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Molly spent her afternoon buying new tops to fit her new tits. The whole concept of having big tits was new to her. Everything she did now seemed to revolve around the prominence of her chest. Men and women looked there instead of at her face or eyes. They disrupted her center of gravity, throwing off her balance. 

And they stuck out farther than she had fully realized, making it easy to bump into things when she was not expecting it. 

But it did not take Molly long, even with her decreased intellect, to figure out what looked best on her. If a top fit her in the chest, but did not account for her oversized tits, it would hang off her, making her look bloated. That could not be allowed. 

Instead, Molly chose low-cut tops that were probably too tight, but still looked good, showing off her now deep cleavage and keeping the fabric relatively tight around her midriff. Although the bigger tits also forced some of those tops to ride up, revealing skin Molly was previously uncomfortable to show off. 

Maybe it was the increased sensitivity that caused her nipples to harden and tent the fabric. Maybe it was the remains of her earlier orgasm she shared with her husband. Or maybe it was the excitement of using her new tits to fuck Rodney when he returned home from work. Whatever the reason, Molly was no longer encumbered by such puritan feelings about her appearance. It was not like people would notice any skin showing around her midriff when her tits were on such display. 

However, it was not just tops that Molly bought. There were also dresses. The summer season was upon her and that meant needing to mix in sundresses and other appropriate garden party apparel. And it was those parties that were most important, because it was where all the women in the neighborhood got together and the pecking order was decided. Ashley Jones might always be on top, but no one wanted to get left behind. 

Ashley's garden parties were the social events of the season. They were the place to see and be seen. Even though the whole neighborhood was invited, there was still a caste system, leaving all the other women in the neighborhood squabbling amongst each other for recognition. 

And with the next party fast approaching, Molly was now confident she would

stand out. After Ashley showed the whole neighborhood the latest trend, wearing a tiny bikini to highlight her fake tits, tanning in the front yard, Molly was nearly certain she would be the only other woman with enhanced tits at the party. 

Anyone else who had gone through an operation would still be recovering, unable to show off their new assets properly. That was why Molly felt so confident about the upcoming party. 

But first, Molly had something else to do. After spending more than she should have at the mall, having mostly stopped paying attention to price tags when the mental math of adding up her purchases did not automatically work for her, she went home, eager to stow her new clothing items in her closet and then getting ready for Rodney's return home. 

Of course, once she arrived home, Molly realized she had forgotten something. 

In all her excitement to buy new clothes, she never once looked at bras. Not that her new tits needed support. They sat high on her chest, looking delicious. 

"Oopsie," Molly said as she held up her tits in the mirror, letting loose a little giggle. She felt so naughty, especially after she had been trying on all those tight clothes without a bra. She doubted some of her purchases would even work with a bra. 

Putting away her new purchases proved to be somewhat difficult. Molly had bought enough so that some older items needed to come out of the closet to make room. The whole process took nearly an hour, because she kept trying on the tops and dresses that she guessed would not fit anymore. Squeezing into some of those items was fun, although she definitely popped a few buttons in the process. 

Finally, when all of that was done and after Molly had popped a casserole into the oven for dinner, Rodney arrived home. She had been listening for his car, for the sound of the garage door opening ever since she arrived home, just in case Rodney got off of work early. 

Her husband had no such luck, but he still made it home earlier than normal. He was just as eager to fuck Molly's new tits as she was. He wanted this. She wanted this. And Molly had planned for it, wearing a halter dress with a tie at the back of her neck, making it so easy to free her new tits and give her husband unrestricted access to them. 

"Take a seat and relax," Molly said as soon as Rodney walked in the door. 

But her husband did not move. He stood by the door, stunned by her appearance. 

His eyes trailed up and down her body. The dress did so much to show off her new tits, one of her purchases from her afternoon shopping spree. 

However, Rodney was not just looking at her succulent tits. The way the dress hugged her body, the way it showed off her legs, made him struggle to just look at Molly's tits. There was so much to see, especially with her perched in high heels. 

"This is unexpected," Rodney said. "Very unexpected. I know you said you wanted me to fuck your new boobs, but I figured you would change your mind." 

A sly smile formed on Molly's lips. "You just take a seat. You worked hard all afternoon knowing what you were missing out on. Now it's time to share. Take off your tie and relax while I fix you a drink." 

