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Janelle had been away from home for a month. It had been the longest business trip of her life, traveling from city to city, giving speeches in preparation for a new national policy push that Janelle hoped would save lives. But now Janelle was finally returning to Pleasant. 

The hardest part about spending so much time away from home had been being apart from her husband, Mayor DeAndre Tyson. She loved DeAndre with all of her heart and she had never been away from him for so long since they first met at the end of high school. Janelle and DeAndre had found time for phone calls and even a few video calls, but it had not been enough. She had needed more, leaving her feeling even more tired at the end of the trip than she figured she would have been otherwise. 

Pleasant was not big enough for its own airport. Janelle had left her car at the small regional airport that was nearly an hour away. The final drive to Pleasant was the most difficult of her life, wanting desperately to be home already. 

However, the moment Janelle passed through the city limits, instead of feeling relief at finally being home, she only felt shock. Driving through town, there were so many scantily clad women. 

"What is going on?" Janelle asked herself as she kept driving. 

Her head turned on a swivel, taking in the sight of the new women who had become her neighbors. All the women had large, fake breasts and were wearing very short skirts and heels. Their hair was done up in various styles and some wore makeup so thick it looked like they were trying to attract clients like they were prostitutes. 

And it was not just how the women were dressed or the fact they looked like bimbos and prostitutes. It was that they were all blonde. No matter what racial background the women hailed from, they were all blonde. 

"Oh my god," Janelle said as she slammed on the brakes. There was no traffic, so Janelle did not cause a scene, other than from the squealing of her brakes and the sliding of her tires as they locked up, leaving a trail of black rubber on the pavement. 

Janelle looked out the window as she watched a woman who looked remarkably like her husband's secretary, Maya. At least the woman's face looked like Maya's. The rest of her, the huge tits, the slender waist turning into a bubble butt, and the vapid stare were definitely new. And Maya was not even blonde. She had dark, almost black hair, a trait from her Latina heritage. But this version of Maya, assuming it was her, looked like a total bimbo, complete with platinum blonde hair. 

Janelle slipped the car into park and she got out, not bothering to turn off the engine. "Maya?" she called out. 

The woman in question stopped walking, which due to the size of her heels, had been some mix of a sway and a mince. But when the woman turned and looked at Janelle, her face lit up with recognition. 

"Janelle," the woman squealed. "It's, like, totally good to see you and stuff. It feels like it's been forever." 

The woman minced over to Janelle, stepping out into the street and approaching Janelle. The closer she got, the more obvious this was Maya. This bimbo was DeAndre's secretary. Her big tits bounced and jiggled with each movement of her body. They went without any real support. It was clear Maya was not wearing a bra. And from the way the hem of Maya's skirt kept fluttering up above her thighs, it seemed she was not wearing panties either. 

Before Janelle could do or say anything, Maya wrapped her boss' wife into a big hug, pushing her huge chest into Janelle's meager one. Janelle had never felt intimidated by the chests of other women before. But all that changed when she felt that great mass press against her. 

"What happened to you?" Janelle finally managed to ask, her mind and mouth working in tandem again. 

"Oh, you know, the normal stuff. I was just out for a midday walk before I, like, return to the office." 

"But your body, your hair?" Janelle said, still struggling to understand. "What happened to you?" 

"Do you like it?" Maya asked, completely oblivious to Janelle's surprise and

shock. She stepped back and twirled, her skirt rising and confirming her lack of panties. It was obvious how Maya felt no sense of shame at her appearance. She was all happiness and rainbows. 

"Um," Janelle said, not knowing how to respond. "It's nice, I guess. I should probably get home. And you need to go back to the office." 

"You're totally right," Maya said with a giggle. "I'll see you later, sexy." 

Maya turned and skipped off, vaguely in the general direction of City Hall and the Mayor's office. 

Janelle hurried to get back in her car and drove straight home. She considered calling DeAndre and asking him what had happened to his secretary, but she decided to wait. She hoped DeAndre would have answers for her, but she wanted to confront him about it at his office, not over the phone. 

Janelle opened the door to her house, letting out a big sigh of relief as she entered her sanctuary. Or it at least used to be her sanctuary. As soon as Janelle looked around, she got the sense that DeAndre had reverted to his bachelor ways while she was gone. There were empty beer cans scattered around the living room, along with what looked like an old takeout carton. It had not started to smell yet, but the fact Janelle could not tell what type of food it had been was not a good sign. 

