded with wetness and I felt him shoot a huge load of cum deep inside me. We both moaned, bodies and lips trembling, and he pulled me towards him to kiss my sexy lips and plunge his tongue deep into my mouth, muffling my cries of ecstasy.

      I collapsed on top of him, smothering him with my enormous chest. Joe let out a deep, satisfied sigh, sucking on my hard nipple and slapping my breast. This was all he wanted. It was all he’d ever wanted. But Joe never planned to tell me his true desires. Thank God I’d sneaked into his office and fooled around with his computer.

      Otherwise, I never would have discovered that becoming a hot, horny, voluptuous bimbo was exactly what I wanted, too.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Soon, Joe would perfect his AI software and sell it to the highest bidder. The world would soon be full of housewives-turned-whores, young women boosting their curves to boost social media likes, and career women who let their boyfriends and husbands reduce them to voluptuous sex objects.

      Whether Joe managed to develop a way to reverse these AI bimbo transformations, I would never know for sure. At the very least, he wasn’t planning to tell me about it. My husband had me exactly where he wanted me. Whenever he got bored with my body or my personality, he could tweak me to his liking. Maybe he would turn me into a blonde or a redhead. Maybe he would change the color of my eyes, give me freckles, or make me look exactly like a celebrity. He could dial my personality traits in and out of the bedroom up and down to his liking. I could be a submissive toy or an insatiable dominatrix. The options were endless.

      I didn’t care what Joe did to me. Pleasing my husband and catering to all of his sexual whims was my only goal in life. It was the only thing that made me truly happy.
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          1 WAKING UP IN THE BIMBO CLINIC

        

      

    

    
      I didn’t remember much about the car accident. Images of that fateful night would swim through my mind while I was dead to the world. I felt like I was endlessly dreaming. Sometimes, I would hear noises from the outside: the doctors and nurses at the hospital gossiping with each other, the sound of doors being opened and slammed shut in echoing corridors. I had so many questions, but I couldn’t break through into the realm of consciousness and express my thoughts with words.

      My awakening happened by chance. I came out of my coma not because of some magical medical intervention, but because, for some reason, my body wanted to keep living. It must have decided that I had a reason to return to reality.

      The cold, clinical room startled me. “Where am I?” I rasped, staring at the tubes and machinery I was connected to. “Hello?”

      I looked down at my body, clad in a hospital gown. My bare, stubbly legs jutted out. I looked exactly the same age — 25 — that I had been when I got in the car accident. So maybe not much time had passed.

      I remembered having the accident, but I couldn’t recall slipping into the coma. However, I got the feeling that I had been unconscious for a while.

      I was startled when a woman finally entered the room. “Oh. My. God. You’re awake!” She gasped.

      “Yeah, I’m awake…who are you?” I asked.

      She looked like a porn star cosplaying as a nurse. She was wearing a skimpy, tight white dress and stripper shoes. Her big breasts were on display, as were her thick thighs and long legs. She had a mane of platinum blonde hair, plump pink lips, and false eyelashes.

      “I’m a nurse. I work here. Sweetie…do you know how long you’ve been asleep?” she asked me in a ditzy voice.

      “No. I don’t know anything,” I said, holding back my tears. At this moment, the sight of this dumb blonde was the last thing I needed. I wanted a real medical professional to come in here and tell me what the hell was going on.

      “Fifty years,” the porno nurse said, pursing her lips. “You’ve been in a coma, like…forever!”

      “Bullshit!” I snapped, trying to lift myself from the bed. I couldn’t, not with these tubes sticking out of me. “Can you help me get out of here? I don’t know what’s going on, but obviously I’m the same age that I was before…”

      She giggled. “No. No, you’re not. Let me get the doctor.”

      The nurse hustled out of the room, her heels clicking daintily on the hard tiled floor. She casually adjusted her skirt as it slid halfway up her ass, revealing her trashy pink thong.

      A few moments later, she’s returned, a doctor trailing behind her. At least, he looked like a doctor.

      “Thank goodness,” I mumbled as I saw him arrive.

      “Kate! Wow…our miracle patient has finally woken up,” he said.

      “Who are you?” I said, staring at him intensely. It made me uncomfortable that he knew who I was but I didn’t know who he was. And what did he mean by miracle patient?

      “I’m Dr. Louis Drake,” the man said, approaching the bed. He held a small device in his hand and he immediately began running it over my hands, then aiming it at my face.

      “What are you doing?” I asked.

      He glanced at the device’s screen. “Just checking your stats. Blood pressure low…vision is 20/20…nutrient levels appear to be normal.”

      “Dr. Drake, that’s my job!” the blonde pouted, tugging flirtatiously at his sleeve.

      He slapped her ass and chuckled. “That’s all right, Jenny. You can go, I won’t be needing you any more.”

      Jenny sighed, then gave the doctor a kiss on the cheek before scampering out of the room.

      “Kate, I know you’re afraid and confused, but…I want you to know that everything is going to be all right.”

      “Please tell me what’s going on,” I pleaded, my voice trembling.

      “You had a bad accident about fifty years ago,” Dr. Drake said. The entire time he was speaking, the doctor was poking and prodding me and waving that strange device over my skin. “You fell into a coma. But the hospital where you were staying went out of business a few months later, and your family was willing to do anything to keep you alive. So you were moved to this clinic as a research subject.”

      “A research subject?” I gasped. “Wh-What?”

      “We have been using cutting edge technology to keep you alive…and to maintain your youth and health. That’s why you haven’t aged a day since you lost consciousness.”

      “You mean…everyone else I know is…old? Or dead?”

      Dr. Drake shrugged. “I don’t know what to tell you. Kate, you’re our clinic’s miracle case. And now that you’re awake…your purpose will be even greater.”

      “I just want to get out of here,” I muttered.

      “Oh, but you can’t leave,” the doctor said, shaking his head and smiling at me. “Because we own the rights to your body for the rest of your life.”

      “What are you going to do to me?” I asked.

      Dr. Drake laughed. “Kate, Kate…don’t be afraid.” He touched my hand and I yanked it away from him. “Now that you’re conscious, you can participate in the next phase of our research: observing the behaviors of an unmodified woman.”

      “An…unmodified woman?”

      He looked me up and down. “You know, you’re the only unmodified woman that I’ve seen in a long, long time. It’s fascinating. Kind of grotesque.”

      Grotesque? What did he mean by that?

      “Since you fell into a coma, the world has changed. I’ll explain everything to you soon. After we disconnect you and make sure you can eat and drink and all your bodily functions are normal.”

      I felt completely helpless. Here I was, catapulted decades into the future, far from my loved ones, and being told that my body was going to be used for research.

      I still didn’t understand what the doctor meant when he told me that the world had changed. I was about to find out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 THE MODIFICATION PLAN

        

      

    

    
      The clinic had prepared a presentation to educate me about the ways in which the world had changed since I lost consciousness. First and foremost, technological advancements had altered society in numerous ways. But the way that was most noteworthy happened to be the use of this technology to modify women’s bodies and minds.

      I now understood why I was called unmodified. Every single other woman I encountered at the clinic — the buxom nurses who jiggled and giggled their way down the halls, the sexy patients and research subjects whose hospital gowns clung to their massive curves — looked like a horny guy’s caricature of a woman come to life. Everything about these ladies looked artificial, from their lustrous platinum locks to their full lips to their ridiculous curves. But apparently, due to advances in genetic technology, they had been modified so that their bodies would naturally look this way when they reached maturity.

      Their behavior was just as extreme. They were all equally ditzy, with voices ranging from high-pitched and perky to sultry and seductive. Every time a man crossed their path, they stared at him with their mouths hanging open, preening and posing and doing anything they could to get his attention. I was sickened by the way that they acted.

      But at the same time, I knew these bimbos couldn’t help it. They had all been programmed to behave this way: like dumb sluts, simple-minded, sex-obsessed, completely subservient to men.

      Back before my coma, the only women who looked and acted that way were the ones getting paid to perform for men’s pleasure: strippers, porn stars, sugar babies. For some reason, however, the world — or the men of the world — had decided to use their advanced technology to turn womankind into a joke.

      The blonde bimbos treated me like a curiosity. As I was sitting in the clinic’s cafeteria eating, or lounging in the TV room, they would ask me why my breasts were so small and why didn’t I have blonde hair. One even took pity on me, offering to lend me her skimpy clothes and some makeup so I could make myself look “less sick,” in her words.

      I merely rolled my eyes. “No, I’m good,” I said in a flat tone of voice.

      At least the busty babes of the clinic acknowledged my existence. The male doctors and staff were an entirely different story. They ignored me completely. Every time a man entered the room, he would survey the sexy women around me, eyeing up their voluptuous curves in a lecherous way. If he accidentally locked eyes with me, he would look away quickly, ashamed.

      The only man who acknowledged me was Dr. Drake himself. In-between pinching the asses and ogling the tits of his hot coworkers, he would check in on my progress.

      “So now what? Do I just live here forever?” I grumbled to him.

      “Kate, be patient. I want to make sure you’re healthy.”

      He sounded so logical, but I still didn’t trust him completely. How could I trust any man who was involved in this horrible, sexist clinic?

      And it wasn’t just the clinic. From what I gathered watching TV, the entire world was this way. In every commercial and show and movie, women had been reduced to simple-minded sex objects. The camera zoomed in on their jiggling chests for no good reason at all. Gratuitous, graphic sex scenes were constantly being shown. All entertainment had been turned into porn.

      One day, when I was in my room, Dr. Drake knocked on the door. He was accompanied by two other doctors who I hadn’t seen before.

      “Kate, I want you to meet my colleagues, Joseph and Brian. Gentleman, feel free to speak with her — I’ll be right back.”

      Dr. Drake shuffled out of the room. The two guys — both young and attractive — stared at me in utter disbelief.

      “What are we supposed to talk about with her?” Joseph asked Brian.

      “I don’t know…can she even have a conversation?” Brian said in a stage whisper.

      “Yeah. I can talk,” I retorted.

      They looked taken aback by the sound of my voice. I didn’t speak like the ditzy airheads they were used to.

      “And I’m dying to have some intelligent conversation,” I added. “The bimbos around here don’t have too much to say.”

      “Wow. So you’re a smart one, huh?” Joseph asked. “Fascinating.”

      “Yep. Got my master’s degree and everything. And then…someone sideswiped my car, and the rest is history,” I said.

      The men weren’t interested in my history. They were more interested in my body.

      “So you’re unmodified,” Brian murmured. “Louis was telling us, but we didn’t believe it was possible.”

      “No. I’m normal,” I corrected him. I hated being called unmodified, like I had some horrible disease. “This is how women used to be. Funny how quickly you people have forgotten.”

      “Don’t you get jealous, though?” Joseph chuckled. “Don’t you want to be more like the rest of the gals.” He lowered his voice and hissed, “Don’t you want to have big tits, a nice ass, a tight, wet pussy ready to be fucked?”

      My jaw dropped at his rudeness. “No. Not at all. I don’t want those things!”

      “You’d be so much happier if you were modified,” Brian added. “You look miserable to me. And I completely understand why you’d be miserable, since no one wants to fuck you.”

      “I’ll bet Louis would,” Joseph said in a stage whisper. “I think he has a fetish for unmodified women, and he doesn’t want anyone to judge him for it.”

      “No, I’m miserable because nobody wants to have an intelligent conversation with me,” I countered. “I was hoping you two would have something more useful to say. Or if you knew of a way I could get out of this place.”

      Joseph shrugged. “Louis isn’t letting you go anywhere. You’re his pet project.”

      “Honestly, the only way you could leave was if you were modified. He wouldn’t recognize you,” Brian said.

      My heart sank. He was probably right. The only way I could get out of here would be to turn myself into a hot blonde clone. No one would know I was the unmodified brunette who had been in a coma all those years.

      “Do you think you could help me?” I asked curiously. “Just change my body, and not my mind?”

      Joseph and Brian looked at one another, sly smiles on their faces.

      “I think we can help you out,” Joseph said.

      “But I’ll only go through with it if I can keep my brain. I can’t imagine going through life like…like…those morons out there, who spend their days talking about clothes and makeup and what color they’re going to paint their nails.”

      Brian grinned. “You’ve got a deal.”

      I didn’t know if these men were to be trusted. However, they seemed like my only hope: two doctors who would have the ability to modify my physical form just enough to let me get out of here.

      I knew the outside world wouldn’t be any better, but I couldn’t imagine spending the rest of my life locked in here as Dr. Drake’s unwilling research subject.

      I truly believed I was one step closer to escaping this strange clinic.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          3 TRANSFORMED AND TAKEN BY THE DOCTORS

        

      

    

    
      “Lie back and relax, Kate.” Joseph had a devious smile on his face. I didn’t trust him, not one bit. I was afraid I might slip into another coma for the next half century.

      “Take off your gown first,” Brian added.

      “I have to be naked?” I asked anxiously. I had no qualms about nudity — after all, for decades, strangers had been poking and prodding my body. However, I knew that these two men in particular were going to judge me harshly once I took my clothes off.

      “Yes. It’s standard protocol.”

      “Have you even done this before?” I asked as I carefully removed my hospital gown. I shivered in the cold, air-conditioned room.

      “Believe it or not, there are still some unmodified women in the world,” Joseph explained as he pulled out a bottle of what looked like lube. “Mostly from extremely conservative, religious families. And then when they grow up, they want to be more like…everyone else. So they come in and we turn them into…well, you know.”

      “And you promise that my mind is going to stay the same?”

      Joseph’s cold hands began massaging oil into my flesh. I wondered why he was doing this. I would have assumed he was being a pervert or unprofessional, but it was apparent that he had no attraction to me in my current, flat-chested state.

      “Your mind is going to be exactly the same. Don’t worry,” he said in a soothing voice. “Just so you know, this lubricating gel is going to allow your skin to absorb the special rays of light we’ll use to transmit the genetic formulation.”

      Brian picked up a small, handheld device — it looked like a temperature reader — and examined it carefully. “You know, Kate…you’re going to owe us once we’re done with the procedure.”

      I snorted. “Owe you? What? I don’t have any money.”

      “Any form of repayment would be appreciated,” he said calmly. “Now relax…let me work my magic.”

      He held the device an inch from my flesh, starting with my feet, and slowly waved it over me like a magic wand. I saw a strange, violet light emerge from it. Each place he hovered it over my skin, I felt a warm, not unpleasant zapping sensation.

      He slid it up towards my upper thighs. When he shoved it between my legs to zap my bare pussy, I was startled. And turned on. I inadvertently moaned with pleasure, then bit my lower lip to keep quiet. I didn’t want these assholes to know I was enjoying this. I saw the two men share a conspiratorial smile before Brian got back to work.

      I noticed that everywhere that had been zapped on my body was slowly transforming. My legs looked smoother, longer, more shapely. And then my tummy was suddenly flat and toned. I braced myself when he ran the ray over my tiny, perky breasts.

      As he was gliding it down each of my arms, my breasts began to swell. I was fascinated by their rapid growth. Even more miraculously, they seemed to be turning into the breasts of another woman — some sort of female prototype who happened to have the perfect breasts, at least in the eyes of the world’s male doctors and scientists.

      I watched as my once-tiny breasts began to blossom. Soon, they were full and round, probably at least DDs. But their growth didn’t stop there. They were soon almost as big as watermelons, two gigantic, round mountains of flesh spouting from my chest. I took a deep breath, watching my enormous chest heave, and realizing that I could no longer see my own legs.

      “That’s much better,” Brian said, nodding in approval as he stared at my ample bosom. “A full, healthy bust.”

      “Healthy?” I groaned. “How the hell am I supposed to walk with these things?”

      “Hey, Brian,” Joseph murmured, “I’m not sure how you can change her facial features and her hair without accidentally modifying her mind, too…”

      Brian glared at him. “Do you want me to stop halfway?”

      Joseph said to me earnestly, “Kate, the only way we can complete your physical transformation is by slightly altering your mind. Is that okay?”

      “Do you promise I’ll be able to get out of here? That’s all I want,” I said.

      “Yes. I guarantee it,” the doctor said.

      I thought for a moment. It didn’t seem like I had much choice here. “Then…do whatever you want to me.”

      “Very well. Brian, go ahead.”

      Brian gleefully instructed me to close my eyes and I felt the warmth of the light beam running over my face, then my entire head. I felt a warm, dizzying sensation. It was almost…bubbly.

