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"T hat bitch," Molly cried out as she looked out the window. "That fucking bitch." 

Rodney, her husband, said nothing. He just continued to stare at the television. 

"How could she? Look at those things." 

Finally, Rodney looked out the window. He saw their neighbor, Ashley Jones, out on her front lawn, wearing a little triangle bikini, sunbathing where everyone in the neighborhood could see her. He shrugged. "What's got your panties in a bunch? Sure, our hot neighbor sunbathing in her front yard is weird, but I don't get what you're mad about." 

Molly turned and glared at her husband. It was bad enough he called Ashley hot. 

But to not notice the huge tits that stuck up off her chest as she laid on her back was going too far. 

"Okay, fine, I'm sorry for calling her hot," he relented. "But you and I both know it's true. And are you even sure those are implants? They look real enough to me." 

Molly gaped at Rodney. "Really? Do we have to have the talk about breasts again? I explained how they work already after you bought that lingerie set for me. Remember me asking if these look like D-cups to you?" Molly pointed at her chest. "It doesn't matter. I wondered why I hadn't really seen Ashley in the last month. She missed the last neighborhood association meeting. Now I know why. She had fucking surgery and now she's showing off to the whole neighborhood." 

Rodney put his hands up. "I'm sorry, okay. I guess I didn't think she would be showing that much flesh off. And I don't want you to be mad. It's the weekend. 

Can't we just relax and ignore what Ashley fucking Jones is doing for a bit. 

Molly shook her head. "You don't get it. Ashley sets the trends around here. 

She's the reason why all the women in the neighborhood are blonde, myself included. Did you think I've been dying my hair and possibly killing it just for fun?" 

"I like your hair," Rodney interjected. "I thought you dyed it because it looks better this way." 

Molly paused, flustered by her husband's comment. "Yes, I mean, it does look better this way, but I only ever did it because of that bitch across the street. 

Everything I've done since we moved into this house is because of her. If I have any hope of remaining friends with any of those catty bitches out there, I have to follow the trends. I have to do whatever Ashley fucking Jones does. If I don't keep up, I'll be ostracized. And I can guarantee you that there are at least three women on this block who have already called for appointments with plastic surgeons since Ashley started flaunting those tits of hers to everyone." 

Rodney looked at his wife, almost like he was seeing the real her for the first time. It had been his idea to buy their house, to move into this neighborhood. He knew it left them overextended, with just his salary paying the bills. Molly had tried to make a little money for them, but she always got stuck at the stage where to scale up to anything meaningful, the upfront cash outlay was too much. 

He opened his mouth to speak, but Molly interrupted him. "I know what you're going to say. We can't afford me getting implants. I know. It sucks. And I don't blame you. It just sucks that we're stuck like this. We have to keep up appearances, but we can't when we can't afford it." 

But then Rodney smiled. Not because he was happy for his wife's plight, but because he was not going to mention their lack of funds. He did not need to, because he had a solution for her problem. If Molly wanted to turn the tables on Ashley Jones and the rest of the neighborhood, he had just the plan. 

"You know how my company created the Influencer, right?" 

Molly looked into her husband's eyes, trying to decide if he was being daft or purposefully cruel. "You mean the device that can modify people's bodies and minds? That's more expensive than a boob job. It costs at least a million dollars. 

And if we can't afford ten grand for a boob job, we can't afford that." 

Rodney nodded, still smiling. "I know that we can't afford that. But I do know there is a pilot program that is designed to open the technology to regular people and not keep it reserved for the super rich. I'm pretty sure I can get you into the program. And if so, it would help you keep up with Ashley." 

Molly was stunned. "Are you serious? You can actually do that?" 

"Yeah, I'm pretty sure. I have an old friend who works with the device. And I've helped him out a couple times, writing code for him when he had a deadline. He owes me." 

"Then ask away," Molly said. "I'll do whatever it takes to get in on that. Thank you, Rodney." 

