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1

Eliza



As Becky and Eliza sat by the swimming pool at Becky’s place, dipping their toes in the water, they quietly mourned the slow death of their charming neighborhood.

Eliza had known that Lola wasn’t to be trusted. She didn’t understand how, but Lola apparently had the power to turn other women into bimbos just like her. Even though Eliza hadn’t yet succumbed to the mysterious transformation spell, the reason this was a huge problem for her was because her own husband, Greg, had slept with their neighbor Maureen.

Maureen…it was hard to believe that the prim, proper woman who used to judge everyone else in the neighborhood in the past was now behaving just as badly as Lola. Eliza didn’t know who to direct her anger at: Maureen, the irresistible seductress who made moves on married men, or Greg, who had brazenly cheated on his wife with her. What stung the most was the fact that my husband hadn’t even blinked when he saw Eliza watching them.

She couldn’t shake the image of their passionate lovemaking from my mind. Maureen had been on top of him, straddling him, her giant breasts smothering his face. And from the look on his face, her husband appeared to be blissfully happy with their bimbo neighbor — happier than he’d been with Eliza in a long time.

“What does Maureen have that I don’t?” Eliza grumbled.

Becky rolled her eyes. “Tits the size of basketballs and a lack of morals?”

Eliza looked down at her flat chest. There was a reason she usually chose to wear conservative one-piece swimsuits. She thought about sexy Lola bouncing around in her blue bikini and she sighed deeply, envious of the buxom blonde.

“So it’s Maureen and Juliana who transformed. But why? How?” Eliza splashed her feet in the water.

Becky’s swimming pool was far more modest than Lola and Brock’s, but it was the perfect place for a secret pow-wow. Eliza felt like she and Becky were the only sane ones left around here. And she knew Becky was glad to have her company, since Becky’s own husband had been out of town for the last few weeks on a long business trip.

Becky bit her lip. For the first time, Eliza noticed how pretty her friend really was — especially in comparison to those trashy bimbos who seemed to be taking over the neighborhood. She had shiny auburn hair, milky white skin dusted with freckles, and delicate facial features. She may not have had a curvaceous body, but she still looked cute in her red bikini.

“What? What’s wrong?”

Becky said slowly, “It’s not just Maureen and Juliana. Remember that bitchy lady who moved in two years ago, Tracy? The one who has like, six dogs?”

“Yeah…I remember her.” Tracy had always been something of an outcast in Silver Hills. Why? Because she was downright frumpy and unattractive, and she was already in her forties, making her a little older than the rest of the women.

“I saw her walking the dogs this morning. And holy shit — she was a completely different person.”

“Oh, no,” Eliza groaned. “Her, too?”

Becky nodded solemnly. “Yep. She was wearing a tube top and her breasts were huge — the shirt barely covered them. And she had on a miniskirt that was so short, I could practically see her whole ass.” Becky shook her head in disbelief. “If it can happen to Tracy, it can happen to any of us. We’re not safe, Eliza.”

“But how? How the hell can we be transformed?” Eliza groaned. “Something’s not adding up!”

Becky slowly stood up. “I didn’t want to tell you, but I think I figured it out. Be right back.”

She headed into her house and returned with a small plastic bag filled with yellow powder.

“What’s that?” Eliza asked, squinting under the sun.

“It’s Lola’s special lemonade mix. She left it in my front door with a note. I can’t help but wonder if this is what’s transforming everyone into dumb sluts.”

Eliza chuckled. “You think it’s the lemonade? Nah. That’s not why she gave it to you. She’s just trying to stay in your good graces so she can transform you into one of her dumb clones when you least expect it.”

“You sure about that?” Becky walked over and picked up a glass of water from the table nearby. “Because we can always test this theory on ourselves…”

She poured a bit of the powder in the water and shook it up.

“Go ahead. Drink it. I guarantee that’s not going to change you,” Eliza said scornfully. “And if it works…then I give you permission to fuck my husband.”

Becky burst out laughing. “So you’re that sure of yourself, huh? I may have to take you up on that offer. If I transform, that is.”

She drank half the glass quickly. Her face lit up. “Whoa. Maureen and Juliana weren’t kidding. This is delicious!” Then, she gulped down the rest.

Eliza thought about what Becky had just said. Only Maureen and Juliana had drunk the lemonade, and they were the only two women had morphed into bimbos. It sounded too crazy to be true. But…could it be?

