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      As my husband slid his huge cock in and out of my ample cleavage, he murmured, “I love your new tits, babe…”

      I was relieved that he liked my enormous new boobs. I had taken the first step towards becoming his perfect trophy wife, and he was pleased with the results of my procedure.

      “You know, Lisa, you’ve been so good about this whole thing, I’m going to give you a little reward later.”

      I opened my mouth slightly, tempted to ask what the reward was, but decided not to speak. After all, my husband wanted a beautiful, vapid wife. I was determined to become his ideal trophy wife. I only wanted to make him happy…and fucking my new fake breasts definitely seemed to make him happy.

      [image: ]
* * *

      A few months ago, I was a completely different woman. I had always considered myself low-maintenance. I looked like a typical twenty-eight-year-old woman, with straight, shoulder-length brown hair and an average figure. My wardrobe was modest and casual. I had never given my small breasts or flat butt a second thought, and I certainly didn’t wonder if there was anything wrong with my face, or — heaven forbid — the appearance of my vagina.

      I thought I had the perfect marriage, but after six months, it seemed like the honeymoon phase was already over. My handsome, loving husband, Wes, was becoming irritated with me more often. At first, I figured it was because he was stressed at work. Wes was an important executive at a major corporation, so I knew he was under a lot of pressure. But he didn’t have to take it out on me.

      One night, he came home late after a long day at the office. I was already in bed, curled up in my comfortable pajamas, reading a book. He stormed into the bedroom.

      “Bad day, baby?” I asked sympathetically, taking off my glasses.

      “Terrible,” he muttered, yanking off his tie and throwing it on the floor. He looked at me and scowled.

      “What’s wrong?” I said, genuinely concerned.

      “You know, when I have a long day at work, it would be nice to come home to a woman who actually cares about me.”

      “Excuse me?” I asked, raising my voice slightly. “I do care about you, Wes!”

      “I’m stressed out, and it would be nice to see you making an effort with your appearance for once,” he said coldly. “Why don’t you ever wear that little see-through nightgown I bought you?”

      I hesitated. “It’s really not my style. You know that. I like to be comfortable…”

      “Comfortable? I’d prefer if you were sexy,” Wes said angrily. “Do you even wear make-up anymore?”

      I shrugged. “Sometimes, yeah…what are you getting at, anyway?”

      Wes unbuttoned his shirt. “When I get home from work, it would be nice to let off some steam. But honestly, Lisa…the way you dress…the way you act…it turns me off.”

      I nearly laughed out loud. I thought he was going crazy. “Oh, yeah? What do you want…a trophy wife? When you married me, you had to know you were actually marrying a human being.”

      Wes didn’t respond for a minute. “There’s a big party at the office next week. You know I want you to be there, Lisa. But I also I want you to look nice. Be presentable. Be…feminine. We’ll talk about it tomorrow. Goodnight!”

      He walked into the bathroom and slammed the door.

      I couldn’t believe it. What had gotten into him? Why was he suddenly so critical of my appearance? I found difficult to take him seriously. However, the reasons for Wes’s dissatisfaction would become crystal clear at the office party. I was about to meet the kind of woman he truly desired.
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* * *

      After his strange outburst, Wes calmed down. He apologized to me for his tone, and I forgave him. I knew he was overworked, and I understood the fact that sometimes, he needed to “let off some steam.” I told him I’d wear the little nightgown more often, and he shook his head.

      “Forget I said anything,” he said. “Just promise you’ll come to the office party, and we’ll pretend this whole thing never happened.”

      The night of the party, I made sure that I wore something extra nice. In my little black dress and shiny black pumps, my make-up impeccable, I felt beautiful. Wes was still at the office, and I drove over to meet him there. To my disappointment, my husband didn’t seem to notice or care that I’d made an effort to look my best. In fact, he seemed distracted the entire evening. He introduced me to a few of his coworkers, but after a while, he abandoned me.

      I wandered around the party, asking people if they had seen him.

      “Excuse me,” I said to Sam, a handsome young man who worked in Wes’s department. “Have you seen Wes anywhere?”

      He looked like he was about to laugh. “Wes? Um…I’m not sure you want to know where he is.”

      “Tell me,” I said.

      “He’s with Olivia, of course.”

      “Who’s Olivia?” I asked, my eyes narrowing. “You do know that I’m his wife, right?”

      Sam gulped. “Olivia’s one of the receptionists…they’re probably somewhere nearby. Maybe they’re in the conference room.”

      I hurried down the corridor. My heart was pounding. Wes had never, ever mentioned a woman named Olivia. Was he keeping secrets? Cheating? I could barely breathe, I was so anxious.

      And then I saw them. My worst fears were confirmed. I entered the conference room and turned on the light, catching the two of them in the act.

      My husband was sitting on the edge of the conference table and a cartoon-like bimbo with bleached blonde hair, big fake boobs, and a revealing outfit was kneeling in front of him, her full pink lips wrapped around his hard cock. As soon as the lights came on, the woman jumped up. Wes glanced over at me, and he didn’t look concerned that I had caught him. In fact, he glared at me, annoyed that I had interrupted his blow job.

      “Hi, Olivia,” I said sweetly as the dirty slut buttoned up her blouse and wiped the corners of her mouth. “I’m Wes’s wife, Lisa. It’s so nice to meet you!”

      Olivia didn’t say anything. She scampered out of the room, nearly losing one of her stilettos in the process.

      “What was that?” I asked in disbelief. I didn’t know what to think.

      Wes zipped up his pants and stood up, approaching me. He didn’t look upset or regretful. He didn’t seem to feel guilty about being caught. “Let me put it to you this way, Lisa: if I don’t get what I want at home, then I get it here.”

      “I give you blow jobs!” I said incredulously. “For your information, you’re the one who hasn’t wanted to have sex with me in ages. Seriously, Wes…when was the last time you initiated sex?”

      “You misunderstood me,” he continued. “I’m not just talking about sex. I would prefer a wife who looks and acts like Olivia. She’s sexy…she’s not afraid of showing off her body. And she’s naturally submissive. She’ll please me any time I want, in any way I want. That’s the kind of woman I wish I had at home.”

      Tears formed in my eyes. “If you feel that way, why didn’t you ever tell me before?”

      “I’ve dropped plenty of hints, Lisa,” he said. “The sexy lingerie I got you? All the times I left plastic surgery brochures on the table? Those were hints, Lisa.”

      I began to cry. “Wes…you know I love you, but this is crazy! Do you really want a blonde bimbo trophy wife?”

      Wes paused before continuing. “Lisa, I’m a successful man. I deserve the best. Since you and I met, my career has taken off. And now I’m seeing that wealthy men have options. They don’t have ordinary lives, or ordinary wives. I deserve a beautiful wife, don’t I?”

      I stared at him. “If you want a divorce, get a divorce.”

      “But I don’t want a divorce, Lisa,” he said, his tone softening. “I want you. I fell in love with you. I just wish you were more willing to change yourself to please me.”

      I wiped the tears from my eyes. “This is a lot to think about. I’m gonna…I’m gonna go home.”

      I composed myself and headed back down the hall to the party, grabbing my coat. As I walked out the door, I felt a hand on my shoulder. Wes had followed me.

      “Leave me alone!”

      “Lisa…I’m sorry,” he said, his tone earnest. “I’ll never, ever cheat on you again. And from now on, I’ll be open and honest about everything.”

      “Oh, Wes,” I sighed. “I want to forgive you, but…maybe things aren’t going to work between us…”

      “We’ll make it work.”

      In that moment, I believed him. I desperately wanted things between us to be all right. It was then that my mind started to change. I was so desperate to fix our marriage, I was willing to do anything for Wes.

      [image: ]
* * *

      A few days later, I woke up in the morning. Wes was already gone, but he had left a jewelry box on the kitchen table. There was a note attached: “Please forgive me, Lisa. Accept these gifts and know that I love you.”

      I opened the box and gasped, pulling out a stunning diamond necklace. Beneath the necklace was a gift certificate for a spa day. “Relaxation therapy and beauty treatments. Let us take care of you.”

      I put on the necklace and stared at myself in the mirror. Wes did care about me, after all.

      After breakfast, I headed over to the spa and gave the receptionist the gift certificate. “Ah, the full treatment. Leave everything to us, ma’am.”

      All afternoon, I was ushered from room to room. I was pampered in every possible way. After a luxurious massage, a woman gave me a full manicure and pedicure, and then — to my surprise — I was taken into another room for a Brazilian bikini wax. I felt a little embarrassed. I hadn’t shaved my pussy in a while, and I wondered if Wes had sent me to get waxed so I would be nice and smooth for him.

      When I got home, Wes was already there. He gave me a kiss. “You look refreshed,” he said.

      “I feel refreshed!” I said, smiling.

      He examined my manicured fingernails and nodded approvingly. “This is going to be a regular thing, you know,” he said. “I want you to be spoiled and pampered, and get your nails done, and…” He hesitated. “…And your pussy waxed. I prefer it that way.”

      “I don’t mind doing it for you,” I said honestly. “I want to make you happy, Wes.”

      He grinned. “I’m glad to hear that.” He wrapped his arm around me, and I could tell he was about to drop a bombshell. “Lisa…would you…make yourself look more like Olivia? For me?”

      My eyes widened. “More like Olivia? She looks like a total bimbo!”

      Wes nodded. “She looks like every guy’s fantasy trophy wife, don’t you think?”

      “Well…maybe…”

      “You know,” Wes said softly, “we can start with small changes. One thing at a time. Like regular spa visits. And maybe if you wore more make-up…”

      “I can do those things,” I said quickly. “Isn’t that enough, Wes?”