Molly moved like a model, swishing her long blonde hair and moving her big boobs as she swayed over to the makeshift bar in the corner. Rodney sat down on the couch, doing as she instructed him. There was still a hint of surprise in his eyes, but he also seemed eager to enjoy his wife's new assets. 

That did not stop Rodney from removing his tie and loosening his collar as Molly opened a bottle of scotch. She stood to the side and leaned over, letting her big tits hang beneath her. Not that they did much hanging. Even though Molly was still adjusting to the bigger and heavier nature of her breasts, they remained firmly attached to her, fully bolted on without even a hint of sag or reaction to gravity. 

"Here you go," Molly cooed as she minced back over to Rodney, making sure not to spill a drop of his freshly poured drink. "Scotch on the rocks, just how you like it." 

"You are amazing," Rodney said as he accepted the glass. I took a sip and then released a satisfied sigh. "So good." 

Molly giggled, realizing how she did not know whether he was referencing the scotch or her enhanced figure. But the way his eyes now focused on her tits caused a pleasurable tingle to travel up her spine. She was already wet, already

eager for sex. But there was something she needed to do first. 

"It's time to introduce your cock to my tits," Molly said as she dropped gracefully to her knees. 

Rodney immediately moved to set his glass down, wanting to free his cock. 

"Nuh uh uh," Molly scolded. "Just sit back and relax. I've got you." 

She reached out and opened Rodney's pants. She reached in and pulled his already hardening cock out. Molly licked her lips as she then pulled back, reaching around behind her neck, and untying the straps of her dress. The fabric flopped forward, revealing her tits fully. They were big. They were round. They were magnificent. 

Molly's fingers reached up and caressed her breasts, lightly fondling them. It felt so good to touch herself. She could not help but wonder how it would feel for Rodney to do the same. But she had work to do first. 

"Wow," Rodney said, repeating his comment from when he first walked into the house. 

"Look at how hard my nipples are. It's all because of you and the big tits you helped me get. I wouldn't have these if it wasn't for you. That almost kinda makes them yours." 

"Fuck, that's hot," Rodney groaned before he took another sip of his drink. His cock grew even harder as he sat there, thinking about him owning his wife's tits. 

He had never considered that before, but it awakened a dominant streak in him that he never knew he had. 

"So hot," Molly agreed as she leaned over and opened the drawer on the end table, removing a tube of lube. She slowly unscrewed the cap and then squirted a healthy amount into her cleavage. "I'm gonna make you feel so good." 

As Molly rubbed the lube into her cleavage, she leaned forward and stuck out her tongue. With one long lick, she ran her tongue along the underside of Rodney's cock, giving him one last helping hand to make sure he was hard before his cock became intimately introduced to her tits. 

"You are the best wife ever," Rodney said before Molly positioned herself. She leaned forward, pushing his legs farther apart, wrapping her big tits around his cock. 

The lube made it so smooth and easy as Rodney's cock slid between her breasts. 

His cock fit perfectly as she pushed her tits together, tugging ever so gently on her nipples. Molly bit her lower lip as she started to slide up and down. 

The combination of the lube and her tight grip was amazing. She felt the warm flesh of his cock sliding between her tits. Her nipples tingled as she pinched them with her fingers. She wanted to make sure her breasts did everything possible to pleasure him. She wanted Rodney to get the most out of this experience. 

Molly's pace picked up. Her tits bounced up and down as her cleavage sucked in around his cock. She looked down and reached out with her tongue when the head of his cock appeared from her cleavage, reaching out to get a taste of the head. 

"I'm my," Rodney groaned as his eyes rolled up into the back of his head. Molly could not believe how much he was enjoying this. But then again, her own nipples were tingling and begging for attention. Her clit was screaming for a release. She had never imagined fucking her husband with her tits could bring them both so much pleasure. 

"Come for me, honey," Molly said. "It feels so good." 

Rodney reached out with his hands and squeezed Molly's big tits, helping her fuck him even faster. He was so close. She could feel his cock swelling. It was not long before the first warm jets of cum shot out. 

Molly cried out in delight as her husband came, the thick cum splashing against her tits, coating them with a creamy film that she looked forward to lick clean. 

She felt Rodney's cock grow soft between her tits as she slowed down her pace. 

The final spurt of cum was no less powerful than the first. 

Molly released her grip on Rodney's cock and then lifted up her tits, letting his cock fall back. 

"I think I made a mess," Rodney said as he looked at his wife's cum covered tits. 

"Mmm," Molly moaned. "Yeah you did." 

