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      “I don’t know how to explain it…but there’s something about our new neighbors that gives me the creeps.”

      As Eliza peered out the window, she heard her husband scoff from the dining room. ¨Eliza, I think you’ve been watching way too many horror movies. I’m sure they’re nice people. You just hate when new people join the community.”

      She didn’t know what to say to that. She could have begged Greg to come to the window so he could see what she was seeing, but she knew his reaction to the new neighbors would be completely different from his wife’s.

      Just a minute earlier, the couple had pulled up in one of their fancy sports cars, and the husband was coming out from the driver’s side. He was a handsome man, maybe mid-thirties, with slicked back dark hair and a beard. Then the passenger door opened and the first thing Eliza saw were the sky-high stiletto heels that touched the pavement.

      The statuesque, platinum blonde goddess emerged from the vehicle. She was wearing a crisp white linen dress that stood out in contrast to her bronzed skin. Eliza took note of her designer sunglasses and bright red lipstick and tacky jewelry.

      As she bent over to retrieve her shopping bags from the car — only the best brands, of course — her dress slid up, exposing more of her tan legs. Eliza watched as the tacky blonde’s husband quickly rushed around to her side of the car, as if he was going to help her with the bags. Instead of doing that, he pressed up behind her, grinding against her ass as she bent forward. A look of pure bliss filled her face.

      “Ew!” Eliza exclaimed, shuddering.

      “What?” Greg called out. He sounded exasperated.

      “You need to see this,” Eliza said urgently. “He’s dry humping her right there on the street. It’s disgusting!”

      She looked out the window again and saw that the couple was already opening the gate in front of their grand house.

      By the time Greg joined her, the horny man and his blonde bimbo wife were out of sight.

      “Eliza, are you feeling okay?” Greg asked, jokingly pressing his hand against her forehead. “I think you’re hallucinating.”

      “These people have no sense of decorum!” she cried. “This community has rules — we don’t do things like that. And the way that woman dresses…she looks like she just finished shooting a porno.”

      “Oh, does she?” Greg asked, raising his eyebrows with curiosity.

      Eliza gave him the coldest glare that she could manage. “I mean, she’s beautiful…in a trashy way. Her breasts look fake as hell. So does her ass. It’s absolutely revolting the way she presents herself.”

      “Maybe you need to be less judgmental. They obviously have the money to live here…so why do you care?”

      Her husband had a point. Even if she didn’t particularly like their new neighbors (who she hadn’t even met yet), there was nothing Eliza could do if they owned a house in their exclusive, upscale neighborhood.

      “I’m gonna go get some work done,” Greg said, giving his wife a peck on the cheek before leaving her alone to stew in her jealousy.

      Silver Hills was an a wealthy community filled with respectable, upper-class people. There were doctors and lawyers and the heirs to vast fortunes living here. But something about the new neighbors screamed “new money.”

      Then there was the sexy blonde’s appearance — her clothes, her fake tan and fake nails. She looked every bit like the stereotypical “trophy wife” from southern California. But she didn’t fit in with the vibe of Silver Hills. The women who lived here simply didn’t dress like that. And they definitely didn’t let their husbands grind against them in the middle of the street. No…Eliza and her neighbors were far more conservative — and far less gorgeous.

      Eliza wasn’t a trophy wife, that was for sure. She and Greg had met in law school and had both worked their way up to becoming partners at prestigious law firms. Although many women in this community didn’t work because their hubbies made loads of money, that wasn’t the case for Eliza and Greg. She felt like she had earned her place here — and then that trashy blonde had to come along and remind Eliza that she would never be a spoiled lady of leisure who spent her days shopping and getting her hair and nails done.

      If Eliza had all the time in the world, maybe she would look more like the bimbo across the street. Maybe she would have gotten breast implants and hair extensions so that her husband would be proud to show her off everywhere he went. But as far as she knew, Greg wasn’t into that type of woman. He liked Eliza because she was smart and ambitious, just like him.

      Eliza went into the kitchen and heard a knock at the door a few moments later.

      She assumed it was a delivery and rushed to answer it. Instead, she found herself face-to-face with…her.

      The mysterious blonde had taken her sunglasses off, revealing her pale blue eyes, which were fringed with dark lashes. She was smiling at Eliza as she stood on the front porch.

      We need to put up a gate like theirs to keep the riffraff out, Eliza thought to herself.

      “Can I help you?” she asked, her voice croaking unexpectedly.

      “I just wanted to introduce myself. I’m Lola.”

      Lola reached out to shake Eliza’s hand and she reluctantly reciprocated the gesture.

      “Oh! I’ve been meaning to introduce myself to you…I just didn’t have the time,” Eliza said. “I’m Eliza. You and your husband are right across the street…right? I feel so rude not saying hi sooner.”

      “Don’t worry about it!” Lola had a sweet, high-pitched voice that was both girlish and seductive at the same time. Eliza couldn’t imagine a woman who looked like her sounding any other way. “Brock and I should have come over to say hi, too. But we keep forgetting!”

      She cringed at her neighbor’s ditzy giggle. Eliza didn’t know if she was acting like a bimbo to match her look or if that was her true personality.

      “Well, if you ever need anything, my husband Greg and I are happy to help you,” Eliza said warmly. She nervously pushed her dirty blonde hair back over her shoulders. Out of nowhere, she found herself envying Lola’s long blonde locks and wondering if she should grow her hair a little longer, too.

      “You’re so sweet!” she squealed. “Anyway, I also came here to invite you over to my place on Saturday for lunch. Our pool is finally ready, too, if you want to wear your bikini!”

      She giggled again, and Eliza pretended to laugh along with her. “That sounds like so much fun. I’ll bring some snacks.”

      “Oh, no, don’t worry about a thing. Our private chef will take care of the food.” She clapped her hands together and bounced up and down. Eliza saw Lola’s full breasts rise and fall under her thin linen dress. She realized that that the bimbo wasn’t even wearing a bra.

      “For sure!” Eliza said. “Anyway, I need to get back to what I was doing. So nice to finally meet you!”

      Lola looked her up and down. Her gaze wasn’t judgmental, just confused. She couldn’t seem to understand why Eliza was wearing a sweatshirt and jeans.

      “Okay, Liz.”

      “It’s Eliza…”

      “Oops! Silly me,” she said with a sly smile. “I’m bad with names.”

      “I’ll see you on Saturday,” Eliza murmured, slowly closing the door as Lola turned around to leave. She shivered. There was just something about Lola that gave her the heebie-jeebies.

      But she decided that she would show up on Saturday with a smile on her face and an open mind. Greg was probably right. She just needed to get to know Brock and Lola better before judging them so harshly.
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      Eliza showed up at her neighbor’s house in a flowing floral dress, her hair pinned up, with just a hint of eyeliner and lipgloss. She didn’t dress up at the way Lola did, and neither did the other woman who lived in this community. This was her idea of a casual lunch outfit — classy, sophisticated, understated.

      She approached the gate and pressed the buzzer.

      “Who is it?” she heard Lola purr, her voice dusted with static.

      “It’s Eliza from across the street!”

      “Come on in!”

      The gate unlatched automatically and its doors swung open. Eliza hurried inside and made sure the gate shut behind her.

      The house was beautiful — probably the grandest in the neighborhood. Brock and Lola must have been stinking rich to afford this property, which had been sitting vacant for at least three years.

      She followed the stone path towards the side of the building, where she heard women chatting.

      Three of her neighbors were sitting at a table by the beautiful swimming pool, nibbling at fancy snacks while a man in a waiter’s uniform poured them glasses of chardonnay.

      “Eliza!” Becky cried. “I’m so glad you came.”

      Eliza sat down beside her good friend. Becky was the woman with whom she was the closest these days. She was a whip-smart, funny, opinionated redhead.

      The other two women were Maureen and Juliana. Eliza wasn’t close friends with either of them. They were birds of a feather — snooty brunettes from wealthy families. Both of their husbands were surgeons. Eliza was a little surprised that they had been willing to come to Lola’s lunch party, considering how stuffy and conceited they were.

      “This place is amazing,” Eliza gushed. “And the food looks incredible…” She glanced at her neighbors and whispered in a low voice, “So what do you think of Lola?”

      “She’s such a sweetheart!” Maureen cried in a fake, cheerful voice.

      “Such a doll,” added Juliana.

      They were the type of women who would never admit they didn’t like someone. Behind closed doors, the two would probably have some choice words to describe Lola.

      Then Becky, always honest and earnest, chimed in. “She’s kind of a ditz,” Becky chuckled. “But she’s really nice. I’ll give her that.”

      At that moment, Lola emerged from the side entrance to the house. The four women at the table froze and stared at her, their mouths hanging open.

      Lola was wearing a bright blue thong bikini and nothing else. Eliza couldn’t believe how perfect her body was. She was a voluptuous hourglass, with her huge pushed-up breasts, her extremely small waist, and her sexy hips and thick thighs. She was perfectly petite and lusciously curvy all at once.

      “What?” she asked, perplexed by her guests’ shocked faces. “I thought we were having a pool party!”

      “I wish I could swim today, but I have an appointment in an hour and a half,” Juliana said diplomatically.

      “My husband and I have early dinner reservations…otherwise I would definitely be going in the pool,” Maureen lied.

      Eliza knew what was really going on. None of the other women wanted to be seen in their bikinis next to Lola, the curvaceous blonde goddess. Compared to the buxom blonde, they were all flat-chested, their stomachs weren’t toned, and their skin wasn’t nearly as smooth and sun-kissed.

      “Aw! Too bad!” Lola said, taking a seat at the table. They all watched her barely-covered breasts bounce as she adjusted herself in her chair. She nearly flashed a nipple. “And I invited a few more gals, but they told me they were busy. I’ll have to have another party next week.”

      “And where’s Brock?” Becky asked curiously. “I was hoping I would get to meet him, too.”

      Lola looked right her and asked, without a hint of humor in her voice, “What? For a threesome?”

      Becky nearly choked. “What? A threesome? No! I meant that I wanted to meet him to get to know him…”

      “Oops!” Lola giggled, clapping her hand over her mouth. “I should have mentioned that Brock loves threesomes. Now I feel silly.”

