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		Bimbo Ghost

		

		“S trange occurrences have been reported tonight,” the voice on the tv news blared. “Some are contributing these occurrences to it being a full moon on Halloween.”

		Mira turned off the tv. It had been background noise as she got ready for her date. But now she was ready.

		The idea of going on a blind date on Halloween had not been hers, but she was fine with it. Mira had never been much of a holiday celebrating person. She had stopped trick-or-treating at a young age and never felt the draw to dressing up in costumes.

		That was what made the offer of a blind date so appealing. It was a way to spend the holiday without having to get dressed up in a costume or do anything remotely Halloween related. And what was more, Mira might be able to break out of her romantic rut that saw her spending far too many nights alone in the past several years. As far as she was concerned, the whole blind date idea, as painful as blind dates potentially were, was a win-win.

		As Mira stepped out of her small apartment and into the bracing cold air, she pulled her leather jacket tighter around her. She could only imagine what all those women who couldn’t come up with a good costume idea and went as a sexy version of something were feeling. As they went off to their Halloween parties in clothes that barely covered them, they had to be freezing. At least Mira was able to wear warm clothes.

		Beneath Mira’s jacket was a black turtleneck sweater. She had paired that with a basic pair of blue denim jeans and flat generic sneakers. She had not even bothered with purse, since her jacket had enough pockets for everything she needed, her phone, keys, and her wallet.

		Most of Mira’s preparation for her date was in adding a layer of makeup that she usually went without. The red lipstick in particular was a new addition, but she had to admit the color made her lips pop against her pale skin. Mira did not get outside much and her skin flitted between pale and deathly pale, depending on the lighting.

		The restaurant where she was to meet James was not far away. In fact, it was so close, that Mira ignored her car and decided to walk. The cold night air felt invigorating and she wanted to see what James thought of her when she showed up without a car. Would he think she was eco-conscious for taking an alternative form of transportation or would he think she was poor, not being able to afford to put gas in her car, assuming she could afford to own one? The real truth was somewhere in the middle. Mira preferred to call herself frugal over poor, but she was not someone who could just go out and buy whatever she wanted whenever she wanted. She knew her limits.

		However, Mira’s walk to the restaurant would take her past the city cemetery. That was normally no big deal, but she did not usually go out for walks after dark. Still, she was an adult woman and she was certain that any antics that involved the cemetery would probably also involve teens making fools of themselves. At least the full moon meant there was more light than usual and Mira could avoid any unnecessary confrontations.

		The cemetery was about a quarter-mile on each side and the restaurant was on the far side, meaning unless Mira wanted to cut through the cemetery, she would have to walk about half of its perimeter. That was not a big deal. She walked longer distances all the time and in worse conditions.

		However, as soon after Mira began walking alongside the cemetery, she glanced over her shoulder and noticed there was someone behind her. The lighting was bad, even with the full moon, making it hard to see who the person was or if they were following her in particular.

		Mira’s solution was simple. She increased her pace. She could see her own breath as she pushed on through the cold night. The air temperature seemed at least 10 degrees colder than when she left her apartment only a few minutes before.

		Glancing over her shoulder, Mira saw the person was closer now, although still seemed to be cast in shadow. Was the person following her? She could not be sure, but she grasped her keys in her hand, ready to strike with them if necessary. Her other hand gripped her cell phone, ready to dial for help if needed. Mira knew how to take care of herself and she knew when to ask for help as well.

		Mira rounded the corner of the cemetery and found herself in darkness. The street lights flickered weakly and the trees that lined the edge of the cemetery blocked out the light from the moon. She glanced back one last time, but failed to see the person who had been behind her, even through the wrought iron fence of the cemetery.

		“Weird,” Mira said, realizing for the first time that she had been a little scared.

		Mira pulled out her phone to check on the time. It looked like she might be a couple minutes early, but that was fine by her. She had no idea what James looked like, but they had planned to text each other once they each arrived to connect for the first time in person.