“I feel fine!” Becky said, putting her hands on her hips defiantly. “I guess you were right, Eliza. It wasn’t the lemonade. It must have been something else.”

Suddenly, she got a dazed look on her face. Her lips curled into a smile. Her eyes glazed over as she stared blankly into space.

“Becky? Are you okay?” Eliza murmured, watching her apprehensively from the edge of the pool.

“I’m…fine…” Becky began to absentmindedly twirl a strand of her auburn hair around her finger. Her mouth dropped open and she had an expression on her face that could only be described as blissfully happy.

“Becky!” Eliza gasped as her best friend’s curves suddenly began to swell, filling out her teeny-tiny bikini top.

Becky’s modest breasts were getting bigger right before Eliza’s eyes. They grew slowly but steadily. Soon, they filled out the bikini top nicely. But they kept getting bigger. Within moments, Becky had two jiggling orbs of pale flesh sprouting from her chest, straining her bikini top as they expanded rapidly.

“Ooh,” Becky purred, licking her lips as she looked down at her heaving bosom. She ran her hands over her curves. “Look at my tits, Eliza!”

Eliza began to panic. “Shit! It was the lemonade. I’m sorry Becky…I’m so, so sorry. Please forgive me!” she begged, rushing over to her friend’s side.

Becky stared back at her blankly. “Sorry for what? I feel so good.” She twirled around, revealing that her butt had doubled in size, too. Her lovely red hair was longer and wavier. Even her face had changed — her sparkling eyes were now completely vacant, and her lips were more plump.

“Becky!” Eliza cried, shaking her friend’s shoulders. The jolting motion was enough to put tension on Becky’s already strained bikini top. It popped off her chest, landing on the ground. Becky’s huge, creamy breasts practically gleamed under the bright sunlight. She flicked her fingers across her pale pink nipples and let out a giggle.

“Ugh. I’m horny,” she sighed. “Too bad my husband isn’t here. I’m going to need to find someone to fuck.”

“No. Becky. We’re taking you to the doctor so they can turn you back to normal. There has to be a way.”

Becky stared at her in confusion before smirking, as if she’d just had a powerful realization. “Don’t be jealous, Eliza. You could be just like me, if you wanted to. Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to go find something sexy to wear — I might just fuck your husband later. You gave me permission, didn’t you?”

Before Eliza could stop her, Becky was running back towards her house, her gigantic breasts wobbling uncontrollably, her ass jiggling in bikini bottoms that could no longer contain her buttocks.

Now that Eliza knew the source of the bimbofication curse, she decided that there had to be a way to reverse its effects on the women of Silver Hills. But it might be too late — her only true friend had been replaced by a red-haired nymphomaniac, and now all she wanted to do was fuck Eliza’s handsome husband…
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Greg



When Greg saw Tracy, he didn’t recognize her. “Holy. Fuck.”

Was that the same chubby older woman who was always walking her dogs around the block? Today, she was jogging in a sports bra and tight athletic shorts. The forty-something woman had turned into a total MILF. Greg froze on the sidewalk as she ran past him, her breasts bouncing rhythmically with each step she took.

Tracy was the last woman that Greg could have imagined turning into a hot babe. And the look she gave him as she jogged past…well, it set his imagination into overdrive. He was picturing her bent over in his backyard as he plowed her from behind, pulling her hair so hard she screamed in a mix of agony and lust.

Then Greg took a deep, shuddering breath and tried to compose himself. It wasn’t good to turn into a walking hard-on every time he left his house.

It was Sunday, the one day of the week that he and his wife usually spent together. But, rightfully, she had gone to hang out with Becky. Eliza was mad at Greg. He understood why she was pissed off, and he wanted to give his wife her space.

Greg knew that he shouldn’t have fucked Maureen — or rather, let Maureen come into his house and throw her naked body at him. But he couldn’t have stopped it from happening, although in retrospect, he hated himself for still going even after his wife came in and saw everything. At the end of the day, he didn’t feel guilty about experiencing pleasure. Besides, it wasn’t like he was in love with Maureen or anything. He just loved her body. Her curves, her warmth, her tightness, her nails digging into his back…the way she’d wanted him…

His thoughts were driving him crazy. He was about to head back into the house to masturbate when he heard a voice call out from across the street, “Yoo hoo! Greg? Is that your name?”