      The other women shifted uncomfortably in their seats. Maureen and Juliana looked like they were going to be sick.

      “No offense, but why are you telling us that?” Eliza asked bluntly.

      “Eliza!” Maureen hissed. Eliza could see that under her judgmental exterior, she was trying very hard not to laugh at Lola’s forwardness.

      Lola’s big blue eyes widened. “Don’t your husbands like to have fun in bed, too? Don’t they want to play with other women?”

      No one knew what to say to that. To be honest, Eliza didn’t know much about her neighbors’ sex lives, and she really didn’t care to know. They were all tight-lipped in that regard. As for Eliza, she and Greg barely made love anymore, but that was because they always were so stressed out and busy during the week.

      “What else does Brock like?” Becky asked, smirking deviously. Lola was obviously too much of an airhead to be embarrassed, so why not keep her talking?

      “He’s into a lot of stuff. We watch porn together. Sometimes we make porn together! He handcuffs me to the bed and spanks me. Ooh, and he loves when I dress up as a nurse or a schoolgirl for him. Brock can’t get enough…sometimes he needs sex three times a day!” Lola sighed. “But I guess all men are like that, right?”

      “I’m lucky if I get to have sex with my husband three times a year,” Juliana said in a flat voice. “Sometimes I think he forgets I even exist.”

      “You poor thing!” Lola murmured. “I don’t think I’d survive if I wasn’t getting fucked every day.”

      “Lola, can I give you some advice?” Eliza asked, leaning forward to grab her hand across the table. “Don’t talk about sex so much. We don’t want to hear about your husband’s weird fetishes.”

      Lola looked genuinely hurt and surprised by Eliza’s words. “I’m so sorry, Eliza. I didn’t mean to offend anyone. Wait — I know how to make it up to you all. I’ll be right back.”

      Lola leaped up from her chair and rushed back into the house. Everyone stared at her jiggling ass in her skimpy bikini bottoms.

      “What is her problem?” Maureen muttered. “Did her husband give her a lobotomy or something?”

      “Hmm. Maybe. Is he a doctor?” Becky said.

      “It’s an act. It has to be an act. Nobody talks like that,” Juliana added.

      “Well, I think she’s fucking hilarious!” Becky declared. The rest of the women were mortified, but she was extremely entertained.

      Eliza was about to put in her two cents when Lola returned, holding a large glass pitcher of lemonade.

      “This is my special diet lemonade. I swear, this keeps me in shape — and it tastes so good!” she said, pouring everyone a glass.

      Becky and Eliza looked at each other, silently agreeing that they weren’t going to drink that stuff. But Maureen and Juliana eagerly downed their glasses. It gave them an excuse not to have to say anything. Afterwards, their eyes lit up.

      “That was good!” Maureen said, licking her lips.

      “So refreshing,” Juliana sighed deeply. “Is that your secret recipe, Lola?”

      “Brock’s secret recipe,” Lola said with a wink. “I drink it every day. That’s what keeps me in shape!”

      “Well, it must be working,” Becky said, looking Lola up and down. “Don’t you do exercise, too?”

      “No. I hate exercising! Aren’t you going to taste it?” Lola asked her, almost pleading for Becky to try the lemonade.

      Just then, the couple’s private chef came out, rolling a cart with gourmet sandwiches and soup. Lola forgot all about her lemonade as lunch was finally served.

      Eliza glanced at Becky again, wondering what her friend thought of all this. She noticed that Maureen and Juliana seemed far more relaxed as they ate their lunch. They chatted with Lola while Becky and Eliza enjoyed their food in silence.

      Something was wrong. Eliza could sense it. However, she didn’t know enough about Lola and her husband to understand exactly what was going on in with them. She decided that she wouldn’t pass judgment on slutty, busty, ditzy Lola until she got to know her a little better.
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      Greg had just returned home from a meeting with a client when he heard a frantic knock at the door. He put down his phone, having already read Eliza’s text: “At Becky’s place. We just had lunch at Lola’s. Will tell you more later…”

      “What now?” he groaned, opening the door.

      “Greg!”

      “Eric? What are you doing here?”

      Eric was a neighbor from down the street. He was a neurosurgeon who was married to a woman named Maureen, who happened to be the daughter of a well-connected politician. Greg had never seen Eric look so spooked before.

      Eric sputtered, “You’ve gotta come over and help me figure out what’s…what’s going on.”

      He looked terrified. He was as white as a ghost.

      “What happened?” Greg asked, assuming the worst and springing into action.

      Eric grabbed his arm. “Just come over and I’ll show you!”

      Greg followed Eric down the street. They finally reached the respectable faux Victorian house where Eric and his wife lived.

      “I don’t know what happened, man,” Eric said as he fumbled with his key in the front door’s lock. “Maureen told me she was going to the new neighbors’ place for lunch and when she came back, she said she felt weird and needed to lie down. And now…now…”

      A sweet, feminine voice called out from the top of the stairs, “Honey, where are you? I need you to fuck me — now.”

      “Jesus Christ,” Greg muttered. “Why the hell did you ask me to come over? I’m gonna let you two…uh…do whatever you need to do.”

      “No. You don’t understand. My wife — my wife has never acted like this before. She’s changed. You need to see this,” Eric said, yanking on his arm and pulling him towards the winding staircase.

      “Come on, baby…I’m so horny!” she sang out. “I’m going to be in the bedroom waiting for you.”

      Greg tried to remember exactly who Maureen was. If he wasn’t mistaken, she was a prudish, serious woman who dressed conservatively and stuck her nose up at everyone else in Silver Hills.

      When Eric and Greg approached the bedroom, the woman sitting on the bed was nothing like the Maureen that he’d met in the past.

      This Maureen was a tan, curvaceous goddess in a black teddy, her long brown hair flowing in soft waves. There was a mysterious smile on her lips as she stared at the two men standing in the doorway.

      “Aw. You brought a friend to fuck me? How sweet,” she said, running her tongue seductively over her lips.

      Eric turned towards Greg and whispered, “What do I do? This isn’t my wife. Maureen and I only have sex with the lights out, under the covers — her rules. I’ve never seen her dress like this, or talk like this…I don’t know where that body came from, either.”

      Greg looked over at the brunette bombshell perched on the edge of the bed and she locked eyes with him. His heart nearly stopped. He couldn’t remember the last time a woman had gazed at him with so much lust in her eyes. Her look of lust seemed to be saying, You can do whatever you want to me…

      Even Greg’s own wife didn’t look at him that way anymore. He was captivated by Maureen’s intense gaze.

      “Eric, I’ve gotta go,” Greg said, turning around quickly to conceal his erection. “You — you should enjoy your time with your wife.”

      Maureen slowly stood up, walking towards her husband and wrapping her arms around him. “Come on, sexy. I need you inside me…or do you want me to suck your cock? It’s up to you.”

      She began to kiss Eric, and his trembling hands caressed her body. He groped her round ass and she gasped with pleasure. Maureen pressed her big breasts against his chest and Eric groaned, grinding his hard-on against her. He was unable to resist her now that she was making all the moves.

      Greg couldn’t stay here and watch this. He didn’t know what the hell was going on, but he knew it wouldn’t be right to watch Eric and his wife having sex.

      As he headed home, he began to wonder if his own wife would return from Lola’s house with a brand-new body and personality. His mind lingered on the idea, envisioning Eliza — stressed-out, anxious Eliza — with a porn star’s body and libido. Sexy…horny…uninhibited…

      Was it wrong that the idea of Eliza transforming into a luscious sexpot was turning him on?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      An hour later, Eliza finally came home. To Greg’s mild disappointment, his wife looked and acted just like her normal self. As soon as she came inside, she immediately began to gossip about Lola and her slutty bikini and her extremely casual attitude about sex.

      “Uh-huh. Wow. Crazy,” Greg said, only half-listening. If he wasn’t so distracted, he might have connected the dots. But he couldn’t get the image of Maureen out of his mind. He was picturing her smoky eyes and her wet lips, her cleavage pouring out of her skimpy lingerie.

      “What’s wrong?” Eliza asked. “You seem worried about something.”

      Greg didn’t know what to tell her, so he excused himself, claiming he was tired.

      “Greg?” Eliza called after him as he bounded up the stairs.

      The truth was, he needed to get some relief. The sight of voluptuous, horny Maureen had awoken something inside him. It was clear that Eliza had no idea their neighbor had transformed, and he didn’t know how to tell her.

      Greg didn’t like keeping secrets from Eliza. He decided that he would tell her everything…but only after he jacked off to the thought of Maureen’s sexy lips wrapped around his dick, her eyes staring into his as if to say, You’re not my husband, but I’ll do whatever you want, whenever you want me…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          

      

    

    







            Eliza

          

        

      

    

    
      “Greg’s been acting so strange lately,” Eliza sighed, watching through the window as her husband made his way to his car. “Do I have a reason to be paranoid? What do you think, Becky?”

      “Come on, Eliza, he’s never cheated on you before. Why would he start now?” Becky said over the phone.

      “Good point. I guess I’m just paranoid.” Eliza knew she had been spending far too much time staring out the window, trying to catch a glimpse of Lola. She wondered if Greg had met her yet, and what he thought of her. Surely he would be turned on by the sight of her jiggling breasts and her long, tan legs and her slutty wardrobe. He wasn’t a cheater, but he was a man. Lola embodied the typical male fantasy.

      And Eliza noticed that suddenly, her husband was acting differently. He was hiding something from her and she couldn’t fathom what it might be.

      Although she had a ton of work to do, she decided that she hadn’t finished up her gossip for the day. Becky was tired of listening to her, so maybe she could talk to another neighbor.

      “Juliana’s probably home,” Eliza murmured to herself, grabbing the box of gourmet cookies from the kitchen counter. “And she can’t say no to a snack…”

      She headed out of the house and made her way over to Juliana’s place. She and her husband Lenny lived in a house designed to look like a castle and perched on a green hill at the far edge of the neighborhood. Eliza headed up the twenty steps to the porch and rapped on the door.

      She stood there for a minute and then dared to turn the doorknob. Surprisingly, the door was unlocked.