      He sighed. “This is going to sound crazy, but I love Olivia’s fake boobs. They’re so ridiculous and fake-looking, but that’s what I like about them. I haven’t done anything with her since the night of the party, obviously, but when we used to fool around, I would fuck her tits. That’s something you and I could never do…”

      I glanced down at my chest and felt ashamed. My husband was telling me that my body wasn’t enough for him. “So you want me to get fake tits?” I asked angrily.

      “I can certainly afford to buy them for you,” Wes said. “I think you’d look really sexy if you had bigger breasts.”

      I crossed my arms. “I’d look too trashy, wouldn’t I?”

      He laughed. “I like the trashy look. As a matter of fact, all guys do. We’re hard-wired to prefer women like that.” He looked at my small breasts, making me feel self-conscious. “You’d look like a hot porn star. I’d want to fuck you all the time…”

      Now that Wes was being totally honest with me, I felt like I was looking at myself through his eyes. I wasn’t enough for him. He needed me to change so that he could truly be happy with me.

      “Think about it,” he said. “I won’t force you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

      Wes didn’t bring up the subject again. However, the seeds of insecurity had been planted in my head, and there was no going back for me. Now, all I could think about was how small my breasts were and how much hotter I’d be with huge breast implants.

      As the weeks wore on, my husband started encouraging me to wear more revealing clothes, and although I would have loved to look sexier for him, my flat chest was driving me crazy. One day, he walked in on me while I was searching for plastic surgeons online. I slammed my laptop shut.

      “Are you researching doctors?” he asked.

      “Yes…” I admitted.

      “I think you should go for it,” he said casually. “If you want to do it, I’ll pay for it.” Funny…he was acting as if this had been my idea all along.

      “How big should they be?” I asked anxiously.

      “Hmm…” He thought for a moment. “I think you should go as big as you can. Might as well, right? You know what they say: the bigger, the better!”

      My stomach churned with anxiety. Was I really going to go through with this?

      Wes kissed me on the forehead. “You’re going to look so hot, Lisa…”

      I believed him. I had internalized this insecurity to the point that I felt like there was no other way to become sexier. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

      It was decided. I was bringing myself one step closer to becoming my husband’s sexy trophy wife. I still felt nervous, but deep down, I was excited about looking hot and slutty. I was about to embark on an extreme makeover, becoming the woman my husband wanted me to be. I couldn’t wait to begin.
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* * *

      The day I got to take the bandages off my new boobs, I bought a slinky little red dress and some new bras to accommodate my huge implants. I wanted to look as sexy as possible when Wes got home. I had followed his advice about the implants, getting the biggest ones that the doctor would allow. Unfortunately, my tits were so big, my new red dress was painfully tight. At least I looked sexy. I gazed at myself in the mirror, caking on my make-up and staring at my ridiculously huge tits. I looked like a porn star now.

      I slipped on a pair of stilettos and lounged on the couch in front of the TV, eager for my husband to return. The moment he walked in the door, I felt my heart begin to race. What would he think of me now?

      I heard his key in the lock. I adjusted the dress to reveal even more of my ample cleavage. The moment Wes entered the room, his jaw dropped. “Lisa…” he breathed.

      “What do you think?” I asked, standing up slowly and hefting my huge, perky breasts.

      He was speechless. He pressed his body against mine, reaching out to feel my tits through the thin, silky dress.

      “How do I look, Wes?” I probed.

      “You took the first step, honey,” he said, smiling. “I’m so proud of you.”

      “Thanks,” I cooed. “Do you like them? Be honest.”

      “I love them,” he murmured. “What do you think about them?”

      “I’ve never felt sexier in my life,” I sighed. It was true. Now that I had voluptuous curves, everything would be different. I would be able to wear sexy clothes. I would be able to attract attention. And most important of all, my husband would want to fuck me.

      Wes began to kiss me, running his hands through my hair. Just as I was feeling confident in myself, he said, “Why don’t you dye your hair blonde? It’ll help you pull together the entire look.”

      “Mmhmm,” I sighed. “Soon…”

      Wes impatiently tugged at the zipper on my dress, excited to unveil my breasts. Of course, I had crammed myself into the dress so tightly, he could barely remove it. Eventually, he gave up and ripped it off my body. I gasped. It was a lovely dress. But then I figured he could always buy me another one.

      He began to massage my enormous breasts, stroking the huge mounds that were now jutting out from my small frame. He started to lick them, then gently sucked on each of my nipples, which got hard quickly. “The best part is,” he said, looking up at me, “is that you can probably go even bigger.”

      “Bigger?” I asked incredulously.

      “Yeah…trust me, this won’t be your last visit to the plastic surgeon’s office. When I’m through with you, Lisa, you’re going to be the hottest woman in the world.”

      Part of me was terrified by the fact that Wes wanted me to get more operations, but another part of me was turned on by his desire to turn me into a plastic bimbo.

      “Don’t worry so much,” he said softly. “Leave everything to me. That’s your job now.”

      I nodded, sighing as his mouth explored my new breasts. He squeezed my ass, and in the back of my mind, I was thinking about how he probably wanted me to get that part of my body enhanced, too.

      “But for now, this is great,” he said quickly. “It’s a good start. Why don't you get down on your knees so I can do something I’ve always wanted to do to you…”

      I obeyed, kneeling before him. Wes pulled down his pants and began to stroke his cock until it was nice and hard. Then he fucked my tits, sliding his dick in and out of the space between them. “Squeeze them together for me,” he commanded. I did as he said, pressing my big fake boobs together to make the space nice and tight for him.

      As my husband slid his huge cock in and out of my ample cleavage, he murmured, “I love your new tits, babe…”

      He continued to thrust, using me like a sex toy. For some reason, that was turning me on. I could feel my pussy start to get wet, and I began to finger myself through my lacy black thong.

      “You know, Lisa…you’ve been so good about this whole thing, I’m going to give you a little reward later.”

      “A reward?” I asked softly.

      “Yes. You’ll see.”

      Suddenly, Wes removed his cock from between my tits and shoved it in my mouth. I obediently started to suck on it, swirling my tongue around the tip. He grabbed me by the hair. “Hold still,” he instructed. “Did I tell you to suck my cock?”

      I whimpered, “No…” My voice was muffled, since his hard member was still filing my mouth.

      I held still and Wes began to fuck my mouth, thrusting his cock in and out. I nearly chocked on it. He held my head, occasionally pulling my hair to assert his dominance. Strangely enough, this turned me on, too. I was turning into my husband’s submissive little plaything, and I couldn’t get enough of his rough treatment.

      He abruptly released my head from his grasp and I fell backwards onto the couch, my legs splayed. Wes pulled off his shirt and pinned me down, tugging my panties to the side and shoving his big cock inside my soaking wet pussy. This was nothing like the sex we used to have. Wes didn’t even kiss me. Instead, he hovered over me, thrusting in and out of my pussy quickly and rhythmically, occasionally clutching one of my new, fake boobs or flicking my hard nipples. I felt like a sex doll.

      “I’m not stopping until you come,” he said softly. “Play with your clit while I fuck you, you slut.”

      I began to rub my clit, watching his dick plunge in and out of my aching, wet hole. Soon, I felt waves of pleasure begin to spread across my body, and within moments, I lifted myself a bit off the couch, pushing myself towards Wes’s cock so that he would go even deeper inside me, stimulating myself so that I could cum.

      I began to moan, my entire body quivering, my mouth hanging wide open. Wes leaned down to shove his tongue inside my mouth and he pulled his cock out, jerking himself off for a minute before aiming his rod at my chest. He came all over my big, fake tits, covering me with a warm load of cum.

      He jiggled one of my tits. “That was great,” he said, breathing heavily. “I’m gonna take a shower, honey.”

      As he walked away, I lay on the couch, my legs still splayed, cum dripping down my chest. What was happening to me? Had I really enjoyed that rough sex?

      Gradually, I was transforming, inside and out. I wanted to be a submissive plaything more than anything else in the world.

      I got up and went to clean myself off. I wondered what my reward would be? I tingled with excitement.
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* * *

      That night, as we lay in bed together, Wes said to me, “I’m going to arrange something for you.”

      I wasn’t sure what it could be. Wes was already buying me regular beauty treatments, and after our hot sex that evening, he had left his credit card on the dresser and encouraged me to use it to buy some slutty new outfits.

      “What is it?” I asked curiously. “Is this the reward you were talking about earlier?”

      “Yes, it is.” He paused. “How would you feel about pleasuring one of my colleagues?”

      I thought for a moment. “I’m not sure…” It was one thing for my husband to use me like a sex toy. It was another thing for him to pass me around like a prostitute.

      “Honey,” he said, exasperated, “you’ve been doing such a good job so far. But I’m excited for you to try new things. At the office, a few of the guys pass Olivia around. It’s pretty hot.”

      I sighed. Once again, he was comparing me to this impossibly sexy woman. I felt like I would never measure up.

      “The thing is,” Wes said playfully, “if you’re going to be my trophy wife, then I’d like to have total control over your body. If I want one of the other guys at the office to fuck you, then I’d like you to do it. Besides…you’re going to love it, Lisa. Don’t you want to fuck a handsome man? Won’t it make you feel so sexy and desirable?”

      I blinked, and my body trembled slightly at the thought. “It might be fun. It probably depends on the guy.”

      “Do you like Sam?” Wes asked.

      “He’s pretty cute,” I admitted.

      “Then I’ll have him over for dinner tomorrow. Make something delicious, and wear something really slutty.”