She reached up and wiped her tits with her fingers. Those cum-covered fingers went right to her lips. Molly eagerly sucked the cum down, finding the taste to be far better than she expected. Was it something Rodney ate or was it the flavor of the lube mixed with the cum that made it all more palatable. 

Rodney sat back and sipped his scotch. All the tension from the day had left his body. He did not expect such actions from his wife everyday, but he could certainly use an evening like this on particularly stressful days. And today had been stressful, needing to pay attention to his work while knowing his wife and her new big tits were out there, looking amazing. 

However, before more could be done, a timer sounded from the kitchen. 

"That's dinner," Molly said, jumping to her feet and mincing toward the kitchen. 

She left the front of her dress hanging down, her tits jiggling as she made her way into the kitchen. As soon as she checked on the casserole in the oven, she would have the time to clean herself up and retire the straps of her dress. In the meantime, she could enjoy the feeling of her tits in the open air, completely unrestrained. 

Molly might have been suspicious of having big tits before, but now that she had them, complete with all the sensations that came with them, she was quickly becoming a convert. It certainly helped that her ability to think and reason had been hampered in the process. It left her a woman with average intelligence, but a well above average bust that men would drool over with women either judging her or fighting off their own jealousy. 

And the best part of all, Molly knew she had a leg up on all the other women in the neighborhood when it came to the upcoming neighborhood garden party. Or maybe she had tits up over the competition. Molly giggled to herself as she worked in the kitchen, enjoying her pun. It was a great day, but she had a feeling there would be more to follow. 
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"What's it like in your head now?" 

Molly stood in front of her closet, trying to decide what to wear to the neighborhood garden party Ashley Jones and her husband, Sam, were hosting. 

She had narrowed it down to three options, all of them revealing sundresses. It was that kind of party and she needed to show off her new breasts to best effect. 

"Hmm?" Molly mumbled, her thoughts getting pulled away from her outfit choices by Rodney's question. She wore a revealing robe that both showed off her cleavage and barely fell to the tops of her thighs. She wore nothing underneath. 

"I was wondering what it's like in your head now that you aren't as smart." Her husband had not meant to be so blunt, but the words came tumbling out in a way he had not intended. But it was a question that had been lingering in his mind since their Monday lunchtime interlude. 

But if Molly was bothered by the bluntness of her husband's question, she did not show it. Instead she smiled and placed a finger at her temple, thinking about how to answer. 

"It's, um..." The words were not coming quickly, but Molly was growing used to that. "It's not that different, I guess. Thinking is just slower than what it used to be. My memories are all still there. All the knowledge from college is still there. 

But it's just harder to connect ideas, do math, or ignore how sensitive my tits are now. I'm so fucking wet all the time." 

Rodney chuckled. "That last part I noticed. Do you need to cum before we go to the party?" 

The sex since Monday's procedure had been frequent and amazing. Rodney could scarcely believe his luck. He and Molly had probably average sex lives before this. Now it was a near constant. Molly woke her husband up with a blowjob. But she never let him finish in her mouth. It often ended with her riding his cock while he reached up and played with her tits. 

Sometimes, like Monday, Rodney was able to make it home for a lunchtime quickie. That was often when Molly used her new tits to fuck him. Then she met

him again when he returned home, often with a drink in her hand for him. She would then use her mouth, giving him a blowjob before serving him dinner. And finally, before going to bed, Rodney would fuck his wife hard, making her cum multiple times, leaving her screaming his name as she was lost to orgasmic bliss, falling asleep with a satisfied smile on her lips. 

The weekend only made it easier. Molly let Rodney sleep in, but she still woke him with a blowjob. This time he did cum in her mouth, with Molly swallowing every drop. Then after a lengthy stretch of cuddling in bed, Rodney flipped his wife over and fucked her from behind. It was the perfect start to the day that only involved more sex, with Rodney mowing the lawn and Molly rewarding him afterward by using her breasts to cum all over her tits. And with the way she pulled on her nipples through it all, she ended up cumming as well. 

"I'm good," Molly answered. "We don't have time anyway." 

And it was true. They were already planning to be fashionably late. Taking time for another bout of sex would delay them to past fashionable and into the territory of plain rudeness. 

"Okay, one last question," Rodney said. "Do you have any regrets?" That was his big fear. Wanting to keep up with Ashley Jones, the queen bee of the neighborhood, was a stupid reason for getting a breast augmentation. And while Molly had been able to avoid surgery, there was still a significant price involved. 