Molly wrapped her arms around her husband and kissed him passionately on the lips. She really did love him. Of course, the funny part of this was how Molly did not actually want bigger breasts. Sure, if she had the opportunity, she might opt for a single cup size bigger, which would still leave that poorly chosen lingerie gift too big for her, but that was it. However, with Ashley going as big as she had, Molly had no other option. She needed to go big, too, just so she could keep up. 
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"After all these years, I finally get to visit your work," Molly commented as Rodney parked the car in the vast parking lot outside the company headquarters. 

As just a computer programmer, he did not have a prime parking spot like the company executives did. 

"It's a rare treat," Rodney agreed. They both were very aware of the high security Rodney's company employed. Under normal circumstances, a spouse would not be allowed past the main doors. But today was different. It was only Monday, two days since Molly had raved against Ashley's boob job. Now she was set for the same thing, although in a different way. If all went to plan, Molly would get a chest that rivaled Ashley's, without the need for surgery. 

The plan for the day was simple. Molly would get separated from Rodney as soon as they entered the building. Rodney had work to do, which could not be put off, even for a couple hours. So it was a nameless assistant with the Research and Development Department who was waiting for Molly so that she could be escorted to the exam room. It was only afterward, during Rodney's lunchtime, that he would be able to take her home. 

"Hello, Mrs. Kean, I'm Barbara," a short woman wearing a lab coat said as soon as Molly and Rodney passed through security at the front door. "If you'll follow me, we can get you processed and properly situated." 

"Good luck," Rodney said before giving Molly a quick kiss on the cheek. "I'll see you in a few hours." 

"Thanks," Molly said, forcing a smile. The simple fact was that Molly was not nearly excited about this as her husband seemed to be. She did not want to do this, but she felt as if she had no choice. Her one consoling part of it all was how surgery was not necessary. That was the brilliance of the Influencer device. 

Molly followed Barbara away from the lobby and deep into the bowels of the building. She would have been lost without a guide. Not that her visitor badge would be enough to get her through any of the doors. It was only Barbara's employee badge that allowed them to reach their destination. 

In preparation for today, Molly had worn stretchy and breathable clothing for her appointment. And knowing her old bras would no longer fit, she went without. If

she was lucky, she might fit into the too big lingerie set Rodney bought for her when this was all over. Or maybe that lacy bra would be too small. Molly had no idea where exactly all this was headed. 

"Dr. Sattler is just through this door," Barbara said when they reached their destination. She opened the door and a man in his late thirties stood there, wearing a white lab coat. "I'll see you when you're finished to escort you back to the lobby." 

Molly was not actually shoved into the exam room with Dr. Sattler, but she felt compelled to step through the door. There was no turning back. 

"Welcome, Mrs. Kean," Dr. Sattler said with a smile. "I understand you're looking to try our new Influencer device deal." 

A wave of shyness hit Molly, leaving her unable to clearly speak once the door to the room was shut, leaving her alone with the doctor. Although what kind of doctor he was remained unknown to her. 

"Um, yeah, that's right," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She held her arms and rocked back and forth a little, not sure how to respond. 

"That's great," Dr. Sattler said, pushing past Molly's shyness. "Have a seat and I'll explain how this all works." 

The doctor motioned toward an empty chair and Molly sat down gently, her movements careful, not knowing what to expect. 

"Before we get too deep into this, you should know that to make this service affordable to people like you, we have set up a sort of exchange." 

"What do you mean?" Molly asked, finding her voice. 

"Instead of exchanging money for the service, we ask that you exchange something else. You see, we have found a way to share intelligence. Or, more accurately, we have found a way to transfer intelligence. By exchanging some of your intelligence for the changes you desire, you get what you want and the company gets additional intelligence we can use to give our employees a boost." 

Molly's mouth hung open in shock. They could really do that? It seemed like

something she would have seen in a science fiction show and not experienced in real life. Molly had thought she was a decent science student in school, but she could not imagine how such a program or device would work. 