      I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, imagining what it would be like to fuck another man. Would Wes be watching? Did the thought of me cheating really turn him on? Thinking about fucking Sam was making me get wet.
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* * *

      The next evening, I made a delicious meal and crammed my tits into a brand new blue dress. After a trip to the tanning salon, my skin was glowing. I put on a pair of stripper heels and waited for Wes and Sam to arrive. The moment they walked in the door, I began to feel nervous. Sam was adorable, probably a couple years younger than me. However, he was a rising star at Wes’s company, and in a few years, he would probably be just as successful as Wes.

      “You remember my wife, Lisa,” Wes said. For the first time, he seemed proud to introduce me.

      “Lisa?” Sam looked me up and down hungrily. “I thought we met, but…wow, I didn't remember that you were so gorgeous.”

      “Nice to see you, Sam,” I said breathlessly. I was beginning to learn how to use my voice to sound more like a dumb bimbo. I felt even sexier when I made an effort to talk this way.

      Sam couldn’t keep his eyes off my breasts during the dinner. When he excused himself to use the bathroom, Wes said to me, “Sam doesn’t know what’s going to happen. I want you to take him up to our bedroom and let things happen naturally. I’ll be watching the whole time.”

      I nodded, and when Sam returned, I said, “Would you like a tour of the house? We just remodeled the bedroom.”

      Sam looked at Wes eagerly, who merely smiled. “Give him a tour, sweetie!”

      Sam followed me up the stairs. Once we got to the bedroom, I strategically slipped off one of my rings and bent down to pick it up off the floor. My skirt rode up, revealing my toned ass. I felt Sam’s eyes on me. I giggled as I stood up straight. “What do you think?”

      “Uh…” he was speechless.

      “About the room!” I said, smiling.

      At that moment, Wes burst into the room. He looked impatient. “Wait’ll you see the bathroom!” he said to Sam. “Go take a look.”

      Bewildered, Sam went into the bathroom. Wes said to me, “Lisa, you obviously still have no idea how to seduce a man. Leave things to me.”

      I was speechless. Sam came back into the room. “So, what do you think of my wife’s new tits?” Wes asked bluntly.

      Sam laughed nervously. “Um…they’re nice. I don’t know what to say.”

      “You can touch them. Go ahead. Lisa loves the attention.” Wes grinned. “Honey, take off your dress.”

      Slowly, I removed my dress. I felt vulnerable in front of the men, wearing nothing but a see-through black bra and a matching thong.

      “Go on, Sam. Do whatever you want to them.”

      Sam approached me and hesitantly began to stroke my breasts through my bra.

      Wes was impatient. He walked over unhooked my bra, yanking it off. My huge breasts were fully exposed now. “Whatever you want to do, Sam…Lisa’s all yours tonight.”

      I knew that Wes and other men at the office (probably Sam, too) had played with Olivia. But Olivia wasn’t married. Fucking a coworker’s wife was new for Sam.

      I stepped closer to him. “Go ahead,” I said invitingly. I wanted him to desire me. I wanted to be used.

      He began to fondle my breasts. Wes watched, nodding in approval, as Sam became more bold, leaning down to lick my erect nipple. As his mouth encircled my areola, I gasped softly with pleasure. Emboldened, Sam wrapped his arms around me and began to kiss my lips. I groaned as his tongue entered my mouth.

      “Don’t be afraid to be rough with her,” Wes said. “She loves that.”

      Sam squeezed my breasts more aggressively, then slapped my ass. He yanked on my hair and began kissing my neck as his hands feverishly roamed my body. He pulled off my sexy thong and began roughly fingering my wet pussy.

      “You can fuck her,” Wes said. I noticed that he had taken his dick out and was stroking his hard cock as he watched us.

      Sam removed his pants and my hand moved instinctively to his cock. I began to jerk him off, and he continued to finger me as we kissed passionately. Without warning, Sam said, “Get on your hands and knees.” I obeyed, climbing onto the bed and standing on all fours, my ass sticking out. I felt his hands on my hips and his hard cock on my thigh. I turned to look at my husband, who was masturbating furiously. Our eyes met, and I licked my lips. I was being such a good girl for him.

      Sam’s cock slipped easily into my wet pussy. He plunged deep inside me and I let out a sharp moan. He began to thrust his cock in and out of me, fucking me hard and fast. My body was jolted, and my tits jiggled beneath me. Sam was using me as his personal fuck hole; meanwhile, my husband was using me as his personal porn star. I had never felt so sexy in my life.

      Finally, Sam’s thrusts slowed, and he pulled out of my pussy. I felt his warm cum land on my back and my ass, and he let out a long groan of pleasure. And then I felt another cock inside me. It was Wes’s. He plowed my pussy even harder and faster than his colleague. Within a minute, he was finished, cumming inside my throbbing, wet hole and making me squeal and tremble as I, too, climaxed.

      When they were finished with me, the men promptly got dressed and began to talk business (stuff a silly bimbo like me would never understand). They walked out of the room, leaving me naked and alone, covered in cum and exhausted but satisfied. I didn’t know what to think anymore.

      Who had I become?

      When I got up to go to the bathroom, I stared at myself in the mirror. I was still recognizable as Lisa, but with these gigantic tits and all this make-up running down my face, I felt like I was beginning to truly transform. I knew that as I continued to let Wes mold me into his ideal bimbo, I would start to lose my sense of self. The physical transformation was far from being complete. Soon, I would get more plastic surgery. I would have to wear even more revealing clothes and service countless numbers of men for my husband’s pleasure.

      I smiled at my naughty reflection. Soon, I would be the perfect trophy wife.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

      

    
    
      “You know, Lisa,” Wes said, sitting down at the table for breakfast, “I’ve been thinking.”

      When Wes used that gentle tone of voice with me, I knew he was thinking about ways he could continue to transform and train me. I had already resigned myself to the fact that from now on, I would have to do everything in my power to look and act like his ideal trophy wife. At first, when Wes suggested that I change my body or my wardrobe, I flinched, terrified of what was happening to me. I used to be an independent, intelligent young woman. But now, I was being broken down slowly, and I was starting to get used to the idea of becoming a bimbo. I was actually excited — I couldn’t wait to find out about the next step in my naughty transformation.

      As usual, I was making pancakes for breakfast while dressed like a total slut. It’s funny — I used to be so plain-looking, but ever since I got my boob job, I felt so much hotter. I was finally confident enough to prance around the kitchen in lingerie and stilettos. I wanted to put on a show for my husband and give him something to fantasize about on his long drive to work.

      “What are you thinking, Wes?” I asked, placing his plate on the table. “Do you need any more coffee?”

      “No, thanks. Have a seat, Lisa.”

      I obediently sat down at the table.

      “I think it’s time for the next step,” he said.

      I gulped. “What’s the next step, Wes?”

      “Watch your tone!” he snapped.

      Ah, of course. Wes was encouraging me to use my “bimbo voice.” He didn’t want me to sound intelligent. He wanted me to talk like a ditzy girl, with a high-pitched, bubbly voice.

      “Sorry,” I murmured. Then, with a slight giggle, I repeated myself: “What’s the next step, baby?” I bit my lip flirtatiously for added effect.

      “Much better,” he said, reaching out to stroke my cheek. “The next step is more plastic surgery. I want to take your body to the next level.”

      I was actually quite pleased with my body right now. Ever since I got my breast implants, I had felt incredibly sexy, but apparently, my husband still wasn’t satisfied with my appearance.

      “Wes, tell me…what do I need to do to make you happy?” I asked in a breathy voice.

      “Hmm…” Wes said. “There are a few things I’m considering. But since I have to go to work now, I think it will be best if I show you later, in bed…”

      I was anxious to know what he wanted from me.

      “Go buy something sexy to wear for me tonight,” he said, tossing me a couple crisp hundred dollar bills. Then, as an afterthought, he handed me some more money. “And while you’re at it, go get your lips done. Olivia at the office just had hers done, and she looks hotter than ever.”

      I pouted. A few months ago, I had caught Wes cheating with his sexy secretary, Olivia. I didn’t realize he was still comparing me to the hot blonde at the office.

      He could probably sense that I was worried. “You’ll look so sexy if you do that for me, babe,” he said, pressing his index finger against my lips. “If you do it today, then I’ll let you suck my cock all night…”

      The fact that he was implying that I had to be physically worthy of sucking his dick really turned me on.

      “What do you say, sweetie?” he asked.

      My lower lip trembled. I wasn’t worried about the procedure; in reality, I was more concerned about the fact that Wes was still comparing me to the entrancing Olivia. All of my confidence melted away, but I couldn’t let him know.

      “I’ll get my lips done this afternoon,” I replied, smiling sweetly.

      “Good girl!” Wes said, nodding approvingly.

      I gave him a goodbye kiss and he headed off to work. Deep down, I wondered if Wes was fooling around with the secretary again.

      I did my best to take my mind off my anxieties and spent the day shopping and getting my nails done. Then, for the first time ever, I went to get lip injections. When I saw myself in the mirror afterwards, I gasped. I couldn’t wait for Wes to see my sexy new lips. They made me look even sluttier.

      In the evening, I slipped into a pink bra and thong set, put on my make-up and reclined on the bed, waiting for Wes to arrive. I couldn’t wait for him to ravage me.

      “Where is he?” I thought, glancing at the clock.

      Wes finally arrived.

      “Where were you, baby?” I asked, pouting. “I’ve been waiting for you…”

      “Busy day,” he replied.

