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Part 1










I

 never planned
 to become one of those housewives who spent her days lounging poolside. And I definitely never imagined that I would look this way, my breasts bursting out of my tiny bikini top, my plump ass showcased by a skimpy thong. I was soaking wet from the pool, and the only thing I could think about was what my wonderful husband would make me do tonight.

Perhaps he would have one of his friends or coworkers over for dinner, and I would wait, sprawled out naked in the master bedroom, until they were ready to use me. Or maybe my hubby would suggest that I have a “girls night,” and he would sit back and watch as we all stripped down to nothing and made out with each other on the living room floor.

I had never intended for this to happen, but here I was, a ditzy, sexy trophy wife with no goals other than to keep her man satisfied.

How had it come to this?









* * *




A

 few months earlier
 , I was celebrating my husband’s success at a fancy restaurant downtown. Brian was an app developer who had just sold his latest creation to a huge corporation for a cool million. Now, he was getting job offers left and right. I was thrilled for him, but also a little jealous. My own career in the legal field had stagnated.

“Order whatever you want,” Brian said to me. “Hell, let’s get the most expensive thing on the menu, Rachel!”

I laughed. “But neither of us likes lobster!”

“We’ll have to learn to like it,” he said with a shrug. “Anyway, I was thinking this would be a good time to let you know…I’ve accepted one of those job offers.”

“Really? Honey, that’s fantastic! Which one?”

“This guy gave me an offer I couldn’t refuse. He wants me to develop an app for him, and he’s going to take care of all our expenses for the time being.”

“Seriously?” I couldn’t believe it. Brian and I had, in our blind optimism, moved to an upscale neighborhood. Our new house even had its own swimming pool. If Brian’s job offer was the real deal, we wouldn’t have to worry about downsizing our lives again, and I wouldn’t have to be so concerned about finding a new job myself.

“Yep. And the best part is, you can quit that job you hate and stay home all day.”

I wrinkled my nose. “Huh? Why would I want to do that?”

Brian looked at me, perplexed. “Rachel, I thought you hated working at that law office. Don’t you want to take some time to yourself and enjoy life for a little? We can certainly afford it.”

This all sounded too good to be true. My husband had a point. I despised going to work; a little time off definitely wouldn’t hurt, although I had no intention of becoming a stay-at-home wife. I had career ambitions of my own.

“By the way…you look stunning tonight,” he said.

“Really? Thanks, Brian!”

I never got this dolled up. For the first time in weeks, I felt feminine — almost glamorous — with my dark brown hair swept back into a loose bun. My makeup was impeccable. This new red dress looked great on my slender figure, too. Of course, not even a meal at the most expensive restaurant in town could have persuaded me to wear high heels. I would much rather be comfortable in flats.

Brian lowered his voice. “You know, you’d look even sexier in those heels I got you for Christmas.”

I bristled at the mention of the sexy but uncomfortable shoes my husband had given me as a gift. He wasn’t the type of guy who normally told me what to wear or how to behave, but these shoes were a point of contention for us. I wondered if he secretly wanted me to be a different kind of woman, although other than his occasional suggestion that I wear the heels, he never gave me any indication of ulterior motives.

“Next time, I will,” I promised. “I’m sorry, but you know I hate getting dressed up!”

“Next time,” he echoed.

I had a sneaking suspicion that there was something Brian wasn’t telling me about his great new job. It all sounded too good to be true, and I still had no idea what kind of app he would be creating. The more I thought about it, the more nervous I felt about giving up my own job for the time being.

These fears would prove themselves to be valid. The shoes were just the tip of the iceberg. My husband wanted much more from me, and this new app he was developing would change our marriage forever.



* * *




“
 M

 orning
 , sexy,” I said, pouring Brian some coffee.

“Uh-huh. Thanks,” he said absentmindedly. He picked up the cup and took a sip, staring at his phone the entire time.

I glared at him, although he would have no idea unless he looked up from his screen. My husband used to be frisky in the morning, but ever since he started working on that app, he was glued to his phone or his laptop at all times. Sometimes, I heard him having video chats with his mysterious client. Who was this man that was financially supporting us? I doubted I would ever find out.

I had quit my job and started looking for a new one, although I wasn’t having much luck. My husband kept telling me not to worry about it so much — he could take care of us. However, I was starting to get a little bored and restless being home all the time. This beautiful house, with its pool and big backyard, could feel a little isolated.

One afternoon, while my husband was in his office, I decided to take a peek at his phone. I knew it was wrong, but I was curious to find out what the hell he was working on.

“Model Wives…what’s this?” I tapped on the icon and launched the app.

In the middle of the screen was a cartoon silhouette of a woman, a grid covering the picture. On the side of the screen were commands such as “BREAST SIZE” and “COMPLEXION” and “HAIR COLOR.”

As I toggled through the options, the faceless woman changed, her proportions shifting. With a few swipes, I could give her bigger boobs and longer hair and a slimmer waist. Zooming in, I could also change her facial features. I stifled a giggle when I saw that I could give her big, fake-looking lips, too.

“It must be a photo editing program,” I mused. “Interesting. Weird that it has ‘wives’ in the name, though.”

I could see why Brian had been reluctant to share this information with me. It looked like he was dealing with a sexist client who wanted a way to make women look like living dolls in photos. But I wasn’t shocked. If anything, I was a little relieved. As long as this paid the bills, I was fine with it — although I definitely didn’t like the concept of the app.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

I gasped, dropping the phone on the floor. Brian had caught me being sneaky.

“I just wanted to see what you were working on,” I explained. “You’ve been so secretive about it…and now that I know what you’re doing, I feel a lot better about it.”

Brian picked his phone up and shoved it into his pocket. “Uh…you’re really okay with this?”

“I swear!” I wrapped my arms around him and gave him a kiss. “I just wish you had told me sooner.”

My husband seemed flabbergasted, and I didn’t understand why. “Well, I thought you might be resistant to the idea…but if I could test the app on you, that would be amazing.”

I nodded. “Whatever you want! I’m happy to be your guinea pig.”

It didn’t occur to me that “testing the app” meant something more than taking a picture of me and editing it into a sexy caricature of a woman. Brian was still scratching his head over my enthusiasm, but he said, “All right. Let’s do this. Let me take a picture of you and get started.” He pulled his phone out of his pocket and opened the app again.

I stood back and posed for him, giving him my biggest, brightest smile. The thought of what I would look like post-edit was hilarious to me. I couldn’t wait to see the results.

Brian sat down on the sofa and I curled up next to him, eagerly staring at the screen as he started going through the options.

“We don’t have to make your boobs bigger, if you don’t want to,” Brian said.

“Hey, I’ve been flat-chested my whole life. I’d love to see what I’d look like with some curves!” I argued.

Once again, he looked shocked and I couldn’t understand why. “If you’re cool with it, then I’m cool with it, too, Rachel…”

I watched as my breasts in the photo expanded to triple their natural size.

“Wow…it looks so real,” I breathed.

“Now what about your hair?” he said. “You want to…go blonde?”

“No way. Just give me really long hair. Nice and straight, too.”

I giggled at the results. A big grin spread over Brian’s face.

“I don’t know, do whatever you want,” I said, curious to see how Brian would modify me. I knew he wanted me to wear heels, but I’d never gotten a sense that he wanted me to look different. This was giving me a glimpse into the inner workings of his mind.

He made some adjustments and I realized then that my husband had been harboring a secret fantasy the whole time we were married. Without hesitation, he made my legs longer, my skin more tan, and my lips fuller. He toned up my entire body with one swipe. And then he toggled to a set of controls I hadn’t noticed earlier.

“Does that say…personality?” I asked, squinting at the tiny text on the screen.

“Yep.”

Huh…how could you edit “personality” on a photo?

“We’ll increase your sense of adventure, your sex drive, and your submissiveness. Then we’ll decrease your anxiety, your intellect, and your ambition.”

The way he spoke made it seem like he’d thought this through a hundred times before.

“Don’t worry. It’s all reversible,” he said dismissively. “Now stand up again so I can take a second photo. I need to make sure you’re aligned with the image.”

I did as he asked, though I wasn’t sure if I should go through with this. There was definitely something about the app that I hadn’t fully grasped before.

“Smile!”

The flash nearly blinded me. I was seeing spots for a full minute.

When I could finally see clearly again, I looked down and saw that my body was changing. Holy shit…the app didn’t edit photos. It edited people. As this fact dawned on me, I let out a gasp. “Brian, what the hell?!”

“What? You said I could use you as a guinea pig,” he said.

“Make it stop!” I cried.

“I can’t…we’ll reverse it later,” he insisted. “Just relax, honey. You’re going to feel much better if you don’t fight it.”