      I opened my eyes and saw my hair turning from brown to blonde and growing long and thick and lustrous.

      “Ooh,” I breathed, clutching my new, lovely locks. “So pretty…”

      Even my voice sounded different. I sounded just like all the other bimbos hanging around the clinic. And my lips were tingling.

      I batted my long lashes. “How do I look?” I asked eagerly.

      I no longer felt apprehensive about the doctors’ intentions. In fact, I trusted them completely. Right now, I only craved their validation. The thought of escaping to the outside world had been erased from my blissfully empty mind.

      “You look fucking hot,” Brian said, placing the device down nearby. “Joseph? Does she get your seal of approval?”

      “How do you feel?” Joseph, who was a little more diplomatic than Brian, asked.

      “I feel horny,” I said honestly. I ran my fingers over my naked torso, tickling my sensitive, bare nipples before gliding down between my thighs. I found my tight, pink pussy and began to thrust my index finger in and out of my slick hole.

      “Seems like her physical responses are right on track,” Brian murmured.

      I moaned incoherently as I fingered myself. “Could you two…help me out?”

      Joseph laughed. “I guess this could be your repayment…letting us have some fun with you…”

      I didn’t understand. Repayment? For what? I had already completely forgotten why I was here. I barely remembered feeling angry and frustrated about being stuck in the clinic for so long. At this point, I had no recollection of my life before the car accident.

      None of that mattered now. I had been transformed into a perfect, sexual creature whose only concern was the here and now. I was so horny, I had no desires beyond receiving physical stimulation and male attention.

      Brian began to undress himself. I watched eagerly as he pulled his half-erect cock out and began to stroke himself while watching my glistening, tan body on the exam table.

      “You’re so fuckable now, Kate,” he sighed, grabbing my body and pulling me towards the edge of the exam table.

      “Fuck me,” I said, trembling with anticipation.

      He hoisted my legs over his shoulders and pressed his hard, throbbing cock against my smooth pussy. He slowly glided it back and forth before penetrating me. It was a rough, deep thrust. The doctor wasn’t interested in foreplay. Or maybe he knew that I didn’t even need it. My new, modified pussy didn’t need much warming up. I was naturally ready to receive and give pleasure.

      It was hard to believe that in such a short span of time, I’d been morphed from a serious, smart young lady into a love-hungry sex object. As I lay back passively and let this man fuck me hard, I wondered why I had ever judged the blonde bimbos at the clinic. It was so much more fun to look and feel the way they did. I didn’t miss being inquisitive and curious about the outside world, or having doubts about my past and my future. I had no choice but to live in the here and how, to enjoy every moment of delicious physical pleasure that presented itself to me.

      As Brian fucked me with his long, thick cock, Joseph watched, removing his pants and watching the erotic scene unfolding in front of him. I looked over at him, batting my long lashes, and licked my full red lips.

      Joseph couldn’t resist me. He came over and pressed his lips against mine, suffocating me with a deep, wet kiss. His tongue snaked its way into my mouth and he hardened it, aggressively silencing my moans of pleasure. His fingers raked through my long blonde hair as he completely dominated me with his mouth.

      “That’s a good girl,” he said as he broke away from the kiss, breathing heavily.

      I wailed out in pleasure as Brian thrust into me even harder. My breasts bounced wildly with each deep thrust. Sweat was dripping down my nude body.

      Joseph pulled his underwear off and then he came over to me, staring at me intensely. He aimed his rock hard shaft towards my open mouth. Next thing I knew, he was plunging it between my parted lips. I opened wide to take all of him in.

      I no longer had a gag reflex. I vaguely remembered giving blow jobs in my past life and never feeling like I was doing a good job. Now, I had no trouble swallowing this man’s huge dick whole. There was no resistance from my throat.

      He fucked my face rhythmically, in and out, pumping deep inside me as he clutched my hair tightly at the roots.

      The two doctors were filling my holes and showing me what my new role was in the world. I was meant to do nothing more than lie back and get fucked. But I couldn’t complain. I was enjoying this just as much as they were.

      In fact, Brian brought me to orgasm with his deep thrusts. I let out a muffled moan against Joseph’s cock, my body writhing intensely, squirming with pleasure. The two men held me down with their firm, strong hands.

      “First timers are always the best,” Brian grunted mid-thrust. “They’re so…grateful.”

      “Yeah,” Joseph agreed, wiping a bead of sweat from his brow. “And the look in her eyes — I know she’s never felt anything this good in her life.”

      The doctors knew they were doing me a favor. By turning me into a modified woman, they had unlocked all the pleasures of the universe for me.

      I wanted to speak, but with Joseph’s dick halfway down my throat, I could only let out a helpless whimper of pleasure.

      Brian came first. He gripped my legs tightly before burying his cock deep inside my wet hole and erupting. The surge of his wetness inside me was the only validation I needed. I didn’t need this man to tell me I was beautiful or desirable; I only wanted to feel his seed filling me up.

      Joseph ran his fingers tenderly across my cheek as his veiny cock filled my mouth again and again. I saw his face contort with pleasure and he let out a low groan. Then he exploded in my mouth. I tasted his salty cum and my entire body shuddered.

      The doctors slid their cocks out of my wet holes and stood there, breathing heavily and grinning at my naked, sweaty body on the exam table.

      “You’re free to go now, Kate,” they said.

      “Free…free to go?” I asked uncertainly.

      “Yeah. You’re free to leave. Isn’t that why you wanted us to transform you?” Joseph asked as he retrieved his pants from the floor.

      “I…I don’t know,” I murmured. “Where will I go? Can I — can I live with you?”

      Brian burst out laughing. “Sweetie, I have my three girlfriends living with me right now. I don’t think there’s room for anyone else.”

      I looked at Joseph for help.

      “Sorry, can’t help you with that,” he said coldly.

      He reached into a nearby cupboard and pulled out what looked like a white scrap of fabric. I realized it was one of the dresses that the nurses wore at the clinic. “Put this on so you can blend in.”

      “But what am I supposed to do now?” I pleaded. I knew that no one would take me seriously with this high-pitched, ditzy voice.

      “Go put on some makeup and heels and hang out with the rest of the girls,” Brian said condescendingly.

      Once the two men were gone, I struggled into the white dress, barely managing to squeeze my curves into the ridiculously tight garment.

      What was I supposed to do now?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 BECOMING THE DOCTOR’S PET

        

      

    

    
      Thank goodness I blended in so well with the other bimbos. No one even batted an eye at my presence. I asked Jenny if I could borrow her makeup, and then I went to the bathroom and gave myself sparkly eyes and glossy red lips. I asked another bimbo if she had an extra pair of shoes I could wear, since my heel broke. And that was that.

      I was completely indistinguishable from the other blondes. To my surprise, it didn’t make me feel bad to have lost my individuality. On the contrary, I liked fitting in. We all giggled together about everything and nothing as we teetered around the clinic in our ridiculously high heels.

      I figured that by the end of the day, I could just go home with one of the other bimbos, wherever she lived. No one would ever have to know that I was Kate, the doctor’s so-called miracle patient.

      Since no one had given me any real orders, I made myself look busy cleaning up one of the exam rooms. It happened to be the room where I had been spending my days and nights before my transformation.

      “Where is she?” a man’s voice yelled out suddenly.

      Louis Drake burst into the room, his eyes darting in all directions.

      “Where is…who?” I asked, blinking at him and playing dumb.

      “Kate. My patient. My research subject. The unmodified woman…”

      I stared back at him blankly. “Uh…I…”

      “Sorry. Didn’t meant to be so rude,” he said, taking a deep breath. “Could you remind me what your name is again?”

      Without thinking, I chirped, “My name is Kate!”

      Louis looked me up and down and shook his head. “No. You’re not Kate. Kate is…brunette. And intelligent. And she doesn’t have a body anything like yours.”

      “No. Dr. Drake. It’s me,” I said softly. I couldn’t keep a secret from this man. No…he was far too handsome to lie to. I wondered why I had been trying to escape from him when all he’d wanted to do was care for me.

      “What? What do you mean?” he asked, his voice quavering uncertainly. “How did you…who modified you?”

      “Joseph and Brian,” I said thoughtlessly. “They told me that if they transformed me, then I could leave. I didn’t want to be an experiment anymore. And I wanted to be sexy!”

      “I don’t believe this,” Louis groaned. He seemed incredibly upset.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked.

      “I…I understand, logically, that you had the right to do whatever you wanted with your own body. But fifty years of research just went down the drain, Kate. You don’t understand. I’m the fifth researcher assigned to your case. And think of all the knowledge you had about the world…knowledge that’s gone forever,” Louis said.

      “Who needs knowledge?” I asked, tossing my hair. “I like the way I am now, Dr. Drake. I like having big tits and wearing sexy clothes and having men tell me how hot I am.”

      “Jesus Christ,” Louis muttered. “I wish…I wish I had accessed more of your memories before this happened. My project is completely destroyed.”

      It gave me a thrill to know that the doctor wasn’t mad at me for doing something potentially self-destructive. He was more upset about his precious data and his job. He didn’t care about Kate as a human being — he had only viewed her as a test subject.

      Even when I wasn’t very attractive, the only man at the clinic who paid any attention to me had treated me like an object.

      Just thinking about him objectifying me was turning me on…

      “Can I do something to make it up to you?” I asked sweetly, taking a few steps towards him. “Maybe…maybe a striptease?”

      “A what?” he asked, flustered.

      I pushed him down into a chair and began to writhe and sway my hips. The upset look on his face slowly faded as he stared at my hot, voluptuous body dancing in front of him.

      I had never done anything like this before, but the movements came to me so naturally. I spun around, thrusting my perfect ass into the doctor’s face. Then I slowly slid my tight white dress up, exposing my bare ass and my tan back. I couldn’t pull it up over my huge breasts, so I simply ripped the flimsy fabric, tearing the garment off my body.

      “You look like every other damn woman in the world now,” Louis said in disbelief.

      “Is that a bad thing?” I asked, spinning around and lowering myself onto his lap. I shoved my breasts towards him, forcing his face into my ample cleavage. “Don’t I turn you on now, doctor?”

      He emerged from my cleavage, red-faced, and stared up at me. He was still angry.

      “You dumb blonde slut,” he said coldly. “There’s nothing special about you now. I have no use for you.”

      I couldn’t believe he was being so mean to me. Tears smarted in my eyes. But then again, the way he called me a slut was really turning me on…

      “You don’t want to fuck me?” I pleaded. “Please? Just one time? I’m so horny…”

      He said reluctantly, “The worst part is…I do want to fuck you. It’s all you’re good for now, isn’t it?”

      He fumbled with his belt and unzipped his pants. His cock sprang to attention.

      “What are you waiting for?” he asked me bluntly.

      I slowly slid my tight, wet pussy over his cock, feeling him harden inside me. I moved slowly, inch by inch, until I had completely engulfed his rock hard member.

      “Fuck. You’re tight,” he groaned.

      I slid off of his slick shaft, then filled my pussy up again. I bounced up and down, my tits jiggling in his face. He began to suck on my nipples aggressively, pulling on them with his teeth. His hands clutched my body, gripping my breasts, then reaching behind me to smack my huge ass.

      “Holy fucking shit,” he moaned. “It’s hard to believe you’re the same girl who didn’t even seem to like the idea of sex…the one who hated all the women around here…and now, you’re one of them. You’re just like them. Shit. That’s hot.”

      Finally, Louis was enjoying sex with me. He had to rationalize the experience in order to stop being so angry. He was finally coming to terms with the fact that his precious research subject had been dumbed down and turned into just another big-breasted blonde clone.

      “Let me fuck you hard,” he said, gently pushing me off of you. “Get on the floor. On your hands and knees — now.”

      His voice was cold and commanding. I obeyed him. I barely even noticed that I was still wearing my heels — somehow, I looked even sluttier this way.

      I pressed my hands against the cold tiles and thrust my ass out for him. Louis wasted no time. He was kneeling behind me, plunging his thick cock inside my tight, hungry pussy, and gripping my voluptuous hips.

      I gasped and moaned with pleasure as he pummeled me with pleasure. Each deep, hard thrust let me know that he wanted me, that he desired me. It didn’t matter if there was nothing special about me, nothing to distinguish me from all the other blonde sluts. Louis wanted me more this way. I was like a machine, designed for sex and pleasure. What man could possibly complain about having sex with me now?

      Louis didn’t last much longer. I heard his heavy, labored breathing behind me and I barely even noticed my own orgasm while he was thrusting in and out of me so fast. My pleasure passed over me like a wave. My lips parted to let out a deep moan. Louis pulled my hair and fucked me even harder in response.

      And then he pulled out suddenly, groaning loudly as he showered my ass with a huge load of cum. “Fuck…that was good,” he moaned, his words quivering in the air.

      Exhausted, I rolled over onto my back, gazing up at the doctor lovingly. “I’m glad you enjoyed me,” I said breathlessly.

      He stood up, staring down at me with a strange smile on his face. “I guess we don’t need to keep you here for observation anymore. I already know what your physical and mental responses will be to every test. Why don’t you come home with me tonight, Kate?”

      “Really?” I tried to sit up, but I was so tired and my breasts were so heavy, I couldn’t do it on my own. Louis gave me a hand and pulled me up. I flung my arms around him in a warm embrace. “Thank you, thank you…I’ll fuck you ten times a day, if you want.”

      He gave me a soft kiss on the lips. The gesture of affection let me know that this wasn’t a purely sexual connection. I got the feeling that Dr. Louis Drake had always had a soft spot for me, but because I had been so unappealing physically, he never could have revealed that to me before.

      “I like knowing that you’ve changed,” he said, gazing into my eyes. “It kind of turns me on to know that you were so smart and independent before, and now you’re…well, the complete opposite.”

      “And my body? Do you like my body?” I asked, fishing for compliments. I giggled, nestling my head against his shoulder.

      “Oh, I love your body. But I’ve fucked a million modified women like you. It’s…it’s knowing who you were before that really excites me. The idea that any woman can be transformed into…into this.”

      I had no idea what he was talking about, so I gave him another kiss. “You saved my life, doctor. I owe you everything.”

      He squeezed my ass as he slipped his tongue into my mouth. We shared a passionate kiss that I wished would never end.

      I had gone from Dr. Drake’s research subject to his personal pet. I loved the idea of this dominant, intelligent man taking care of my needs and using my body for his pleasure.

      I didn’t care that I would never be able to go back to my old life. I couldn’t wait to fulfill all of this man’s dirty fantasies.
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      “I can’t wait for you to see the colony, Lucy,” Dorian said, squeezing my hand.

      As the spacecraft glided up into sky, I looked at my handsome new boyfriend and wondered how I’d gotten so lucky in life. A few months ago, I was just a waitress working at a busy New York City diner. I had been struggling to make ends meet; I was one of countless cute blondes who had come to the big city hoping to “make it” as an actress and failing miserably.

      Then, one day, a man in a fancy suit with perfectly-styled hair and the most hypnotic eyes I’d ever seen sauntered into the joint and left me the biggest tip ever. I was floored as I counted out each and every one hundred dollar bill he’d stuffed under the napkin holder.

      He kept coming back, day after day, and we chatted more and more. Eventually, he asked me out on a date. That was when I learned that he wasn’t just some handsome businessman — he was Dorian Keller, a billionaire cryptocurrency investor and one of the wealthiest men (and most eligible bachelors) in the world.

      Dorian never made media appearances, which is why I didn’t recognize him. But he certainly flaunted his wealth. He wined and dined me, bought me beautiful clothes and fancy jewelry, and finally, he invited me to spend time with him at his “space colony,” where he went nearly every weekend.

      While millionaires flocked to the Hamptons to escape the city, billionaires these days were all developing their own colonies at the edge of earth’s orbit. I had heard about these futuristic space resorts, but I never dreamed that I would be able to visit one.

      Although my friends warned me about taking such a huge leap of faith with a man I barely knew, I insisted that nothing bad would happen. Dorian was kind and loving and treated me like a queen. However, as one of my friends revealed to me, he used to have a reputation for being a bit of a player. She warned me that I probably wasn’t his only girlfriend. I didn’t believe her.

      I hoped that by this point in Dorian’s life, he was looking to settle down. I knew that he found a young woman like me appealing because I had that wide-eyed, innocent thing going on. I was pretty but also wholesome. I never dressed provocatively. Naturally thin, I had a model’s figure and delicate facial features.

