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1

Eliza



There was absolutely nothing Eliza could do to stop her husband Greg from sleeping with other women. First, it was Maureen, the sultry brunette who had pounced on him while Eliza was away. And then, after hoping he wouldn’t dare do it again, along came Juliana and Becky, who Eliza had found naked, in her house, with her man. Greg had shown her, once again, that the allure of a pair of big breasts, a juicy ass, and a ditzy giggle were enough to turn a once-loyal, doting husband into a sex-crazed cheater.

At the same time, Eliza was starting to feel like she couldn’t even blame Greg for being tempted by the bimbos. One by one, the neighbors she had once considered to be trustworthy friends were morphing into nearly identical bimbo clones, all thanks to Lola’s mystery potion. They were sexpots devoid of personality; if it weren’t for their different hair colors and complexions, there would be no way to tell any of those women apart anymore.

Maureen, Juliana, and now Becky, Eliza’s former bestie, had succumbed to the bimbo curse. And all three women had been bold enough to sleep with Greg. Eliza didn’t know who she hated more: her husband or the buxom babes who were making a concerted effort to destroy her life and her marriage.

At this point, Eliza had two choices: she could file for divorce or she could drink some of that magical lemonade herself. As a lawyer, she knew that she could figure out a way to extract as much money out of my husband as she needed in order to start over somewhere new. But she couldn’t imagine starting over without Greg. Eliza had grown accustomed to their comfortable life in Silver Hills. It made her sad to realize the truth, but living in this luxurious neighborhood had led her become to become far more materialistic. She was accustomed to having a good life.

Then, there was the alternative possibility: turning herself into a bubbly, sex-driven, ditzy bimbo. If she took this route, Eliza would be able to keep living in this nice house and maintain her upscale lifestyle. Most importantly, Greg would want her again.

Before making this difficult decision, Eliza decided that she would need to confront Lola and her husband and find out why they were doing this. She really didn’t want to give up her intelligence and her strong personality and professional goals to become a bimbo plaything. Finding out the secret behind the potion was her only hope. She was determined to put an end to this madness once and for all.

[image: ]



“So what can I do for you, Elise?”

“It’s Eliza.”

“Eliza.” Brock stared at his neighbor across the kitchen table, drumming his fingers on its gleaming glass surface. “Could you explain why you wanted to speak with me, and not to my wife?”

She took a deep breath and sat up straight in her chair. Already, Brock was trying to intimidate her. That was how Eliza knew for sure that he was hiding something.

“No offense, Brock, but Lola isn’t exactly the easiest person to have a conversation with,” she said in a low voice. “It’s pretty obvious that you’re the brains behind the operation.”

“How could you say something like that about Lola?” Brock gasped, although she saw the hint of a smirk form on his lips. He knew that his wife wasn’t the sharpest crayon in the box. “You can talk to her about anything. Sex. Clothes. Shoes…”

“But if I asked her to tell me what’s in that weird lemonade that turned every woman in the neighborhood into a dumb slut, would she be able to answer my question?” Eliza asked bluntly.

Brock smiled at me serenely. “So that’s what this is about. The lemonade. You figured it out.” He clapped slowly, condescendingly. “Bravo, Eliza. Do you want a prize?”

Eliza could feel her cheeks turning red with anger. How dare he speak to her this way? It occurred to her that Brock wasn’t used to communicating with a woman who was on his level intellectually. He could tease and degrade Lola all day, and she wouldn’t know or care — in fact, it would only make Lola want him more, simply because he was a man and he was paying attention to her.

“I want to know why Lola is the way she is — and why you two came here to Silver Hills and turned all my friends into bimbos.”

“Are you jealous?” he asked coolly, looking her up and down.

Eliza knew what he was getting at. She wasn’t beautiful or particularly feminine. Her messy, dark blonde hair, average face, and flat chest weren’t exactly enticing. Of course Eliza was jealous of the bimbos’ beauty and sex appeal — who wouldn’t be?

“I’m only jealous because I walked in not one, not two, but three different women with my husband.”

“And who do you blame for this?” Brock asked, glaring at Eliza. “Your husband, for doing what any man with a pulse would do? Or yourself, for not doing whatever it takes to keep him happy?”

Of course, Brock was implying that no matter what, this was all Eliza’s fault. She was the one who should have been making an effort to conform to the standards of beauty, to make herself more appealing to her husband.