I felt like my whole torso was being squeezed by a tube as my body was slowly molded into something new. My breasts swelled under my T-shirt; the legs jutting out of my shorts were longer and tanner. My shorts got tighter as my butt grew rounder and bigger.My lips tingled as they too swelled. My short brown hair suddenly fell to my hips, long and silky and fake-looking.

“Oh!” I breathed, struggling to suck in some air as my newly-expanded breasts got in the way of my lungs. “This chest is way too big for me,” I lamented.

“Just give it a minute,” Brian said, staring intently at my body. “You’ll get used to it. I promise.”

“I look like some kind of blow-up doll,” I lamented.

A few moments later, though, my sadness evaporated. I stopped fretting over my transforming body and started to relish the way my husband was looking at me. I could see his eyes were full of desire as they slowly scanned my body; he was silently approving the modifications to my physical form.

“You like?” I asked, running my hands down over the curves of my chest and my slender waist and my sexy hips.

“Very much,” he admitted. “How do you feel, Rachel?”

“Mm…better…” I said with a giggle. As my voice became slightly higher-pitched, my internal monologue changed, too. I normally over-thought everything, but suddenly, there was nothing but silence. I focused on the way my body felt and looked, and the way my husband was gazing at me adoringly. I couldn’t remember the last time he’d given me a look like that.

“I’m surprised you let me test the app on you,” he admitted. “But to be honest, I’ve been fantasizing about transforming you for a long time. Maybe you can put on those high heels for me now…”

“Okay!” I cried eagerly, running upstairs to retrieve the shoes from my closet. It felt so strange to have these big breasts bouncing with every step. Even though they were getting in the way, I loved the way they looked under my thin T-shirt. My bra, on the other hand, was suffering under the strain of my new tits. I could hear it ripping at the seams.

I stripped out of my shirt, tore my bra off, and put my top back on. Ah…perfect. And somehow, my breasts were still incredibly perky, in spite of their impressive size. I stood in front of the mirror, jiggling them up and down in my hands, mesmerized by my own protruding nipples. I put on some red lipstick and a little mascara, then slipped the heels onto my feet. They seemed to fit me better today.

I had no trouble walking in them, either. Maybe because I wasn’t thinking so much about how much I hated wearing heels. They completed my look perfectly, and they also matched my new, ditzy personality. I couldn’t imagine putting on a pair of ugly flats or dirty sneakers. I was a goddess whose body had been designed to strut in sexy heels.

Downstairs, Brian wasn’t fiddling with his phone. He gave me his full attention as soon as I entered the room.

“Rachel, you look so fucking sexy,” he said, worshipping my body with his intense gaze.

“I feel sexy! Actually, I don’t know if I’ve ever felt this good before…”

“The app works. I can’t believe it works,” Brian said. “I was so afraid there were some bugs to fix, but…”

“Stop talking about boring work stuff!” I protested.

I stood in front of him, gazing down at my husband. He was looking at me as if I were a sexy stranger, a woman that he was attracted to but couldn’t touch.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I asked, pouting.

“I just had no idea that I was going to be…changing you,” he admitted. “Sure, I’ve fantasized about it. But you’ve always been so headstrong and independent. It’s weird to see you like this, Rachel.”

“Weird in a good way?”

He licked his lips. “Weird, but…I’m getting hard.”

I sat down on his lap, feeling his bulge against my thigh. “You’re very hard, Brian. Do you want me to do something about that?”

“Go ahead, Rachel.”

I began to grind against him, giving my husband an impromptu lap dance. I spun around and shook my ass in his face, then faced him again and slowly descended until my big tits hovered in front of his half-closed eyes.

“How’s this?” I asked in a breathy voice.

“You’re killing me,” he groaned. “You know I should be working.”

“Just a few minutes,” I begged. “I’m getting so wet…”

My husband stared at me in disbelief as I lifted my top up, exposing my big, perky breasts. I threw the shirt on the floor and hovered over him, the breasts hanging tantalizingly close to his face. I leaned forward to encase him in my warm cleavage, and I heard him let out a muffled moan from between my perfect tits.

“Rachel,” he breathed softly.

I pulled back and he began to flick his tongue over my nipples, one at a time, as his fingers reached for my breasts.

“You’ve thought about me having bigger boobs?” I asked curiously.

“More than you know,” he admitted.

It dawned on me that I could get my husband to say anything now. He was completely helpless in my presence.

“Do you want me to be your perfect trophy wife?” I asked.

“It’s a fantasy of mine…” He gulped nervously, as if he was afraid that at any moment, I would revert back to my old self — work-obsessed, serious, and judgmental of women who flaunted their bodies in skimpy clothes.

“I like that idea,” I said, to his immense relief. “What do you want me to do for you?”

“I may need to think about that,” he sighed, watching my body. His erection was clearly visible now.

“While you’re thinking, I’ll just be down here,” I murmured, getting down on my knees in front of him.

I unzipped his pants and pulled them down, tickling his hard cock through his boxers. He yanked his underwear off and I grasped his hard dick in my hand, stroking it a few times.

I gazed into his eyes. “I want you to tell me what to do, Brian. You’re in charge.”

Normally, I would have felt demeaned if Brian was trying to control me in the bedroom. But now, I needed his guidance to push me in the right direction. I was determined to maximize his pleasure, no matter what I had to do for him. In fact, I almost hoped he would ask me to do something extremely dirty.

Brian, however, was still reeling from my transformation.

“Just suck my cock,” he said, throwing his hands in the air. “I don’t know, Rachel. Do what feels right!”

“You need to learn how to control me,” I said. It was almost as if someone else was speaking through my lips. I couldn’t string together a coherent thought in my head, yet at the same time, everything I was saying was intense and deliberate. I knew exactly what I wanted. Why? I was pre-programmed to behave this way. The app had changed my body and my personality; nothing was random anymore. Everything I did was designed to arouse my husband and satisfy his desires.

My lips parted and I sucked on the tip of his cock, watching as his body shuddered slightly. I opened wider to take more of it into my mouth, sucking slowly and rhythmically, making his shaft nice and slick. I extended my tongue and swept it from the tip to the base of his cock and back again, all the while teasing and tickling his balls with my fingertips.

I glanced at my nails and wondered why they were bare. I needed a manicure, ASAP. Actually, that would be a great way to fill my time. When I wasn’t cooking and cleaning and fucking my husband, I could spend my days shopping for sexy outfits, getting my hair done, and splurging on expensive mani-pedis. Beauty treatments had never appealed to me before, but now I had a much sexier canvas to work with. Painted nails and high heels and full makeup were no longer a fun option for nights out on the town; they were a necessity. I had to look as hot as possible, didn’t I?

I’d never enjoyed giving a blow job this much before. Brian leaned back, observing me as I sucked his cock like a porn star. I went as deep as I could, gagging slightly, only to recover and go even deeper. Soon, I was used to engulfing his entire cock so that it slid halfway down my throat. Whenever I sensed that he was going to cum, I backed away, teasing him gently again with my lips and tongue. I wanted to extend his pleasure for as long as possible.

“What else do you want to do with me?” I asked, running my hand up and down his cock as I swept my tongue over my red lips.

“Come here,” he groaned, beckoning for me to join him on the sofa. “Rachel, you’re driving me crazy…and I really need to get back to work…”

“Soon,” I said simply.

My husband began to kiss me. I immediately noticed how aggressive he was being with me. He plunged his tongue into my mouth, probing deeply in a way he’d never done before. Brian had always been tender and gentle with me. Even his hands were rougher than before; he was exploring my body hungrily, squeezing my breasts and pulling my shorts off to shove his fingers under my wet panties.

“I may need to spank this new ass of yours,” he said.

I obediently rolled over so that I was lying on my stomach, my body draped over his lap.

Brian tugged my panties off and slid them down over my ankles. He began to caress my bare ass.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “This is the most perfect butt I’ve ever seen.”

He slapped it a few times.

“Harder,” I urged.

The next spank stung, but in a good way. I lifted my head up and let out a moan of delight. Now that I was completely naked, I could feel my pussy dripping with wetness…

“Hey…wait a second,” my husband murmured, spreading my ass cheeks apart. “Let me see your pussy.”

I immediately rose so that I was standing on all fours. Brian pulled my thighs apart and examined my pussy carefully. My body quivered as he stroked my sensitive flesh.

“Even your pussy is different now,” he observed.

“How?”

“It’s just tighter. Prettier. You know…the kind of pussy you see in porn.”

I turned my head and smiled at him. “Did you ask for it to be different in your app?”

He chuckled. “I may have. I just didn’t expect it to work…that was a beta feature.”

It turned me on to know that my husband had slipped in a few additional changes when he was turning me into his perfect trophy wife. I should have felt manipulated and violated, but instead, I was increasingly turned on by the way he’d turned me into a sexy love doll.

“All I want to do is eat you out,” he sighed, nudging me further down on the couch and positioning himself behind me.