      Little did I know, Dorian saw my innocent looks and mentality and decided that he could change me and mold me into his ideal woman. I certainly wouldn’t be the first young woman who had fallen for his manipulative games.

      But as our space vehicle left the stratosphere, I was on cloud nine. I couldn’t wait to see what kind of luxury awaited us on Dorian’s private colony.

      When we finally landed, I was extremely impressed by what I saw here. We had entered a huge biodome with its own earth-like atmosphere. Towering over us was a gorgeous Italian-inspired villa. Dorian led me from the spaceport to the entrance of his private colony. Once it was safe to remove my helmet, I sucked in as much of the oxygenated air as I could.

      “Dorian, this is incredible,” I breathed, gazing up at the simulated blue sky and animated birds that soared overhead. “It’s like being back home…but everything’s brighter. And more beautiful!”

      “Yes. See those trees? They’ve been imported from twelve different countries. I want this to be a biodiverse environment,” he said.

      I thought it was cute that even though I knew Dorian pretty well, he was still determined to impress me. He should have known me by now — I was impressed by literally everything about him.

      We walked past vibrant gardens and into the white stone building. There was a butler who handed me a glass of champagne, and another servant who rolled out a red carpet for us to walk on.

      “Oh, Dorian,” I murmured, turning towards him. “Thank you so much for bringing me here. This is a dream come true for me.”

      I leaned in, expecting a kiss, but Dorian suddenly turned his head the other way. He was looking at a tan, blonde woman in a frilly maid uniform that was so skimpy, it looked like a Halloween costume. She was bent over, her huge breasts spilling out, as she swept up in the corner.

      She turned the other way and her short black skirt slid up over her tan thighs to reveal her bare ass, which was clad in nothing but a thong.

      I clutched Dorian’s arm tightly. “Who is she?” I asked. “And why is she half-naked?”

      “That’s just one of the helpers,” he said, clearing his throat nervously. “Come on, let’s go find your bedroom so you can get some rest.”

      “My bedroom? Aren’t we going to be sleeping together?” I asked.

      But Dorian ignored my question. He ushered me across the room and past the slutty blonde maid, who looked at me with a sneer on her glossy lips.

      Heading down the hall, we passed a few other maids who looked identical to the first one. They had huge breasts, so huge that they couldn’t possibly be real, and big butts and long legs. They were all wearing impractical stiletto heels to sweep and mop and dust.

      “Do all your maids look like that?” I muttered. “So…plastic?”

      “It’s their uniform,” he said, ignoring my question about their body type.

      We entered a small but beautiful bedroom with a canopy bed and luxurious decor.

      “This is where you’re going to sleep,” he replied.

      “Not with you?” I murmured.

      “I have a lot of work to do. That’s why I think it’s for the best if we sleep in separate rooms,” he explained, his voice cool and emotionless. Every so often, Dorian’s tone of voice shifted. I knew that when he spoke to me this way, he was trying to hide something from me — a shady investment or something else unsavory about his character that might make me break up with him. So far, nothing had been revealed to me that had made me want to end our relationship.

      “Okay. I guess it’s fine,” I sighed. “Oh, and one more thing — how many nights are we going to be here?”

      “It depends on how you like it. And how well you behave. Because you can stay here as long as you want…if you follow my rules,” he said, smirking at me.

      I didn’t know what he meant by that. “Whatever you say,” I giggled. “I guess I’ll take a nap. I’m exhausted!”

      He kissed me gently. “Good. Get some rest. I’ll wake you up when it’s time for dinner.”

      Although I felt uneasy, I turned out the lights and fell asleep for a few hours. I was awoken by the sound of Dorian’s voice coming through the intercom system.

      “Lucy, it’s time for dinner. Please get dressed and join me by the pool.”

      “Get dressed? What should I wear?” I asked anxiously, rubbing my eyes and glancing at the mirror on the wall. I looked like a hot mess.

      “Open the top drawer of the dresser.”

      I stumbled across the room and did as he commanded. The bright blue bikini in the drawer put a smile on my face.

      “This is gorgeous,” I said, admiring the ruffled details.

      “When you’re ready, walk down to the end of the hall. The pool is right outside the big double doors.”

      Although the bikini was beautiful, I couldn’t help but notice that it would have looked better on a woman who was more…curvaceous than I was. There was definitely some room up top for bigger breasts, not to mention space in the bottoms for a bigger butt. Dorian had bought me clothes before — he knew my size, so why was this bikini so ill-fitting?

      In spite of my doubts, I put it on, pulling my dirty blonde hair back in a ponytail and searching in my suitcase for a pair of flip-flops.

      I couldn’t wait to share a special dinner with my boyfriend by the pool. All of my worries evaporated as I made my way down the hallway, admiring the beautiful marble floor and gazing longingly at the bright blue swimming pool just outside in the courtyard.

      As soon as I walked through the double doors, I turned to the right and saw Dorian sitting at a huge table laden with delicious food. But to my surprise, he wasn’t alone. We were going to have company for dinner.

      I stared in disbelief at the seven stunningly beautiful blondes seated at the table. I suddenly realized that I wasn’t Dorian’s only girlfriend. I also quickly noticed that I wasn’t nearly as attractive as the other women in his life.

      It was then that I knew that coming to Dorian’s space colony had been a huge mistake…
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      “Dorian, who are these…these…” I resisted the urge to use the words sluts or bimbos to describe the women in front of me.

      “These are my girlfriends,” my boyfriend explained.

      “I thought I was your girlfriend!” I snapped.

      Dorian let out a hearty chuckle. “Lucy, dear, did you really think that a man like me could be satisfied with one woman?”

      My friend had been right. Once a player, always a player. But instead of keeping his multiple girlfriends a secret, like an average man would do, he kept his harem of blonde babes way up here in the clouds, where no one could judge him for  his unconventional lifestyle choices.

      Or his penchant for long-legged, big-breasted platinum blonde hotties.

      They looked identical to the slutty maids I’d seen early. In fact, I wondered if they were the same women. Now, they were clad in bikinis like mine, but in all different colors. It pained me to realize that the only way Dorian would be able to tell them apart was if they wore a certain color.

      Besides their bathing suits, they were all exactly the same. The same long, wavy blonde locks; the same big blue eyes with fake eyelashes; the same plumped lips. Unlike me, they all filled out their bikinis perfectly with their massive chests.

      “Dorian, honey,” the blonde in the hot pink bikini purred, “you don’t know how much I’ve missed you.”

      “I’ve missed you too, Becky,” he responded.

      Dorian was sitting at the head of the long table. She stood up and teetered over to him in her platform sandals, flinging her arms around him and practically smothering him with her breasts.

      “Dorian, I missed you more!” another blonde in a white bikini giggled, rushing over to him and embracing him from the other side. “All I do every day is cook and clean and think about when I’m going to fuck you again.”

      So they were the maids I’d met earlier. I couldn’t believe how submissive and complacent these bimbos were. Dorian called them his girlfriends, but then he made them wear skimpy maids’ outfits and clean up the villa. For a brief moment, I felt vindicated: I may not have been as sexy as they were, but at least Dorian wasn’t treating me like a servant. I wondered what kind of woman would be dumb enough to agree to an arrangement like that.

      “Whenever you want, Stacey,” he said, giving the babe in the white bikini a kiss on the lips. Then he turned his head and kissed the one in the pink bikini. She had to go and make things even more pornographic, sticking out her tongue and running it across his face. Dorian barely reacted. “I’ve missed you girls so much,” he said softly.

      “Who’s she?” the blonde in the lime green bikini said, glaring at me.

      “Vanessa, this is Lucy, my newest girlfriend,” Dorian said. He spoke to her so condescendingly, as if she were a child. “I want you all to make her feel welcome here. If things work out, she might be spending a lot more time with us.”

      “Well, she’s not going to get to do that looking like that,” Vanessa scoffed. I could tell that she was the bitchiest of all the girlfriends.

      I stood up angrily, grabbing my plate of food. “If you’re going to talk to me that way, then I’m just going to eat by myself. In my room.”

      All seven of the bimbos burst out into a chorus of giggles as I stormed off.

      “Bye bye!” they chirped, waving their manicured fingers at me. Dorian said nothing, taking a sip of his wine as he watched me go.

      As soon as I got back to my room, I slammed the door and burst into tears. What was Dorian thinking when he invited me here? If he had told me that he had seven other girlfriends, there was no way I would have come — and that was probably why he’d kept it a secret from me all this time.

      I was starving, and the food was delicious. It was a small comfort right now. Just as I was finishing up my meal, the flat-screen TV panel built into the wall began to glow.

      “Incoming message,” a robotic voice announced.

      An entire paragraph appeared on the screen. I rushed over so that I could read it.

      
        
        Lucy, I’m sorry if I hurt you. I should have told you the truth before we came here. What you need to know if that I see a lot of potential in you. With some physical enhancements, you would make a great addition to my colony.

      

        

      
        If you refuse my offer, you are welcome to go back to Earth alone. I will no longer speak to you, and you can return to your old job. You will have to return all of the gifts I gave you, too.

      

        

      
        When you’re ready to talk, I’ll be in my room. Please join me.

      

      

      I processed what the message said. Dorian was telling me that he could turn me into one of his buxom blonde clones and I could live here forever, and that if I wasn’t into that idea, I could go back to my old life.

      I was torn. I had gotten used to being taken care of by Dorian. I couldn’t imagine returning to the struggles of daily life as a low-earning waitress in an expensive city.

      Or I could be one of Dorian’s scantily-clad live-in maids. All they did was wait around for him, taking care of the property until he finally deigned to grace them with his presence.

      I knew that I could never be like Vanessa, Stacey, Becky, or any of those other dumb, submissive, kept women.

      A small part of me wanted to see if Dorian was giving me a challenge. Could I do this my way? I was determined to get the both worlds: a relationship with the man I’d fallen in love with, without having to compromise my values or physically transform myself.

      I rummaged in my suitcase until I found the sexy red lingerie I’d brought with me. It had been a gift from Dorian. I put it on the skimpy bra and panty set and looked in the mirror. Ahh, yes…this was lingerie that made me feel good about myself, even if I didn’t have huge tits and a statuesque build.

      I was eager to show Dorian that I could be just as sexy as any of his pathetic harem members.

      After applying my lipstick and spritzing myself with perfume, I made my way down the hall in search of his room. Dorian wouldn’t be able to resist me tonight.
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      I knocked on the huge wooden door.

      “Come on in!” Dorian called.

      I smoothed my hair back and opened the heavy door, opening my mouth with the intention of telling my boyfriend exactly what I thought about him. I fell silent as I realized that he wasn’t alone.

      Dorian was lounging on his king-sized bed with two buxom blondes in angelic white lingerie lying by his side.

      “What are they doing here?” I growled.

      “Lucy, I already told you that these women are part of my lifestyle. You need to understand that. Sophie, Alexa…would you make room on the bed for Lucy?”

      They reluctantly slid their tan, smooth bodies away from Dorian. I awkwardly climbed onto the bed and cuddled up next to him. Somehow, I didn’t know what to say to Dorian now — the shock of finding him in bed with his other girlfriends had made me forget the speech I’d planned.

      “So what did you decide?” he asked me, brushing his fingers through my hair.

      “I decided that I can’t lose you,” I said, staring into his eyes. His gaze made me melt. But I stayed strong. “Dorian…I can’t lose me, either. I’m not going to change myself. How about we meet in the middle? You can have your other girlfriends here, if I’m your one and only back on Earth. And I can stay the way I am.”

      Dorian rolled his eyes. “Lucy, I don’t think you understand.”

      “Hmm?”

      “I started dating you because of your potential. You’re so…sweet, and obedient. If only you were my physical type, then…well, you’d be absolutely perfect for my collection,” he said, chuckling to himself.

      I found it hard to believe that I wasn’t his physical type. How could he have showered me with so many gifts and made love to me so many times if he didn’t find me attractive? I decided to see if I could call his bluff.

      My fingertips danced along his torso. I played with the buttons on his shirt. “Are you sure you don’t like me?” I hummed, moving my fingers lower and lower until I’d reached his belt buckle. “Because I like the way I am.”

      As I undid his belt and unzipped his fly, the two hot blondes watched me in disbelief, as if they couldn’t believe I had the audacity to argue with Dorian, their master and ruler.

      “We all had to transform to live here! You’re not special,” Alexa giggled.

      “You have no idea what Dorian likes,” Sophie said, clicking her tongue.

      Dorian, for his part, was content to lie there as I pushed his boxers aside and began to stroke his cock. The small smile on my face vanished as I realized that he wasn’t getting harder.

      Then Alexa rolled over in bed and gave Dorian a long, deep kiss with lots of tongue. As soon as she did that, his erection grew.

      Undeterred, I kept massaging his cock. I was determined to get Dorian off, even if these other girlfriends were in bed with us, watching the whole time.

      Sophie sat up, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra. She hovered over Dorian, her huge, perky breasts filling his field of vision.

      “Sophie, Sophie,” he groaned as she lowered her right breast towards his mouth. He sucked on her perfect pink nipple with a look of utter satisfaction on his handsome face. I felt his cock get harder between my fingers, and I knew it wasn’t because of anything I had done.

      I was starting to feel embarrassed. I couldn’t get Dorian hard no matter how I tried, while all his bimbo girlfriends had to do was kiss him or shove one of their big tits in his mouth.

      “I’m getting so wet,” Alexa moaned, reaching into her panties and playing with her pussy. Dorian turned to watch her masturbating, his mouth hanging open.

      I didn’t know what to do, so I stuffed his hard cock into my mouth and began to suck it. Dorian glanced down at me momentarily, but then Alexa was distracting him with her loud, pornographic moans. She inched closer to him, her open mouth pressed against his earlobe as she came. He shoved his hand under her panties to he could feel her wet, quivering pussy.

      Meanwhile, Sophie was watching me with a look of disgust and pity on her face. She crawled over to me on the bed and nudged me aside.

      “Hey! What are you doing?” I protested.

      She tossed her curtain of long blonde hair, whacking me in the face with it, and then she took my spot between Dorian’s legs. Her full, juicy lips parted and she filled her wet mouth with my boyfriend’s big dick. He watched her sucking him off and a huge grin filled his face.

      “Yeah. You know how I like it,” he moaned. “Nice and deep…”

      For sure, Sophie was doing a better job than I ever could with a man as well-endowed as Dorian. She was deep-throating him effortlessly, his entire cock jammed halfway down her throat. As she sucked him, Alexa was sliding off her wet panties and climbing on top of him. She sat down right on his face, grinding her smooth, bare pussy against his open mouth. I watched in horror as he gripped her voluptuous ass cheeks, digging his fingers into her luscious flesh and letting out muffled moans against her throbbing clit.

      I had never felt so humiliated in my life. Instead of showing my boyfriend how sexy I was, I had only revealed how inferior I was to the members of his hot harem. My heart raced as I came to the sad realization that Dorian knew exactly what he liked, and there was nothing I could do to change that.

      If I wanted to be a part of his world, I would need to change myself. There was no way around it.

      Not only that, but it stung to realize that he was accustomed to having multiple women serve his needs in bed. Alexa and Sophie worked as a team to get him off. They were professionals, and I was nothing but a pathetic amateur.

      All those times we’d slept together in the past, Dorian must have been fantasizing about his bimbo harem out in space. How else could he have gotten off with me so many times?

      I reluctantly gave up, getting off the bed and standing back to watch as Sophie’s blonde head bobbed up and down on Dorian’s cock and Alexa’s huge ass bounced up and down over his face. She squealed as she came, grinding harder against his lips and tongue.

      A moment later, Sophie slid her lips off his wet member and squeezed her huge breasts around his rock hard shaft. He came hard, filling her cleavage with a huge load of cum.

      The two bimbos, exhausted and breathless, lay down beside Dorian, resting their pretty blonde heads on his chest. He closed his eyes and sighed deeply.

      “That was just what I needed, girls,” he said, gripping their nearly-naked bodies tightly. “Thank you.”

      “Anything, Dorian,” the two women cooed in unison.

      “D-Dorian,” I stuttered, my voice trembling.

      His eyes fluttered open and he looked at me inquisitively. “Oh. I didn’t even know you were still here, Lucy.”

      “Dorian, I want to please you,” I admitted. “It’s all I’ve ever wanted — to be good enough for a man like you. Can…can you please let me stay here?”