Giving up a fifth of her intelligence was significant. And he hated to think his wife was not happy. 

"You know what?" Molly said after a moment, seemingly surprised with the answer that came to her. "I don't have any. I love how my new boobies feel and I don't even mind my thoughts being slower. In some ways, it feels good to be a little dumber. It's like I don't have to worry about as much stuff." 

"If that ever changes, I can talk to the folks at work and we can see about reversing all of this." 

"You're so sweet," Molly said. She pushed herself up onto her toes and gave her husband a kiss on the cheek. She had yet to put on makeup, so there was no risk of leaving a mark of her lipstick. 

With all of that decided, Molly turned back to the closet, trying to decide what to

wear. There were three dresses that caught her attention. They were the same three she had been choosing from before, but Rodney's distraction left her starting over. 

There was a blue dress that Molly liked, but she quickly realized she did not have the right shoes for it. Not for a garden party, at any rate. The next was an orange halter dress. It was tight and fun, with a flared hem that would dance around the tops of her thighs. But it was the pink dress with the white polka dots that was the winner. It was sexy and would flow around her body in just the right way. And it had a low neckline that would show off her assets splendidly. 

Molly could not wait to show off for Ashley. Having barely left the house during the week, finding plenty to do around the house, no one except for Rodney, a few people at Rodney's workplace, and a handful of people at the mall had seen her with her big tits. And after all that time, Molly wanted to be seen. 

But once Molly had donned the sexy summer dress and pink heels, she realized there was another part of the outfit to add. As Molly did her hair and makeup, she added a hairband with a cute bow built into it. It, too, was pink with white polka dots, matching her dress. 

"Perfect," Molly said, making a kissing face in the mirror, her lips perfectly painted a light shade of red, making it almost pink to match her dress and hairband, but dark enough to draw attention and prove that she was more than just a set of tits. 

Rodney was also ready, wearing a collared shirt, slacks and a suit jacket, without a tie. He looked debonair, which was impressive considering his computer programming nerdiness. But Molly practically swooned when she saw him. Her nipples pushed against the confining fabric of her dress and her pussy was wet, aching for penetration. But she knew there was no time for that now, especially after putting in all that effort to get dressed. 

The garden party was catered with food, the cost coming out of a social fund that was a bit like an homeowners' association, but without the nasty rules and infighting. The fees were just to pay for hosting social events for the neighborhood. However, alcohol was not included with the catering, so while Molly held onto Rodney's left arm as they walked across the street to the party, his other hand held a bottle of wine to share. 

When they reached the Jones house, they followed the path into the back garden. 

Ashley Jones kept a marvelous garden, perfect for entertaining. All of the houses in the neighborhood had large yards that were perfect for entertaining. But as the queen bee in the neighborhood, Ashley always insisted on hosting herself. 

In the past, Molly would have felt like she was barely keeping up with the neighborhood standards, set by Ashley. But now she felt different. She could hold her head high and walk with her shoulders back, knowing that her new bust would do much more talking than she would need to do with her lips. 

And the moment the Keans walked into the back garden for the party, it felt as if everything stopped. There was still music playing, but Molly felt as if every eye in the garden had turned toward her. She felt confident. She felt powerful. And in this context, she had never felt so good before. Where once she hated these parties, feeling judged, now she welcomed the attention, feeling pretty, sexy, and completely caught up with the latest fashions in the neighborhood. 

"Rodney, Molly, welcome," said Sam Jones, greeting them both as they walked in. "Let me take the bottle of wine and add it to the collection. Come in, enjoy yourselves. And Molly, I'm sure Ashley will want to see you. I think you both have something in common now." 

"Thanks, Sam," Rodney said. "I'll chat with you later. I think the two of us need to mingle first." 

And that was what they did. They moved through the party, visiting with their neighbors. Molly got lots of questions about her breasts. There were a lot of comparisons made between her and Ashley. Several women confessed how they were already booked for surgery in the coming weeks, unable to wait before they had caught up with the latest trend. 

Molly did not mention what her tits had cost. No one asked. And she did not share how long she had them for. It was just easier that way. 

As much as Molly enjoyed talking to the other women about her new assets, she especially loved the way the other men at the party reacted to her. Some of them never managed to look away from her cleavage. Their eyes were glued to her tits. That too gave Molly an unexpected thrill. To have something so simple as her breasts attract so much attention gave her power she had never experienced before as a previously flat-chested woman. 