      Eliza quietly entered her neighbor’s house. She knew there was something wrong if someone like Juliana was leaving her door unlocked. She hoped her neighbor was all right.

      Eliza placed the box on the table in the living room and wandered around the house, admiring the painted portraits of esteemed ancestors hanging on the walls. Juliana and Lenny represented old money and conservative values.

      Then she heard a noise coming from upstairs that sounded like a wailing moan.

      “What the heck was that?” Eliza murmured to herself. She headed towards the stairs, climbing them quickly and quietly. That was when she saw that her neighbor wasn’t in danger and crying out for help — she was having sex in the laundry room.

      At least…I think that’s Juliana.

      Juliana had been rail thin and cold and serious. But the woman sitting on the washing machine, her legs spread wide open to wrap around her husband’s body, was completely unrecognizable.

      Eliza stood, frozen and silent, as she watched Lenny and Juliana kissing. Juliana was suddenly so…voluptuous. Her arms were still slender, but she was sporting a pair of massive breasts that appeared to be bolted to her petite chest. Her hips and ass and thighs were luscious. Her hair was longer, too, cascading down her back.

      Her long, pink tongue swept over her husband’s lips and down his neck. Lenny seized her full breasts, pressing his head between her ample cleavage and motor boating her huge tits. Then he sucked on her large pink nipples, tugging them between his teeth. He was worshiping her new body. He was absolutely obsessed with the way his wife looked now, and the way her body felt.

      Juliana slid off the washing machine and spun around. “Fuck me,” she instructed, bending over and tossing her hair. “I’m so wet already…”

      Lenny pinned her to the machine and his massive cock slipped into her tight, wet, smooth pussy. Juliana’s juicy ass bounced and jiggled with each deep thrust. He pounded away, pulling her hair and gripping her sexy body.

      Eliza watched as the once-demure brunette tilted her neck back and opened her mouth wide and let out a primal moan. All of her sexual features were so pronounced now: her lips were plump and full, her breasts were engorged, her butt was big and round. It was as if she had been transformed into a living love doll.

      Lenny wasn’t complaining about his wife’s sudden transformation, that was for sure. He was enjoying every moment of his marriage now. His prim, proper wife had morphed into a dumb, ditzy, insatiable bimbo. She had turned into the type of trophy wife he’d probably always secret wanted, a truth he had never admitted to anyone.

      He pulled his cock out of her slick hole and got down on his knees, spreading her ass cheeks apart to run his tongue over her throbbing pink pussy.

      Eliza slowly retreated. She didn’t want to get caught — after all, she had sneaked into her neighbors’ house without warning — so she headed down the hall and hurried down the stairs.

      She needed to do something about this. A bimbo curse had taken over her peaceful, perfect neighborhood. It needed to be stopped before every woman morphed into a lustful sexpot. Juliana had turned into a brunette clone of Lola.

      But who would believe Eliza? It was all too absurd to be real.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          

      

    

    







            Greg

          

        

      

    

    
      “Greg, don’t go anywhere. Are you at home?”

      “Yeah, I just got home. Where are you, Eliza? What’s wrong?”

      Greg’s wife sounded frantic on the phone.

      “I — I drove all the way to your office to talk to you, but…I guess you left early,” she panted. “Okay. I’m coming home right now. Promise you’ll be there?”

      “Relax, sweetie. I’m not going anywhere.”

      “Good. See you soon. I love you.”

      Greg rolled his eyes as soon as he ended the call. What had gotten into Eliza? She was going crazy. Spying on their neighbors through the window, constantly talking about that Lola woman, not getting any of her work done. He decided he would talk to her about seeing a psychologist, since she was clearly struggling with anxiety.

      He was just about to go find something to eat when there was a knock at the door. Greg opened it and there she was — not Eliza, but Maureen. Standing there on the porch in a skin-tight black dress, she looked more gorgeous than ever.

      “Hi, Greg,” she said, waving coyly. Her freshly-painted red nails glimmered under the sunlight.

      “Hey! Uh…what are you doing here?” he gulped. “Eliza’s not home right now.”

      “She’s not?” Maureen asked, intrigued. “Even better. Can I come in?”

      “Yeah. Sure. Come in.”

      Greg couldn’t say no to Maureen. He still couldn’t comprehend how rapidly she’d transformed, but Eric certainly wasn’t afraid of her anymore.

      “Eric’s not gonna be home until tonight, and I have a little problem,” Maureen said as she stepped into the house, kicking off her platform sandals. “I thought maybe you could help me out…”

      “Sure. What is it?” Greg tried not to look at her body, but his eyes darted down towards her chest anyway. God, she was absolutely perfect, wasn’t she? In that moment, he completely forgot about Eliza, who was supposed to be home any minute now.

      “I need someone to fuck me,” Maureen said matter-of-factly. “I’m so horny, Greg. Can you help me out? Please?”

      “Holy shit,” he breathed. “Maureen, I…I shouldn’t do that.”

      “Why not? Because you’re married?” Maureen groaned. “Look, Greg — Eric told me I can fuck any neighbor I want to while he’s gone. He knows I have my needs. I’m sure Eliza won’t get mad. Besides…don’t you think I’m hotter than she is?”

      Greg found himself backed against the wall. Maureen had cornered him. She raked her nails over his shoulders and chest, pressing her red lips against his neck.

      “I’ve had a crush on you lately,” she giggled, staring into his eyes and blinking. “Ever since you came over and you gave me a look that let me know how bad you really want me.”

      Greg fought with every fiber of his being against the sensations that were filling him with lust and confusion. But logic wasn’t going to win here. He had his dream woman begging him to fuck her — how could he say no to that?

      She pressed her lips against his and he didn’t stop her from kissing him. Maureen was grinding her curvy body against him, her hands searching in places that she wasn’t supposed to go. She unzipped his fly as their tongues swirled together. His hands wandered over her body, cautiously at first. But then he squeezed her breasts through the tight black dress and he was overcome with lust.

      She dropped to her knees as she undressed him. Her pursed lips were on his cock, kissing it gently, and then they were parting as she opened her mouth and began to suck on the tip of his member. Maureen’s agile tongue swirled in a circular motion over his throbbing dick, then swept from base to tip and back again in long, agonizing licks.

      No one had ever given him a blow job like this before. Maureen wasn’t treating the act like a mechanical, compulsory “wifely duty” the way Eliza did. Maureen truly seemed to enjoy having a cock in her mouth. It was a wet, sloppy, delicious blow job. Her tongue explored his balls, his taint, then moved back to massage his cock. Her mouth opened wide and she took all of him in.

      Greg squeezed his eyes shut, trying not to explode. He didn’t want to finish before he’d gotten a chance to fuck her the way she wanted him to.

      “Let’s go to the living room,” he said softly.

      He took her hand and helped her stand up. They reached the next room and she pushed him down on the couch, writhing and swaying like a stripper. Her finger in her mouth, she used her other hand to coyly lift her dress. It was just enough for Greg to see that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

      Then she peeled the dress off, revealing her voluptuous, naked form. Maureen straddled him and lowered her wet pussy onto his rock hard shaft. Inch by inch, she buried his member inside her slick, smooth pussy.

      Greg leaned back, staring helplessly as Maureen began to bounce up and down on his dick. He gazed at her wobbling breasts and her trembling lips, then looked down to see her pussy swallowing his cock over and over again.

      He barely heard the sound of the door opening and footsteps coming down the hall.

      When Eliza appeared, her eyes wide with terror and her mouth hanging open in shock, Greg didn’t say anything. He didn’t tell Maureen to get off him. Instead, he closed his eyes and focused on his pleasure. He leaned forward, feeling the gently thwack of Maureen’s huge breasts as they batted against his face. He savored the sounds of her moans and the sensation of her tightness. He wrapped his arms around her body and as he came inside her, he shuddered, gripping her hips so tightly that he dug his nails into her supple flesh.

      “Jesus, that was…that was good,” he muttered, heaving deep sighs into her cleavage.

      Maureen climbed off his lap and bounced across the room. “Oh hi, Eliza!” she cried cheerfully. “Your husband’s so cute, I just had to fuck him.”

      As the blood drained from Greg’s erection and gradually returned to his brain, he realized what he had done. He had cheated on his wife with his suddenly sexy neighbor. And Eliza had caught him with his dick inside her.

      Maureen didn’t seem to feel any guilt about what she’d done. She had already put her dress back on. All she’d wanted was a quick fuck, and now that she’d gotten it, she was completely satisfied.

      “I’ll see you soon, Eliza!” she said with a smile on her face. “And hopefully I’ll see you even sooner, Greg. I’ll let myself out.”

      As soon as slutty Maureen was gone, Eliza walked over to her half-naked husband, her hands on her hips.

      “Eliza, I…I can explain,” he said. It was a cliché — and a lie. But he didn’t know what else to tell her. He couldn’t deny his infidelity or tell her that he wasn’t really attracted to Maureen.

      She stormed off before he could say anything else. Greg knew that his marriage was in trouble.

      But what he didn’t know was that, one by one, every woman in the neighborhood would be transforming into a curvy sex goddess. The bimbofication of Silver Hills was underway. Even his own wife wouldn’t be immune to the magical spell that was rapidly transforming their comfortable gated community and its wealthy residents…
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      As Becky and Eliza sat by the swimming pool at Becky’s place, dipping their toes in the water, they quietly mourned the slow death of their charming neighborhood.

      Eliza had known that Lola wasn’t to be trusted. She didn’t understand how, but Lola apparently had the power to turn other women into bimbos just like her. Even though Eliza hadn’t yet succumbed to the mysterious transformation spell, the reason this was a huge problem for her was because her own husband, Greg, had slept with their neighbor Maureen.

      Maureen…it was hard to believe that the prim, proper woman who used to judge everyone else in the neighborhood in the past was now behaving just as badly as Lola. Eliza didn’t know who to direct her anger at: Maureen, the irresistible seductress who made moves on married men, or Greg, who had brazenly cheated on his wife with her. What stung the most was the fact that my husband hadn’t even blinked when he saw Eliza watching them.