      I couldn’t help but wonder if he was hiding something from me. However, I had to be a good wife. Instead of questioning him, I lounged on the bed, arching my back to thrust out my breasts, and pursed my newly-inflated lips. “What do you think of my new lips, sweetie?” I inquired, seductively sticking my finger in my mouth.

      “They look very sexy,” he replied, taking off his tie and unbuttoning his shirt.

      “You must have had a very difficult day,” I sighed, sitting up. “Is there anything I can do to help you relax?”

      “I can think of a few things,” Wes said softly.

      As he removed his belt and unbuttoned his pants, I crawled across the bed and sat on the edge, wrapping my slender arms around his body and gazing up at him with eyes full of longing. When we first got married, Wes and I shared romantic moments. Now, he simply fucked me.

      “Well?” he asked. “What are you waiting for, you dirty little slut?”

      I giggled and got to work immediately, grabbing his cock and stroking the shaft quickly with one hand while tickling his balls with the other. In the last few weeks, Wes had been training me to give him perfect hand jobs and blow jobs. I knew every little thing that drove him crazy, and with my sexy new lips, I couldn’t wait to give him the best blow job of his life.

      As I kissed his cock, occasionally extending my long, agile tongue to lick the shaft, Wes groaned slightly and ran his fingers through my hair. Then, with one long lick from his taint to the tip of his dick, I made him moan. He grabbed my head and forced his cock into my mouth. I eagerly took it. I felt it slide between my pretty lips and fill my mouth. I tilted my head slightly so that his cock puffed out my cheek as he thrust in and out of me, but he turned my head back forcefully so that his dick was going straight into my mouth and down my throat, nearly choking me. Wes always wanted to assert his dominance and prove that he was not only my husband, but also my master.

      “Very good, Lisa,” he breathed, slowing down slightly.

      “Wes,” I murmured, my voice muffled by his hard cock.

      “Lie down,” he said. I obeyed, sliding back onto the bed, and he tore off my panties.

      I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me. But Wes had other plans.

      “Spread your legs,” he said.

      I obeyed, and he stared at my pussy, scrutinizing it.

      “Next time you go to the doctor, you’re going to get that thing fixed. I want my wife to have the prettiest pussy in the world.”

      I felt humiliated. Was my pussy not pretty enough for him?

      “Turn over,” he said coldly. I hesitated. “Go on!”

      I flipped over onto my stomach and Wes grabbed my ass. “You need to get ass implants, too. I want you to look as hot as possible for me. Will you do that for me, Lisa?” he asked, his tone both assertive and pleading. Then he teased me by lightly running his index finger along the smooth folds of my vulva.

      I sighed and lifted my head from the pillow. “Of course, Wes. I’ll do anything for you. You know that…”

      “Lie on your back again,” he murmured.

      I turned over again, and Wes climbed on top of me, ripping my bra off and exposing my enormous tits. One of his hands begin to massage my pussy as his other hand clutched my big breast, squeezing it. He began to kiss me aggressively, shoving his whole tongue into my mouth as he feverishly stroked my pussy.

      I was soaking wet. My husband pushed the weight of his muscular body on me and I gasped as his tongue darted in and out of my mouth. He began to suck on my perky nipples, squeezing my huge tits and shoving his face between them.

      “And as for these tits…”

      I held my breath, wondering what he was going to say about them.

      “I don’t think they’re big enough. You’re going to go twice as big, okay?”

      My lower lip trembled. “Of course, baby.”

      “I want you to be perfect in every possible way,” he said, kissing my lips. “I want everyone to think I have the hottest, sluttiest wife in the world.”

      Wes’s hard cock slid easily into my throbbing, wet pussy. I opened my mouth, letting out a shuddering sigh as he began to fuck me. His thrusts were slow and deep, and he stared into my eyes as he pumped in and out of my pussy. Oh, Wes…one moment, he was telling me everything that was wrong with me, and the next, he was making me feel so good. He filled me with so much pleasure and pain, I didn’t know what to think.

      “Do you promise you’ll do those things for me?” Wes whispered, his warm breath on my lips.

      “Yes,” I sighed.

      “You’re so easy, Lisa,” he said. “That’s what I love about you…”

      Wes began to fuck me harder and faster, and soon, his body shuddered and he let out a groan of pleasure. I felt his warm cum fill my pussy, and then he pulled his cock out of my wet hole and collapsed on top of me, fondling my breasts and kissing my face.

      “You didn’t cum,” he murmured.

      “No,” I said softly. I didn’t want to tell him that if he had kept fucking me, I would have climaxed within minutes. Wes was free to criticize anything about me that he wanted to, but I could never call him inadequate or admit that he hadn’t done enough to satisfy me. Maybe, if I got plastic surgery to make my pussy prettier, he would eat me out more often…

      “Hmm,” Wes said. “Then masturbate.”

      I didn’t hesitate. As he caressed my body, I began to rub my clit. Wes pinched my nipples and shoved his fingers in my mouth. Every time he touched me, I experienced a spasm of pleasure. “When you cum,” he said, placing his hand on my throat and applying the slightest hint of pressure, “I want you to scream. I want the whole neighborhood to hear you and know what a fucking whore you are.”

      “I’m getting closer,” I said, my voice ragged.

      Wes watched me as I got closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, my whole body started to shake and I screamed with ecstasy. Wes kissed me, stifling my moans of pleasure, and pinched my ass playfully. “Good girl,” he said. “You just made my night.”

      The fact that he said that made me so relieved. I only wanted Wes to be happy with me and to think I was sexy. I was happy that I had pleased him.

      Before leaving the room, Wes said, “One more thing, honey…I already scheduled your initial consultation with the plastic surgeon.”

      “The doctor who did my breast implants?” I asked.

      “No. He said he couldn’t operate on you again because it was too soon. He mentioned something about being concerned for your psychological well-being.” Wes chuckled. “But you’re perfectly fine mentally, aren’t you? You’ve just been acting a little ditzy lately.”

      “I’m fine…just a little ditzy,” I echoed in a low voice.

      “So I called a different guy who’s willing to do all of your procedures in one day. I told him that you wanted to look like a fucking porn star, and he said he couldn’t wait to work on you.”

      I was apprehensive, but I did my best not to let Wes know. I smiled and said eagerly, “You know I want to look like a porn star. Your personal porn star…”

      “Mmhmm,” Wes said softly. “My personal porn star. I like the way that sounds.”

      So did I.
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* * *

      And so, because my husband told me to, I went under the knife again. I got even bigger breast implants, huge butt implants, and a labiaplasty. The healing process was long, and I worried that I’d never be able to take off the bandages. I noticed that while I was stuck at home, Wes stayed at the office later. I wondered if he was fooling around with Olivia again. Since I was no use to him right now, he was probably turning to other women to satisfy his physical needs.

      But I kept up my silly bimbo personality, staying positive. And after several weeks, I was finally unready to unveil my new body.

      I gazed at myself in the mirror in disbelief. My breasts were so big now, I felt like I was going to topple forward. I would have to retrain myself to walk in heels with these giant tits. My ass looked sumptuous and round. And my pussy…it was neat and pretty, just the way Wes liked it.

      I couldn’t wait for my hubby to come home and see my new, sexy body. I sent him a text (“I’m ready for you, baby”) and started thinking about all the things we’d do together.

      His quick response surprised me: “Come to the office. I want to show you off.”

      I replied immediately: “Can’t wait.”

      I squeezed into a tight white tank top and micro-mini skirt, emphasizing my new curves. I wore my trashiest stilettos and painted my face. I wanted to give Wes’s coworkers something to talk about.

      I blew myself a kiss in the mirror. Lovely Olivia would have some competition today…

      When I arrived at the office, the sexy blonde secretary was sitting at the front desk. The moment I walked in, she looked me up and down reproachfully. She definitely didn’t recognize me from that night at the office party. Months ago, I had walked in on Olivia and Wes in the throes of passion. Back then, I was a flat-chested, normal-looking woman. Now, I had even bigger tits than the plastic Barbie doll sitting behind the desk.

      “Excuse me,” I said sweetly, “is Wes available?”

      “What’s your name?” she said coldly.

      “Lisa. I’m his wife. He’s expecting me.”

      I noticed that my breasts were slipping out of my low-cut shirt. I giggled and adjusted it.

      “These things are so big,” I said, grinning. “They’re always causing me so much trouble!”

      Olivia glared at me and paged Wes. A minute later, he appeared in the reception area. “Good afternoon, sexy!” he said, looking me up and down and grinning. “How does your new body feel?”

      “Amazing,” I said, batting my long eyelashes. “I couldn’t wait for you to see it.”

      “Honey, I want you to come to the meeting we’re having.”

      I hesitated. “Meeting? But I don’t know anything about serious stuff like that…” It was true. After months of bimbo training, I really had lost the ability to understand serious business stuff. All I wanted to do was shop, make myself look sexy, and fuck my handsome handsome. I had no desire to sit through boring meetings.

      “We have a new product that needs to be tested, and I think you’re the perfect test subject.”

      A new product? I wondered what it could be.

      As we entered the conference room, I saw several men seated around the long table. Their eyes lit up when they saw me. I noticed immediately that I was the only woman in the room. “Gentlemen,” Wes said, “I’d like you all to meet my beautiful wife.”

      I didn’t know any of these men. I waved, smiling and adjusting my shirt again. It kept creeping down my chest, and my breasts were threatening to burst out any minute now. All of the men’s eyes were focused intently on my chest.

      “Hi, guys,” I said softly.

      “Lisa is going to be our test subject today.”

      “Testing what?” I asked. I couldn’t hide the anxiety in my voice.

