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		"H i, Ashley," Molly said as she greeted her neighbor.

		Molly was at the grocery store, her mind focused on the list she made and finding all of the supplies she needed to cook for the next week. The list was important. Molly used to be able to keep all that information in her head, but ever since she gave up some of her intelligence for her big tits, she struggled to juggle information in her head.

		And it was not that Molly was dumb. Her IQ put her at average. The problem was that it was a big drop from where she had been before. In comparison to her old self, she struggled with thinking, with retaining information. She even found herself relying on recipes more now than she had before, just because it was harder to keep track of everything.

		So it had been a surprise to suddenly look up and see Ashley Jones, also shopping. The queen bee of the neighborhood had been a bit different since the garden party. That was supposed to be her big coming out party for her and her augmented breasts. Ashley now regretted making the statement to the neighborhood when she decided to wear a bikini in her front yard.

		"Oh, hi, Molly," Ashley replied. "I didn't see you there."

		Molly giggled slightly. "I know what you mean. I was busy reading my list and then I looked up and here you are." But then Molly noticed Ashely's lips. Even with her decreased intelligence, she knew Ashley had more work done. The woman's lips were significantly enhanced with filler. "Wow, I love the lips. When did you get them done?"

		"You do?" Ashley said in surprise. She had been unsure about getting the lip filler, but after Molly upstaged her at the garden party, she felt the need to once again set herself apart from the other women in the neighborhood, especially with half the women having already undergone breast augmentations. The plastic surgeons in town were keeping busy.

		"They look fab. I'm jealous. How was the swelling?"

		"They were a bit bruised and swollen at first, but by yesterday, all that went away."

		"That's great," Molly said, genuinely happy for her neighbor. "And I'll see you around. I've got shopping to finish."

		The neighbors waved goodbye and went about their shopping. However, Molly was noticeably agitated once she was out of sight from Ashley. She crumpled her shopping list in her fist and made a quick circuit of the store to get what she could remember.

		Leaving the store, Molly completely missed the pharmacy. She had a prescription she was supposed to pick up. Ever since Molly and Rodney met, she had insisted that she would never have kids. Rodney had expressed interest in them, but not strongly enough to create a fuss. He loved Molly, now more than ever. She had been on birth control for all that time. Now she had only a few days of supply left.

		Rodney was not home when Molly returned to their house. That was no surprise. He was at work. But her now normal routine was broken. Molly would have set about putting all the groceries away and then begin dinner prep. Then she would greet Rodney when he arrived home with a drink and the use of her body in any way he chose.

		However, Molly's thoughts were elsewhere. She knew the Influencer device could give her more. Bigger lips, sexier hips, a bubble butt, properly blonde hair. The works. The only question was how much she was willing to pay. Molly liked the simpler world she lived in now, but how much further could she take it? How much dumber could she get and still be a proper wife for her husband?

		Molly had never been concerned about being a proper wife before moving to the neighborhood. At first it was just a matter of keeping up with Ashley Jones. Now, however, it also involved cooking meals, taking care of the home, and sexually pleasing Rodney. Molly had never realized how good sex could be, but between her decreased intelligence and the increased sensitivity of her breasts, she was always wet and ready for sex, needing it multiple times per day. That had been unheard of in her life previously.

		Therefore, when Rodney returned home and was not immediately greeted by his sexy wife, he knew something was wrong.

		"Molly? Are you home?"

		Rodney knew her car was in the garage. He had seen it when he pulled in beside it. But she could have still been out. She could have been visiting a neighbor or been working in the back garden. However, he was concerned. Since her change, she had yet to deviate from their new routine.

		"In the bedroom," Molly called out, her voice strained.

		Rodney dropped his briefcase by the door and rushed toward the bedroom. He found his wife sitting on the bed, her knees pulled up to her chest, and tears streaming down her face.

		"What's wrong?" Rodney asked as he sat down beside his wife and pulled her into a hug. She did not appear physically hurt, but there was still something that had her in tears.

		Molly fought back a sob before she could speak. "Ashley got her lips done."

		Rodney let out a sigh, now understanding where this was going. "And you don't have to match her. You scared her at the garden party. She wanted to have her big moment and you stole that from her. But I don't want you thinking you have to keep playing catch-up, keeping up with whatever trend Ashley wants to set. It won't take long before Ashley hits her limit. And you'll still be my incredibly sexy wife and nicer than that bitch."

		"No, that's not it though," Molly countered. "I want to do it. I want to go further. I want to be prettier and sexier for you. But I don't know how far I can go, how much more I can give up and still be a good wife for you."

		Rodney considered his wife's words for a moment. He had not expected something like that. And he definitely had enjoyed Molly's big tits and higher sex drive. And he found her lowered intelligence fun. They were no longer equals in that regard. But that decreased intelligence also helped bring out his own dominance. It was not a matter of equal partners. They were unequal, but complementary.