      She couldn’t shake the image of their passionate lovemaking from my mind. Maureen had been on top of him, straddling him, her giant breasts smothering his face. And from the look on his face, her husband appeared to be blissfully happy with their bimbo neighbor — happier than he’d been with Eliza in a long time.

      “What does Maureen have that I don’t?” Eliza grumbled.

      Becky rolled her eyes. “Tits the size of basketballs and a lack of morals?”

      Eliza looked down at her flat chest. There was a reason she usually chose to wear conservative one-piece swimsuits. She thought about sexy Lola bouncing around in her blue bikini and she sighed deeply, envious of the buxom blonde.

      “So it’s Maureen and Juliana who transformed. But why? How?” Eliza splashed her feet in the water.

      Becky’s swimming pool was far more modest than Lola and Brock’s, but it was the perfect place for a secret pow-wow. Eliza felt like she and Becky were the only sane ones left around here. And she knew Becky was glad to have her company, since Becky’s own husband had been out of town for the last few weeks on a long business trip.

      Becky bit her lip. For the first time, Eliza noticed how pretty her friend really was — especially in comparison to those trashy bimbos who seemed to be taking over the neighborhood. She had shiny auburn hair, milky white skin dusted with freckles, and delicate facial features. She may not have had a curvaceous body, but she still looked cute in her red bikini.

      “What? What’s wrong?”

      Becky said slowly, “It’s not just Maureen and Juliana. Remember that bitchy lady who moved in two years ago, Tracy? The one who has like, six dogs?”

      “Yeah…I remember her.” Tracy had always been something of an outcast in Silver Hills. Why? Because she was downright frumpy and unattractive, and she was already in her forties, making her a little older than the rest of the women.

      “I saw her walking the dogs this morning. And holy shit — she was a completely different person.”

      “Oh, no,” Eliza groaned. “Her, too?”

      Becky nodded solemnly. “Yep. She was wearing a tube top and her breasts were huge — the shirt barely covered them. And she had on a miniskirt that was so short, I could practically see her whole ass.” Becky shook her head in disbelief. “If it can happen to Tracy, it can happen to any of us. We’re not safe, Eliza.”

      “But how? How the hell can we be transformed?” Eliza groaned. “Something’s not adding up!”

      Becky slowly stood up. “I didn’t want to tell you, but I think I figured it out. Be right back.”

      She headed into her house and returned with a small plastic bag filled with yellow powder.

      “What’s that?” Eliza asked, squinting under the sun.

      “It’s Lola’s special lemonade mix. She left it in my front door with a note. I can’t help but wonder if this is what’s transforming everyone into dumb sluts.”

      Eliza chuckled. “You think it’s the lemonade? Nah. That’s not why she gave it to you. She’s just trying to stay in your good graces so she can transform you into one of her dumb clones when you least expect it.”

      “You sure about that?” Becky walked over and picked up a glass of water from the table nearby. “Because we can always test this theory on ourselves…”

      She poured a bit of the powder in the water and shook it up.

      “Go ahead. Drink it. I guarantee that’s not going to change you,” Eliza said scornfully. “And if it works…then I give you permission to fuck my husband.”

      Becky burst out laughing. “So you’re that sure of yourself, huh? I may have to take you up on that offer. If I transform, that is.”

      She drank half the glass quickly. Her face lit up. “Whoa. Maureen and Juliana weren’t kidding. This is delicious!” Then, she gulped down the rest.

      Eliza thought about what Becky had just said. Only Maureen and Juliana had drunk the lemonade, and they were the only two women had morphed into bimbos. It sounded too crazy to be true. But…could it be?

      “I feel fine!” Becky said, putting her hands on her hips defiantly. “I guess you were right, Eliza. It wasn’t the lemonade. It must have been something else.”

      Suddenly, she got a dazed look on her face. Her lips curled into a smile. Her eyes glazed over as she stared blankly into space.

      “Becky? Are you okay?” Eliza murmured, watching her apprehensively from the edge of the pool.

      “I’m…fine…” Becky began to absentmindedly twirl a strand of her auburn hair around her finger. Her mouth dropped open and she had an expression on her face that could only be described as blissfully happy.

      “Becky!” Eliza gasped as her best friend’s curves suddenly began to swell, filling out her teeny-tiny bikini top.

      Becky’s modest breasts were getting bigger right before Eliza’s eyes. They grew slowly but steadily. Soon, they filled out the bikini top nicely. But they kept getting bigger. Within moments, Becky had two jiggling orbs of pale flesh sprouting from her chest, straining her bikini top as they expanded rapidly.

      “Ooh,” Becky purred, licking her lips as she looked down at her heaving bosom. She ran her hands over her curves. “Look at my tits, Eliza!”

      Eliza began to panic. “Shit! It was the lemonade. I’m sorry Becky…I’m so, so sorry. Please forgive me!” she begged, rushing over to her friend’s side.

      Becky stared back at her blankly. “Sorry for what? I feel so good.” She twirled around, revealing that her butt had doubled in size, too. Her lovely red hair was longer and wavier. Even her face had changed — her sparkling eyes were now completely vacant, and her lips were more plump.

      “Becky!” Eliza cried, shaking her friend’s shoulders. The jolting motion was enough to put tension on Becky’s already strained bikini top. It popped off her chest, landing on the ground. Becky’s huge, creamy breasts practically gleamed under the bright sunlight. She flicked her fingers across her pale pink nipples and let out a giggle.

      “Ugh. I’m horny,” she sighed. “Too bad my husband isn’t here. I’m going to need to find someone to fuck.”

      “No. Becky. We’re taking you to the doctor so they can turn you back to normal. There has to be a way.”

      Becky stared at her in confusion before smirking, as if she’d just had a powerful realization. “Don’t be jealous, Eliza. You could be just like me, if you wanted to. Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to go find something sexy to wear — I might just fuck your husband later. You gave me permission, didn’t you?”

      Before Eliza could stop her, Becky was running back towards her house, her gigantic breasts wobbling uncontrollably, her ass jiggling in bikini bottoms that could no longer contain her buttocks.

      Now that Eliza knew the source of the bimbofication curse, she decided that there had to be a way to reverse its effects on the women of Silver Hills. But it might be too late — her only true friend had been replaced by a red-haired nymphomaniac, and now all she wanted to do was fuck Eliza’s handsome husband…
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      When Greg saw Tracy, he didn’t recognize her. “Holy. Fuck.”

      Was that the same chubby older woman who was always walking her dogs around the block? Today, she was jogging in a sports bra and tight athletic shorts. The forty-something woman had turned into a total MILF. Greg froze on the sidewalk as she ran past him, her breasts bouncing rhythmically with each step she took.

      Tracy was the last woman that Greg could have imagined turning into a hot babe. And the look she gave him as she jogged past…well, it set his imagination into overdrive. He was picturing her bent over in his backyard as he plowed her from behind, pulling her hair so hard she screamed in a mix of agony and lust.

      Then Greg took a deep, shuddering breath and tried to compose himself. It wasn’t good to turn into a walking hard-on every time he left his house.

      It was Sunday, the one day of the week that he and his wife usually spent together. But, rightfully, she had gone to hang out with Becky. Eliza was mad at Greg. He understood why she was pissed off, and he wanted to give his wife her space.

      Greg knew that he shouldn’t have fucked Maureen — or rather, let Maureen come into his house and throw her naked body at him. But he couldn’t have stopped it from happening, although in retrospect, he hated himself for still going even after his wife came in and saw everything. At the end of the day, he didn’t feel guilty about experiencing pleasure. Besides, it wasn’t like he was in love with Maureen or anything. He just loved her body. Her curves, her warmth, her tightness, her nails digging into his back…the way she’d wanted him…

      His thoughts were driving him crazy. He was about to head back into the house to masturbate when he heard a voice call out from across the street, “Yoo hoo! Greg? Is that your name?”

      He peered towards the other side of the street and saw that the front gate to the new neighbors’ grand house was wide open. A voluptuous blonde in a sheer white T-shirt and skimpy denim shorts was calling him.

      It took him a moment to realize who he was looking at. “You’re Lola, right?”

      “That’s me! Good to meet you. By the way, I’ve heard so much about you.”

      He could only imagine what Lola had heard. Secretly, he hoped that Maureen had told her about Greg’s dick.

      She stared at him with a mesmerizing gaze. “Greg, could you come over and help me with something? My husband won’t be home for another hour, and I could really use a man.”

      Greg should have told her he was busy, and that he needed to go inside and work. Or watch TV. Or do anything that would keep him out of danger. He couldn’t cheat on his wife for a second time — with a different woman.

      “Please?” she said, her eyes pleading with him. “It’ll only take a few minutes.”

      Like an idiot, he crossed the street and joined Lola. Hopefully, she really did have a problem that he could help her with. Otherwise, he was in big trouble — and would be in even bigger trouble with his wife later.
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        * * *

      

      Inside Lola and Brock’s house, Greg took a good look around to observe his surroundings. “Eliza told me your place was fantastic,” he said, making sure he brought up her name early in the conversation.

      “Thanks! I love your wife. She’s so sweet. So…cute.” Lola giggled. “She needs to come over again sometime. She still hasn’t tried my famous lemonade.”

      “So what’s going on? Why am I here?” he asked bluntly. He didn’t want to come across as flirtatious, not with Lola.

      Lola stared at him in silence for a few seconds. Then she purred, “I need a face to sit on.”

      Greg’s motors began to run. “What did you say?”

      “I said, I need a face to sit on. I really need to get off. It’ll only take a minute, I swear!” she said, casually unbuttoning her shorts and letting them glide down her long, silky legs. Lola was acting like her sexual request was the most normal thing in the whole world.

      “Uh…Lola, I think you should wait until your husband gets home. Can you imagine if he came in and saw us together? He’d kill me.”

      “My husband? Oh, he’d be fine. He wouldn’t care.” She pulled off her T-shirt, her huge breasts coming into view. Round, tan, and full, they were truly a sight to behold.

      Greg’s erection swelled. Lola had an even sexier body than Maureen. And with her long, platinum blonde hair, plump pink lips and sun-kissed skin, she looked even more like a porn star.