I felt the warmth of his breath on my inner thighs and then his tongue began to slide over my soft folds. I stifled a moan as he gripped my body tightly, caressing my hips and ass and thighs as his tongue probed my tight, wet hole. He bathed my clitoris in warm licks, exploring my entire pussy with his hot, agile tongue.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Just like that, baby…”

I caught a glimpse of our reflections in the mirror hanging on the wall across the room. With my long, flowing hair, my big breasts hanging down, my round ass sticking out, I looked more like a porn star than a housewife. The transformation really was unbelievable. And this was only the beginning.

The heat from his breath and the sensation of his wet tongue stroking my pussy were driving me wild. I barely even noticed as Brian shoved his fingers inside me, exploring my wetness.

“I think you’re ready for my cock,” he said in a sexy voice.

“Yes,” I agreed. “I’m so ready for you, Brian…”

His hard cock pressed against the entrance to my pussy. Brian ran his fingers through my silky hair, then grabbed me by the ass and plunged his cock into my tight, sopping wet hole. He slid deep inside me and stayed there for a moment. As he pulled out slowly, he reached beneath me to squeeze my big breast.

I wondered if Brian was fantasizing that he was fucking a woman who wasn’t his wife. From behind, I was completely unrecognizable. All he saw was my dark, cascading hair, my teeny-tiny waist and my round ass — not to mention my new and improved pussy. For some reason, it turned me on to think that my husband was imagining that I was a new woman. He wasn’t wrong. I definitely wasn’t the same Rachel that I used to be.

“You feel so good,” he whispered, pushing his dick deep inside me. His thrusts were slow and deliberate, but soon, they became quicker and more intense.

I hovered on the edge of ecstasy, closing my eyes as I focused on everything my body was feeling. A few more pounding thrusts that hit my G-spot and I would explode…

As I reached climax, I moaned my husband’s name. I glanced at my reflection again. My makeup was running off my face, but my hair still looked perfect. I was fascinated by the way I looked. Brian must have noticed that I was focused on the mirror, because he reached forward to pull my hair sharply.

“Stop staring at yourself,” he said gruffly. “You know you’re hot.”

“Yes,” I whispered obediently. I didn’t look at the mirror again.

Brian had just shown that he was learning how to dominate me. He would quickly get used to having a submissive, subservient bimbo for a wife. He began to fuck me even harder, thrusting into me as fast and deep as he could. All I could do was take it and wait for him to cum.

“Rachel,” he groaned, pumping in and out of me a few more times before burying his cock deep in my pussy. His warm, sticky seed filled me up. Brian pulled out and sat there on the couch, breathing heavily for a few moments as he regained his composure.

“That was fun,” I said, rolling onto my back and gazing up at him over my big breasts.

“Oh, yes…very fun,” he whispered, leaning down to give me a long, passionate kiss. “Unfortunately, I need to get back to work, honey.”

I pouted. “Really?”

“We can play again later, though.”

I didn’t argue with him. He was the sole breadwinner, so I was relying on him to get his work done. In the meantime, I could definitely find something
 to keep me busy. But my brain was so frazzled, I couldn’t come up with any good ideas on my own.

“And what do I do while you’re working? Should I cook you something?”

“I’m not that hungry,” he said bluntly as he put his clothes back on.

“Oh.” I stared at him, stunned into silence. “Um…in that case…should I clean the house?”

“You might distract me too much,” he said with a laugh. “Wait, I have an idea — why don’t you just put on your bikini and go hang out by the pool?”

“Okay!” I squealed, leaping to my feet, my tits and ass jiggling.

After cramming my new curves into my sky blue two-piece, I made sure to give my husband a good look at me before I went out to our pool. As I sat down on the edge and flipped through a magazine, my toes dancing in the cool water, I leaned back to bask in the rays of the late afternoon sun.

There had been no talk of undoing the effects of the app and reversing my transformation. I sensed that neither I nor my husband was ready to end this fantasy. Brian was finally getting a chance to experience life as a wealthy, successful man with a submissive and pristine wife. I was finally learning how to relax and explore my femininity without worrying about my career or feeling jealous of my husband’s success.

Little did I know, I wasn’t the only woman on the block who was about to be modified by Brian’s app. And my current state wasn’t the finished product, either. Brian was about to push me to the limit, turning me into his physical ideal and putting me into sexual situations that went beyond my dirtiest fantasies…











Part 2










E

 ver since my
 husband transformed my body and mind with a magical app, life had been fantastic. I had stopped searching for jobs and instead focused my attention on being his perfect little wife.

Every morning, I woke Brian up with a blow job under the sheets. I made him a hearty breakfast and then, while he worked the kinks out of his wife transformation app, I shopped or played with my makeup or painted my nails. By lunch time, I was usually horny again. If Brian was too busy to play with me, I would sit by the pool, wasting the day away until he wanted to fuck me again.

Sometimes, I went to the gym, but I had to stop when I became too much of a distraction for the male patrons. I was shocked when the manager approached me and suggested that I my revealing wardrobe was causing a lot of men — and a few women — to fall off the treadmills. I was almost relieved that I didn’t have to go there anymore; even I was aware that everyone was staring at my big breasts. Fortunately, my husband was more than willing to set up a home gym for me so I could stay trim and fit and sexy for him.

Brian, once a mild-mannered and sweet husband, had gradually grown accustomed to telling me what to do. Our sex was rougher and more passionate than ever before. The way he touched me and spoked to me now were completely different. We were no longer equals in our marriage.

Since I no longer had other interests — like reading, or watching documentaries, or going hiking — Brian decided to make a suggestion.

“I think you need a new friend,” he said one morning after I’d finished sucking him off.

I was still dabbing the corners of my mouth. “A new friend?”

“Yeah. You need another woman to go do things with. I don’t have time to make sure you’re happy all day, Rachel.”

“But the women in this neighborhood hate me!” I whined. “They’re all jealous of how hot I am!”

“Who wouldn’t be?” my husband asked, a mischievous smile on his face.

Even after just waking up, I looked hot as fuck. My long hair had taken on a wavy texture overnight. I was wearing a tight camisole and panties, which looked more like a sexy Halloween costume on me than a pair of pajamas. My lips were so plump, my eyelashes so long, I didn’t even need makeup.

“Don’t get mad at me,” he said, “but I invited our neighbors Sam and Madison over to watch the big tennis match on TV later.”

“Sam and Madison? I don’t even know who they are!” I cried. “Honey, I thought it would just be you and me tonight…”

He ignored my protests, climbing out of bed to start his day. I flopped back onto the pillows, biting my lip and pouting.

“You’ll like them,” he insisted. “So make something delicious for dinner and wear something sexy — not slutty, just sexy. I don’t want to scare them away.”

“Got it,” I said. The more I thought about it, the more I liked the idea of having a female friend. Hopefully, Madison would be just as obsessed with clothes and sex as I was.



* * *




A

 s Brian
 and Sam settled down on the couch in front of the TV, I flitted around the kitchen, making sure everything was perfect.

“You need any help?” Madison asked me.

“Mm…not really!” I said with a giggle.

I could tell that my neighbor was silently judging me, looking me up and down. I didn’t understand why. I looked sexy but classy in my tight black dress and heels. She was probably jealous of me. Madison was plain-looking, cute at best. She had thin lips and freckles and auburn hair; her chest and ass were flat as pancakes. I knew right away that there was no way we could be friends. We had nothing in common. I was a sexy domestic goddess, and she was simply my neighbor’s wife.

“So what do you do for work?” I asked, trying tom make conversation as I took the chicken wings out of the oven.

“I’m a reporter for the newspaper,” she said.

“Wow! That must be hard!” I gasped. I wasn’t joking, but Madison must have thought I was being sarcastic.

“What do you do?” she asked me.

“Nothing! Well, I take care of Brian. That’s my job,” I explained. “My husband is brilliant. He works, and I’m his perfect little wifey!”

Madison’s mouth was hanging open. “Sweetie, I’m sorry, but…that sounds so sad,” she said. “There must be something else you want to do with your life! Don’t you have any other goals?”

I couldn’t even remember what I used to do for work, so I shrugged. “Mm…well, I want to have a threesome! And Brian’s been talking about letting one of his coworkers fuck me. It turns me on just thinking about it!”

Madison was horrified by my bluntness. “Um…let’s go watch the game with the guys,” she said.

We brought the food into the living room where Sam and Brian were chatting. I plopped myself down at Sam’s side. He was pretty cute. I couldn’t figure out what he was doing with a boring woman like Madison.

“You’re going to love my wife’s cooking,” Brian said.

Sam tore into the chicken wings. “These are amazing! Rachel, you’re as fantastic as Brian said you were.”

I beamed. “Thanks, Sam…you’re sweet.”

I knew I shouldn’t flirt with my neighbor — a married man — but batting my lashes and giggling was how I responded to every guy. I couldn’t help myself, even though his flat-chested wife was sitting to my left and glaring at me.