He peered towards the other side of the street and saw that the front gate to the new neighbors’ grand house was wide open. A voluptuous blonde in a sheer white T-shirt and skimpy denim shorts was calling him.

It took him a moment to realize who he was looking at. “You’re Lola, right?”

“That’s me! Good to meet you. By the way, I’ve heard so much about you.”

He could only imagine what Lola had heard. Secretly, he hoped that Maureen had told her about Greg’s dick.

She stared at him with a mesmerizing gaze. “Greg, could you come over and help me with something? My husband won’t be home for another hour, and I could really use a man.”

Greg should have told her he was busy, and that he needed to go inside and work. Or watch TV. Or do anything that would keep him out of danger. He couldn’t cheat on his wife for a second time — with a different woman.

“Please?” she said, her eyes pleading with him. “It’ll only take a few minutes.”

Like an idiot, he crossed the street and joined Lola. Hopefully, she really did have a problem that he could help her with. Otherwise, he was in big trouble — and would be in even bigger trouble with his wife later.
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Inside Lola and Brock’s house, Greg took a good look around to observe his surroundings. “Eliza told me your place was fantastic,” he said, making sure he brought up her name early in the conversation.

“Thanks! I love your wife. She’s so sweet. So…cute.” Lola giggled. “She needs to come over again sometime. She still hasn’t tried my famous lemonade.”

“So what’s going on? Why am I here?” he asked bluntly. He didn’t want to come across as flirtatious, not with Lola.

Lola stared at him in silence for a few seconds. Then she purred, “I need a face to sit on.”

Greg’s motors began to run. “What did you say?”

“I said, I need a face to sit on. I really need to get off. It’ll only take a minute, I swear!” she said, casually unbuttoning her shorts and letting them glide down her long, silky legs. Lola was acting like her sexual request was the most normal thing in the whole world.

“Uh…Lola, I think you should wait until your husband gets home. Can you imagine if he came in and saw us together? He’d kill me.”

“My husband? Oh, he’d be fine. He wouldn’t care.” She pulled off her T-shirt, her huge breasts coming into view. Round, tan, and full, they were truly a sight to behold.

Greg’s erection swelled. Lola had an even sexier body than Maureen. And with her long, platinum blonde hair, plump pink lips and sun-kissed skin, she looked even more like a porn star.

“He — he wouldn’t? Well…my wife would care. She would never speak to me again if she knew.”

“Your wife?” Lola smirked. “Forget about her. She doesn’t deserve you. Honestly, Greg, you can do so much better.”

Lola took Greg’s hand and guided him down towards the floor. He didn’t fight — he let lovely Lola have her way with him. He couldn’t deny that he wanted her to overtake him. Next thing he knew, she was climbing on top of him and kissing him passionately. Her warm, naked body pinned him to the cold tiled floor. Greg groaned against the tongue that was exploring his mouth.

Lola repositioned her body so that she was straddling him. “By the way, Maureen told me you two fucked. She said you were the hottest guy in the neighborhood…and the one with the biggest dick. But right now, I don’t need your dick. I just need your mouth. Your tongue. It won’t take long, I promise.”

Greg watched as Lola, moving almost in slow motion, lowered her perfect pussy over his face. She hovered above him for a few agonizingly long moments. Then, without thinking, he extended his tongue to lap against her smooth pink flesh.

She descended upon him, pressing her wet, throbbing pussy against his open mouth. As she rocked back and forth against his lips and rapidly swirling tongue, he gripped her juicy ass tightly.

Her pussy tasted like heaven. If Maureen was sexy, then Lola was an absolute goddess. Even better, she knew exactly what she wanted and how to get it.

Lola rocked to and fro on top of him, smothering him with her delicious, soft, wet flesh. She was already gushing with pleasure. From this vantage point, Greg couldn’t see anything but Lola’s perfect pussy. He wanted her to cum, but he also wanted a better view of her incredible body.

“Let’s change positions,” he groaned, guiding her off of him. She sat on the floor and leaned back, spreading her long legs apart.

“Why?” she asked, giggling.

“Because I want to see your face when you cum.”

