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      “Oh, it’s you,” Jennifer Merton practically spit as we faced each other in the department store. “I didn’t know they let you Wright bitches in here.”

      I sighed, wanted nothing to do with Jennifer or the rest of her family. The Mertons and the Wrights had been feuding for years. It had been so long that I didn’t even know what the feud was about.

      And to be honest, we had done everything we could, short of giving the Mertons all our worldly possessions, to put the feud to rest. I had been nothing but kind to Jennifer and her family my whole life.

      They say people aren’t born with hate, that they are taught it. If that was true, the Mertons were an exception to the rule. Nothing we did ever seemed enough to lessen their hatred toward my family.

      I let out a sigh before I responded to Jennifer. I had not needed the aggravation, but I was determined to show both Jennifer and the rest of my family that the Wrights would not respond in kind to such abuse and hatred.

      “Hi, Jennifer,” I said as cheerily as I could. It was hard to smile when the person you’re speaking to is seething with anger.

      “Oh, look who it is,” came another voice from behind Jennifer. The moment I heard the voice, I knew it belonged to Derek Merton, Jennifer’s older brother. “Sydney Wrong. How crappy it is to see you. I see you’re back from L.A. The Hollywood Elite finally throw you out for being a shitty actress and the wrong bitch for the job?”

      I wanted nothing more than to slap both Jennifer and Derek for their unkind words. The truth was, I had returned to Fairview after my parents passed away from injuries sustained at the hands of a drunk driver. It had been a rough few months, but I was determined to take the helm of the family and be a good role model for my younger siblings.

      As for my time in Hollywood, that was a short stint during my early twenties. I was never going to be a lasting star, but I landed several leading roles before I decided the rat race of Hollywood wasn’t for me. By then I had met my now husband and wanted a quieter life. We had settled near the coast in a small community, away from the bright lights of the city. I had been happy to stay there until the bad news of my parents’ passing.

      I could handle the personal attacks. You can’t have a career in Hollywood without them. But I couldn’t stand the implied attack against my family. As if I would return to Fairview 15 years after I left Hollywood because I couldn’t get a role anymore. I had seen Jennifer and Derek toasting each other at my parents’ funeral. They knew why I was home.

      “Hi, Derek,” I added, showing far less enthusiasm than I had with Jennifer. “What brings you out to the department store today? I’m picking up a few pairs of pants for my husband, Sam.”

      I did not want to be nice to the Mertons. As far as I was concerned, they were complete assholes with no redeeming qualities whatsoever, but I needed to set a good example for the rest of my family. I was the oldest and so that responsibility fell to me. If this feud was ever going to end, I needed all of the Wrights to stand together and not antagonize the likes of Jennifer and Derek.

      “We’re out shopping with our great grandmother, Mildred,” Derek answered. “We Mertons live long lives. Not like you Wright bitches.”

      “That’s great that you are taking her shopping. If I ever have kids, I hope they’ll do stuff like that when I’m old. I hope you all have a nice day.”

      As much as I still had more shopping to do, I did not want to run into another Merton. I could only handle so much of their rudeness in a sitting. The Mertons were probably half the reason I left Fairview as soon as I finished high school. It’s hard living with that toxicity.

      But I did have to admit, Derek was right about the Mertons living long lives. He was only a couple years older than me, probably about 40, and for him to have a living great grandmother was impressive.

      I turned a corner and all of a sudden found myself flying toward the ground, my armful of pants going flying too.

      “Watch where you’re going,” barked an old woman’s voice before I’d even hit the ground.

      I hit the tile floor with a thud, although I was lucky enough not to hurt myself. Still, I laid there looking up at Great Grandma Mildred Merton sitting there in her wheelchair. This was truly turning into a bad day.

      “I’m so sorry,” I said as I started to push myself to my feet. “Did I hurt you?”

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Mildred said. “You could have killed me, a woman of my advanced age. You Wrights are all the same. Nothing but bloodthirsty killers. I ought to call the cops and have your sorry ass thrown in jail for assault.”

      “Mrs. Merton, I’m so sorry,” I said, feeling sorry more for myself than her. From what I could tell, she came away from the collision completely unscathed.

      “Don’t you dare talk to me in that tone,” Mildred countered. “I know when I’ve been disrespected.”

      “I meant no disrespect—”

      “Shut up,” Mildred interrupted. Then came the strangest thing, she started chanting, using words I had never heard before. Her eye lids fluttered as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. I was truly worried for her.

      But then the store lights began to flicker. A gust of wind blew through the department store. I felt like I was on the set of a horror movie, but I knew better. My worry for Mildred was quickly replaced by a worry for myself.

      Then everything stopped. Mildred, her eyes returning to normal stared into my own with an intensity I had never seen before.

      “Sydney Wright, I curse thee.”

      Had I not seen what had happened just before, I would have laughed. I wouldn’t have been able to help myself. The idea that Mildred Merton could curse me was laughable. Yet, I could not explain what I had just seen.

      “Now go,” Mildred said. “Go home to your family and show them what kind of woman really leads them.”

      Considering I wanted nothing more to do with any of the Mertons, I quickly gathered the clothes I had planned to purchase and made my way toward the exit. I had to get out of there.

      When the buzzer sounded at the door, I cursed myself for such a stupid mistake. Mildred had shaken me more than even I had realized, making me forget to stop and pay.

      “Ma’am,” came the voice of a security guard.

      “I’m so sorry,” I begged. “I’m having a bad day and I forgot to stop and pay for these. I’ll go do that now.”

      “Not a problem, ma’am,” the guard said. “That happens sometimes. Do you need me to point you in the right direction?”

      “Thanks, but I’ve got it,” I said as I made my way back to the checkout. “Asshole,” I cursed under my breath. Security guards could be real jerks sometimes.

      I was thankful I didn’t run into the Mertons at the checkout stand or on my way out of the department store. The security guard eyed me as I left for a second time, but he did not try and stop me. My purchases sat inside a bag and I held the receipt in my hand. That was proof if I got hassled again.

      I had never been more glad to be home than I was the moment I pulled into the garage. As much as I tried to be a good person, I found myself tested around the Mertons. As hard as I tried to be nice, they always brought out the worst in me.

      I sat there for several minutes, my hands still on the steering wheel, kneading it with my fingers, as I worked out the tension that had built while shopping. My interactions with the security guard had only made it all worse in my mind.

      “Why did I think he was an asshole?” I pondered out loud. I had no idea why I had reacted so negatively to him. He was just doing his job, yet I had been close to chewing him out over the fact he was preventing me from shoplifting.

      I had never stolen anything in my life. I certainly wasn’t going to start now, especially now that I needed to be the role model for my family. With 18 years separating me and the youngest of my siblings, I needed to show the proper way to behave, especially when dealing with the Mertons. I could not let them get to me like that again.

      Eventually I made my way into the house. The whole family was coming over for dinner and I needed to begin preparing it. Felix and Danielle were always good for bringing over food they had prepared, but Max and the twins, Ashley and Ainsley, were college students on a budget. We had all been there at some point.

      Weekly dinners had always been an important family tradition. Of course, until relatively recently, it had been our parents who played host each week. Now, however, that job fell to me as the oldest in the family. I could only hope that when my siblings were older with grown kids, they would continue the tradition in their own families.

      Of course, the venue had changed from the days when our parents played host. I had been offered the house, but given our parents’ untimely death, I simply could not handle being there, let alone living there. Although it was ultimately my call, my siblings decided it would be best to sell the house. It was just too big for any of our families now. Felix is the only one of us with kids, and he only has two. At one point the house we grew up in had been filled with two adults and six kids.

      Sam and I bought a new house in Fairview, one that was big enough for Max and the twins to stay with us when they were on break from college. The three of them attended school nearby, but they had all opted to stay in the dorms to better experience college life. They still came “home” on the weekends and it was not uncommon for one or more of them to bring a load of laundry with them.

      I smiled when I heard the garage door open. Sam had returned from his own set of errands. When we bought our house, we had chosen to get something a little older so that we could get more house. However, that meant there were things to fix and upgrades to make. In his spare time, Sam had been working on those things. Today, he spent the day picking up materials for finishing the basement. He had already built a deck in the backyard, which would be great for hosting family next summer.

      The reason for my smile was two-fold. One, I just wanted to see my husband. We had been almost inseparable for so long that even a few hours apart could be rough sometimes. Two, and most importantly, I felt the need to talk about my interactions with the Mertons earlier. I needed to tell him, a nearly unbiased party to the whole feud, of how poorly I had been treated by Jennifer and Derek. And then there was the strange interaction with Mildred. The Mertons were nuts, all of them. I just hated the fact they focused their craziness on me and my family.

      “I’m in the kitchen,” I called out when I heard the door to the garage open. I was sure Sam would have an update on the basement. We spent the summer building a deck worthy of hosting my large family in the future. Now our attention was turning toward finishing the basement, figuring it would make for a good entertainment space during the colder and rainier months.

      “Hey, babe,” Sam said, his arms full of supplies. With a quick glance I figured he was carrying brackets and nails. “Well, the lumber will arrive tomorrow. Felix has already agreed to give me a hand. And I’m hoping we can recruit Max to help next weekend, if he can get the time away from school.”

      “That’s great,” I said. “Although I notice none of the Wright women made your list of helpers.”

      “We need you to fetch our beers,” Sam joked. It had become a running joke between us that Sam did all the hard work and I did the “serving.” It was just a joke, but I would be the first to admit I was not particularly handy when it came to building or fixing things. Neither were Danielle or the twins.

      “No drinking on the job,” I countered. “I don’t trust you all with power tools like that. I’ll serve lemonade and hot cocoa instead.”

      “Spoil sport,” Sam said with a smirk. “I’ll be back to help with dinner in a moment. Just let me drop all this in the basement and wash up a bit.”

      I had been so lucky to meet Sam when we were young. I was still trying to make it as an actress when we met. He was in L.A. for some meetings. He was two years older than me, but he was already running a successful business, one that gave us the flexibility to both live away from the hustle and bustle of the city for the past 15 years, but also to pick up and move to Fairview so I could help take care of my family.

      When Sam finally returned from the basement, I was ready to tell him all about my day, namely my encounter with the Mertons. Thankfully, Sam was a sympathetic ear, especially when it was clear I had done nothing to antagonize any of them.

      Sam could not help but laugh at my encounter with Mildred Merton. I vaguely remembered feeling spooked in the moment, but in hindsight I was able to put such thoughts out of my mind.

      And I certainly did not tell Sam about my confrontation with the security guard. The fact was, my behavior embarrassed me. I had never behaved in such a manner and I did not want to do so again if I could help it. I let Jennifer and Derek get to me.

      Sam played his part, sympathizing with me. We had always been able to tell each other everything. However, the Mertons were quickly put out of my mind. There were preparations to be made before dinner.
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      I stood there in line at the bank, waiting to make a withdrawal from the family trust account. Max, Ashley and Ainsley needed spending money for the month.

      Since our parents were now gone, the family trust was responsible for paying for those things our parents would have paid for normally. That included monthly spending money for my youngest siblings while they focused on their studies.

      I never would have imagined how much work it was running the family trust as the primary trustee. The monthly trips to the bank were only a small part of my new role. Of course, that came with being the head of the family now. It was my responsibility to make sure everyone was taken care of.

      It also meant I needed to be a positive role model, especially for Danielle, Max, and the twins. Felix was 35 and already had an established family. I usually thought of him as the second in command, even though there were no such designations in the family hierarchy. But with the nine-year gap from Felix back to Danielle, my motherly instincts kicked in. With Max being 22 and Ashley and Ainsley both being 20, I was almost old enough to be their mother instead of their sister.

      I shouldn’t have taken it as a big surprise that I felt protective of my family. Despite me living away from home since just after I finished high school, I always tried to remain close with my siblings. That coupled with the fact Sam and I never had kids, my natural instincts turned toward my siblings instead.

      Standing in the bank line, I caught my reflection in a decorative mirror. What I saw was depressing. I looked tired with bags under my eyes.

      I had never needed to try very hard with my appearance. I had been able to take advantage of my natural girl-next-door good looks to win movie and television roles when I was younger. Just because I had left the movie business did not mean that I stopped looking good. It came naturally to me.

      However, seeing my reflection I was struck by how I was not looking my best anymore. I didn’t just look like I was a few years older, which was definitely true. I was only a couple years away from my 40’s. Sam having already hit that benchmark had not bothered me at the time, but seeing my appearance there in the bank made me realize how much I had aged and how far I still had to go.

      I couldn’t stand to look at my reflection any longer. Turning the other way, I found myself looking out the window and across the street, toward the Fairview Mall.

      The Mall wasn’t the biggest or grandest mall in the country, but it served Fairview well. I had many memories as a teenager hanging out with friends there. Not that the stores would be the same 20 years later. In fact, the mall had undergone a major renovation a few years back. I had been inside a couple times when I needed something since I returned to town, but I hadn’t spent much time there.

      As I stood there, waiting for my turn at the teller, I found my mind stuck on one particular memory. Specifically, I could not get the image of an introductory makeover offer at one of the mall salons out of my head.

      It was the sort of thing I never did. I didn’t spend money on those kinds of things. My image was not that important to me. Or at least it wasn’t important enough to spend $100 on a makeover, or whatever the advertised price had been.

      Nonetheless, the idea of updating my appearance, of finding a way to look better, did not leave my mind as I stood there. And the longer I waited in line, the more I started to wonder if this was some grand plan. The bank was rarely this busy, and yet, there I was, waiting for what seemed like forever so I could take out some money for Max and the twins.

      When I finally reached the teller, I was prepared to ask for $300. Max, Ashley, and Ainsley each got $100 each month for spending money. Their tuition, room and board, and other school related expenses were already covered. This money was so they could occasionally go out to dinner, see a movie, or buy clothes.

      “$400 in cash, please,” I requested from the teller without even thinking about it. In fact, I didn’t even realize I had said it until the woman started counting out the money she was about to hand me. I had expected to receive 15 $20 bills, but I got 20 instead.

      “Have a nice day,” the woman said once my transaction was complete.

      “Thanks, you too,” I said as I put the money in my purse.

      I felt strange walking out of the bank, almost like I had stolen something. The trust money had all been budgeted. Each dollar was supposed to be accounted for. Of course, I had been the one who created the budget and assigned each of those dollars. Nonetheless, I couldn’t help but feel as if I had betrayed not just myself, but the rest of my family.

      And yet, I did nothing to change the fact that I had an extra $100 in my purse. I simply found myself walking out of the bank and then across the street to the mall.

      It felt as if my body was on autopilot. It simply acted on its own, doing its thing, regardless of what I wanted to do. And it seemed as if my body wanted to go to the mall.

      I groaned when I saw where I was headed. I was making a bee-line for the salon that had been stuck in my head while standing in line at the bank. A big sign filled the front window advertising a special offer for a complete makeover for $100. As much as I knew I shouldn’t take advantage of the offer, I knew there was no way I would be leaving the mall with that extra $100 I had taken out of the family trust account at the bank.

      “Hi, there,” I said as I reached the salon reception desk. “Do you accept walk-ins?”

      The woman behind the desk looked up at me with a professional smile. She looked to be Danielle’s age at the oldest, with long blonde hair and a heavily made up face. She looked good. She was someone who cared about her appearance and wanted to look fashionable. She was clearly succeeding in that.

      “Hi,” she said in return. “We’ve been really busy lately and haven't been able to, but we just had a cancellation, so I think we can fit you in. What were you looking for today?”

      “I saw the offer in the window,” I said.

      “Absolutely,” the woman said. “If I can just have your name, we will call you in just a few minutes.”

      “Sydney,” I answered.

      “Perfect,” the woman said. “Please just take a seat in our waiting area and someone will be with you shortly.”

      I did as requested. Sitting down, I saw a vast array of fashion magazines laid out on the table in front of me. Some of the covers were far more, shall I say, glamorous than I had been expecting.

      I knew I could have just stood up and left. I didn’t need a makeover. The bags under my eyes would go away soon enough. I had just been stressed from dealing with my parents’ sudden deaths and the resulting move.

      It was also surprisingly tiring taking care of everything for the family. And I was dealing with an adult family. I could not begin to understand how rough Felix and his wife, Martha, had it.

      Yet there was no doubt I needed a little me time. And what better way to do that than by treating myself to a makeover? It seemed simple enough. And if anyone really had a problem with me spending a little of the family trust money on myself occasionally, they can manage it instead.

      “Sydney?” My name sounded out before I could come up with a counter argument. I looked up to see the woman who I assumed would be my stylist for the afternoon.

      “That’s me,” I said as I pushed myself to my feet.

      “I’m Lily,” the stylist said. “If you’ll just follow me, we’ll get started in a jiffy.”

      I followed Lily into the salon. Each stylist had their own booth, adding privacy that I was sure some customers appreciated, myself included. As much as I knew I was getting a makeover, I did not really want to be seen by anyone in my family during the process.

      Of course, everyone would be able to see the new me as soon as I was finished. Nonetheless, I did not want to be caught in the act. I might have to admit where I got the money from for the makeover. I was sure I would get asked the same questions later, but I could come up with an answer later.

      “Here we are,” Lily said as she directed me into the last booth. Somehow I felt more comfortable being so far removed from the bright lights of the mall outside.

      “So, what were you thinking of having done today?” Lily asked as soon as I was seated.

      I took a moment to evaluate my reflection in the mirror. There was a part of me that realized my initial reactions at the bank had been overblown. I might not look like a movie starlet, but I wasn’t one, at least not anymore. And I still looked fantastic for my age. I was definitely aging gracefully.

      Still, there was plenty of room for improvement. My hair could use a trim for sure. And I was sure there was a more hip style I could wear it in. I hadn’t really changed my look since I quit the movie business. I at least liked the rich brown color of my hair. I didn’t need to dye it.

      “I feel like I need to update my style,” I explained. “I’ve been doing the same thing everyday for years now. It’s time for something new. I feel like I stopped being fashionable at least 10 years ago.”

      “I get what you’re saying,” Lily said. “It’s easy to let time disappear on you. But I can definitely give you an update. Your hair is perfect for what I’m thinking. Just a little trim and then a restyling of it and you’ll already look like a whole new woman. You want me to teach you how to enhance your look with makeup?”

      “Definitely,” I said. “Today is the day the old Sydney Wright gets replaced by a new hipper version.”

      That made Lily laugh. “Before you know it, you’ll be the new Sydney.”

      While Lily got to work on my hair, I simply sat back and enjoyed the quiet. My stylist did not seem to be a big talker, which was fine by me. I liked just sitting there with my thoughts.

      However, as I watched my new look slowly come together, I started to imagine Sam’s response when he saw me later. I could just see his eyes bugging out of his head in response, surprised at how sexy I could look. His lustful stare would be more than enough to get me going. I was sure it would be a fun night.

      Eventually Lily seemed to finish with my hair and turned her attention to my makeup. I paid close attention to both her work and her explanations. If I liked the look, I needed to learn how to replicate the same techniques if I was going to maintain my new image.

      “Have you thought much about tanning?” Lily asked me as she applied my eyeshadow. “You really have great skin, but it looks like you spend most of your time indoors. I think you’d look great with just a slightly darker complexion. I’m not talking about anything extreme, but I think you’d look great with just a little more color.”

      I hadn’t considered going tanning before, but it certainly seemed like a good idea in the moment. Lily was going far and beyond what I would have expected from her.

      “Do you have any tanning salon recommendations?” I asked in return.

      “I go to Luxury Tan on Main Street,” Lily replied. “It’s great. And if you mention my name, they’ll probably give you a discount. They have a special friend promotion right now.”

      “Sounds great,” I said. “I’ll look them up.”

      When Lily was finally finished, I couldn’t help but smile at my reflection. I looked so much better. The bags under my eyes were gone. And my too pale skin looked much better with the added color from the makeup. And I had to agree with Lily that I would look better with a little more color, the kind I could get from a tanning salon. With the weather changing, I certainly was not going to be spending my time outside in a bikini. It was getting too cold for that.

      As Lily started tidying up the booth, I gathered my purse and my jacket. I took another look at my reflection, admiring how my hair hung down my back in loose waves and how my face looked slimmer. The latter was the magic of contouring, but it was definitely a noticeable difference. I looked ready for a fashion runway or the set of a movie. Of that, I was sure.

      Lily blushed a little before saying, “You know, you look good enough now to be in the movies. I don’t get to say that everyday.”

      “Thanks,” I said, not mentioning the fact that I used to be an actress. She was young enough where she probably hadn’t even seen any of my movies.

      That fact only served to make me feel old. And 38 isn’t really that old. Nonetheless, my new look definitely helped me feel less old. If I had not been happily married, I definitely would have tried out my new style and see how young of a guy I could pick up. I wasn’t a cougar, but I couldn’t help but wonder.
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      I couldn’t help but smile. I was definitely enjoying my new look. Sam seemed to enjoy it too.

      Of course, Sam had his questions when I arrived home from the salon. It was such a deviation from my usual style. And he was right to question me.

      That night I was practically beside myself with what I had done. I had taken money from the trust and used it for my own gain. It was wrong of me and I could not understand what had come over me.