But then Molly was reminded of something she came across on social media once. It was about a survey asking women if they would be willing to give up some of their intelligence for an increase in their breast size. And a surprising number of women said they would. And now Molly was faced with that same question. It just was not theoretical anymore. 

"Wow," Molly finally said. "I wasn't expecting that." 

"I'll admit, the Communication Department is trying to come up with a way to spin this whole thing positively. It's hard to stomach the idea of people dumbing themselves down so they can look better. I'll admit that the whole thing is weird. 

But if people can't pay us in cash, we have to receive something of value for our services and intelligence is always in high demand." 

Molly sat there, wondering what she was going to do. It was not that she wanted to have bigger breasts. It was that she needed them. She needed to have them so that she could keep up with Ashley Jones and fit in with the other wives in the neighborhood. The risk of being ostracized was too great. 

She would have cursed if she was alone. But with Dr. Sattler right there, Molly kept her mouth shut. She tried to think of another way around this. But there was no other option. Without the money to pay for surgery, the only solution was to give up some of her intelligence for breasts that would rival Ashley's. 

"I guess I'm doing it," Molly eventually said. "No more algebra for me." 

The doctor smiled. "Just so you know, the intelligence that you give up won't alter your memories or your knowledge. You'll technically still be able to do things like algebra or read complex text. It will just take you significantly longer. 

Think of it like a gaming computer. In exchange for a better looking case, you're downgrading the processor and graphics card." 

Molly did not actually get that reference, since she was not a gamer, but she understood what he meant. And as long as her past was secure, she could gamble her future on this. And down the line, if Rodney ever got a promotion and they managed to get out from under their mountain of debt, he could buy back some

of her intelligence, letting her keep the other upgrades. 

"All right, you've sold me. I'll give up my brains for a proper set of tits." 

The whole process after that was a little strange. Dr. Sattler instructed Molly to disrobe. He had her lie down on the examination bed. From there, he pulled a machine that was connected to the wall by a scissor arm and positioned it over her body, only about a foot above her. 

"To start, we're going to do a scan," the doctor said. "This will give us a baseline of what we have to work with. It will approximate your intelligence level and create a three-dimensional rendering of your body from which additions and subtractions can be made." 

"I understand," Molly said, although it was only in the vaguest of terms. Molly's college education gave her a familiarity with the terms he had used and the means to connect the dots into a context that made sense to her. Beyond that, like how the machine actually worked, was far beyond her capabilities. It was little wonder the company was willing to trade in intelligence, because even her above average intellect was not enough to comprehend everything that would happen to her. 

"Great. Now just close your eyes and we will begin." 

Molly closed her eyes and she heard the doctor type something into the computer. She could not see what happened, but she could feel a warmth pass over her body, the scanning beam taking her measurements, both outside and in, apparently. 

"All done with the scan," Dr. Sattler announced. "And the first good news is there aren't any red flags. In addition to measuring your intelligence and creating a model of your body, the machine also scans for anything anomalous. At some point we will need to market the scanning technology, because it will revolutionize the medical profession. A simple scan to find out if someone has cancer or some disease. But you get a clean bill of health." 

"That's good to know," Molly said. She was young enough that she did not think about those sorts of things. She still had the majority of her life ahead of her and death or disease were not on her radar yet. "I'm curious. What does it say about my intelligence?" 

Molly knew she was relatively bright. She found success in college. And that had been where she met Rodney, so it had been good for her to go, even if she was only using the MRS degree instead of the BA she actually earned. But Molly had never gotten her intelligence tested. She had always been curious, but had never wanted to go through with the testing, afraid that she might not actually be as smart as she thought she was. Not that it would matter now. She was giving some of that up so that she could keep up with Ashley. 

"The computer is still calculating, but it should only be another moment. The scanner is designed to look for the red flags first. Then it moves on to the intelligence modeling. And finally, it will process your three-dimensional body model. This all takes computing power." 

"Oh, I get it," Molly said, not wanting to sound impatient. She was merely curious. 