Janelle only took a few minutes to drop off her bags. Normally, she would have unpacked and then sat down to relax. But the way Maya had changed, the way all the women in Pleasant she had seen seemed to have changed, made her want to investigate. Relaxing could only happen after she had answers. 

One of the perks of DeAndre being Pleasant's mayor was how they got to live in the mayoral mansion. It was a big house, owned by the town. There were no term limits in Pleasant, so they would be able to remain in the house until DeAndre either retired or he was successfully challenged in an election. And the house was not strictly speaking a mansion, but it was big. It was bigger than every other house in the former company town. It had been where the mine boss lived, back when the mine was active. But everything had been sold off, for the most part, and new industries had moved into Pleasant, revitalizing the town and pushing it into a new era. 

But in addition to the big and beautiful house, City Hall was only a few blocks away. It was almost as fast to walk as it was to drive. And after spending hours on a plane and another hour in the car to get home, Janelle was happy to walk. 

As she approached City Hall, where the Mayor's office was located, Janelle found herself growing not just confused by the prevalence of blonde bimbos wandering around town, but angry as well. This was not how women were supposed to act, to dress, to look. There was even one man, someone Janelle vaguely recognized, but was unable to remember his name, walking along the street with two equally hot women, both of them wearing identical outfits that were little more than thong bikinis. The way they looked up at him, each of them holding onto an arm, with pure adoration and devotion in their eyes. It was not right. 

Janelle crossed the street to get away from the degenerates. She had never felt comfortable with men who treated women like this, but something about seeing it with her own eyes in her own town was almost too much to handle. 

She approached the steps leading up to City Hall. At the top, on a small landing, was another blonde bimbo. The woman looked confused, like she did not know what she was supposed to be doing. Her outfit was a parody of a woman's suit. 

The jacket barely covered her prodigious chest, only just keeping her nipples covered, because she wore nothing underneath the jacket. The skirt was equally as unhelpful, not even reaching the tops of the woman's thighs. Adding the tall heels and the perpetually confused look, the woman looked completely out of place. 

"Paula?" Janelle said as she approached the woman. 

The woman turned to look at Janelle and smiled. "Hey, girlfriend. I'm so glad to find you. Mayor Tyson, like, asked me to keep a lookout for you. But I kind of forgot what I was doing there for a while, so you turning up was, like, perfect and stuff." 

Janelle gritted her teeth at the way Paula talked to her. She was not her girlfriend. They were not friends. Although it had been Paula who suggested Janelle take the policy job that had required her to travel so regularly. That had been to keep Janelle from interfering with DeAndre's office. Paula was his political advisor and the last thing anyone at City Hall needed was for Janelle to

get in the way. And so Janelle had accepted the new job, just to keep her husband sane. 

But seeing Maya and now Paula as bimbos was hard to take in. Something had happened in Pleasant. Since returning, Janelle had not seen a single woman who was normal. They were all busty blondes, mincing and swaying around town. 

Many had oversexed looks about them, which was probably because they were relatively freshly fucked in some way or another. 

And for all those changes, Janelle felt betrayed by her husband. He had always assured her that everything in Pleasant, everything at home, was normal. He had given her no clues about what was really happening here. That alone was enough to get Janelle's ire up. He was about to feel the full brunt of her rising anger. All she had to do was go inside and confront him. 

"Stay out of my way," Janelle spat at Paula as she pushed by the bimbo and went inside. Paula was left tripping after Janelle in her high heels. 

Mayor DeAndre Tyson's office was on the top floor of the mostly bureaucratic building. On most days, the various office doors were open, displaying the hard work the town employees did. This time, those doors were closed and some even had the sounds of sex coming from behind them, female screams of ecstasy and male grunts of pleasure. Janelle's anger kept rising. 

By the time Janelle made it to the top floor and the Mayor's outer office, Janelle was like a storm cloud blowing through the building. However, the moment she entered the outer office, the emptiness of the room took some of the wind out of her sails. There was no one to rail against. There was no sign of Maya. Paula's desk was empty, too, as she was still trying to catch up with Janelle. Her high heels were not designed for fast walking or running. They slowed her down to make sure men had a long time to enjoy her curves. 