      I didn’t say anything to Sam, however. I was afraid to admit what I had done. He might have understood my moment of weakness, but I wasn’t sure I could face up to him. He was a beacon of high morals and ethics. How could he not look down on me for making such a stupid mistake? I immediately vowed to return the money. It was only $100. We could afford such an expense.

      Except I never did make it back to the bank to return the money. I went out with the specific purpose of returning the money to the trust account, but got distracted instead.

      Who knew shopping could be so satisfying? Pulling over when I saw the sale sign at a clothing boutique seemed like a perfect way to spend a Tuesday. And so rather than take $100 from the bank account Sam and I share and put it in the trust account, I spent that $100 and another $200 more on clothes.

      I never did make it to the bank, which I definitely felt bad about, but it was hard to balance that with the fact I had new clothes. And it wasn’t just that they were new. They were stylish.

      I always would have admitted I had allowed my style to become outdated. I had grown complacent in myself. But seeing myself now, I looked good, I looked sexy, and I felt both those things about myself.

      However, it was Sam who finally found a way to bring me down a notch. He had been busy the last few days gathering everything he needed for the basement project. Felix and Max were scheduled to join him over the weekend to work on it, but there was a lot to prepare for in the interim.

      Sam came up from the basement. He was drying his hands on a small towel. I was cooking dinner.

      “When did you get that top?” Sam asked. I was facing away from him, but I had no doubt he noticed how much skin my top showed, especially from the back.

      I was wearing a slightly cropped black tank top with a relatively low neckline. Most of the back was made up of thin crisscrossing straps that also showed a great deal of skin.

      I never would have worn something like that before. It was far too bold and revealing for my previous style. But after updating my hair and overall look at the salon, it felt more natural to wear more stylish and revealing clothes.

      “Yesterday,” I answered truthfully as I continued to stand at the stove. However, I found myself swaying my hips, drawing my husband’s attention to my ass. It looked especially good in the tight jeans I wore.

      “I didn’t realize you went clothes shopping,” Sam said. “And I couldn’t remember you dressing like that before, at least when you were off set.”

      I had always been impressed by Sam’s memory, especially when it came to all of my acting gigs from both the beginning of our relationship and before. He hadn’t been a fan by any means. In fact, when we first started dating, he hadn’t seen any of my work. But once we became serious, he made it a point to watch every single movie and television episode I had been in.

      And before I quit acting, he even visited me on set occasionally. He wasn’t the overbearing boyfriend on set. Just a supportive friend giving emotional support, who was also sleeping with me.

      “I’m just mixing things up a little,” I said. And I was, or so I figured. But I also found I really didn’t want to talk about it. “You go relax for a few minutes. I’ll have dinner ready soon enough.”

      “Thanks,” Sam said before he did as I suggested.

      As I continued cooking, I couldn’t help but remember one of the last times Sam came to the set of one of my acting jobs. It was shortly before I quit.

      I had been close to becoming an A-list actress. I was starting to see offers to be a lead in high profile movies. However, I was still largely paying my bills with a combination of supporting roles and leads in smaller budget films.

      It was often those smaller budget films that saw me dressed more like I was in the present. Tight fitting clothes that showed far more skin than even a 22-year-old me would wear on my own. It was easy to sex up the women in the movie a bit to attract young audiences and make more money.

      I was not naive about how sex sold movie tickets. At the time, it was something I was willing to deal with on my way to bigger and better things. Of course, it didn’t take me long to tire of the whole thing after I met Sam.

      Nonetheless, as I stood there at the stove, I could not help but remember back to Sam’s last visit to the set. I was shooting a scene that took place at a party. My costume consisted of a tiny skirt, a top that was more like a bra with a curtain hanging from it than an actual shirt, and heels that took a fair amount of concentration to walk in.

      Seeing Sam there as I had to act like some meathead’s doting girlfriend was a little embarrassing. But after the scene was shot, it was Sam who dragged me back to my dressing room. He liked seeing me dressed in costume, or at least that costume. I was dressed like a slut.

      I had never had sex in my dressing room before. It was a first, but it was a memorable moment. There had been a fire in Sam’s eyes as we made love that I rarely saw, especially now that we had been together for so long.

      I had always thought it had been something about Sam that had turned him on so much that day. But as I replayed that tryst out in my mind, I began to consider that it was actually how I had been dressed that had left him so turned on, that had lit a fire inside of him.

      “Shit,” I cursed as I realized I was burning dinner. I acted quickly to salvage as much of the meal as I could. Thankfully, there was only a small part that had been blackened. I had gotten lost in my own memories, fantasizing about a moment 15 years old.

      Still, an idea had struck me that I couldn’t easily push away. If Sam liked me in my current outfit, I wanted to see his reaction to some of the other clothes I had purchased.

      Dinner went painfully slow. I wanted nothing more than to dash upstairs and change into something sexy. I wanted Sam to look at me like he did in my dressing room back when we were only dating.

      I was sure Sam could tell I was distracted all through dinner. Sam would ask me questions, just stuff about my day, and I could barely answer him. I spoke in one word answers. If he got a full sentence out of me on a topic, he was lucky.

      And my usual questions for him? They were nonexistent it seemed. I was too distracted by my own arousal to wonder about his day. I vaguely understood what he had been up to, preparing for the big basement project. Beyond that, however, my only interest was in what Sam kept between his legs.

      In our household, I did the cooking and Sam did the cleaning. It was our division of labor. In this case, what that meant was as soon as dinner was over, I was free to go upstairs and change while Sam remained downstairs, clearing the table, putting leftovers in the refrigerator, and washing the dishes.

      It also meant I had the time I needed to properly prepare myself. It was not enough to just make an outfit change. I needed to make sure my makeup and hair looked perfect. After all, when Sam had seen it necessary to drag me back to my dressing room all those years ago for sex, my hair, makeup and outfit had all been taken care of by professionals. I was not nearly that good.

      “Sydney, we need to talk,” came Sam’s voice as soon as I stepped off the final stair. I could not replicate the look I had all those years ago, but I figured I had put something together that could not fail to rev Sam’s engine.

      However, Sam did not sound like someone who wanted to be turned on. He sounded concerned. He sounded worried. He sounded like sex was the last thing on his mind.

      Luckily, Sam had retired to the family room following his post dinner cleanup and he had not actually seen me yet. “Just a moment,” I called back, before I dashed back upstairs and grabbed a robe. I wanted him to see me, but I wanted to get the timing right. I was sure he would be turned off if I didn’t at least let him get whatever was bothering him off his chest before I began seducing him.

      “What’s up, Sam?” I asked when I finally strode into the family room. My robe was short enough to probably make him wonder what I was wearing underneath it. That was, assuming he did not spot my high heels first and begin to wonder.

      Sam was sitting there in his favorite chair, the one from which he enjoyed watching football on the weekends from. I made a careful show of walking in front of him, being sure to add extra sway to the movement of my hips, before I gracefully sat down on the couch and crossed my legs, being sure his eyes tracked their movement.

      “We need to talk,” he repeated, his voice wavering from the concern he had shown before. He might not have realized it, but my legs were distracting him.

      “Yes, you said that,” I responded, adding a little bit of a purr to my voice. I couldn’t wait for our “talk” to be over so that we could move on to more enjoyable activities.

      “I’m worried about you,” Sam continued. “You came home Monday with a new hairdo and you’re wearing all this makeup. You are an independent woman. You can do what you want. It just seemed sudden.”

      “I spotted a special deal at a salon across from the bank when I was getting money for Max, Ashley, and Ainsley. I guess I’m starting to feel old and I wanted to update my look a little.”

      It wasn’t really a lie, even if it wasn’t the complete truth. There was no way I was going to be able to explain what compelled me to go into that salon, nor why I had taken money out of the family trust account to fund my excursion.

      “I don’t want you to think that I’m mad or upset,” Sam said. “I’m just worried about all this, wondering if you are going through some sort of mid-life crisis.”

      “I don’t think I’d call it that,” I said, ratcheting up the seduction in my voice another notch. “I just don’t want to get stuck in a rut. That’s why I went shopping yesterday. I don’t want to always be the same old Sydney that I’ve been for the last 15 years.”

      With that I started to run my hand along the neckline of the robe, pulling at it slightly, revealing bare skin. I shifted slightly on the couch, letting my robe ride further up my legs. I watched with glee as Sam swallowed hard. He had a bulge in his pants.

      “I just want to make sure that you feel you can tell me anything.”

      “That’s sweet, baby,” I countered, no longer interested in the topic of our conversation. “But what I really want is for you to tell me what you think of my outfit.”

      I couldn’t hold back any longer. I was far too aroused to think about anything but how Sam was going to make love to me.

      I stood up and made a show of untying my robe, letting it fall open, revealing a short black skirt, barely long enough to preserve my modesty and a white crocheted halter top that left much of my midriff bare. I liked it because it reminded me of the top that I had worn on set the day we had sex in my dressing room.

      “It’s… It’s… It’s…” Sam struggled to string together his words as he looked on in rapt fascination.

      I shrugged off my robe, letting it fall to the couch behind me. From then on out, I wasn’t going to need it.

      “That’s what I wanted to hear,” I said as I took Sam by the hand and guided him to his feet.

      Once Sam was standing, he seemed to find his strength. I watched as his eyes lit up with fire, the same fire I had seen from him before. He made his decision quickly. It was only moments before Sam was pulling me up the stairs, me doing the best I could to keep up and not fall over in my high heels.

      Once we made it to the bedroom, Sam took me into his arms, bending down and kissing me. It was not a tender kiss, but a hard one, full of passion and lust. He wanted me more than he had in years. And I was so very glad of that.

      I sank into Sam’s arms and let him guide me. He practically carried me to our bed, our lips locked the entire time. He broke the kiss only momentarily to gently lower me onto the bed.

      After that, he was on me, showering me in kisses, working his way from my shoulder, across my collarbone, up the side of my neck, down my jaw and then finally returning to my lips. The feel of his hot lips against mine was enough to send my own arousal into overdrive. I had become putty in his hands and I loved every moment of it.

      Time began to lose meaning as Sam’s tongue probed my mouth, exploring with an almost forgotten passion. I barely noticed as he began to undress me, his eyes still locked on mine. The intensity was even more than I remembered.

      “Please,” I moaned as Sam repositioned himself. His mouth was roaming again, kissing my neck and then down my chest. When he reached my breasts I was caught unawares, not even realizing that I laid there topless, almost wondering how I had reached such a state. Almost. Because there was nothing that could take me out of that moment, nothing that could distract me from the carnal pleasure of my husband taking me.

      “How long has this been building in you?” Sam asked rhetorically. I was in no state to answer anything. He held his body over me. His long thick cock hanging enticingly between us. I wanted, no needed, to feel him inside of me, filling me like only he could.

      It was only when my desperation led my hands to act of their own accord and began to reach for his hard cock that Sam pushed himself into me. I screamed out as pure sexual pleasure flowed through me. I had wanted nothing more than this for who knew how long anymore. And it was finally happening.

      Sam and I became one as he pushed himself into me fully. All thought fled what was left of my mind. I was no longer a person, I was no longer Sydney. I was simply a vessel of pleasure, filled to the brim by the man I loved and cherished beyond anything else.

      Sam’s pace began to increase as he neared his end. Each of his thrusts sent me to overflowing, pushing me deeper and harder than I could ever remember before.

      Then in one strong thrust, Sam pushed into me one last time, holding himself inside of me as he came, his cock pulsing as he shot rope after rope of his seed into me. I could feel his cum inside of me, his heat spread into me. My own orgasm triggered as I came like never before, my body a writhing mess as muscles and nerves spammed uncontrollably with orgasmic pleasure.

      I had no idea how much time passed before I had a conscious thought again. My post-orgasmic high felt too good to try and break. I could hear Sam breathing heavily nearby. I could feel the heat from his body next to me as he too took his time to recover.

      When my brain finally felt ready to resume normal cognitive function, one thought resonated in my mind. “Yep, I’m definitely doing that again.”
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      It felt like a sexual reawakening. Before my seduction of my husband Wednesday night, I had always viewed sex as something fun, something enjoyable, something to share with a partner.

      But now it was different. Sex was not just an activity to do for fun. It was not just a way to grow closer to my husband. It was an almost spiritual event, something that opened me up to new possibilities and new a new way of thinking.

      My entire life felt like it had been sexualized. And the truth was, I liked it. I liked the idea of turning my husband on. I liked the idea of turning other men on. I liked the idea of becoming a sexual creature. It was as if I had a new purpose in life.

      When Saturday rolled around, I was out grocery shopping when my younger brothers were scheduled to arrive to help Sam with the basement project. I loved how my family found ways to remain close and help each other out.

      In this case, I would have been no help with any of the hard work or heavy lifting. It wasn’t that I was incapable, but that I just didn’t know my way around tools or the materials necessary for the project. I could learn, but had Sam not wanted to tackle the project himself, I would have pushed the idea of hiring someone else to do it.

      Thankfully, Felix and Max were handy enough to provide Sam with far more help than I ever could. They had both learned the importance of helping out from our parents. And while I could not help the project along in the traditional sense, I could certainly make it all go more smoothly for them.

      That was half the reason I was spending my Saturday morning at the grocery store. In addition to stocking up on food for the week, I wanted to get something special for the boys as they worked. I might have been lousy with a hammer or saw, but I could cook better than anyone else in the family.

      By the time I finished checking out, I felt as if I had been walking for hours. I had probably traversed every aisle in the store at least twice. That wouldn’t have been a big deal, but I was wearing a new pair of high heeled boots that went up to just below the knee that I had picked up the other day. I was still getting used to the higher than normal heel on them. They did make my legs and ass look great though.

      Sam had approved of them when I modeled them for him Thursday night. At the time, I had paired them with an asymmetrical black skirt, a tight and thin white t-shirt that just failed to reach the waist of the skirt and a cropped black jacket that matched the boots.

      That night was the first time in a very long time that we had sex two days in a row. And it was very nearly as good as the night before.

      On this occasion, I was dressed more utilitarian in nature. As fun as it would be to dress insanely sexy just to go out and buy groceries, it was completely impractical. Not to mention that it would only give the Mertons something to talk about. I was certain they had tried to start rumors about me since I returned to Fairview. Thankfully, none of them had caught on. But if I started going around town dressed as if I was trying to attract a man, I could see how some of those rumors might spread.

      And thus I wore my boots over a tight pair of jeans. Despite them just being jeans, they were still recent a recent purchase to go with my new style. They were tight and they definitely helped shape my ass to best effect. The top I wore hugged my torso tightly and would have shown off a few inches of my midriff, but given that it was a morning in the final third of the year, I wore a stylish pullover, a fleece sweater that gave me the appearance I could have been going to an outdoor event, like a kid’s soccer game or on a hike. Not that my boots would have allowed for either of those things.

      As I packed the groceries in the back of the car, I had to admit to myself that I did enjoy dressing as stylishly as I had to go grocery shopping. I had spent far more time than I would have liked to admit on my hair and makeup earlier. I was finding that my new style certainly required more time to prepare than my previous look, which I more and more thought of as “not really trying.”

      And if the first few days with my new style were any indication, I was certainly going to be enjoying myself. Most importantly, there was the reaction Sam had to me. I could not remember ever enjoying the process to turning him on so much. I loved how he looked at me, how he would undress me with his eyes, the lustful fire in his eyes when we had sex. It was almost like a drug.

      However, I also found myself enjoying the way people treated me when I was out and about. The click-clack of my heels attracted attention. From there, my hair, my makeup, and my new clothes, much of it tight, made sure people continued to look. Outside of a few men who didn’t understand how not to stare creepily at me, I enjoyed catching people, both men and women, take sidelong glances at me, or look away when they thought I or their partner might not be looking.

      It was nearing lunchtime when I finally arrived home. I called down to the men in the basement, announcing my return, but I turned down their offer to help me bring in the groceries from the car. They had far more important work to do in the basement.

      As soon as I finished putting away the groceries, I started on making lunch. I began with sandwiches. However, as a reward for all their hard work, I was not about to skimp on their lunch. Thinly sliced roast beef and havarti cheese would be what they most remembered, although I also brought them chips, slices of apple and ice cold lemonade.

      “Hey, boys,” I said as I descended the staircase. “Who’s ready for some lunch?”

      I came down the stairs being careful to keep my balance. My hands were full, carrying the large platter of food. That, coupled with my high heeled boots, meant I was a little unsteady. Nonetheless, I made it down the stairs without incident.

      Sam jumped up as soon as he saw me to help, taking the platter off my hands and setting it down on what would eventually become the bar.

      However, once the platter was out of my hands, there was nothing to cover my outfit. I had taken off the fleece sweater. It was not needed at home. But that meant Felix and Max became my first family members to be exposed to my new look and style.

      Felix looked surprised, almost shocked, by the change from my old attire. But he and his wife Martha both had a more utilitarian style. Looking sexy didn’t seem as important to them, just like it hadn’t for me.

      Max, on the other hand, looked like the brother who suddenly discovered his sister is hot. Given the 16-year age difference, I was sure that came as a bit of a shock to him. But at 22, I knew he saw girls his own age dress far more provocatively than I was dressed in that moment.

      Sam had already seen me dressed much as I was already, but even he seemed a little surprised by my outfit. He hadn’t seen me on my way out the door, but with my sweater on, he would have been none the wiser. Again, this was the first time he has seen me dress like this around other people, especially family. I could tell that he figured my new style was just for the two of us.

      Then again, being honest with myself, I think I had felt the same way. I had crossed into new territory by revealing this new version of me to family members. Still, if they had a problem with me finally finding myself, even if it took me until I was 38, that was their own problem.

      “Don’t let me forget,” I said after my husband and brothers had finally diverted their attention from me and to the food I had made. “I have lemonade too.”

      “Hard lemonade?” Max asked, hopeful. Max had followed the rules and only had his first alcoholic drink when he turned 21. But in many ways, that left him behind his peers in terms of his interest in it. He seemed to be trying to make up for lost time.

      I chuckled. “No. You still have a full afternoon of work ahead of you. I can’t have you three down here working with power tools while inebriated. It’s both dangerous and the quality of your work will go down.”

      “You’re right,” Max conceded, looking a little dejected. I had no fear that he would not grow out of this phase. He just needed to learn that there was a time for work and a time for play and that those two things should rarely mix.

      “If you do good work, Max, you can stay for dinner. And we have both beer and wine.”

      “Thanks, Sydney,” Max said, a smile returning to his face.

      “You can stay for dinner too, if you want, Felix.”

      “As much as I’d love to, I’ll need to get home to Martha and the kids. But if the offer stands, I might take you up on the offer for a beer when we’re done for the day.”

      “Of course,” I said. “It’s only fair that we find some way to repay you for all of your hard work today. Anyways, I’ll be back in a moment with your lemonade.”

      I took my time going back up the stairs. That was mostly for Sam’s benefit. I wanted him to watch me, to watch my ass as it sashayed back and forth as I took each step in my high-heeled boots.

      However, by the time I returned with the lemonade, the trio were far too engrossed in eating their lunches to pay much attention to me, outside of quickly saying their thanks. I supposed they were far more hungry than they had realized. Hard work can do that.

      It was mid-afternoon when I returned to the basement. Sam and my brothers were hard at work again. The platter of food was bare. They had eaten everything.

      Of course, this time I came with more food. I had to keep my guys fed. I figured a mid-afternoon snack would be perfect: crackers, cheese, and a sweet fig spread.

      After another round of thanks, I noticed Felix give me a disapproving look. I could tell he didn’t like how I was dressed. He probably felt it was inappropriate to dress in such a way in front of Max. We were all adults. And it was my house. I didn’t need his permission to wear tight jeans or a stylish top that showed a little skin.

      Ignoring Felix’s disapproval, I turned to Sam. “How much longer do you guys think you’ll be? I want to know when I should have dinner ready.”

      “I figure we’ve got another two to three hours before I’ll be satisfied with our progress,” Sam said. When it came to his home improvement projects, he could be a stickler about sticking to a timeline.

      I had replaced the lunch platter on the bar with my latest plate of treats. Both Max and Felix had moved in to begin eating. Sam, however, had remained where he was, willing to wait for his sustenance. That placed him between me and the stairs.

      I paused when I passed by Sam. I didn’t know what I was doing. I felt like I was acting on instinct, a compulsion to act. I placed my free hand on Sam’s chest and leaned in toward his ear.

      “Don’t keep me waiting too long, stud,” I said quietly as I ran my hand down his torso and to his crotch. I gave the bulge I found there a gentle squeeze, just hard enough to create a pleasurable reaction in him.

      Sam swallowed hard, but said nothing.

      I continued on toward the stairs. Just as I reached the first step, I paused again and looked over my shoulder. Sam’s face was bright red and it was clear Felix had overheard my seductive comment.

      In that moment, I wanted nothing more than to run up the stairs and simply disappear. I felt so embarrassed by what I’d done. How could I have done something like that in front of Felix and Max? It almost seemed worse that I had done it in front of family instead of strangers. But both went completely against the type of person I thought I was.

      However, as much as I wanted to run, I found my legs carrying me up the stairs much as before. I took each step slowly, emphasizing the sway of my hips and making sure that if Sam was not too embarrassed himself, he was watching my ass.