		However, what Molly was proposing would take all of that to an extreme. And he was left wondering how much dumber she could get. But also, his fantasies immediately jumped to the forefront of his mind, with his wife being the sexiest woman he could imagine. And if they could keep the good things that had happened between them, then he was on board. He would shoulder the additional mental weight as long as Molly could still handle cleaning and cooking.

		"If you want to go back to see Dr. Sattler, I'll support you," Rodney said. "Whatever you choose to do, you have my backing. Okay?"

		Molly wiped a tear from her cheek as she looked up into Rodney's face. She saw the sincerity in his eyes. He really would support her, no matter what.

		"Then set up the appointment," Molly said, growing in confidence. "I started this all just to keep up with Ashley. But now I'm doing this for myself. I want to be the sexiest wife I can be."

		"I love you, Molly."

		"I love you, Rodney." Her lips turned up into a smile. "Now how about a blowjob?"

		Before Rodney could answer, her hands were at his belt, working to free his cock. She could not wait to get her lips around his shaft. And she knew her lips would be even better equipped for the job soon enough.
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		Barbara met Molly in the parking lot. Rodney had already arrived for work earlier in the day. Molly was responsible for getting to and from her appointment with Dr. Sattler. But that meant Rodney would not get to see his wife again until he finished work. It would be a difficult day for the both of them.

		"Hello, Mrs. Kean," Barbara said with a smile. "It's a pleasure to have you back. I'll escort you in to see Dr. Sattler."

		"Thank you," Molly said, forcing a smile. She knew she would go through with the procedure, but she had plenty of second thoughts. So far, she had enjoyed the decreased intelligence, but she went from above average to average. Today would take her to below average and Molly had so many questions about how that would impact her. Not that Barbara or Dr. Sattler would be able to answer that question for her. In a building filled with the community's best and brightest, Molly figured she was already near the bottom in terms of intelligence. And after the procedure, she definitely would be at the bottom.

		Before Molly knew it, she was in the same exam room as before with Dr. Sattler. "I'm happy to see you again," he said with a jovial smile.

		"Thanks, Doctor." Molly still felt like she was forcing her smile. "How would you like to begin?"

		"Eager, I see. I like that."

		It was not that Molly was eager. It was more how now that she was here, she did not want to give herself the option of backing out. Even though this was all her choice, Rodney was expecting her to be a sex bomb when he got home later and she wanted to make sure she delivered.

		"I know it hasn't been that long since your last scan, but I still need to do it before we begin."

		"Okay, sure," Molly responded as she flipped the straps of her sundress off her shoulders. She had no qualms with getting naked for her scan, especially after her previous experience. And when she revealed her breasts to the doctor, she realized that she had not only not worn a bra to her appointment, but the closest thing she had worn to a bra was a bikini over the weekend for a dip in the neighborhood pool. Molly still had not bought bras to fit her new tits.

		After removing the sundress, she was left wearing her heels and a thong. The sexy panties had not been her intent, but her increased libido had left Molly eager to wear such revealing clothing, assuming she wore panties at all. There were plenty of times, like at the last garden party, when Molly simply went without, but she made sure to wear them to her appointment, not wanting to be judged as a slut by the doctor or his staff.

		"Any lingering sensitivity?" the doctor asked.

		"Um, yeah, it never went away," Molly answered. "But I like it. My husband likes it, too."

		"I'm not surprised. Most women who find their sensitivity increased seem to like it. But now let's get started with your scan."

		"Yes, Doctor."

		Once fully nude, Molly laid back on the exam table and closed her eyes. Dr. Sattler turned on the scanner and Molly felt a warmth wash over her body. She had no idea how the scanner could both scan her body, inside and out. It even could approximate her IQ.

		"All done, Mrs. Kean," the doctor said.

		Molly opened her eyes and sat up. The room was warm enough for her to remain comfortable without clothing. But the way she sat had changed from her first visit. Her shoulders were back and she sat up straight, highlighting her chest. Molly did not even notice the difference. It was entirely natural for her now. She posed herself almost all the time, making sure that people saw the best side of her, physically at least.

		"Okay, here's the result of your scan," Dr. Sattler said as he shifted the monitor so Molly could see it. "While the computer finishes building your model, I can confirm the computer has approximated your IQ at 100. That is where we had left it last time, so everything lines up."

		"That's good to know," Molly said. "Do you have an idea of how low someone can go without it affecting them too much?"

		"I'll admit psychology isn't my area of expertise, but anything below seventy is often considered intellectually disabled."

		Molly did not say anything, but she now knew what her limit would be. And at her current level, she could still get a lot done. If her breasts cost her twenty-five points, she still had a lot to work with. That helped Molly to relax, even though she knew she was resigning herself to a life of well below average intelligence. She just had to hope the sexy body would make up for it.