"DeAndre," Janelle yelled, bracing herself, trying to draw her anger back up. 

"I'm coming in." 

Janelle pushed open the door to her husband's office and then she immediately stopped in her tracks. DeAndre sat at his desk, as he often did, but that was where the similarities ended. His shirt was off, revealing his muscled chest. 

Maya kneeled on the floor beside him, gazing up at him with loving adoration. 

Her long-nailed hand was on his thigh, extremely close to the bulge in his pants. 

But it was the other woman, another blonde, who stood behind him, massaging his broad shoulders. Her luscious lips were right next to DeAndre's ear, quietly cooing words to him that only he could hear. 

"What the fuck is going on?" Janelle screamed. "Who the fuck is this bitch? And where the fuck is your shirt?" 

"I can explain," DeAndre said as he held up a hand, trying to placate his wife. 

But before he could say anything, Paula came mincing into the office, finally catching up. She made a beeline for the Mayor, dropping to her knees on the other side of his chair, taking up an almost mirrored position to Maya. 

DeAndre nodded to his advisor, giving her silent encouragement for a job well done. 

"Are you all fucking now?" Janelle asked, still angry, but struggling to keep up the volume. There was something going on, something that left her struggling for words, for strong emotions of anger. 

"I'm the Mayor," DeAndre said, shrugging. "And the Mayor of Pleasant gets a harem." 

It took Janelle a few moments to fully process all of that. He admitted to it, even though he did not directly confirm her new suspicion. But as she tried to work through his answer, Janelle started to realize her husband had changed. It was less dramatic than the changes in Maya and Paula, but he had more muscle now than before. DeAndre was, simply put, hotter than he ever had been before. 

"I'll take care of this," the third woman said, her voice strangely synthetic sounding. But it was powerful. Janelle found herself listening to this woman, wanting to follow her directions. 

"Who are you?" Janelle asked, all traces of her earlier anger gone from her voice. Instead, there was fear. The woman stared Janelle down and she was left almost whimpering in response. 

"I'm Kendra. I'm helping your husband remake Pleasant. I'm sorry that you had to discover the plan this way, but you've been gone for so long, since before I moved to town." 

"This is all your doing? You changed everyone?" 

Kendra smiled. "I had a little help. Stacy, my neighbor, was the first convert. She helped me snag Maddie. And from there, I moved through town, one by one making the women a perfect version of themselves." 

"They're all bimbos," Janelle gasped. "Why?" 

"To simplify the hierarchy, my dear. But you'll understand soon enough. Maya, get our dear Janelle some milk. She looks thirsty." 

"I... I can't," Janelle stuttered. "I'm lactose intolerant." 

The idea that she would drink whatever was offered her was not something that was computing for Janelle. She was too distracted, finding out her husband had fucked other women, cheating on her, and the pheromones of three incredibly sexy women in the room were too much to handle. 

Maya got up from her spot and sashayed over to a cooler in the corner. She followed directions incredibly well. 

"Don't worry, darling," Kendra said. "This isn't cow milk. It's something special that I brought with me when I came here. I'd say more, but you'll understand soon enough. Now drink up. It's good for you." 

Janelle did not want to drink the milk. Not really. But the moment the cool bottle was thrust into her hands by Maya, she found herself removing the cap and raising the bottle to her lips. It was like her hands had bypassed her brain. 

However, the moment the cool liquid touched her lips, Janelle swallowed. She drank deeply from the bottle, letting the silver milk pour straight down her throat, filling her belly. 

And the moment the silver milk started to interact with her body, she felt a building heat in her belly. She was getting turned on. Janelle felt her pussy grow wet, her body responding in unexpected ways. She felt so horny. But there was also a fog that filled her mind. She felt so pliant, willing to do whatever she was told. 

"That's much better," Kendra said. "Mayor, would you mind if I take your wife

for her upgrades?" 

"Please," DeAndre said. "I can't wait to fuck her like a bimbo should." 

Kendra swept around the desk with purpose and power. She collected Janelle and escorted the confused and horny woman out of the office. 

That left Maya and Paula alone with the Mayor. And they wasted no time in freeing his straining cock as he sat there. DeAndre did not need to move. He could just throw his head back and enjoy the ministrations of his employees. 