      The moment I reached the top of the stairs, I closed the door behind me and sank back against the wall, biting my lip. My arousal had spiked, leaving me far more turned on than I should have been with family in the house.

      It was one thing to tease and play with Sam when we were alone, but we weren’t alone. What was Felix thinking about me right then? It couldn't have been anything good. I was supposed to be leading the family, setting an example for our younger siblings. What kind of example was I setting for Max?

      Disgusted with my own behavior, I placed the empty lunch platter on the kitchen counter and then marched myself straight up to my room. I refused to go on with my day until I had wiped my makeup off my face and changed into my old clothes. I was not going to let myself do something so stupid again.
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      I had redoubled my efforts to be the strong and mature oldest sibling that I was supposed to be. I had let myself slip when Felix and Max came over to help Sam with the basement and I couldn’t let it happen again.

      Actually, if I was honest with myself, I had slipped before then. I had allowed my base instincts take over, placing my own pleasure before the needs of my family. I might not have kids, but I was still the leader of the Wright family.

      Luckily, it seemed neither Felix nor Max felt the need to share about my overtly sexual behavior with Sam with the rest of the family. The big Sunday family dinner I hosted only had the smallest of awkward moments, ones that if anyone noticed, they did not let on. I certainly would have been red-faced had either of them shared their impressions of my behavior from the day before.

      By the time Monday rolled around, life seemed to be getting back to normal. Yes, Sam and I were still very much enjoying my sexual reawakening, but we kept it to ourselves. I did not do anything quite so brash as before.

      I also had a fun lunch planned with Danielle. She wanted my advice about planning her wedding. As far as I was concerned, it was about time they finally got around to actually getting married. Robert, her fiancé, had first proposed during the reception of her college graduation. That had been three years ago.

      I’m not one to say that women should be getting married young, even though I got married myself at a younger age than Danielle. I had just figured when Robert asked her, they wouldn’t then wait for three years to finally start planning their nuptials.

      Of course, our parents’ passing slowed down their timeline, I’m sure. That and I wasn’t in town to give my sisterly advice. Living so far away did put a damper on my relationship with my siblings. That meant, not only was this lunch a good opportunity to finally plan some of the details of Danielle’s wedding, it was also a fantastic chance to better connect with each other.

      “Hey, sis,” I said as I sat down across from Danielle at the cafe she had chosen to meet at. “Sorry I’m running a few minutes late. I was at the bank taking care of a few things for the family trust.”

      It was true that I had come from the bank, but I had not been there managing the accounts. It would have been more accurate to say that I was withdrawing from the accounts. I could not figure out why I was doing it, again, but I just had a compulsion to do it.

      “Hi, Sydney,” Danielle said with a warm smile. “Thanks for meeting me. Robert and I set a date, as you know, but I’m just feeling completely out of my element with all of the details. I would have asked Mom, but you’re now the only woman in the family who has gotten married. I suppose I could have asked Martha, but that just felt weird to me.”

      “I get it,” I said. “And I’m happy to help in any way that I can. Obviously it has been a while since Sam and I tied the knot, but things haven’t changed that much since then.”

      “I can still remember being your flower girl,” Danielle said, staring off into a memory only she could see. “Not that I remember that much of it. What I really remember was the plane ride to California and then having to wear that really uncomfortable dress.”

      Danielle laughed. Growing up she had been quite the tomboy. She would have viewed any dress as uncomfortable. At least she had softened in her style since then. She was wearing a skirt to lunch.

      Once the small talk and greetings were complete, we set to ordering food and then getting down to the business of wedding planning. Obviously I could not make recommendations on which companies to hire, but I was able to guide her in deciding some of the more general details.

      Weddings were complicated. They had many moving parts and so many people to account for. We went through all the possibilities, it seemed. Did she want an indoor or outdoor wedding? Did she want the reception to be at the same location as the wedding itself or somewhere else? Were she and Robert looking for an intimate wedding with just family and maybe a few friends, or did they want an expansive guest list for the wedding proper?

      The big thing I advocated for was holding a second, unofficial reception or afterparty. That had been something I had done, based on the offer of several friends. The main reception was for show. That was where the toasts were performed and where the happy couple would cut the cake.

      The afterparty was about enjoying the moment with friends while not feeling the need to remain respectable for extended family. I offered to host. It seemed only fair. The house Sam and I owned was both big enough to host such a party, but also with enough separation from the neighbors to avoid any noise complaints.

      Yes, the traditional wedding usually saw the groom carry the bride over the threshold of wherever they stayed that first night as a married couple. It was then expected for them to consummate the marriage. Technically, that was still fair game, should Danielle and Robert want that, but I could already see Danielle coming around to my point of view. The wedding was a celebration, one with varying levels of fun. Having an afterparty meant decorum could be kept during the reception, but real fun could still be had by the married couple, sharing the moment with their closest friends.

      Maybe it was the talk of hosting an afterparty for Danielle and Robert’s wedding. Maybe it was the fact I was growing tired of wearing my old conservative clothes and wanted to let loose and be the new me again. Or maybe it was the fact I had cash burning a whole in the bottom of my purse. Either way, as our lunch wound down, I suddenly felt the urge to do a little shopping.

      “This has been such a big help,” Danielle said as she stuck the notebook in which she had been taking notes into her purse. “And I really enjoyed eating lunch with you. I actually wish it wasn’t over.”

      “Who said we have to leave it at lunch?” I asked. “Do you have anywhere you need to be?”

      “No, I have the day off,” Danielle said.

      “Well, I was thinking of doing some shopping. You should join me.”

      It did not take long for a smile to form on Danielle’s face. She stood up and hurried around the table to give me a hug. “I could really use a new pair of boots,” she said.

      “I know just the place,” I answered, returning her hug. This was just the kind of thing I missed by living so far away from the rest of my family. Danielle was 26 and I was only just getting to know her again.

      It ended up not taking very long to find Danielle the boots she wanted. I paid for them out of the money I had taken out of the trust account. Danielle was more than appreciative.

      But after that first transaction, both of us struggled to stop. We went from store to store, filling our arms with new clothes, many of them items Danielle seemed hesitant to wear, at least until I gave her an encouraging push.

      Danielle ended up wearing her new boots throughout most of the shopping spree. They were high heeled and plenty sexy, especially when she wore a tight skirt. I had never realized how good looking my sister was. Robert was going to be a very lucky man. Actually, as Danielle admitted to me, he was already a very lucky man. They were certainly not waiting until their wedding night to consummate their relationship.

      Once the money started flowing out of my purse, I found it difficult to stop us. By the time Danielle was situated with a new outfit, her black boots, a tight black skirt that only reached mid-thigh and a bright red sweater that was low-cut enough to almost show the cups on her bra, but also short enough so that if she raised her arms too high, it would ride up and reveal her navel.

      Before our shopping trip, I had no idea Danielle had her belly button pierced. It looked good on her. It was clear she worked out and ate well at home. Seeing her made me wish I could be 26 again.

      Of course, once I had put Danielle into a new outfit, I needed to get one for myself as well. It seemed only fair, especially since “I” was the one paying for it all. And Danielle was all for it.

      It was so nice having a partner in crime to help me choose which items to try on. Like her, we started with shoes. There was no question I would be buying a pair of heels. They were a growing staple of my wardrobe, even when I was trying to dress down.

      However, in the moment, I could not imagine dressing like my old frumpy self anymore. It had been awful trying to restrain myself since the incident on Saturday. And it seemed Danielle was more than happy to push me back toward my new style.

      The heels in question were black with a high stiletto heel and a ribbon tie that wrapped around my legs up to my knee. They were powerful, yet incredibly feminine, perfect for my new role as matriarch of the Wright family.

      Of course, with a shoe like that, pants were out of the question. The shoes themselves would look great, but the ribbon ties would not be seen and they could even impact the lines of the pants. That meant a skirt or dress was necessary.

      “Ooh, wouldn’t it be hot if all the girls in the wedding party wore something like this?” Danielle said as she pulled a black cocktail dress off the rack. “You have to try this on.”

      Before I even had a chance to argue, Danielle was pushing me into a dressing room with the dress. It did not take me long to confirm that the dress was my size. I figured why not try it on.

      When I stepped out of the dressing room, Danielle whistled her approval. The dress did look fantastic on me, although it was wholly inappropriate for a wedding. The low-cut halter top definitely fit with my new style, but was far too revealing for a bridesmaid dress. Also, the high slit, revealing a good portion of my right thigh was not wedding friendly either. That, and it was black. I figured Danielle would want more color at her wedding and she definitely did not want her bridesmaids, her sisters, to show her up at her own wedding.

      “I know it won’t work for the wedding, but you look so good in that,” Danielle said. “You have to buy it. I’m sure you and Sam can make use of it somehow. You two deserve a night out sometime. You can’t be the big boss lady all the time.”

      “You’re right,” I quickly answered. The idea of being “the big boss lady” absolutely terrified me. Was that how Danielle and the twins thought of me. I had been absent for a large part of their lives and then I return when our parents die and take over. That was not an image I wanted to foster any more than I had to. Yes, I wanted to be a good role model and lead the family into the future, but I did not want to be a boss lady.

      “I think I will buy it,” I continued, “but I'm not wearing it home. We need to find something more. And to keep it fair, we can find you a dress when we’re done with selecting my outfit.”

      “It’s a deal,” Danielle said, too caught up in the moment to consider how much money we were spending. Of course, I was only barely paying attention to that. I knew with the trust funds at my disposal, we were not going to be running out of cash.

      By the time Danielle and I left the mall, we were both wearing new outfits. Mine consisted of a short black leather skirt that hugged my ass, making me worry about panty lines. My top was a slightly cropped pink halter top, not unlike the the style of the dress Danielle picked out for me.

      However, with the cooler air settling in, I could not go around with bare shoulders and expect to stay warm. Luckily we found a black leather bolero jacket that matched the skirt. It covered my arms and shoulders, helping to keep the fall chill at bay.

      And as promised, we found a sexy dress for Danielle to go clubbing in. We both started talking about arranging a girls night out at some point. It would be the perfect occasion to wear out new dresses.

      Danielle kept talking about how much she was looking forward to modeling her new clothes for Robert when he got home from work, especially the dress. It was a stretchy backless number in blue. Everything about the dress made it look like she was about to expose herself, but it was just an illusion. It was a really sexy illusion though.

      By the time we parted company, I had spent another $1,000 of the family trust’s money, but Danielle and I were both happy with the results. We hugged one last time, saying out goodbyes and promising to talk again soon. We would not wait for Sunday dinner to speak to each other. Of that I was certain.

      But more importantly, I finally felt like myself again. It was refreshing to have Danielle encourage me in my new style. She said over and over how good I looked in the clothes I tried on and that I should wear outfits like the one I bought more often. Little did she know that I was amassing a closet full of similar outfits.

      However, her encouragement was more than enough to give up my attempts to return to my old style. I decided I needed to embrace this new me and simply run with it, not that I would be running much wearing heels so often. But it was those heels that helped to make me look as good as I did. I could be strong and mature and sexy all at once.
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      I felt so much better dressing in my new style. Spending the day with Danielle had been the best possible activity I could have done. She encouraged me to be the person I wanted to be, to dress the way I wanted to dress.

      It was a matter of being liberated. Sex and sexuality had never been an important part of my life. I was changing that and it felt amazing. Sam had no complaints. To be honest, it was only Felix who seemed to look down on my change in style. I could live with that.

      My time spent with Danielle made me want to spend more of my time like that. “Do you want to go to the hot springs on Saturday?” I asked via text the day after our lunch and shopping spree. I decided to make it a point to try and spend more time with her.

      “I can’t. I’ve already got plans. Rain check?”

      “Sure, or maybe we can get all the Wright women together of a girls night out soon. That would be fun.”

      “Definitely. A night out for the four of us would be great. Maybe in a week or two?”

      “Sounds like a plan. I’ll text you later about it. Or we can talk about it at dinner on Sunday.”

      Despite the a day at the hot springs with Danielle being a no-go, I ended up deciding to go by myself anyway. Sam was going to be spending another Saturday working on the basement, so I decided to treat myself with a day soaking in hot natural spring situated about an hour away by car.

      When Saturday morning rolled around, I was up early to make the trip. I wasn’t overly concerned about it being busy. The hot springs were most popular in summer and winter. It being fall, I figured there was a decent chance there wouldn’t be too many people there, if any, even on a Saturday.

      Maybe it was because I was there early, having left the house just after sunrise, but I found an empty parking lot when I arrived. The prospect of at least a morning spent relaxing at the hot springs only made me more excited for my day.

      I hadn’t been to the hot springs since I left Fairview for Hollywood. During breaks from school, especially the summers, the hot springs were a popular destination for teenagers. It was not uncommon for people to lose their virginities there.

      In fact, if I recalled correctly, Felix had lost his virginity at the hot springs. Or so he told me. He took his girlfriend at the time up to the springs the day after finishing his first semester of college. He seemed pretty happy about it, but didn’t feel comfortable telling our parents. I can understand that.

      With a short hike of maybe a quarter-mile to the hot springs from the parking lot, my chosen outfit did not include high heels. I was definitely getting better at walking in them regularly, but the trail up to the hot springs was not paved. I needed something more practical.

      Luckily, the rest of my outfit could match my new style. To go along with my fashionable trainers, I wore a pair of Freddy denim pants and a tight long sleeve t-shirt that left several inches of my midriff bare. Not that anyone could see that at the moment, because I wore a puffy vest to stay warm. Underneath my outfit I was already wearing my bikini.

      I had started to fall in love with this pair of jeans. I don’t know how they do it, but it makes my ass look amazing. It helps that Sam likes to see me wear them too. The number of times he has swatted my ass as I walked past him in the house was enough to make them worth it by themselves. I shivered a little with pleasure every time he did it.

      I slung an old messenger bag of mine that I had filled with a few necessities, including a couple towels, a change of clothes, a few makeup items, and a small bottle of wine over my shoulder and started the short hike up to the hot springs.

      What I had not remembered from my previous visit was the steepness of the hill up to the hot springs. By the time I reached the circle of huts and outdoor baths, I was breathing a little harder than I had figured for. Not that I couldn’t handle it. It was just a reminder that I wasn’t as young as a used to be. Not that youth was all it was cracked up to be.

      I let out a deep sigh as I finally slipped into one of the outdoor baths. The water temperature was perfect. By then I had stripped down to my bikini, of course. Technically, the first person to arrive usually gets to set the rules for the day, nude or not. However, the last thing I wanted was for some kids to show up while I was bathing in the nude. Anybody else I would have been fine with.

      It didn’t take me long before I developed a bit of a routine. One can’t soak for hours in a hot spring. It’s bad for the body. However, I was not about to just sit in the tub for 20 minutes and then head home. I would relax in the tub for a little while, then get out and hop in the cold shower for as long as I could stand. Then it was back in the tub for another hot soak.

      It was on the beginning of my third soak in the tub that someone else arrived. I heard the heavy breathing of someone cresting the hill, breaking the previous silence I had enjoyed since my arrival.

      “Wow,” I said under my breath as I saw the owner of the heavy breathing. The woman who crested the hill was absolutely gorgeous. She was blonde, thin, and absolutely stacked. There was no way her breasts were natural.

      Living in Southern California, it was pretty common to see women with implants, especially when I lived in L.A. As I was in the middle of building my career, my agent even had a talk with me about me getting them. He didn’t recommend anything major, nothing that could not be denied in the tabloids, but just a little extra boost that could help me get more roles.

      I left the industry before I ever needed such a boost, but that conversation stuck with me for a long time, making me wonder if I should consider something like that. Not that I needed it, especially since I lived my life outside the limelight. I figured everyone would have forgotten about me as an actress by now, except for maybe the Mertons with their strange fixation on my family. I know there had been a feud, but I had done everything I could to put an end to it. Nonetheless, they persisted.

      “Do you mind if I join you?” the woman asked as she approached. “It feels weird for it to just be the two of us here and to take up two tubs.”

      As much as I was enjoying my time alone, I couldn’t help but agree with the woman. It did seem strange to have two single people taking up two tubs. Not that it was busy, but simply it seemed bad to ignore each other like that.

      “Please do, as long as you don’t mind chatting.”

      “Trust me, even if I had gotten in the farthest tub from here, I’m sure we would have been yelling back and forth to each other. I can’t help it. I’m just a chatterbox.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh at that. “Now you warn me. Actually it’s fine, because I’ve had my quiet time. I could use the company. My name’s Sydney.”

      “I’m Krystal,” the woman said as she began to disrobe. Like me, she arrived already wearing a bikini beneath her clothing.

      As I got a much closer look at my new companion, I figured she was in her mid to late 20’s. She was not particularly tall, but she was very pretty. Sexy even, especially with her large breasts.

      “Ooh, that’s hot,” Krystal said as she dipped her toe into the water. Her trepidation only lasted a moment, because she willed herself into the tub.

      “Oh, that’s nice,” Krystal almost moaned as her body sank beneath the surface of the water. “How long have you been here?”

      “About an hour,” I said lazily. “Maybe more. I haven’t looked at my phone for a little while.”

      “I wanted to get out here early like you. I had this whole trip planed with my girlfriends, but they bailed on me this morning. Of course, I was waiting around for them like a sucker, hoping they might still show up.”

      “I can relate a little. I wanted to come up here with my sister, but she already had plans.”

      Krystal did not say anything right away. She seemed too caught up in the relaxing powers of the hot spring water. She certainly looked content, at least.

      Admittedly, I was glad her eyes were closed, because I could not help but stare a little bit. She was beautiful on her own, easily able to attract my attention with her fit body and wavy blonde hair. However, it was her breasts that interested me.

      Seeing her sitting across from me, the tops of her round breasts just poking up above the surface of the water, renewed my thoughts on getting implants. Yes, I had long considered going under the knife, but never seriously. Real life was much more important than such a minor thing as a slight embarrassment in my naturally small breasts.

      Embarrassment isn’t even the right word. I wasn’t embarrassed by what I had. It was more disappointment. I was disappointed that I had never grown more in the boob department.

      Krystal looked half asleep when she started speaking again. “Hey, do you mind if I take my top off? I didn’t exactly pick the most comfortable suit.”

      “Go right ahead,” I answered. “In fact, with someone else here, I feel much better about going sans bikini myself.”

      And with that, we both began to disrobe. I couldn’t help but sneak glances at Krystal’s body. Her perky breasts ended in perfect little nipples. I tried imagining what breasts like those would look like on me. I had no idea if such a thing would be possible for me, but I certainly liked the image in my head.

      It did not take me long before I understood what Krystal meant by her being a chatterbox. Even with her eyes closed, she simply started talking. It took me a moment to figure out that she was telling a story about one of her friends who was supposed to join her here.

      Eventually I had to cut in, telling Krystal that I was going to hop in the cold shower for a few minutes. Even though she had not been in the tub as long, she joined me. And she kept on talking.

      Of course, as I listened to Krystal, I kept wondering if and how I could ask her about her breasts. I had so many questions. Who did them? How long ago did she have the surgery? What kind of implants did she get? How did the surgeon put them in? And so many more.

      Finally when we returned to the tub, I got my chance. Krystal seemed to need a moment to catch her breath, so I took the opportunity and broached the subject.

      “Do you mind if I ask you about your breasts?” Part of me just wanted to start asking my questions, but I held back, knowing restraint and politeness would get me further in this situation.

      “Not at all,” Krystal answered. “I saw you looking. Don’t worry, I get that a lot. I like people looking. It’s part of why I got them.”

      Despite Krystal admitting she liked people to look at her breasts, I still blushed at the fact I had been caught. I had wanted to be discrete, but clearly I wasn’t. That, or Krystal had grown rather adept at knowing when people were looking at her.

      “First off, who did them?” I asked, jumping right into my questions.

      “Dr. Rogers at the Fairview Cosmetic Surgery Clinic. He’s the absolute best. I’d take his work over some of those fancy doctors in California and Florida.”

      “That’s high praise. Do you mind telling me your story, the why, the when, the how, and what not?”

      “Sure thing.” Krystal talked for the next 20 minutes, giving me the complete story. She got them three years ago when she was trying to be a fitness model. She got a few modeling gigs, but it hadn’t worked out. She worked in an office now. Half the reason she wanted to come to the hot springs was to let “her girls” free for a bit.

      Krystal also gave me the details on her implants. They were saline implants and Dr. Rogers went in through the areola. She showed me her scars. I had to get really close to see them. Krystal had the implants filled to 600cc’s, which was pretty impressive, but they did look fantastic. They were big without completely dominating her figure. She could almost hide them at their current size.

      After getting the lowdown on Krystal’s breasts, I remembered I had a bottle of wine in my bag. To be honest, it was too much for me to drink and then drive home, so the fact I now had a friend to share it with, made it all the better.

      Krystal and I spent about another hour at the hot springs together, chatting, laughing, and drinking. It was a lot of fun.

      However, after the wine was finished, I decided it was best that I go. I couldn’t spend all day soaking at the hot springs. I said my goodbyes to Krystal, making sure we exchanged phone numbers before we parted ways.