Eliza was about to say something when, suddenly, Lola entered the room. She was wearing her blue bikini again, although this time she had an apron tied over it. She bounced and jiggled her way over to the stove, making herself look busy.

“You want me to cook you something, baby?” she asked, bending over and leaning against the counter, thrusting her ass out. In her thong bikini, her round buttocks were sexy and tan and juicy.

“I don’t want you to lift a finger. I’ll call the chef and have him make us a nice dinner…how does that sound?” Brock asked sweetly.

Lola suddenly noticed that her neighbor was sitting at the table with her husband. “Oh, hi, Eliza! What are you doing here?”

She rushed over to give a Eliza a big, bosomy hug. Lola nearly crushed Eliza, smothering her with her huge tits. It took her a moment to escape Lola’s suffocating cleavage.

“I’m here to talk to Brock about a few important things,” Eliza said calmly and slowly. She almost burst into laughter at how absurd Lola was. As much as she hated Lola, she knew that none of this was her fault. She was just a dumb blonde pawn in Brock’s game.

“Sounds boring,” Lola giggled. “I’ll go paint my nails so you two can talk. Oh, and before I forget…” She licked her lips. “Your husband Greg is so good at eating pussy. He made me cum so hard and so quickly.”

Eliza’s jaw dropped. “He…he ate your pussy?”

“Well, I asked him to — and he did it.”

Eliza’s whipped her head towards Brock, who was leaning back, his arms crossed over his chest, a smug grin on his face.

“Lola, if you don’t mind, Eliza and I need to chat,” Brock said, lifting his hand to gesture for Lola to leave.

She pouted at him, then smiled at Eliza, and bounced out of the room.

“Lola, too?” Eliza said quietly. “Did you know she fooled around with my husband?”

“No, I didn’t know. But it wouldn’t surprise me.”

“And doesn’t that make you mad? Doesn’t it upset you that your wife wants to be with other men?”

Brock shrugged. “Look, Eliza — Lola’s libido is so high, one man would never be able to satisfy her. And that’s fine with me. When I get horny, I sleep with other women. It’s natural.”

When he put it that way, it almost sounded logical. Then Eliza shook her head frantically, trying to dismiss the thought that Brock might be right about something.

“Could you just tell me why, Brock? Why did you mastermind this whole thing?” Eliza was sure that this was all Brock’s doing — the potion, the bimbofication spell, everything.

Brock smiled. “I’m a researcher at a medical lab. My wife kept telling me she wanted to be sexier. In fact, she used to look like…you. But I wouldn’t let her get plastic surgery. I knew there had to be a better way — no risks, no pain, no need to keep going back for more. It took a while, but I devised a formula that would make her sexier and more sexual, too. She was happy…I was happy…and then we moved here.”

So far, it all made sense. “Okay, if you were both happy, then why did you have to screw up Silver Hills? Because we were all happy here, before you two showed up.”

“This is the part that needs to stay between you and me, Eliza. I just got a patent to sell my formula to the general public. I decided to produce a beverage mix and test it out in a closed community. Silver Hills was the perfect place to do it. Bored housewives and unsatisfied husbands…a captive audience…”

“And now you’re going to sell it to everyone?” Eliza murmured. “Meaning…” She couldn’t even get the words out.

“Every woman in the world will have the ability to transform into a goddess,” Brock chuckled.

Eliza was stunned. She shouldn’t have been surprised that a wealthy, ambitious, and conniving man like Brock was planning to capitalize on his secret potion. The women of Silver Hills were merely test subjects for a much larger experiment that was about to begin. Soon, there would be no escaping the bimbo curse. The world would be full of vapid, sexy sluts who would fuck any man who crossed their path…

“Thank you for having this conversation, Brock. It was very enlightening,” Eliza said emotionlessly.

She stood up, trembling. There was no hope of stopping Brock. He was hellbent on turning the women of the world into carbon copies of his hot, horny wife.

“Feel free to take a sample home for your personal enjoyment,” he said, rising from his chair to grab something from the pantry nearby. It was a small bag of powder.

Eliza headed down the hall towards the front door, limply clutching the bag between her shaking fingers. She knew what she had to do — she had no other choice.
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Greg



“Greg?”

Eliza cautiously approached him. He was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. When his wife entered the room, he sat up quickly.

“Yeah?” he asked, trying not to sound too gruff.

Greg’s head was all mixed up. He didn’t know what to do or think. The only thing he knew for sure was that he couldn’t promise to stay faithful to his wife. He wanted to ask for her permission to sleep with other women, but he was well-aware that doing so would only make Eliza angrier.