      “He — he wouldn’t? Well…my wife would care. She would never speak to me again if she knew.”

      “Your wife?” Lola smirked. “Forget about her. She doesn’t deserve you. Honestly, Greg, you can do so much better.”

      Lola took Greg’s hand and guided him down towards the floor. He didn’t fight — he let lovely Lola have her way with him. He couldn’t deny that he wanted her to overtake him. Next thing he knew, she was climbing on top of him and kissing him passionately. Her warm, naked body pinned him to the cold tiled floor. Greg groaned against the tongue that was exploring his mouth.

      Lola repositioned her body so that she was straddling him. “By the way, Maureen told me you two fucked. She said you were the hottest guy in the neighborhood…and the one with the biggest dick. But right now, I don’t need your dick. I just need your mouth. Your tongue. It won’t take long, I promise.”

      Greg watched as Lola, moving almost in slow motion, lowered her perfect pussy over his face. She hovered above him for a few agonizingly long moments. Then, without thinking, he extended his tongue to lap against her smooth pink flesh.

      She descended upon him, pressing her wet, throbbing pussy against his open mouth. As she rocked back and forth against his lips and rapidly swirling tongue, he gripped her juicy ass tightly.

      Her pussy tasted like heaven. If Maureen was sexy, then Lola was an absolute goddess. Even better, she knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

      Lola rocked to and fro on top of him, smothering him with her delicious, soft, wet flesh. She was already gushing with pleasure. From this vantage point, Greg couldn’t see anything but Lola’s perfect pussy. He wanted her to cum, but he also wanted a better view of her incredible body.

      “Let’s change positions,” he groaned, guiding her off of him. She sat on the floor and leaned back, spreading her long legs apart.

      “Why?” she asked, giggling.

      “Because I want to see your face when you cum.”

      No longer a passive pawn in Lola’s game, Greg took matters into his own hands. He pushed her down onto the floor and spread her thighs, burying his face between them. His tongue caressed her pink pussy, exploring every inch of her glistening folds. The entire time he pleasured her, he gazed over her abdomen at her massive, heaving breasts. Greg found it amusing — he had wanted to see her face when she orgasmed, but her tits were so big, he couldn’t look into her eyes.

      But the sight of her enormous breasts was enough to motivate him. As his tongue flicked faster and faster over her clit, Lola began to moan and gasp with pleasure. The sound of her sweet voice was such a turn-on. Meanwhile, her chest heaved and her flat tummy moved up and down rapidly as she breathed deeply.

      “Greg,” she squealed. At that moment, she erupted in his mouth.

      He eagerly licked her entire pussy, lapping as much of her wetness as he could.

      “How was it?” he asked as he extricated himself from between her thighs. She had her muscles clamped tightly around his head, and he’d been so wrapped up in the moment, he didn’t even notice.

      “Mm…you’re good at that,” she murmured, lying lazily on the floor and running her fingers across her bare breasts. “Thanks, Greg. You made my day.”

      He stood up, slowly getting more and more angry at himself. How could he have betrayed Eliza this way? Instead of walking away, he had stepped right into Lola’s trap.

      “Anything I can do for you?” Lola asked, staring up at him and running her long, pink tongue over her lower lip.

      “N-No,” he stammered, trying to think of something to quell his relentless erection. “I…I need to go. Now.”

      He rushed towards the door without looking back. Greg could never let his wife know what he’d done. At the same time, he was already plotting the next time he could be alone with Lola. When she had asked him what she could do for him, his mind had imagined every possible scenario: Lola’s mouth on his cock; his dick in her ass; his face between her breasts as she rode him hard.

      Greg wondered if he even needed Eliza anymore. Sure, she was smart and funny…but for the first time in his life, he was receiving sexual attention from women with the bodies of porn stars and insanely high libidos. How could he let the opportunity to fuck all of them pass him by?
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      “Where the hell is she?” Eliza muttered to herself. She had gone home, hoping to talk to her husband, but he wasn’t there. Then she had returned to Becky’s place, only to discover that her friend was missing, too.

      Dear God, I hope Becky and Greg aren’t together right now…

      It wasn’t exactly an irrational thought, considering the circumstances. But Eliza wanted to believe that even though her formerly sweet friend had been transformed into an amoral bimbo who would fuck anything that moved, that Becky wouldn’t dare to make a pass at Eliza’s husband.

      Besides, Greg had made his mistakes with Maureen. If he dared to cheat on Eliza again, then their marriage would be over. There was no saving their relationship if Greg was going to put random hot women ahead of his loving wife.

      “Where oh where could she could be?” Eliza murmured to herself in a sing-song voice. She felt herself slowly going crazy. If she had gone to the police and told them what was going on in Silver Hills, they would have laughed at her. She knew she had nowhere to turn right now.

      Eliza decided to check Juliana’s house. She cautiously knocked on the door.

      Juliana opened it. She must have just gotten out of the shower. Her long brown hair was wet, and she was wearing a delicate silk bathrobe that did little to conceal her massive chest.

      “Eliza! Hi!” she cried cheerfully. “What are you doing here?”

      “I’m looking for Becky. She…she transformed!”

      “Oh?” Juliana asked, raising her eyebrows. “What do you mean, transformed?”

      Eliza rolled her eyes. “I mean, she looks like you now.”

      “Is that such a bad thing?” Juliana giggled. “Honestly, Eliza, you need to get the stick out of your ass and stop acting so jealous.”

      “Jealous?” Eliza grumbled. “I’m not jealous. Besides, shouldn’t you be fucking some guy right now?”

      “My husband’s not gonna be home for an hour,” Juliana sighed. “Hey — is Greg free? Maureen told me he has a huge cock.”

      Eliza was stunned into silence. The bimbos were talking about her husband like he was a plaything they could pass around amongst themselves. These women, who she had always considered herself to be on good terms with in the past, were blatantly disrespecting Eliza.

      “No, he’s not free,” Eliza said coldly. “And he’s taken. Don’t listen to Maureen. Whatever he did with her, it’s not gonna happen again.”

      “We’ll see about that,” Juliana said with a smirk. “I need to go get dressed. Is there anything else I can help you with, sweetie?”

      “Nope. Just looking for my friend. Thanks for nothing.”

      Eliza marched off. She couldn’t believe how disrespectful Juliana had been to her. Greg wouldn’t dare sleep with that slut…not in a million years.

      Becky had to be around here somewhere. Eliza planned to knock on every door in Silver Hills until she found her. She didn’t know how she would do it, but she was determined to find her friend and reverse Lola’s evil bimbofication spell. If she could accomplish that, then maybe she and Becky could get Lola and her husband kicked out for good and save Silver Hills from this awful bimbo invasion.
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      The doorbell rang. Greg was pacing back and forth in the living room, debating what he should say to his wife.

      “Eliza, you’re not gonna believe it, but I did it again. My bad!”

      “Hey, I think we should see other people. Or at least, I should see other people.”

      “What do you think about the idea of an open marriage?”

      He ignored the doorbell again, and then someone started pounding. Was it Eliza? Had she forgotten her keys when she left?

      He opened the door, fully prepared to face his wife, only to see two voluptuous, smiling women standing on the front porch.

      “Hey, Greg,” they said in unison, waving their manicured fingers coyly.

      “Uh…hey, ladies,” Greg said, his voice cracking with anxiety. “Can I help you?”

      It took him a moment to recognize them. One was Juliana — she looked like a clone of hot brunette Maureen. The other one had red hair and pale skin and an enigmatic smile. Could that be Becky, Eliza’s best friend? They were both wearing skimpy, tight tank tops and cut-off shorts and platform sandals.

      “Is Eliza home?” Becky asked sweetly.

      “No, she’s out somewhere. I don’t know where. Not sure when she’ll be back. Maybe in a few minutes. Or hours. I dunno…”

      Greg was so nervous, the words poured out of his mouth uncontrollably. The bimbos could tell he was nervous around them. They glanced at each other, their lips curled into devious grins.

      “Can we come in?” Juliana asked, adjusting her tank top and drawing attention to the fact that she didn’t have a bra on. Greg could clearly see her hard nipples.

      “Sure. I guess,” he said. Greg knew he shouldn’t let them in, but at the same time, he wasn’t sure what they would do if he didn’t. He didn’t know if these women were as dumb and ditzy as they looked, or if they were plotting to break up his marriage.

      They took off their sandals and scurried into the living room. Greg rushed to follow them. As soon as he got into the room, the two women pushed him down onto the couch.

      “What are you doing?” he groaned, knowing exactly what they were trying to pull. “Eliza’s gonna come home soon…I don’t want her to catch me with you two. Especially not you, Becky.”

      “Who cares about Eliza?” Becky giggled. “If Eliza loved you, she would turn herself into one of us. She has the secret formula.”

      “The secret formula? Huh?”

      “Eliza’s no fun. Forget about her…at least for a little while,” Juliana said. She turned towards Becky, running her fingers through her silky red hair. “Just focus on us, Greg. We’re here to make you happy.”

      “Oh, fuck.” He sank into the couch cushions, his mouth hanging open in disbelief as Becky and Juliana began to kiss each other. Their red lips were pressed together, their tongues touching, their delicate hands exploring one another’s curvaceous bodies.

      Greg had never seen anything like this outside of a porno. Hell, he’d never had a single threesome in his life. The two bimbos pressed their breasts together as they kissed. Their eyes darted towards him, making it clear they were doing this to titillate and excite Greg.

      He realized they had no ulterior motives. They were just utterly, insatiably horny, and with no other men around to please them right now, they’d decided that he was the best they could do.

      Greg wasn’t going to argue with them. Being an altruistic, giving person, he was going to do whatever he could to give his sexy neighbors some relief.

      “That’s so hot,” he muttered under his breath, reaching down to unzip his jeans. He was rock hard and ready to go.

      “We’d better hurry, before your wife gets home,” Becky said, giving him a wink. She peeled off her top, and her pert, perfect breasts sprang out.

      To Greg’s delight, the show wasn’t over just yet. Juliana began to kiss Becky again, fondling and squeezing her bare breasts. Then she leaned forward to lick Becky’s hard pink nipples, running her tongue in tight circles over them. She dropped to her knees and tugged off Becky’s shorts, leaving her standing there in nothing but a white thong.