      Wes reached into a paper bag and pulled out a huge vibrator. “One of our company’s affiliates is trying to design the perfect sex toy. This thing is made out of special materials designed to maximize pleasure. And I figured, what better person to test it on than the sexiest woman I know?”

      The men sitting at the table laughed.

      “So, honey…why don’t you get up on the table and take off your sexy little outfit?”

      I hesitated.

      A few of the guys started chanting my name: “Lisa! Lisa! Lisa!”

      I had never received so much male attention at once, but it felt good to be treated like a whore. After all of the plastic surgery I’d gotten, it was nice to receive some validation.

      “Come on,” Wes urged. “Don’t waste my time, Lisa. If you don’t do this, then I’ll bet Olivia will.”

      He was making me feel guilty already. If I didn’t obey him, then Olivia would get all of the men’s attention. This was my chance to prove that I was hotter than the pretty blonde secretary.

      I climbed up onto the table and hobbled across it in my heels.

      “Strip for us!” a man yelled.

      I smiled and yanked off my tight shirt, then my bra. I gyrated and thrust out my chest, turning around slowly so that all the guys could get a look at my enormous implants. Then I tugged off the short skirt, giving them a good look at my amazing ass.

      “Show us your pussy!” a man ordered.

      I bent down and spread my ass cheeks apart, revealing my beautiful little pussy. The men cheered.

      “Wes, you’re the luckiest guy in the world,” a man said.

      “Can you fix our wives, too?” another asked. “I’d love to be married to a slut like this!”

      Wes chuckled. “It was a lot of work, breaking down Lisa’s sense of self and turning her into this. Expensive, too. She’s so high-maintenance now, I can’t stand it.”

      The others laughed, and I did, too, but I felt a little humiliated. Wes was talking about me as if I wasn’t in the room. And he was the one who had made me become high-maintenance — how could he say he didn’t like it? He demanded that I wear make-up even if I wasn’t leaving the house. He encouraged me to get waxed and tanned weekly and go shopping for new clothes almost every day. In fact, I spent most of my time focusing on my appearance now.

      “Lie down, Lisa,” he said.

      I lay down on my back and Wes stood close to the conference table. “All right, gentlemen. Let’s take a look at this vibrator, shall we? The first thing you’ll notice is that it can be used for massages, too. And I know that Lisa’s body is extra sensitive, so she’s going to enjoy this…”

      He jabbed me with his elbow, and I knew exactly what he wanted me to do: perform. Exaggerate every seductive movement. Act like a porn star.

      Wes pushed a button and the sex toy began to buzz. He placed it on my ankle and slowly moved it up my leg. By the time it reached my thigh, I was surprised by how much it was stimulating me already. Wes continued moving upwards, using the toy to massage my flat tummy, and gradually moved it up towards my breasts, pushing the vibrating dildo between my tits and them pulling it out of my cleavage and letting it hum against my nipples. They became hard and excited instantly. I let out a little gasp of pleasure.

      Wes turned the toy off. “As you can see, we can definitely market this as a multi-purpose device. And we can use a hot slut like Lisa to advertise it. Don't you want to be famous, honey?”

      I blinked. “Me? Famous?”

      Wes patted me on the head. “Well, your body will be, at least. Why don’t you flip over onto your stomach, babe. Let the guys get a better look at your hot ass.”

      I flipped over obediently. I felt like an object, standing on the table on all fours, a group of strange men in suits leering at me. And there was my husband Wes, standing behind me with a vibrator in his hand, about to use the huge toy to fuck me in front of all of his coworkers. I had never been degraded like this before, but the whole situation was turning me on. I wondered if they could see how wet my pussy was getting.

      “Now, if we just use it to stimulate her externally…”

      Wes turned on the vibrator and rubbed it along my pussy. He left it on, hovering right next to my clit. I lowered myself slightly so that I could come into contact with it, and Wes teasingly pulled it away. “You like it, don’t you honey?”
      “Yes,” I moaned. “Don’t stop…”

      Wes turned back to the men, who were all watching me intently, getting harder and harder as they gazed at my body on the table. “The battery life on this thing is great, too. Hours and hours of pleasure for the whore in your life!”

      Wes began to insert the huge, vibrating dildo into my pussy, inch by inch. It was enormous, and I felt it stretching my skin as it filled me. My husband held me still and gradually inserted the vibrator. Once it was inside me, he held it there. It stimulated me so thoroughly, I felt like I was going to explode. Suddenly, Wes turned it off, keeping it inside me.

      “Who’d like to do this part?” he asked his coworkers.

      A tall man in a navy blue suit eagerly stood up. “I’ll do it!” he volunteered.

      He stood alongside the table and placed his hand on the vibrator.

      “Fuck her with it as hard and fast as you want to,” Wes instructed.

      “I don’t want to hurt her,” the man said, slightly concerned.

      “She’ll love it!” Wes assured him. “Isn’t that right, Lisa?”

      “That’s right,” I sighed. I was impatient. I wanted to be fucked right now.

      “If you say so!” the man said, laughing nervously. He pressed the button and turned on the vibrator, moving it in and out of my throbbing hole as quickly as he could. I immediately began to gasp with pleasure. I had never experienced such intense stimulation in my entire life. Within a minute, I began to orgasm. My body trembled on the table, and I couldn’t stop moaning. My pussy was soaking wet, and my body was covered in sweat now.

      “Thank you,” Wes said. “That’ll be enough.”

      I turned around to look his coworker in his eyes as he pulled the dildo out of my pussy. Then I looked down at the man’s crotch. He was clearly erect. I batted my eyes and licked my lips. “Thank you,” I said softly. “That was great.”

      “And that concludes our meeting!” Wes said.

      All the men burst out laughing. I wondered what was so funny…

      “You’re a good sport, Lisa,” Wes said, smacking my bare ass.

      “Huh?” I didn’t understand. I was just now beginning to catch my breath after my long, intense orgasm. I flipped over and lay on my back on the table. My breasts felt so heavy, I could barely sit up. “What do you mean?”

      “This wasn’t a real meeting. That vibrator isn’t being sold by an affiliate. I just wanted an excuse to get you naked in front of all the guys.” He patted me on the head condescendingly. “And it worked! At least you enjoyed it, right?”

      I felt humiliated. My husband had used me like his personal whore in front of all his coworkers. I would never be able to look any of these people in the eye again.

      “Aw, Lisa…don’t get upset,” he sighed. “They loved you! Right, guys? Isn’t she sexy?”

      The men all cheered, and I felt my lips curl into a small smile. After all…wasn’t looking sexy the most important thing in the world?

      “I’ll bet you could cum again just as hard, too,” Wes said. “Would you like that?”

      “Yes…” I murmured, gazing up at my husband with loving eyes.

      “Would you like all of us to fuck you?”

      The men waited for my response, holding their breath. I could tell they all wanted me so badly. “All of you?” I giggled. “Do you all have big cocks?”

      They laughed, even though I wasn’t joking.

      “Please…fuck me,” I said invitingly, spreading my body out on the table, my legs open wide to give the men easy access.

      “Who’s first?” Wes asked.

      The men stood up, unbuttoning their pants. As they undressed, whipping out their cocks and starting to jack themselves off, I felt my pussy get wetter and wetter. I had never imagined this scenario in my entire life, but it felt right. I was beginning to fulfill my ultimate purpose in life: to be a living fuck toy. My husband had wanted me to be his trophy wife, and now, he wanted me to be a source of pleasure for all of his coworkers. I was getting extremely turned on by the idea of being used by so many men.

      The rest was a blur of passion and pleasure. Each man took his turn fucking me. One by one, the men mounted me and shoved their hard dicks inside me, thrusting quickly until they came. My pussy was aching, but I loved every moment of it.

      I especially liked when Sam fucked me. Handsome Sam and I had fooled around before, but he didn’t acknowledge that we had met. He lifted my legs off the table as he fucked me, thrusting violently in and out of my pussy, grunting until he came inside me.

      Another man decided to fuck my huge tits. He straddled my body, which was already dripping with sweat, and shoved his cock between my breasts, squeezing them together and slipping in and out of my cleavage. He sprayed cum across my neck and face when he was finished, and I eagerly licked the corners of my mouth, wanting to taste him.

      Another man face fucked me on the conference table, shoving his thick dick in and out of my inflated lips, all the way down my throat, until he shot a load of cum inside my mouth. I had never felt so used, so completely objectified.

      Wes watched in silence the entire time. Occasionally, I glanced at him and he nodded in approval, mouthing the words, “Good, good girl.” This encouraged me to go on. I was exhausted. At one point, he ordered me to play with my pussy. I had already cum several times…I couldn’t stand any more pleasure. But I did as he asked.

      Once all of the men had had their fun with me, Wes whipped out his cock and jacked off, standing over me. He came quickly all over my breasts, and then he said to the other men, “That concludes our meeting for the day. I’ll see you all tomorrow.”

      They filed out of the room. I knew that these men were going home to their ordinary, plain-looking wives and girlfriends. I felt a sense of smug satisfaction, knowing that I was hotter than all of the women in their lives put together.

      “You did so well today, Lisa,” Wes said, throwing me a towel. “Your training is nearly complete.”

      “Is it?” I asked breathlessly.

      “Yes. Honestly, a few more physical tweaks, and you’ll be perfect. But…there’s a new young woman working here, and she may need your help.”

      I was confused. “What do you mean, Wes?”

      “She’s not the prettiest girl, but I think she has potential. I want you to give her some encouragement. Help her become interested in the idea of becoming…well, like you.”