As soon as Madison turned towards the TV, Sam’s eyes scanned my body. I almost wished that I was showing more cleavage. I would have loved to see his eyes bug out at the sight of my massive breasts.

“Sam and I actually met a while ago,” Brian said. “I don’t know why it took us so long to get together. We should do this more often!”

Madison was uncomfortably silent.

“I’d love that!” I squealed, running my fingers through my hair and inching closer to Sam.

“So would I,” he said. By this point, he seemed to have forgotten that his wife was sitting a few feet away. All he saw was my beautiful face, my curvy body, my smoldering gaze. I was every suburban man’s fantasy: a hot, ditzy, submissive wife. While Brian and I had a perfect marriage, Sam and Madison were stuck in a less pleasant reality.

Sam turned back to Brian. “You need to show me that app you’ve been working on…if it’s not confidential.”

Brian laughed. “I’ll show you another time. It’s still a work in progress, but it definitely has a lot of potential.”

I placed my hand on Sam’s knee. “Just wait until dessert. I made a blueberry pie! You’re gonna love it!”

I let my fingers slide up over his thigh for a moment. The sensation must have startled him. I could tell he got hard when I touched him.



* * *




I

 was swimming
 on a Saturday afternoon when Sam appeared, coming out the back door of the house.

“Sam! What are you doing here?” I cried, climbing up out of the water. I was soaking wet, and every curve on my body jiggled and trembled as I rushed towards him. My breasts spilled out over the edges of my white bikini top, tan and voluptuous. This bikini was far too small for me, but I didn’t care. It was way too hard to find a bathing suit that fit over my big tits.

“I thought I’d stop by to say hi to Brian, but it looks like he’s not around…the front door was unlocked, though.”

“That’s fine. I’m glad your here,” I said, clasping my hands together.

Sam had been stopping by the house more and more often. He was a programmer, too, and my husband had been showing him the workings of his new app. By now, Sam must have realized that my own sexy body was the product of technology and magic.

Madison made herself invisible; even though she was always invited over, she never came. She must have been insanely jealous of me, because every time we did cross paths in the neighborhood, she would avoid eye contact with me.

Sam and I sat down on the lounge chairs by the pool. I put on my expensive sunglasses and turned to face him. I barely even noticed that my tit had popped out of my bathing suit. My perky pink nipple was on full display.

“Um…uh…Rachel, you might want to…” He was blushing furiously as he gestured towards my chest.

I giggled and fixed the bikini. I felt no shame. In fact, now seemed like a better time than ever to flirt with my married neighbor.

“When was the last time you and Madison fucked?” I asked bluntly.

“Whoa!” Sam cried. He burst out laughing. “Um…that’s a personal question. When was the last time you and Brian fucked?”

“Two hours ago,” I said calmly.

“You two seem to have a pretty good sex life,” he said, chuckling nervously.

“We do. But Brian keeps talking about how I need to go play with other guys…he said it would turn him on to know that I was sleeping around and acting like a slut.” I licked my lips. “Actually, I think that’s why he wanted to be friends with you. He knew I would find you attractive.”

Sam was speechless. I decided to break the silence.

“I wouldn’t mind fucking you,” I murmured.

“I’m…I’m married…” he said, his voice breaking.

“So? If your wife’s jealous, that’s her problem. Come here, Sam.”

I beckoned for him to join me on my reclining lounge chair. Slowly, he stood up, sitting on the edge of the chair. I began to rub his back.

“Take off your shirt! You need a tan,” I insisted.

Sam obeyed me, moving almost robotically. His body wanted me, but his mind was still resistant to the idea of cheating.

I cooed as he revealed his toned, muscular torso. I would never tell my husband, but Sam had a sexy body. He was more fit than Brian.

“And your pants, too…it’s summer!”

“You’re crazy!” he laughed.

Sam undressed, and I began to massage his beck and shoulders. He didn’t turn to look at me. He must have been afraid of what I would do next.

“Something wrong?” I purred.

“N-Nothing’s wrong,” he stuttered.

“I don’t know why I’m so horny,” I sighed. “No matter how many times he fucks me, I’m still ready to get off again! maybe that’s why he wants to share me with other men. He’s tired of making love to me…”

“Who could ever get tired of making love to you?
 ” Sam blurted out. “If you were my wife, I’d keep you all to myself.”

“But I’m not your wife,” I said, hinting at the plain-looking woman that Sam had at home.

“That’s too bad,” he murmured.

“Lie down on your stomach and I’ll give you a better massage,” I suggested. “For some reason, Brian doesn’t like massages. But I love feeling like I’m serving a man…”

Sam obediently lay down on his stomach, turning his head to watch me squeeze sunscreen out of the bottle. Some of it squirted out onto my cleavage. I giggled as I rubbed it into my tan skin. My tits shimmered with the new coating of moisture.

I slowly massaged the sunscreen into his back, kneading all the tension out of his muscles. He let out a groan of satisfaction. I leaned down and whispered tightly into his ear, “Roll over so I can get the other side.”

He turned his body over and gazed up at me, his mouth hanging open as I worked my hands over his chest and abs. My right breast popped out of my bikini top and I didn’t bother shoving it back in. Sam let out a little moan as my tit hovered over his face.

“You’re making me so hard right now,” he admitted. “Maybe we should stop.”

I blinked. “I think that means we should keep going.”

“My wife’s gonna kill me…”

“She doesn’t have to know.”

I leaned down and pressed my lips against his. Next thing I knew, Sam was pulling me on top of him and my bikini top had fallen off completely. My enormous breasts sprang out, tan and bouncy. Sam’s hands were on them right away.

“All this from an app, huh?” he breathed, squeezing my breasts, as if to determine whether or not they were natural. It quickly became clear to him that they weren’t artificial implants.

“Mhmm,” I said, kissing him again. Our tongues met and swirled together. Sam and I had amazing kissing chemistry. Come to think of it, he was the first man I’d kissed since I met Brian.

“You think Brian will let me, uh…borrow the app?”

“I’m sure he would!” I said. I was tired of Sam talking about boring stuff like my husband’s job. I just wanted to play with his body.

I traced a line of kisses down over his neck and bare chest, then moved down to his abdomen.

“You’re totally hard,” I giggled, sliding his boxers off and watching as his erect rod sprang out. Wow…Sam was incredibly well-endowed.

My tongue, drawn to his meaty member, began to slide up and down his smooth shaft. Sam lay there helplessly as I serviced him. There was nothing he could do to convince me to stop what I was doing. I was a woman on a mission: to make him cum.

“Rachel?” he asked, his voice a low murmur.

“Yes?” I moved my mouth off his cock and replaced it with my hand, which stroked the shaft rhythmically. I’d gotten him nice and wet with my tongue, so my fingers slid easily over his member.

“I wish my wife was just like you.”

“I’m sure you do,” I murmured. It never even occurred to me what Sam was saying. He wanted to use Brian’s app to transform his average wife into a sexy babe like me. Meanwhile, all I wanted to do was make my neighbor cum. I had a one-track mind; I couldn’t see past the present moment, especially when there was a hard dick in my hand.

“You’re so fucking hot…”

I wrapped my lips around his cock and glided my mouth over his shaft, enveloping him completely. I knew that Sam had never received a blow job this good before. There was no way Madison could deep throat his cock effortlessly.

As I sucked him off, he began to breathe more heavily. I was this man’s poolside fantasy, a pornographic image of a woman who couldn’t keep her hands and mouth off of him. He must have thought he was dreaming.

“Is there anything you want to do to me?” I murmured.

“Um…you know…I’d love to fuck your tits,” he admitted sheepishly. “Is that weird?”

“No, it’s not weird at all,” I said earnestly. “That’s what they’re here for!”

I lay down on the ground and Sam came over to me, straddling my torso and grabbing the sunscreen bottle to squeeze more of it onto my breasts. He flicked my nipples a few times, provoking a reaction. “Stop that!” I giggled, writhing on the concrete.

“I could do anything I want to you, couldn’t I?” he asked in amazement.

“Yes,” I replied. “Whatever you want, Sam. I’m all yours…”

He bit his lip. “Maybe next time, I’ll fuck you. I just don’t want to do anything I regret today. I mean…what if Madison finds out?”

“Forget about Madison,” I said firmly. “Just enjoy my body, Sam. I’m waiting for you.”

I didn’t care about the fact that Sam had no interest in pleasuring me with his mouth or his hands or his cock. He was merely using me as an object to get himself off. In a way, I kind of preferred this dynamic. I fulfilled a very specific role in this man’s life. I was the “other woman,” and in his mind, he could never treat the other woman the way he treated his wife.

I pressed my breasts together, creating a tight space between my tits, and Sam slowly plunged his cock into my cleavage, inch by inch. “That feels good,” he groaned, closing his eyes. “I’ve always wanted to do this to somebody…your tits were made for this, Madison…”

“Madison?” I cried.