No longer a passive pawn in Lola’s game, Greg took matters into his own hands. He pushed her down onto the floor and spread her thighs, burying his face between them. His tongue caressed her pink pussy, exploring every inch of her glistening folds. The entire time he pleasured her, he gazed over her abdomen at her massive, heaving breasts. Greg found it amusing — he had wanted to see her face when she orgasmed, but her tits were so big, he couldn’t look into her eyes.

But the sight of her enormous breasts was enough to motivate him. As his tongue flicked faster and faster over her clit, Lola began to moan and gasp with pleasure. The sound of her sweet voice was such a turn-on. Meanwhile, her chest heaved and her flat tummy moved up and down rapidly as she breathed deeply.

“Greg,” she squealed. At that moment, she erupted in his mouth.

He eagerly licked her entire pussy, lapping as much of her wetness as he could.

“How was it?” he asked as he extricated himself from between her thighs. She had her muscles clamped tightly around his head, and he’d been so wrapped up in the moment, he didn’t even notice.

“Mm…you’re good at that,” she murmured, lying lazily on the floor and running her fingers across her bare breasts. “Thanks, Greg. You made my day.”

He stood up, slowly getting more and more angry at himself. How could he have betrayed Eliza this way? Instead of walking away, he had stepped right into Lola’s trap.

“Anything I can do for you?” Lola asked, staring up at him and running her long, pink tongue over her lower lip.

“N-No,” he stammered, trying to think of something to quell his relentless erection. “I…I need to go. Now.”

He rushed towards the door without looking back. Greg could never let his wife know what he’d done. At the same time, he was already plotting the next time he could be alone with Lola. When she had asked him what she could do for him, his mind had imagined every possible scenario: Lola’s mouth on his cock; his dick in her ass; his face between her breasts as she rode him hard.

Greg wondered if he even needed Eliza anymore. Sure, she was smart and funny…but for the first time in his life, he was receiving sexual attention from women with the bodies of porn stars and insanely high libidos. How could he let the opportunity to fuck all of them pass him by?


3

Eliza



“Where the hell is she?” Eliza muttered to herself. She had gone home, hoping to talk to her husband, but he wasn’t there. Then she had returned to Becky’s place, only to discover that her friend was missing, too.

Dear God, I hope Becky and Greg aren’t together right now…

It wasn’t exactly an irrational thought, considering the circumstances. But Eliza wanted to believe that even though her formerly sweet friend had been transformed into an amoral bimbo who would fuck anything that moved, that Becky wouldn’t dare to make a pass at Eliza’s husband.

Besides, Greg had made his mistakes with Maureen. If he dared to cheat on Eliza again, then their marriage would be over. There was no saving their relationship if Greg was going to put random hot women ahead of his loving wife.

“Where oh where could she could be?” Eliza murmured to herself in a sing-song voice. She felt herself slowly going crazy. If she had gone to the police and told them what was going on in Silver Hills, they would have laughed at her. She knew she had nowhere to turn right now.

Eliza decided to check Juliana’s house. She cautiously knocked on the door.

Juliana opened it. She must have just gotten out of the shower. Her long brown hair was wet, and she was wearing a delicate silk bathrobe that did little to conceal her massive chest.

“Eliza! Hi!” she cried cheerfully. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m looking for Becky. She…she transformed!”

“Oh?” Juliana asked, raising her eyebrows. “What do you mean, transformed?”

Eliza rolled her eyes. “I mean, she looks like you now.”

“Is that such a bad thing?” Juliana giggled. “Honestly, Eliza, you need to get the stick out of your ass and stop acting so jealous.”

“Jealous?” Eliza grumbled. “I’m not jealous. Besides, shouldn’t you be fucking some guy right now?”

“My husband’s not gonna be home for an hour,” Juliana sighed. “Hey — is Greg free? Maureen told me he has a huge cock.”

Eliza was stunned into silence. The bimbos were talking about her husband like he was a plaything they could pass around amongst themselves. These women, who she had always considered herself to be on good terms with in the past, were blatantly disrespecting Eliza.

“No, he’s not free,” Eliza said coldly. “And he’s taken. Don’t listen to Maureen. Whatever he did with her, it’s not gonna happen again.”

“We’ll see about that,” Juliana said with a smirk. “I need to go get dressed. Is there anything else I can help you with, sweetie?”

“Nope. Just looking for my friend. Thanks for nothing.”

Eliza marched off. She couldn’t believe how disrespectful Juliana had been to her. Greg wouldn’t dare sleep with that slut…not in a million years.