Maya started first, wrapping her plump lips around his cock. Her lips were stretched to their limit by his girth and length, but she managed to get him in her mouth. Maya started to bob up and down on his cock, slowly building up the speed. 

Meanwhile, Paula crawled under the desk and began to lick around DeAndre's balls. She used her long tongue to pleasure him, doing all she could to add to the experience with his heavy balls sitting there. 

Maya took the initiative, taking DeAndre all the way down her throat and holding him there, eager to maximize his pleasure. Her needs were unimportant, but by pleasing him, she received pleasure in return, her bimbo mind flooded with endorphins. 

But Maya was not content to reserve all the fun for herself. After a long moment with DeAndre's thick cock down her throat, she pulled off, gasping for air. And then it was Paula's turn to take him as deep as she could. And as soon as Maya had caught her breath, she took charge of the Mayor's balls, making sure he was pleased in every way possible. 

By the time DeAndre's orgasm struck, Paula and Maya had been servicing him for what felt like hours. It had not actually been that long, but the two bimbos now had a terrible sense of time.But Paula continued to take as much of DeAndre's cum into her mouth as she could. 

When he was finally spent, at least for the time being, Paula pulled away from her boss' monster cock and turned toward Maya. The two shared a kiss, swapping DeAndre's cum back and forth, each of them sharing in its taste as they made out for the benefit of the man sitting above them. 

"That's it girls," DeAndre said as he stroked his cock. It was still hard. It was always hard, always ready. So were his bimbos. They were always wet and ready, always eager to serve him and his cock. They were not so good at their old jobs, but that was acceptable. Women in Pleasant were leaving the workforce, replaced by men. And as much as that could have been a problem, somehow it was not. It all worked wonderfully. "Now swallow my cum." 

Both bimbos immediately swallowed. They followed directions well. They were best at sex, looking sexy, and doing what they were told. That was assuming the instructions were simple. Too complex and they would freeze up, stuck in a loop where they could not complete the task, but at the same time wanting to please the person who gave them the instruction to begin with. 

As the blowjob finished, Kendra and Janelle had finally reached Kendra's house. 

She had not expanded her equipment out of her house. It had been difficult enough moving it all in without anyone being suspicious. 

However, when Kendra led the dazed Janelle into the house, there was already someone there. 

"Hello, Kendra," said the chipper Stacy who lived next door. With David at work, getting tended to by one of the single women who congregated in major workplaces, she was free to help Kendra with the conversions. "This must be Janelle." 

Stacy stepped up to the confused and horny Janelle. She reached her hand up and caressed Janelle's face, gently touching the dark skin. 

"So different," Stacy commented. "But she's going to look amazing with blonde hair. We all do." 

"This isn't right," Janelle finally managed to say, her voice fighting upstream against a river of hormones that left her knees shaking. 

"Shush now," Kendra said, her voice almost hypnotic. "It will all be better soon. 

You just need to relax and Stacy and I will take care of you." 

Somehow that was all that Janelle needed to hear to be placated once again, her fight leaving her. Kendra and Stacy easily led Janelle into the bedroom and stripped her down. Janelle could barely think straight. She knew what was

happening was strange and probably wrong, but it felt as if her mind and her body were no longer connected. They had almost become independent of each other. 

"Let me help you up onto the table," Stacy said as she guided the now nude Janelle onto the metal table. Kendra prepared the tubes that would give the alien nanobots entry into Janelle's body, along with nutrients and biological building blocks that would allow the nanobots to complete their work. 

"Give me a smile," Stacy said once Janelle was in position. 

Janelle's naturally bitchy face turned up into a forced smile. It was not genuine, but that was because Janelle still felt out of sorts. Nothing Stacy or Kendra did had changed that. It was just that Janelle felt completely out of control. Even if she wanted to run away, which she was not entirely sure she wanted to do, her body did not respond to her. Instead, her body seemed to do whatever Kendra, and now Stacy, told her to do. 

"Here we go," Kendra said as she fitted the first tube, pushing the tip into Janelle's mouth. Moments later, she placed the second tube, pressing it into Janelle's pussy. The final one went up her ass. It was not a pleasant feeling, but she put up with it, hoping it would all be over soon. 