      Juliana used her teeth to tug the thong over Becky’s hips, then gently lapped at Becky’s clit. Becky squirmed with pleasure. Juliana dove in deeper, yanking the thong down over Becky’s long, smooth legs and burying her face between her thighs.

      Becky moaned and squealed with pleasure, then stumbled backwards, landing on the couch beside Greg. As Juliana knelt in front of her to continue eating her pussy, Greg took the opportunity to kiss Becky. He thrust his tongue deep into her mouth as his fingers caressed her bare breasts. She moaned deeply against his lips.

      As Juliana’s lips and tongue worked overtime to please Becky, her wandering hand found Greg’s hard bulge. She tugged at his jeans and he pulled them off, along with his underwear. Juliana’s hand rhythmically stroked his cock while he continued to kiss Becky.

      It wasn’t long before Becky began to quiver with pleasure. She was on the verge of an orgasm. Greg made sure to kiss her just as she was about to start cumming. He felt the vibrations of her soft moans against his open mouth. He closed his eyes and continued to kiss her. Greg was completely lost in his lust. The bimbos had made him forget all about his poor, average-looking wife. He was their love slave now.

      Juliana stopped stroking his cock and began sucking it. Now she was focusing all her attention on Greg, he started to notice her instead of Becky, who was kissing his ear and nibbling on his neck. He could tell that Juliana was letting loose after a lifetime of suppressing her sexual urges. She was quite possibly the sluttiest of all his bimbo neighbors, and there wasn’t a doubt in Greg’s mind that Juliana was the one who had told Becky they should go over to Eliza’s house and have a threesome with her unsuspecting husband.

      Greg turned to his right and saw Becky getting into a new position. She was on all fours on the floor in front of the couch. He couldn’t resist the sight of her bare ass. She was stroking her pussy, too, and turned her head back to give him a look that said, “Aren’t you going to fuck me?”

      He gently nudged Juliana off his cock and turned to kneel behind Becky. He gripped her huge, quivering ass as he thrust his hard cock into her slick, wet pussy. He was possessed with pleasure as he fucked his wife’s best friend from behind. Becky pushed back against him, begging him to go even deeper inside her, harder, faster.

      Not to be outdone, Juliana had stripped out of her clothes as she got on her hands and knees beside Becky and looked over her shoulder at Greg. “Fuck me now,” she said softly.

      He couldn’t say no to her. He slid his cock out of Becky’s pussy and right into Juliana’s tight, wet hole. Her tan body glistened, her ass bounced, and she looked back at him as he fucked her, an expression of pure bliss on her face.

      Not wanting to disappoint Becky, he switched back to fucking her. Then back to Juliana. Greg couldn’t decide which woman he wanted to cum inside, but he knew he had to make a decision quickly. He couldn’t possibly last much longer…

      In the end, he erupted just as he pulled out of Juliana’s pussy, spraying her bare ass with his sticky white seed. He stared at the two sweaty, naked bodies in front of him and he shuddered with pleasure.

      Greg was so caught up in the moment, he didn’t notice the front door opening and Eliza quietly walking into the living room. When she finally cleared her throat to make her presence known, it was too late.

      Greg looked up at her angry, sad face and he didn’t know what to say. Becky and Juliana slowly rose from the floor, gathering their clothes. They had smug smiles on their faces as they passed Eliza and headed towards the door.

      “He’s even bigger than Maureen said,” Juliana gushed, pulling her shirt over her massive breasts.

      “I told you I’d fuck him,” Becky teased, smoothing her messy hair.

      Eliza had nothing to say to her so-called friends. She watched them silently until they finally left her alone with her husband.

      Once they were gone, Eliza put her hands on her hips and glared at Greg. “Are you fucking kidding me? I’ve been looking for Becky for hours…only to find her here, fucking you.”

      “Sweetie, I…I…” He didn’t know what to do or say. There was no denying what had happened — and there was no way to promise that it wouldn’t happen again. Greg’s male instincts were overriding his common sense. He had destroyed his own marriage. The worst part was he didn’t even feel guilty about it.

      “How could you do this, Greg?” Eliza said, tears in her eyes.

      “I — I don’t think we should be married anymore,” he replied, trying to speak in a measured tone of voice. Instead, his words came out completely devoid of emotion.

      Greg didn’t want to tell Eliza, but the only way to save their marriage would be if she, too, turned into a busty, insatiable love goddess.

      He had no idea that due to his infidelity, Eliza would soon succumb and join the ranks of all the other slutty bimbos in Silver Hills…
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      There was absolutely nothing Eliza could do to stop her husband Greg from sleeping with other women. First, it was Maureen, the sultry brunette who had pounced on him while Eliza was away. And then, after hoping he wouldn’t dare do it again, along came Juliana and Becky, who Eliza had found naked, in her house, with her man. Greg had shown her, once again, that the allure of a pair of big breasts, a juicy ass, and a ditzy giggle were enough to turn a once-loyal, doting husband into a sex-crazed cheater.

      At the same time, Eliza was starting to feel like she couldn’t even blame Greg for being tempted by the bimbos. One by one, the neighbors she had once considered to be trustworthy friends were morphing into nearly identical bimbo clones, all thanks to Lola’s mystery potion. They were sexpots devoid of personality; if it weren’t for their different hair colors and complexions, there would be no way to tell any of those women apart anymore.

      Maureen, Juliana, and now Becky, Eliza’s former bestie, had succumbed to the bimbo curse. And all three women had been bold enough to sleep with Greg. Eliza didn’t know who she hated more: her husband or the buxom babes who were making a concerted effort to destroy her life and her marriage.

      At this point, Eliza had two choices: she could file for divorce or she could drink some of that magical lemonade herself. As a lawyer, she knew that she could figure out a way to extract as much money out of my husband as she needed in order to start over somewhere new. But she couldn’t imagine starting over without Greg. Eliza had grown accustomed to their comfortable life in Silver Hills. It made her sad to realize the truth, but living in this luxurious neighborhood had led her become to become far more materialistic. She was accustomed to having a good life.

      Then, there was the alternative possibility: turning herself into a bubbly, sex-driven, ditzy bimbo. If she took this route, Eliza would be able to keep living in this nice house and maintain her upscale lifestyle. Most importantly, Greg would want her again.

      Before making this difficult decision, Eliza decided that she would need to confront Lola and her husband and find out why they were doing this. She really didn’t want to give up her intelligence and her strong personality and professional goals to become a bimbo plaything. Finding out the secret behind the potion was her only hope. She was determined to put an end to this madness once and for all.
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        * * *

      

      “So what can I do for you, Elise?”

      “It’s Eliza.”

      “Eliza.” Brock stared at his neighbor across the kitchen table, drumming his fingers on its gleaming glass surface. “Could you explain why you wanted to speak with me, and not to my wife?”

      She took a deep breath and sat up straight in her chair. Already, Brock was trying to intimidate her. That was how Eliza knew for sure that he was hiding something.

      “No offense, Brock, but Lola isn’t exactly the easiest person to have a conversation with,” she said in a low voice. “It’s pretty obvious that you’re the brains behind the operation.”

      “How could you say something like that about Lola?” Brock gasped, although she saw the hint of a smirk form on his lips. He knew that his wife wasn’t the sharpest crayon in the box. “You can talk to her about anything. Sex. Clothes. Shoes…”

      “But if I asked her to tell me what’s in that weird lemonade that turned every woman in the neighborhood into a dumb slut, would she be able to answer my question?” Eliza asked bluntly.

      Brock smiled at me serenely. “So that’s what this is about. The lemonade. You figured it out.” He clapped slowly, condescendingly. “Bravo, Eliza. Do you want a prize?”

      Eliza could feel her cheeks turning red with anger. How dare he speak to her this way? It occurred to her that Brock wasn’t used to communicating with a woman who was on his level intellectually. He could tease and degrade Lola all day, and she wouldn’t know or care — in fact, it would only make Lola want him more, simply because he was a man and he was paying attention to her.

      “I want to know why Lola is the way she is — and why you two came here to Silver Hills and turned all my friends into bimbos.”

      “Are you jealous?” he asked coolly, looking her up and down.

      Eliza knew what he was getting at. She wasn’t beautiful or particularly feminine. Her messy, dark blonde hair, average face, and flat chest weren’t exactly enticing. Of course Eliza was jealous of the bimbos’ beauty and sex appeal — who wouldn’t be?

      “I’m only jealous because I walked in not one, not two, but three different women with my husband.”

      “And who do you blame for this?” Brock asked, glaring at Eliza. “Your husband, for doing what any man with a pulse would do? Or yourself, for not doing whatever it takes to keep him happy?”

      Of course, Brock was implying that no matter what, this was all Eliza’s fault. She was the one who should have been making an effort to conform to the standards of beauty, to make herself more appealing to her husband.

      Eliza was about to say something when, suddenly, Lola entered the room. She was wearing her blue bikini again, although this time she had an apron tied over it. She bounced and jiggled her way over to the stove, making herself look busy.

      “You want me to cook you something, baby?” she asked, bending over and leaning against the counter, thrusting her ass out. In her thong bikini, her round buttocks were sexy and tan and juicy.

      “I don’t want you to lift a finger. I’ll call the chef and have him make us a nice dinner…how does that sound?” Brock asked sweetly.

      Lola suddenly noticed that her neighbor was sitting at the table with her husband. “Oh, hi, Eliza! What are you doing here?”

      She rushed over to give a Eliza a big, bosomy hug. Lola nearly crushed Eliza, smothering her with her huge tits. It took her a moment to escape Lola’s suffocating cleavage.

      “I’m here to talk to Brock about a few important things,” Eliza said calmly and slowly. She almost burst into laughter at how absurd Lola was. As much as she hated Lola, she knew that none of this was her fault. She was just a dumb blonde pawn in Brock’s game.

      “Sounds boring,” Lola giggled. “I’ll go paint my nails so you two can talk. Oh, and before I forget…” She licked her lips. “Your husband Greg is so good at eating pussy. He made me cum so hard and so quickly.”