		"And here's the model of your body," the doctor said. "We've already upgraded the software so now you don't have to try to interpret the scan from wire frames."

		Molly was impressed with the increased accuracy of the results. The figure that appeared on the screen looked exactly like her. It was an uncanny similarity, almost like looking in a mirror.

		"So, what would you like to change?" Dr. Sattler asked.

		"Um, let's start with the lips," Molly answered. "My neighbor, who got me into all of this, just got hers done. I need to keep up."

		"Bigger, obviously, but any other characteristics that you would like to see in them? We actually have quite a bit of control here, just like we did with your breasts before."

		"Oh," Molly said, having forgotten what she had wanted other than bigger for her lips. "Um, I guess I want more volume, but also, like, more projection, I think."

		She did not sound particularly confident, but that was why they worked with the model first. Simulating the changes on the computer allowed for mistakes to be made, making sure when her body was changed, the errors had been removed.

		"Okay, I think I know what you're going for. Let me try this."

		Dr. Sattler typed away at the computer, entering various numbers that would determine the size and shape of the model of Molly's lips. When he was done, he hit enter and the model immediately grew a pair of lips that would make Rodney drool to have wrapped around his cock. And they would certainly put Ashley's enhanced lips to shame.

		"I love it," Molly said, a real smile forming on her currently thin lips. At least they were thin compared to what she would leave the exam room with.

		"Great," Dr. Sattler said. "What else would you like?"

		"Um, how about a bigger butt? I don't want anything huge, but a little rounder, making it look like I work out more and do a bunch of squats or something."

		"The influencer bubble butt," Dr. Sattler said. "You aren't the first woman to ask for that."

		He typed in more commands into the computer and soon enough, Molly's computer model sported a tight, but voluminous bubble butt, giving her an appearance of athleticism that was not entirely true.

		"Ooh, yeah," Molly said. "That's perfect. Um, can you make me blonde so I don't have to dye my hair all the time?"

		"I sure can." Dr. Sattler's smile grew wider. He was actually having fun working with Molly. That's an easy change. I assume you want to keep the color you have currently?"

		"Or maybe just a shade lighter."

		Again, Dr. Sattler told the computer what she wanted and a moment later, the computer model of Molly had perfectly blonde hair, without the risk of darker roots showing.

		"I'm gonna be a real blonde," she said, her thoughts drifting away. It was not just about having naturally blonde hair. It was about being a stereotypical dumb blonde. Molly's life was about to revolve around her appearance and pleasing her husband. When this was done, she would not have the brain power for much more than that.

		"Yes, you will," Dr. Sattler agreed. "Is there anything else you want to see done?"

		"Um," Molly said, her mind brought back to the present and her task. "Those were the big things. What kind of stuff is still left?"

		"Well, running the numbers, Those three changes will require twenty-one points off your IQ. I figure we should keep track of that."

		Molly nodded her head. It took her a moment to do the mental math, but it was still possible. Taking twenty-one points away would leave her with seventy-nine. That was a big drop, but it would be worth it.

		However, Molly found herself fixated on the seventy number that Dr. Sattler had spoken of before. That was her limit. And even though she would have normally been happy with what had been suggested so far, she felt the need to get as much bang for her buck, so to speak.

		"What if you just tightened and toned everything a little?" Molly asked.

		"Yeah, I can see about that," Dr. Sattler said. He again input various numbers into the computer program that controlled the model on the screen. Little by little, the model shifted, becoming more toned, the waist growing slightly more narrow, which in turn made the model's breasts and butt look more pronounced. Even her face looked better.

		"How much did that cost me?" Molly asked when the doctor was finished making his alterations.

		"That was another eight points, taking you down to seventy-one. That's pretty extreme. By percentage, you're going to lose more than you did the first time."

		"Is there anything I can have done for a single IQ point?" She was fixated on seventy. She actually wanted to make herself dumber, just because she could. But it had to be in trade for something.

		"Hmm, let me think." The doctor stroked his chin as he looked at the model. "Oh, I know. I noticed you shave down there. What if we removed all your body hair. You keep the hair on your head and your eyebrows and eyelashes, but the rest goes. I can do that for your last IQ point."

		Molly liked the sound of that. She disliked shaving, but she had found herself wanting to be nice and smooth for her husband. He liked that. And if that was what it would take to use up her available IQ points for a better body, she was going to make that transaction for sure.

		"I love it. I want you to do it. Make me perfect."

		Again, Dr. Sattler made a change to the model. This time it did not require much work. He typed in a few numbers and then hit enter. The change on the model was not even that clear. There was a slight change in the coloration around the model's pussy, but even that was hard to distinguish. All Molly knew was she was happy with what the model looked like.

		"Lie back on the table and we'll begin," the doctor said. "Just relax and close your eyes like last time."