“I mean…Rachel…”

The seed had already been planted in his mind. Sam was determined to turn Madison into a trophy wife like me. He was already fantasizing about having a submissive love slave to call his own.

Sam slid his cock in and out of my cleavage over and over, fucking my tits hard and fast. I knew he wouldn’t last long. His eyes stayed shut, and I could only imagine what he was thinking about. He must have been picturing me as a sexier version of his wife: her auburn hair flowing down her back, her thin lips plumped up, her body lithe yet curvaceous, writhing beneath him. I was truly nothing but a vessel for this man’s pleasure.

“Shit…I’m close…” he breathed.

I braced myself for the inevitable eruption. A few more thrusts and a long rope of cum shot out of his meaty cock and landed on my chest and neck and lips. I instinctively swept my tongue over my lips to taste his seed.

“Thanks, Rachel,” he said softly, squeezing my breast one last time. “You’re the best. We should do this again.”

“Next time, you’ll have to fuck me,” I said, ignoring the fact that he’d called me Madison.

“I’d love that.”

I let Sam take a shower so that his wife would never suspect what he was getting into over here. Meanwhile, I went back into the pool topless, gently swimming from side to side. I had a feeling that soon, I wasn’t going to be the only busty babe on the block.



* * *




“
 Y

 ou look nice tonight
 , Rachel,” Brian said. Then, lowering his voice, he added, “But I can see your ass sticking out of your shorts.”

The tight denim cut-offs left little to the imagination; both of my ass cheeks hung out, round and sumptuous. I was wearing crystal platform heels on my feet and a black halter top over a push-up bra.

Tonight was a big night. Brian and Sam had agreed that it was time to transform Madison into a trophy wife like me. Madison, however, had no idea that the men were scheming. My job was to soften the blow; her husband wanted her to change, and Madison was surely going to resist, but I could show her just how much fun she would have if she let him have his way.

“Come on in!” Sam said, flinging the door open. “You’re just in time. The pizzas just came.”

Madison, as usual, was quiet. We ate dinner together, Sam openly flirting with me. Brian decided to try a different tactic tonight. He made sure to include Madison in the conversation and started telling her about his app.

“Listen…any problems you have in your marriage will disappear
 if you try this thing,” he said. “I’m not even supposed to be showing other people, but I know you’re trustworthy, Madison.”

“What does it do?” she asked, obviously intrigued.

“I’m not sure Madison can handle the truth,” Sam said. “His app is a little…intense…”

“Oh, come on! We’re all adults here!” she argued. “What exactly does your app do, Brian?”

He hesitated, pretending that he was telling her a dark secret. “Promise you won’t tell anyone? I’m under contract…only Sam and Rachel know about it…”

“I swear,” Madison said, eyes shining.

“I can turn you into the hottest version of yourself.”

“Um…what?” Madison leaned back in her seat.

Sam should have had more restraint, but he suddenly exclaimed, “Don’t you want to be a little more like Rachel?”

He put his arm around me and all I could do was shrug and giggle. “Stop it, Sam!” I cried.

Madison looked like she was about to cry. “I know you’ve been cheating on me, Sam. But I have no intention to change everything about myself to make you stop!”

Her husband pulled away from me to comfort her. “Honey, I’m sorry. I never actually slept with her, though…and every time we did anything together, I was thinking about you!”

Madison folded her arms over her flat chest and said indignantly, “So you admit it! You cheated! And I don’t believe for one second that you were thinking about me
 !”

“Yes. I was.” Sam took a deep breath. “I was thinking about you if you had more curves…and were a little more adventurous in bed…”

“But I don’t have curves,” Madison argued. Her voice sounded sad; she must have been insecure about her stick thin figure. Sam clearly preferred women with big tits and asses.

“If you want to, I can make it happen,” Brian said. “And if you’re not happy with the results, we can reverse it. Just think, Madison — you’ll be part of a tech revolution! Don’t you want to be one of the first people in on this?”

“I…I…guess…” she stammered.

Eventually, Brian and Sam persuaded Madison to stand up and pose for a picture. Then they beckoned her over to the sofa. Madison sat between them and Brian gave her the phone so she could control her own transformation. I was a little jealous that Madison had become the center of attention. I tried to make Sam notice me again by dancing seductively to the music that had been a backdrop to our conversation, but his eyes were fixed on Brian’s phone.

“Are these too big?” Madison asked, pointing at her breasts on the app.

“No. You can go even bigger,” Brian said.

“And what about…my lips?” Madison murmured. “Can you make them look a little more like Rachel’s?”

“Of course.”

“Don’t forget your hair. You know I love your beautiful hair and wish it was longer,” Sam said adoringly.

By the time Madison stood up to pose again, she was grinning from ear to ear. She had definitely warmed up to the idea of becoming a brand-new woman.

“All right…you ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be!”

Brian snapped a photo and instantly, Madison let out a gasp of surprise. Her entire body started trembling. “Is it…is starting?” she breathed.

“Yes. Just relax,” Brian said.

Sam licked his lips, gazing at his wife expectantly as her transformation began in earnest.

I stopped trying to capture his attention and instead stared at Madison, mesmerized by her swelling proportions. Suddenly, her casual T-shirt and shorts had morphed into a tight, sexy ensemble; her clothes were hugging her blossoming curves nicely. As her tits got bigger, her pretty auburn hair grew longer and more lustrous. Her whole face glowed, and the cynical expression in her eyes melted into blissful oblivion. Her lips became plump, like pink pillows, and her legs were suddenly much longer, her skin softer and smoother.

“These boobs are so big!” she gasped, clutching her rapidly-swelling breasts. Underneath her tight shirt, her bra snapped in half. Madison absentmindedly fished it out, standing there with her hands resting on her breasts, which were as big as basketballs. She was toying with her nipples, tweaking them through her T-shirt.

“God, I’m horny,” she groaned. She turned to Brian. “Brian, how can I ever thank you for helping me out?”

She climbed onto my husband’s lap, straddling him and pressing her breasts against his face. She had been overcome by lust, and the object of her desire was Brian, not Sam.

“This is a good way to thank me,” he said, his face turning red.

Madison must have felt incredibly powerful in that moment, because she tore off her T-shirt and began to grind against my husband’s crotch. Instead of resisting, Brian placed his hands on her hips and stared up at her, smiling.

“What about me?” Sam protested. “Honey, I thought you did this to make me happy…”

I thought this might be a good time to get Sam’s attention again, but Madison promptly climbed off Brian’s lap and got down on her knees in front of Sam.

“I did,” she said, gazing up at him with a sweet smile on her face. Madison guided his hands towards his zipper and Sam quickly undressed from the waist down. “But I’m so horny, Sam. I don’t think one dick will be enough to satisfy me tonight…”

Her pretty pink lips parted and she began to suck his cock vigorously. Brian got off the couch and stood behind her, pulling her hair back. Sam stared at the woman whose lips were wrapped around his dick, then at Brian.

“Do we…both fuck her?” he asked, letting my knowledgable husband lead the way.

“Yeah. She’s a slut now. We should treat her like one.”

Madison stripped off her shorts and panties and got back to work on her husband’s cock. She instinctively got on all fours, and Brian undressed quickly and positioned himself behind her.

“Come here,” he murmured to me, beckoning me with his finger.

“What am I supposed to do?” I whimpered. “There’s no cock left for me!”

“I’ll eat your pussy while I fuck her,” Brian said. He sounded a little impatient. How was I supposed to know what he wanted me to do? I felt helpless when Brian wasn’t giving me commands.

I stripped out of my clothes, and as Brian plunged his hard cock into Madison’s tight hole, he pulled me towards him, shoving his fingers into my wet pussy. I gasped, my breasts trembling. With his free hand, he held Madison’s body by the hip, keeping her steady.

Sam, leaning back on the couch, watched the scene in front of him in disbelief. His sexy bimbo wife was sucking his cock while another man fucked her; and there I was, a hot brunette getting fingered. The poor guy couldn’t handle this much stimulation. He came quickly, shooting his load into Madison’s mouth. She moaned softly as he finished, then pulled away from him.

Madison turned her head to watch Brian fucking her from behind. She glanced up at me, a little smirk on her face.

“Brian feels so good inside me,” she groaned. “Doesn’t it make you jealous to watch your husband fucking me?”

I didn’t have time to answer. My husband had pulled me closer again and his tongue was on my hot pussy. He swirled it over my clitoris in tight, circular lips. I groaned as her pleasured me, gazing down at Madison imperiously. Sure, my husband’s dick was inside her, but he wanted me
 to cum. He was just using her as a warm hole…

But Brian proved me wrong. As soon as my body started trembling with excitement, he stopped licking my pussy and began to focus all of his attention on sexy Madison.