      I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that, but I nodded and smiled. “Of course, Wes. I’ll do anything I can.”

      The pressure to perform was mounting. Now, not only did I have to be the perfect sex object, I also had to help convert other women into bimbos. Other women who might become sex toys for my husband and his coworkers to play with.

      I didn’t like the idea, but if it made Wes happy, I was willing to help.
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      On a cool autumn evening, I entered my husband’s office and found him fucking a woman who looked like a human sex doll. I had grown accustomed to being the sexiest woman in Wes’s life, but now, I had competition. This woman’s gigantic breasts made mine look small in comparison. She had long, fake blonde hair and huge, inflated lips. Her body was tanned and toned and perfect in every way. She looked like a more extreme version of myself. Watching my husband’s hands caressing her curves, his dick pumping in and out of her tight little pussy, his lips kissing hers, I felt betrayed. There was nothing I could do to stop this from happening. In fact, it was partially my fault. I had been an accomplice in this woman’s transformation. Even worse, watching my husband make love to this sexy bimbo was turning me on.

      Just a few months earlier, I had been the happiest woman in the world. After months of plastic surgery and mental training, I had become the bimbo trophy wife of my husband’s dreams. I used to be an ordinary-looking housewife, but now, I was the sexy goddess that Wes liked to show off to all his friends. He also enjoyed sharing me with his coworkers, passing me around and letting them use my body. I loved the attention and pleasure they gave me. I was a beautiful nymphomaniac with no boundaries, thanks to Wes’s training.

      The day I finally dyed my hair blonde, my physical transformation was finally complete. Wes couldn’t get enough of my new look. He’d never fucked me so hard before. However, after that, he seemed a little bored with me — or was it just my imagination? I knew that Wes had high standards, and I felt insecure all the time, worried that I would never fully satisfy him.

      I thought I was doing the right thing when Wes asked me to meet his coworker, Dahlia. After all, I was supposed to do everything he told me to — I was an obedient, subservient wife now. And the moment I heard about Dahlia, I felt incredibly sorry for her.

      “Dahlia is a very shy girl, and not very pretty,” Wes said to me one evening. “I think has a crush on me. She gets so nervous when I talk to her, she can barely look me in the eye.”

      I giggled. “Who wouldn’t have a crush on you, Wes? You’re so handsome!”

      “You know, I think that with your help, she could really come out of her shell. If she became a little sexier, then maybe she could find a guy to date at the office.”

      “Why do you want to help her, Wes?” I asked, genuinely confused. “She’s not your problem!”

      “No, she’s not,” he said, smiling. “But she is a problem. We can’t have women like her taking up space in our office. Unfortunately, she had the right skills for the job. It’s just…hard to look at her, you know?”

      I thought he was being a little mean, but I didn’t say anything.

      “I think that you and Olivia should show her the ropes,” he suggested.

      Olivia, the sexy blonde secretary at Wes’s office, had been my rival in the past. She and Wes used to fool around behind my back. Now, I was even hotter than her, and I knew she couldn’t compete with me anymore.

      “How can Olivia and I do that?” I asked, perplexed.

      “Be nice to her. Befriend her. Take her out for a night on the town and get her to loosen up. Then show her what she’s been missing. Make her wish she had a body like yours.” Wes rubbed his hands together. “It’ll be great. You’ll see.”

      I still didn’t understand why Wes was so invested in Dahlia’s appearance, but I agreed to meet her the next day.
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* * *

      When I arrived at the office, dressed in a tight pink dress that hugged all my curves, a few of the men there couldn’t wait to greet me. “Hey, Lisa,” they said, hugging me tightly so that they could press their bodies against my huge breasts.

      “Hey, guys,” I said in my most flirty, feminine voice.

      Olivia, sitting at the front desk, looked at me curiously. “Wes told me all about his plan, Lisa.”

      “So we’re taking Dahlia out tonight?” I asked.

      Olivia nodded and pushed her long blonde hair back with her immaculately-manicured fingernails. “Yes…follow my lead, and everything will go according to plan.”

      I smiled. I wasn’t intimidated by Olivia anymore. We were equals now. The two of us were hotter than all the other women in town.

      “Dahlia is in Wes’s office right now. When he suggests that you take her to the bar, tell her we’re going to the Moon Room tomorrow night at 7 pm.”

      “Got it.”

      I headed down the long corridor, my stiletto heels clicking on the tiled floor, and knocked on Wes’s office door. “Come in!” he called.

      I flung it open and walked in. “Hey, baby!” I said, gushing sensuality and puffing my chest out to emphasize my enormous breasts. Wes was sitting at his desk, and a young, homely woman with mousy brown hair and sad eyes was sitting near him. She was scribbling notes on a piece of paper, and when she looked up at me, her eyes widened in surprise.

      “Dahlia, this is my gorgeous wife, Lisa,” Wes said.

      “Nice to meet you,” I said, looking her up and down scornfully. Wes was right. Her appearance really was pathetic. Dahlia had no idea how to dress; she was wearing a conservative cardigan, gray pants, and stodgy black shoes. She was as flat as a board and wasn’t wearing any make-up. The poor girl definitely needed some help.

      “Hi…I’m Dahlia,” she said, standing up and limply shaking my hand. She could barely look me in the eye. I could tell she was trying to avoid staring directly at my ample cleavage.

      “Dahlia’s new in town,” Wes continued, “and she’s too shy for her own good.”

      Dahlia laughed and smiled at Wes. It was obvious that she liked him. Luckily for me, though, Wes would never cheat on me with someone like her. I knew his tastes. He preferred blonde women with perfect hourglass figures — like me.

      “You poor thing,” I said softly, looking at her with pity.

      “I have an idea!” Wes cried. “Lisa, why don’t you and Olivia take Dahlia out and show her around.”

      “Oh, I hardly drink,” Dahlia said in a low voice. “And it’s a weeknight…”

      “You need to get out and have some fun!” Wes said. “What do you think, Lisa?”

      “I’d love to take you out,” I said. “Olivia and I are going to the Moon Room at 7 tomorrow night. You should come with us!”

      Dahlia hesitated, but she glanced at authoritative Wes and he was nodding vigorously to encourage her. “Will you be there?” she asked him hopefully.

      “We’ll see…have a lot of work to catch up on,” he said.

      “It’ll be fun, Dahlia!” I cried. “Come on!”

      “All right. I’ll go,” Dahlia sighed.

      I clapped my hands and squealed with excitement. “We’ll have a girls’ night out! You’ll love it.”

      I could tell that Dahlia was intimidated by my body and my confidence. But with Wes’s gentle encouragement, she had agreed to join me and Olivia at the bar. This was the first step for her. Before we knew it, she, too, would be a hot bimbo…

      That evening, I wore my sexiest sheer nightgown and lounged on the bed, waiting for Wes to come home. The moment he entered our bedroom, he didn’t waste any time, pouncing on top of me and ripping off the nightgown. He massaged my enormous breasts and began to stroke my pussy eagerly. “You are the sexiest woman in the world,” he murmured, kissing my plump lips and running his fingers through my hair.

      I moaned softly as he gently sucked on my nipples, his finger working my clit. Then, he began to lick my pussy, running his tongue in soft circles along my delicate folds. He shoved his tongue inside my wet hole and I gasped. Then Wes removed his clothes and mounted me, getting down to business quickly. He moved his cock in and out of my pussy quickly, jolting my body with each thrust. “Oh, Wes…” I moaned, my mouth wide open as I tried to catch my breath. He fucked me harder and harder, plunging his dick as far into my pussy as he could. He squeezed my breasts and shoved his tongue in his mouth to silence my moans of pleasure. With each thrust, he brought me closer and closer to ecstasy. I was soaking wet now.

      “You like that, you little slut?” he asked, placing his hand on my neck.

      “Mmhmm,” I replied. “Don’t stop!”

      Wes began kissing me again, his duck pumping in and out of me, and the tension within my continued to build. I reached down and began to stroke my clit as he fucked me. Within minutes, I was cumming, shrieking with pleasure as I climaxed. I felt myself get soaking wet; Wes began to slide in and out of my wet hole faster and faster.

      “Good girl!” he said. “Squeeze your pussy nice and tight around my cock…you know I love when you do that.”

      I obeyed, squeezing my muscles to hug his hard, thick dick. He moaned softly. “Keep doing that,” he instructed.

      Wes’s torso was dripping with sweat from exertion. Finally, he grunted and let out a shuddering sigh, pulling out of my pussy and showering my belly and breasts with ropes of warm cum. I sighed with pleasure. The sight of his cum on my skin turned me on. I loved knowing that I satisfied my husband.

      Wes collapsed on the bed, wrapping his arms around me. “Are you excited for tomorrow?” he asked.

      “Are you going to be there?” I murmured. “You know I won’t have any fun if you’re not at the bar…”

      “I have a lot of work to do, Lisa,” he said. “But you and Olivia have to show Dahlia a good time. Show her how much fun she could have if she looked like you.”

      “How do I do that?” I asked curiously.

      “Seduce a man. Make her see how easy her life could be if she had your amazing tits, your perfect ass, your sex appeal…”

      The more I thought about it, the more intrigued I was by the idea of seducing a man at the bar in front of Dahlia. I would be asserting my dominance and proving that I was the sexiest woman in the room. Olivia and I would probably intimidate the poor girl. I smiled.

      “All right, Wes…you know I’d do anything for you,” I murmured, giving him a kiss.

      “You’re the perfect wife,” he said.