She was wearing the lacy white nightgown that she had worn on their wedding night. Greg was surprised that she hadn’t thrown it out with the trash after she caught him cheating on her.

It pained him to realize that he was no longer attracted to Eliza. Suddenly, he was consumed with thoughts about women with luscious curves who behaved like porn stars. Why can’t Eliza look and act more like her friends? Would that be too much to ask for?

“I just want you to know that I can’t forgive you for what you did to me,” she said.

Greg noticed that she was holding a half-filled glass. He squinted. What was that in the glass? Was it lemonade?

“I don’t think I can forgive myself for that, either,” he murmured. And she doesn’t even know that I messed around with Lola, too. Fuck. I’m screwed, aren’t I?

“I was thinking about asking you for a divorce, so I could walk away with some dignity,” she murmured. “But I’m not going to do that.”

He gulped. “You’re not?”

“No. Because I just found out that there’s no future for me…looking like this…” She laughed softly. “I don’t know how to explain this to you, but I think it’s best if you just wait and see what happens. The world’s about to change. And it’s not going to be a good world for women like me — so I might as well change myself to fit in better.”

“Honey, I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Greg was worried. He’d never seen Eliza behave this way. Had his bad behavior driven her insane?

“All I want is for you to desire me, Greg,” she sighed. “I don’t care who else you sleep with — as long as you’re fucking me, too. Got it?”

Before he could answer, she downed the lemonade and placed the empty glass on the dresser nearby.

Eliza approached the bed. As she stepped close, Greg noticed a change in his wife. The hard expression on her face softened into a sweet smile. Her eyes brightened. She inhaled and exhaled deeply, her chest rising and falling…and then rising again. Although this time, it wasn’t swelling from her inhalation.

Instead, her breasts were getting bigger. The small, perky mounds of flesh under her flimsy nightgown were swelling right before his eyes, getting bigger and rounder.

Eliza looked down at her own chest, gasping with pleasure. Greg noticed that her face was changing, too. Her eyelashes were longer. Her cheeks were flushed. And her lips were more plump.

“It’s happening,” she said, breathing heavily, her voice emerging as a wispy whisper.

“What’s happening?” Greg croaked, although he had a strong suspicion that he knew what was going on. Eliza had sacrificed herself — her individuality, her wholesome beauty, her intelligence — to become more like the dumb bimbos who had fucked him right in front of her.

At first, he was terrified. In the back of his mind, Greg had assumed that Eliza was immune to the bimbo spell that had swept through Silver Hills. He had secretly hoped that if everything came crashing down and all the hot neighborhood babes turned back into uptight, conservative snobs, he would still be able to return to normal life — as long as Eliza, sweet, caring Eliza, didn’t change.

But watching her transform was something else entirely. It was titillating. By this point, her breasts were massive. He could see the seams of the nightgown starting to separate, and he knew that it wouldn’t be long before the garment snapped off her body. She had full hips and a slim waist now, and if he wasn’t mistaken, her legs were longer, too. Eliza’s skin was smooth and tan and sun-kissed, just like Lola’s. And her dirty blonde hair had lightened to a platinum blonde; it flowed down her back in soft, sexy waves.

“Remember our honeymoon?” she asked him, biting her lip coyly.

“Yeah,” he breathed.

“Let’s do it again. All of it,” Eliza purred. Even her voice was sexy.

Greg had to admit that out of all the bimbos, his wife was the hottest. He almost regretted cheating on her — if he had known that Eliza was capable of transforming herself into such a sexy blonde, he might have found the patience to wait for her…

Or would I have gone ahead and done what I wanted? Who knows? And who cares? Fuck, I’m hard…

His erection swelled, and he began to undress, not wanting to let a moment go to waste. What if this was all a dream, and he woke up to find his old, flat-chested wife nagging him?

But no. It was definitely real.

Eliza turned around, slowly sliding the nightgown up over her hips, then her torso. She swayed to an imaginary song, moving from side to side, and Greg let out an audible gasp as her perfect ass came into view.

“Fuck, you have an amazing body,” he groaned.

“Do I?” Eliza teased.

She struggled to lift the nightgown up over her massive chest, and in the end, she ended up ripping it off her body. She giggled.

“Oh, my gosh…I feel so stupid,” she said, clapping her hand over her mouth.