“I want to ride your dick, Brian,” she announced in a sultry tone of voice.

I was left playing with my own pussy, watching as Brian lay down on the floor and Madison hopped on top of him. She began to bounce her pussy up and down on his hard rod, fucking him like a porn star in spite of her lack of experience. As I watched her big tits jiggling, I realized, sadly, that they were even bigger than mine. Madison was a perfect specimen now. For Brian, she was a novelty; he had already gotten used to having a hot, tan brunette to fuck every day. This auburn-haired beauty, with her creamy complexion and emerald eyes, was a new body for him to explore.

I started to cum just as Madison did. My husband’s cock must have been hitting her pussy at just the right angle. She rocked back and forth, eyes closed, moaning loudly.

“Madison,” Sam breathed from the couch, simultaneously obsessed with his wife’s new body and jealous that another man had gotten to fuck her first.

Brian let out a low groan as he finished inside her, and as soon as she was full of his cum, Madison stood up, giggling like the dumb bimbo she had become.

“That was fun!” she cried, clapping her hands together. “Wasn’t it fun, Sam?”

“That was fantastic,” he said. She sat down on his lap and the couple kissed. There was a renewed sense of passion between them. Their dead bedroom was about to become a whole lot sexier.

“Brian, let’s go home,” I said, putting my bra back on.

I felt a little wounded. I knew that my husband was in charge, and that he could fuck any woman I wanted — or make me fuck any man that he wanted me to. But the sight of Madison on top of him, tits jiggling, lips parted as she moaned in ecstasy, had been almost too much for me to bear. I wouldn’t be able to sleep until I knew that I was sexier than her again.

I pulled Brian out the front door.

“Brian, what do I have to do to make you want me again?” I said, grabbing his hand.

“Huh?” My poor husband was somehow oblivious to the fact that he had driven me mad with envy.

“I need you to make me hotter than Madison,” I insisted. “I know her tits are bigger than mine! And her pussy is probably tighter, too!”

Brian smirked. “I don’t know, honey. I like you the way you are. But we can make a few adjustments if you want…”

“Please,” I said desperately. “Turn me into your fantasy woman!”

I had just given my husband the power to use his magical app to do anything he wanted to me. Perhaps this was what he’d secretly been hoping for all along. Now that I was completely submissive and obedient to him, as well as dependent on him for affection, money, and sexual attention, I was willing to give up my last shred of individuality as a woman to become a fantasy object.

“I’m getting excited just thinking about what you’ll look like,” he said, biting his lip.

I couldn’t imagine the impossibly sexy woman he was envisioning, but I was eager to find out.











Part 3










“
 Y

 ou want
 me to turn you into my ultimate fantasy
 ?”

I nodded eagerly. “Yes…do whatever you want to me, Brian.”

My husband still couldn’t get over my request. “Is this because I paid so much attention to Madison last night?”

I shyly glanced away. “Hmm…maybe…”

I didn’t want to admit that sexy Madison had made me jealous. Just yesterday, I pitied the poor woman. Her husband Sam was obsessed with me and she couldn’t keep his attention. But now that Brian’s magical app had turned her into a gorgeous love goddess, she had no reason to envy me. Her breasts were bigger than mine, her hair was shinier, her lips were fuller. Brian and Sam had showered her with physical affection and practically ignored me.

“You know that you’re the only woman I love,” Brian insisted.

I stood up and walked across the room. “Come on, Brian. Just change me already!”

Maybe the effects of my initial transformation were wearing off, but bits of my old personality were creeping back into my behavior. I wasn’t oblivious and blissful anymore. Little things Brian did were getting on my nerves, and I was starting to get tired of the way he bossed me around all day. And perhaps it was just my imagination (or the fact that I was comparing myself with Madison) but my body wasn’t looking as hot today. I knew I needed a technological intervention.

“All right, all right,” he chuckled. “Let me take a picture of you.”

I flipped my hair back and posed for him, smiling demurely. Then I snuggled up next to him on the sofa, eager to see exactly what he wanted to change about me. I wasn’t worried about the effects of an extreme makeover; I was just excited to become the object of my husband’s desire again.

“I gave Sam a copy of the app, in case he noticed any bugs,” Brian said. “But I kind of wish I didn’t…I know it’s against my contract. If anyone gets wind of what this project is about, who knows what could happen?”

I waved away his worries. “Oh, don’t stress about it, baby…it’ll be fine! No matter what, you have me.” I gave him a kiss on the cheek. “So what are you going to do to me?”

“You really want to know what I fantasize about?” he gulped.

“Uh-huh. Don’t hold back.”

“Don’t get mad…”

He began to toggle through the options on the app, and as he altered my appearance, a brand-new woman took shape on the screen. I was alarmed when Brian gave her long, platinum blonde hair.

“Blonde?” I giggled. “But you married a brunette!”

“Before I met you, I only dates blondes,” he said with a wink. I didn’t know if he was kidding. “Besides…all good trophy wives are blonde.”

“Oh. Right!”

“And you do
 want everyone to notice you, right? No one can ignore a sexy blonde.”

“Of course I do,” I breathed. “I want every guy to look at me!”

I felt so silly. How could I call myself a trophy without a mane of silky golden hair? As usual, my husband’s wisdom impressed me.

“I’ll make you a little taller, too…high heels can only do so much…”

The woman in the photo became more statuesque. She started to have the proportions of a mannequin. A real woman (who wasn’t a supermodel) would never have such elegant, long legs.

“And my ass?” I giggled.

“Bigger. Way bigger. I want it to look fake, like you got butt implants. All the hot celebrities have big asses, right?” he said.

“Is that what you fantasize about?” I murmured. “Fucking a woman with a big ass?”

Brian grinned. “Yeah, for when I hit it from behind. Or do anal. It would be a great view.”

“You’re so smart, Brian,” I gushed, stroking his chest. “I would never think of these things!”

“Now, your lips…” I watched in awe as he made my pout much more plump. There was nothing realistic about those lips.

“Mm…that looks nice…and I just bought all those different colored lipsticks. Even better to try them with a new pair of lips.”

“And now, for the grand finale: your breasts.”

On the tiny screen, my tits tripled in size. I kept thinking that Brian was going to stop, but he kept expanding them. They looked like water balloons that had been filled to burst. I let out a little gasp.

“Will I even be able to stand up?” I asked softly.

“Remember, they won’t behave like normal breasts…they weigh far less. You won’t have any problems getting around,” Brian explained. “And if you do, we can make them smaller again. But I have a feeling you’re going to love your new tits, Rachel.”

“If you love them, then I’ll love them,” I said, nodding decisively.

“Go stand over there and I’ll transform you,” Brian said.

The way he spoke was so nonchalant, as if I was about to change into a new dress or get a spray tan. Instead, my body was about to undergo some extreme changes.

I stood up, waiting for the bright flash to make me see spots again. There was a brief moment when a million doubts flooded my mind. What if this makeover was too much? What if I completely lost my sense of self?

But before I could tell him to hold on, Brian had snapped a picture of me. I stood there, my body quivering in anticipation. I was wearing a simple white summer dress today; even though it was hot out, I suddenly began to shiver. I quickly realized that I was getting taller, gaining about four inches in height in a matter of moments.

“Brian…this feels strange…” I whimpered.

Indeed, the original transformation hadn’t made me feel so dizzy and queasy.

“Don’t worry. That feeling should pass soon,” he said, waving his hand dismissively. I noticed that my husband wasn’t coming over to comfort me. Instead, he was leaning back on the couch so he could enjoy the show. I was just entertainment to him now.

“Oh!” I cried out as my curves began to blossom. I already had generous proportions — full breasts, a round butt and wide hips — but they quickly expanded.

I had gone from a sexy woman to a pulsating mass of expanding flesh. My body didn’t belong to me anymore. Bodies like this didn’t even exist in nature. I was just a bunch of sexual parts strung together for my husband’s pleasure.

The growth of my breasts was impressive. Fortunately, this dress was stretchy, and it easily accommodated my swelling chest. The two mountains of flesh grew and grew, and it wasn’t until the seams of the dress started to pop that I got worried. What would I even wear with these ridiculous proportions?

“I think my dress is about to rip,” I murmured, watching as the white fabric gave way and the two quivering, gigantic tits burst out. They seemed to have a mind of their own now — they definitely wanted to be seen. It wouldn’t be easy to contain these round orbs of flesh, with their over-sized nipples.

I let the remains of the garment fall off my body and stood before my husband in nothing but a skimpy red thong. I felt my flesh tingle all over my face and realized that I was becoming more beautiful in every way. As my lips swelled, they tingled intensely.

“Well…I think your transformation is complete,” Brian said. In his awe and amazement, he had forgotten all about his phone, letting is slip between the couch cushions.