"All right, here we go," Dr. Sattler said. "The computer approximates your IQ at 125. That's very good. And the good news is, depending on how big you end up going, you won't be risking mental impairment with all of this. Do you have an idea of how big you want to go?" 

"I'm not sure," Molly said as she continued to lay there, still nude. "I have a mental image, but I don't know how to describe the size. I don't even know how you determine size with the Influencer device." 

"Breasts are tricky that way. Bras only approximate the size. There are so many more variables involved than simple band and cup measurements. And it's not even just a volume issue. There's a shape issue. But that's why we create the model. We will be able to give you the bust you want, both in size and in shape. 

And you will get to approve of the changes before we make them." 

"I'm glad to hear it," Molly said with relief. 

"And here's the model, ready for us to discuss." 

Molly sat up and looked at the computer monitor. She saw herself standing there, but detailed in a wire frame style. It was detailed enough to know it was her body, but without skin, it was hard to say it had her face. 

"If we took more time, the computer could generate skin and hair, but this should

be enough to begin discussions about your breasts. That is why you are here, after all." 

"Yes, it is." 

"Can you describe for me what kind of look you are going for?" 

Molly bit her lower lip as she considered what she wanted. She did not have a picture of Ashley to give him. Her anger at seeing her now much more endowed neighbor had prevented her from snapping photographs with her phone. Instead, she had to work from memory and do her best to describe them. 

"I suppose I can't just say bigger," Molly said. "But I want them to stand out. I want them to look like I'm wearing a push-up bra, even when I'm not wearing a bra at all. Does that make sense?" 

"You're looking for upper pole fullness," Dr. Sattler translated. "That is common with higher profile implants." 

"Yes, like that. But then, beyond that, I just want them to be bigger. Right on the edge of what I could hide, I suppose. I don't know if I could handle people always seeing me as some overly busty woman." 

"Let's try a few things with the computer model," Dr. Sattler offered. "There's a reason why we create the rendering. This way we can try a few different looks to see what resonates with you." 

The doctor typed away at the computer, inputting values that would alter the model on the screen. And after a minute of that, he hit return and Molly's computer model grew bigger breasts. 

"What do you think of that?" 

Molly examined the wire-frame model, trying to decide how it compared to her mental picture of Ashley. The goal was to look approximately the same size, but she only had her memory of Ashley to compare it with. 

"Bigger." 

"Okay, let's try this." The doctor returned to adding values to the computer

program, changing the way they described the breasts on the screen. 

When Dr. Sattler hit return again, the model on the screen again shifted, the breasts growing in size. And yet, as Molly looked at the image, she still felt as if something was wrong with them. 

"I think they need to be higher, and maybe a tad bigger. But we're getting close." 

The doctor returned to typing into the computer, leaving Molly sitting there, watching, still naked. She did not even think about her nudity. The room was warm enough for her and she was plenty hot from the idea of changing her body, giving up part of her intelligence to keep up with the changing standards in the neighborhood. 

Molly knew full well that her reaction to Ashley was not normal. But the women in the neighborhood were so judgmental. And with Ashley being the trendsetter in the neighborhood, the queen bee, there was a constant battle among the other women to be closer to Ashley, to be more like her. There was a reason why all the women in the neighborhood were blonde, even Mai, the Asian woman a few houses down. Blonde was the in color, despite the diversity on the block. 

"Yes, that's perfect," Molly said when the new image appeared. "How much intelligence will that cost me?" 

"The machine can only approximate your intelligence, but you are well above average currently. My best guess is we are looking at a twenty-five point drop to go that big." 

Twenty-five points? That would drop Molly down to 100. That was a lot. It meant losing a fifth of her intelligence, whatever that really meant. But 100 was supposed to be average. She would be giving up her above-average intelligence for an above-average body. That seemed like a fair trade to her. And average would be just fine for her role as a housewife. 

"Okay, let's do it. I accept the offer." 

"Great. Just lie back on the bed and we can get started." 

Molly laid down and closed her eyes, waiting for the doctor to change her body. 