As scary as it was to imagine turning into one of the many bimbos in town, there was a part of Janelle that was actually looking forward to it. All of the bimbos seemed so happy. The ones she had interacted with, Maya and Paula, seemed to be dumb as bricks now, but they were happy. Maybe Janelle could be happy, too. 

That was what she hoped for when this was all over. That was what she wanted. 

She just wanted to be happy. That was why she worked in the job she did. That was why she had married DeAndre. She just wanted to be happy, but she began to wonder if she had it all wrong before. Maybe there was a better way to be happy. 

And as Janelle looked up at the busty forms of Kendra and Stacy, finding herself actually growing jealous of them. Janelle was well aware of the power some women had when it came to the size of their chests. Yes, there were problems with men treating them as less than they were, but the attention those breasts could attract could sometimes make up for it. And Janelle had always wondered what it would be like to be bigger. She never would have considered something

so drastic as surgery, but this was different. Janelle was looking for positives in her situation, knowing she had little choice. 

Once all the tubes were in place, Kendra flipped on the machine. A warm pink fluid moved through the transparent tubes, filling Janelle's body. It did not rush into her, but instead it felt more like a trickle. The intention was not to overwhelm Janelle, but to give her the ingredients needed to change her. 

The heat Janelle had felt after drinking the silver milk increased ten-fold as she laid there. The arousal grew stronger and stronger. Had her pussy not already been filled with one of the tubes, she would have reached between her legs, desperate for an orgasm. Instead, her muscles gripped the invader in her pussy, treating it like an orgasming cock, accepting the pink fluid as if it were her husband's cum. 

But as much as Janelle found herself caught up in the arousal, it was her growing breasts that most drew her attention. She raised her head ever so slightly, looking past the tube running into her mouth. It was small at first, but there was a different sort of heat in her chest. She watched as her breasts started to grow. 

Bit by bit, inch by inch, Janelle's breasts expanded off of her chest. It was like watching two balloons slowly inflate. They pushed off her chest in ways that did not seem natural. They lost their soft shape that gravity so heavily influenced and grew out as if there were implants inside of her. 

Janelle had no idea how all of this worked. She could not imagine the science behind her transformation. But with each passing moment, there was a sense of pride growing in her. She was proud of her new breasts. Looking between Kendra and Stacy, two already incredibly stacked women, she began to feel as if she fit in. 

For a brief moment, Janelle wondered how she was going to find clothes that fit her new form. None of her bras would fit. Not that any women Janelle had seen since returning to Pleasant were wearing bras. The jiggling and bouncing of breasts, unrestricted by supportive underwear, had become commonplace. She had a hard time believing she would become one of them. Janelle still hoped she would be able to continue her policy and advocacy work, traveling around the country. Although the new size of her breasts would make a life like that more interesting, if not harder. 

But when Janelle's breasts grew beyond the point that she could remotely hope to hide with the right kind of clothing, she felt lost. This was too much, but it was too late to stop. And that was before she even realized all else that had changed about her body. Janelle remained unaware of how her ass had expanded to give her a perfect bubble butt. She was unaware of how her lips had plumped up. She was unaware of how every hair on her body below her neck had disappeared. She was even unaware of how her hair had turned blonde. 

The whole process did not take long. The nanobots made quick work of Janelle's body, giving her proportions that would now make her fit in with the other women of Pleasant. Somehow that idea felt good, even if she only recognized her breasts as matching the incredible forms of Kendra and Stacy. But their breasts no longer felt so incredible. Janelle was one of them, at least in body. 

It took Kendra a moment to remove the tubes. Stacy leaned down and cooed softly in Janelle's ear. 

"You're, like, such a hottie now. But there's one more step to take. We've gotta, like, get your mind to match your body." 

Whatever fight Janelle might have had before all of this was buried under an avalanche of arousal and desire. And as she looked up at Stacy, seeing the happy smile, Janelle wondered if she could be that happy. Her body seemed to be happy, but it was the mind that mattered. 

"Yes," Janelle agreed, her voice coming out soft and sweet. "I want that." 

"It will only take a few more minutes," Kendra said as she pressed two little suction cups to Janelle's temples. They were attached to wires that led to a second machine. "Before you know it, you'll be a perfect Pleasant woman for your husband." 