      A few weeks ago, I never would have given Krystal any thought. I would have probably enjoyed having someone to talk to, but left it at that. But now, with my new style that definitely came closer to Krystal’s style, I felt that a real friendship could develop. And Danielle might like her too.

      On the drive home, I was nice and relaxed, just as I wanted to be. However, I could not stop think about Krystal, her implants and the idea of making a visit to Dr. Rogers myself for the entire hour’s long drive home. My interest was definitely piqued.
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      I tried to get the image of Krystal out of my head. Or more accurately, I tried to get the image of her breasts on my frame out of my head.

      Yes, I had long considered a breast augmentation. It was a natural reaction to the disappointment in my own physical development. However, I never took those considerations seriously.

      Boobs had never really been that important to me. The idea of surgery had never seemed worth it. And then there was the cost. It hadn’t been hard to deny myself based on my cost-benefit analysis. There just wasn’t enough upside.

      Or so I thought. I kept telling myself the same stories I had always told myself. The cost was too much. The risk of surgery was too high. I wouldn’t like how fake boobs looked on me.

      The problem was, none of those reasons seemed to hold much sway over me anymore. The cost was of no concern as I now had access to the funds from the family trust. And at this point, breast augmentations had become pretty low risk. Tons of women got their boobs done every year.

      And as for not liking how fake boobs looked on me, I was already starting to see some sag related to my age. And if I was honest with myself, after seeing Krystal’s breasts at the hot springs, I really did think fake would look good on me, especially with my new style.

      The hardest part about my boob dilemma was suffering it in silence. I would eventually have to talk to Sam about it, but I wasn’t ready for that yet. No, when I went to Sam, I wanted to do so with a fully thought out plan. It would be even better if I already had a consultation appointment set up with Dr. Rogers when I finally broached the topic with my husband.

      It turned out to be a busy weekend. When I got home from the hot springs, Sam was still busy with his work in the basement. Given how nice the deck came out, I was sure the basement rec room would be fantastic.

      For me, I had my own chores to get to. In the past, Sundays had always been my day for chores. But since returning to Fairview, the hosting of family dinner took precedent. Not that my chores required much thought. As I did things like laundry or cleaning the kitchen, I listened to Sam hammer away in the basement and continued to think about Krystal and the potential to get my boobs done.

      When it came to Sunday dinner, I toned down my new style a little, mostly to avoid the disapproving looks from Felix. I still received them, but by the end of dinner he finally seemed resigned to the fact that not only would I be dressing more sexily, I was going to encourage my sisters to do the same. A woman should try to look good, after all.

      When Monday rolled around, I helped send Sam off to work with an excitement I had not felt for a long time. He gave me a funny look as I literally pushed him out the door, making sure he would be early to his meeting.

      Normally, I would have been perfectly happy to make Sam late. I loved the idea of sending him off to work after morning sex. However, with boobs still on my mind, I had a plan that I wanted to carry out alone.

      It was only a few minutes after sending Sam off to work that I was out the door myself, headed to the mall. Unlike my previous shopping trips, where I practically purchased a whole new wardrobe, I was on the hunt for specific items this time.

      In all of my quiet contemplation from the weekend, I had not entirely convinced myself that I would look good with large breasts. My trip to the mall was to pick up supplies for a rice test. I needed a sports bra that could handle a larger bust and pantyhose to cut up and fill with rice. I already had a large bag of rice at home in a cupboard.

      My trip the the mall was short. I was soon back home again with my purchases laid out on the kitchen table. I did see a short skirt I liked on a mannequin at the mall and I made a mental note to return soon. However, today’s agenda was entirely boob related.

      My first step was to cut up the pantyhose that I bought. A part of me hated the thought of cutting them up, but if I was honest with myself, I wasn’t interested in wearing pantyhose anymore. Stockings seemed much more my style, assuming I wore anything on my legs at all.

      Then came the rice measurements. I had snuck in a little research into implants on Saturday while I was doing laundry. A few quick searches from my phone was enough to give me a basic idea of what I was doing in my rice test. More importantly, I decided to test four different sizes to get an idea of how different sized implants would look on my body.

      It did not take long before I had eight balls of rice inside what had once been pantyhose. I had chosen the sizes of 200cc’s, 400cc’s, 600cc’s, and 800cc’s. The third size was what Krystal had told me her implants were. I was especially interested to see what that would look like in my sports bra.

      I started wearing one of my normal sports bras and then added the two rice sizers, taking my time to get their positioning just right. Then a slipped a tight, but stretchy, v-neck sweater over the top to get a better impression of how I would look with bigger boobs.

      Right away I noticed the improved projection. The size increase wasn’t huge, but I looked bigger than I ever had before. I didn’t think a pushup bra could give me such a good look.

      But I didn’t just want to see their size. I wanted to experience the boost in size. I figured an hour with each set would be a good start.

      And my first hour with bigger breasts went well. No serious issues. I spent most of my time preparing meals for the rest of the week. Working in the kitchen was pretty easy.

      My second hour with the sizers, this time moving up to next size, was much the same. I was definitely bigger this time. But at the same time, I didn’t feel all that different. Yes, there was added weight, but to be honest, it still wasn’t that big of a difference.

      I went back to work and after another hour, I forgot I was even wearing them. They barely changed anything for me.

      The third hour with the 600cc sizers went a little differently. First of all, for the first time, I felt like I had a bust worthy of being looked at. I spent the first 15 minutes of my hour test simply looking at myself in the mirror, running my hands over my fake bust and smoothing down the sweater to better accentuate the difference between my “breasts” and my midriff.

      After my self-examination was over, I went back to the household chores, this time cleaning the living room. It wasn’t a difficult task, but I did find myself having to change how I moved a little.

      I nearly knocked over a lamp sitting on a side table when the alarm for the hour was up. I had been using a cleaning polish on the tabletop when the alarm sounded. I stood up and turned at the same time, knocking into the lampshade with my bust.

      I caught the lamp, preventing it from falling or breaking, but I couldn’t help but smirk. This was definitely the level I was thinking of. The busty image of myself in my head was like this. Not so big where they were the sole focus of my body, where no one could ignore my breasts, but big enough to be really noticeable.

      Of course, I still had one size left to try. And it was this size that I bought the bigger sports bra for. The 600cc sizers were a tight squeeze in my normal sports bra. The 800cc sizers needed the extra room.

      And boy were they big. Once they were in place and I had pulled the sweater back on, I was shocked when I couldn’t see my feet. At least not easily. I had to kick my feet out in front of me to see them.

      I looked down and all I could see was boob, more or less. Obviously it was really the sizers, but they were supposed to be a decent approximation.

      I took another 10 minutes admiring myself, enjoying the look of me with truly large breasts. At this size, it would be difficult to hide them. At least they weren’t so big that everyone would automatically assume I had a breast augmentation. They weren’t abnormally large.

      Of course, the added size was more evident with how the sweater fit me. It stretched more to contain my larger bust. But that stretching forced the hem of the sweater to ride up higher. I didn’t mind in the slightest as I was growing used to showing off a little skin around my waist, but it was another consideration to make when it came to my wardrobe.

      It only took me a few minutes to finish my the cleaning in the living room that I had left off. Then it was time to start on dinner. Preparing meals early helped save time, but there were some things that had to be done right before.

      The biggest thing I noticed was the fact I had to stand a little farther back from the counter as I worked. My rice sizers affected my range of vision enough that I had to leave extra space between me and my workspace to see over them.

      This wasn’t a problem by itself. If I decided to go this big, I would adapt. It would just require more adaptation than the smaller sizes.

      Then there was the weight. Leaning over to put dinner in the oven was a reminder of how heavy two 800cc sizers of rice were. I would need to work on my back strength if I went that big. It would be different with actual implants, partly because of their real weight, but also because they would actually be inside of me and not sitting smooshed in a sports bra.

      Nonetheless, it was a reminder that getting implants were not just a matter of getting surgery. There was a certain amount of upkeep involved. Thinking back about Krystal, she certainly was fit. Of course, she had tried to be a fitness model, but she had clearly kept up her fitness level since giving up the modeling. I would need to put in a little more effort on my own if I was going to pull off a look like her.

      “Sydney, I’m home,” Sam called out.

      I looked up at the clock to see that my experiment had run long. Not wanting Sam to see me with big balls of rice stuffed down my top, I rushed into the bedroom to change.

      When I returned to the kitchen, wearing a normal bra under the same sweater, which thankfully had not become deformed from the stretching I had forced it to do, I found Sam sitting at the table waiting for me.

      “Everything okay?” I asked as I checked on dinner.

      “I was going to ask you the same thing?” Sam replied. “I saw you rush into the bedroom. Um, you looked bigger. You know, like you had bigger breasts.”

      “Oh,” I said, knowing I’d been caught. I sat down at the table, across from Sam. “Yeah, so I was doing a test. I met someone up at the hot springs. She had implants. I kind of wondered what I would look like with them, so I was playing with some sizers.”

      Looking at Sam’s response, I could see that he was both confused and a little aroused. The latter I enjoyed, but the former would need to be be relieved before the latter could be. I took him back to the beginning and explained everything.

      It took a while, but I got my story in before our dinner was finished in the oven. Then we ate, largely in silence. I tried asking about Sam’s day at work, wanting to be interested, but he seemed distracted.

      “I’ll support you in whatever you choose,” Sam finally said when dinner was finished. “I just have one favor to ask. Can you change into which ever size you liked best for me while I wash the dishes?”

      I couldn’t help but smirk as I got up and sexily walked toward the door of the kitchen, adding as much sway to my hips as I could manage. I paused at the door and looked back over my shoulder.

      “Don’t keep me waiting too long,” I said with a wink. I then disappeared and began planning which of the sizes I wanted to model for Sam.

      There was a part of me that wanted to go all the way. Go with the 800cc size, but at least as far as the sizers went, I think I preferred the smaller set. They would at least be more versatile for what I knew was going to happen next.

      My wardrobe choices with the sports bra were limited. I stuck with the same sweater I was already wearing, knowing it looked good with he 600cc sizers.

      But I decided I could up my sexiness game by changing out of my pants and into a short black skirt. I reasoned I wanted to balance my bigger bust with a good look at my legs. Also, since it was obvious I would be remaining clothed during the night’s rendezvous, I might as well maintain the clothed look, as well as accessibility all the way around.

      When Sam appeared in the doorway of our bedroom, I was already posed on the bed, pushing my chest out to best effect. I could see the sexual hunger in his eyes.

      In that moment, my mind was made up. I was definitely getting implants. I would be calling Dr. Rogers first thing in the morning. But before then, I had my husband to attend to.
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      It was finally here. Unfortunately, not my breast augmentation. Although that was not far away. No, it was finally the girls night that Danielle and I had talked about following our lunch and shopping spree.

      I was practically buzzing with energy as I got ready for the night out with my sisters. I had so much to share with them. I hadn’t told anyone, other than Sam, about my boob job plans. I was sure that was going to be big news when I shared it.

      I took my time getting ready. Sam had already left for the evening. When I told him about my girls night out, he decided to organize his own night out with friends. He needed his opportunities to unwind just like I did. And really, with him working a real job, he needed it far more than I did, especially after giving up so much of his weekends to the basement remodel.

      So Sam was off with his buddies, watching a game at a bar. I know he had plans after that too, but I wasn’t worried about him. If either of us got into trouble, first, we would be among friends or family and second, we would have our phones with us.

      It took me a while to decide what I should wear out. A part of me wanted to wear a dress, something that hugged my figure and was short enough to show off my legs. But I’ve become rather fond of baring my midriff, even just a little.

      Of course, after my surgery, I expected the tops that still fit me to pull up even more than I was currently used to, simply from the attempt to stretch over my new breasts. But even I had to admit, I liked showing off my thin waist. There was a sexiness about it that I couldn’t describe. All I knew was it felt good.

      Once I decided I was going to bare my midriff, the decision on what to wear only became more complicated. After all, I was now choosing a top and skirt to wear out, not just a single dress.

      Although it wasn’t hard deciding to wear the skirt I saw when buying pantyhose for my sizers test. I made it two days before I was back at the mall, trying the skirt on. It turned out to look even shorter on me than it had on the manikin, however, that did not stop me from buying it. In fact, I bought two pairs, one in black and the other in white.

      I chose the black one for the night’s festivities. The white would work far better for a spring or summer barbecue or other outdoor party. The black fit the fall season and the activity of a girls night out better.

      Finding the right top required a little more digging through my now expanded wardrobe. Yes, it was just me and my sisters going out for the night, but I still wanted to look sexy. And while Danielle and I might be taken, the twins certainly weren’t. They had done a surprisingly little amount of dating in college, from what I had figured out. Neither of them talked about their sex lives with the rest of the family.

      Not that I could blame them for that fact. It was bad enough they had lost their parents at 20 years old. But even before that, I rarely heard anything about possible boyfriends. Then again, I was living in Southern California then, not in Fairview. I wasn’t really around to hear anything of that sort.

      Knowing that my wardrobe regarding my tops would likely need to change following my surgery, I decided to wear something that I probably wouldn’t be able to wear with larger breasts, something that would be too tight to fit around the implants. I wanted to get my money’s worth before I either donated it or gave it away.

      “Perfect,” I told myself as I held up the dark purple halter top in front of me. The built in bra-like cups wouldn’t fit me once I got my upgrades, so this was one of the last chances I would have to wear it.

      Putting the top on, it left much of my upper chest exposed and pushed my meager chest up into an impressive amount of cleavage given what I had naturally. The hemline fell to just above my belly button, leaving a hand’s width of flesh exposed around my middle.

      Once I had my outfit selected, I took my time styling my hair and makeup just right. I wanted to make myself look good. I might not be on the hunt for a man, but I wasn’t against doing a little teasing.

      The plan for the evening was for everyone to meet at my house. It made for a good home base and it was large enough to have any of the girls stay over, depending on how the night went. No sense in asking someone to drive home when they had been drinking. The risk might have been hot, but the potential outcome wasn’t worth considering.

      The twins arrived just as I was slipping on my heels for the night. I had gotten quite good at walking in them and this particular pair were especially high, with a considerable platform sole.

      Ashley and Ainsley looked the perfect set of identical twins, but when they stepped through the door, they did not look like they were ready to party. In actuality, they looked like they just got out of class.

      “We had a study session that finished just before we needed to come over,” Ashley said.

      “But don’t worry, we packed our bags,” Ainsley added, holding up a small duffle bag in her hand.

      “You two can change in the spare bedroom while I wait for Danielle to arrive,” I said.

      As they disappeared into the bedroom, I couldn’t help but remember how I struggled to tell them apart when I first moved back to Fairview. I so infrequently saw them that I hadn’t picked up on the slight differences between them. It was embarrassing not being able to tell apart my own sisters.

      Thankfully, it didn’t take me long to learn how to tell them apart. Ashley was just a smidge taller than Ainsley and Ainsley had a small birthmark on the back of her left hand. But strangely, after about a month of being back, I could just tell who was who. Even when I saw only one of them at a time, I could just tell who it was.

      Danielle arrived just as the twins reappeared wearing their outfits for the evening. Seeing them standing there in matching dresses made me proud. Despite the frequent evidence to the contrary, they knew how to be sexual and feminine.

      Danielle, on the other hand, seemed far less interested in looking hot, at least at first. “If I’d known you all were dressing like that, I would have chosen something more provocative,” she said. Her dress was a classic little black dress that left plenty to the imagination. Meanwhile, the twins and I were dressed to show off.

      “It’s okay,” Ashley said.

      “Yeah,” Ainsley added. “We actually brought two outfits, not knowing how Sydney wanted to play things tonight. But when she saw her, we went with the hotter outfits.”

      “That’s just great,” Danielle said. “I don’t suppose there’s time for me to drive home and change?”

      “Hey, why don’t you go home, change and then meet us at the club?” Ashley said.

      “Yeah, where are we going, anyway?” Ainsley added.

      “The Lucky Seven,” I answered.

      “Um, you do know we’re not 21 yet, right?” Ashley said. “I thought we were going to one of those 18 and over places.

      “Like any club is going to deny entry to four women dressed like we are,” I countered. “Trust me. We girls have it easy.”

      The twins looked at each other and grinned. I didn’t know if they’d been to real bars or clubs before, but I was sure we would all be able to get in.

      It only took a short time to arrange the details and then to hail a ride to the club. None of us planned to be able to drive when we came home.

      With all three of us piled into the back seat of the car, our driver kept sneaking peaks back at us. I took that as a good sign that we were properly dressed for the evening. I wanted us turning heads.

      Arriving at the club, I led the twins straight up to the bouncer at the door, ignoring the line that had formed and stretched around the corner. He gave the three of us a look up and down and then pulled aside the rope to give us entry.

      “We have one more arriving in a little bit,” I told the bouncer, putting my hand on his shoulder. “She’s my sister. Her name’s Danielle. Could you make sure to write that down.”

      I didn’t expect the bouncer to act like putty in my hands, but my ploy did work in convincing him to put Danielle’s name down on his list. That way she could bypass the line outside like we did.

      “You two ever been to a club like this?” I asked once we were inside. I had to raise my voice to be heard over the sound of the music, pumping out great dance tunes that I was sure we would all be enjoying after a couple of drinks.

      Of course, the truth was, I hadn’t been to many clubs like this myself. At least not in a long time and definitely not this one or any others in Fairview. I of course, visited a few clubs during my acting days, but I quickly learned to avoid them, what with the paparazzi and all. Thankfully, I never became tabloid fodder.

      “Nope,” Ashley answered.

      “It’s our first time in an over-21 club,” Ainsley added.

      “I want to make sure you two enjoy yourselves,” I said, bringing them in close and putting my arms around their shoulders. “Now let’s get drinks and grab a table before we hit the dance floor.”

      After buying our drinks at the bar, we found a table near the back where the music was less omnipresent. We still had to speak with raised voices, but we didn’t have to yell.

      I texted Danielle instructions on how to get in and how to find us while I watched Ashley and Ainsley take sips of their drinks.

      Watching the twins drink was actually a little funny. Despite being college students, I could tell they did not often partake in such activities. Not that they didn’t like to. I could tell that from how they decided to dress for our night out. They were just inexperienced with drinking and hadn’t fully adapted to the taste of alcohol.

      As we sat there waiting for Danielle, we chatted. I avoided asking about school. That wasn’t what this night out was for. We were leaving the worries of our boring lives behind us and enjoying the moment as attractive women.

      Just as we finished our first drinks, Danielle arrived. She looks stunning in a short black skirt and a backless halter top covered in silver sequins. I had no idea she had owned that outfit in addition to the one we had purchased together.

      “Looking at the three of you earlier, I had to compete,” Danielle commented. “It looks like you three need more drinks. You want me to get them? Seems fitting since I’m late.”

      “That’d be great,” I answered. “I’ve got a tab going.”

      “And get an extra shot for yourself,” Ashley added.

      “Yeah, you’re one down on us,” Ainsley said with a giggle.

      “It’s going to be that kind of night?” Danielle joked. “Okay, I can dig it.”

      It wasn’t long before Danielle returned with a server and our drinks. She joined us and then we all held up our drinks for a toast.

      “To the Wright sisters,” I said.

      “To the Wright sisters,” Danielle and the twins said in unison.

      We clinked our glasses together, Danielle using the shot glass, before taking sips. Danielle downed her shot to “catch up” and then started in on her regular drink.

      It wasn’t long before we all started to feel the effects of the alcohol. I could feel the warmth spread across my face and across my exposed chest. And that reminded me of something in particular I wanted to share.

      “I need to tell you all something before we hit the dance floor,” I said. All three of my sisters looked at me intently.

      I waited a moment for effect, wanting my announcement to hold as much weight as possible. It worked.

      “I am scheduled for a breast augmentation next week,” I finally said.

      The reaction was much as I had expected. Shock. Danielle especially looked at me like I was crazy.

      It was Ainsley who broke the silence that followed. “That is so cool.”

      “Yeah,” Ashely said. “We’ve talked about wanting to get ours done, but…”

      “You’re college students,” I said. “I get it.”

      “I’m not sure implants are for me,” Danielle said. I could tell she was still struggling with the news. “But I’ll support you Sydney, now matter what.”

      “Thanks,” I said. “It’s kind of scary, but I’m excited. But that’s enough about me. Let’s hit the dance floor.”

      It was not long before my announcement had been forgotten under the loud music and great dance moves my sisters all demonstrated. I couldn’t remember ever having more fun with my family. I knew then these kinds of nights were going to become a regular fixture.

      The twins got a lot of attention. How could they not, being young and dressed like they were looking for attention. And they certainly enjoyed it. I was half expecting them to go home with a group of guys who were plying them with drinks and dancing that went far beyond what they could have gotten away with back in school.

      However, as the night waned, we found ourselves piling in a hired car for the trip back to my house. None of us were in any shape to drive. The twins were giggling with each other while Danielle kept telling everyone that she wanted the biggest tits in the family.

      I couldn’t help but smile to myself. It was so much better to have fun than to worry about all that stuff I used to worry about. In my drunken state, I couldn’t even remember what I used to worry about.