She heard the hum of the Influencer device as Dr. Sattler turned it on. She then

felt a warmth in her breasts as a growing weight pushed down on her chest. But it was the warmth in her head that left her almost smiling. Molly had no idea just how pleasurable it would feel to have her intelligence taken away. 

"Okay, all done," Dr. Sattler said after several minutes. 

Molly's eyes snapped open and she tried to take mental stock of how she felt. 

Her mind felt surprisingly normal. She could barely notice any difference. It was only when she tested herself with a little mental math that she discovered the slight decrease in her processing power seemed to be. Molly could still arrive at the answer, but it took just a little bit longer. 

But as soon as Molly decided the change in her brain was minor, she raised her head to get a look at her new breasts. They looked perfect, standing up off her chest, even when she was laying on her back. And when Molly reached up to touch them, she let out a low moan, surprised by how sensitive her new flesh was. Her pussy nearly gushed with arousal. 

"Wow." It was all Molly could say. 

"I take it you are happy with the changes?" 

"Um, I think so. But are my tits supposed to feel this good?" 

"We have generally found that areas where the Influencer device is used respond more positively for at least a week afterward, and sometimes even longer. There are some women who have shared stories of permanent sensitivity enhancement, but we have not completed a peer-reviewed study on that yet. But unless you have any concerns, feel free to get dressed. Barbara will return in a few minutes to escort you back to the lobby. I understand Mr. Kean will be available to take you home." 

"Thank you, Doctor," Molly said before Dr. Sattler left the room, allowing Molly to explore her new body and get dressed in private. 

"Fuck, I really have tits now," Molly said once she was alone. They were bigger than she had imagined they would be. It was difficult to know for certain how big the breasts on the wire frame model were. But now that she saw her new enhancements, they were definitely bigger than she had first expected. She might even be bigger than Ashley. 

Molly smiled at that thought. For once, she might not fully be chasing Ashley. 

She was ahead, although in such a superficial statistic. But being bigger than Ashley definitely felt good. Molly liked to not just keep up, but exceed occasionally. And any time she could one-up Ashley made for a good day. 

Pulling her clothes back on, Molly quickly realized she would need to go shopping for new clothes. The stretchy and loose sundress she had worn that morning was tight across her chest, her enhanced cleavage on full display. How many tops and dresses did she have that would fit her new bust? And that oversized bra from the lingerie set seemed unlikely to fit at all, although Molly desperately wanted to try it on, just to see how small it was on her now. 

Once Barbara arrived, the pair walked back to the lobby. Rodney was already waiting for her, ready to take her home. But the moment he saw her, the moment his eyes fell to his wife's cleavage, they nearly bugged out of his head. He had been expecting to see a bustier version of his wife, but he was not prepared for just how busty she had become. 

"Hi, Rodney," Molly said with a playful lilt in her voice. She pulled her hands behind her back and pushed out her chest. "Do you like what you see?” 

Molly was not sure what reaction she wanted to get out of her husband, but she did not expect him to wordlessly grab her hand and almost yank her out of the building. She feared she had upset him somehow until she spotted the bulge in his pants. 

"You naughty man," Molly said once they were outside. "You just want me all to yourself." 

"I've been given an extended lunch break and I want to make the most of it. Now get in the car so we can have more time at home." 

The car ride home was filled with Molly explaining what had happened and what she had needed to exchange for her bigger breasts. But while she expressed how willing she had been to give up a part of her intelligence, she did not expect it to become so obvious so soon. The problem was her seat belt. The three-point harness system most seat belts used were simply not designed for women with bigger breasts. At her new size, the belt kept cutting across her chest in awkward and even painful ways. And it took Molly several attempts before she just gave up and held the belt in her hands, unable to satisfactorily come up with a solution

to make it sit better across her chest. It did not even occur to her to put the shoulder strap behind her back. 

However, as soon as the couple were back home, They made quick work of reaching the bedroom. Molly pulled off her sundress, revealing her enhanced tits for the first time. Then she hooked her fingers under the waistband of her panties and started pushing them down. 