Janelle thought about DeAndre as Kendra turned on the machine. He was so much more handsome than she had remembered. But as the machine began to work, any anger or pain over seeing her husband with other women faded from her mind. 

The machine worked quickly and efficiently, rewriting the base code of Janelle's brain. The machine treated her brain as a computer, installing a new operating system while managing to maintain the important functions of the brain. 

Admittedly, there was a great deal of data loss in the process, but that was a feature instead of a bug. The new Janelle did not need the information she gained while earning her degree. She did not need to know about all the policy initiatives she had worked on in her job. The new Janelle would have a much more simple life. 

That was not to say that all of her knowledge was erased. Instead, the data lost its categorization and was shoved into random storage areas, still available but functionally lost. It was theoretically possible for Janelle to retrieve the lost information, the old memories, but it would take considerable effort and time, both of which the new Janelle no longer was interested in. 

And there were plenty of additions made to Janelle's brain. There was well categorized and recorded information about sex and being sexy, about fashion and style, about all things that a bimbo would need to know. But that was because Janelle had been turned into a bimbo. Her life had been simplified to serving men and the alien invasion. 

When the wires were pulled from Janelle's head, she looked at Kendra with newfound understanding. It all made so much sense. Her life was all about loyalty. Loyalty to men and more than that, loyalty to Kendra. The whole plan for how the alien invaders were taking over Pleasant was crystalized in her mind. 

She was an important cog in the plan. Her reason for being was to be sexy and have as much sex with DeAndre and other men, to distract them while Kendra told them what to do. And the men would be willing pawns, too busy getting their cocks sucked or having a busty bimbo riding them to worry about such things as making decisions. They would just let Kendra do what she wanted and the takeover would be complete. More than that, Janelle wanted it all to happen. 

"Now let's get you some clothing to wear," Kendra said, nodding toward Stacy. 

The first bimbo jumped into action, retrieving a pink outfit that Janelle would have balked at before. Now, however, she squealed in delight at the pink latex. 

It only took a few minutes for Janelle to make herself presentable. Her skimpy outfit covered little of her body and it provided almost no support for her new features. But it was the high heels that really set everything off. Janelle slipped her feet into the shoes and let out a sigh, not realizing her feet and legs were designed for heels now. They were more comfortable than anything else she could imagine wearing, or not wearing. 

"You look so sexy," Stacy said, batting her eyelashes at the latest bimbo of Pleasant. 

Janelle giggled. She had never giggled in her life, but now the sound bubbled out of her. "Thanks so much. I owe it, like, all to you. To both of you." 

"Now it's time to return you to the mayor," Kendra said. "You're the last Pleasant woman we needed to convert. Once you're returned, the rest of the plan can fall into place." 

"Oh goodie," Janelle said, eager to see her husband, eager to do her bimbo duties for his cock. 

The walk back to City Hall was a little slower than the walk to Kendra's house had been. Janelle frequently stopped to primp and preen in every mirrored surface she came across. She was still adjusting to her new appearance, loving everything she saw. The dark skin and blonde hair was a fun and unexpected touch, but it kept her fitting in. All the bimbos of Pleasant had blonde hair, even when it was impossible to be genetically natural. But all of the genetics had changed. It was not just the bodies of the women that had been altered, but their genes, leaving Pleasant in position to create more bimbos down the line through the natural form of procreation. 

And it was procreation that was on Janelle's mind. She wanted nothing more than to go to City Hall and fuck her husband. Pregnancy was not specifically on her mind, but she certainly would be happy to bear his children, to get knocked up and let her belly grow large as she both served him and their alien overlords. 

Stacy remained behind, returning to her own house so that she could prepare for her husband's return. She needed to make sure the house was clean and his dinner ready for when he came home from work. Everything needed to be ready so that she could also attend to his cock. 

And for Janelle, she climbed the steps of City Hall with loving anticipation. Her big tits jiggled with every step, the clicking of her heels echoing in the stairwell. 

The outer office was still empty when she and Kendra arrived at their destination. Janelle knocked on the office door. 

"Come in," DeAndre called out. His voice sounded so sexy. It sent Janelle's

inside quivering, loving how manly he was. 

Janelle opened the door and walked into the office, making a beeline for her husband, who remained seated at his desk. She added even more sway to her hips as she sashayed toward him, making sure every inch of her body was perfect for him. 