		Molly was dutiful in following directions. She laid back down on the table and closed her eyes. She did not watch as Dr. Sattler activated the Influencer device. But it was not long before she felt a warmth spread over her entire body. It was everywhere as her skin became taught, her muscles more toned. Her lips grew out from her face, gaining in size and projection. The roots of Molly's hair, just starting to show her true color, turned blonde. Plus all the hair below her neck simply disappeared.

		The biggest change, however, was actually in the way Molly's body was positioned. As her ass grew, her hips were lifted off of the table. It was not a lot, but it was noticeable, even as she laid there with her eyes closed.

		But the final change was one that Molly would not have been able to see if her eyes had been open. The warmth spread through her head as her intelligence was drained away. Her thoughts and worries just stopped, her mind becoming naturally blank.

		"Okay, you're all done," Dr. Sattler said.

		Molly opened her eyes slowly. She was not sure what more she was supposed to do. Her mind felt so foggy. It was so hard to think. But then she felt a stray gust of air from the vent blow across her now completely bare pussy and her body reacted automatically.

		"Wow, um, that's, like, weird, I guess," Molly said, trying to find the right words. It felt like everything was at the tip of her tongue, waiting for her, but unable to actually choose her words correctly.

		"You've just given me thirty percent of your remaining intelligence," Dr. Sattler said. "You're probably going to find certain tasks, like thinking and talking, a little more difficult. My suggestion is to just start talking and hope the words come out. And don't worry if they don't. A sexy woman like you won't need to worry about sounding smart anymore."

		Molly bit her lower lip as she tried to process all of the doctor's words. Her brain felt so slow. Just like before, all her memories were still there. All the knowledge she had obtained was still there. But now it was much harder to access. It was hard enough that Molly easily found herself giving up. It was just easier that way.

		However, as Molly sat up, she realized just how good her body felt now. When she first got her breasts done, she had enjoyed how sensitive they were. That first time fucking Rodney with her tits had been amazing. She had cum from it. Now, her whole body felt that way.

		"Thank you, Doctor," Molly eventually said. "I'm, like, really happy."

		But that happiness only intensified the moment she spotted her reflection in the mirror. She squealed with delight the moment she saw the new her. Her body was tight and toned, and simply built for sex. Just looking at her reflection was enough to make her wet. And when she ran her hands down her flanks, she grew even more aroused.

		"And horny," Molly moaned. "So horny."

		"I'd offer some help or for you to spend some time in here alone, but I have another patient I'm supposed to see soon. You'll have to wait until you get home. Barbara will be here in a moment, so I suggest you get dressed."

		Molly reached for her sundress before she even realized she was doing it. It took her a moment to realize how easy it was to just do what she was told. It was like Molly's conscious mind had been completely bypassed. And it felt good. She would have said something about it, but she could not think of the right words. All Molly knew was she was about to have a lot of fun. Being this sexy and not having a mind that got in the way was going to be the best thing that ever happened to her. Molly was certain of that. She had no regrets.
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		Driving home did not go as planned for Molly. Even though she knew her way around town, she still got lost. Her mind simply could not keep up with all the input. It scared her to be so helpless.

		But Molly did eventually make it home. She knew she would need to drive sometimes, like when going to the grocery store or the shopping mall for clothes, but she decided right then to do as little driving as possible. Rodney could do the bulk of the driving from now on. That seemed like a good job for a man.

		However, just thinking about Rodney got Molly's motor going. And with all the changes to her body, it felt as if every part of her was crying out for sex. Her knees were weak with need. She tried squeezing her thighs together, but that provided no help. She had a thigh gap now and her legs did not meet there anymore.

		"I'm, like, so horny," Molly said as she staggered into the bedroom in her tall heels.

		The moment she saw herself in the mirror, she almost went to greet her reflection. Even though she had seen her new appearance in the exam room, her mind was too slow to immediately figure out that she was looking into a mirror. But as soon as she realized the truth, Molly lost herself in a fit of self-reflection.

		She brought her hands up to her tits, cupping the undersides as she leaned forward, enhancing her already impressive cleavage. "You're such a sexy slut," she told herself.

		And she was. Every part of Molly's body had been enhanced. Her skin was perfectly smooth. When she turned and raised the back of her dress, she admired the curve of her ass and the perfect fold between her ass and her legs. Molly did not even remember that she had worn panties for her procedure. They had been left behind with Molly's mind stuck in a permanent daze.

		That was what it felt like. She could barely concentrate on anything for long. There was constantly something else to draw her attention. But with so much sensory input calling for attention, it resulted in her paying less attention. Her filters were gone. And because she could not filter through the noise, she was left paying less attention than she would have previously.

		The only part of her that won supremacy was her body and the wonderfully sexy sensations it seemed to constantly feed her. She was dripping wet, her pussy on fire. And with her sexy body on display, especially once she stripped off the dress, there was nothing to stop her from running her hands over her sensitive flesh.