Becky had to be around here somewhere. Eliza planned to knock on every door in Silver Hills until she found her. She didn’t know how she would do it, but she was determined to find her friend and reverse Lola’s evil bimbofication spell. If she could accomplish that, then maybe she and Becky could get Lola and her husband kicked out for good and save Silver Hills from this awful bimbo invasion.
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Greg



The doorbell rang. Greg was pacing back and forth in the living room, debating what he should say to his wife.

“Eliza, you’re not gonna believe it, but I did it again. My bad!”

“Hey, I think we should see other people. Or at least, I should see other people.”

“What do you think about the idea of an open marriage?”

He ignored the doorbell again, and then someone started pounding. Was it Eliza? Had she forgotten her keys when she left?

He opened the door, fully prepared to face his wife, only to see two voluptuous, smiling women standing on the front porch.

“Hey, Greg,” they said in unison, waving their manicured fingers coyly.

“Uh…hey, ladies,” Greg said, his voice cracking with anxiety. “Can I help you?”

It took him a moment to recognize them. One was Juliana — she looked like a clone of hot brunette Maureen. The other one had red hair and pale skin and an enigmatic smile. Could that be Becky, Eliza’s best friend? They were both wearing skimpy, tight tank tops and cut-off shorts and platform sandals.

“Is Eliza home?” Becky asked sweetly.

“No, she’s out somewhere. I don’t know where. Not sure when she’ll be back. Maybe in a few minutes. Or hours. I dunno…”

Greg was so nervous, the words poured out of his mouth uncontrollably. The bimbos could tell he was nervous around them. They glanced at each other, their lips curled into devious grins.

“Can we come in?” Juliana asked, adjusting her tank top and drawing attention to the fact that she didn’t have a bra on. Greg could clearly see her hard nipples.

“Sure. I guess,” he said. Greg knew he shouldn’t let them in, but at the same time, he wasn’t sure what they would do if he didn’t. He didn’t know if these women were as dumb and ditzy as they looked, or if they were plotting to break up his marriage.

They took off their sandals and scurried into the living room. Greg rushed to follow them. As soon as he got into the room, the two women pushed him down onto the couch.

“What are you doing?” he groaned, knowing exactly what they were trying to pull. “Eliza’s gonna come home soon…I don’t want her to catch me with you two. Especially not you, Becky.”

“Who cares about Eliza?” Becky giggled. “If Eliza loved you, she would turn herself into one of us. She has the secret formula.”

“The secret formula? Huh?”

“Eliza’s no fun. Forget about her…at least for a little while,” Juliana said. She turned towards Becky, running her fingers through her silky red hair. “Just focus on us, Greg. We’re here to make you happy.”

“Oh, fuck.” He sank into the couch cushions, his mouth hanging open in disbelief as Becky and Juliana began to kiss each other. Their red lips were pressed together, their tongues touching, their delicate hands exploring one another’s curvaceous bodies.

Greg had never seen anything like this outside of a porno. Hell, he’d never had a single threesome in his life. The two bimbos pressed their breasts together as they kissed. Their eyes darted towards him, making it clear they were doing this to titillate and excite Greg.

He realized they had no ulterior motives. They were just utterly, insatiably horny, and with no other men around to please them right now, they’d decided that he was the best they could do.

Greg wasn’t going to argue with them. Being an altruistic, giving person, he was going to do whatever he could to give his sexy neighbors some relief.

“That’s so hot,” he muttered under his breath, reaching down to unzip his jeans. He was rock hard and ready to go.

“We’d better hurry, before your wife gets home,” Becky said, giving him a wink. She peeled off her top, and her pert, perfect breasts sprang out.

To Greg’s delight, the show wasn’t over just yet. Juliana began to kiss Becky again, fondling and squeezing her bare breasts. Then she leaned forward to lick Becky’s hard pink nipples, running her tongue in tight circles over them. She dropped to her knees and tugged off Becky’s shorts, leaving her standing there in nothing but a white thong.

Juliana used her teeth to tug the thong over Becky’s hips, then gently lapped at Becky’s clit. Becky squirmed with pleasure. Juliana dove in deeper, yanking the thong down over Becky’s long, smooth legs and burying her face between her thighs.