"I want to feel your cock between my tits, but I'm too horny right now. I need you inside me." 

Rodney practically growled his approval as he hurried to disrobe as well. He was glad he had been given an extended lunch break so he could fuck his wife, but he still wanted to make the most of that limited time. 

"I'm so fucking wet," Molly moaned as laid back on the bed, looking up at Rodney. "You don't have to be gentle. Fuck me hard. I need it." 

"Damn right, you do," Rodney replied before climbing up onto the bed and kissing his wife. He reached a hand up to her right breast and squeezed. 

Molly moaned as a wave of pleasure hit her, never breaking the kiss. The way Rodney touched her made her feel so alive. She was getting exactly what she needed. 

And then when he entered her, his hard cock splitting her open, Molly cried out as a wave of ecstasy hit her. It was not an orgasm, but it was still plenty strong. 

She had never felt so turned on before. Between the increased sexual sensitivity of her breasts and the lowered mental faculties, she could not deny her body what it so clearly needed. 

"So big," Molly moaned. "Oh fuck, you're so big." 

Rodney kept his eyes locked on his wife, watching the way her face contorted in pleasure as he thrust in and out of her. Her moans were so sweet. He loved her like this. And he loved looking down at her bigger breasts. 

But as Rodney fucked his wife, his hands constantly on her breasts, groping and squeezing her enhanced mounds, he soon came to realize that Molly might be happier with bigger breasts than he was. He loved looking at them, touching

them, but the look on her face was something he had never seen from her before. 

She looked more than content. She looked ecstatic. She loved it. And she had never been so vocal during sex either, moaning and even screaming as he increased his rhythm, pounding her as she spread her legs for him. 

"I want to feel your cum inside me," Molly cried out. "I fucking need it." 

Rodney kept going, aching to empty his balls into his wife. She was so eager. He had never seen this from her before, but he loved it. He loved her unconditionally, but there was something about her since the procedure that made her seem even sexier. And it was not just her bigger tits. Those were amazing, but it was the way she looked, the expression on her face. She was turned on and it seemed as if her normal filter was gone. Or at least it was reduced. Molly could no longer censor her thoughts and feelings in the same way. Somehow, that made it all better. 

"You're going to cum in me, aren't you?" Molly asked, her voice filled with excitement. "I need it so bad. I want it. I fucking need it." 

"I'm going to give you what you need," Rodney grunted. He was working hard, pumping his cock in and out of her, loving the way her pussy squeezed his shaft when he was inside of her. 

It did not take long for him to cum. He had never needed much stamina to keep Molly satisfied. And that proved to be even more true during their lunchtime rendezvous. His cock twitched inside of her and they both knew what that meant. Rodney had passed his point of no return. 

His cock surged with cum as Molly came, her body spasming around his cock. 

The moans and screams coming from her mouth were unintelligible. They were meaningless gibberish, but that did not matter under the onslaught of pleasure. 

Molly experienced a cascade of orgasmic ecstasy race through her body, sending wave after wave of pleasure through her. 

"Holy fuck," Molly gasped when it was done. Her enhanced chest heaved with exertion. She had never felt so gassed after sex. She had never experienced such extreme pleasure either. Her entire body felt like it was on fire, but in the best of possible ways. 

"Fuck, I think that was the best sex I've ever had," Rodney said. "And you're

right. I want to fuck those tits of yours. I want to paint your chest with my cum. 

But I don't have time to do that now. Tonight though. Tonight I am going to fuck your tits. I want you to be ready for me." 

"Oh, I will be ready," Molly said with excitement. "I'm going to go shopping to make sure I have something nice to wear for you tonight." 

"I can't wait." 

But just like that, their encounter was over. Rodney dressed and returned to work. And Molly took her time, still feeling horny after the best orgasm of her life. Just thinking about it was enough to stoke the flames of arousal inside of her, making her pussy wet with anticipation. Molly would be ready for him. It was so much easier to think about sex when she had such beautifully big tits and a lessened intelligence. 
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