		There was another filter that had disappeared with the sizable portion of her intelligence. Molly had yet to fully experience it, but she no longer had the filter that decided what she should say or not. If she was speaking, her thoughts would just tumble out of her mouth, complete with filler words for the gaps that would naturally form from her slow rate of thinking. Molly did not actually sound like a Valley girl, but she used some of the same inflection to fill her sentences and give her mind time to catch up to her mouth.

		Even though Molly was vaguely aware of her difficulties, she had a hard time being sad or upset about them. Her mind was too scattered to focus on negative emotions. And with her body's libido turned up to eleven, she quickly found pleasure in everything she did. And it was difficult to be upset when there was so much pleasure available to her.

		Molly did not know how long she stood in front of the mirror, playing with her new body, exploring her curves and even fingering herself a little. But she eventually looked at the clock and realized the numbers pointed toward it being near the end of the afternoon. She needed to start making dinner.

		Molly was not entirely sure how she knew it was time to begin cooking. Another glance at the clock was meaningless. The numbers simply did not register in her mind.

		But before Molly could cook, she needed to get dressed again. She picked out a tight blue top and skirt combination that did not quite meet in the middle. It highlighted her cleavage nicely, but it also showed off her other features, including her round ass. Molly loved it, always wanting to show off her body. She had given up her intelligence to become a hot piece of ass for her husband. There had been other reasons, too, but they were difficult to keep track of. Thinking of herself as a sex object was easier, mostly because she was so turned on.

		When Molly finally clip-clopped into the kitchen in her tall heels, she could barely think about what she was doing. The heat in her belly was overwhelming, the coiling lust screaming at her to fuck. When she saw the cucumber in the refrigerator, she nearly pulled it out to fuck herself with. That was how turned on she was. But the loyalty she felt to Rodney, knowing she needed to start cooking dinner for him, kept her from shoving the cold cucumber up her pussy.

		However, once Molly started on her work, returning to her cooking routine, she discovered her ability to focus returned to her. The arousal was still there. She could feel its constant pull. But it was manageable. And before she knew it, she was hanging up her apron, the night's meal in the oven, slowly baking.

		And it was just in time, too. Molly heard the familiar sound of the garage door opening. She squealed in delight, knowing what that meant. It meant Rodney was home. And with Rodney home, she could finally get what she needed. Molly did not think she had ever needed to cum so much. It was not just desire. It was need. She had no idea how much longer she could go without an orgasm. It felt as if she was on the verge of insanity, if that was even possible.

		"Honey, I'm home," Rodney called out just as Molly finished fixing his welcome home drink.

		"Hi, babe," Molly cooed as she sashayed toward her husband, her hips swinging back and forth with full effect. She looked like sex in heels, which was exactly what she wanted to be now. It was all she could manage.

		"Fuck, you look amazing," Rodney said at the sight of his wife. He knew vaguely what she had wanted to have done, but he had not known the full extent.

		Molly giggled at the compliment. "Here's your drink, sir." The sir rolled off her tongue without her even thinking about it. But the change in posture from Rodney told her all she needed to know. She would be calling him sir a lot more often. It seemed to bring a more dominant side of him, just from the way he held himself.

		"You spoil me. Now turn around for me. I want to see everything."

		Molly smiled as she slowly wiggled in a circle, making sure to wag her ass at him. She had felt like a sex object when looking at her reflection in the mirror, but now, with Rodney watching her, assessing her body, she could not deny how that was almost all she was now. She would cook and clean for him, but beyond that, her purpose was sex. And she could not imagine anything she wanted more right then.

		"Amazing," Rodney said. "When Sattler told me how low you went, I couldn't believe him, but I love everything you did."

		"You do?" Molly asked. She still felt a little strange, knowing all that she had given up to look this good. She felt good about it, but it was still strange.

		"I still can't wrap my head around how much you've given up. Between your two appointments, you gave up forty-four percent of your intelligence. That's almost half."

		"You don't mind, do you?" Molly asked. "You don't mind me being dumb for you?"

		"You're dumb and sexy and I love you," Rodney said, reaching out with his free hand and cupping her chin in his fingers, raising her eyes until their gazes met. "I love you like this, especially considering the reward I just got at work."

		"Ooh, what was it, sir?" Molly asked, suddenly eager to hear Rodney's good news. "What was your reward?"

		"My bosses were so impressed by you they decided to give me all the intelligence you gave up. I spent the last hour having fifty-five IQ points added to my brain. Plus, I got a big promotion. We won't have to worry about money anymore."

		Tears formed in the corners of Molly's eyes. They were tears of joy. She never imagined her sacrifice to be the hottest bimbo in the neighborhood, for she was definitely a full-fledged bimbo now, could result in so much more.