Janelle was about to open her mouth and ask what he thought about the new her when DeAndre nodded his head. There was a sudden scuffle by the door. Janelle turned to see Kendra being held by two burly guards, her mouth filled with some sort of gag. 

"I figured out your plan, Kendra," DeAndre said. "You're not human. At least you weren't originally. And I know how seductive and commanding that voice of yours is. That's why we plan to remove it. I'm immune to your voice, but I seem to be the only one in town. You will be serving me now, in whatever mute capacity you can muster." 

Kendra's eyes were wild with fear. It was the first time something had gone wrong since her arrival in Pleasant. Maybe she should have suspected something was wrong when everything seemed to be going so well. There had been surprisingly little push back from the townspeople. Even the men who she had not immediately reached showed little fight before she was able to get her hooks into them. 

"I spoke with a doctor," DeAndre continued. "We can't say for sure how you have done all of this, but I'm not entirely complaining. However, my immunity seems to come from one or a combination of the drugs I'm taking for my health. 

As a black man, I am unfortunate to have sickle cell anemia. I take medication for it, which helps, and may have contributed to my immunity. There's also my hay fever allergies for which I take antihistamines year-round. I can't complain about the muscle growth and the increased size of my cock though. Those both worked wonderfully." 

Janelle was so confused about what was going on. Her desire to serve Kendra was strong, but Kendra was unable to provide her any instructions. That left only the men to command her. But the moment DeAndre mentioned his enlarged cock, all other thoughts fled her mind. It was all she could think about, her mouth watering at the idea of her husband being even bigger. 

"And in case you're wondering, I waited until you converted my wife. I didn't want to give up my little harem and I knew Janelle would not allow it. Plus, I always wanted her to have bigger boobs. And now they're massive, so thank you. 

But your reign over Pleasant is now at an end. I've arranged with the doctor to take your voice, removing your vocal cords. If you are good after that, you can return to my harem. If not, I can always have your arms removed as well, cutting off the bulk of your ability to communicate. You have been warned, Kendra." 

With another nod, the two men carried Kendra away, presumably to the local hospital where DeAndre's threat would be carried out. All the bimbos of Pleasant would retain their ability to seduce men with their voices, but they would no longer have their leader to decide how to use that power. They would defer to the men. The alien invasion was over. 

"Now, Janelle, come here and kiss me, darling," DeAndre said. 

Janelle nearly swooned at his words. As she approached him, he waved away Maya and Paula. Janelle no longer took issue with her husband having a harem. 

She loved it actually. He was a man who deserved to have multiple women serving him. But it made her feel special that he wanted this moment to just be between the two of them. There would be time later for big orgies, but for now, it was just him and her, husband and wife. 

Janelle wiggled her hips as she walked around the desk. DeAndre pushed his chair back from the desk, revealing his already throbbing cock. He was right. It was bigger. It was much bigger. and he had already been big before. But now that Janelle was a bimbo, she was built to handle the impressive tool he now possessed. 

Janelle straddled his lap, pushing his hard cock up against her belly as she leaned in for a kiss. The two made out as his hands wandered up and down her back and ass, lovingly caressing her new body. 

"You have such a great body," DeAndre said between kisses. "I love your new tits." 

Janelle giggled. "I love you muscles and, like, huge cock." 

They returned to their kisses. Janelle's hands ran over DeAndre's naked body, over the muscles that bulged beneath his skin. He was such a strong man, 

capable of taking charge of her body and making it feel so good. It was almost too much to bear. She needed him inside her now. 

"I want to ride your cock," Janelle cooed. She used her seductive powers even though DeAndre was supposedly immune. 

Her husband said nothing as he simply took hold of her hips and lifted her up. 

Straddling his body had already caused Janelle's skirt to ride up over her hips, revealing her pussy. 

"Oh my god," Janelle cried out as he lowered her onto his shaft, his cock piercing her and stretching her in ways she had never imagined before. But Janelle did not even need the full length of his cock inside her before she came, screaming out in pleasure as she ground her pussy down on his shaft. And it was only the first orgasm she would experience. He did not stop and neither did she as they continued. 

Janelle rode DeAndre's cock like she never had before. She bucked against him, grinding on top of him, pleasuring him and she was rewarded with sexual ecstasy the like of which she had never felt before. And he continued to push inside of her, taking his pleasure from her body as he wished. 