      “Are you willing to change the way you look? And are you willing to live here and serve me?” he asked.

      “Yes. And yes. I’ll do anything,” I sighed. Tears were in my eyes.

      I didn’t care if I degraded myself and compromised all of my values. I didn’t care if I never went back to Earth. All I wanted was to join Dorian’s bimbo harem, to be just as sexual and blissfully happy as his bevy of beautiful blondes.

      “Good. Very good,” he said, smiling at me. “You won’t regret it, Lucy.”

      I left him there with his two superior girlfriends. As I headed down the hallway back to my room, two other scantily-clad babes pushed past me to get to Dorian’s room. The man had an insatiable sexual appetite. It was no wonder he needed so many gorgeous women to be happy.

      I had been deluding myself into thinking that I was pretty enough to date a billionaire. But now that I was finally starting to accept the truth, I felt a huge sense of relief. Life didn’t have to be a struggle. Once I had the perfect body and the bimbo mindset, I could stay here forever. I would never need to worry about paying my bills or toiling day and night to survive.

      From now on, I would be entirely focused on serving Dorian’s needs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 TRANSFORMING INTO HIS PERFECT WOMAN

        

      

    

    
      “Just relax, Lucy,” Vanessa said sweetly as she rubbed a cream that I thought was sunblock onto my shoulders.

      She handed the bottle to Becky, who squirted some white cream onto her palms before getting to work on my bare belly. “Stop squirming!” she giggled as her cool fingertips slipped under my blue bikini top to caress my breasts. I flinched as she tweaked my nipples.

      “What the hell are you all doing?” I protested as another pair of bimbos began to oil up my legs. “Dorian told me to wait by the pool before my transformation…he didn’t say you were all going to come out here and annoy me!”

      “Sweetie…this is your transformation,” Alexa said matter-of-factly.

      So they weren’t trying to torture me. Apparently, Dorian’s harem members were covering me in this cream for a good reason.

      As a hand slipped under my bikini bottoms and smeared cream on my nether regions, I tried not to burst out laughing. “That tickles!” I yelped.

      All seven bimbos giggled in unison, their curves jiggling in their too-tight bikini tops.

      “Soon, you’re going to look just like us…I promise,” Sophie said with a cheeky wink.

      They all took a step back so that their shadows didn’t block the sun from reaching me. As the sun’s rays touched my skin, I started to feel a tingling sensation everywhere that the magical sunscreen had been applied.

      Slowly but surely, my entire body became more tan. The hairs on my arms and legs vanished, leaving my limbs smooth and sun-kissed. In fact, my legs suddenly seemed longer, as if my feet were dangling over the edge of the lounge chair I was lying on.

      Suddenly, my chest began to swell under my blue bathing suit top. I gasped as my small breasts began to grow larger and fuller and rounder. My nipples strained against the now too-tight bikini top, whose ruffled details only served to emphasize how huge my breasts were becoming.

      “Oh, gosh,” I murmured to myself. A strand of platinum blonde hair fell in front of my face and I pushed it aside only to realize that my hair was getting longer and longer.

      I felt like I was being lifted up from the lounge chair as my buttocks grew, too. I looked down to see that the proportions of my body were doll-like now: underneath the swell of my mountain-like breasts was a perfectly flat, toned tummy, a teeny-tiny waist, and voluptuous hips. I had thick thighs and long legs. I had the body of a goddess now.

      “Oh, my,” I said, noticing that my voice, too, had changed. It was softer and more feminine. I clapped my hand over my newly-plumped lips and I started to giggle uncontrollably. “I look so good!”

      The seven bimbos surrounding my chair clapped their hands and smiled at me. These women had loathed me before — and now, they seemed to love me. I had become one of them. I was no better or worse than any of the bimbos now. We all had identical breasts and butts, the same platinum hair, the same eyes and noses and lips. There was no need to compete with each other. We were all exactly the same.

      My head felt fuzzy. I tried to think of a joke to describe my transformation in a humorous way, but my mind was blank. I must have lost a lot of my intellect during the transformation. But I didn’t care. The sun was shining, the pool was blue and inviting, and everyone loved me now.

      “I can’t wait for Dorian to see me!” I cried.

      “Dorian had to go back to Earth to take care of some business,” Vanessa explained. “But he’ll be back in a few days.”

      I felt tears well up in my eyes. “What? He left?” I should have been angry that Dorian had left me as soon as I transformed for him; instead, I was sad. I needed him desperately.

      Stacey grabbed my arm. “By the time he comes back, you’ll be all ready for him. We still need to finish your training.”

      “My training?”

      The next few days were a whirlwind of fun for me. I got to spend time with the other members of the harem. We painted each other’s nails and did each other’s makeup. We watched countless porn movies, which they told me I needed to study so that I could give Dorian exactly what he wanted in bed. I practiced giving head on dildos and a few of the girls spent what felt like hours making out with me so that I could see exactly the way Dorian would want me to kiss him.

      Then, after all of this, we put on our frilly maid costumes and got busy cleaning up the villa. Before my transformation, I had felt sorry for Dorian’s girlfriends because he used them as servants. However, I was having so much fun giggling and gossiping with the other blondes, I barely even noticed that I was doing labor for my dominant boyfriend. Besides, after spending so much time thinking about how I would please him in bed, it was nice to distract myself and stay busy with mindless chores.

      That was all that I could handle: mindless chores, mindless sex. All I had was this gorgeous body and beautiful face. My bimbo brain wasn’t capable of dreaming of being or doing more in life. I barely recalled how I had once been such an ambitious young lady, an aspiring actress who moved to New York to chase her goals in life.

      Now, I was just another bimbo clone living out Dorian’s fantasy. This was what he thought a woman should be. I was more than happy to play my part in his twisted game.

      I couldn’t wait to see him again and show him that I’d changed everything about myself to suit his whims and desires.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5 SERVING MY MASTER

        

      

    

    
      I didn’t know Dorian had returned to the colony until he approached me from behind, grabbing me by the waist and kissing my neck. “Stacey, you look delicious today,” he whispered, his breath hot against my skin.

      For a moment, I barely noticed that he’d called me by the name of his other girlfriend. Instead, I dropped the broom I was holding and leaned against the wall as Dorian lifted my skirt and began to rub my ass. He teasingly snapped my thong against my flesh. “I hope you’re nice and wet for me,” he murmured.

      “I’m not Stacey,” I said meekly. “Master…”

      I added Master because the girls had told me that Dorian loved when we called him that.

      “Oh? You’re not?” he said, laughing with amusement. “Let me guess. You’re…Becky?”

      “No!” I squealed, turning around to face him. I rested my hands on his shoulders and looked into his eyes. “Dorian, it’s me. Lucy! Don’t you remember me?”

      “Wow…Lucy…” he looked into my eyes, searching for a spark of the woman I once was. He must have given up trying to find the old Lucy, because he started kissing my lips. “I didn’t even recognize you. You look amazing.”

      “I missed you so much,” I said, pouting and batting my eyes. “All I wanted was for you to come back and fuck me.”

      “And all I wanted was to come back and fuck you,” he echoed. He grabbed my hand. “Come on. Let’s go to my bedroom.”

      “Just me and you?” I asked hopefully.

      “Yeah. Right now, I just want to be with you. To be inside you…”

      His words made me shiver. Once we were in his room, he threw me down on the bed and hiked up my little black dress. He yanked my thong off and buried his face between my legs. I watched his tongue lap against my smooth, pink pussy and I groaned with pleasure.

      “I need you to be nice and wet for me,” he muttered, swirling his tongue over my aching clit.

      “Yes, master,” I groaned.

      The old Lucy would have never tolerated this treatment. She wouldn’t have spent the day cleaning the hallways only to be interrupted by a man groping her and kissing her — and having the audacity to call her by the wrong name. But I didn’t care about those minor details. I was driven by lust and desire. For the first time in what felt like ages, I had this perfect, handsome man all to myself.

      “Take off your dress,” he instructed.

      I struggled to pull off my skin-tight maid’s uniform. Once I was finally naked, Dorian hovered over me, admiring my tan, voluptuous form.

      “That’s my girl,” he said softly. His hands wandered over my enormous breasts and he playfully pinched both of my nipples.

      “Dorian, I need you to fuck me,” I murmured desperately. “Now…please…”

      He looked down at me, a glint in his eyes as he stripped out of his clothes and began to stroke his cock until he was nice and hard.

      After watching so much porn and fooling around with the other harem members, I was desperate to be with a real man with a huge cock — I needed him to satisfy my every desire. I needed to know that he was satisfied with me, too.

      But before he fucked me, Dorian wanted to play with my perfect tits. He licked them, sucked them, kneaded the fleshy hills in his hands. And then, straddling my torso, he began to thrust his massive member between my jiggling tits, moving in and out fast.

      “Your breasts are perfect,” he commented, gripping them between his hungry fingertips. “Fuck…Lucy, you might just be my sexiest girlfriend.”

      I knew that in a few weeks’ time, when the next potential girlfriend came for her transformation, he wouldn’t be saying that anymore. But for now, I was a novelty for Dorian — the latest trophy girlfriend to add to his collection.

      “Fuck me, master,” I begged. “Please…I just want you inside of me…”

      He pulled his slick cock out from my cleavage and hoisted my long legs over his shoulders. Then, plunging his thick rod inside my tight pussy, he gripped my thighs and held my trembling body still.

      “Oh, God!” I screamed as he fucked me harder than he’d ever fucked me before. “Yes…yes…”

      I barely even noticed that I sounded just like the porn stars I’d been studying for days. I didn’t need to try to imitate them. Being sexy came naturally to me now. I was hot and horny and there was nothing I loved more than the feeling of a big, hard dick pounding my sopping wet pussy.

      “That’s my perfect little slut,” he said, licking his lips and breathing heavily as he looked down at me.

      My huge breasts bounced up so high with each powerful thrust, they nearly hit my chin. My toes curled from pleasure. I reached out to grip Dorian’s body as tightly as I could. I’d never experienced pure pleasure like this before.

      “Onto your hands and knees,” he instructed me gruffly. “I want to see your ass…”

      I did as he told me, turning over and getting on all fours on the bed. I felt his rough fingers on my hips and his hard cock inching its way inside me. I heard his heavy breathing. He pulled my hair sharply.

      I could feel my perfect ass bouncing up and down and I squeezed my pussy muscles tighter to hug his dick as he thrust inside me. He was fucking me from just the right angle. I could feel the pressure building up inside me. I was getting wetter and wetter until, finally, I let out a quivering moan and my entire body shivered with satisfaction.

      “I’m cumming!” I wailed, letting out a shuddering gasp as his massive member pushed inside me again and again.

      As the waves of pleasure rushed through me, Dorian only fucked me harder and faster. I could feel the sweat dripping from his chest onto my bare back. I could sense his passion, his pleasure, as he let out little grunts and groans while pumping his cock in and out of my slick hole. I could feel my pussy gushing, covering his dick with my wetness.

      And then, with a deep groan, he buried his cock inside me one last time and moaned loudly. He gripped my body tightly as he finished inside me, marking my pussy as his territory once and for all.

      This was what it had all been for. All those gifts and expensive dinners together; all those sweet lies; bringing me here, to his luxurious space colony. Dorian had been playing a game. His ultimate goal was to conquer me, to turn me from an intelligent, independent woman into a dependent, submissive plaything. He had succeeded in transforming me into the type of woman he’d always wanted me to be.

      We lay there cuddling and kissing for what felt like hours. I basked in Dorian’s attention as he caressed and complimented my body. This was all I had wanted from him: to feel like I was his one and only, the most beautiful woman he’d ever been with.

      And even though I knew that, in a few short hours, he would probably be having a threesome with a pair of busty blondes who looked just like me, I didn’t mind sharing Dorian. If I could have him to myself all the time, I would be too spoiled, too comfortable. The way he kept all of the bimbos controlled was by making them wait their turn to spend time with him and to have sex with him. We were all so submissive to our master, we didn’t question the way he forced us to compete with each other for his attention.

      “Eight girlfriends,” he murmured, running his fingers through my hair tenderly. “I finally have eight girlfriends. Do you think that’s too many, Lucy?”

      “No. I don’t think it’s enough,” I whispered, telling him exactly what he wanted to hear.

      “Good. I agree with you there. I’ve been talking to another woman back in the city — she’s a brunette, a law student. All she does is study and work. I think she’ll have a nice time up here, when she comes to visit,” he said, smiling to himself.

      Dorian was already laying the groundwork for his next relationship: a young, unsuspecting woman who couldn’t believe she was being showered with attention by such a rich, successful man. But I didn’t mind that he was telling me all this. Whenever she showed up, I would be here with the other blondes, looking hot in my bikini and showing this new chick just how Dorian liked to be satisfied in bed.

      I couldn’t beat the bimbos, so I joined their clique. It certainly wasn’t the life I’d imagined for myself. But being Dorian’s hot bimbo girlfriend was better than any life I could have dreamed of back on Earth.
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          1 THE PERFECT WOMAN

        

      

    

    
      While washing test tubes, Mia watched longingly as the other biologists gathered together to discuss their work for the today. As a lowly lab assistant, she spent most of her work days doing mindless chores. How ironic…after graduating at the top of her class at an Ivy League school, she had scored this prestigious internship at X-Real Labs. But the male-dominated company, which was focused on cutting-edge biotech research, had no desire to help her grow and learn. Instead, they kept her occupied with busy work all day so they wouldn’t have to teach her anything new.

      But Mia was determined to learn something valuable from this experience. So she quietly listened, observed, and took notes on the experiments that happened in the lab. Mia was a petite brunette with glasses and a shy demeanor, so she faded completely into the background. No one ever noticed that she was carefully paying attention to what her coworkers did.

      “So what’s on the docket today?” Chet asked, clapping his hands together. He was a typical “lab bro,” as Mia liked to think of him. He was a far cry from the stereotypical nerdy scientists she’d studied with in college.

      Andrew smirked. He was what Mia would classify as a “cute nerd.” Tall and skinny like a weed, Andrew was a little less of a jerk than Chet (at least to her). “The project is called MT2345.”

      “MT?” Chet said. “I don’t know that code…”

      “It stands for ‘mass transform.’ We’re going to be cloning cells from a human and replicating them in a host organism.”

      “And the goal is…what?” Chet asked curiously.

      “The client is attempting to do some mass cloning,” Andrew said, raising his eyebrows.

      Mass cloning? What the hell did that mean?

      “From what I know, I think this is going to be a fun experiment. She should be here any minute now.” Andrew smirked.

      “She? Who’s she?”

      “You’ll see.” Andrew cackled with laughter.

      Mass cloning? What the hell did that mean?

      Mia kept her head down, hoping the guys wouldn’t notice her. Sometimes, if a client was doing a controversial experiment and they didn’t want the public to know about it, the scientists would send Mia out to do boring errands. Even though she had signed a confidentiality agreement, these experiments were so controversial, the lab still didn’t want to take any chances of top secret information leaking.

      Suddenly, someone knocked on the door. Andrew rushed to answer it. Only those with special credentials could enter this room. Mia wondered who the test subject was today.

      “Hey,” Andrew said awkwardly. He had a giddy smile on his face.

      “Hi, I’m Vanessa,” the woman said, stepping into the room. “Sorry for the way I’m dressed…I just finished a shoot.”

      Mia nearly dropped the test tube that she was polishing. Her mouth fell open. Andrew was speechless, too. Vanessa wasn’t just any ordinary woman: she was one of the most famous porn stars in the world. Her stage name was Vanessa Vanity. Mia only recognized her because her face and body graced countless mainstream magazine covers and TV ads. Vanessa was known by many as “the perfect woman” for her beauty and sex appeal.

      The statuesque blonde with the summer tan and the outlandish curves — apparently, her breasts and butt were all-natural — stood in front of them in a tiny black dress and knee-high boots. She smiled sweetly, playfully twisting her platinum hair around her fingertip.

      Chet rushed forward to shake her hand. “Vanessa! So great to finally meet you — I mean, good to see you today. Thanks for coming in. I’m a huge fan of your work. Not that…not that I’ve seen much of your work.”

      Chet and Andrew were practically foaming at the mouth at the sight of this gorgeous woman. Mia bristled at the thought that they’d both seen her naked and fucking guys in raunchy videos. Right now, the male scientists were not-so-subtly undressing Vanessa with their eyes, imagining her huge, bare breasts and her tight, perfect pussy. Imagining that they were the ones fucking her…

      “Thanks,” Vanessa said, rolling her eyes disdainfully. She blinked, and her false eyelashes fluttered. “So I get paid at the front desk, right? I’m on a tight schedule today.”