		"That's amazing, sir. I'm so happy."

		"And you'll be even happier in just a moment. Sattler warned me you'd be a horny mess and I believe it."

		Rodney knocked back his drink in a single swallow and then picked up his wife in his arms, carrying her to the bedroom. Molly giggled as Rodney gently tossed her on the bed, watching her bounce with her perfect ass raised high in the air.

		"That ass," Rodney said. "You have the sexiest fucking ass I have ever seen. You want to show it off for me, don't you?"

		"Yes, sir," Molly replied.

		She wanted Rodney to fuck her, but it was more than just that. She wanted to be fucked by her husband. She wanted him to use her, to pound her pussy, to make her his personal slut. It was all she could think about, the need to cum, the need to be fucked, taking over every thought. It was not just desire. It was need. She needed him to fuck her like the personal slut she now was. She was his personal slut, now and forever.

		"And I love it, too. Fuck, you are so hot, so sexy, and so dumb. It's perfect."

		Rodney pulled off his shirt and pants as Molly wiggled on the bed. She waited for him, wanting to let him undress her. She was his living sex doll. She was there to be played with.

		"But before we get started, I want to see your face," Rodney said as he stood in front of the bed in his underwear.

		Molly spun around and gazed up at him. Her lips were plump and perfect, designed to be wrapped around a cock and maximizing his pleasure.

		Rodney pulled off his underwear, revealing his hard cock. "Suck it." It was an order. Molly could not remember him ever being so forceful with her, so dominant. But she loved it.

		"Yes, sir."

		Molly leaned forward and wrapped her lips around his cock, taking her into his mouth. Her tongue swirled around his shaft, paying special attention to the ridge below his head. She knew he loved that. He groaned as her head began bobbing up and down his shaft, taking as much of him into her mouth as possible.

		But that was not enough for Rodney. He ran his hands through his wife's perfectly blonde hair and then grabbed her tightly. He pulled her head forward, having complete control of her movements now. Molly's only option was to open her throat to him and take him all the way, her lips and nose pressed against his body. Her breathing was cut off, but that did not matter. Only his pleasure mattered. And with the recent enhancements to her lips, there was pleasure there, more pleasure than she had ever felt from just a blowjob before. It was not enough to cum from, but it stoked the fire burning inside of her hotter and hotter.

		"Fuck, that is nice," Rodney said as he released his wife and pushed her back onto the bed.

		Molly gasped for air, but her eyes remained lidded with lust. Her eyes showed none of the previous intelligence she once had. There was only arousal and desire now. She really was a bimbo now, through and through.

		Rodney's cock remained hard and slick as he proceeded to undress his wife. Molly let him take charge, letting his strong hands roam over her body as more and more skin was revealed. She was not wearing panties and she still was not wearing a bra. There was a part of Molly that wondered if she would ever wear a bra again. She enjoyed having them more out in the open, with only her tops and dresses to keep them covered. And if age and gravity ever did begin to take their toll on her, Rodney's promotion would be enough to pay for a fix. It really was better this way.

		When Molly was finally nude, except for her heels which he had kept on her feet, Rodney flipped his wife onto her hands and knees. Molly automatically presented her ass to him.

		"You have the best ass I've ever seen," Rodney said as he ran his hands across her globes.

		"Yes, sir," Molly moaned. She buried her face in the bed covers, stifling any further words. She would be begging soon enough if he did not start fucking her.

		Rodney held Molly's cheeks in his hands. He pulled one hand away and gave the cheek a slap. Molly jumped and squealed, but she said nothing more, knowing she was at her husband's mercy. She knew he could do as he pleased and she would enjoy it. It was why she loved him so much.

		Molly waited for Rodney to continue. She knew what he wanted to see. She was so aroused that her body was practically humming, her clit twitching in anticipation. Rodney reached between her legs with his free hand and slowly stroked her slit, gathering her wetness and then continuing to tease her. She tried to push back against his hand, to give him better access to her pussy, but his strength easily overcame her own.

		"Sir, I need you inside me," Molly moaned, the words just tumbling out of her mouth.

		"Soon, baby. I'm still exploring your tight little body." He emphasized his point by giving her ass another smack, this time on the other cheek.

		Then he reached forward and grabbed hold of Molly's hair, gathering it right where it grew from her head, giving him maximum control. Rodney pulled back, lifting his wife so that she was kneeling in front of him, her back pressed against his chest.

		Rodney sniffed, taking in his wife's smell. "You smell like lavender and sex. I like it. And did you stop at the hairdresser this afternoon? Your roots aren't showing."

		"No, sir," Molly gasped. Her hands were the only part of her that was free. One came up to her big tits and played with them. The other reached down between her legs, playing with her clit.

		"None of that right now," Rodney said as he swatted the hand on her clit away. "How did you get your roots done?"