But as Molly and Rodney made the circuit at the party together without connecting with the one woman Molly most wanted to speak with. It was unclear if Ashley was purposely avoiding Molly or if it was just chance, but Molly only ever saw glimpses of the hostess. 

"You go talk to the boys," Molly eventually told her husband. "I need to speak with Ashley." 

"I'll see you soon," Rodney said before he gave his wife a quick kiss. Such public displays of affection had rarely been their forte, but ever since Molly's procedure, they had both been more affectionate, both at home and anywhere else. The changes to Molly's body and mind had transformed their marriage in ways they had yet to fully understand or appreciate. 

Molly's heels clicked on the stone pavers as she made her way across the garden toward where she had finally spotted Ashley. She had a feeling the hostess had been the life of the party, showing off her implants to everyone who would look, but before Molly had arrived. Now that Molly provided competition, Ashley had hidden herself away, avoiding confrontation. 

"Hi, Ashley," Molly said happily when she finally caught the hostess alone in a corner of the garden. "A great party, as always." 

However, Ashley did not respond right away. She glared at Molly, her eyes frequently darting down to Molly's exposed cleavage. 

"Thank you," Ashley finally said through gritted teeth. "You look lovely." 

Molly knew Ashley was upset. She had stolen the hostess' thunder, walking in with boobs just as big and just as much on display. Actually, now that Molly stood next to Ashley, she wondered if her tits were just a little bit bigger. Molly's smile grew slightly bigger at the thought. She had not only kept up with Ashley, she had exceeded her. Not that the size of their boobs was a defining feature, but it still felt good. 

"Don't be mad," Molly said, trying to mend the fence between them. "All those other women out there are planning their own augmentations. It's not like you were going to have the lead forever. You're the trendsetter." 

"I know," Ashley said, her shoulders dropping, looking defeated. "I just wanted

to be the only one. I planned this party around debuting my new boobs. And now you've got a pair of your own." 

"If it makes you feel better, I only got these when I saw you sunbathing last weekend." 

"Wait, really?" Ashley asked, suddenly hopeful. "But how? You look all healed. 

I'm still having to massage mine and they'll drop and fluff eventually." 

"Oh, I didn't have surgery," Molly said. "I used the Influencer device." 

"Wait, doesn't that cost a ton?" Ashley was aghast at the revelation. There was no secret about the lack of spare funds the Keans had. 

"There's a new program they're trialing," Molly answered. "They accept alternative payment now." 

Ashley looked wary, suddenly worried for her neighbor. Neither of them would classify the other as a friend, but there was still some kindness toward each other. "What did it cost?" 

"I just had to give them a few IQ points." Molly showed now shame. Now, more than ever, she felt completely at ease with her decision, without a single regret. It was not like she needed that extra intelligence. She had never put it to much use. 

She was basically a housewife and that did not take an above average level of intelligence. 

"That's horrifying," Ashley gasped. 

Molly just shrugged her shoulders. "To be honest, I"m happier this way. And now that I get to compare us up close, it looks like I'm the bigger of us." Molly emphasized her point by shimmying her shoulders, causing her tits to jiggle and shake. 

Ashley let out a huff as she stomped away. She could not handle the competition, especially from someone who so brazenly debased herself for the bigger tits. Not that Molly saw it that way. And even though Molly had meant it all with friendliness, she felt even better when Ashley ran away in anger. It was social power she had never experienced before. 

And not only that, as Molly made her way back to find her husband, she found herself growing wetter than ever. Her legs were shaky with arousal, making it hard to walk. She just wanted to lie down in the grass and let her husband fuck her. The idea of doing it in front of everyone only seemed to make her need grow. 

"Rodney," Molly begged when she finally found him. She pushed her tits into his side, his arm slipping into her cleavage. 

Rodney looked down into his wife's eyes and saw the lust they now contained. 

He knew what she needed. 

"Can't it wait?" he whispered. "It would be awkward to leave the party now." 

"No, here." 

It was a bold idea. Rodney had never considered having sex outside, especially in their neighbor's garden during a party. But Molly had her needs and it would be easier to continue with the party if they did not need to leave first. As much as some of the men in the neighborhood would want to hear the details of his lusty wife, he was not sure he wanted to share those details, at least for now. 

Rodney looked up, spotting a quiet corner of the garden, behind a shed, where they could possibly do the deed. 

"Come on, this way." 