Janelle felt every inch of his cock inside her pussy as she rode him. It felt like he was fucking her mind as well as her pussy, like she could never fully satisfy him and yet she knew he would not stop until he came inside of her. She hoped he would not stop until he filled her with his cum. She wanted nothing more than to have his seed inside of her body, making her even more his bimbo than she already was. 

However, DeAndre was not satisfied with just letting his bimbo wife ride his cock. He was a man and he wanted to completely take charge. With his increased strength, he pushed himself up from his chair, keeping Janelle impaled on his cock. He held her as he then leaned forward, dropping her slowly onto his desk. 

It had already been cleared of work in preparation for this moment. He had always wanted to fuck his wife on the Mayor's desk, and now he could whenever he wanted, because Janelle would always be ready for him, always willing to do whatever he wanted. 

"Yes, fuck me hard," Janelle moaned as he trust in and out of her soaking wet pussy like a piston. "Fuck me like a bimbo whore." 

"You are my bimbo whore," DeAndre grunted as he drove himself inside her again and again, thrusting his cock in and out of her like. He reached out with his hand and grabbed one of her massive tits, pulling it free from the confines of her top, pinching her nipple between his fingers as he fucked her. "You are my bimbo whore." 

Janelle came on his cock as he continued to fuck her, moaning as his cock hit just the right. Her orgasms were better than anything she had ever felt before. 

Pleasure rushed through her body like a tsunami. Every inch of her sexy body called out in orgasmic ecstasy. 

And still, DeAndre kept fucking her. Her pussy barely managed to stretch around his girth. He was that big. And he just kept going, thrust after thrust, filling her like no man could have ever dreamed before. She loved every moment of it. She loved DeAndre more than ever. He was such a man to her submissive bimbo self. They made a perfect pair, especially with his cock buried inside of her. 

As DeAndre continued to fuck his wife on his desk, he kept one hand on her body, pinching her nipple and cupping her tit as he used the other to pull on her long blonde hair. She loved him having control like that, dominating her with his cock while also holding onto her body as if he would never let go. It was such a turn on for Janelle to be his sexual plaything, a toy that he would fuck whenever he wanted and never have to worry about anything again. She loved it all, especially when he finally started to cum inside of her, filling her with his cum as he continued to fuck her. 

"You are a good little slut," DeAndre roared as he fucked his wife through another orgasm, letting his cum flood her pussy as he held onto her blonde hair and big tits. 

Janelle screamed out in ecstasy as she came yet again on his cock, loving every moment of his rough fucking and loving every moment of his cum inside of her pussy. They came together, their bodies and maybe even their souls touching in ways they had never imagined before the aliens targeted Pleasant. 

The pleasure was overwhelming for Janelle as she finally hit her peak. Her vision turned white and her arms flailed uncontrollably. She was out of control, but she loved it. Because DeAndre was in control. She gave everything up to him and he rewarded that devotion with sexual ecstasy and a life without worry. 

Janelle was happy. She was happy to be DeAndre's bimbo and to be a part of the Mayor's harem. 

And even as Janelle laid on the Mayor's desk, her chest heaving from the exertion, there were other movements afoot in Pleasant. With Kendra's capture, there were men, doctors and scientists, who had broken into Kendra's house, intent on learning all they could about the alien machines. 

Kendra's presence had dramatically changed Pleasant. Everything about the town needed to change, with men taking on full responsibility, with women reducing their public roles, focusing on homemaking and sexual care of the men. Single women like Maya and Paula were available for workplace use or the creation of harems, but they were good for little else. 

But now that the men and women of Pleasant had discovered this new way of living, none of them wanted it to stop. They wanted it to become a new normal. 

And that meant perpetuating these changes in the future. It meant new residents of Pleasant would need to live up to the bimbo ideals for women, with men going through similar levels of acceptance. For all of that to happen, the alien machines would continue to be used. They would be studied. The alien plan had failed, but the results were something DeAndre Tyson and all the other residents of Pleasant wanted to keep. And Janelle was so happy she could experience life as a bimbo before the invasion plans were foiled. This was what she wanted now. She loved the simple life of bimbodom and never wanted to change again. 
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