      Regardless, it was that night when I understood my path. The Wright family was about to start having a lot more fun.
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      It was finally happening. It was time for my breast augmentation. Or nearly time, at any rate. It was so easy to get ahead of myself with my excitement driving me.

      The support I had received from Sam and my sisters made me certain I had made the right decision to schedule the procedure. It’s so nice when people, especially family, support each other.

      Admittedly, of the men in the family, I didn’t tell Felix. I had been getting an extra judging vibe off of him. I figured it would be much easier to surprise him than have to deal with him talking me out of it. That means he would have to wait until I officially unveiled my new assets to the rest of the family.

      Two nights before my surgery, Sam took me out to dinner. It felt much like a date night from before we were married. We went to the fanciest restaurant in Fairview, with both of us dressed in our finest clothes. I would have chosen the night before, but Dr. Rogers asked me to abstain from alcohol the day before, and to even avoid eating in the 12 hours leading up to my surgery.

      Sam wore a suit that perfectly fit his strong body. He looked both powerful and confident. I had to be careful, as looking at him too much made part of me want to melt. The other part of me wanted to do very naughty things, actions that would surely get us not only kicked out of the restaurant, for life, but bring the Wright family scandal.

      For myself, I wore something far more classy than I had worn to the club with Danielle and the twins. The black sparkly dress I chose was still revealing, as it was nearly backless and short enough I needed to be careful with how I sat down.

      More importantly, however, the dress was the first item I purchased with my new tits in mind. I considered wearing something I would never be able to wear again, but the new dress pulled at me in ways I had never felt before. Chiefly among them, I wanted the comparison of the before and after. I wanted Sam to see me wear the dress before the surgery and again sometime after. Once I had healed, of course.

      Walking into the restaurant on Sam’s arm, it felt like every pair of eyes in the room were suddenly on us. For some, the sideways glances were attempts to look without staring. Others, however, could not stop themselves. I smiled brightly, knowing the effect we were having on people. And I could only imagine the effect we would have in the future.

      Dinner itself turned out to be fabulous. The quality of food in Fairview had taken a dramatic turn for the better in the many years since I had left for Hollywood. The food in Southern California was good. This was great. It was so good I was actually glad the portions were small. Otherwise I would have walked into surgery completely bloated. I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself from eating enough to last me for a whole week.

      Then of course, there was the wine. The moment the first splashes crossed my tongue, I felt as if I had gone to heaven. I could barely contain what would have been a very audible sigh. By the time the dinner was through, I may have had the equivalent of an entire bottle to myself. That, of course, included the dessert wine we had after the actual meal.

      Walking out of the restaurant that night, I could barely stand on my own. “Whoopsie,” I said as I stumbled when he reached the sidewalk outside. Sam caught me with his strong arms.

      Sam held me by my shoulders, holding me close. Too close. Even in my inebriated state, I could sense his maleness, smell the intricate mix of smells that I could always identify him by. I felt as if I was soaking in his pheromones. They were turning me on so.

      “Fuck me,” I tried to whisper, although I’m sure it came out louder than I intended. I couldn’t help myself. I would have been perfectly happy for Sam to bend me over the nearest plantar or other appropriately high object, pull my dress up and fuck me in public.

      Of course, Sam was too gentlemanly to be trapped by his, or my, cardinal desires. He walked me to the car, me clinging to his offered arm and my head resting on his shoulder. If there had been any dancing planned for our evening out, I couldn’t have made it, as drunk as I was. In my state, I was good for one thing. Sex.

      Once we were in the confines of our car, with Sam behind the wheel, my sense of his maleness only increased. I wouldn’t have believed I could have gotten hotter, but I did. I shrugged off the jacket I had worn, feeling too hot, even in my skimpy dress.

      However, removing clothing was not really a solution to the heat growing inside of me. That heat was arousal and there was a single cure.

      “I’m so hot for you,” I said while one hand reached across the center console and into Sam’s lap. My other hand moved between my legs, pushing the brief fabric of my dress out of the way to gain better access to my now well-lubricated pussy.

      What I discovered when my hand gave Sam’s cock a gentle squeeze through his pants was he was likely as turned on as I was. He grunted a response, his eyes straining to remain on the road. His hardness only served to turn me on more, knowing his thoughts were on me, but I did not dare take things any further. I would have loved to lean over and take his hardness into my mouth, giving him all the pleasure I could muster for him, but I was selfish. I wanted him to fuck me, over and over again until neither of us were capable anymore.

      In my drunken state, I couldn’t be sure, but the drive home certainly seemed to take far less time that it should have. Maybe it was me being distracted by Sam’s cock and my own ministrations with my pussy or it was Sam braking a few speed limits to get us home faster. All I knew was we seemed to make it home in record time.

      Once home, Sam helped me out of the car. I probably could have managed to walk inside on my own, even in my high heels, but I loved the feeling of Sam pressed up against me. I loved having him take change and lead me into the house, our house, into the bedroom, our bedroom, so that he could perform his husbandly duties and fuck me.

      My jacket was left in the car. My purse was left on a chair by the door. Neither would be needed for what came next. Sam slowly lowered me onto the bed. He held himself above me and lower his mouth to kiss me.

      Sam’s lips felt like fire against my own. I kissed him back with all the ferocity I could manage. My hands roamed across his back as I tried to pull him closer to me, but he was far too strong for me. That was just how I liked it.

      I lost all track of time as we explored each other's mouths with our tongues. As much as I desperately wanted to feel Sam’s hard cock inside of me, I would follow his lead. If he wanted to prolong the experience, prolong the pleasure and deep need, I would acquiesce.

      Eventually I changed tactics. Sam might have been too strong for me to physically pull closer to me as I laid back on the bed, but I knew of another way, taking matters into my own hands.

      I reached down and began to rub Sam’s already hard cock through his pants. If anything, he seemed even harder than before. How could he continue to hold off? How could he not succumb to his own desires, to ravage his wife and further claim ownership of her, of me?

      Emboldened, I pushed further, unbuckling his belt and working to free Sam’s cock. When it finally popped free, both my hands took hold of him and gently began to stroke him.

      “Split me open,” I begged. “Just fuck me. I need it so bad.”

      My hands on his cock seemed to do it. Sam pulled his mouth from mine and he looked down at me. I could see the fire in his eyes. The lust must have been driving him mad. How could he maintain such composure? I certainly couldn’t. I was desperate.

      Before I knew it, Sam’s hands were behind my neck, untying the knot that held my dress up. Then with a few strong motions, I was laying there in nothing but my heels. It only seemed to take seconds longer before Sam was undressed as well, but those were seconds too long. I felt as if I might burn up without him. I needed him more than I had ever needed him before.

      And then it happened. There was no more foreplay. Suddenly Sam’s cock pushed into me. “Fuck yes,” I screamed as he began to fill me. I was so primed, I nearly came right then.

      “Yes,” I moaned when Sam completely filled me. His cock was buried inside me to the hilt. He was big, he was hard, and he was fucking me. In that moment, that was all that mattered.

      “Oh my god,” I screamed as my first orgasm hit me. Sam only needed to start his thrusting to make me cum. But rather than stop and wait for me, he continued to pump his shaft into me. I loved it.  As soon as I had come down from the high of my first orgasm, I was already primed for a second. It wouldn’t be long.

      “Harder,” I screamed as Sam pistoned his cock into me over and over again, the rate and power of his thrusts only growing over time.

      Suddenly I could feel it. There was the smallest of twitches from deep within Sam’s cock. It was a a twitch I knew well. It was his point of no return. Even with Sam’s great stamina, even he could not hold out forever.

      With one last great thrust, Sam let out a groan as he buried himself inside of me, his cock letting loose a flood of his hot white seed.

      “Oh fuck,” I countered as his orgasm triggered my own. I was cumming again, harder than ever as his cum filled me. Pleasure coursed through my limbs, across every square inch of skin, even, it seemed, along every strand of hair.

      I couldn’t hold on any longer. The pleasure was too much. Under the onslaught of it all, my mind shut down.

      It hadn’t been long that I was out. When I awoke, I found myself curled up on the bed in Sam’s arms. He was gently stroking my hair.

      “It was that good, huh?” he asked with a knowing smile.

      I smiled back and nodded, not feeling ready to speak. I didn’t need to. Sam understood me. I might have adopted a new style and rediscovered my sexuality, but we were still husband and wife and we still loved each other, no matter what.

      “There’s still lots of time left for our evening,” Sam said. “How about I open a bottle of wine and we can relax a little before we continue?”

      Again I nodded with a smile, letting my body do the talking for me. Sam’s idea sounded lovely, especially as I still had a lustful desire building inside of me. I wasn’t ready to call it a night.

      After several minutes of waiting for Sam, listening to him banging around in the kitchen, I decided to join him. I slipped off my heels and wrapped a sheet around me before finding him making coffee and pouring glasses of wine.

      Despite all that had happened and the time we had spent since in the bedroom, I was still nicely buzzed when I took another sip of wine. I didn’t need to get as drunk anymore, but I was certainly going to enjoy maintaining my current state as we waited for Sam to regain his strength. I knew we were going to enjoy the rest of our night together.

      That night was still on my mind as Sam drove me to Dr. Rogers’ clinic. He planned to spend the day with me, or at least as much as was feasible. It was not possible for him to join me in the operating room, but that was fine with me. I would be asleep through most of that time.

      The plan was simple enough. Once Dr. Rogers had me put under, He would begin by opening an incision around the lower half of my areola on each breast. It was through that incision that he would create the pocket and actually insert my implants before he began to fill them with saline.

      Dr. Rogers figured it would take about 600cc’s to give me my desired look, but we decided to let him play it by ear. He was the expert, after all, and having seen some of his work up close, I knew he had a good eye for these sorts of things.

      Of course, before the actual surgery could take place there were the bevy of forms to complete, in addition to the ones I had completed during my consultation. Then there was the final exam. Dr. Rogers took a marker and drew on my skin, making notations of the work he was about to perform.

      I stood proudly for him as he did his work. Or maybe I was showing off for Sam, who stood beside me through the entire exam, giving me supporting comments. To be honest, I think he was excited about my decision to upgrade as I was. I mean, who wouldn’t want a busty wife like I was about to become?

      When I was finally wheeled into the operating room, there was the smallest of voices in my head, telling me that I was making a mistake, telling me that this wasn’t me.

      I could feel a sense of panic rise up in me, tears almost reaching my eyes. Maybe I was making a mistake. Should I really be spending the family trust money on a breast augmentation? Why was I letting myself set such a bad example to my sisters, all but telling them that beauty was more important than brains?

      I took a deep breath as I laid on the operating table. I pushed those thoughts away, replacing them with what I imagined I would look like in the near future. It was with that image in my mind that I was put under, a smile forming on my face as I slept.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            10

          

        

      

    

    
      In a perfect world, no one would have seen me until I was fully healed from surgery. Not even Sam. I would have loved to have come out of Dr. Rogers’ clinic fully healed, but that is not how it works.

      Sam was with me when I woke up. Despite the painkillers, my chest hurt. It was hard to breathe, as if someone was sitting on my chest.

      “Hey there,” Sam said when he saw me open my eyes, squeezing my hand to reassure me.

      I squeezed his hand back, happy for the comfort in his touch. “Hey, sweetie,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Give me the good news.”

      “Dr. Rogers said everything went perfectly,” Sam said. “I’ll let him give you all the details, but you get to come home tonight.”

      “That’s good,” I said. “Can you help me lift my head? I want to see them.”

      Sam did as I asked, placing a hand behind my head and lifting. Between the painkillers and the effects of the surgery, I didn’t have the muscle strength to get a better view of my new assets.

      “They’re still bandaged,” Sam explained as I got to see the two mounds that were now my tits. They stuck up off my chest unnaturally. But at the moment, all I cared about was their size. They were big, maybe even bigger than I had asked for. That wasn’t necessarily a bad thing though.

      “Oh good, you’re awake,” came the doctor’s voice, his head sticking in through the doorway to my recovery room.

      I gave Dr. Rogers the best smile I could manage, but given the pain I was in, it came off as more of a wince. I’m sure it was a look he was used to.

      “You will be happy to hear that everything went perfectly. I ended up adding an extra 50cc’s to each breast, bringing each one up to 650cc’s. I think you will prefer the boost to your volume once the swelling decreases.”

      I nodded to show my understanding. However, my mind was focused on the numbers Dr. Rogers had rattled off. The extra saline he added, as well as the swelling, was enough to account for the bigger than expected size. Or so I hoped. Those and the bandages themselves, I assumed.

      “And so far, your initial recovery points to you being able to go home tonight. I still want to keep you around for a few hours, just to make sure, but so far, everything checks out. Before you leave, I will have a nurse come in and show you the important exercises you need to perform regularly to make sure your breasts continue to heal properly.”

      “What will Sydney’s recovery be like in the short term, once I get her home?” Sam asked.

      “She’ll need to wear the surgical bra for the next week or so. I will send some follow-up information so you can have an idea of when it is appropriate to stop wearing it. Also, you will want to avoid showering for a couple days. I want to give the incision a better chance to heal and I don’t want you bending over much if at all for a few days. I will also send you home with some special tape to put over the incision. That will help prevent infection and help to limit the development of scar tissue.”

      That was a lot of information to take in, making me glad Sam was there to keep track of those details. In my current condition, there was no way I could have done so. I felt as if too much exertion, physical or mental, could easily send me back to sleep.

      Once at home, Sam turned out to be a gem for my recovery. He couldn’t take the whole week off to care for me, but he was able to be flexible with his schedule. And when he needed to be gone, he always prepped the house for me so that I didn’t have to bend over or otherwise go against the doctor’s orders.

      Once back home, I was in frequent communication with my sisters. They were all eager to see the new me, but I held off on actually making my debut to them or the rest of the family.

      And as it turned out, I ended up with even more time to heal as the next family dinner was canceled. Felix took Martha and his kids on a short vacation, meaning I had another week before he would judge me harshly. For Max and the twins, the next week was devoted to midterms. All three of them were busy studying.

      I did make the three of them dinner, but I had Sam deliver it to them so they could dig in on their own time. There was no sense in them losing valuable study time to drive to our house, especially when I was still under the weather.

      Finally, however, by Monday I felt comfortable trying to go out. I had been off the heavy duty painkillers for several days and even then, most of the pain was gone. I was able to drive myself to a quick follow-up appointment with Dr. Rogers.

      According to him, I was progressing ahead of schedule. Dr. Rogers was impressed. It seemed I had found the perfect balance between rest and simple activities that got my blood flowing enough to facilitate faster healing.

      Of course, as much as I wanted a clean bill of health from Dr. Rogers, the aspect of my adventure out of the house I was was most looking forward to was shopping. After all, I had to buy new tops to fit my new tits. And there was the matter of bras. I needed something to replace the surgical bra I had been wearing at home. That definitely gave me the support I needed, but it was ugly and uncomfortable and I couldn’t wear it with many of my more revealing outfits.

      I might have gotten a little carried away shopping. It was getting easier to shrug off with every trip I made, especially when it seemed the money at my disposal was almost limitless.

      In the week since the surgery, I had taken the time to look at my new assets. There was bruising and swelling, but they were definitely turning into everything I had asked for. I was still making adjustments, what with a slightly different center of gravity and new dimensions on my chest. I had already opened cabinets into my tits three times, thankfully without damage.

      But after a week, much of that bruising and swelling had dissipated, making me finally feel comfortable finding clothes that both fit and highlighted my tits. After spending all that money to have them done, there was no point in hiding them.

      I ended up changing into one of my new outfits before I left the mall that afternoon. I couldn’t not buy a distressed short denim skirt with rips in it. It was on sale. The top was a salmon colored halter top that was low cut enough to show off my new tits, but also featured a built-in shelf bra.

      Walking out to my car, I could feel people’s eyes on me more than usual. They were looking at my tits. Their gaze felt good. It was something I could definitely get used to. And with the size of my new tits, I would have to get used to it.

      Unfortunately, I discovered one downside to big tits that I’d never had to deal with before. Dressed in my halter top, my seat belt cut across my chest uncomfortably. Every time I leaned forward a little, including when I came to a stop, the belt felt as if it was cutting into my skin. I spent almost the entire drive adjusting it, but eventually placed it behind my back, relying on the belt across my waist only. It was the only way to remain pain free from it.

      If there was any consolation to the pain from the seat belt on my drive home, it was seeing the look on Sam’s face when he got home from work. I was still wearing the Sam outfit and his eyes practically bugged out of his head when he found me in the kitchen.

      However, it did not take long for Sam’s gaze to turn from one of surprise to one of lust. And it was a lust my body wanted to give itself to him to experience in kind. My nipples grew hard at the thought of what Sam wanted to do to me right then. I wanted it too. Unfortunately, I was not yet far enough along in my recovery for such things. According to Dr. Rogers, I would be left waiting for another three weeks.

      Beyond fighting off my urges to seduce my husband, the hardest part of the next week turned out to be planning the big reveal to my family. Had I waited longer, I could have timed it all around Thanksgiving, walking out of the kitchen carrying a big turkey that blocked the view of my new assets. That was until I set it down. Then all would see.

      The Thanksgiving idea never would have worked, even if the timing of it did. I could not have held myself up in the kitchen alone that whole time with no one looking in on me. That just wasn’t how we did things in the Wright Family.

      No matter how impossible it was going to be, I did want there to be some kind of reveal. More than anything, I wanted to see Felix’s disapproving gaze as I showed off my tits properly for the first time.

      It was funny, but I already knew what everyone’s reactions would be. Felix, I had no doubt, would disapprove. Danielle and the twins would be excited for me and want to know how I was recovering. They had hinted as much in text messages they had sent me in the aftermath of my surgery. Max was certain to be impressed, but also unsure how he should react to his now sexy oldest sister.

      Martha was the big wildcard for me. Since she married Felix, I knew she saw eye-to-eye on many things with him. But could she appreciate my desire to look better, for me and Sam? I certainly hoped she could be happy for me.

      Of course, the upcoming family dinner was more than just how I planned to reveal my new tits to everyone and how I figured they would react. I couldn’t help but obsess over what my outfit would be, what I would wear to both highlight my new assets, but also not go overboard with my new style. Multiple times I felt certain about an outfit I planned to wear only to change my mind, over and over again.

      When Sunday finally rolled around, I was as ready as I ever would be. And I decided against a single moment reveal to everyone. The fact was, too many people already knew about my surgery. They would keep asking me questions, even before I had my moment.

      Instead, I wore something tasteful, a pair of my favorite jeans which did miraculous things when it came to the look of my ass, and a simple thick grey sweater. Of course, the sweater was low cut enough to make it known I had proper cleavage now. I would take the questions as they came to me.

      Max, Ashley and Ainsley arrived first, as was often their custom. Sam and I made our washer and dryer available so they could do their laundry without paying a fortune in quarters every week. And with three of them, they had to arrive early to get it all done.

      Max, as expected, struggled to keep his eyes off my chest, at least as first. He did have the wherewithal to ask me how my recovery was going, which I viewed as a positive.

      The twins were much more excited about my new assets than I think even I was. “Can we touch them? Can we see them? Did it hurt? Do they still hurt?” Those were all questions they asked, sometimes without even waiting for me to answer the previous question.

      I answered their questions and that seemed to satisfy them for the time being. It was only later that Ainsley cornered me in the kitchen.

      “Sydney, Ashley and I have been talking a lot the past couple weeks and we both really want to get breast augmentations like you did. We’ve started a boob fund, but what with us being in school, it will take forever to save up enough money for them I was wondering if you knew a way to get them sooner?”

      Both Ashley and Ainsley had talked about their desire for boob jobs back when I told them my plans for my own, but it was really sweet of Ashley to come and talk to me. I struggled to hold back a smile. I was proud of them for making such a big choice. But I didn’t want to sound too enthusiastic. After all, they were 18 years younger than me and I didn’t want them to suddenly decide tits like mine were uncool.

      “I might be able to come up with some ways to help,” I said. “But you two should hold off for now. You’re in the middle of the semester. Okay?”

      “Thanks, Sydney,” Ainsley said before scurrying out of the kitchen, presumably to share the news with Ashley.

      Danielle was the next to arrive. She came sans fiancé who was traveling for work. She too had her own questions, but she focused much more on being complimentary.

      “They look even better than I imagined they would,” Danielle said. “I was sure everything would turn out great, but I’m actually jealous. I’m really not the biggest in the family anymore.”

      Danielle’s reference to being the biggest in the family had been true. She had been a late bloomer like the rest of us, but she had bloomed more than us. Not a lot more, but a noticeable amount.

      “There are always solutions to that jealousy,” I said. “Just imagine how you would look filling out your wedding dress.”

      It was a simple comment, one that could easily be overlooked, but I was planting a seed. I couldn’t explain it, but the idea of the rest of the women in my family getting boob jobs made me feel good.

      Felix and Martha were the last to arrive, making it just before I was about to serve dinner. Apparently their kids were having issues at Martha’s parents’ house, where they were spending the weekend. Usually they brought the little ones, but not this time. Knowing what the topic of conversation would eventually lead to, I was actually glad it was just the two of them tonight.

      “You look different,” Martha said, confused, as I began to set the table with food.