      Eliza’s jaw dropped. “He…he ate your pussy?”

      “Well, I asked him to — and he did it.”

      Eliza’s whipped her head towards Brock, who was leaning back, his arms crossed over his chest, a smug grin on his face.

      “Lola, if you don’t mind, Eliza and I need to chat,” Brock said, lifting his hand to gesture for Lola to leave.

      She pouted at him, then smiled at Eliza, and bounced out of the room.

      “Lola, too?” Eliza said quietly. “Did you know she fooled around with my husband?”

      “No, I didn’t know. But it wouldn’t surprise me.”

      “And doesn’t that make you mad? Doesn’t it upset you that your wife wants to be with other men?”

      Brock shrugged. “Look, Eliza — Lola’s libido is so high, one man would never be able to satisfy her. And that’s fine with me. When I get horny, I sleep with other women. It’s natural.”

      When he put it that way, it almost sounded logical. Then Eliza shook her head frantically, trying to dismiss the thought that Brock might be right about something.

      “Could you just tell me why, Brock? Why did you mastermind this whole thing?” Eliza was sure that this was all Brock’s doing — the potion, the bimbofication spell, everything.

      Brock smiled. “I’m a researcher at a medical lab. My wife kept telling me she wanted to be sexier. In fact, she used to look like…you. But I wouldn’t let her get plastic surgery. I knew there had to be a better way — no risks, no pain, no need to keep going back for more. It took a while, but I devised a formula that would make her sexier and more sexual, too. She was happy…I was happy…and then we moved here.”

      So far, it all made sense. “Okay, if you were both happy, then why did you have to screw up Silver Hills? Because we were all happy here, before you two showed up.”

      “This is the part that needs to stay between you and me, Eliza. I just got a patent to sell my formula to the general public. I decided to produce a beverage mix and test it out in a closed community. Silver Hills was the perfect place to do it. Bored housewives and unsatisfied husbands…a captive audience…”

      “And now you’re going to sell it to everyone?” Eliza murmured. “Meaning…” She couldn’t even get the words out.

      “Every woman in the world will have the ability to transform into a goddess,” Brock chuckled.

      Eliza was stunned. She shouldn’t have been surprised that a wealthy, ambitious, and conniving man like Brock was planning to capitalize on his secret potion. The women of Silver Hills were merely test subjects for a much larger experiment that was about to begin. Soon, there would be no escaping the bimbo curse. The world would be full of vapid, sexy sluts who would fuck any man who crossed their path…

      “Thank you for having this conversation, Brock. It was very enlightening,” Eliza said emotionlessly.

      She stood up, trembling. There was no hope of stopping Brock. He was hellbent on turning the women of the world into carbon copies of his hot, horny wife.

      “Feel free to take a sample home for your personal enjoyment,” he said, rising from his chair to grab something from the pantry nearby. It was a small bag of powder.

      Eliza headed down the hall towards the front door, limply clutching the bag between her shaking fingers. She knew what she had to do — she had no other choice.
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      “Greg?”

      Eliza cautiously approached him. He was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. When his wife entered the room, he sat up quickly.

      “Yeah?” he asked, trying not to sound too gruff.

      Greg’s head was all mixed up. He didn’t know what to do or think. The only thing he knew for sure was that he couldn’t promise to stay faithful to his wife. He wanted to ask for her permission to sleep with other women, but he was well-aware that doing so would only make Eliza angrier.

      She was wearing the lacy white nightgown that she had worn on their wedding night. Greg was surprised that she hadn’t thrown it out with the trash after she caught him cheating on her.

      It pained him to realize that he was no longer attracted to Eliza. Suddenly, he was consumed with thoughts about women with luscious curves who behaved like porn stars. Why can’t Eliza look and act more like her friends? Would that be too much to ask for?

      “I just want you to know that I can’t forgive you for what you did to me,” she said.

      Greg noticed that she was holding a half-filled glass. He squinted. What was that in the glass? Was it lemonade?

      “I don’t think I can forgive myself for that, either,” he murmured. And she doesn’t even know that I messed around with Lola, too. Fuck. I’m screwed, aren’t I?

      “I was thinking about asking you for a divorce, so I could walk away with some dignity,” she murmured. “But I’m not going to do that.”

      He gulped. “You’re not?”

      “No. Because I just found out that there’s no future for me…looking like this…” She laughed softly. “I don’t know how to explain this to you, but I think it’s best if you just wait and see what happens. The world’s about to change. And it’s not going to be a good world for women like me — so I might as well change myself to fit in better.”

      “Honey, I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Greg was worried. He’d never seen Eliza behave this way. Had his bad behavior driven her insane?

      “All I want is for you to desire me, Greg,” she sighed. “I don’t care who else you sleep with — as long as you’re fucking me, too. Got it?”

      Before he could answer, she downed the lemonade and placed the empty glass on the dresser nearby.

      Eliza approached the bed. As she stepped close, Greg noticed a change in his wife. The hard expression on her face softened into a sweet smile. Her eyes brightened. She inhaled and exhaled deeply, her chest rising and falling…and then rising again. Although this time, it wasn’t swelling from her inhalation.

      Instead, her breasts were getting bigger. The small, perky mounds of flesh under her flimsy nightgown were swelling right before his eyes, getting bigger and rounder.

      Eliza looked down at her own chest, gasping with pleasure. Greg noticed that her face was changing, too. Her eyelashes were longer. Her cheeks were flushed. And her lips were more plump.

      “It’s happening,” she said, breathing heavily, her voice emerging as a wispy whisper.

      “What’s happening?” Greg croaked, although he had a strong suspicion that he knew what was going on. Eliza had sacrificed herself — her individuality, her wholesome beauty, her intelligence — to become more like the dumb bimbos who had fucked him right in front of her.

      At first, he was terrified. In the back of his mind, Greg had assumed that Eliza was immune to the bimbo spell that had swept through Silver Hills. He had secretly hoped that if everything came crashing down and all the hot neighborhood babes turned back into uptight, conservative snobs, he would still be able to return to normal life — as long as Eliza, sweet, caring Eliza, didn’t change.

      But watching her transform was something else entirely. It was titillating. By this point, her breasts were massive. He could see the seams of the nightgown starting to separate, and he knew that it wouldn’t be long before the garment snapped off her body. She had full hips and a slim waist now, and if he wasn’t mistaken, her legs were longer, too. Eliza’s skin was smooth and tan and sun-kissed, just like Lola’s. And her dirty blonde hair had lightened to a platinum blonde; it flowed down her back in soft, sexy waves.

      “Remember our honeymoon?” she asked him, biting her lip coyly.

      “Yeah,” he breathed.

      “Let’s do it again. All of it,” Eliza purred. Even her voice was sexy.

      Greg had to admit that out of all the bimbos, his wife was the hottest. He almost regretted cheating on her — if he had known that Eliza was capable of transforming herself into such a sexy blonde, he might have found the patience to wait for her…

      Or would I have gone ahead and done what I wanted? Who knows? And who cares? Fuck, I’m hard…

      His erection swelled, and he began to undress, not wanting to let a moment go to waste. What if this was all a dream, and he woke up to find his old, flat-chested wife nagging him?

      But no. It was definitely real.

      Eliza turned around, slowly sliding the nightgown up over her hips, then her torso. She swayed to an imaginary song, moving from side to side, and Greg let out an audible gasp as her perfect ass came into view.

      “Fuck, you have an amazing body,” he groaned.

      “Do I?” Eliza teased.

      She struggled to lift the nightgown up over her massive chest, and in the end, she ended up ripping it off her body. She giggled.

      “Oh, my gosh…I feel so stupid,” she said, clapping her hand over her mouth.

      “Don’t worry about it, babe,” Greg said. By this point, he was naked and stroking his hard cock. He wasn’t about to tell his wife that she wasn’t dumb and ditzy — there was no getting around the fact that she had sacrificed her brain for the sake of her body. “Come over here…”

      She giggled, standing there naked, vulnerable. She was almost completely unrecognizable, except for that devious glint in her eyes. That was the only small reminder of the woman she used to be.

      Eliza climbed onto the bed, crawling towards him, her eyes glittering and her lips slightly parted.

      Greg stared at her in excitement and disbelief. He couldn’t get over how sexy his wife had become.
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      Eliza’s lips slid across Greg’s rock hard shaft. She savored the taste of his smooth flesh. Somehow, even though she’d just undergone an extreme physical transformation, she could only focus on her husband’s cock.

      Nothing else mattered. Not even the fact that her body had been completely transformed — although she was aware of the heaviness and weight of her new breasts, and the fact that she was taller and her ass was bigger and her hair was long and shiny.

      She looked down, fascinated by her own body. She was so fascinated, she got distracted from the task at hand — and Greg was quick to remind her she was supposed to be sucking him off. His hand pushed the back of her head roughly and she quickly got back to work. His fingers on the nape of her neck forced her to tilt her head upwards, so she was gazing directly into his eyes as he pumped into her mouth. Eliza and her husband were no longer equals in the bedroom. He was the man, and it was her role to serve his needs.

      His encounters with other bimbos had prepared him for Eliza. Now, he was well-aware of the fact that he didn’t need to show his wife respect in bed, or put her needs first. Eliza was here to serve him, and she couldn’t have been any happier with new role.

      Greg’s cock was sliding so deep down her throat, she nearly gagged on it. Her eyes began to smart. He smirked, then released his tight grip, letting her slide her mouth down off his shaft.

      “What do we do now?” she asked, completely lost and in need of his guidance.

      “Fuck. Let me think.” Then, his eyes lit up, as if he had an idea. “Lie on your back, sweetie.”

      She obeyed him, sprawling out on the bed. She noticed that her breasts were so big, she could barely see over them. Next thing she knew, Greg was straddling her. He gripped her huge breasts, eagerly kneading the mountains of springy flesh between his fingers. He pushed them together to make her cleavage nice and tight, and then thrust his cock into the warm, tight space.

      “You’ve never fucked my tits before,” Eliza giggled.

      “That’s because you didn’t have tits I could fuck before,” Greg said matter-of-factly. “But shit…I could get used to this…you look like a porn star, honey.”