      Those four words made me feel happier than I had ever been before. My life was meaningless unless my handsome husband was happy with me. I hoped that I could show Dahlia the error of her ways and teach her to be more like me.
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* * *

      The next evening, I put on my sexiest little black dress and headed over to the office at 7 pm. I carefully lined my eyes and painted my lips. I was going to be the sexiest woman at the bar tonight.

      Olivia and Dahlia were waiting for me in the reception area. Olivia was also dressed up, wearing a low-cut white dress, her fake breasts hanging out. The dress was so short that if she bent over, her entire ass would have been exposed. Meanwhile, poor Dahlia was wearing a frumpy outfit and clunky shoes. For a young woman, she was incredibly un-sexy. I really did feel sorry for her.

      We headed to the Moon Room and sat down at a table. The cute waiter was eager to take our drink orders. Olivia and I worked our charm on him, playing with our hair, licking our lips flirtatiously, and pretending we couldn’t understand the prices. He offered us a free round of drinks because we were so beautiful.

      “Wow…how did you do that?” Dahlia asked, mystified.

      “When you look this good, you never have to pay for anything,” Olivia said simply.

      “I could never look that good,” Dahlia sighed.

      “And why not?” I asked. “You know, Dahlia…I used to be like you. I had no boobs, no ass. Nothing. And then I got plastic surgery, and, well…the rest is history.” I hefted my huge breasts in my hands and Olivia laughed.

      “Same here,” Olivia chimed in. “I was always so…plain-looking. And then I got my boobs done, and then my teeth fixed, and dyed my hair blonde. Now, my life is so much better.”

      “I don’t know,” Dahlia said uncertainly. “That’s just not me…”

      “Dahlia, when was the last time you went on a date?” I probed.

      “Never,” she responded sadly. “Why would anyone go out with me?”

      “Hmm…” I thought for a moment. “Well, you need to change your attitude. And your appearance. Would you change the way you look for a guy?”

      She shrugged. “Maybe…”

      “Are there any guys at the office you like?” Olivia asked helpfully.

      “Well, this is going to sound stupid, but…” Dahlia hesitated. “Lisa, your husband is the nicest guy I’ve ever met. I know he’s all yours, but he’s the only person — besides Olivia — who has said a single word to me since I started this job.”

      I didn’t know what to say. “Dahlia, sweetie…you’re not Wes’s type,” I said, smiling sweetly. “And you’re right — he’s all mine.”

      Dahlia looked down at the table sadly, embarrassed that she had even expressed interest in Wes. At that moment, two good-looking guys approached our table. “You ladies need something to drink?” they asked, staring at me and Olivia, their eyes hungrily exploring our bodies.

      “Come join us,” I said invitingly.

      The two men, Joe and Bill, sat down immediately. Olivia and I knew how to play the game, laughing at their stupid jokes and acting like they were the most fascinating men in the world. This behavior kept the free drinks and food coming. Meanwhile, plain Dahlia hid in the shadows, unsure of how to act or what to say. The men barely noticed her sitting next to me. I made no effort to introduce her to them. I wanted her to realize that she was missing all the fun.

      “Are you two good friends?” Joe asked.

      “Best friends,” Olivia said, giving me a kiss on the cheek.

      “We’ve known each other forever,” I said, taking things a step further and giving her a quick peck on the lips. We giggled.

      “You two ever…do stuff together?” Bill asked. I could tell he was turned on.

      “Sometimes,” Olivia giggled. “Lisa gives the best head…”

      The men’s eyes widened.

      “No, I don’t!” I cried. “You do, Olivia! When you eat me out, I cum so hard…”

      Dahlia looked like she was going to faint. She stood up to leave, but I grabbed her by the arm. “Just stay a little longer, honey,” I said.

      “What’s wrong with your friend?” Joe asked me.

      “She’s nervous! She’s very shy around guys,” I explained.

      “Why don’t you three come back to our place,” Bill said. “We’re roommates. We can all…watch a movie or something.”

      “Let’s go!” Olivia said without hesitation. I nodded.

      Dahlia shook her head, but I said to her, “You need to learn how to have fun. Don’t you want to be able to tell Wes you had a good time?”

      The mention of my husband’s name made her change her mind quickly. “I guess I’ll go,” she said.

      “Good girl,” I said.

      We followed Joe and Bill back to their apartment.

      “Make yourselves at home, ladies,” Joe said.

      Olivia and I exchanged a knowing glance. We were going to give these guys the night of their life. We sat down next to each other on the couch. Joe sat down next to Olivia, and Bill sat down next to me. Dahlia parked herself on a chair nearby. She was afraid to come too close.

      “So…you two fool around with each other?” Bill asked me and Olivia.

      We didn’t miss a beat. We began to kiss each other passionately, running our hands through each other’s hair, caressing each other’s bodies. I moaned loudly. I wanted to put on a show for the guys. They probably couldn’t believe their luck as they watched us making out and fondling each other’s sexy, curvaceous bodies.

      “I think you two should strip for us,” Joe said.

      We stood up promptly and began removing our clothes while dancing for the guys. Their jaws dropped as we gyrated sexily. Once our dresses were off, we began to kiss again, wrapping our arms around each other’s tan bodies. Olivia smacked my ass playfully; I bit her lip as I kissed her.

      Olivia knelt down in front of me and, using her teeth, removed my black thong. She teasingly licked my pussy, and I grabbed her head and shoved her face into my crotch. The men watched, both of them unzipping their jeans and stroking their big cocks as we performed for them. Suddenly, Olivia pulled away from my pussy and stood up. “I’m so bad,” she giggled.

      “How about a lap dance?” Joe suggested.

      We straddled the guys and took off our bras. Hovering over Bill, I thrust my huge breasts in his face and he licked them eagerly. On the other side of the room, Dahlia stared at us. I turned around and met her gaze. She didn’t look afraid. She seemed interested.

      As Bill’s hands excitedly explored my sexy body, I lowered my hips and sat on his hard dick, breathing heavily as I felt his girth fill my tight hole. Bill grabbed me by the hips as I lifted and lowered my hips, fucking him as fast as I could. Next to me, Olivia was doing the same thing to Joe. The two men were in heaven, fucking the sexiest blonde bimbos they had ever seen.

      I felt Bill shoot a huge load into my throbbing pussy, and although I wasn’t even close to cumming, I pretended to have a huge orgasm, moaning loudly. Olivia imitated me, and we both climbed off of our gentleman friends’ laps and got dressed quickly.

      “Nice to meet you, boys,” Olivia said.

      “Let’s go, Dahlia,” I said. Dahlia leaped out of her chair and ran to the door, eager to escape.

      Once outside, she said, “I can’t believe the way you two acted!”

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      Dahlia surprised me with her enthusiastic response. “You two are amazing. I want to be just like you…”

      Olivia and I smiled at her.

      “Maybe you will be, some day,” Olivia said condescendingly. “But remember, it takes a lot of time and work to be this sexy.”

      Dahlia replied, “I’m willing to work hard. I just want guys to like me. And now that I know exactly what to do…I can get started right away!”

      Wes’s plan had worked. The seed had been planted, and before I knew it, Dahlia was going to be as sexy as I was. I wasn’t too concerned, though. For the time being, she posed no threat to me. But I could tell that inside this quiet girl’s mind, a storm was brewing. We had given Dahlia all the motivation she needed to transform herself. Now, it was up to her to begin her journey.
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* * *

      “You and Olivia did an excellent job with Dahlia,” Wes said to me at the dinner table the next evening.

      I giggled. “Did Olivia tell you all about it?”

      “No. Dahlia did!”

      “Oh, really?” I smiled. “She said that from now on, she wants to be just like us. Poor thing…she has no idea how much money that’s going to cost her.”

      “It won’t cost her anything. I’m paying for all of her operations.”

      I gasped. It was one thing for Wes to fund his wife’s transformation…it was quite another for him to do the same for some random young woman he worked with.

      “Why?” I asked incredulously.

      “It’s my prerogative,” he said simply. “I can do whatever I want with my money.”

      I became nervous. Wes knew that Dahlia liked him. She would probably do anything for him.

      “Are you going to find her a guy at the office to date?” I asked uncertainty.

      “We’ll see,” Wes said. “Maybe I’ll want to keep her for myself.”

      I was upset that he’d said that, but I merely nodded and changed the subject.

      From that day on, everything changed. Wes began to stay late at the office. Lying in bed in my sexiest lingerie, I bit my long fingernails anxiously, wishing my husband would come home and fuck me already. A week later, Wes announced that Dahlia’s operations were already scheduled.

      “So she’ll be out of work for a while?” I asked eagerly.

      “Yep,” he said.

      But even after Dahlia’s surgeries took place, Wes was still largely absent from my life. I wondered if he was continuing her mental training while she was still healing, visiting her at home and taking care of her until the bandages came off. I couldn’t get up the nerve to ask him. After all, I was his submissive, perfect trophy wife. I couldn’t show my fear. I was supposed to be sexy and smiling at all times. I wasn’t supposed to get jealous or show my anger. No…Wes had trained me to know better.

      One evening, instead of waiting for Wes to come home, I decided to take matters into my own hands. I headed over to his office and marched in. Olivia had already left for the day. In fact, I couldn’t find anyone. I walked down the corridor and reached the door to my husband’s office. I was about to knock, but then I had a better idea. I pressed my ear against the door and listened carefully.

      I could hear Wes and a woman talking. Slowly, I opened the door, being careful not to make a sound. There was Wes, and standing next to him was a woman with long hair and absurd proportions. There was a hint of sadness in her eyes. Suddenly, I realized that this sexy slut was Dahlia. She wasn’t a flat-chested, mousy little thing anymore. Now, she had the biggest boobs I’d ever seen in my life. They were twice as big as mine. Her ass was huge, too. Dahlia was standing next to my husband in a bra that barely contained her breasts and a thong, her body on display for him. She had tanned skin and long blonde hair extensions. Her lips were puffy, as if she had just gotten them enhanced.