		James and Mira did not need to make this a blind date. They had been set up by mutual friends, however, once the texting started, it had seemed like an interesting way to go. It had been Mira’s idea. She did not want to see James before the date and she liked the idea of making him wait to decide if she was attractive enough for him. It was hard to say her idea would work, but it certainly beat trying to find decent guys to date by spending her weekends at bars and pubs. Those social scenes were neither fun nor conducive to meeting the kind of men she was interested in.

		However, as soon as Mira looked up from her phone, she found herself standing face to face with a woman she could not fully comprehend. The woman appeared phased out or washed out somehow, as if she was not completely there.

		Mira’s first thought was this had to be a trick somehow. There was no way this was real. There was no way this woman could appear almost see-through.

		“Um, hello,” Mira said as she stood there, hesitating as she considered her options.

		“Hi,” the woman said, her voice sweet as honey. “I’m Gigi. What’s your name?”

		“Hello, Gigi,” Mira began. Hearing the woman’s voice, she came across as childish, at least in mind. Was this some new kind of costume that Mira had never seen before? “I’m, um, Mira.”

		“You’re nice,” Gigi said. “I’m, like, sorry to bother you and stuff, but I was wondering if you could help me?”

		Before Mira could answer she took a closer look at Gigi. Her shape and form were hard to make out in the darkness, but she appeared to be quite the looker. Big, round breasts dominated her body, along with wide hips and a vacant expression on her face.

		“Do you need help?” Mira asked, assuming Gigi needed something like medical help. Could doctors fix the fact she appeared less than opaque? “Can I call—“

		“Ooh, you will help me,” Gigi cheered. “Goodie.”

		“I didn’t…” Mira countered, but it was too late.

		Gigi jumped forward toward Mira as if she were about to tackle the woman. However, as soon as Gigi made contact with Mira, instead of pushing Mira back, it was as if Mira’s body absorbed Gigi’s body.

		Mira gasped as heat built up inside of her where Gigi seemed to enter her body, passing straight through her clothes and skin. This was impossible, but Mira’s eyes, ears, and physical sensations told her otherwise.

		And before Mira could even think to scream out or run away, Gigi was gone. She had been completely absorbed by Mira’s body.

		“Wha— What happened?” Mira asked out loud. She felt confused. Had she just been hallucinating? Was this some kind of trick? Was this some sort of special effect and someone was going to jump out of the bushes in surprise?

		“You’re helping me, silly,” Gigi’s voice said.

		Mira jumped, her body swiveling around, her eyes scanning for the source of the voice. But Mira was alone. There was no one there, least of all Gigi.

		“Where are you?” Mira called out. “I know you’re trying to trick me.”

		“No one’s trying to trick you, Mira,” Gigi said. “And I’m inside you.”

		“I— I don’t understand,” Mira stuttered.

		Gigi sighed. It was loud and rattled around inside Mira’s head.

		“I’m going crazy. That’s it. That has to be it. I’m going crazy.”

		“You’re not going crazy,” Gigi said. “You just have an extra person inside your head right now.”

		“Wait, what?” Mira asked. She wanted to stomp and curse, but something held her back, like there was an invisible force acting on her body.

		“Hmm, I was hoping for something more fun than this,” Gigi said, ignoring Mira’s question. “You and I have a lot of work to do tonight before you show up for your date.”

		“What the hell is going on?” Mira screamed. She felt like she had to force herself to use the word hell, as if something or someone was actively trying to control her vocabulary.

		“Fine,” Gigi said. “I was hoping you would be more understanding and just let things happen, but I guess I have to explain everything. For being such a smart girl, you sure don’t, like, get it when a ghost tries to possess you.”

		“You’re a ghost?” Mira asked, her stomach jumping up into her throat. “But ghosts—“

		“Aren’t real?” Gigi interrupted. “Guess what, you just met your first ghost.”

		Mira leaned back against the cemetery fence. She could not believe this was happening to her. She could not believe that she had the ghost of a woman inside of her or that she was even conversing with a ghost at all.

		“But I’m not just any ghost,” Gigi continued. “I’m a bimbo ghost. That means we’re going to have lots of fun tonight.”