      “You like them?” I asked as I stood up straight and pushed my chest out. “I had them done last week. I know I didn’t tell you or Felix, but I didn’t think Felix would approve. Sometimes its better to ask for forgiveness than for permission.”

      “I can understand that,” Martha said, glancing toward the living room where Felix and Sam were talking. “He can be very traditional that way. Let me just say they look great and I hope you are recovering well.”

      “Thank you, Martha. That means a lot to me. I know we don’t get to talk much, but we should carve out some time in your busy schedule sometime and get to know each other better.”

      “I’d like that,” Martha said. “And don’t tell Felix this, but I wouldn’t mind the name of your surgeon. I probably won’t do anything with it, but I’ve always wondered.”

      “Not a problem,” I said with a knowing wink. “I’ll text you his info later.”

      “Thanks so much. Gosh, I just can’t get over how good you look. Well, I better go say hello to everyone else.”

      Felix, as it turned out, had no words to describe his obvious disappointment in me. Once he noticed my expanded cleavage, he formed a brooding expression that he maintained for the rest of the evening.

      In fact, he did not say a single word to me all night. I tried engaging him in conversation, during dinner, but he wouldn’t answer. Instead, it was Martha who would answer or address whatever was the topic at hand.

      Felix and Martha left as soon as we finished dinner, with Felix leading the way. It was amazing how much the night brightened as soon as he had left. I was close to calling dinner itself a disaster, but without Felix’s presence, the entire atmosphere lightened up. I felt bad for Martha, but I was also acutely aware Felix would find a way to get in my way.
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      “Sydney, can I talk to you for a moment?”

      It was Ainsley. She approached me after dinner, Danielle had already left. Ashley was watching television in the living room. Sam and Max were in the basement, as usual. I had been cleaning up in the kitchen.

      “Sure, what’s up?” I answered, putting down the bowl I had been drying with a hand towel. I wiped my hands on my apron.

      In my adaptation to having big tits, I found it was best to cover myself anytime I was working in the kitchen. Even cleaning up could create a mess down my front.

      “I’ve been wondering about dropping out of school,” Ainsley admitted. She looked down at the floor, unable to make eye contact with me. She was nervous.

      “How come?” I asked. I knew right away I couldn’t tell her she had to finish. After all, I never went to college, although I definitely could have with my grades. However, I chose to try my hand acting in Hollywood.

      “I just don’t know that I’m getting what I want out of it,” Ainsley said. “I guess I like the idea of modeling. I see all those hot girls on social media and I want to be like them. Then I see you with your new boobs, and I think I really could do something like that.”

      Admittedly, I was a little shocked by Ainsley’s desire. My gut reaction was to tell her not to be silly. Wanting to be a model was not a good reason to drop out of school.

      But then I started rationalizing with myself. Who was I to stand in Ainsley’s way? If she wasn’t interested in school anymore, then really, I saw no reason for her to continue.

      And to be honest, I didn’t think it would take much to get her model ready. Two more years of college would cost more than a couple cosmetic procedures and a gym membership. Even getting help from a nutritionist still wouldn’t surpass her school bills.

      “How much of this have you shared with your sister?” I asked. That was the next part to figure out. Ashley and Ainsley had always done everything together in the past. Was this something Ainsley had been contemplating on her own, or was Ashley interested as well?

      “We’ve talked about it,” Ainsley said. “But I think I’m less interested in school than her. I just find the whole thing a bother.”

      “I can see that,” I said. “I mean, you know I didn’t go to college. It isn’t for everyone. And I want you to know I’ll support you in whatever you choose.”

      “Thanks, Sydney,” Ainsley said. Her nervousness seemed to fade a bit, although I could tell she was still questioning herself.

      “Come here,” I said, taking her gently by the shoulders and wrapping her up in a hug. Of course, with my new assets, it was a different sort of hug than I could have given before my surgery. My breasts simply got in the way.

      Still, when Ainsley moved to hug me back, I knew it had been the right choice. She needed comforting and it was my job to do that.

      “Do you want my help talking to Ashley?” I asked.

      “Uh huh,” Ainsley said with a sniffle as she fought back tears. “Please.”

      I pulled Ainsley out of my hug and held her shoulders in my hands at arms length and looked her directly in the eyes. “I’ll give you a few minutes to get yourself sorted and then I’ll bring your sister in and we can talk about it. I want you both to be happy, even if you make your own way apart from Ashley. Okay?”

      Ainsley nodded as she wiped her eyes with her hands.

      “Throw some water on your face if you want and I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      I left Ainsley alone in the kitchen as I made my way toward the living room. I found Ashley sitting there, watching a comedy special on television. She was clutching her stomach and giggling hard.

      “Hey,” I said as I sat down beside her on the couch. My sudden presence seemed to shock her out of her laughter. “Do you mind pausing for a moment?”

      “Sure, Sydney, what’s up?” Ashley asked as she paused the program.

      “I was just talking with Ainsley in the kitchen and I was wondering if you’d be willing to join us?”

      “It’s about school, right?” Ashley said. “Ainsley’s been talking about dropping out to be a model lately.”

      “What do you think of the idea?” I asked.

      “I get it. I think it would be really cool to live that kind of life, to get paid to travel all over the world and just enjoy life. But it seems really risky.”

      “How so?” I asked. I fully planned to talk both of them through this together, but I figured it would help to have Ashley’s thoughts on the matter as well. I would hate to see them have a falling out over such decisions. They had always seemed so inseparable.

      “I mean, what if modeling doesn’t work out?” Ashley asked. “It’s not like it’s an easy industry to get into. I was reading how lots of models go into debt to get themselves to the big fashion shows. If they get selected, then they’re okay, but if they don’t get work, they have to pay the agency back and stuff. It just seems really scary to me.”

      “I’m not looking for us to make any decisions tonight,” I said. “I just want to get everyone talking. I already told Ainsley this, but I want you to know that I will support both of you no matter which paths you decide to take, even if it means you two take very different paths.”

      “Thanks, Sydney,” Ashley said. “That means a lot to me. I know you weren’t around much when we were growing up, but we’ve always looked up to you. It’s good to know you have our backs.”

      When Ashley and I joined Ainsley in the kitchen, we found Ainsley sitting calmly at the kitchen table. She had cleaned her face and even reapplied some makeup. If she wanted to be a model, even those little things were going to count.

      “I’m tired of school,” Ainsley said as soon as Ashley and I had joined her at the table. “History is boring and I don’t want to study it anymore.”

      Both of them were majoring in history. It had been something they had enjoyed apparently enjoyed in high school. Of course, those interests can change easily.

      “But we’re already juniors,” Ashley argued. “We’re on pace to being done in less than two years. I really think you should get your degree. If modeling doesn’t work out, then you have a fall back plan.”

      “But it’s so painful going to class everyday for a degree I don’t care about anymore,” Ainsley countered. “Why would I put myself through that just for a piece of paper I don’t want to use.”

      “I can’t blame you for that,” I said. “If I wasn’t happy, I wouldn’t want to go through that, especially for two years. Ashley, have you ever considered modeling?”

      Ashley paused, considering her words. “I mean, sure. It would be really cool to be famous on social media and be an influencer and all that, but the chances of that happening are tiny. But yeah, I get it. I’m kind of burned out on history too. It just seems like a huge waste to drop out now.”

      I didn’t see a good way of solving the problem. I hated for Ashley and Ainsley to part ways, but I definitely wanted them both to be happy. And I certainly wasn’t going to complain about Ainsley trying her hand at modeling. To be honest, I thought they both could be really good at it. I thought they looked prettier than I did when I was their age. And with access to the trust money for a few upgrades, they could look even better.

      But then it came to me. There was a question both of them were missing. They were tired of history classes. I couldn’t blame them for that. But they didn’t have to keep their majors. They could switch to something more interesting and that might compliment what they wanted to do.

      “Let’s pretend for a moment that you could go back to your freshman years,” I said. “Knowing what you do now, what would you want to do?”

      “Not history,” they both said in unison, looking at each other in surprise.

      I couldn't help but laugh. There were times when their behavior made it obvious they were twins, when they unknowingly finished each other's sentences, almost as if they were of a single mind.

      “Look, you don’t have to have all the answers right now,” I said, “but I want you to consider what you two want to do after college and how you could use school as a stepping stone toward that end. There’s no sense in sticking with history classes if you’re not going to enjoy it and I want you both to be happy. If that means you both quit school, so be it, but if you can find something valuable from it, I think it could be worth while to stay.”

      Ashley and Ainsley looked at each other, contemplating my advice. It suddenly dawned on me how much power I had over them. They viewed me as their mentor and I wouldn’t have been surprised if I could have guided them both to whatever result I wanted from them.

      My mind lit up with images of the pair of them modeling, of me acting as their manager, and of flying all over the world for photo shoots. It sounded rather glamorous. But, if I was going to make any of that work, I needed to be subtle about it. I wanted them to be full partners with me, to have them buy in and be happy. If they ultimately weren’t happy, no intervention by me would help.

      “Let’s do this,” I said. “Both of you go back to school this week and make sure you go to your classes and do all your school work. But when you have some free time, think about what what you want to do and if there’s something at school that could help you be better at it. How does that sound?”

      Both Ashley and Ainsley nodded their heads before Ainsley finally spoke up. “I like that plan. I can do that.”

      “Yeah, me too,” Ashley spoke up.

      “What’s your schedule like on Thursday?” I asked. “I can come out to campus and take you both out to lunch. We can talk more about it then.”

      “That’s good,” Ashley started to say before Ainsley joined her, “because dorm food sucks.”

      Again, I laughed. As did Ashley and Ainsley. I had them back together again. It was clear they were stronger together. I just had to keep them together, or at least complimenting each other in some way.

      Our conversation ended just in time. Moments after we all agreed to meet on Thursday for lunch, there were footsteps on the stairs coming up from the basement. Whatever Sam and Max had been up to downstairs had finished. It was time to end the night.

      Or at least it was time to end the night for our guests. Sam and I had plenty to still do. It seemed not only did I enjoy the sense of power I got from helping to direct the twins, but it turned me on. Power might not always corrupt, but it certainly made me horny.

      Throughout the week, I kept tabs on Ashley and Ainsley, texting them, usually separately. It didn’t take long to see Ashley disliked history as much as Ainsley and that she was excited about the opportunity to be a model and influencer. They had the same basic goals.

      From there it was just a matter of finding what each of them would be best at. As it turned out, despite their being twins and their continued closeness, they each had a different set of skills that could benefit them in the future.

      By the time Thursday rolled around, I already knew what they had planned. Nonetheless, it was important to sit down and talk it through.

      When I picked Ashley and Ainsley up from campus, they both looked like they had put extra work into their appearance. Heavier makeup and tighter, more revealing clothes were both part of their new look.

      “You two are looking amazing,” I said as I greeted them, giving them both a hug in turn. “You’re already turning heads.”

      The twins both looked behind them, back toward campus, to see several guys who had been walking by giving the three of us plenty of looks. The twins giggled, enjoying the attention. I have to say it felt good too. My breasts were on display enough to share in the attraction.

      As fun as it was to be ogled by college guys, we did have a lunch to get to.

      From the moment we stepped into the restaurant, Ashley and Ainsley had their phones out. They took pictures of each other and of our food and drinks once they arrived. If I had any lingering doubts about the path they were choosing together, their actions at the restaurant had answered them.

      “We’re going to focus on modeling and building a social media brand,” Ainsley said.

      “But we’re going to stay in school,” Ashley added. “And we’re both changing out majors.”

      “There’s a journalism and communications major that I’m going to do,” Ainsley said. “They even have a digital media focus option. It would be perfect for building our brand.”

      “And I’m going to switch to a business major,” Ashley explained. “That way we can leverage our potential following into actual revenue streams.”

      “The best part is—” Ainsley cut in.

      Ashley returned the favor, finishing the sentence, “the college is letting us switch majors and classes this semester. We’ll have to catch up on a few assignments, but we don’t have to wait until next semester to switch.”

      “That’s fantastic,” I said with a big smile. Inwardly, I was excited about what their decision would mean for me and the family, but I was also really happy for them. I hadn’t seen either of them this excited for a long time.

      When lunch started to run late, I considered telling the twins to blow off their afternoon classes, but I could tell they wouldn’t have gone for it. They were actually excited to be in school again. There was a certain amount of irony there, considering what we all had planned.

      Just before I dropped them back at campus, they both pressed me to make them a promise. They wanted boob jobs for Christmas. Again, I smiled.
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      Thursday lunch with the twins was followed by Friday lunch with Danielle.

      It had been a last-minute addition to my schedule. Danielle had called the night before, excited with news that she couldn’t wait to tell me. However, she insisted on doing it in person. That meant meeting for lunch.

      “Robert got a promotion,” Danielle practically squealed the moment after we finished our greeting at the small cafe I had chosen for our meal.

      “That’s exciting,” I said. “Congratulations to both of you.”

      “Robert really impressed the board of directors of the company this past weekend. They want to hire him to replace the soon to be departing CFO. I guess they have been looking at Robert as a potential candidate for the top level of the company for a while.”

      “Wow, that’s amazing,” I said, genuinely happy for both Robert and Danielle.

      “I know. I mean, he jumped up about five levels all at once. He told me he had a feeling there were some high level folks in the company interested in him, but he had no idea they would come asking for such a high position.”

      “When does he start the new job?” I asked.

      “Officially at the start of the new year,” Danielle answered. “But they are going to have him work with the retiring CFO until then as part of the transition. But they’re going to give him the full CFO monthly salary through the end of the year. He just won’t get all of the other perks, like stock options and the like, until he is in the role officially.”

      “Who knew you would end up marrying into money when you first started dating Robert?” I said, teasing. When Danielle and Robert first met, he was just a normal guy. Now, as they planned their wedding, he was suddenly going to become a wealthy man.

      Danielle laughed. “I sure know how to pick them. But that’s not the best part.”

      “Oh?” I said, raising my eyebrows in surprise. “Do tell.”

      “Robert wants me to quit my job.” Danielle’s whole body relaxed as if a wave of relief washed over her. She had been keeping that information in for far too long.

      Of course, we both knew what quitting her job really meant. She would be replacing her worldly responsibilities with a much more domestic affair. Danielle’s job would become taking care of the household and looking her best.

      Since our first lunch together, Danielle and I had been in regular contact, mostly via text. Over time, she had been opening up more and more to me. One of her reoccurring desires had been to become a kept woman for Robert, to have him take charge in their relationship and leave her to the housework.

      “That’s exciting,” I said, genuinely happy for her. Her dreams seemed to be coming true.

      “I sent in my notice last night,” Danielle explained. “I’ve got two more weeks as a working woman. And even more exciting is Robert and I have scheduled surgery with Dr. Rogers for two weeks from now. The day after I finish my life as a working woman, I go under the knife so I can be at least as big as you.”

      For a moment, I thought I might feel jealous of Danielle. Breast size had never been important to me before, but I had to admit, I enjoyed being big. I enjoyed having people stare at my boobs. And a part of me enjoyed being the biggest in the family.

      But as I sat there, smiling, I realized I wasn’t jealous. I was happy for Danielle. I was happy to see she was following in my footsteps. She was foregoing the working world and would instead be focusing on looking her absolute best. I was sure both she and Robert would be very happy with the results.

      “That’s fantastic,” I finally said. “You’re going to look fantastic. And just think, you’re going to fill out that wedding dress and make it look fantastic.”

      Danielle giggled. “I hadn’t thought of that before. I guess it’s a good thing I hadn’t decided on one yet. I’ll have to wait until after I heal to choose a dress. But you’re right, I’m sure it will look great with my sporting a big pair of boobs.”

      I had to laugh at that. Danielle seemed so naive and cavalier about certain things. A large part of it was her youth. But I was also certain she was in a position to enjoy it.

      “Uh oh,” Danielle suddenly said, her mood turning from excitement to worry. Her gaze fell on something behind me.

      “What?” I asked, looking over my shoulder. I hadn’t needed to ask. The moment I looked behind me I knew what had affected Danielle. It was Jennifer and Derek Merton. They had been seated at a table across the restaurant.

      “The Mertons,” Danielle hissed.

      I saw Jennifer shooting daggers at us with her eyes before I turned back toward Danielle.

      “Just ignore them,” I said. “Giving them attention only makes it worse. If I have it my way, this stupid family feud will die with our generation.”

      “I try,” Danielle said. “But you haven’t had to spend the last 20 years dealing with them like I have. It’s like they go out of their way to be nasty toward us. I was in the same high school class as one of the Merton cousins. He was a complete asshole to me.”

      “I know it would feel good to retaliate, but it’s no use,” I continued. I had it in my mind that the Wright family would rise above the fray. We would not continue the feud. And better yet, by focusing on ourselves instead of them, we would end up the more respected and successful family.

      “I just wish I could walk over there and slap Jennifer across the face,” Danielle continued. She flexed her hands and balled them into fists. “I’d make her head spin and wipe that stupid sneer off her face.”

      I was certain if Danielle actually went over there with the intention to slap either Jennifer or Derek, she would instead hit her target with a closed fist.

      But Danielle was right. I had a long reprieve from dealing with the Mertons. I was in California, far away from the regular altercations between the Wrights and the Mertons. Still, now that I was head of the family, I fully intended to put the past to rest and chart out a new future, one free of such petty squabbles, no matter how hard the Mertons tried to push us.

      “I think it’s time for us to go,” I said. I waved the waiter over and we were soon on our way after I paid the check.

      I nodded to Jennifer and Derek as we passed near them on our way out of the cafe. I smiled, trying to be pleasant. They returned my smile with cold, hateful expressions. I honestly wondered if they had room for any love for anyone, considering how filled with hate they seemed to be.

      Once we were outside and in the fresh air, I sighed with relief. I hadn’t realized how much tension the Mertons brought with them.

      “I think I need some retail therapy after that,” I said. “Do you want to join me?”

      Danielle smiled. “Let’s go.”

      It was four hours later when I finally arrived home, overladen with my new purchases. A part of me knew there was no good reason to keep buying so many new clothes, but I just couldn’t help it. And with my new assets to consider, I was left with fewer options of what I could wear.

      Shopping had never been an enjoyable experience for me, but recently, I simply couldn’t get enough of it. Any regret or shame I had once felt in using the family trust to fund my shopping sprees had vanished. I was in charge of the money and could use it how I saw fit. It wasn’t like I was keeping family members from accessing it. I was sharing the wealth.

      The organizing of my closet was interrupted by my phone ringing. It was Felix.

      “Hi, Felix,” I said.

      “Do you have time to come over to my house. I need to speak with you.”

      “Right now?” I asked. Felix had never been the type to act so impulsively. He was a planner in everything he did. How he was able to maintain that with kids, I would never understand.

      “Right now.”

      I glanced at the time. If I was going to make dinner for Sam and I, I would need to start soon. However, I was not against eating out for a second meal of the day. And it would give me a chance to wear one of my new purchases.

      “Sure,” I said. “I’ll be over in a few minutes.”

      Felix was waiting for me when I pulled up in front of his house. The minivan was missing from the driveway, telling me that Martha and the kids were gone.

      “Come in,” Felix said. I followed, but wondered what this was all about. Him not even thanking me for dropping everything to come visit was worrisome. At least it appeared there was nothing seriously wrong.

      “Please, sit down,” Felix motioned with his hand toward a chair in the living room. “Can I get you a glass of water?”

      “Um, sure, I guess,” I answered.

      I sat down while Felix fetched me a glass of water from the kitchen.

      “Here you go,” he said when he returned, handing me the glass.

      I took a tentative sip. “Thank you.”

      Felix sat down across from me. Behind him were various toys belonging to his kids, my niece and nephew.

      “I don’t like the word, but it’s fitting,” Felix began solemnly. His expression was serious. “This is an intervention.”

      It took me a moment to process Felix’s words. An intervention? An intervention for what? I knew how to enjoy myself, but I certainly was not suffering an addiction. I couldn’t figure out what Felix’s game was.

      “An intervention about what?” I asked, dubious that I was hearing him correctly.

      “The way you are corrupting this family,” Felix answered. “You have done nothing but set a bad example for the rest of the the Wright family since you have returned to Fairview.”

      “What are you talking about?” I asked, fully confused as to what Felix was going on about. There was nothing I had done to corrupt anyone.

      “I didn’t notice it at first, when you first came back after Mom and Dad dying. But then you started to change. You started dressing provocatively. I don’t care how you dress at home or what you do with your husband when you are alone, but seeing the way you were dressed when Max and I helped Sam with the basement project was completely irresponsible of you.”

      “I’d hardly call what—”

      “I’m not finished yet,” Felix said, interrupting me. “To make matters worse, there was the whole sex play you and Sam had going, in full view of both me and Max. Max is an impressionable young man. If he sees you acting like that around Sam, he’ll get the idea that it is normal and that he should expect and even demand such behavior from whichever woman would be so unlucky to fall into his orbit.”

      “You’re telling me you have a problem with the way I dress?” I said accusingly. It was usually hard to make me truly angry, but Felix was quickly getting to me.

      “That’s just the start of it,” Felix answered. “Your clothing choices aside, you have been acting completely unlike yourself lately. I mean, look at you. You went and had surgery to augment your breasts without telling anyone.”