My worries dissipated. For the first time, I caught a glimpse of my new blonde hair. It was so silky, it could have belonged to a doll. Now I finally knew exactly the type of woman that turned my husband on. I was finally his perfect blonde bimbo, his sexy creation, his submissive trophy wife…

“What do you think?” I asked coyly, twirling my platinum hair around my glittery fingernail.

“You look as sexy as I knew you would,” he said.

Brian had never looked at me this way before. There was an intense, overpowering lust in his gaze. And I had certainly never felt this way before — so free of all self-doubt, so sexy, and so…dumb.

Like, really dumb.

Every time I opened my mouth to speak, I had to stop and think of the right words. My intellect had been destroyed completely by the physical transformation. I wasn’t just ditzy and bubbly. I was completely empty-headed.

“Now what?” I asked helplessly. I was almost completely naked, hot as hell, and incredibly horny.

“I just can’t get over how different you are,” Brian murmured. “Come over here…”

I slowly crossed the room, sitting down on his lap. I nearly smothered him with my tits, but Brian didn’t seem to mind. He was already rock hard.

A playful gesture on my part turned into an aggressive one — I swung my body to the right, forcing his head between my tits. I heard him moan softly as my massive breasts encased his face.

“Rachel,” his voice moaned from between my tits.

I slid up and down a few inches, enjoying the sensation of his warm breath in my cleavage. Then I moved to the side and let him suck my nipple into his mouth. He bit it gently, then swirled his tongue over the nub of pink flesh.

“You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen,” he groaned. “Fuck, Rachel. I don’t know how I’m going to get any work done now…”

“Forget about work. I’m here for you to fuck,” I replied. As simple-minded as I was, I always knew the right thing to say when it came to sex. It was my specialty, after all.

Brian couldn’t take my teasing anymore. He pushed me down onto the sofa and pinned me against the cushions. He began to kiss me aggressively, his tongue probing between my plump lips. “You are so fucking hot,” he murmured between kisses. “All the guys in the neighborhood are going to be so jealous of me.”

“Why?” I asked, genuinely perplexed.

“Because they’ll all want to fuck you.”

“Ohhh,” I giggled. “Then why can’t they fuck me, too?”

“I may let them…so I can watch,” he groaned before shoving his tongue in my mouth again.

My husband began to kiss my neck, then moved over my chest, playing with my tits again before reaching my perfectly flat tummy. Then his tongue swept over my hipbones and between my thighs. Every touch and lick and caress made me feel like I was about to explode. I was extremely sensitive and receptive to physical pleasure now.

As Brian’s agile tongue slid down the length of my pussy, I shivered uncontrollably. I was the perfect plaything for him now, with the body of a blow-up doll and the sexy moans of a porn star. He couldn’t get enough of my pretty pussy.

His tongue swirled rapidly over my clitoris, and he began the repetitive motion that he knew would send me over the edge. Within a few moments, I was already writhing and groaning on the couch, my fleshy breasts quivering.

“Yes…yes…don’t stop…”

As I came, waves of ecstasy poured through my body. I screamed with pleasure. Brian didn’t stop what he was doing. He ate my pussy until I came a second time, and then a third time. By then, I was dripping with wetness and covered in sweat.

“God,” I moaned, stretching my arms out. “That was fantastic, Brian…”

He climbed on top of me and kissed me again. I could taste my wetness on his lips, which turned me on even more. As we made out, he loosened his belt and started to take his clothes off.

“You ready for me?” he murmured.

“I can’t wait,” I replied. “I need your cock inside me…”

His meaty rod slid easily into my wet hole, and as he plunged deep inside me, he didn’t stop kissing me. My husband gripped and squeezed my big breasts. He couldn’t get over their massive size. After a series of rapid thrusts, he stopped fucking me suddenly.

“Babe,” he sighed, his lips against my neck, “can we change positions? I really want to fuck you from behind and watch that ass bounce.”

“Whatever you want!”

It wasn’t easy to maneuver my curvaceous form, but I managed to roll over onto my stomach and get up onto my hands and knees.

Brian sat back, admiring my curves for a minute.

“This is unreal,” he said, laughing softly to himself. “Shit…”

He pulled my long blonde hair sharply, pulling my head back. I gasped in surprise.

“I can’t believe you’re my wife. I just…wow…Rachel, you’er the hottest woman on the planet.”

“Just fuck me already!” I cried impatiently. “Please…”

My husband was trying to pay me a compliment, and all I could do was beg him to fuck me. I didn’t have enough brain power to handle sex and compliments at the same time. My body had overtaken my mind.

His dick slid slowly into my tight slit, inch by inch, until he was completely buried inside me. Brian held my hair with one hand and my hip with the other. He pulled out and then, gripping my flesh tightly, he began to fuck me hard and fast. He’d never been this rough with me before, even after my first transformation. My husband was treating my body like a sex toy.

“Fuck,” he groaned, letting go of my hair so that he could hold my body with two hands. His fingers dug into my flesh.

Without even realizing it, I started squeezing my pussy muscles around his cock and popping my ass out in time with each thrust. I wanted this to feel as good for him as possible. Instinctively, I knew exactly what to do. His deep groans of pleasure let me know that he was enjoying himself.

I couldn’t even imagine what I looked like right now. Sweat was dripping down my tan body, making my jiggling tits glisten beneath me. My pussy had never been this wet before. Brian slapped my ass as he continued to fuck me. I heard him grunting from exertion.

There was nothing else in the world except for me and my wonderful husband. Every day, he would fuck me like this. Even though the transformation could be reversed, neither of us would ever dare to do it. How could I live life as a normal woman now that I’d experienced sex in my new form? This perfect body was made to be fucked, and nothing else.

I knew that Brian was getting close to orgasm. His breathing was ragged, and I heard him grunt a few times as he thrust into me. Finally, he pushed his cock into my pussy one last time and moaned my name. He pulled out, cum dripping onto my bare ass and down my smooth thighs.

“Baby,” I sighed, unable to think of anything else to say.

“Baby,” he whispered, pulling me down into a snuggling position on the couch. He kissed me again, this time tenderly.

“I can’t believe you were jealous of Madison,” he said, smirking. “Wait until she and Sam see you now.”

I giggled. “Yeah. Why would I ever be jealous of her
 ?”

Brian stood up, slapping my ass. “Let’s get a shower. We both need it.”

“Okay!”

I would still need to figure out what to wear. Did I have to buy new clothes again? Once I had washed myself off, I found a few stretchy dresses that just barely squeezed over my curves. It wasn’t a perfect solution, but it would have to do.

“Brian,” I said, batting my eyes, “I think I need some money to go shopping.”

“Again?” he groaned. Then, grinning, he said, “Sure. Buy whatever you want.”

I squealed with joy. “Thanks, Brian!”

I couldn’t wait until I had a new wardrobe and I could go out in public as a hot blonde trophy wife. I was proud to belong to my husband and eager to let him show me off.

As far as I was concerned, the “game” was over. I would settle into my new life as a dumb blonde, enjoy mind-blowing sex with my man, and never have to modify myself again. I was absolutely perfect now.

Little did I know, I was about to discover that I wasn’t the only woman on the block who felt this way.



* * *




I

 t had been
 about a week since Brian and I had spoken to any of our neighbors. He was wrapped up in his work, and I was still getting used to my new body. When Sam called to invite us over to a dinner party at his place, I knew it would be the perfect time to debut my new figure.

As I shimmied into my white tube top and pink miniskirt, my husband watched me. He was endlessly fascinated by me now.

“What are you looking at?” I giggled.

“Every guy is going to get an erection the second you walk into the party,” he said, shaking his head in disbelief.

“You should have seen the way people were looking at me when I went to the mall,” I said.

“I can only imagine.”

I swiped some gloss onto my lips, fixed my hair (even though it looked perfect already), and lined my eyes. I couldn’t wait to be seen. No one would recognize me.

Brian and I walked hand-in-hand down the street until we approached Sam and Madison’s house. I was excited to see the look on poor Madison’s face. The sexy redhead was going to be in for a shock when she saw that she could never compete with me.

To my surprise, the door was opened by a blonde who was just as voluptuous as me. She was wearing a similar outfit, too. The emerald sparkle of her eyes gave her away.

“Madison?” Brian asked, his mouth hanging open.

“Brian! So good to see you!” she cried, giving him a hug that was far too intimate for my liking. Her big tits nearly suffocated him.

Suddenly, Brian realized exactly what had happened. “Oh, no. I gave Sam the app so he could check it for bugs…not so he could transform you!”

“Sam loves the app!” Madison cried, completely oblivious to my husband’s worries. “He shared it with all of our friends in the neighborhood. Come on in!”

Brian was appalled, but instead of feeling jealous of Madison, I saw her as my equal. She led us into the house and the truth was revealed: Sam had given the app to all the men in our neighborhood…and all the men had used it to transform their wives into perfect blonde trophy wives.