		"The doctor turned me blonde," Molly moaned, desire making her hands shake. If she had been standing, her knees would have wobbled, her strength leaving her.

		Rodney smiled. "I hadn't thought of that. I'm still getting used to this extra brain power. But good choice. Now no one will doubt that you are a dumb blonde bimbo housewife."

		"No, sir."

		"Are you ready to get fucked by me?"

		"Yes, sir. Always, sir."

		"Good." That was all Rodney said before he pushed Molly back down onto the bed. Her ass remained raised. Her pussy was dripping with her arousal. She had never been more needy than in this moment. She had never been more ready than now. And Rodney had no intention of keeping his wife waiting any longer. He had proved his dominance. Not that it was difficult to top Molly anymore. She was a dumb and submissive bimbo, at least to him.

		Releasing Molly's hair from his hands, he grabbed onto her hips, lining his cock up with her soaking wet pussy. Then he pushed inside of her.

		Molly screamed with pleasure as he thrust into her, using one long stroke to fill her completely, his hips pressed up against her ass.

		Rodney began fucking his wife, enjoying how her pussy stretched to take his cock. It was always tight, but now it was even better than normal. He was left wondering if Dr. Sattler had done anything to her pussy. Not that it mattered. He loved everything his wife now was. She was his sexy bimbo wife.

		As for Molly, she was left moaning as her husband thrust in and out of her pussy. She was like a rag doll, completely at his mercy. But there was nothing but pleasure flowing through her body and mind as he fucked her, using her for his own pleasure.

		Rodney was in total control and even though he wanted his wife to enjoy this, he took what he wanted first, vaguely understanding that Molly would enjoy whatever he did with her. Her erogenous zones had been expanded and made stronger. The pleasure coursing through her body was unlike anything she had ever felt before. And her loud moans that echoed through their bedroom with every thrust told him just how much she enjoyed this. How much she needed this.

		"Fuck," Rodney grunted as he increased his pace, thrusting harder and faster. It would not be much longer.

		But even Rodney had his limits. His cock twitched inside of her. Before, Molly knew what that meant. She had been smart enough to understand how that twitch represented her husband going past his point of no return. His orgasm was now inevitable.

		"Oh god, oh god, oh god," Molly repeated as her orgasm rushed over her. Her body was rocked by waves of pleasure as her husband unloaded inside of her, her body trembling beneath him. His cock surged with cum as he shot rope after rope of hot, white cum into his wife.

		As Molly came with him, her arms convulsed at her sides, her body filled with cascading waves of orgasmic ecstasy. She had never cum so hard before in her life, her new body designed for pleasure. And it was designed to give it as well as receive it, rewarding her for being the sex object she had turned herself into.

		When Rodney finally pulled out and collapsed onto the bed beside his wife, Molly was still lost within a post-orgasmic high. Her ass remained pointed up in the air, Rodney's cum dripping out of her. She was well and truly fucked, but she also was the happiest she had ever been in her life. There were no thoughts getting in the way. There was just feeling. And Molly felt amazing.

		It did not even matter that she had forgotten to set the timer in the kitchen and their dinner was ruined. With Rodney's new promotion, it was time to celebrate. A night out with dinner and then a return to the bedroom for another round of fucking was just what the occasion called for. But Rodney would be making those decisions. Molly was happy to cede that role to him. She was his sexy bimbo wife now. Her purpose was to cook, clean, and keep his cock happy. But that was all Molly wanted now. She was truly happy.
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		Molly loved her life. She could not imagine anything better. Yes, she made mistakes sometimes, but Rodney never blamed her for them and he was always there to pick up the pieces, much like the overcooked dinner that first night that required going out instead.

		But it was not just Molly that had changed. The neighborhood was changing. And it was all Rodney's idea. He loved what his wife had become, but he disliked the hold Ashley Jones held over the neighborhood. Sam Jones was all right, but he allowed his wife to run wild over the other women in the neighborhood. And Rodney knew that needed to change.

		His plan started with hosting neighbors for dinner, one couple at a time. This allowed Molly to show off for the women in the neighborhood in a controlled setting. She would make dinner, proving she was not useless. She would also dress provocatively and make sure the visiting husband's eyes were on her whenever possible.

		That alone was enough to get the wife asking questions about how she could look as good as Molly, of which Molly was happy to share. And Rodney would talk up the mental side of things with the husband, pushing how nice it was to have a bimbo for a wife, telling him how much better in bed Molly now was, along with all the things Molly did around the house. Even though she was nice and dumb, she could still cook and clean and handle other household chores. She loved doing them, knowing they made Rodney happy.

		And one by one, the wives in the neighborhood visited Rodney's workplace, trading their intelligence for sexy bodies. All of them fell in line, except for Ashley Jones. Ashley and her husband, Sam, were never invited for dinner, but that was by design.