      “I didn’t tell you,” I countered. “I knew you wouldn’t approve. Everyone else I talked to has been happy for me and supporting. It’s just you being a judgmental asshole that kept me from telling you. I knew you wouldn’t approve so I decided not to tell you.”

      “And now I hear you’ve promised Ashley and Ainsley to pay for their own breast augmentations,” Felix continued. He stood up, towering over me in my seat as he attempted to make his point. “They are still in college. What the hell do they need surgery for, other than to become the topic of gossip and ridicule?”

      “You really feel like you are in position to judge them?” I said, standing up to better hold my ground. “Do you have any idea what it’s like to be a woman? Do you really feel like you are in a position to judge me or our sisters about the choices they make with their bodies?”

      “It’s that you’re setting a bad example,” Felix answered. “You’re not being a good role model and you’re going to lead this family into ruin. I just wish you could see that fact. I would hate to see how you are running the family trust. Hopefully there is still money left a year from now. Certainly, it seems like no one will ever see it after you squander it all away.”

      “And now you bring up money?” I said, fuming. Felix had no idea what leading this family entailed. He had no idea of the finances. He had no idea what he was talking about.

      “I’m considering challenging your stewardship of the family money. If you keep acting like this, I see no other option.”

      “That would be pretty stupid of you,” I said as I realized I once again had the upper hand. I sat back down and took another sip of water before I continued. “You see, I was the one left with the power of the purse. I want to be fair and equitable to all of us. But if you insist on challenging me, I think you will find it completely in my power to cut you out of the money entirely. I will say, the trust money split five ways instead of six means more for the rest of us.”

      “You wouldn’t,” Felix said, having lost his bluster from before.

      “Felix, you’re my brother and no matter what you may think, I love you. I don’t want to cut you out of the trust. But I won’t tolerate you challenging me like this. Let that be a warning.”

      I continued to sit there as Felix tried to find the words to respond. He eventually sat back down in his seat, looking defeated.

      “I take it your intervention is over?” I asked as I took hold of my purse and prepared to leave.

      Felix said nothing. His attempt to control me had failed.

      I got up to leave. Just before I walked out the door, however, I turned and gave him one last piece of news. “Danielle is getting a boob job in two weeks.” Then I left.
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      The moment I was outside Felix’s house I pulled out my phone. I dialed Martha.

      “Hi, Martha, it’s Sydney,” I said as soon as she answered.

      “Is everything okay?” Martha asked. “Felix asked me to take the kids for the afternoon, but he didn’t say why exactly. He mentioned you, but nothing else.”

      “Everything’s fine,” I answered as I reached my car. “Felix probably won’t be happy when you get home, but I want you to know I’m not mad at him in return.”

      “You’re sure everything’s all right?”

      “Absolutely.” I opened my car door, tossed my purse onto the passenger seat, and sat down in the driver’s seat. “Felix is apparently mad at me for being myself. But I wanted to talk to you, because I don’t want Felix to come between us. I value you as a member of the family.”

      “Thank you, Sydney,” Martha answered. “That means a lot to me. I know we don’t know each other that well, but I appreciate everything you’ve done for us.”

      “Actually, that was one of the reasons I called,” I said. “I think we should get to know each other better. Do you have time for lunch next week?”

      “Um, I’m going to need to check my schedule,” Martha said. “Can I get back to you?”

      “That’s fine,” I said. “Just shoot me a text when you have a better grasp of your schedule next week. You’re the one with kids. I’m happy to work around your schedule.”

      “Thanks,” Martha said. “I’ll text you as soon as I have it all figured out.”

      “Perfect. I’ll let you go now. I’m sure you have your hands full right now with the kids.”

      We said our goodbyes and hung up. Next I called Sam to find out what he wanted to do for dinner. We could go out or we could eat late. There was still time for me to get home and cook, but the meal would be later than usual.

      It turned out Sam was all for eating out. I left making reservations to him. I needed to drive home and then change into something more appropriate. I felt the need to look my best.

      An hour later I was back in the car. This time Sam was at the wheel as we made our way to dinner. I had rushed to get ready, wearing a new dress I had just bought.

      It was a simple black dress, but with thin straps and a plunging neckline that showed off my tits to perfection. And it was tight enough I had to go without underwear to avoid the dreaded panty lines. The dress was long enough to maintain a high level of classiness.

      The six-inch heels might have been the tallest pair I owned, but the black shoes with a narrow strap around the ankles looked too good to pass up. And to be honest, if I needed help walking, I was sure Sam would be happy to let me lean on him.

      Dinner was marvelous. I enjoyed sitting across from Sam and eating my meal as seductively as possible, working to turn him on as much as possible.

      When our waiter asked whether we wanted dessert, Sam turned him down. Once we were alone he leaned across the table and whispered, “The dessert I have in mind would get us arrested if we did it here.”

      I played it cool, giving my husband a seductive wink, but deep down I felt like I was turning into a puddle. I loved it when Sam talked that way. I was horny and in the moment, I wanted nothing more than to have Sam bend me over the table and fuck me right there.

      It felt like a long ride home. Sam focused on the road while I traded off between rubbing my tits through the thin material of my dress and gently massaging Sam’s cock through his pants. He would let my hand do its work for a moment, but he would eventually grow tense and push my hand away. That was when I would return to my breasts. But it would not be long before my hand found its way to his crotch again.

      “I went shopping again, today,” I told Sam as I led him into our bedroom once we were home.

      “Get anything I would like?” Sam asked.

      “I don’t know,” I said, pouting. “Do you like this dress?” I ran a hand along my collarbone and slipped a finger beneath the strap.

      “Hmm, I’m not sure,” Sam answered with a smirk. “I think I want to see more of it.”

      “You mean like this?” I said as I pushed the strap off my shoulder, followed by the other strap. The dress stayed up, but the neckline sagged, exposing more of my tits.

      “That’s a little better,” Sam answered.

      “How about this?” I asked as I let the thin material fall down around my waist, revealing my new tits.

      “Much better,” Sam said as he reached out and took one in each hand. “These are definitely better.”

      Sam remained gentle as he fondled by boobs, steering clear of the incisions. The skin had closed up, but it was still tender. Despite the near pain, my nipples were like little bullets, hard and aching to be pulled. Unfortunately, they were too close to the incisions to be played with yet.

      “Fuck me,” I moaned, desperate to feel his cock inside me. “Please.”

      “Yes, I think I can do that,” Sam answered before he bent his head down and kissed me.

      I melted into Sam’s body as he took charge. I was lost in the sensations of pleasure coursing through my body. At some point Sam must have pushed my dress down around my ankles and helped me step out of it, but I remembered none of it. It was only when I felt my bare ass on the bed that I fully understood what was about to happen next, as Sam gently lowered me onto my back and prepared himself for what was to come next.

      I woke up Saturday morning in a state of bliss. My memories of the night before were hazy. Thinking back I could only recall how I felt, how at one point it was as if every nerve in my body burned with pleasure.

      It took a moment for my brain to fully wake up and for the post-orgasmic fog from the night before to finally fade. When it did, I realized I was nude. That by itself was no surprise, but I was still wearing my heels from the night before.

      Rather than move to get up, I continued to enjoy the moment. Sam still slept beside me and I made as few moves as possible to avoid waking him. I had never realized it was possible to love him any more than I did when I married him, but I was certain I did.

      Eventually my relaxing moment was ended by a text. It was Martha. She wanted to meet for lunch on Monday. I responded with the time and place. I couldn’t wait.

      It would have been easy enough to just sink back into bed, but then Ashley called. She and Ainsley wanted to know if I could help them with their new class work. I couldn’t exactly say no to that.

      Before long the house was busy as could be. Ashley and Ainsley were spread out at the dining room table, hard at work for their new classes. I helped where I could, spending time with them while also working in the kitchen.

      Max also came over. He had a free afternoon and Sam still needed help in the basement. The plan was to have the space ready for Thanksgiving. It would be perfect for entertaining.

      The twins ended up spending the night. They were completely overloaded with work, trying to catch up with their new classes in a single weekend. Despite their hard work though, they seemed happier than I had seen them in a long time.

      Of course, Saturday night the twins wanted to talk about their upcoming boob jobs. I couldn’t blame them, but I made them hold off. They needed to focus on school first. There was still lots of time before their winter break.

      When Sunday dinner came along, there were several empty seats. Apparently Felix decided he and his family would not be attending. I wasn’t surprised. I was sure once Martha and I got to know each other better, she would push Felix to get past his issues and play his role in the family.

      Nonetheless, Felix and Martha’s absence from Sunday dinner left me excited for our Monday lunch.

      “I didn’t tell Felix we were having lunch today,” Martha admitted shortly after we sat down.

      “I’m afraid after Friday, he wouldn’t approve,” I said. “At least until he has a chance to cool off. I probably shouldn’t have threatened him with cutting him out of the trust, but I had to do something to push back. He tried to call our little chat an intervention.”

      “Yikes,” Martha said, shocked at her husband’s behavior. “I can’t blame you. There’s nothing you have done that would require an intervention.”

      “Thanks. I’m glad to hear you say that.”

      “Felix can be stubborn and conservative about things. He has this ideal world in his head and I think you coming back to Fairview has upset his fantasy.”

      “Maybe we should be working to spice up his fantasy world,” I said with a hint of a darker, more sexualized tone. “But really, I think it’s more important to discuss what you want. After all, I invited you to lunch so I could get to know you better. Hopefully you accepted for similar reasons.”

      “Definitely,” Martha said. “And I get what you mean. I guess a part of it is hard, what with the kids and all. They come first. Felix and I get whatever is left over.”

      “I get that your time can be fleeting, but you have to carve out dedicated time for you and each other. You have to be the person you want to be.”

      Martha gazed across the table at me with an expression of longing. “I wish I had your guts sometimes.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean look at you. You look amazing. You take action. You wanted bigger breasts so you went out an got them. You’re clothes are tight and revealing. The whole combination makes you look 10 years younger.”

      Martha looked down at her lap, her face turning red. “And then there’s little me over here. I could never hope to look as good as you do or exude the kind of power you have. I just know I’ll end up spending the rest of my life slowly growing old, succumbing to the passage of time. I already feel so much older. Two pregnancies hasn’t helped matters.”

      “Anything worth having requires work,” I said. “If you want change, you have to work for it. And for what’s left over, sometimes you need outside help, like from a talented surgeon.”

      “That’s the thing though,” Martha said. “Even if I had the guts to go through with surgery, it’s not like we have the money. Kids are expensive.”

      “Martha,” I said sympathetically, “don’t ever let money keep you from being the person you want to be. You’re a Wright woman now. We have ways of dealing with these situations.”

      “Wait, are you saying you would help me pay for a breast augmentation?”

      “If that’s what you want,” I answered. “Can’t you just imagine yourself standing on the sidelines of a soccer game and having all the dads looking at you, wanting you. Just imagine how much Felix would enjoy getting to unwrap you every night after the kids go to bed.”

      Martha shuddered, a smile forming on her lips, as the fantasy played out in her mind. She was completely oblivious when our food was delivered. It was only after I thanked the waitress that Martha snapped out of her fantasy.

      “It can’t be that easy.”

      “Nothing is easy,” I said. “But anything worthwhile requires some work. And you would of course have any help I can provide. We Wright women have to stick together. You’re one of us now.”

      Martha just sat there, clearly speechless. Tears began to collect at the corners of her eyes.

      “I don’t know why I’m crying,” Martha finally said as she fought back against her tears. “I guess no one has been so nice to me before. I just don’t know what Felix will think of all of this.”

      “Felix loves you,” I said. “He’ll come around. Especially once he gets to experience what a fitter and sexier you can do to and for him.”

      Martha started to laugh. “He might even put another kid in me,” she added.

      “Sounds like fun, if you ask me.”

      “Do you ever wish you had kids?” Martha asked.

      I thought wistfully for a moment, choosing my words closely. “Sure, there are times when I wish I had kids. But now it’s almost like I do. I don’t know if I’d be able to handle raising kids and managing the Wright family affairs. But with you and Felix, at the very least I know the Wright family name will live on.”

      “I don’t know what the family would do without you,” Martha said in awe. “You and Sam moved here after your parents passed, sacrificing your life in Southern California to lead the family. I don’t know where we’d be without you.”

      “Luckily, I don’t plan on letting us find out,” I said. “I don’t plan on going anywhere. And as long as I’m here, I’ve got your back. With my help, you’ll look and feel better than you ever could have imagined.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I spent the rest of our lunch together smiling, knowing I had won over Martha. I was sure getting her on my side would solve the Felix issue. He couldn’t complain about any changes I had made in my life once his wife and done the same. I was actually looking forward to helping Martha discover her sexy side.

      As we left the restaurant, I caught sight of a flash out of the corner of my eye. It was an overcast day. I thought lightning at first, but no thunder followed. It was strange.
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      I woke Saturday morning with a start. I sat up in bed and looked toward the window. Light was just beginning to filter in through an opening in the curtains.

      It took me a moment to register the loud knocking coming from downstairs. Not wanting to wake Sam, as it was still too early to be waking after a late night marathon sex session, I carefully extricated myself from the bed, slipping my feat into a pair of wedge-heeled slippers I had recently purchased. I wrapped a brief robe around me. It did little to cover my chest or my legs, but it maintained my decency.

      Following the sound of the knocking, it eventually dawned on me that there was someone at the door. I couldn’t help but wonder who would be visiting so early on a Saturday morning. The only possibility that came to mind was some kind of emergency. But what kind, I had no idea.

      I opened the door, forgetting to look through the peephole. A flash went off in front of my eyes before I even had a chance to focus on who the person standing on my front porch was.

      “Are you Sydney Wright?” the person asked. All I knew was it was a male voice. The flash temporarily blinded me.

      “Yeah,” I said, confused. “Is something wrong?”

      “My name is Carl Reisner with the World Enquirer and I’d like your comment on a story we’re going to publish in next week’s addition,” the man said.

      I stood there, still half asleep, trying to comprehend the man’s words as he slowly came into focus.

      “My sources tell me you are undergoing extensive plastic surgery in an attempt to relive your glory days in Hollywood, with the possibility of a return to the silver screen. Do you confirm or deny this?”

      The man spoke quickly. Too quickly for my still sleepy mind. It was too early for this kind of thing.

      Suddenly my mind flitted back to leaving the restaurant Friday with Martha. The flash. It hadn’t been lightning. It had been a camera flash.

      I hadn’t dealt with paparazzi for years. They had left me alone as soon as I announced my retirement from acting. With the likes of Britney Spears taking up headlines, I hadn’t been worth the effort or column space.

      “I have no comment,” I eventually said and promptly closed the door. It had been entirely reflexive, an instinct I had developed during my short stint in Hollywood. It was best not to give the vultures the chance to get a quote out of you. They were especially keen to take a choice soundbite out of context and to twist your words.

      If I had been thinking straight, I wouldn’t have even confirmed who I was. That had been a mistake, something that might come back to bite me.

      I sank back against the closed door as I listened to the reporter’s footsteps on the front porch. He was leaving. I let out a sigh, almost feeling like crying. I had put that life behind me long ago. Yet here there was some tabloid reporter in Fairview spouting off about some crazy and ridiculous scheme.

      “Honey, is everything okay?” Sam’s voice called down the stairs.

      Sam. Hearing his voice instantly reversed the despair that had suddenly fallen over me. He might not be able to change the situation, but he could certainly shine new light on it and make me feel better.

      “There was a reporter at the door,” I said as Sam entered the living room. He wore a t-shirt and a pair of boxer shorts. “A tabloid reporter.”

      “Oh,” Sam said in surprise. “What did they want?”

      “For me to comment on some ridiculous story. Apparently I’m here hiding out while I get extensive plastic surgery before my return to Hollywood, all in an attempt to relive my glory days.”

      Sam laughed. “I wonder where they got that story? And for that matter, how did they even find you here?”

      “Someone spotted me yesterday, I think. I was leaving lunch with Martha and I saw a flash out of the corner of my eye. I thought it was lightning at the time, but there wasn’t any thunder. I thought it was strange, but I never imagined what it probably really was.”

      “Paparazzi,” Sam said sympathetically. “Par for the course when you’re a movie star.”

      “I’ve been out of the business for 15 years. Why now?”

      “Probably someone out looking to do a where are they now or what they look like now piece with former celebrities,” Sam said. “I wouldn’t worry about it. And personally, I think you look better than ever, especially wearing that little robe.”

      If any part of me was still asleep, or partially asleep, Sam’s words finished waking me up. I felt as if my libido went from zero to 60 instantly. Even after a long night of sex, I was still raring to go again. And looking down at Sam’s boxers, he appeared ready to go as well.

      Pushing the reporter out of my mind, I knew just how to make up for the early awakening. I sashayed toward Sam, making sure to really swing my hips. The wedge heels definitely helped with that.

      When I reached him, I placed my hand on his chest and gave him a sultry look. “You can have me any way you want,” I said, punctuating my statement with a wink.

      From there I turned and started toward our bedroom. I kept the sexy walk, but to make it even more seductive, I pushed my robe off my shoulders.

      Just as I was about to disappear from Sam’s view, I stopped and turned slightly, looking back over my shoulder. My robe barely kept me covered as I displayed plenty of side boob for Sam’s wandering eyes.

      “Are you coming or what?” I asked.

      “Oh, I’m definitely coming,” Sam answered as he began to follow me.

      “Or maybe I should say will you be cumming,” I said as I turned to continue toward the bedroom. “Because if you’re cumming, so am I.”

      It was after noon when we finally emerged from the bedroom again. I felt amazing. My body buzzed with energy. My nipples were begging for attention. Even wearing a bra and a thick sweater, they still made their presence known.

      Sam was back at work in the basement. He promised he was almost done. Unfortunately, I had my own work to perform. The numbers for the family trust needed crunching. I had been spending from the account freely, but I needed to see what kind of dent I had put in it. There was enough money there to get a good return, but those returns had not been calculated with my shopping expenses and boob job in mind.

      And it wasn’t just my expenses that were adding up. There were a few future expenses I had to plan for as well. With Robert getting the big promotion, Danielle was set for money it appeared. But the twins had their Christmas boob jobs to pay for and probably another two years of school. Max was almost done with school, but he might need some seed money to get his future squared away. And then there was Martha too. I had a feeling some of her initial help was going to come out of the family trust as well.

      I had no doubt the next few months were going to see us spending more than we were making. It wasn’t sustainable, at least for the longer term. I just needed to find a way to get some positive cash flow again.

      I sat back and tried to think. I slid my right hand across the small belt of skin between my sweater and my pants that my sweater failed to cover. My left hand moved up and slid along my exposed collar bone, tracing it down to my chest before running my fingers over the tops of my breasts.

      I could feel my arousal building again. My face grew warm as I sat there, almost teasing myself with my own touch. It didn’t make sense how I could be this turned on. Clearly it had been a crazy last 24 hours.

      I heard Sam’s footsteps on the basement stairs. I quickly sat up and tried to look focused on the documents in front of me.

      “How’s it coming?” I asked when Sam appeared at the top of the stairs.

      “Fine,” Sam answered. “I just wanted to refill my water bottle. Wait, are you okay? You look flushed.”

      “It’s nothing,” I answered, wanting to change the subject. “Hey, I was going to make a quick trip to the mall. Do you need anything?”

      “Not that I can think of,” Sam answered. “Have fun and try not to spend too much money.”

      “Call me if you change your mind,” I said.

      The mall had been a split second decision. More accurately, I needed to get out of the house for a bit. A little fresh air would do me some good. It would take my mind, and hopefully my body, off the need for sexual pleasure. It would have been far too easy to unbutton my jeans and masturbate.

      Before I could leave, however, I decided to make sure I looked my best. With the paparazzi in town, I knew I needed to look my best every time I went out. I had no idea what my photos were selling for, but there clearly seemed to be a market for them, as my picture had been taken twice now.

      The one advantage of taking the time on my appearance was how confident I felt as I walked into the mall. I didn’t even really mind the photographer who was stationed across the street in his car, snapping a few photos as I left the house.

      And oddly, I rather enjoyed the fact the photographer followed me as I drove to the mall. I felt powerful as he snapped photos of me. Sure, they were probably going to end up in the tabloids with some weird headline, but that didn’t really affect me, at least it didn’t in Fairview. As long as the paparazzi kept their distance and gave me some measure of privacy, I really didn’t care what they did or what was written about me.

      I kept my distance from the stores I had recently frequented, not wanting to turn my small outing into another shopping spree. Sam was right on that note. I needed to control my spending, especially with the future expenses the trust needed to cover.

      Instead, I found myself gazing into the window of a jewelry store. I’ll admit, I like jewelry as much as the next woman, but I also have an eye for style. Most of the pieces in the store did not have it. They looked gaudy and over the top, pushing the limits of class.

      But then I saw Jennifer Merton at the counter inside. She appeared to just be finishing a transaction. I ignored her, but decided it best to move to another part of the mall.

      However, before I could do that, a familiar voice sounded out, “Look at you trying to find your youth again.” It was Derek. “Nice tits. Do you really think those will help you get back into Hollywood? They kicked you out once for being a talentless hack. Just because you’ve got big fake tits doesn’t mean they’re going to let you back in. I guess you could sleep around though. Sluts get parts.”