      “Right. Yes, you can get paid before you leave,” Chet said, nodding vigorously. “All right. All I need from you are a few DNA samples.”

      Vanessa began to lift her dress. “You mean from my pussy?”

      “No!” Andrew and Chet cried in unison. They were both sweating profusely as Vanessa’s skirt slid up over her silky thighs and then dropped down again.

      “We need hair and skin and blood samples,” Chet explained. “Take a seat. Make yourself comfortable.” He pulled a chair over from the side of the room.

      She sat down, glaring at nothing and no one in particular. Vanessa was here to get paid, and that was it. She wasn’t even flattered by the two cute guys drooling over her. Mia couldn’t imagine how many annoying dudes hit on Vanessa on a daily basis. Meanwhile, poor Mia hadn’t been on a date in months.

      As Andrew gently clipped off a lock of her long blonde hair, Chet pricked her fingertip to draw a few dots of blood.

      “And what are you gonna do with my hair? And my blood?” she asked.

      “I’ll tell you in a minute. Open your mouth, please,” Andrew said, a small swab clutched between his trembling fingers.

      Vanessa instinctively opened her mouth as wide as she could — thanks to her job, she expected a monstrously huge cock to come flying at her face. Andrew swiped the cotton swab along the inside of her cheek and removed it.

      “Thank you. I think we’ve got everything we need,” Andrew said, staring longingly at her full lips. Mia knew that he was imagining that instead of a cotton swab, he’d plunged his dick into her mouth.

      The guys placed the samples aside carefully.

      “So what are you gonna do with this stuff? Clone me?” Vanessa asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

      “Ha!” Chet cried. “Don’t worry. We just want to use them for a few experiments.”

      “Yeah. Besides…I don’t think we clone you even if we wanted to,” Andrew chuckled. “Because you’re one-of-a-kind. Can’t duplicate that kind of magic!”

      Mia knew the two men were lying through their teeth, but she couldn’t say anything. She was just the awkward, geeky girl working silently in the background. Vanessa didn’t even know that Mia was here.

      “All right. Nice meet you boys,” Vanessa said. For the first time, her tone of voice shifted from sour to sweet. She flashed the two scientists a half-smile and headed towards the door.

      Mia watched Vanessa’s butt wiggling pleasingly in that tight dress. She could make out the faint outline of the porn star’s thong through the thin fabric. Her high-heeled boots clicked on the floor rhythmically. In fact, the way she walked had a gentle sway and rhythm that no ordinary woman could duplicate. Vanessa wasn’t just beautiful — she had an innate sex appeal that couldn’t be duplicated.

      Or could it?

      If Chet and Andrew and the mystery client had their way, Vanessa would be cloned. And not just once. Mia assumed that the “mass cloning” they’d spoken about meant that the client wanted to create as many Vanessas as they could.

      “So who’s the host gonna be?” Chet asked curiously.

      “She’s supposed to be here any minute,” Andrew said, glancing at his phone. “Let me check my emails. She’s average weight, average height, twenty-five years old, and…” He groaned. “And she’s not coming. She just cancelled.”

      “Damn. Now what?” Chet said. “We can’t have the samples sitting around for more than 12 hours, right?”

      “Right. It’s important that they’re fresh. Which means, we need a new host organism. A young woman…any young woman…”

      Andrew and Chet scratched their heads as they tried to figure out who could replace their original guinea pig. Then they both turned towards Mia.

      “Mia!” they said in unison.

      “No. Nope. No way!” Mia squeaked. She glared at them. “I’m here to work, not be a test subject.”

      “Come on, Mia. Be a team player…”

      “This is a risky experiment. I heard what you’re doing. And I don’t want to be a part of it,” she grumbled.

      Chet walked over to her, putting his arm over her shoulder. For some reason, his touch was comforting.

      “What if I told you that you could look exactly like Vanessa? All the guys would wanna be with you,” he murmured.

      She hesitated. “Mm…no. Still too dangerous. Besides, I don’t trust you assholes not to screw something up and kill me.”

      Andrew marched over to her. “What if I told you that if you don’t help us out, then you won’t be working at X-Real Labs any more. Because all I have to do is tell the boss you stole supplies. Or money from the front desk. You’re a nobody here, Mia. And you know it.”

      Mia blinked back tears. “You’d seriously get me fired? I need this internship.”

      “Please, Mia? Do it for science. Do it for the future of humanity,” Chet said, playing the good cop very well.

      “Oh, fine. I’ll do it.”

      Mia had no idea what she was agreeing to. She hoped that this attempt to clone Vanessa wouldn’t be successful. Although a small part of Mia was curious to know what it was like to become a sexy blonde porn star, she knew it was biologically impossible.

      “You’re the best, Mia.”

      Again, Chet patted her on the back. Mia liked the way it felt when he noticed her. If she became blonde and beautiful and voluptuous, her attractive male coworkers would never be able to ignore her again…
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      The necessary cells had been extracted from Vanessa’s hair, blood, and saliva samples. Then they were combined with saline and heated in a test tube. Andrew carefully deposited the saline mixture in a syringe.

      Mia was lying on a medical exam bed that had been brought into the room. She had been instructed to strip down to her bra and panties, adding to her anxiety. If Mia had known that Chet and Andrew were going to see her in her underwear, she would have worn something a little cuter. Her plain white bra and cotton panties were a far cry from the lacy, see-through lingerie that Vanessa wore in her videos and photo shoots.

      While Vanessa’s body was deliciously curvaceous, Mia’s was scrawny and boyish. She had no curves to speak of — no boobs, no ass, no hips. Lying here on this table under the harsh ceiling lights, she felt like all of her flaws and insecurities were on full display. She couldn’t hide her body under her lab coat anymore — the guys knew exactly what she looked like now.

      “All right, Mia. We’re going to inject you with the samples now.” Andrew came over to her. She gulped at the sight of the long needle in his hand.

      “And what if something goes wrong?” she asked, adjusting her glasses nervously.

      “Then we’ll take you to the hospital. Remember the protocol we have for all our test subjects?” Chet asked. He gazed down at her, smiling. His face was oddly comforting to Mia right now. “But don’t worry. You’re gonna be fine.”

      As Chet distracted her, Andrew jabbed the needle into her upper arm. She winced from pain as he pulled it back out. “I think I got enough in there,” he said. “We’ll see…”

      “That hurt!” Mia growled.

      Chet rubbed her arm gently, massaging the area where Andrew had injected her with Vanessa’s samples. “And it’s all over now. You’re fine, Mia. See?”

      She looked into his eyes and suddenly, all of her loathing for Chet and Andrew evaporated. She couldn’t get over how attractive he was. He had the brightest blue eyes she’d ever seen. She could stare into those eyes for hours…

      Suddenly, Mia let out a ditzy, high-pitched giggle.

      “Whoa. What was that?” Andrew asked. “Vanessa don’t sound like that — at least, when she’s not acting.”

      Mia ignored what he was saying and giggled again. She felt dizzy and excited for some reason.

      “You know, I don’t think we considered possibly side effects,” Chet said, scratching his chin.

      Andrew rushed over to the documents from the client and leafed through countless pages. “Okay. It says, here…’Based on preliminary experiments, side effects may include decreased intellect, lowered inhibitions, and increased libido.’”

      Chet stared at him. “So what you’re saying is, she’s going to turn into a dumb, horny bimbo?”

      The two guys looked at Mia, fascinated. “I guess so,” Andrew said, gulping nervously.

      They had pushed Mia into a physical transformation without considering the potential consequences. Their shy, nerdy lab assistant was no longer going to be smart and hard-working. She was going to lose her intelligence and her personality. How would the young scientists explain this one to their boss?

      “How do you feel, Mia?” Chet asked.

      “To be honest, I’m a little…wet…”

      The guys watched as Mia’s slender fingers traced the edges of her panties. They’d never imagined her in a sexual way before. But now she was lying there before them, practically a piece of meat on that exam table, and she was touching herself provocatively as she moaned and sighed.

      “Ohh!” she gasped, slipping her fingers under her panties.

      It was at that exact moment, as Mia explored her own desires, that her physical form began to change. Her pale skin darkened a few shades until her flesh was bronzed, sun-kissed. Her waist slowly narrowed, cinching itself a few inches tighter, as her hips widened. Her thighs were thicker, her legs longer. Her hair was getting longer, too, and Mia’s dark brown tresses began to change in color, this time getting lighter and lighter. Soon, her hair was platinum blonde.

      “This feels good!” she breathed, licking her lips. Lips that were becoming more plump and pretty. She had Vanessa’s sexy voice and delicious curves and long legs. The transformation was undeniable — Mia had turned into a carbon copy of the hot blonde porn star…

      The only thing missing? Vanessa’s famous tits.

      “What about the boobs?” Chet asked. “Shouldn’t they be getting…bigger?”

      “Boobs?” Mia asked, perplexed. With one hand still shoved under her panties, the other slid up to massage her small breasts. In doing so, she must have stimulated the solution that was running just under the surface of her skin.

      Her breasts started to grow rapidly, the flesh expanding under her white bra. Chet and Andrew watched, mouths hanging open, as Mia’s boobs quadrupled in size within the span of a minute.

      “Holy fuck,” Andrew breathed. “They’re huge now…”

      They grew so fast and so big, her tits began to pop the seams of her A cup bra, which had stretched just about as far as it could to accommodate the rapidly swelling hills of flesh. With a ripping sound, the garment split in two and her new breasts poured out.

      The men were speechless as Mia lay there, her gigantic breasts exposed, while she masturbated. They had never seen a pair of breasts so beautiful outside of one of Vanessa’s movies. Round and perky, with pale pink nipples, the breasts heaved deeply with each shuddering breath that Mia took.

      “So it worked,” Chet murmured. “The experiment actually…worked.”

      “But with some side effects,” Andrew added in a hurry. He forced his eyes to stop staring at Mia’s massive chest so he could jot down a few notes on his clipboard. “She’s not an exact duplicate of Vanessa if she’s dumb as a post and horny as hell.”

      “No…she’s even better than Vanessa this way,” Chet breathed. “Don’t you get it, Andrew? She’s like a porn star who actually wants to fuck everyone…and not just for money. And with this solution — or samples from the new and improved Mia — we can replicate this experiment with countless test subjects. Isn’t that what the client wanted?”

      “Yeah. Sounds good,” Andrew said, placing the clipboard down. “Sorry, I’m kind of distracted.”

      The two men stared at Mia, who looked from one to the other, her eyes pleading. “Fuck me!” she begged. “I’m so horny…all I want is your cock inside me…”

      “Is she talking to you or to me?” Chet asked. He wiped a bead of sweat that was dripping down his face.

      “Dude…I think she’s talking to both of us.”

      The scientists knew that this would be a total breach of lab protocol. However, they also knew that unless Mia’s intense physical desires were fulfilled, she would be out of control. Fucking her might calm her down a little bit.

      “I won’t tell the boss if you don’t,” Andrew chuckled. “Or the client.”

      “Deal.” Chet walked over to the side of the table, reaching down to stroke Mia’s beautiful blonde hair. “Don’t worry, Mia. We’ll take good care of you…”

      She stared up at him, her eyes filled with absolute trust. She recognized these men as authority figures. They would take care of her and make her feel good. They would make sure nothing bad happened to her.

      And, most importantly, they would fuck her and show her the sex-filled porn star life she’d been missing out on as a shy, flat-chested lab assistant…
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      As Chet’s lips closed in on hers, Mia closed her eyes and let it all sink in. She had never dared to fantasize about her coworker kissing her. Even now, it seemed too good to be true. Why would this cute guy want to kiss her?

      Even though she was acting dumb and ditzy, her mind hadn’t been completely erased. The real Mia was still locked inside this ditzy, busty shell of a woman. But she couldn’t fully express herself anymore. When she tried to speak, she could only moan. Her body craved physical pleasure more than it ever had before.

      As Chet’s tongue slipped into her mouth, she felt more relaxed. The internal struggle between Mia’s brain and her new body was momentarily subdued. She closed her eyes as her tongue met his, feeling his soft licks swirling in gentle circles.

      While he was kissing her, Andrew gently tugged at her white panties. He slid them down over her smooth, tan legs, then tossed them on the floor.

      “Fuck,” Mia mumbled into Chet’s mouth. She could feel Andrew’s fingers sliding inside her, slowly slipping into her tight, sopping wet hole.

      He fingered her gently at first, then probed deeper. His fingers hooked inside her tightly, then he plunged half his hand into her warm pussy. Meanwhile, Chet’s tongue slid deep into her mouth and he stiffened it to give her an aggressive, dominating kiss.

      Chet’s lips broke away from hers, leaving her gasping for air. Mia watched Andrew’s slick fingers slide out of her pussy as he pulled her towards the end of the table.

      It was hard to believe these two guys hadn’t shared a woman in bed before: they seemed to know exactly what to do. Or maybe they’d learned a thing or two by watching Vanessa’s pornos, and right now, they were just pretending to be male porn stars dominating a hot, busty blonde.

      The two men had removed their lab coats. Chet unbuttoned his shirt and took it off, loosening his belt. Then he leaned over Mia’s ample chest and sucked on her hard nipple. He played with it between his teeth, flicking his tongue across the delicate nub of flesh. He buried his head between her huge breasts and inhaled deeply, savoring the sensation of the warm, heaving flesh mountains surrounding him.

      At the same time, Andrew kissed her bare thighs, moving closer and closer to her pussy. His tongue slid across her inner thigh before gently grazing her delicate pink labia. She gripped the edges of the bed, holding on for dear life as Andrew’s agile tongue found her clit. He flicked it back and forth a few times, then swirled in tight circles over the button of flesh.

      Chet went back to sucking her nipples. The stimulation was almost too much for her to take. She started to quake and tremble on the table. Mia felt like her body was out of control. She’d never felt like a vessel of pleasure before. But unlike the real Vanessa, who could turn her sex drive on and off whenever she wanted to, Mia hadn’t learned to control and tame her newfound nymphomania. She didn’t know how to handle having this curvaceous, sexy body, this wet pussy filled with desire, this libido that soared into the stratosphere. She never could have imagined that she would be doted on by two sexy guys at once, each of them worshiping her voluptuous body as if she were a goddess.

      Andrew ate her pussy until she screamed with pleasure. Just as Mia was about to cum, Chet started kissing her again, muffling her moans of pleasure with his lips and tongue. Her entire body writhed and shook on the exam bed as Andrew’s tongue sent her over the edge of ecstasy. She could barely breathe, her huge breasts heaving, her pussy gushing with pleasure into Andrew’s hungry mouth.

      Chet stopped kissing her so he could finish getting undressed. And there was Andrew at the foot of the bed, licking her wetness off his lips as he removed his own clothes.

      The guys had given her all the pleasure she desired. For the first time since her rapid transformation, she felt clear-headed. That orgasm had made her feel much more calm. She lay there, watching her mountainous tits moving up and down with each deep breath, reaching her fingers between her legs to feel the wetness fro her pussy dripping down her silky thighs.

      She looked at Chet and Andrew, eyes wide. What were they going to do to her next?

      They had served and worshiped her, treating her like a queen. And now it was their turn to use her as their personal porn star, to treat her like a living sex toy.

      Men all over the world had long fantasized about what it would be like to be with Vanessa. Finally, these two scientists would know exactly what their creation was capable of. Could she bring them all the pleasure they craved?

      “Get down on the floor,” Chet muttered, his gentle tone of voice suddenly becoming impatient and harsh.

      She meekly obeyed him. Even though Mia should have felt gorgeous and powerful in her new porn star body, she was still incredibly submissive and shy. She remembered her usual dynamic with her coworkers: they called all the shots and she could never push back for fear of getting fired. Nothing had changed. The only difference was that now, they wanted to fuck her.

      Mia got down on her hands and knees. Andrew knelt in front of her, stroking his long, thick cock. She never could have imagined that Andrew had such an impressive member. Vanessa herself would have been pleasantly surprised by his size.

      As the tip of his dick approached her mouth, Mia opened wide, just as Vanessa had when the scientist approached her with the cotton swab to collect a saliva sample.