      “Mm,” she moaned. Her hand wandered down between her legs to play with her clit as his dick slid in and out from between her wobbling breasts.

      Eliza had never been objectified by a man before. In fact, she had always viewed women who flaunted their bodies or let men use them for pleasure — strippers, porn stars, escorts — as creatures to be pitied. But now she was beginning to understand how pleasurable it was to let Greg take total control of her body.

      With her exaggerated sexual features, Eliza looked like countless anonymous blonde porn stars who, in the past, had probably been fantasy objects for Greg. She wondered if her husband still viewed her as a complete person or if he only saw her as a sex toy. I hope he just wants to fuck me all the time…to use my body and do whatever he wants with me…

      In fact, she was so turned on by the sight of his big cock sliding between her breasts over and over that she began to masturbate more intensely. Even though Greg fucking her tits wasn’t going to get her off, she wanted him to believe that he was the one making her moan with pleasure. And as she began to cum, her entire body trembling, including her gigantic breasts, a huge grin filled her husband’s face.

      “Yeah. Cum for me, baby,” he moaned, pumping faster.

      She began to moan his name, exaggerating her pleasure for the sake of her husband’s enjoyment. At the same time, she was eager for a second orgasm — and she knew exactly how she could get it.

      “I’m so wet, baby. Can you fuck me now?” she begged. “Please?”

      “Yeah. But only because you’ve been such a good girl,” he said, slapping her tit gently. He lay down on top of her, his mouth sliding up from her abdomen to her chest. After burying his face between her sweaty breasts, he began to flick his long tongue across her nipples, one at a time. She writhed and twitched with pleasure.

      “Your whole body is so much more sensitive now, isn’t it?” he murmured.

      “Mmhmm,” she mumbled, unable to form any words. She felt like she was getting dumber and ditzier by the moment. The thought of sex consumed her completely. The heat of Greg’s body against hers was making her weak with pleasure and anticipation of what was to come.

      His tongue slid up her long neck, then across her face. His lips pressed against hers and she yielded to his kiss, opening her mouth to let his tongue invade her. Her mouth wrestled against his aggressive kiss, the type of kiss that Greg had never given her in the past. He wanted to consume her, to control her, to devour her…to claim her as his possession.

      At the same time, her legs spread open as she silently begged him to take her. His hard cock slid against her pussy, moving up and down along her slick, smooth flesh, before seeking the entrance to her tight hole. He pushed inside her, slowly filling her up. Eliza let out a moan as her husband penetrated her for the first time since her transformation.

      As an ordinary woman, she had never considered sex to be an out-of-this-world experience. It was fun, but she never understood what the big fuss was about. Everything was different now. Her body was built for pleasure — to give and to receive, to do exactly what it was meant to do. Not only that, but the sexual signals she gave off by simply existing made her feel so much more powerful.

      He pinned her to the bed as he thrust deep inside her, his gaze locked with hers. “You fucking slut,” he breathed, his voice vibrating against her lips. “I bet you’re gonna fuck all the guys in the neighborhood. You’re hotter than all their wives…”

      Eliza’s body was jolted by another strong thrust, and she kissed his lips. She didn’t know what to tell him. All she wanted was to belong to Greg, to be his perfect little fuck toy…but if he wanted her to fuck other men, then she would be more than happy to do it. She would be happy as long as someone’s cock was inside her.

      She had almost completely forgotten that Maureen, Juliana, and Becky had fucked her husband. She understood where they had been coming from. There was no reason to be possessive of Greg anymore. He was the man of the house, meaning he was in charge and could do anything he wanted. Besides, he was the most attractive guy in the neighborhood, so he deserved the attention he received from other women.

      Greg pulled his cock out of her and flipped her over onto her stomach. She slowly rose so that she was on all fours, and thrust her ass out.

      “Oh, God,” he whispered, grabbing her by the ass as he began to fuck her from behind.

      Eliza pushed back against his dick and squeezed her pussy muscles tight to hug his member. She wanted this to be the best experience of Greg’s life. He began to groan, and he began to thrust into her with even more vigor and enthusiasm. He could go nice and deep in this position, so deep that he was stimulating Eliza’s pussy in just the right way, at just the right angle. She was going to cum again…

      This time, as she screamed and moaned and trembled, her husband pulled her hair. He gripped it tightly near the roots with one hand as he slapped her ass with his other hand. She glanced to her right and caught a glimpse of her reflection in the mirror on the wall: a platinum blonde goddess standing on all fours, her gigantic tits wobbling beneath her, her waist as small as a mannequin’s, her butt even bigger-looking from this angle.

      And there, behind her, the man who had once loved her, and who now only viewed her as an object of lust. He was fucking her hard, holding her body steady by the hips, a look of intensity in his eyes. Eliza knew that look very well. He was about to cum.

      Greg slid his cock into her one last time before he exploded inside her. He slowly filled her pussy with a huge load of his sticky seed. Eliza breathed heavily and rolled over to lie on her back, pulling Greg on top of her. They shared a passionate kiss, their sweaty bodies pressed together, their legs intertwined.

      “Damn,” he whispered. “You’re so hot, Eliza.”

      “So are you,” Eliza giggled.

      Normally, after a steamy sex session, Eliza and Greg’s heads would clear and they would quickly return to their busy days — work, and chores, and other mundane tasks would pull them away from their pleasure.

      But they both still had so much on their minds. Greg was conjuring up images of the group sex he could have with his wife and all the other neighborhood bimbos. Eliza was fantasizing about doing even kinkier, dirtier things: naughty role plays, and letting Greg watch her fuck other men, and maybe even inviting Lola to join them in bed (to thank her for the transformation potion, of course).

      She had already completely forgotten about Brock’s sinister plan to bimbofy the world. Right now, in her cozy little bimbo world, Eliza was perfectly happy with herself and her marriage and her life. She had perfect tits, a great ass, and a well-endowed, horny husband.

      As far as she was concerned, life was amazing now. This was only the beginning of her adventures as a hot blonde bimbo…
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      Bimbo Body Swaps: 12 Erotic Transformations

      12 naughty stories about ordinary young women switching bodies with the hot bimbos they secretly envy...

      In this collection of erotic tales, normal women swap bodies with voluptuous, ditzy babes and discover just how sexy and fun life can be. Whether the bimbo is a scantily-clad blonde neighbor, a hot roommate, or a bubbly coworker, it's guaranteed that she's leading a life filled with raunchy adventures.

      Sometimes, the bimbo in question is a life-like, ultra-sexy mannequin. Sometimes, she's a hot trophy wife and the protagonist's transformation involves extreme plastic surgery to imitate the bimbo and satisfy her husband's desires.

      No matter what, these bimbo switches are transformative experiences that reveal just how naughty life can be...

      These stories contain explicit erotic encounters, chest expansion, plastic surgery makeovers, and elements of magic and science fiction.
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      Planet Bimbo

      I was certain that this was a conspiracy to transform the women of Earth into submissive, sexy blondes 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...

      As soon as Ella sees the endless rows of silver-clad, blonde goddesses emerge from the spaceship on TV, she knows that her life is about to change forever. The mysterious creatures from another world claim that they have come in peace, which is why they have sent an army of beautiful, busty females to Earth instead of military forces. But Ella, a smart, introspective librarian, recognizes an invasion when she sees one.

      Soon, the space bimbos have set up transformation spas. Ordinary women are pressured to undergo complete mind and body makeovers and become clones of the ditzy, platinum blonde babes that have taken over the world. Even worse for Ella, every community is assigned a bimbo "minder." When a scantily-clad hottie shows up at her door and determines that Ella couldn't possibly satisfy her husband's desires, Ella is forced to watch her husband Garrett make love to the perfect bimbo.

      Terrified for her future, Ella realizes she has no choice but to assimilate. There's no room for sweet, smart brunettes in this brave new world, so she transforms herself into the submissive plaything her husband has always secretly fantasized about and surprises Garrett with a steamy erotic encounter...
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      AI Babe: Creating the Perfect Bimbo

      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 voluptuous, tan body. With a few lines of code, he had turned me into Crystal, his busty blonde fantasy babe…

      Kelly's brilliant husband Jacob, an artificial intelligence designer, is working on a top secret project. But when she gets suspicious about this mystery project, Kelly ends up transforming her life and her marriage forever.

      After discovering that Jacob is coding a simulated woman, all of Kelly's insecurities are activated. The platinum blonde, tan, busty babe on her husband's computer screen is the complete opposite of his pale brunette wife. However, when Jacob explains that his plan is to merge his AI creation with a real woman, Kelly decides to volunteer her own body for the project. All she wants is for her husband to look at her with lust and longing the way he looks at Crystal, his virtual hottie.

      With a few lines of code, Jacob transforms his wife into his fantasy bimbo. All of her worries melt away and she discovers how much she loves being submissive to her handsome husband. First, he tests Kelly with some basic commands and examines her curves. Then, he informs her that the final test will be seeing just what her sexy, simulated body is capable of. This leads to an erotic strip tease followed by a steamy encounter that the pair will never forget. Kelly is now Crystal, the dumb blonde with a perfect body, high libido, and sexual prowess of a porn star...
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      Training the Trophy Wife

      "Wealthy men don’t have ordinary lives, or ordinary wives. I deserve a beautiful wife, don’t I?”

      Lisa feels like the luckiest woman in the world. Now that she’s married to wealthy Wes, life couldn’t get any better. But as her husband's demands grow, Lisa discovers that he really wants is a hot, sexy wife he can show off to all his friends. He won’t be satisfied until Lisa’s transformation into a busty, submissive trophy wife is complete. Lisa would do anything for Wes, so she agrees to submit to his desires. She even undergoes plastic surgery to become his physical ideal.

      Wes loves Lisa’s new breast implants. She’s well on her way to becoming the perfect bimbo hotwife. As Lisa's transformation journey continues, she lets her husband share her body with other men and she even helps him turn his shy, plain coworker into a sexy, surgically enhanced mistress...
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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 bimbofication 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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        Thanks for reading!

      

        

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

        Subscribe here!

      

        

      
        Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)

        Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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