		“I’m not looking for fun,” Mira countered. “I’m just about to meet up with someone for a blind date.”

		“I know,” Gigi said, giggling. “I can read your mind.”

		“You can what?”

		“You’re just going to have to get used to it,” Gigi answered. “If you pay attention, you’ll be able to read my mind too, but I have to warn you, there isn’t much going on up there.”

		“Because you’re a bimbo?” Mira asked.

		“That’s right,” Gigi said excitedly. “Maybe this will work after all.”

		“What will work?”

		“I’m going to help you on your date tonight,” Gigi said. “See, I died a long time ago on a night just like this one. Normally I am stuck in the other realm, but I get to come out once every 19 years, when there is a full moon on Halloween. Other ghosts get other nights, but this night is my night. So I get to come out and play and I chose to play with you.”

		“You were watching me before,” Mira said. “You were the person following me.”

		“Yeppers,” Gigi said. “Wow, you really are smart. But I bet you’ll have a lot more fun tonight if we dial that down. Guys like to be the smart ones. Maybe that’s why you haven’t been laid in—“

		“We don’t need to go into that,” Mira interrupted. “And I’m doing just fine. I’m just in a bit of a rut right now.”

		“If you want to talk about ruts, I’ve been stuck with a bunch of dead dudes for the past 19 years. Now that’s what I call a rut.”

		“But you’re dead too,” Mira said, pointing out the flaw in Gigi’s logic.

		“Yeah, but I’m not like rotting dead. I’m a ghost.”

		“Okay, fine,” Mira said. “How do you plan to help me with my date tonight? I have to be there in a few minutes. We don’t have much time.”

		“You want my help?” Gigi asked, seemingly genuinely surprised. “I wasn’t expecting you to give in that easy.”

		“Whatever,” Mira said, growing annoyed. She found people who talked like Gigi to be grating on her nerves sometimes. The banality of bimbo speech gave her a headache.

		“Don’t be such a sourpuss,” Gigi said. “The first thing we need to do is get you smiling.”

		Without doing anything, Mira’s thin-lipped grimace turned up into a smile. She even opened her mouth to reveal perfectly white teeth.

		“That’s better,” Gigi said. “But there’s so much more we need to do before you will be ready for your date with James.”

		“Why are you doing this?” Mira asked.

		“Because I only get to come out once every 19 years and I want to have some fun.”

		“But why me?”

		“Have you looked around, girl?” Gigi began to answer. “You’re the first girl I’ve seen. There were some boys earlier. They were pretty cute, but I can’t do anything with them without a body. That’s why I need you. I get to live for only one night every 19 years. And tonight, I get to live inside of you. Trust me, this is gonna be, like, a win-win thingy.”

		“Okay, fine,” Mira said. “Can we get going? I don’t want James to think I’ve stood him up. He might be the one.”

		“He’s certainly going to be the one fucking your brains out tonight,” Gigi said. She broke out into a fit of giggles that took a moment for her to get over.

		“That’s not funny,” Mira said. Despite her smile, the rest of her body language, including the way she folded her arms across her chest, said she was unhappy with Gigi’s antics.

		“Okay, fine,” Gigi said. “Let’s get started on your boobs. You definitely need an upgrade there. What are those, B-cups? Let’s get you something drool-worthy.”

		Before Mira had a chance to argue, she felt a strange sensation in her chest. She stood up straight and let her arms fall to her side. Her jacket hung open, revealing her black turtleneck sweater beneath it. However, the small bumps that had previously been her breasts were not so little anymore. It almost looked like there were two balloons under Mira’s sweater, slowly inflating.

		“Whoa,” Mira said as she looked down at her changing figure.

		Gigi simply giggled.

		“Ouch,” Mira suddenly screamed out as her bra began to pinch and poke her expanded breasts. “That hurts.”

		“Oopsie,” Gigi said as the growth seemed to stop. “I forgot about bras. It wasn’t like you were big enough to need a bra anyway. And when you’re done here, I don’t think you’ll need one either. These babies are going to be magical.”