Rodney led his wife away from the party, sneaking off, hoping no one would notice their disappearance. Molly was left giggling at the thought, but loving every moment of it. 

It was only when they were behind the shed and out of view that Rodney completely took charge. He pushed his wife up against a tree and planted his lips on hers. The kiss was hurried and passionate. Molly gave herself fully to him, kissing back with an equal amount of passion, but aching for so much more. 

"I'm so fucking horny," Molly moaned as she pulled away. Her nipples were rock hard, poking at the fabric of her dress. How no one had commented on her hard nipples before was a mystery to her, but not one she worried about. When she was this horny, all she could worry about was getting fucked by her husband. 

"Fuck," Rodney whispered as he reached down, opening his pants and freeing his cock. He then pushed Molly's dress up her legs and over her hips. But when he tried to hook his fingers into the waistband of her panties, he discovered she was not wearing any. "You naughty girl. What happened to your panties?" 

Molly bit her lip as she looked up into her husband's eyes. "I forgot them. I'm such a bimbo now." 

Rodney smirked. "Yes, but you're my bimbo. And my bimbo needs to get fucked." 

Molly was not sure what would happen, but she loved seeing this dominant side of her husband. Before her trip to his workplace, they had a mostly equal relationship. But since she had her tits expanded and her IQ dropped, she had become more submissive to him and he had risen to the occasion, taking charge, which by itself was another turn on. 

Rodney lifted Molly's leg, positioning her pussy at just the right height for him to thrust into her. Her eyes went wide as she felt his cock split her open. They had never tried this position before. And while it was a little awkward, just the fact he could push his thick cock into her like this was enough to keep her happy. 

"Fuck yes," Molly whispered, trying to keep her voice down as the first wave of pleasure flowed through her body. 

Rodney leaned down as he set up a steady rhythm of thrusts, kissing his wife to keep her quiet. He did not want to get found back here by Sam or Ashley, rutting his wife out in public. But he did not want to leave the party either. This was the best compromise. 

But with the constant flow of pleasure coming from her husband's cock, it was hard to keep quiet. And Molly was a screamer. 

"Faster," Molly demanded. 

Her voice was almost loud enough to carry, but Rodney's lips on hers muffled the sound, keeping it from carrying beyond their little hiding spot. And knowing he wanted his wife to cum, he sped up his thrusts, both eager to cum himself, but knowing this was all happening because of Molly's new sexual needs. 

"You're like a bitch in heat," Rodney groaned as he continued to piston in and out of his wife, pushing her up against the tree, holding her weight so her trailing leg lifted off the ground. 

"That's right. I'm your slut wife. Keep fucking me. Make me cum like a fucking slut." 

"You're going to get us caught," Rodney whispered. But he did not stop. He pushed his cock in and out of his wife's pussy, her juices coating his shaft. 

"Cum with me, baby," Molly moaned. 

And that was all it took. Rodney grunted as his cock surged with cum, his orgasm hitting him. And he covered his wife's mouth to keep her from screaming out as her own orgasm raced through her. 

It was exactly what she needed as she came around her husband's cock. Molly was ecstatic, loving the cascade of pleasure that washed through her in waves. 

And it almost felt stronger than usual, the threat of getting caught heightening the experience. 

"Damn, that was hot," Rodney said when they were done. 

Molly bit her lip and nodded her head in agreement. He set her down and she worked to fix her dress. "Is my makeup okay?" she asked, far more concerned with her appearance than she ever had been before at one of these parties. 

"You look a little flustered, but I just think that makes you look sexier." 

"And it's all because of you," Molly said, waiting for Rodney to finish putting away his cock. 

"Now let's go back to the party. And just so you know, I think you're the sexiest woman here. I bet most of the men think that, too. Ashley Jones might be the queen bee, but you might just have her beat soon enough." 

As the pair sneaked back into the rest of the garden, trying not to draw attention to themselves anymore than what Molly's appearance caused, she thought about what Rodney said. She had been playing catch up all this time. But what if she took the initiative? What would happen if Molly became the trendsetter and

social leader of the neighborhood? 

As the mingling resumed, Molly could not stop thinking about her future. She was not sure about it, but the idea of knocking Ashley off her perch, permanently, was appealing. Especially after the way she had stormed off when Molly pointed out how her tits were bigger than Ashley's. But the question Molly was really left with was could she give up even more of her intelligence to ratchet things up to eleven? Could she go full bimbo? Only time would tell. 
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