		Usually, Ashley would have started planning the next garden party as soon as the previous one had finished, but the failure of the last one, all because of Molly showing her up, led her to put a pause on preparations. And when Ashley was about to begin planning her next party, she received an invitation to a party hosted by Molly and Rodney.

		"That bitch," Ashley cried out, but there was no way she was going to let herself be humiliated by not showing up. But she fully intended on putting Molly and all the other women in the neighborhood back in their place. "I'm the queen bee here and everyone is going to know it."

		When the time for the party finally arrived, everything was set. Molly had ceded much of the work to Rodney. He was just more capable at planning a big event like this than she was. Not that Molly was useless. She just had other skills. Her best gifts now were physical, using her body to reduce her husband's stress levels. Then again, the party was catered, so that reduced the workload for both of them.

		The party was already in full swing when Ashley and Sam showed up. They were aiming for fashionably late, much as Molly and Rodney had at the last one. Ashley had just recently had her lips topped up, along with a round of Botox that left her face perfectly smooth, without a single wrinkle.

		But that Botox left Ashley unable to properly express her shock at seeing a garden filled with sexy bimbos, all of them her neighbors. She had no idea what had happened. They were all better looking than her now. And none of them paid her any attention.

		"That bitch," Ashley whispered.

		"Oh, hi, Ashley," Molly said, greeting the last guests to arrive. "And Mr. Jones, it's so good to see you." Molly gave each of her guests a hug, pressing her big tits into their bodies and even giving them each a peck on the cheek. "The men are enjoying themselves by the drinks table."

		Sam understood the situation. He had just been dismissed, encouraged to join the other men while the hostess spoke with his wife. Sam was aware of his wife's attempts to rule the neighborhood. He was indifferent to the matter, but knew when to make himself scarce.

		"What's going on here?" Ashley asked through gritted teeth once they were alone. "I'm supposed to host these parties. And how the fuck do you look so good?"

		"I'm, like, taking over around here," Molly said. She had practiced what she would say with Rodney last night, preparing herself for the big moment. "You're a total bitch to everyone and I'm tired of it. And now that I'm, like, a bimbo and stuff, I don't have to put up with it anymore. So you can get lost or join the party. It's, like, totally your choice."

		With that, Molly walked away, swaying her sexy ass over to the women who were all giggling together. They were all bimbos now. And either Ashley could join them, or she could remain ostracized for her previous actions. But it was obvious to everyone how Ashley had been replaced. She was no longer the queen bee of the neighborhood. There was no queen bee anymore. There was a queen bimbo and her name was Ashley.

		Ashley stood there, not moving, still seething about how her position in the neighborhood had been stolen away from her. She had been usurped, or so she figured.

		However, it was not long before Rodney called for everyone's attention. There was another reason why they were hosting this party. As soon as Rodney called for attention, Molly sidled up next to him, a big smile on her face.

		"Thank you all for coming," he said. "It's always great to have these events to spend time with our neighbors like this." Rodney glanced over at the women, all of them dressed in sexy clothing that highlighted their budding bimbo bodies. "And I must say, if this is the kind of event that we can expect going forward, I think we can expect these parties to happen more frequently, although I might suggest we move them to a rotating schedule, because hosting might become a little difficult here soon."

		Rodney looked down at Molly. She gazed up at him with adoration, her hands resting on her belly.

		"That's because Molly and I are expecting a baby," Rodney continued. "We're leaving the gender a surprise, but you'll all notice Molly begin to grow in the coming weeks and months. She's so thin now, she's already beginning to show."

		And it was true. There was a slight bulge around her belly as she wore a tight, blue dress. Even though the old Molly had never wanted kids, everything had changed, even if it was all an accident. Molly's previous reasons were gone, superseded by Rodney's desires on the matter. And the birth control prescription she was supposed to pick up at the pharmacy was completely forgotten. And once Molly went full bimbo, she never even realized something was amiss. But all that sex had repercussions.

		"Surprise," Molly said.

		And just like that, Molly was the center of attention. The bimbo neighbors all cooed over her, excited for her. Even Ashley gave her congratulations.

		The takeover was complete. It had been a bloodless coup, but it was not without repercussions. The entire nature of the neighborhood had changed. Men were expected to be dominant and in charge. Women were expected to be sexy and submissive bimbos. And whenever there was a question about what the wives in the neighborhood should do or say, Molly was the bimbo they came to for advice. Ashley's reign was over. It was a better neighborhood, especially after Ashley joined her neighbors, becoming a bimbo like all the rest, her intelligence given up to Rodney's company. His new role there was going better than ever. Gaining his wife's intelligence had been good for him and the company.

		And it had been good for Molly, too. As a bimbo, she could focus on what really mattered to her now. She had no regrets and loved her simple life of being a bimbo wife. Nothing could have been better.
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