“Don’t worry about it, babe,” Greg said. By this point, he was naked and stroking his hard cock. He wasn’t about to tell his wife that she wasn’t dumb and ditzy — there was no getting around the fact that she had sacrificed her brain for the sake of her body. “Come over here…”

She giggled, standing there naked, vulnerable. She was almost completely unrecognizable, except for that devious glint in her eyes. That was the only small reminder of the woman she used to be.

Eliza climbed onto the bed, crawling towards him, her eyes glittering and her lips slightly parted.

Greg stared at her in excitement and disbelief. He couldn’t get over how sexy his wife had become.
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Eliza’s lips slid across Greg’s rock hard shaft. She savored the taste of his smooth flesh. Somehow, even though she’d just undergone an extreme physical transformation, she could only focus on her husband’s cock.

Nothing else mattered. Not even the fact that her body had been completely transformed — although she was aware of the heaviness and weight of her new breasts, and the fact that she was taller and her ass was bigger and her hair was long and shiny.

She looked down, fascinated by her own body. She was so fascinated, she got distracted from the task at hand — and Greg was quick to remind her she was supposed to be sucking him off. His hand pushed the back of her head roughly and she quickly got back to work. His fingers on the nape of her neck forced her to tilt her head upwards, so she was gazing directly into his eyes as he pumped into her mouth. Eliza and her husband were no longer equals in the bedroom. He was the man, and it was her role to serve his needs.

His encounters with other bimbos had prepared him for Eliza. Now, he was well-aware of the fact that he didn’t need to show his wife respect in bed, or put her needs first. Eliza was here to serve him, and she couldn’t have been any happier with new role.

Greg’s cock was sliding so deep down her throat, she nearly gagged on it. Her eyes began to smart. He smirked, then released his tight grip, letting her slide her mouth down off his shaft.

“What do we do now?” she asked, completely lost and in need of his guidance.

“Fuck. Let me think.” Then, his eyes lit up, as if he had an idea. “Lie on your back, sweetie.”

She obeyed him, sprawling out on the bed. She noticed that her breasts were so big, she could barely see over them. Next thing she knew, Greg was straddling her. He gripped her huge breasts, eagerly kneading the mountains of springy flesh between his fingers. He pushed them together to make her cleavage nice and tight, and then thrust his cock into the warm, tight space.

“You’ve never fucked my tits before,” Eliza giggled.

“That’s because you didn’t have tits I could fuck before,” Greg said matter-of-factly. “But shit…I could get used to this…you look like a porn star, honey.”

“Mm,” she moaned. Her hand wandered down between her legs to play with her clit as his dick slid in and out from between her wobbling breasts.

Eliza had never been objectified by a man before. In fact, she had always viewed women who flaunted their bodies or let men use them for pleasure — strippers, porn stars, escorts — as creatures to be pitied. But now she was beginning to understand how pleasurable it was to let Greg take total control of her body.

With her exaggerated sexual features, Eliza looked like countless anonymous blonde porn stars who, in the past, had probably been fantasy objects for Greg. She wondered if her husband still viewed her as a complete person or if he only saw her as a sex toy. I hope he just wants to fuck me all the time…to use my body and do whatever he wants with me…

In fact, she was so turned on by the sight of his big cock sliding between her breasts over and over that she began to masturbate more intensely. Even though Greg fucking her tits wasn’t going to get her off, she wanted him to believe that he was the one making her moan with pleasure. And as she began to cum, her entire body trembling, including her gigantic breasts, a huge grin filled her husband’s face.

“Yeah. Cum for me, baby,” he moaned, pumping faster.

She began to moan his name, exaggerating her pleasure for the sake of her husband’s enjoyment. At the same time, she was eager for a second orgasm — and she knew exactly how she could get it.

“I’m so wet, baby. Can you fuck me now?” she begged. “Please?”

“Yeah. But only because you’ve been such a good girl,” he said, slapping her tit gently. He lay down on top of her, his mouth sliding up from her abdomen to her chest. After burying his face between her sweaty breasts, he began to flick his long tongue across her nipples, one at a time. She writhed and twitched with pleasure.

“Your whole body is so much more sensitive now, isn’t it?” he murmured.

“Mmhmm,” she mumbled, unable to form any words. She felt like she was getting dumber and ditzier by the moment. The thought of sex consumed her completely. The heat of Greg’s body against hers was making her weak with pleasure and anticipation of what was to come.