Becky moaned and squealed with pleasure, then stumbled backwards, landing on the couch beside Greg. As Juliana knelt in front of her to continue eating her pussy, Greg took the opportunity to kiss Becky. He thrust his tongue deep into her mouth as his fingers caressed her bare breasts. She moaned deeply against his lips.

As Juliana’s lips and tongue worked overtime to please Becky, her wandering hand found Greg’s hard bulge. She tugged at his jeans and he pulled them off, along with his underwear. Juliana’s hand rhythmically stroked his cock while he continued to kiss Becky.

It wasn’t long before Becky began to quiver with pleasure. She was on the verge of an orgasm. Greg made sure to kiss her just as she was about to start cumming. He felt the vibrations of her soft moans against his open mouth. He closed his eyes and continued to kiss her. Greg was completely lost in his lust. The bimbos had made him forget all about his poor, average-looking wife. He was their love slave now.

Juliana stopped stroking his cock and began sucking it. Now she was focusing all her attention on Greg, he started to notice her instead of Becky, who was kissing his ear and nibbling on his neck. He could tell that Juliana was letting loose after a lifetime of suppressing her sexual urges. She was quite possibly the sluttiest of all his bimbo neighbors, and there wasn’t a doubt in Greg’s mind that Juliana was the one who had told Becky they should go over to Eliza’s house and have a threesome with her unsuspecting husband.

Greg turned to his right and saw Becky getting into a new position. She was on all fours on the floor in front of the couch. He couldn’t resist the sight of her bare ass. She was stroking her pussy, too, and turned her head back to give him a look that said, “Aren’t you going to fuck me?”

He gently nudged Juliana off his cock and turned to kneel behind Becky. He gripped her huge, quivering ass as he thrust his hard cock into her slick, wet pussy. He was possessed with pleasure as he fucked his wife’s best friend from behind. Becky pushed back against him, begging him to go even deeper inside her, harder, faster.

Not to be outdone, Juliana had stripped out of her clothes as she got on her hands and knees beside Becky and looked over her shoulder at Greg. “Fuck me now,” she said softly.

He couldn’t say no to her. He slid his cock out of Becky’s pussy and right into Juliana’s tight, wet hole. Her tan body glistened, her ass bounced, and she looked back at him as he fucked her, an expression of pure bliss on her face.

Not wanting to disappoint Becky, he switched back to fucking her. Then back to Juliana. Greg couldn’t decide which woman he wanted to cum inside, but he knew he had to make a decision quickly. He couldn’t possibly last much longer…

In the end, he erupted just as he pulled out of Juliana’s pussy, spraying her bare ass with his sticky white seed. He stared at the two sweaty, naked bodies in front of him and he shuddered with pleasure.

Greg was so caught up in the moment, he didn’t notice the front door opening and Eliza quietly walking into the living room. When she finally cleared her throat to make her presence known, it was too late.

Greg looked up at her angry, sad face and he didn’t know what to say. Becky and Juliana slowly rose from the floor, gathering their clothes. They had smug smiles on their faces as they passed Eliza and headed towards the door.

“He’s even bigger than Maureen said,” Juliana gushed, pulling her shirt over her massive breasts.

“I told you I’d fuck him,” Becky teased, smoothing her messy hair.

Eliza had nothing to say to her so-called friends. She watched them silently until they finally left her alone with her husband.

Once they were gone, Eliza put her hands on her hips and glared at Greg. “Are you fucking kidding me? I’ve been looking for Becky for hours…only to find her here, fucking you.”

“Sweetie, I…I…” He didn’t know what to do or say. There was no denying what had happened — and there was no way to promise that it wouldn’t happen again. Greg’s male instincts were overriding his common sense. He had destroyed his own marriage. The worst part was he didn’t even feel guilty about it.

“How could you do this, Greg?” Eliza said, tears in her eyes.

“I — I don’t think we should be married anymore,” he replied, trying to speak in a measured tone of voice. Instead, his words came out completely devoid of emotion.

Greg didn’t want to tell Eliza, but the only way to save their marriage would be if she, too, turned into a busty, insatiable love goddess.

He had no idea that due to his infidelity, Eliza would soon succumb and join the ranks of all the other slutty bimbos in Silver Hills…
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My Bimbo Neighbor (Harem Hills Book 1)

Life in Silver Hills has always been predictable. Eliza and her husband Greg have enjoyed being residents of the peaceful, upscale neighborhood for years. But their new neighbors are something else. Eliza is mortified by the arrival of Lola, a bubbly blonde bimbo and her husband Brock. The uninhibited, trashy couple doesn't fit in with the conservative vibe of the neighborhood at all. Eliza knows something strange is going on with those two, and she's determined to figure out what it is.