      It didn’t take me long to connect Derek’s words to those used by the reporter at the door that morning. It had been the Mertons who tipped off the tabloid about me.

      “You’re the reason why the reporter with the World Enquirer was at my door this morning,” I said. “You’re his source.”

      Derek smiled, looking proud of himself. “I’ll admit, calling the tabloids was Jennifer’s idea. She’s a regular reader. Really, I was amazed at how much they were wiling to pay for our story. You got kicked out of Hollywood ages ago, but your boob job makes it really easy to run a comparison article with lots of pictures.”

      “You know your story is a lie, right?” I said, trying to remain calm. I was holding my tongue not to lay into him. “I have no intention of going back into acting.”

      “You wish it was a lie,” Derek said. “The way Jennifer tells it, you’re just another attention whore. You’re a disgrace to the entire town. But really you’re just another washed up has been. And now the whole world is going to know about it.”

      I was at a loss for appropriate words. I wanted nothing more than to lash out at Derek, to scream profanities and tell him what a complete an utter ass he was. But I knew that wouldn’t do anything. It would only confirm how he viewed me. He would just see me as an attention seeking bitch.

      Not that me staying silent would change his mind either. Anything I said would only further intensify his hatred of me and my family. But as long as I held my tongue, I could at least maintain my innocence in the feud.

      “If it isn’t Sydney Boobs-a-lot,” came Jennifer’s voice from behind me. She had just come out of the jewelry store.

      “Hello, Jennifer,” I said, doing my best not to show my loathing for her.

      “Want to see the pretty watch your story paid for?” Jennifer held up her wrist to show off her new watch. It was gold with small stones embedded around the watch face. It looked like it was worth far more than what Jennifer could have received for my story. “You were only worth the down payment, but when you can flash a little cash, you’d be amazed at what people will let you do. I even got the clerk to double its value for insurance purposes. That and Derek thinks we can use it as collateral to finally give our family the wealth it deserves. See, some of us have both brains and beauty. I’m classy, while you’re trashy.”

      I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It appeared Jennifer had spent all the money she got from my story for a down payment on a watch. She didn’t even buy the whole thing. What a waste.

      “That’s nice,” I said. “I’m really happy for you. I’m sure you’ll get everything you deserve. Enjoy the rest of your weekend.”

      I didn’t wait for them to say anything. I simply turned and left, letting them watch my ass, highlighted by my tight jeans and high heels, as I walked away. Spending another moment with those two would have made me lose my cool. With paparazzi and tabloid reporters around, I didn’t need the extra attention.
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      Much as the reporter had said, the story about me came out the next week. It would have been easy to brush aside and ignore if it had just been based on Jennifer’s accusations. It turned out to be so much worse.

      The underlying accusation was still there, the idea that I was trying to worm my way back into Hollywood. Again, that didn’t bother me, since I obviously wasn’t trying to make a comeback.

      The problem was the complete lie the reporter told about how I tried to seduce him to stop the story from being published. They even used the photo he snapped of me in my robe when I answered the door. He had caught me at just the right angle so that it looked like I was coming on to him, showing far more cleavage and leg than I’d meant to.

      “You should sue them,” Sam told me when I showed him a copy.

      The reporter had been kind enough to send me a copy with a note. “I’m sure the sex would have been great, but I have journalistic standards.”

      Even his note was insulting. By the time Sam saw it, the paper was full of wrinkles from me balling it up in anger after reading it.

      “Libel and the like is almost impossible to prove in this case. It would be my word against his. It would even be hard to prove harm. I haven’t really worked since I stopped acting. You’re the breadwinner in this family. This article doesn’t affect my future earnings if I don’t have any.”

      “It still sucks,” Sam said, seemingly at a loss for what else to say. “And if that guy ever shows his face in this town again, I will gladly kick his ass.”

      “You’re my hero,” I said. At first it was meant to be a joke, but I found myself drawn to Sam, to his manliness, to his intent to defend me and my honor. What had meant to slightly sarcastic turned lustful as I found myself growing aroused by his presence.

      Sam looked down at me as I placed a hand on his muscular chest and pressed my body against his. He smiled as he looked down into my exposed cleavage. “And how would you want to thank your hero?” he asked.

      “How about with this,” I answered as I gracefully lowered myself onto my knees. He turned to face me, standing with his hands on his hips in a superhero pose.

      It only took moments before I had freed Sam’s cock. It sprung free, nearly hitting me in the chin as he was far harder than I had anticipated.

      “Oh, that’s nice,” Sam said as I licked the underside of his shaft from base to head, all the while looking up at him with love and longing.

      Blowjobs were rare in our house. We had always been very much the kind of lovers that made sure each of us got pleasure from the act. Blowjobs tended to be reserved for things like Sam’s birthday. But right then, it felt natural and right to be on my knees before my husband with his cock in my face.

      Listening to Sam moan as I slipped my lips around his cock was turning me on like nothing else. I could feel a dampness between my legs. If Sam wasn’t able to recover fast enough after this, I was certain I would need to take matters into my own hands.

      I developed a steady rhythm, bobbing my head up and down Sam’s cock. I used my hands to stroke the base of his cock and to stimulate his balls.

      Normally that was enough. Sam would cum in my mouth and we would move on. This time, however, Sam took charge. He grabbed my head and pushed himself deeper into my mouth. His cock his my throat and my eyes grew wide, worrying that he might activate my gag reflex. I had never been able to deep throat his cock before.

      But something about this time was different. I relaxed my throat as I felt his shaft push into it. And to my surprise, I didn’t gag. My airway was cut off, but as soon as I found my lips surrounding the base of his cock, he pulled me back.

      After catching my breath for a moment, I once again took charge. Using the knowledge of what had just happened, I repeated the process myself, taking Sam’s big cock into my throat and nuzzling my nose against pelvis.

      I worked diligently, looking up with longing whenever I could, letting Sam see the care in my eyes. And after another few minutes, I could sense he was close.

      I slowed down, using more meticulous movements to prolong Sam’s pleasure. I could tell he was growing frustrated. He wanted to cum. I wanted him to cum too, but I wasn’t going to make it easy for him.

      Finally I felt him twitch in my mouth. It was a twitch I knew well. It was the twitch before the torrent. A moment later and Sam’s cock surged with his seed. I held the tip of his cock in my mouth as the first spurts came.

      Normally I would have started swallowing straight away, but this time I had another idea. I let him continue to send rope after rope of hot white cum into my mouth. I held it there, enjoying the flavor and waiting.

      However, Sam came more than I had anticipated. It wasn’t long before I felt as if my mouth was full. Rivulets of cum leaked out the corners of my mouth and dripped down my chin.

      “That was amazing,” Sam said. “Definitely the best blowjob you’ve ever given me.”

      I opened my mouth to show Sam his seed that I had collected before making a big show of swallowing it down. Then I scooped up the escaped cum with my fingers and sucked them clean.

      “Yummy,” I said. “Maybe next time my tits will be healed enough for a tittiefuck.”

      Sam shook his head, struggling to believe what I had just suggested. I was sure Sam would find reason to lick my pussy before the week was out. It was only fair, after all. But I think he was still coming to terms with the fact our sex life had become so much more active. I certainly loved it and I was pretty sure he did too. And sex was a nice diversion when it came to thinking about the stupid article and the Mertons.

      It was several days after the article came out that I finally made an important phone call. The World Enquirer seemed to be everywhere. I was certain the distributor had sent extra copies to Fairview. I wasn’t sure if they actually sold extra copies, but every checkout stand seemed to be loaded with copies, with my face front and center on the cover.

      Whether circulation was higher or not, I definitely felt as if people around town looked at me differently. They gave me a wider berth, sometimes even going as far as crossing the street do that they didn’t need to walk too close to me as we passed on the street.

      For the most part, I was able to ignore it. I continued living my life as I pleased. Men still looked at me with hunger. I kept to my new style that included showing plenty of cleavage and, more often than not, leaving part of my midriff bare.

      However, I knew I couldn’t hold back the various attacks form the Mertons forever. Them going to the tabloids had been a low blow, made worse by the awful reporter who wrote the story. It was time to settle with the Mertons and end the feud.

      I didn’t bother calling Derek or Jennifer. I was never going to convince them to change. For everything to end, I had to go to the top of the Merton Family. That meant calling Mildred.

      She rarely left home it seemed. Of course, that made it all the easier to contact her. Still, I had Sam join me for the phone call for the extra support.

      “We need to meet,” I told her. “We have matters to discuss.”

      Mildred took a moment to respond as she formulated her words. “Not a fan of the truths that reporter told?” she asked with malice.

      “I really don’t care about that,” I said. “You and your family hate mine. I can’t control that, nor should I. But I want to meet with you to get one thing straight. Will you do that?”

      When I had called, I didn’t know what to expect. The odds were against me. Generations of history meant my chances of success were practically zero.

      To my great surprise, Mildred agreed.

      I let her choose the venue. I didn’t want her to think I was ganging up on her. I wanted her to feel safe. She had spent all her life hating my family, believing the worst of us.

      “You look like a slut,” Mildred said as soon as I sat down across from her in the small cafe she had chosen. The place was quiet, almost too quiet. I wondered the owner had some connection to the Merton family. It wouldn’t have surprised me, choosing to meet on home turf, so to speak.

      I chose not to dignify Mildred with a response. I wasn’t going to let her bait me. I had bigger goals.

      “What do you want?” Mildred finally asked, seeing that she was not going to get the anticipated rise out of me.

      “I want to call a ceasefire with this feud,” I said. I figured it best to speak plainly and get right to the point. “This feud has gone on for too long. It’s time it ended.”

      “And why would I want to do that?” Mildred said. “The way I see it is we’re winning. That article is just the tip of the iceberg. By the end of the year, I’ll make sure your whole family is penniless and irrelevant.”

      I sat there silently for a moment. Despite her frailty, she exuded confidence and the impression of power.

      “So I really don’t see any reason to negotiate an end,” Mildred continued. “It may have taken generations, but the Mertons will finally come out on top.”

      “Except that’s not what’s going to happen,” I countered. “You may feel like you and your family have the upper hand, but you have been overconfident. Really it’s the fault of Derek and Jennifer. I met them in the mall recently and they happened to brag about how they are using the money from selling my story.”

      Mildred’s confident expression began to slip from her face. She was smart enough to know where I was going.

      “They are committing fraud,” I continued. “Bank fraud, insurance fraud, possible tax fraud. That’s pretty serious and it will ruin your family.”

      “No one will believe you,” Mildred attacked. “Not after that story came out. It will just be further evidence of your attention seeking nature.”

      “Sam has a few friends in the FBI,” I said. “Friends who don’t read the tabloids. It would be easy to reach out to them with the tip. And before you get the idea of committing another crime to keep me silent, know that I have arranged for this information to be shared in the event of my untimely passing.”

      Mildred’s lower lip quivered as she processed what I said. She was searching for a way out. There wasn’t one.

      “What do you want for your silence?” Mildred asked, her voice shaking.

      “Just an end to the feud, as I said. We don’t have to be friends, but the hostility ends here and now.”

      Mildred seemed shocked at the simplicity of my demand. In the past, when one of our families had the upper hand, they used it, exacting revenge for past misdeeds by the other family.

      For my part, I had tried to end things by not responding. Instead of lessening the Mertons’ hostility, it only gave them more swagger as they openly tried to ratchet up the stakes.

      “This is your chance to be a peacemaker,” I said. “You can spin it however you wish. You can tell the world I came begging on my knees if you wish, as long as you also declare the feud over.”

      Mildred sat there for several minutes in silence as she thought over my proposal. Her body might be old and frail, but her mind seemed as sharp as ever.

      “My powers must be wearing off,” Mildred finally said. “Cursing you was supposed to bring my family victory. The curse worked, but it didn’t bring me the victory I sought.”

      “Curse?” I asked, confused. A vague memory surfaced of bumping into Mildred Merton at a department store, but the memory felt just out of reach.

      “Looking the direction you have taken you and your family, we should have won. Only I had not accounted for the stupidity of my own family members.”

      Mildred paused again. I had so many questions, but I couldn’t figure out how to voice them. Curses weren’t real. And yet, it seemed as if my entire life had changed on the turn of a dime, as if one moment radically altered me and my family.

      “You have your ceasefire,” Mildred said. “The feud is over. I will spread the word to my family.”

      “And I will to mine.”

      It was over.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            16

          

          One year later…

        

      

    

    
      This was not my first interview since the tabloid article came out, but it was the one I was most nervous for. It turned out that live interviews didn’t bother me that much. It was the depth and scope that did. This was a big interview, one that I had been practicing for all week.

      “We go now live to Whitney Sutherland who is with Sydney Wright, talking about her new show Wright and Wrong,” came the voice of an anchor through the monitor.

      “Thank you, James,” Whitney said, taking over the live feed of the Live in Hollywood program. I had traveled from Fairview down to Los Angeles for this interview. “And I am here with Sydney Wright, star and producer of the new hit reality show, Wright or Wrong. Welcome to the program, Sydney.”

      “Thank you for having me,” I answered. “It’s great to be here.”

      “It’s our pleasure,” Whitney said. “Let’s start by talking about your new show, Wright or Wrong. It follows you and your five siblings as they try to navigate life, am I right?”

      “That is basically what it is, yes. I grew up the oldest of six siblings with about 18 years separating us. After our parents passed away a little over a year ago, my husband and I returned to the town I grew up in to help take care of the family affairs.”

      “Had you planned to create a show featuring your family when you moved back home?”

      “Not at all,” I said. “At the time I was simply interested in helping my family, both handling the details surrounding the aftermath of my parents’ passing and supporting my family and setting a good example, especially for my youngest siblings, Max, Ashley, and Ainsley, who were all still in college at the time. It was only after the tabloid article came out about me that we discovered there might be a market for us.”

      “Let’s talk about that article,” Whitney said. “You have repeatedly mentioned that the article was untrue. But is there any semblance of truth in its words or was everything fictitious?”

      “The only truth came from the fact I had recently had a breast augmentation,” I said. There was little point in not admitting the truth. My augmentation was obvious when compared to my old photos to my current ones. “I got the augmentation for myself. And as for the reporter’s accusations that I had tried to seduce him to prevent the release of my article, I answered my door at sunrise wearing a bathrobe. I had no reason to expect a reporter.”

      “You had been out of the limelight for something like 15 years,” Whitney said. “Do you know what brought about a renewed interest in you?”

      “There was someone who was looking to make some money and sold a story to a tabloid,” I answered. “That person and I have since come to an understanding. Beyond that, it is a private matter and I will not be going into further detail.”

      I easily could have explained the whole sordid business with the Mertons, but I abided by the agreement I had made with Mildred. Things had gotten complicated when both Derek and Jennifer found themselves afoul of the law. Mildred had at first been suspicious, but the charges that were eventually brought against them were unrelated to the specific issues they had bragged to me about. They were additional examples of fraud, but of a slightly different sort.

      “Understood,” Whitney said. “Back to your new show, how did you decide to include the whole family?”

      “The whole project started when my old agent from my acting days called me to say he had been fielding calls from various industry people,” I explained. “I had to tell him at first that I wasn’t interested in anything and that I wasn’t making a comeback.”

      “But something changed?” Whitney asked.

      “Yes. We were having Sunday dinner together and I happened to mention some of the response to the article, including the call I got from my former agent. It was Ashley and Ainsley who were the most interested. They had already started on trying to build a brand around themselves and to get into modeling. They were actually the ones who came up with the idea for Wright or Wrong.”

      “Ashley and Ainsley have been popular on the show and they certainly have welcomed the cameras into their lives. But most importantly, they seem to have done very well with the sudden celebrity status. What do you contribute to them remaining so grounded and keeping out of trouble when others have struggled so much?”

      “First let me say that in addition to my love for my sisters, I have a tremendous amount of respect for them and their maturity. From the beginning, they have treated this like a business. It is a misconception that reality television is completely unscripted. There may not be a specific script, but we do have an outline of the material we choose to film. Ainsley in particular, has been amazing at helping to craft the stories we tell in the show. Meanwhile, Ashley has been busy on the business side of the whole thing, pursuing branding rights and promoting the family brand. I am sure they will have a much larger commercial presence in the future. Right now they are splitting time between the show and school.”

      “What about the rest of your family?” Whitney asked. “Has everyone been on board?”

      “There are six of us,” I said, “so of course we don’t always agree. Felix, for example, has been more hesitant to take part in the show. One of the deals we made is we would keep his children out of the show. I hope the audience can understand and respect that decision. I started acting professionally after high school, but I know this industry can be hard on kids. Felix and his wife, Martha, want their kids to not get locked into a career just because of their parents’ involvement in this business.”

      “I completely get that,” Whitney said. “How have your other siblings taken to being new stars?”

      “Danielle has been enjoying herself. I don’t want to give out any spoilers, but she will be sharing some big news in the next episode. There has already been a lot of speculation online, from what I’ve heard. All of that will be addressed.”

      Danielle had announced her pregnancy on the show. It aired on a delay, so it was not a realtime announcement. Still, the fact we were a small production based in Fairview meant it was easier to keep those secrets.

      “And what about Max?” Whitney asked.

      “He’s been a funny one. I’ll admit, he has been the hardest to read when it has come to all of this. Apparently, however, he has been quite the quiet charmer. He asked to bring his girlfriend to the first shoot we did. I didn’t even know he had a girlfriend. But as anyone who has watched the show will know, Victoria is a model in her own right. I guess they had been dating for a few months before we started work on the show. She doesn’t appear often, as she has her own work commitments, but all that matters to me is that she and Max are happy together.”

      “That covers your siblings,” Whitney said, “but I have to ask how your husband, Sam, has taken to all of this?”

      “Sam has been great. He is my rock. And he has always amazed me. None of this would have happened unless he had agreed to pick up and move to Fairview last year. But what has really surprised me is how well he has taken to the camera. He’s a natural. Although he won’t be quitting his day job anytime soon.”

      “I think one of the draws of Wright or Wrong has been the attractiveness of your family, especially the women,” Whitney said. “You have mentioned your own breast augmentation, but there has been much speculation about many of the women in your family and their rather large endowments. Can you give us the down low on who in your family have followed in your footsteps?”

      “That’s not my place,” I said. “I will say that I have encouraged those in my family to do what makes them happy. For us women, feeling sexy can be a big part of that. I will say that I’m not the only one who has had an augmentation, but I will leave the viewers to guess. That is until one of my sisters wants to make an official statement about it. But as far as I’m concerned, breast augmentations are a private medical matter and will remain as such until the individual chooses to publicly comment.”

      The family and I had decided to take this route when it came to publicly discussing the fact all the Wright women had gotten boob jobs. I figured Danielle would be the first to go public. If it didn’t come up naturally soon, I figured it would come up when it came to her baby. We had collectively decided to make her pregnancy a big part of the show.

      Ashley and Ainsley were keeping things coy when it came to their now unnaturally large breasts. Their boob jobs had gone off without a hitch, Christmas presents as promised.

      More importantly, their careers are off to flying starts. They spend their school breaks often off modeling. Last summer they spent a few weeks in Fiji basically wearing nothing but swimsuits. Their social media accounts have caught fire. And despite the attention, they have not let their fame go to their heads. In fact, they have become a dynamic duo when it comes to both business acumen and their ability to communicate the Wright family brand as well as their own individual brands.

      “Finally bringing things back to you,” Whitney said as we began to wrap the interview up. “How do you feel that you have become a bit of a role model for both young women and women who are older and have established families and careers?

      “When I came home to Fairview, I only meant to be a role model for my family. I wanted to lead by example. And I guess I have. Being home, my priorities have shifted. I want to be viewed as sexy. I like it when people look at me. I had forgotten that part of me after I left Hollywood. Now I get to enjoy that again and hopefully show women of all ages that you really can have it both ways. You can be attractive and you can be smart. And I think seeing that example in television is refreshing.”

      “Here, here,” Whitney said, raising a mock glass to show her agreement. “That’s it from Sydney Wright about her new show Wright or Wrong. The first six episodes are currently available for streaming with the next episode coming out Thursday night. Now back to James in the studio.”

      The lights and cameras turned off, leaving me sitting across from Whitney in an adjacent studio to where the anchors were back on air.

      “Thanks for flying down for this,” Whitney said. “I realize this wasn’t originally part of your press tour for the show, but the popularity has been phenomenal.”

      “I’m happy to do it,” I said. “It brings back old memories from when I first started acting.”

      Whitney chuckled. “I bet. I know you’ve got to catch a plane, but can I ask you one thing?”

      “Here,” I said, holding out a card. “His name is Dr. Rogers. He’s great.”

      “How did you know?” Whitney asked.

      “You’re not the first person to ask me,” I said, adding my own laugh. “It was good meeting you.”

      And with that I was off. I had a flight to catch so I could return for another filming session. Also, I was horny and was craving Sam bending me over the kitchen table and fucking me from behind.
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      With the book written, I now get to enjoy sharing it with my many readers. So finally, thank you for reading. I would not be able to do what I do without my readers.
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