His tongue slid up her long neck, then across her face. His lips pressed against hers and she yielded to his kiss, opening her mouth to let his tongue invade her. Her mouth wrestled against his aggressive kiss, the type of kiss that Greg had never given her in the past. He wanted to consume her, to control her, to devour her…to claim her as his possession.

At the same time, her legs spread open as she silently begged him to take her. His hard cock slid against her pussy, moving up and down along her slick, smooth flesh, before seeking the entrance to her tight hole. He pushed inside her, slowly filling her up. Eliza let out a moan as her husband penetrated her for the first time since her transformation.

As an ordinary woman, she had never considered sex to be an out-of-this-world experience. It was fun, but she never understood what the big fuss was about. Everything was different now. Her body was built for pleasure — to give and to receive, to do exactly what it was meant to do. Not only that, but the sexual signals she gave off by simply existing made her feel so much more powerful.

He pinned her to the bed as he thrust deep inside her, his gaze locked with hers. “You fucking slut,” he breathed, his voice vibrating against her lips. “I bet you’re gonna fuck all the guys in the neighborhood. You’re hotter than all their wives…”

Eliza’s body was jolted by another strong thrust, and she kissed his lips. She didn’t know what to tell him. All she wanted was to belong to Greg, to be his perfect little fuck toy…but if he wanted her to fuck other men, then she would be more than happy to do it. She would be happy as long as someone’s cock was inside her.

She had almost completely forgotten that Maureen, Juliana, and Becky had fucked her husband. She understood where they had been coming from. There was no reason to be possessive of Greg anymore. He was the man of the house, meaning he was in charge and could do anything he wanted. Besides, he was the most attractive guy in the neighborhood, so he deserved the attention he received from other women.

Greg pulled his cock out of her and flipped her over onto her stomach. She slowly rose so that she was on all fours, and thrust her ass out.

“Oh, God,” he whispered, grabbing her by the ass as he began to fuck her from behind.

Eliza pushed back against his dick and squeezed her pussy muscles tight to hug his member. She wanted this to be the best experience of Greg’s life. He began to groan, and he began to thrust into her with even more vigor and enthusiasm. He could go nice and deep in this position, so deep that he was stimulating Eliza’s pussy in just the right way, at just the right angle. She was going to cum again…

This time, as she screamed and moaned and trembled, her husband pulled her hair. He gripped it tightly near the roots with one hand as he slapped her ass with his other hand. She glanced to her right and caught a glimpse of her reflection in the mirror on the wall: a platinum blonde goddess standing on all fours, her gigantic tits wobbling beneath her, her waist as small as a mannequin’s, her butt even bigger-looking from this angle.

And there, behind her, the man who had once loved her, and who now only viewed her as an object of lust. He was fucking her hard, holding her body steady by the hips, a look of intensity in his eyes. Eliza knew that look very well. He was about to cum.

Greg slid his cock into her one last time before he exploded inside her. He slowly filled her pussy with a huge load of his sticky seed. Eliza breathed heavily and rolled over to lie on her back, pulling Greg on top of her. They shared a passionate kiss, their sweaty bodies pressed together, their legs intertwined.

“Damn,” he whispered. “You’re so hot, Eliza.”

“So are you,” Eliza giggled.

Normally, after a steamy sex session, Eliza and Greg’s heads would clear and they would quickly return to their busy days — work, and chores, and other mundane tasks would pull them away from their pleasure.

But they both still had so much on their minds. Greg was conjuring up images of the group sex he could have with his wife and all the other neighborhood bimbos. Eliza was fantasizing about doing even kinkier, dirtier things: naughty role plays, and letting Greg watch her fuck other men, and maybe even inviting Lola to join them in bed (to thank her for the transformation potion, of course).

She had already completely forgotten about Brock’s sinister plan to bimbofy the world. Right now, in her cozy little bimbo world, Eliza was perfectly happy with herself and her marriage and her life. She had perfect tits, a great ass, and a well-endowed, horny husband.

As far as she was concerned, life was amazing now. This was only the beginning of her adventures as a hot blonde bimbo…
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The Bimbo Elixir (Harem Hills Book 2)

Lola took Greg’s hand and guided him down towards the floor. He didn’t fight — he let lovely Lola have her way with him. Next thing he knew, she was climbing on top of him and kissing him passionately...