Things take a strange turn when Lola hosts a lunch party for the ladies of Silver Hills. Eliza and her friend Becky are fascinated by Lola's wild lifestyle and her lack of a filter when it comes to talking about her sex life. Meanwhile, the other guests, uptight Maureen and Juliana, are appalled. Then Lola brings out her diet lemonade for the women to try, and only Maureen and Juliana drink it. Only after leaving the party do their transformations begin...

Greg doesn't understand why his wife is so obsessed with Lola. He's been so busy with work, he hasn't even met the new neighbors yet. Then, Eric from down the street invites him over to show Greg what happened to his wife Maureen. The prudish, buttoned-up brunette has suddenly morphed into a buxom, lustful bombshell. He knows it's wrong, but Greg can't stop fantasizing about Maureen once he sees her new bimbo form.

When Maureen shows up at his door begging him to make love to her, Greg gives in to his twisted desires. Maureen performs a raunchy strip tease for him and then uses his body as her love toy. Eliza walks in to catch Greg cheating on her with the brunette bimbo, a shocking and humiliating experience for her. This is only the beginning of the bimbofication of Silver Hills...
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Bimbo App

After creating a photo app which makes women look way hotter in selfies, Julian is excited to test his new toy out. Even though the secretive client who's paying him tells him he must keep the project under wraps, Julian breaks the rules and asks his geeky friend Elizabeth to snap a few photos of herself.

To his surprise, the application doesn't alter her selfie. Instead, nerdy Elizabeth starts to transform into a gorgeous, busty bimbo with an insatiable libido. She's suddenly eager to pleasure Julian and fulfill all of his naughtiest wishes. Slowly, Julian grows used to the thought of having a sexy babe to use as his plaything. He starts scheming to turn other women into his fantasy hotties so he can build his own bimbo harem...
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Training the Trophy Wife

"Wealthy men don’t have ordinary lives, or ordinary wives. I deserve a beautiful wife, don’t I?”

Lisa feels like the luckiest woman in the world. Now that she’s married to wealthy Wes, life couldn’t get any better. But as her husband's demands grow, Lisa discovers that he really wants is a hot, sexy wife he can show off to all his friends. He won’t be satisfied until Lisa’s transformation into a busty, submissive trophy wife is complete. Lisa would do anything for Wes, so she agrees to submit to his desires. She even undergoes plastic surgery to become his physical ideal.

Wes loves Lisa’s new breast implants. She’s well on her way to becoming the perfect bimbo hotwife. As Lisa's transformation journey continues, she lets her husband share her body with other men and she even helps him turn his shy, plain coworker into a sexy, surgically enhanced mistress...
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The Doctor’s Plastic Wife

Even though Martina loathes the idea of plastic surgery, she can't deny that her husband, Dr. Niles Carr, is a brilliant and successful man. And even though she knows that his specialty is giving women extreme makeovers, she doesn't ask any questions.

The slender brunette is in for a big surprise when Niles invites his "medical model" Lisa over for dinner. Niles says that he uses Lisa as an example of good plastic surgery to teach aspiring doctors. But to Martina, Lisa doesn't exemplify "good" surgery. Instead, the plastic blonde bimbo looks more like a freak of nature, with her ample assets and skin-tight clothes.

Martina's jealousy grows, and soon, she becomes obsessed with the idea that Niles wants her to look more like Lisa. Minor modifications, such as bleaching her hair, getting manicures and tans, and buying a skimpy wardrobe, aren't enough to satisfy her husband's need for physical perfection. He won't be happy until she goes under the knife for some serious surgical enhancements.

Soon, Martina is a full-lipped, buxom blonde goddess, and Niles can't get enough of her new body in bed. He's ready to show her off to the world and asks her to become his new model. Niles offers up his sexy wife as a plaything for his attractive male students. Can Martina handle so many hot strangers at once?
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Thanks for reading!

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

Subscribe here!

Explore my full catalog on Amazon Author Central:

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.com (US)

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.co.uk (UK)

Valentina DiMarco on Amazon.de (Germany)
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