      She felt her mouth fill up with his cock. He went deeper and deeper, plunging it as far as he could down her throat. Mia was surprised by her own lack of a gag reflex. Somehow, cloning Vanessa had meant cloning her sexual capabilities. As Andrew slowly slid his member out of her mouth, she let her tongue wiggle back and forth across his thick shaft. He groaned in pleasure before plunging his cock back inside, halfway down her throat.

      This wasn’t a blow job. He was fucking her face aggressively. Mia felt so degraded…and yet, so thrilled to be worthy of being used this way. Men everywhere would look at her mouth now and fantasize about their dicks sliding between her lips.

      As the corners of her lips started to get sore, Chet, who had been stroking his cock and watching the entire time, approached her from behind. She felt his hard cock graze her bare ass. Then he pushed it inside her, hard and fast and deep. He knew she was wet enough to handle him.

      Chet, too, was extremely well-endowed. No wonder these guys had always acted so cocky and confident. No wonder Mia had always meekly obeyed their commands without pushing back. Deep down, she had always sensed that they could dominate her with their dicks at any moment.

      Mia had never been fucked like this before. Chet was gripping her bare ass, kneading her bare bottom with his firm fingers, as he plowed her with his huge cock. He wasn’t holding back at all. Like Andrew, Chet just wanted to use her like a sex toy. These men had been conditioned by years and years of watching porn to view women who looked like her as objects. Her pussy was a plaything to them: once it was all wet and warmed up, they could use it as they saw fit.

      Andrew pulled his dick out of her mouth and stood up, watching Chet and waiting his turn to fuck her. As Chet pounded her pussy relentlessly, Andrew yanked her golden hair near the roots and leaned in close to whisper in her ear, “When he’s done with you, I’m going to fuck you twice as hard…”

      She whimpered with pleasure as he pulled her hair sharply. The mix of pleasure and pain as Chet’s cock slid in and out of her was almost too much to bear. His thrusts slowed down, becoming more deliberate, as he savored every moment of being inside her. Then he fucked her hard and fast again. He was reaching the finish line and he wasn’t going to stop until he was done with her.

      Chet began to moan as he pumped in and out of her pussy. One more deep thrust and he slid his cock out of her wet hole, letting out a shuddering groan as he came on her bare ass. She felt the sticky warmth of his seed on her flesh. His firm hands smacked her taut ass before he retreated slightly, taking a deep breath and coming to the realization that this wasn’t an erotic dream. Chet had just fucked Vanessa’s hot clone on the floor of the lab.

      Andrew still wasn’t satisfied, though. He examined Mia carefully, deciding what he wanted to do to her next. “Turn over for me,” he said, gesturing with a twist of his finger.

      Exhausted, Mia flipped over so that she was lying on her back. Her breasts and belly glistened with sweat. Before she could even catch her breath, Andrew was on top of her. He straddled her abdomen, his hard cock plunging between her giant tits.

      As he began to fuck her tits, Mia began to realize that her role in this lab was no different now than the one she’d held before her transformation. She had always thought that if she looked sexier, more like the glamorous and untouchable Vanessa, then men might treat her better. Instead, however, they were simply degrading her in a new way.

      But the weird part was, she enjoyed it. She liked being objectified and used. As long as Chet and Andrew wanted her body and found her sexy, she would be perfectly happy doing mindless errands and washing lab equipment.

      She squeezed her tits tightly together to give Andrew a nice, tight space to fuck. She watched him with wide, fascinated eyes, her lips slightly parted. Every so often, she would coo in a sexy voice to encourage him. She wanted this man to know that he was the one with all the power. He had the huge cock, and apparently he knew how to use it.

      As Andrew finished, letting out a deep moan of satisfaction, Mia watched the rope of white cum streak across her upper chest and neck. A few drops landed on her lips. She hastily swiped her lips with her tongue, tasting his salty seed and savoring its flavor.

      “That was nice,” she giggled, gazing up at him. “I’m just sad that neither one of you wanted to cum inside me…”

      The guys exchanged glances and nervous grins. “Maybe next time,” Andrew said. “But Mia, we should…we should really get back to work.”

      They helped her off the floor and wiped her body off with clean towels form the supply closet. Chet and Andrew put their own clothes back on, and then Andrew helped Mia put on her lab coat. She could barely button it up. The end result was hilariously sexy. Her breasts were so large, they couldn’t merely be covered up by clothes anymore. She looked like a porno scientist, with her ample, tan breasts peeking out of her white lab coat.

      “Now what?” she asked. She was blissfully ignorant — or at least, that’s how she was acting. Mia knew the end goal of this sexy experiment, but she was well-aware that she couldn’t say anything about it. She had to play the role of the dumb blonde who didn’t know anything.

      “Now we tell the client that the experiment was a success,” Chet said. “Right, Andrew?”

      “Yep. And this week, we’ll bring in more test subjects and see what happens.” Andrew paused, his eyes lighting up. “It would be great if we could get at least three women in here on one day…”

      “Oh, yeah. That would be great. For research, that is.” Chet chuckled.

      The two men had experienced one hot blonde, and now they were already imagining what it would be like to have three Vanessa clones in the lab with them. Three horny, busty babes who would want nothing more than to have Andrew and Chet fuck them like porn stars…

      Mia was terrified of what would happen next. Even as a sexy blonde bombshell, she was completely replaceable. And now, she could be used as a source of biological samples to create countless other blonde bimbo clones.

      This top secret experiment wouldn’t be a secret for too much longer. The more ordinary women who were transformed, the more men would find out what was happening in this lab. And surely these guys would want their girlfriends, wives, and the other women in their lives to be transformed into clones of Vanessa, the object of their erotic fantasies.

      With her male coworkers occupied by their grand plans, Mia had nothing to do. She went back to washing test tubes and listening to Andrew and Chet going on and on about how their discovery would change the world.

      She should have been offended that her body had been used in this way, and then that she’d been so quickly forgotten. However, Mia had never experienced such intense pleasure in her life. But she knew that there were countless other guys out there who would want to be with her. Here at the lab, she was still a lowly assistant, albeit one with a hot body; but out in the real world, she could use her long blonde hair, pretty face, and luscious curves to her advantage.

      Tonight, she would dress up in something short and tight, cake her face in makeup, and go to a happy hour at a local pub. There, she would walk up to the hottest guy at the bar and introduce herself as Vanessa.

      With a body like hers, she knew he wouldn’t turn her down.
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          1 CRASH LANDING

        

      

    

    
      Nina’s eyes fluttered open only to see total darkness. She let out a few shuddering breaths as her hibernation came to an end.

      At first, she couldn’t figure out where she was and what she was doing here. Instinctively, she pressed her hands against the sides of her hermetically-sealed capsule and they slid upwards.

      For a moment Nina wondered if she would even be able to breathe. She remembered that she was on a space mission, and that she and her fellow astronaut, Jacob, had taken special pills so that they could hibernate during the long and arduous journey. Their destination was a planet spinning around a nearby sun at just the right distance to maintain a suitable temperature for sustaining life. Nina and Jacob’s mission was to explore this planet, collect various samples, and return to Earth.

      That was what terrified Nina the most about this journey: what would they find when they got back home? What year would it be? Would the private space exploration company that had hired them still exist?

      As she clambered out of her capsule, she realized that the space pod had crashed, and not landed — that was what had jolted her from her seemingly endless slumber. She gasped, turning to see that Jacob’s capsule was empty. Had he already left her?

      She struggled to find an exit from the mangled space vehicle, nearly tumbling out of the pod. She wasn’t even thinking about putting on her protective spacesuit, complete with an oxygen tank in case the atmosphere was dangerous.

      Nina stumbled out and landed on soft dirt and grass outside. Gazing up at the endless, violet sky, Nina wondered if this was all a dream. She had been warned that those hibernation pills could cause hallucinations.

      “Good morning, sunshine!” Jacob’s familiar, cocky voice calls out from a few feet away.

      She leaped to her feet and rushed over to him, embracing her travel buddy. “Jacob! Did we — did we make it?”

      “I think so.” He held out a small metal device. “I just tested the oxygen levels and the soil content. Seems like we’re good to go.”

      “No breathing issues? The sun isn’t burning your skin?”

      “Nope. I’ve been out here for fifteen minutes and I feel great,” he said. “Just a little banged up from that crash landing. I woke up right before we landed — great timing, huh?”

      It felt like only minutes ago that she and Jacob were settling into their coffin-like capsules and popping those pills. The spacecraft had been launched remotely. She wondered what year it was back on Earth.

      “Excellent timing,” Nina replied. The wind was whipping her dark hair across her face. She glanced over at her companion, who looked extremely handsome with the violet-tinged sunlight shining down on his chiseled face.

      “The only problem is we have no communication with Earth. I already checked.”

      Jacob’s words brought Nina back to reality. “Oh, no,” she groaned. “And the pod? Can we…can we use it to get back home?”

      “I’ll have to check the engine, but I don’t think so.”

      “Are you serious?” Nina clenched her fist and her voice rose in anger. “Jacob, how can you be so calm about this? That crash landing ruined our entire mission!”

      “And who was the one who programmed the landing settings?” Jacob asked her smugly, folding his arms over his chest.

      Nina was about to scream when suddenly, the roar of a jet engine passed overhead. The two looked up in shock to see a strangely-shaped vehicle. It hovered above them, slowly moving lower and lower until it was mere meters above their heads. Then a giant net descended and before they knew it, they were ensnared.

      “What the hell?” Jacob cried, trying to untangle himself.

      “Everything’s in the pod — the dry food, the water. We can’t let them take us away from our supplies!” Nina screamed.

      But there was nothing they could do. They found themselves getting pulled up into the alien aircraft, which quickly sealed shut once they were trapped inside.
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        * * *

      

      Nina and Jacob knew nothing of their captors. They had been deposited in a strange glass chamber in some unknown location. Nina felt like she was stuck in a human-sized terrarium. Oddly enough, it was completely furnished, with a plush red sofa and a table laden with weird-looking food and beverages.

      Once he’d freed his feet from the remains of the net, Jacob sauntered over to the table and picked up a glass of sparkling green liquid.

      “Jacob, are you sure you want to drink that?” Nina warned. “What if it’s poison?”

      “Then I die before they can get any useful information out of me,” he joked.

      Nina wished that Jacob would take this a little more seriously. All through training, her partner had irritated her with his nonchalant attitude. Now that they were stranded on another planet, she had hoped he would begin to understand the gravity of the situation. Instead, he was going to get himself killed with his carelessness.

      Just as he was about to take a sip, the sound of hard footsteps plodding towards them made both of the astronauts stop what they were doing and rush towards the glass walls of the chamber.

      Nina saw five figures approaching. In the middle was what looked like a man shrouded in a hooded robe. He was flanked by four tall female silhouettes in elaborate headdresses and high-heeled go-go boots.

      As they came closer, Nina got a better look at these women’s appearance. They looked like comic book warrior goddesses. With long, golden blonde hair, they were at least six feet tall. They were wearing shiny golden crop tops that exposed their bronzed abs and matching miniskirts. They had long legs and knee-high boots with platform heels.

      “Whoa,” Jacob breathed. Nina turned to see him licking his lips in anticipation.

      “Jacob, this has to be a trap,” she muttered through clenched teeth. “The delicious-looking food and drinks…these beautiful woman…can’t you see? They’re trying to throw you off your game!”

      “I don’t care if it’s a trap. Either way, they’re way hotter than Earth women.”

      Nina was offended by his comment, but decided not to argue with him.

      The space babes were standing right on the other side of the glass now. Nina noticed that the bottoms of their enormous breasts were exposed under their crop tops. She was fascinated by the fact that the four women looked completely identical to one another. They all had the same big azure eyes, the same plump pink lips, the same curvaceous, tanned bodies.

      The man pulled his hood off to reveal his face. He looked to be somewhere in his thirties.

      “Welcome,” he said calmly, addressing Jacob and Nina with a polite nod.

      “Who are you?” Nina demanded, banging on the glass wall.

      Jacob pulled her back. “What she means to say is…thank you. Thank you for the warm welcome. I’m Jacob, and this is Nina. Ignore her, she’s a little cranky after her nap.”

      Nina rolled her eyes at him.

      The man smirked. “My name is Leo. I would like to know what brings you to my kingdom.”

      “We’re on a space mission from planet Earth,” Jacob explained. Nina had to give him credit for keeping his cool in these uncharted waters. Then again, the way his eyes kept darting over to gawk at those blonde goddesses, he was probably also trying to make a good impression on them.

      “Planet Earth? Never heard of it.”

      “It’s a life-sustaining planet, just like yours,” Nina said. “We come in peace, Leo. And we would appreciate it if you would let us out of here.”

      Leo gazed at her scornfully. To Nina, it was obvious that he didn’t take her too seriously, while he gave Jacob a look of respect.

      “Let you out? This is your welcome meal. You two are our guests. Enjoy!”

      Leo swiped his fingers across the glass, drawing an invisible pattern, and the material wobbled and warped like a liquid. He and his four blonde babes walked right through, joining their captors.

      Two of the blondes grabbed Jacob and pulled him into a chair. They were giggling uncontrollably at the sight of him. He started laughing along with them.

      One of them held the glass of green liquid to his lips, while the other tied a cloth napkin around his neck. Nina stood there with her hands on her hips, disgusted by the way these two alien women were feeding Jacob. There was no way these bimbos and their rude master could be trusted.

      One of the bimbos raked her long fingernails through Jacob’s hair and leaned in close, pursing her full lips to whisper in his ear. A sly grin formed on his face. The other held a forkful of some type of meat to his mouth, waiting for him to take a bite.

      Jacob hadn’t gone on this space mission expecting to be doted on by statuesque blondes, but it must have been a pleasant surprise for him.

      “Jealous?” Leo’s voice hissed from directly behind her.

      Nina spun around. “Excuse me?”

      “I said, are you jealous? Your companion is fitting in very well here. Something tells me he won’t be going back to Earth any time soon,” Leo said, smirking.

      “I’m not jealous. I’m terrified. And if I have to go home without him, that’s fine.” Nina put her hands on her hips and glared directly into this man’s eyes. She wasn’t going to let him intimidate her. Separating her from Jacob and sowing distrust was just a control tactic.

      She turned to see a third blonde bimbo hopping onto Jacob’s lap to dab a few crumbs from the corner of his mouth. She leaned in extremely close, like she was going to kiss him, before pulling back and letting out the ditziest giggle ever. Nina hoped to God that these women were holograms or ugly aliens in disguise as beautiful earthlings. Wouldn’t Jacob feel like an idiot once he found out that he couldn’t actually fuck them?

      Leo stared her down and said coldly, “Nina, I want you to come with me. I have some questions about your arrival.”

      Before Nina could protest, Leo had grabbed her arm. The fourth blonde grabbed her other arm with surprising strength, and together, they dragged Nina behind them, out of the chamber, and back towards the aircraft which was parked nearby. She couldn’t help but notice the sway of the blonde’s hips and the jiggle of her buttocks under her tight gold skirt as she followed closely behind her.

      She turned back, hoping to catch Jacob’s attention, but he was completely hypnotized by the three gorgeous women who were serving his every need. One was massaging his shoulders, another was feeding him by hand, and the third had taken off his shoes and was slowly, erotically rubbing his feet. Jacob’s eyes were half-closed. He had already completely forgotten about his companion from Earth.

      Nina had no idea where she was being taken. However, she knew that her odds of returning safely to planet Earth were growing slimmer and slimmer by the minute.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          2 JACOB’S PET

        

      

    

    
      “Where am I?”

      Jacob’s head pounded the way it always used to after he’d had one too many beers. He groaned, untangling himself from a wad of silk bed sheets and sitting up.

      He was in a huge, beautiful bedroom. It was the kind of room where a prince would sleep: everything was gold and velvet and luxurious.

      He rubbed his eyes. “Nina?” he called out. All he had on were his boxers.

      The last time he saw his astronaut friend, the brunette had been staring at him coldly while he let Leo’s beautiful blonde guards take care of him. They had fed him and poured delicious drinks into his mouth and rubbed his shoulders and back and feet, stopping just short of giving him sexual attention. He’d been hoping for a hand job, but he couldn’t complain about getting doted on.

      That was the last thing he could remember. After putting him under their spell, the bevy of blondes must have put him to sleep in this room.

      It had all been so much fun, but now it was time to get serious. He needed to find Nina so they could recover their space pod and get back home.