		“What am I supposed to do?” Mira asked. “This really hurts.”

		“Take off your bra, silly. And here I was saying you were smart a moment ago. Just take it off.”

		“Fine,” Mira said before she reached up under her sweater and pulled at the clasp of her bra. With the added stress of her big breasts, it took her longer to release the clasp, but she managed. After that came the fumbling as she had to pull the straps off her shoulders and get her arms out of it.

		“You know, this would have been a lot easier if you changed my bra with my breasts,” Mira said.

		“I can’t change your clothes,” Gigi said. “Just you. Duh.”

		“Whatever,” Mira said. “Just get on with it.”

		Gigi said nothing, but the growth of Mira’s breasts resumed once more. They pushed open Mira’s jacket. She doubted she would be able to close it around her chest anymore.

		But that was not all. Mira’s sweater could stretch to accommodate her bigger breasts, but it was stretched taut across them. Her nipples could be seen poking at the fabric and several inches of her midriff became visible below her sweater and above the top of her jeans.

		“That’s better,” Gigi said as the growth suddenly stopped.

		Mira looked down and could not even see her feet. Her breasts were so big she wondered how she would even be able to walk. Her days of going for jogs in the morning to stay fit were over if she ended up stuck like this. Really, it seemed like most forms of exercise were now out.

		She had seen pictures of women with giant implants. Mira had never understood why women would go for those huge sizes. Was it purely for male attention? Mira could imagine her new pair of breasts would give her a lot of male attention, but that was not something she wanted. She did not want every guy staring at her all the time. Most of the time Mira enjoyed a certain degree of anonymity as she went about her daily life. It worked for her, even if it had been longer than she wanted to admit since she last had sex.

		“Can we go now?” Mira asked. “I think I’ve let you play around with my body more than enough. There is no way I would ever want breasts this big, so you better take them with you when you leave me.”

		“But you’re not ready yet,” Gigi answered. “Trust me. I’ll tell you when you’re ready to go meet James. His eyes are going to bug out of his head when he sees you. He’ll be lucky if his tongue ever gets pulled up off the floor. You’re going to have him eating out of the palm of your hand before he fucks your brains out.”

		“You keep saying that last part like it’s a good thing,” Mira commented. “Look, I like sex as much as the next woman, but I don’t want to hear about this effing my brains out stuff.”

		Mira paused for a moment, realizing what she had just said. It was not right. She had meant to say the word fucking, but it had come out as effing instead.

		“Why can’t I say effing?” Mira asked. “No, not effing. I want to say effing.”

		“That’s my fault,” Gigi said. “I can see you can curse like a sailor, but I think it would be really cute if you didn’t curse. I let you slip earlier, but I’m gonna, like, hold you to it from now on. Bimbo’s honor.”

		Mira could not disagree with the fact she sometimes had a foul mouth. Not that she ever used such language at inappropriate times. Yes, she had called out fuck when she slammed her hand in a door at work, but everyone was understanding. Others had said far worse. However, Mira had never considered herself to have a cursing problem. Yes, she was unafraid to use more colorful metaphors laced with swearing, but she knew when to use them. And as far as she was concerned, this seemed like a perfectly good time to use a lot of curse words.

		“Fine,” Mira said, once again annoyed. “Can we just get the rest of this over with?”

		“You’ll be singing a different tune when all this is over, I bet,” Gigi said. “I bet you’ll be begging me to stay a bimbo by the end of the night.”

		Mira looked down at her impressive chest, but she saw no upside to her current predicament. Worse, if James came to like her as a bimbo, he was going to be in for a major shock when she turned back and he tried for a second date. As far as Mira could see, it appeared as if her loveless rut would continue.

		“I doubt it.”

		“Oh ye of little faith,” Gigi said before she started giggling again. “Time for a few more changes.”

		Gigi did not explain what she had planned for Mira before she set to work. Mira was left to guess, although it was easy to notice how her body changed based on how tight or loose her clothing became.

