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Eliza



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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ew!” Eliza exclaimed, shuddering.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay, Liz.”

“It’s Eliza…”

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

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

But she decided that she would show up on Saturday with a smile on her face and an open mind. Greg was probably right. She just needed to get to know Brock and Lola better before judging them so harshly.
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Eliza



Eliza showed up at her neighbor’s house in a flowing floral dress, her hair pinned up, with just a hint of eyeliner and lipgloss. She didn’t dress up at the way Lola did, and neither did the other woman who lived in this community. This was her idea of a casual lunch outfit — classy, sophisticated, understated.

She approached the gate and pressed the buzzer.

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

“It’s Eliza from across the street!”

“Come on in!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Such a doll,” added Juliana.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something was wrong. Eliza could sense it. However, she didn’t know enough about Lola and her husband to understand exactly what was going on in with them. She decided that she wouldn’t pass judgment on slutty, busty, ditzy Lola until she got to know her a little better.
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Greg



Greg had just returned home from a meeting with a client when he heard a frantic knock at the door. He put down his phone, having already read Eliza’s text: “At Becky’s place. We just had lunch at Lola’s. Will tell you more later…”

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

“Greg!”

“Eric? What are you doing here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

[image: ]



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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

At least…I think that’s Juliana.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

Greg’s wife sounded frantic on the phone.

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

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

“Good. See you soon. I love you.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah. Sure. Come in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But what he didn’t know was that, one by one, every woman in the neighborhood would be transforming into a curvy sex goddess. The bimbofication of Silver Hills was underway. Even his own wife wouldn’t be immune to the magical spell that was rapidly transforming their comfortable gated community and its wealthy residents…
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Lust Empire

One virtual world. Countless hot babes to conquer...

As soon as Miles starts playing Endless Empire, the popular new virtual reality RPG, he finds at rock bottom. The lowly serf is thrown into a dark chamber, imprisoned for his bad behavior. But the beautiful, curvaceous maiden who comes to his aid hasn't been with a man in ages, and she can't keep her hands off him.

Emboldened by the encounter, Miles makes his way through the virtual empire and takes on new roles as he levels up. However, the sexy female characters are the real stars of this imaginary universe. From the scantily-clad tribe of hotties he meets in the desert to the petite, adorable blondes he accidentally transforms into voluptuous bimbos, Miles has never met so many gorgeous women who are hungry with lust.

The game reaches its climax on a remote island, where Miles and his army encounter a castle filled with busty beauties. But nothing in this game is quite what it seems. Miles discovers that he must vanquish a hidden foe and rescue a princess to achieve victory...

This 27,000-word novella contains elements of LitRPG, magical bimbo transformations, BE expansion, hot threesomes, and much more! It was originally published as a 5-part serial.
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Trophy Wife Camp

When Natasha and her husband Sean move to the idyllic Summer Oaks, she immediately notices something odd about their new hometown. Every single woman she encounters is a hot trophy wife. From busty blondes to beautiful brunettes to stunning redheads, she discovers that every housewife in Summer Oaks is equally empty-headed and curvaceous.

Natasha soon uncovers the reason for all the sex-crazed, gorgeous women: a mysterious “Training Center” where new female residents go to learn how to fit in. Hoping to solve the mystery of her neighbors' bimbo transformations, she visits the center. But after witnessing another woman’s bimbofication process and beginning her own training, Natasha gives in to her fate. Like all the other housewives, she is destined to become the ultimate trophy wife...
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Bimbo Clone

When Emily goes to the Tech Spa, a futuristic clinic that offers unique beauty treatments, she doesn't expect to be transformed into a sexy clone. But, according to another young woman in the waiting room, the spa's hi-tech Replicator has the power to turn her into a carbon copy of any hot celebrity. The plain-looking woman goes in for her treatment and emerges in the form of a voluptuous blonde supermodel, and jealous Emily can't believe her eyes.

Instead of opting for a cheaper procedure, she decides to splurge on the Replicator. Emily knows her boyfriend Seth fantasizes about Holly, a famously ditzy brunette bombshell known for being naughty. Soon, Emily finds herself morphing into the gorgeous, busty actress. She can't wait to surprise her boyfriend with her new body and give him the wildest night of his life...
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The Bimbo Mentor: Becoming His Plastic Princess

Cecilia can't imagine what her new boyfriend sees in her. Keith is a worldly, wealthy banker, while Cecilia is a shy wallflower. But Keith is drawn to her naturally submissive personality, and he knows he can mold her into his perfect woman. Cecilia is ready to begin a new life with her wonderful boyfriend, so she quits her job, moves in with him, and promises to obey his every command.

Keith enlists Simone, a busty blonde bombshell, to train Cecilia in the art of femininity. Cecilia knows that Simone is a force to be reckoned with when the blonde seduces her and informs her that Keith loves to see his girlfriends play with other women. Soon, Cecilia is doing everything she can to emulate Simone, copying her wardrobe, her ditzy giggle, and her unbridled sensuality.

In the final phase of her transformation, Cecilia goes under the knife to turn herself into the ultimate voluptuous babe. She's thrilled to reveal herself to Keith for the first time, but upon returning to the apartment, she discovers that he has a handsome friend over. Eager to please her boyfriend, Cecilia decides to perform for him and do everything she can to satisfy both men...

[image: ]



[image: Valentina DiMarco Erotica header]


Thanks for reading!

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

Subscribe here!

Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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