      The door at the far end of the room swung open and a tall, curvaceous woman entered. Jacob had no idea if she was one of the women he’d encountered earlier — they all looked so similar, with their matching platinum blonde hair and tanned skin and hourglass figures.

      “Hello, Jacob,” she said, a cryptic smile on her luscious lips.

      “Do you know where Nina is?” he asked her earnestly.

      She blinked at him, her long eyelashes fluttering. She combed her long fingernails through her silky hair as she pretended to contemplate his question. “Um…Nina? I don’t know who that is.”

      “You know. My friend from Earth. She has brown hair. She’s kind of short. She looks pissed off all the time.”

      “Oh. The Earthling,” she giggled. “Well, Leo is taking care of her now. So don’t you worry about any of that, Jacob.”

      “Would you mind telling me who you are?” he asked angrily.

      She approached the bed, moving slowly and cautiously. She was wearing a tight white dress that emphasized her huge breasts and her tiny waist. Her big eyes were lined with purple eyeliner, and her plump lips sparkled with gloss. Her lucite heels clicked daintily on the tiled floor.

      “I’m Sadie. Your pet.”

      “My…my what?”

      “Leo assigned me to be your pet. That means I’m here to serve all of your needs…to take care of you. You’ll be my master.” She quickly swiped her long, pink tongue over her lower lip, her eyes beaming at him.

      Jacob gulped. He suddenly remembered what Nina had said — that these gorgeous, extraterrestrial hotties had to be a trap, a ploy designed to seduce and ensnare him. But what could these people possibly want from Jacob? He and Nina had come from Earth to explore a new planet — it wasn’t like the beings from this mysterious planet had summoned them, hoping to gather useful information about Earth’s resources and technology.

      “My pet?” he asked, laughing nervously. “So I only get one?”

      “Oh, you can have as many of us as you want,” Sadie said earnestly. She sat down on the edge of the bed, carefully removing her shoes. Then she hopped up onto the bed and got on her hands and knees, crawling towards Jacob. “All we want to do is make you happy. Remember — you’re our guest.”

      Jacob stared into her stunningly blue eyes and saw total emptiness. He knew that this woman couldn’t be reasoned with. It wasn’t like she was just some dumb blonde (he’d hooked up with quite a few of those in his lifetime). She truly had a one-track mind: all she wanted to do was serve and satisfy him.

      Is that such a bad thing? he wondered to himself as he watched her crawl towards him.

      If the food and drinks from last night hadn’t killed him, surely a little fun with Sadie wouldn’t, either. Jacob decided that he was going to enjoy himself while he figured out what to do about getting back to his home planet. Besides, it wasn’t every day that he had such a sexy woman begging him to let her cater to his every erotic desire.

      Jacob knew he should be trying to find out where Nina was and if she was okay, but he couldn’t help himself. Sadie was gesturing for him to remove his boxers.

      “Ooh!” she cooed as his hard cock came into view.

      No woman outside of a porno had ever reacted to an erection with so much excitement. Jacob tried not to laugh. “Thanks, thanks,” he said sheepishly.

      “You have the perfect cock, Jacob,” Sadie said, leaning in so close that her breath tickled his shaft. He stiffened up even more.

      Then the full, pink lips were engulfing his member, gliding from the base to the tip as her tongue fluttered expertly along his hard rod. Sadie had no gag reflex. She swallowed his cock whole without any trouble.

      Jacob had never received such a fantastic blow job in his life. Sadie’s mouth was like a machine designed to give him pleasure. She stared deeply into his eyes, making him feel like she was looking directly into his soul. He leaned back against his pillows, reaching out to stroke her hair, but otherwise letting her do her thing. This blow job was absolutely perfect. Why didn’t women on Earth know how to please a man this well?

      His eyes glazed over with lust, he looked between his legs to watch her perfect mouth filling up with his cock again and again. Normally, Jacob had good stamina and could hold back so he wouldn’t come too fast. But even if he closed his eyes and thought about less sexy women — like Nina — he couldn’t pretend he didn’t feel the waves of suction from Sadie’s full lips, the ceaseless fluttering of her tongue, the tickling of her fingertips on the base of his shaft. He was going to explode any minute now.

      “I’m…I’m gonna finish,” he groaned, bracing himself for the inevitable explosion.

      Sadie moaned, almost as if in protest, and slid her lips towards the base of his cock quickly. But she didn’t move fast enough. Jacob’s member began to convulse and he exploded into her hot mouth.

      Sadie murmured something as she gulped down his seed. She looked almost upset.

      “Something wrong?” Jacob asked, scratching his head as Sadie sat up on the bed, smoothing her hair and regaining her composure.

      “You finished so fast!” she squealed in her ditzy, high-pitched voice.

      “Is that a bad thing? I mean…you were fantastic,” he said. “Seriously.”

      “Next time, tell me when — because I want you to cum all over me,” she purred. “That’s what I like.”

      Sadie climbed off the bed and put her sexy stripper shoes back on. Jacob merely stared at her, confused and completely naked.

      “You’re leaving already?” he asked. “Don’t you want me to, uh…return the favor?” Normally, if a woman delivered a performance like that in the bedroom, she was expecting something nice in return.

      “Oh, you can take care of me another time, Jacob. Don’t worry about me!” Sadie giggled, tossing her hair. She adjusted her white dress. Jacob realized he still hadn’t seen her perfect body naked. Soon, he hoped he would. “But remember, Jacob…anything you want, I’m here to give it to you. And next time, I’ll bring a few of my friends.”

      “Don’t go!” Jacob groaned, half-heartedly extending his arm towards her. “Come stay with me…”

      She gave him a coquettish smile before darting out the door again.

      Although Sadie’s behavior had been strange, Jacob couldn’t complain. Great blow jobs every morning? A woman calling him “master”? He could get used to this. Honestly, why would he even want to go back to Earth when he had a beautiful woman who called herself his “pet” on this planet?

      Sure, it had to be a trap. But until Jacob understood exactly what these bimbo creatures and their leader wanted from him, he was going to let himself enjoy his new life. He could deal with finding Nina later.  Jacob was sure that wherever Leo had taken her, she was doing just fine.
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      After spending the night in a small, cramped room, where the only food she had been given was some sort of plain gruel, one of the bimbos showed up to bring Nina to Leo. She reluctantly followed the scantily-clad blonde, who was wearing a short pink dress and hot pink high heels. Why were they all blondes?

      Nina had determined that these women’s sole purpose was to heed Leo’s commands. All they did was follow him around and obey his orders.

      The bimbo brought Nina to another chamber with a white cot and some odd-looking medical equipment. The lights were bright in here.

      “Do you need anything else, sir?” the blonde asked Leo, smiling at him and gazing at him with doe eyes.

      “You can stay here while I speak with Nina. Nina, please sit down,” the man said. He had a naturally commanding, deep voice. Nina couldn’t help but obey his orders, sitting down on the edge of the cot.

      “What did you do to Jacob?” she asked, her voice dropping to a low hiss. “Did you poison him last night?”

      “Jacob is doing great. We set him up in a beautiful suite and I assigned him a woman to take care of him,” Leo said calmly.

      “Well, thanks a lot for the oatmeal,” Nina said, rolling her eyes at him. Jacob was getting treated like a king, while Nina was a second-class citizen.

      “Look, Nina — I know you’re not stupid. I’m not going to patronize you,” Leo murmured.

      Nina felt her fists curling up into tight balls. “Of course I’m not stupid. I graduated at the top of my class at an Ivy League school, if that means anything to you. I’ve gone on multiple space missions. I was trusted to represent planet Earth for what was the most ambitious journey ever undertaken by a private space enterprise.”

      “Those are all wonderful achievements, Nina. But I’m here to tell you that where you are now…all of that means nothing,” Leo laughed, shaking his head condescendingly. “You see, on this planet, a woman’s role is much simpler.”

      “But why?” Nina asked, her heart pounding.

      Leo put his hand on her knee and she recoiled. “I’ll let you in on a little secret: you and Jacob aren’t our first visitors from Earth. In fact, we’ve received many space missions from your pathetic little planet.”

      “You have?” Nina gulped.

      She thought back on the many missions that had been deemed failures over the past several years. Various private space companies had sent out pods throughout the galaxy, searching for habitable planets and signs of life. Many of those pods disappeared. Valiant men and women never returned home.

      “And you may be wondering why we have human forms. Why we can speak your language. In fact, thanks to humans’ first arrival here many years ago, we managed to adopt the human body and everything that goes along with it. Before Earthlings came here, we were extremely limited in our physical capabilities,” Leo said.

      Nina was fascinated. “But — but how did you do that?”

      “It’s a very complex process. I’m not sure I could explain it myself.”

      “And there are other men, right? You’re not the only male on this planet, are you?” she asked.

      “I’m not the only male. But there are fewer of us. In our traditional social hierarchy, a small number of males have the control while a larger number of females serve them. Actually, adopting the human form has only strengthened that social order.” He chuckled. “It appears that human males are naturally stronger and more dominant, while human females are naturally submissive and subservient.”

      Nina took his words in, shaking her head. “No, we’re not more submissive. Not all of us. And we don’t all look like dumb sluts!” She pointed at Tina, who was standing nearby, staring at them blankly as she played with her ruffly pink skirt. Nina sighed, exasperated. “I just…I just want to go home. Even if Jacob wants to stay.”

      “I’m going to be blunt with you, Nina: I can’t return you to your home planet. We don’t have the ability to do that,” Leo said slowly, carefully.

      “Then what are Jacob and I supposed to do here?” she asked frantically.

      “Jacob is here to provide us with his seed. We rely on the human male’s seed to provide the genetic code we need to continue maintaining our ‘humanity,’ so to speak.”

      Suddenly, it all made sense to Nina. That was why, as soon as Jacob arrived, he was given all the horny blonde bimbos he could ever want. They were going to extract his cum and deliver it to their real master. These aliens didn’t want to give up the abilities they had developed by gaining human bodies. They were literal body snatchers.

      “And what about me?” Nina said pointedly. “What am I supposed to do here?”

      “You, my dear, never have to worry about anything ever again. Once we transform you, you’ll be able to lead a purely sexual life as a beautiful blonde…just like all the others,” Leo said, grinning at her.

      “Oh, no. Not that,” she said, her lips quivering. “Tell me one thing, Leo — I get why you want all of your dumb blondes to think and act exactly the same. But is there a reason you want all the women to look exactly the same?”

      Leo chuckled. “Obviously, we determined that on planet Earth, the most physically desired females have a certain set of physical traits — long, blonde hair, big breasts, long legs. We created a blueprint of the ‘perfect human woman’ and so far, our success rate at extracting semen from human males has been 100%.” He looked me up and down, a devious glint in his eyes. “No man from Earth has ever turned down a hot blonde.”

      The implication was that, unlike one of his cloned bimbos, a woman who looked like Nina wasn’t desirable at all. On Earth, Nina had never been considered stunningly gorgeous. She was cute, or maybe pretty at best. But she hadn’t been too concerned with her looks because she was more focused on building her prestigious career and changing the course of human history.

      Then again, Nina had always blamed her hectic work schedule and occasional space trips for her lack of a love life. Now she had to wonder if it was actually her looks that had held her back when it came to sex and romance.

      She thought about the little crush she had harbored on Jacob all through their rigorous training sessions, and how he’d always treated her so platonically. She simply wasn’t his type. Apparently, even a man as intelligent and accomplished as Jacob preferred busty blondes with zero brain cells.

      “How the hell are you going to turn me into someone who looks like her?” Nina sputtered, pointing at Tina. She knew that no matter how much she argued Leo’s point, he would find a way to prove her wrong. Instead, she wanted to believe it was physically impossible to transform a smart woman like herself into one of these brainless bimbos.

      Wordlessly, Tina walked over to a machine standing against the wall. Leo gently grabbed Nina’s arm and guided her off the cot. He directed her to stand next to Tina.

      She reluctantly let him hook her up to the machine, placing bands around her wrists and arms, and tying one around her forehead. Then he hooked Tina up as well. Soon, they were both connected to the same device.

      “You’re transforming me now?” Nina asked, her voice cracking with anxiety.

      “Relax, Nina. Stop worrying. You’re safe here with us.”

      She looked at Tina, who was smiling back at her, her eyes devoid of all intelligence and emotion. Leo pressed a few buttons and the machine began to hum and whirr. A small glowing light zipped through the translucent wires that were attached to Tina. She shuddered slightly, her breasts jiggling, and then the light zoomed towards Nina.

      Nina let out a sharp gasp as her entire body felt like it was being lightly electrocuted. Her skin tingled. Her stomach churned. And for some reason, her pussy was getting really, really wet all of a sudden.

      She closed her eyes, thinking about Jacob. I wonder what he’ll think when he sees me now…

      It was the smallest consolation imaginable — the tiny shred of hope she held that this guy would finally find her worthy of his attention.

      And then her mind went blank. Well, not completely blank, but free of worries and fears. She looked over at Leo, a beatific smile on her lips, and said in a voice that was slightly higher than before, “I feel good, Leo…”

      “Good. Very good,” he repeated softly. “You look good, too.”

      She glanced down to see her entire body shape changing right before her eyes. Her breasts were swelling under her shirt, a gradually increase in bust size that tripled her cup size in mere moments. She could feel her waist being constricted as her hips and thighs widened. Even her legs were getting longer. Nina’s clothes started to feel strange as they clung to her body in odd places.

      “Oh, my,” she hummed melodically, grabbing her own breasts and massaging them as they continued to grow bigger and rounder and heavier. She leaned back, trying to keep herself from toppling forward due to the weight of her rapidly expanding tits.

      Nina closed her eyes as strange sensations continued to course through her body. She must have passed out for a moment, because when she came to, Tina was holding her hand and leading her to the other side of the room towards a full-length mirror.

      “Wow!” Tina giggled. “You look like me now!”

      Nina blinked a few times as she gazed at her reflection. In the mirror, she saw two identical women with long, flowing golden hair, doll-like eyes, and sexy lips. They both had glowing tans and long, slender limbs. It took Nina a moment to realize that she was the one who wasn’t wearing a pretty pink dress. Her gigantic tits bulged through her T-shirt, turning it into a much shorter top that exposed her perfectly flat stomach. She turned sideways to admire the curve of her enhanced ass in her sweatpants.

      “But we need to find you something cuter to wear,” Tina added, tugging at Nina’s top. “Something much cuter!”

      “Tina, go get Nina something from your room,” Leo said, smacking Tina’s ass and making her scurry from the room.

      Nina slowly approached him. “What do you think?”

      He tossed the question right back to her. “What do you think?”

      “I look hot,” she giggled. She couldn’t get over her own sexiness now. There was just one thing that wasn’t quite right.

      “But…” Leo could sense the thought lingering in her mind.

      “But I look just like Tina. When I see Leo, I want him to notice me.”

      Leo shook his head, exasperated. He should have known that simply turning Nina into a dumb bimbo wouldn’t completely eliminate her independent streak.

      “And what would make him notice you?” Leo asked.

      “I want to be sexier than all the other bimbos,” Nina said, wrapping her arms around Leo. “Bigger boobs. Bigger butt. Whatever you can do to make me even hotter…I want you to do it to me, master.”

      She never could have imagined that she would be begging a man to turn her into a sex object and calling him master, but right now, she wouldn’t have it any other way. Nina had no desire to return to her old body, which had been practical and healthy and athletic. She also had no desire to return to Earth. The goals of this space mission were a distant memory for her. Collecting valuable samples and getting back home simply didn’t matter to Nina anymore.

      “Your wish is my command,” Leo said, giving her a soft kiss on the lips that left her body tingling. “Soon, you’ll be the sexiest woman that Jacob has ever seen…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 THE EARTHLING’S HAREM

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, Jacob woke up bright and early to rays of orange-yellow sunlight beaming in through his window. He stretched his limbs out and rolled over in bed to lie on his stomach. Yesterday had been an incredible day. After Sadie serviced him, he had been given a tour of the area surrounding Leo’s compound. This planet was shockingly beautiful — it was like Earth but with more vivid colors, a more varied terrain, and (obviously) more beautiful women.

      Jacob had noticed that men were few and far between, but the ones he did spot were surrounded by what appeared to be harems. Every guy had his very own collection of bimbos to serve his needs.