It was as if I had stepped into a hall of mirrors. Other than slight differences, such as hair length and height and makeup style, all of the women in the room looked identical.

“Sam, I thought I told you this was between you and me,” Brian hissed.

Sam chuckled. “I couldn’t keep a thing this good a secret. I mean, come on! Aren’t you happy with the results?”

He and Brian looked around the room. There was enough eye candy in here to keep a man happy forever. There was dance music playing, and the blonde bimbos were practically bursting out of their clothes as they began to dance seductively with one another, pressing their breasts together, some even going so far as to make out with one another.

As the men stood back and watched, their dicks getting hard in their pants, I decided to join the fun. A woman I didn’t even recognize grabbed my hand. She had the cutest nails — I was dying to know where she got her manicures. But I didn’t have time to ask, because before I knew it, her lips were pressed against mine and her tongue was slipping into my mouth.

I’d never been attracted to women before, but I saw these babes as an extension of myself. We were all hot as fuck, and we came together like magnets. Or maybe we were just putting on a show for the men and fooling ourselves into thinking it turned us on. Either way, I was getting wet with this sexy woman’s tongue in my mouth and her hands on my ass.

“So good to see you, Rachel,” she said. “Remember me? I’m Lisa. Dan and I live next door to you…”

Wow. Lisa was completely unrecognizable. She used to be a raven-haired woman, short and heavyset, who shunned makeup and wore thick glasses. Now, she was a curvy blonde supermodel like the rest of us.

Sam turned the music up and it made all the housewives get even more excited and playful. We began to pull men into the dance circle, grabbing them randomly. I saw another woman steal Brian, so I turned to Sam instead.

“I’ve been thinking about you a lot,” I purred, grinding up against him seductively. I turned around, pressing my big ass against his hard cock. My breasts slipped out of my tube top, and I hastily shoved them back in.

“You were sexy before, but you’re absolutely perfect now,” he groaned, his breath hot against my ear.

“Thanks,” I said, turning around and kissing him passionately.

With all of this pent-up sexual tension, it was clear that the party was about to dissolve into an orgy. Small groups began to break off. Sam was pulled away by two women who had already stripped down to their lacy lingerie. Across the room, two men were sitting on either side of a topless blonde who was fingering herself through her panties.

“I’ve been looking all over for you,” a familiar voice said.

“Brian! I’m so glad you found me!”

“Let’s go upstairs,” he said. He beckoned for Madison and Lisa to join us.

Once the four of us were alone in the master bedroom, Brian got undressed. His cock was hard and ready to go. He’d never fucked three women before, but he was definitely up for the challenge.

Madison, Lisa, and I sat perched on the edge of the bed, lips parted as we stared at his dick. All three of us were hypnotized by my husband. He approached us and, one by one, we sucked his member, each of us gazing obediently into his eyes. He was our master for the night.

As Lisa gave him a slow, seductive blow job, Madison and I tore off our clothes and began to make out on the bed. She climbed on top of me, and I thought her tits would smother me. Brian watched us as we kissed. As soon as Lisa saw what was going on behind her, she stopped sucking his cock and stripped out of her tight ensemble.

“Fuck me first, Brian,” she begged.

“No!” Madison squealed, rolling off of me and lying on her back, her legs spread wide to show off her pussy. “Fuck me first!”

I hung back, wondering if Brian would dare pick one of these women over his own wife.

I was shocked as he went for Lisa first, climbing on top of her and wasting no time. He began to pound her pussy, gazing into her eyes. I noticed that he didn’t kiss her, though. Instead, his lips hovered inches away from hers. After several pumps, he pulled out, burying his face between her breasts for a few moments before moving down the line.

“My turn,” Madison said, waiting expectantly for Brian to pounce on her.

He fucked her slowly and passionately. I wondered if he slowed down his pace so he didn’t cum too quickly. It wasn’t every day that my husband got the chance to fuck three equally hot blondes.

“Mm…Brian…you feel so good inside me…remember the last time you fucked me?” Madison cooed, glancing at me. “Why don’t you cum inside me?”

She must have thought I would have been jealous. I simply didn’t care about the past. The only thing that mattered was right now. I was horny and ready to be fucked, my legs open, my clitoris throbbing as I jiggled it back and forth with my fingers.

“You’re sexy, Madison,” he groaned, thrusting into her one last time before pulling out slowly. “But I came to the party with Rachel…”

Madison pouted as my husband began to kiss me. She was quickly distracted by Lisa, who began to eat Madison’s pussy.

“You’re all crazy,” Brian laughed as he positioned himself on top of me. He gazed into my eyes. “Rachel, you’re still the sexiest woman here. I want you to know that.”

“I love you,” I whispered, bracing myself for his hard cock inside me.

Even though I was the third woman Brian had penetrated today, I wasn’t jealous or bitter at all. Instead, I was utterly, blissfully happy. I knew my husband loved me and no one else. I belonged to him.

He pumped in and out of my pussy, occasionally glancing over at the other two blondes, who were still playing nearby. Madison screamed loudly as she came, and then they switched positions, Madison swirling her agile tongue over Lisa’s tight, pretty pussy. I barely even noticed them, though. My husband was about to cum inside me, and that was all that mattered.

He exploded just as Lisa did. As she moaned ecstatically, he groaned my name, filling my pussy with a huge load of cum.

“I love you, too,” he murmured, finally responding to my passionate declaration.

The four of us collapsed on the bed, completely exhausted. I couldn’t even imagine what was going on in other rooms of the house.

I was far too ditzy to think about the consequences of this mass transformation. As more and more men shared the app with one another, more and more women would be transformed into dumb, hot blondes. Brian looked like he was deep in thought. He must have been wondering what would happen as the app he’d designed started to spread around the world like a virus. Men everywhere would turn their wives and girlfriends — and bosses, coworkers, and friends — into purely sexual creatures.

Meanwhile, the only thing I cared about was where that other woman had gotten her nails done. I wasn’t worried about the future. I was hot, I had a sexy and brilliant husband, and today, I’d discovered that I enjoyed playing with other women. Life was beautiful now that I was a perfect trophy wife.
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T

 he Bimbo Experiment




Layla has finally made the cut for the women’s soccer team, and she couldn’t be happier....until a series of bizarre, erotic events changes everything for Layla and her teammates.

When the team’s goalie, Jenna, shows up to practice with voluptuous new curves
  and a vapid personality, Layla is determined to find out how the former tomboy transformed so quickly. Even worse, Layla’s boyfriend is attracted to beautiful Jenna. It soon becomes clear that Jenna is patient zero of a bimbo virus
  transmitted by kissing. And once Layla catches her boyfriend cheating with Jenna, it’s only a matter of time before Layla transforms into a hot, mindless bimbo, too.

Soon, the whole team and their coach have been reduced to beautiful, busty airheads
  who are eager to seduce every man in sight. But when Layla morphs back into her old self, she’s desperate to become a voluptuous sexpot again. Determined to discover the source of the mysterious bimbo virus, Layla heads to the lab where it originated. There, the male researchers responsible for the bimbo epidemic
 decide to use Layla as the test subject for their next experiment and teach her the true meaning of submission...
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Plastic Wife: Becoming His Bimbo Fantasy



Miranda is eager to get to know her new neighbors, until she finds out that Greg Wells, a plastic surgeon, is married to bubbly blonde Stacy, his very own plastic trophy wife
 . Suddenly, all of Miranda's insecurities swell. As her husband Jay gets closer to their new neighbors, Miranda begins to worry that he secretly desires a hot blonde supermodel
  like Stacy.

Slowly but surely, Miranda becomes obsessed with the idea of transforming herself into a sexier woman. Stacy encourages her to dye her hair blonde and wear more revealing clothes, but it's not enough to satisfy Miranda. Eventually, she turns to Greg for help. When the surgeon offers to sculpt her body to perfection
  by giving her free breast implants and other body modifications, she decides to go through with the extreme plastic surgery makeover
 .

But nothing in life is truly free, and Miranda knows that the Wells have ulterior motives for turning her into a clone of Stacy. Once she's transformed, Miranda is eager to give in to their dirty desires, along with her husband's...
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Bimbo Nerds: 10 Hot Stories



This raunchy collection of short stories features 10 erotic tales
  about shy, nerdy young women
  who transform into voluptuous, irresistible bimbos
 . These quiet bookworms and gamer girls leave behind their geeky interests in favor of a brand-new hobby: satisfying every hot guy
  in sight.

These stories contain explicit sexual encounters and magical bimbo transformations.
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10 Sexy Breast Expansion Stories



This naughty collection of short stories features 10 sexy tales
  about ordinary young women whose bodies are completely transformed
 . Flat-chested women become hot, busty babes
  with insatiable libidos
 .

These stories contain explicit sexual encounters
  and explore the themes of breast expansion
 and bimbofication
 .
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