One by one, the women of Silver Hills are morphing into lust-driven, sexy bimbos. After Eliza's husband Greg cheats on her with brunette bombshell Maureen, she feels completely helpless. Thank goodness she still has her best friend Becky, who claims that she knows the secret behind the women's transformations: Lola's magical lemonade. Eliza doesn't believe her, so Becky downs a glass.

Instantly, sweet redhead Becky begins to turn into a buxom, bubbly babe. Eliza is terrified when she realizes that she might be the last ordinary woman left in the neighborhood.

Meanwhile, Lola summons Greg to her house to help her while her husband is out. He knows he shouldn't cheat on Eliza again, but Lola is far too persuasive and beautiful to resist. She wants Greg to pleasure her with his mouth and tongue, and he can't say no to the blonde bimbo.

As Eliza searches the neighborhood for Becky, hoping she can reverse her transformation, Becky and Juliana show up at her house. Greg is home alone, and after his teasing encounter with Lola, he's ready for more bimbo fun. The two bimbos and Eliza's husband share a steamy threesome with lots of girl-on-girl action. Poor Eliza walks in on Greg with the two ditzy hotties, but it's too late to stop them. Greg has thrown away his marriage with Eliza to become the bimbos' handsome plaything...
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The Doll Factory: 4 Bimbofication Stories

This sexy short story collection features 4 naughty tales about ordinary women who transform into curvaceous living dolls.

In Real Doll, Lucy is jealous of the sex doll her boyfriend received as a gift. Desperate to win back his affections, Lucy wishes that she could be a little more like his love doll. Next thing she knows, her body starts transforming. For the first time in her life, Lucy develops voluptuous curves, a high sex drive, and a ditzy personality. Soon, she’ll be the perfect living sex doll for her boyfriend (and his attractive friends) to play with.

In The Mannequin shy, plain-looking Alice knows exactly what type of woman her crush prefers: busty, ditzy, and plastic. Of course, Alice could never be that kind of girl…or at least that’s what she believes before she stumbles into The Mannequin Shop. The shopkeeper promises that Alice will take the form of whichever doll she purchases. Soon, Alice finds herself transforming into an impossibly seductive, voluptuous bimbo.

In Bimbo Doll, Teresa doesn't expect her boyfriend to surprise her with a gift on his birthday. Of course, Aiden has his reasons for giving her the busty love doll: he knows that his girlfriend would love to be a curvaceous vixen for a night. Once Teresa fits herself inside the hollowed-out doll, they will become one, transforming her into an impossibly sexy woman.

In Becoming Barbie, Cassie is a brilliant physics major, but she's tired of her boring, plain looks. She'd gladly give up her intelligence to become a sexy, living doll. And after discovering a strange infomercial on TV, Cassie orders some pills that promise to make this dream come true. The pills transform Cassie's body, but they also have some interesting side effects...

[image: Wives Transformed: 12 Hot Stories]


Wives Transformed: 12 Hot Stories

This bimbofication bundle features 12 hot stories about ordinary wives who embark on transformation adventures. Ordinary women morph into voluptuous, ditzy babes who are willing to do anything to satisfy their husbands’ needs and desires.

WARNING: These stories contain hot, explicit sexual encounters and explore the themes of magical bimbo transformations, dominance and submission, and breast expansion.
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Bimbo Kingdom: LitRPG Erotica

In this erotic fantasy novella, Liam enters the world of Kingdom's Crown, a virtual reality RPG that promises its players a boost in masculinity and alpha male confidence. The quest to claim the crown and become the ruler of Everlyand is a daunting prospect, but Liam has three mysterious tools he can use to complete his mission, as well as a trusty guide named Desiree. The brainy blonde has the know-how to help Liam win the game. But Liam also wants to meet some sexy chicks, and he knows jealous Desiree will only get in the way of his fun.

At every turn, Liam encounters new challenges and even hotter women. A cave-dwelling monster morphs into a deliciously curvaceous brunette babe when Liam frees her from a magic spell. In the forest, he has a raunchy threesome with two ditzy maidens before discovering that the busty vixens aren't what they seem. And in Silver Valley, Liam faces the most dangerous temptation of all: a village populated by sex-crazed, empty-headed bimbos and advanced technology that allows him to turn any one of them into his ideal woman.

Liam reaches his final destination with one tool left and one final enemy to neutralize in his quest for the crown. But after Desiree falls victim to a bimbo curse and morphs into a vapid, hot babe, Liam knows he only has one shot to rescue her and save the kingdom from an evil and mysterious leader...
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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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