      “I’m pleased with the results,” Wes was saying, circling her like a shark. He poked and prodded her like she was an object. “How do you feel, now that you look like a dirty slut?”

      “Amazing,” she breathed. “I love my new body!” She spoke in a high-pitched, ditzy voice. My heart sank. It was clear that Wes had given her the same intense training that I had received from him.

      Wes smiled and ran his fingers through her long, fake hair. “You know, I’ve been waiting for this day for so long. I can’t believe I created you…and now, I finally get to enjoy all my hard work.”

      Dahlia said nothing. She merely giggled. Wes jiggled her large breast playfully. “Do you feel like a real whore now?” he asked. “Because you look like one.”

      “I just want you to fuck me,” Dahlia murmured.

      “Let me take a look at that pussy.”

      Wes yanked off her thong and knelt down in front of her. He began to eat her out intensely, swirling his tongue around her clit eagerly. Dahlia squealed with pleasure. “That feels so good…” she sighed, her breasts heaving.

      “Play with yourself,” he commanded, standing up quickly. Dahlia obediently began to finger her pussy, rubbing it furiously as Wes ripped off her lacy bra and her gigantic breasts bounced freely. He buried his face between them, and then licked each perky pink nipple.

      Wes pushed Dahlia down onto the floor and hastily undid his belt. “Suck my cock,” he commanded. He whipped out his dick and Dahlia tentatively wrapped her lips around it.

      “You’ve never done this before, have you?” he murmured, stroking her hair.

      “Never,” Dahlia said. A hint of her old self emerged. “I don’t know what I’m doing. Teach me…”

      “We can work on technique another day,” Wes said. “For now, I just want to enjoy your lips and mouth…hold still.”

      He held Dahlia’s head in place and began to thrust his big cock in and out of her mouth. She started to choke as he plunged it deeper and deeper down her throat, asserting his dominance. “Very good. Take it,” Wes said, thrusting faster. “You like my cock?”

      Dahlia did her best to nod as Wes continued to fuck her face.

      “Get on the desk,” he said suddenly.

      He helped Dahlia climb on his desk. She lay down on her back. “These boobs are so heavy,” she sighed. “I can barely move with these things…”

      “It’s for the best. You’re going to be spending a lot of time on your back,” Wes said. “You know, when the guys saw you today, they couldn’t believe how sexy you were. They all want to fuck you. Do you want them to fuck you, Dahlia?”

      “Yes,” she breathed as Wes climbed on top of her.

      He removed his shirt and lay on top of her, his muscled chest pressed against her huge breasts. “You’ve been waiting for this moment for a long time, haven’t you?” Wes asked.

      “Yes,” Dahlia sighed. His lips were tantalizingly close to hers.

      “So have I. I’m so glad that you’re finally worthy of my cock,” Wes said.

      “Wes…” Dahlia murmured. “What about your wife?”

      I placed a hand over my mouth to stop myself from screaming. Somehow, they still hadn’t noticed I was here, watching them.

      “She knows I have needs,” Wes replied. “And maybe you’ll inspire her to get some more surgery. There’s always room for improvement.”

      I ran my hands over my large breasts. They were nothing compared to Dahlia’s. I would have to get more surgery if I wanted to be able to get my husband hard.

      “Now just enjoy this,” Wes said soothingly to the blonde bimbo on his desk. “Let me fuck you…”

      “Fuck me!” Dahlia urged.

      Staring into her eyes, Wes slid his cock into her tight pussy. He kissed her aggressively, his tongue in her mouth, and pulled her hair. Dahlia’s mouth opened slightly and she moaned. As I watched them, I began to stroke my pussy. There was something incredibly sexy about watching my husband fuck a bimbo who was even hotter than me. It was aspirational. I had new goals to achieve. Suddenly, I wanted nothing more than to return to the plastic surgeon’s office to make myself more appealing to Wes.

      Wes continued to kiss Dahlia, thrusting in and out of her pussy. He started slow to ease her into it, but quickly picked up the pace. I could tell that she was lifting her hips slightly, encouraging him to go deeper inside her. She was a natural at this. I reached under my panties and began to shove my fingers inside my wet hole.

      Suddenly, Dahlia’s body began to tremble. “I’m cumming!” she cried, and she began to breathe heavily, her chest heaving, and her body became covered in a slick layer of sweat. At that moment, I began to cum, too. I couldn’t control my excitement.

      “Oh, Wes!” I said out loud.

      Dahlia gasped when she realized I had been watching them the entire time. Wes kept his cool. “Come in, honey,” he said, staring at me as he continued to pump in and out of Dahlia’s pussy. “You like watching me fuck Dahlia?”

      “Yes,” I replied. “Wes, I’m going back to the doctor and I’m getting tits and an ass like hers. I can’t stand the thought of not being the sexiest woman in your life…”

      “Shh!” Wes said. “Take off your clothes.”

      I obeyed, feeling self-conscious because I was clearly inferior to Dahlia now. I could tell that she had a smug sense of self-satisfaction now as she gazed at my nude form. The former plain Jane had transformed the hottest slut in the room, and she knew it.

      “Keep touching yourself,” he commanded.

      As I massaged my soaking wet pussy, my husband continued to pound Dahlia’s pussy, quickly bringing her to orgasm again. Then, after a series of quick thrusts, he grunted to me, “Come here, slut. Closer.”

      I approached the desk and Wes grabbed me by the hair, pushing me down to the floor. He pulled out of Dahlia’s pussy and shoved his cock into my mouth. I could taste her juices…somehow, that turned me on even more. Wes exploded in my mouth, filling me with a huge load of cum. “Atta girl,” he said encouragingly, patting me on the head.

      Dahlia climbed off the desk, sweaty and exhausted. She slowly got dressed.

      “Dahlia, we could use you at our conference tomorrow,” Wes said, grinning slyly. “We need a woman’s opinion for an important, uh…discussion we’re having.” He and I both knew that tomorrow, all of the guys were going to get a chance to fuck Dahlia.

      “Of course,” Dahlia replied obediently. “Goodbye, Wes. Goodbye, Lisa…” She smirked at me as she said my name, obviously pleased with herself for stealing my husband from me.

      After she left, Wes said to me, “So you’ll schedule a consultation with the plastic surgeon soon?”

      “Yes,” I replied. “Oh, Wes…I thought I was finally enough for you. But…I don't think I’ll ever be able to truly satisfy you.”

      He shrugged. “If you can’t, then I’ll find someone who will.”

      Wes kissed me and I couldn’t be angry at him for cheating on me or for pressuring me to get more plastic surgery. In fact, I loved him more than ever. He had given me a purpose in life. As long as he encouraged me to look and act sexier, I would have something to look forward to. His hard cock was all the motivation I needed to turn myself into the hottest trophy wife that money could buy.
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      Plastic Dreams: 12 Hot Stories About Surgically Enhanced Babes

      This sexy collection of short stories features 12 naughty tales about ordinary women whose bodies are completely transformed through plastic surgery: breasts are augmented with enormous implants, lips are artificially plumped, and butts are expanded to massive proportions.

      Once they are transformed, these surgically enhanced babes become submissive wives, girlfriends, and employees, eager to serve the hot alpha males in their lives.

      These stories contain explicit sexual encounters and explores the themes of bimbofication, submissive wife training, threesomes, and voyeurism.
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      Trophy Wife Camp: Part 1

      When Natasha’s husband Sean lands his dream job, the couple moves to Summer Oaks, a town filled with mansions, swimming pools, and sports cars. But Natasha quickly notices something strange about their new hometown: every woman they meet is a ditzy, sexy trophy wife. From busty brunettes to bubbly blondes to ravishing redheads, she discovers that every housewife in Summer Oaks is vapid and voluptuous.

      Natasha soon discovers the secret behind the town’s busty, sex-crazed babes: the “Training Center” where new housewives go to learn how to fit in. She decides to visit the center hoping to unravel the mystery of the women’s transformations. But after watching another woman’s rapid transformation and beginning her own training process, Natasha decides that she, too, is destined to become the perfect trophy wife…
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      The Bimbo App: Part 1

      After designing a selfie application which makes women look way sexier in photos, Julian is eager to test the app out. Even though the mysterious client who commissioned the project instructs him to keep the app a secret, Julian decides to enlist his friend Elizabeth to snap a few pics of herself.

      To his shock, the app doesn't transform her photo. Instead, geeky Elizabeth begins to morph into a smoking hot, voluptuous babe with a sky high libido. She's desperate to please Julian and satisfy all of his dirty desires. Gradually, Julian starts to get used to the idea of having a submissive plaything to call his own, and he starts coming up with a scheme to turn other women into his fantasy sex objects...

      
        
          
            [image: The Bimbo Hypnotist]
          
        

      

      The Bimbo Hypnotist

      Annie has no idea what to expect when she enters the hypnotist's shop. She definitely wasn't expecting to meet Jeremy, the hottest hypnotist imaginable. But since he's so attractive, she finds it easy to give his services a try. In doing so, serious and judgmental Annie allows Jeremy to free her of her anxieties and inhibitions.

      What follows is a shocking bimbo transformation that turns her into the voluptuous, sex-crazed woman she never knew she wanted to be. Even better, the new Annie happens to be Jeremy's fantasy woman, too. He can't wait to play with his sexy creation...
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