      Knowing this made Jacob wonder if he, too, was destined to have a harem of his own. He still wasn’t sure if he should trust Leo. What were Leo’s motivations for taking such good care of an invader from Earth?

      And where the hell was Nina? Jacob had to admit that he hadn’t spent too much time looking for her yet. But today was another day…

      He was about to doze off again when the door to his bedroom creaked open and the sound of soft footsteps entered. He turned his head and found himself grinning from ear to ear as he saw the trio of hotties who were coming in to join him.

      “Well, good morning, ladies,” he said, sitting up in bed and scratching his chin. Jacob needed a shave badly, and he was missing his cologne and deodorant. But these women didn’t seem to care.

      The three blondes were all wearing white silk robes that barely covered their asses and thighs. Sadie led the trio. They all leaped onto Jacob’s bed, making it bounce.

      “Jacob, these are my friends Hannah and Leah,” Sadie said. “We all decided we wanted to match today! We even did our nails as soon as we woke up!”

      All three extended their pearly pink fingertips and giggled in unison. In their matching robes, with their matching makeup and flawless manicures and wavy hairstyles, the blondes were completely interchangeable.

      “You all look great,” Jacob said, rubbing his eyes and yawning. “So what are you doing here?”

      Sadie reached out and brushed his fingertips gently. “We’re here to take care of you. Are you ready for us?”

      Jacob’s brain was telling him not to take the bait, but his morning wood said otherwise. He looked down, and the three bimbos followed his gaze towards the hard erection straining against his underwear.

      “He’s even bigger than you said!” Hannah purred, tugging at Sadie’s robe. She nearly exposed Sadie’s right breast.

      “What do you mean? I told you he was huge,” Sadie muttered. “Even bigger than the last guy Leo brought us…”

      “The last guy?” Jacob asked, raising an eyebrow.

      “Our last guest,” Leah said, rushing over to his side and kissing his neck. “Whenever a guy from planet Earth comes to visit, we help show him some…hospitality.”

      Jacob had a million questions, but it was hard to remember exactly what they were as Leah’s tongue slid over his sensitive earlobe. Before he could say anything else, they were kissing. Her tongue swirled softly against his. He felt delicate hands tugging his boxers down and then another pair of lips pressing against his cock. He recognized those lips as Sadie’s when he finally opened his eyes and looked down. Or was that Hannah who was sucking his dick? He had no way of telling them apart…

      A few moments later, Jacob was lying back on the bed and the three blonde babes were slipping out of their silky robes to expose their endless tan flesh. In his state of early morning lust and confusion, Jacob could barely process that this was really happening and that it wasn’t a wet dream. Their huge breasts hovered above him, perky and round and delicious-looking. Their pussies were smooth and tight and pink.

      One of those pussies was soon pressed against his open mouth as Hannah sat on his face. Then, he felt the tight wetness of another bimbo’s slit as it landed on his cock and engulfed his hard member.

      Hannah’s pussy slid back and forth over his open mouth. He hungrily grabbed at her plump ass while she rubbed herself against his eager lips and tongue, dripping with wetness. Hannah’s ecstatic moans of pleasure filled his ears and then, as quickly as she’d cum, she hopped off his face and rushed to take her place in line to fuck him.

      It was Sadie who was sitting on his cock. Licking Hannah’s juices off his lips, Jacob gazed at Sadie with longing. She stared right back at him as she bounced up and down on his shaft. Jacob couldn’t stop looking at her enormous breasts, which were bouncing in rhythm with the rest of her body.

      Leah kneeled on the bed behind Sadie, playing with her hair and watching intently as her bimbo friend fucked the cute guy from Earth. Then she whispered something in her ear and Sadie lifted herself off Jacob’s cock. Without hesitation, Leah took her place.

      Jacob tried to find some difference between the way Leah’s body looked and the way her pussy felt with his cock buried inside it, but he couldn’t. After a few blissful minutes, Leah stopped fucking him and then Hannah took over.

      Hannah seemed determined to finish the job. She was squeezing her pussy muscles tightly to hug his cock, making him groan. Then she ran her hand over the smooth hills of her breasts, running her tongue along her lower lip as she purred, “How does that feel? Are you gonna cum soon, master?”

      For some reason, the word master was becoming quite pleasing to Jacob’s ears. He loved knowing that these women were here to serve him. They wanted nothing more than to get him off; they didn’t even ask for anything in return.

      “Soon,” he said, his breathing heavily. “Very soon.”

      “Just tell me when,” Hannah said, her tone of voice suddenly shifting and becoming less ditzy.

      Jacob lost himself in his orgasm. “Fuck,” he moaned, unable to hold back any longer. He erupted inside her.

      The look of disappointment on Hannah’s face took him by surprise.

      “Master, you came so quickly,” she said, resting her wet pussy on his cock for a moment. “I was hoping you could finish on my tits…”

      “Next time, babe,” he said, laughing. He watched her slide off his cock, remnants of cum dripping out of her.

      He thought about what had happened yesterday with Sadie, and what Hannah had just said. There had to be a reason these women wanted to know exactly when he was going to climax. It was all very strange.

      And just like that, the three bimbos were tying their robes shut and heading out the door. They blew him kisses on the way out. After having sex with him, it was like they didn’t want anything to do with him at all.

      Jacob didn’t know what to think. He knew he couldn’t trust these women, but he wasn’t sure why. They definitely had ulterior motives for having sex with him. Jacob would have assumed they were trying to get pregnant, but Hannah hadn’t seemed too thrilled when he finished inside her.

      He decided that he should go look for Nina and not let anyone else distract him today. Level-headed, normal Nina had no hidden motives. She wasn’t trying to fuck him. She wanted to escape this bizarre planet and get back home as soon as possible.

      Jacob just hoped it wasn’t too late to get out of here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5 BECOMING HIS PLAYTHING

        

      

    

    
      “Excuse me, have you seen my friend?”

      Nina was sitting perched on the edge of her beautiful canopy bed when Jacob peered into her room. He didn’t recognize her at all.

      After completing her transformation, Nina had been given a much nicer bedroom as a reward for her good behavior. Leo had instructed her to stay here today. Normally, that would have killed Nina — she wanted to get out and explore and she’d always hated being cooped up indoors. However, now that all of her intellect and curiosity had been erased, she had no desire to do anything but sit here and wait until Leo or another man told her she could leave.

      Besides, her breasts and butt were so big now, she couldn’t walk too far without getting exhausted. None of Tina’s sexy clothes fit her new figure, so she was wearing a dark purple robe that barely covered her voluptuous curves. She was holding a hand mirror and admiring her sexy reflection when Jacob came in.

      “Jacob?” Nina gasped. Boy, was he a sight for sore eyes. She dropped the mirror onto the bed.

      He seemed a little surprised that she knew his name. “I’m looking for my friend Nina. Have you seen her?”

      Nina giggled. She couldn’t wait to surprise him. Wouldn’t Jacob be thrilled when he knew that his flat-chested brunette companion looked like this now?

      “Hmm…let me think…” She stuck her finger in her mouth and sucked it seductively while staring into Jacob’s eyes. He looked back at her, tapping his foot impatiently. “Jacob, don’t you recognize me?”

      “Recognize you? Huh?”

      “It’s me. I’m Nina.”

      Jacob’s jaw dropped. “Wait. What?”

      She grabbed his hands and pulled him onto the bed beside her. “They transformed me, Jacob. Don’t I look sexy now?”

      She let her robe slip open to reveal her massive cleavage. Jacob shook his head in utter disbelief.

      “But…but how? Why? Why did you want to change, Nina?” He looked almost sad.

      Nina had no idea that Jacob’s faint hopes of getting back home were evaporating right before her eyes. She had already completely forgotten about her plan to recover the space pod and return to the other side of the galaxy.

      “Don’t you think I look sexier now?” she cooed, sliding the robe off her body to expose her new breasts in all their glory.

      “Jesus,” Jacob muttered, wiping a bead of sweat from his brow.

      Nina knew she was starting to get a rise out of him. In the back of her mind, she was aware of the goal: to collect his seed and bring it to her master, Leo. But Nina couldn’t completely formulate such a complex thought. She was only thinking about Jacob’s cock and wondering when he would fuck her.

      “Just so you know, I’ve always had a little crush on you,” she said, lightly stroking the palm of his hand, then gliding her fingertips over his thigh. “And then when I found out you like blondes better, I thought…why not get a makeover?”

      “I can’t — I can’t believe you’re the same person,” he admitted. “Even your voice is different. You can’t be Nina…”

      She placed her hand directly on his cock and felt it stir through his jeans. Then, pressing her lips to his ear, she whispered in a breathy purr, “Remember when we were about to take those pills on the space pod, and the last thing I said to you was how happy I was that we were doing this mission together?”

      He smiled. “Yeah. I remember.”

      “See? It’s me!” she squealed. “Now what are you waiting for? Aren’t you going to play with me?”

      Jacob was torn. His brain seemed to want to run away, but his erection said otherwise. After some internal struggle, he finally yielded to desire and, grabbing Nina’s face in his hands, he planted a kiss on her full lips. Jacob had never even imagined kissing Nina before. But now, his tongue exploring inside her mouth as his fingers slipped through her platinum blonde hair, he knew that he was satisfying a secret fantasy she’d had for years. Nina had always wanted him — but she’d never been his type. Now that she had the body of a porn star and the sex drive of a nymphomaniac, she was exactly the type of woman who could fulfill his desires.

      His mouth moved to her breasts. He couldn’t believe that her tits were even bigger than the other bimbos’. Jacob sucked on her pert pink nipple, his tongue flicking over it until it hardened, and then tugging it back into his mouth. He shoved his head between her massive breasts and let her encase him with walls of flesh. Then, sliding downwards, he ran his agile tongue over her flat, tan belly and towards her perfect pussy.

      Nina was in heaven as Jacob began to run his tongue over her clit, gliding it in long, slick licks across her hot flesh. She pumped her hips frantically, wanting more and more of him. The stimulation was almost too much for her to handle. Her pussy gushed as Jacob licked every inch of her tight, pink pussy.

      When his tongue probed the entrance to her slick hole, she started to moan. He found her clit again and licked in tight, rapid circles. Nina lay back on the bed, letting him pleasure her and giving in to years of pent-up, unfulfilled desires. So what if she’d had to turn herself into a completely different person to get what she wanted? At least in the end she was getting what she’d always fantasized about…

      As she came, Nina’s curvaceous body twitched and quivered. Her lips parted to let out a low groan of ecstasy. Jacob looked into her eyes with the most adorable, quizzical expression on his face. She responded by moaning his name and reaching out to stroke his hair.

      “I need you to fuck me now,” she said urgently.

      Without saying a word, he scrambled to undress himself and stroked his hard cock a few times. Nina played with her wet pussy as she lay there, watching him carefully as she waited for him to penetrate her.

      Jacob climbed on top of her, caressing her curves as his cock searched for her pussy. The first thrust was slow and deep and utterly satisfying. She dug her nails into his shoulders and screamed his name again. His cock slid into her pussy over and over, picking up the pace slowly until he fell into a steady, sexy rhythm.

      Nina would have loved to let him finish inside her…but she knew that she couldn’t let him.

      “Fuck my tits,” she said suddenly.

      Jacob looked at her face, perplexed.

      “I said, fuck my tits.” Her words were firm and emphatic. Then, with a light giggle, she added, “Because no one’s ever done that to me before!”

      Jacob didn’t question her odd wishes. He pulled out of her pussy and repositioned his body over hers. His hard, slick cock thrust between her gigantic breasts. She squeezed them together to create a nice, tight space for him to fuck.

      “Mm…just like that…” she sighed. “I love watching you…”

      Nina looked up at Jacob and saw that he had completely let his guard down. He was in heaven with his cock between her tits. He couldn’t possibly keep this up for much longer…

      One last thrust and she saw his lips tremble. Jacob groaned loudly and Nina saw the huge rope of cum shoot between her breasts. It was the pornographic finish she had fantasized about.

      “Wow, sorry, I — I thought I would last longer,” Jacob said sheepishly. “I mean, since I already came this morning when the other girls — I mean…”

      “Don’t apologize. It was perfect,” she said, smiling at him.

      Jacob climbed off of her and sat on the side of the bed. Nina stealthily grabbed one of the small vials sitting on her nightside table and slid it between her breasts, collecting as much of his sticky seed as she could.

      “What are you doing?” Jacob chuckled.

      “Mm…nothing…” she said, quietly tucking the vial away. She pulled Jacob’s naked body on top of her again and wrapped her slender arms around him. “I hope we can do this every day.”

      “But Nina, we can’t stay here. We need to get home,” he said.

      She looked at him quizzically. “Why? Don’t you want to stay here and have fun? I’ve never been so happy in my life…”

      “Really? Don’t you miss your life back on Earth?”

      Jacob was trying to uncover some signs of the old Nina in her ditzy bimbo brain.

      “No. I like it here,” she said resolutely.

      And that was that. There would be no further discussion about leaving this strange planet populated by submissive bimbos and their dominant masters. Both Nina and Jacob had roles to play here, and if they followed the aliens’ rules, they could live hedonistic lives and never have to worry about anything ever again.

      Nina never could have imagined she would be willing to sacrifice her brain power and her individuality for a sexy body and a chance to fuck Jacob, but there was no going back now. She had no idea what would happen next, and she didn’t care. There was no need to worry over things she couldn’t control.

      As long as she had a place among the alien bimbos, Nina would be perfectly happy here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BONUS STORY: 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…
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      Sci Fi Bimbos: 20 Erotic Stories

      For the first time, my boyfriend had total control. He had created a virtual world where he was the alpha male and I was his hot, subservient girlfriend...

      In this collection of 20 naughty bimbofication stories, the worlds of sci-fi and erotica collide. Ordinary women undergo sexy transformations to become busty, ditzy vixens. These perfect bimbos have been designed to give their alpha male masters ultimate pleasure and fulfill their raunchiest fantasies.

      Whether the bimbo makeover is the result of a twisted medical experiment, a supernatural spa treatment, a virtual reality fantasy, or the merging of a real woman and a robot to create a submissive fembot, each transformation results in hot, unforgettable erotic encounters...
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      Bimbo Bots: 6 Hot Transformation Stories

      He wanted to transform me, to use me as his sexy plaything. I had the opportunity to become a hot, robotic goddess for a night...

      In these 6 erotic stories, ordinary women are transformed into busty, bionic babes, sexy love dolls come to life to please their alpha male masters, and the worlds of sci-fi and erotica merge. These perfect creations have been designed to give men ultimate pleasure and fulfill their naughtiest fantasies.

      This collection includes the following stories:

      Fembot

      The Wife Bot

      Real Doll

      Wife 2.0: A Bimbo Bot Transformation

      The Mannequin

      Fembot Factory
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      Designer Wives: 15 Erotic Plastic Surgery Makeovers

      I barely recognized myself in the mirror these days, but I was gradually getting used to way I looked with long hair extensions, full lips, and a huge bust...

      In this erotic short story collection, ordinary young women decide to go under the knife to become the beautiful, submissive trophy wives of their husbands' fantasies. These wives have been lucky enough to marry successful and powerful men such as wealthy businessmen or accomplished doctors, and now they must transform themselves into busty bimbos in order to satisfy their husbands' kinky desires.

      After multiple operations and intense training sessions, the women find themselves transformed into living love dolls with perfect curves and increased libidos. But now they must face the ultimate test: can they satisfy their dominant alpha husbands in bed?

      This collection features 15 hot plastic surgery stories with elements of bimbofication, free use, voyeurism, and much, much more!
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      Tough Chicks Transformed: 7 Hot Bimbofication Stories

      She had always considered herself tough and coarse, but with her new curves and soft skin, she was completely and undeniably feminine.....

      This naughty collection of short stories is all about tough chicks who lose their edge and discover the ditzy, feminine side of life. Rocker girls, tattooed biker chicks, and outdoorsy tomboys undergo intense bimbo makeovers. With their exaggerated hourglass figures and insatiable physical desires, these babes are ready and willing to get a little dirty.
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      Bimbo Nerds: 10 Hot Stories

      This raunchy collection of short stories features 10 erotic tales about shy, nerdy young women who transform into voluptuous, irresistible bimbos. These quiet bookworms and gamer girls leave behind their geeky interests in favor of a brand-new hobby: satisfying every hot guy in sight.

      These stories contain explicit sexual encounters and magical bimbo transformations.
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        Thanks for reading!

      

        

      
        Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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