		The next change came to Mira’s ass. It fleshed out into a proper bubble butt. She was not wearing pants that were very tight. Nor were they a style that was designed to highlight the butt and made it look better. Mira had worn a plain and generic pair of jeans that hung slightly loose on her frame. That all changed at Gigi’s direction. Soon Mira’s ass and hips had stretched her jeans to near their breaking point. It was only a minor miracle that she did not experience any pain this time, but there would be a question of how much help Mira needed to get into and button up the jeans that now seemed painted onto her ass.

		Mira reached back and ran her hands across her now expanded backside. It was an unfamiliar sensation to have that much flesh back there, not to mention the fact Mira never wore tight clothes. It was doubly unfamiliar to feel the way her pants strained to stretch over her rear.

		However, Gigi had not stopped her work as Mira spent her time feeling up her ass. The next change came to Mira’s waist, narrowing it, further exaggerating Mira’s already eye-popping hourglass form. The work was relatively minor compared to Mira’s tits and ass, but it was still noticeable for those who paid attention to those sorts of things.

		After that, Gigi moved down to Mira’s legs and feet. She fleshed out the thighs, just a little, to help them better match her expanded ass, but she still maintained an overall svelte appearance. Mira had long legs and they only looked longer once Gigi shortened her Achilles’ tendons, causing Mira to stand on her tiptoes. Since Gigi could not affect Mira’s clothing choices, she could not give Mira a pair of heels to wear, but this current version of Mira could no longer stand flatfooted.

		With the legs and torso of Mira complete, Gigi quickly went to work on the rest of the young woman’s body. Her arms were thinned slightly, her nails lengthened. Her neck was thinned, making it appear more elegant. Then there was Mira’s face. Plump lips were required of this new bimbo, but nothing comical. Still, few men would be able to look at Mira’s new lips and not imagine them wrapped around their cocks. It was only natural at her new size.

		Mira’s eyes were made bigger and brighter, but her eyelashes were made longer to better frame those eyes and emphasize them on her face. Her lips could not draw all the attention. And considering Mira’s nose which had always been on the large side, it was made smaller and thinner, with the tip ending slightly upturned. Taken all together, Mira now had an almost doll-like appearance, especially after her facial skin had been smoothed and every blemish and acne scar had been removed.

		Finally Gigi went to work on Mira’s hair. The raven haired woman had always kept her hair short, but that simply would not do given the other changes to her body. First, Gigi lightened Mira’s hair until it became a golden blonde, appearing almost like honey. Despite the exaggerated form of the bimbo version of Mira, there were some aspects that were left to appear more natural. Her hair was one of those things.

		However, the transformation of Mira’s hair did not end at a color transformation. The short and sometimes stringy hair needed a complete revitalization. In mere moments Mira was given a head of hair that any starlet would be envious of. Long flowing hair cascaded down Mira’s back and over her shoulders, pooling slightly on her tremendous bosom. The change in both length and volume was impressive, completing the physical transformation of Mira. No one who knew her would automatically expect this woman to be the woman they knew before.

		“Yes, I think that about does it for the body,” Gigi said. “Hopefully the restaurant has a mirror in the lobby, because you’re going to want to get a good look at yourself at some point. I’ve done good work with you.”

		“You made me blonde,” Mira said accusingly. “I hate blonde.”

		“Maybe I wouldn’t have had to if you weren’t wearing so much black already,” Gigi countered. “You’ve got to create contrast sometimes. I’m dead and I know that.”

		Mira said nothing, but if it weren’t for the smile that still lived on her face through Gigi’s magic, she would have been pouting.

		“Now let’s get you to the restaurant for your date,” Gigi prodded. “We don’t want you to be more than fashionably late.”

		Mira started walking again, continuing her journey. However, it took a few minutes for her to become used to the new dimensions of her body and the way it moved. Her first steps were halting, her body unused to walking around on her toes. It was the first she had noticed that her standing position had shifted. It would have been weird if walking and standing on her toes did not feel natural. Still, it was a change and it was made worse by the fact she could not actually see her feet, even when she took a step forward. Her tits were simply too big and she had to take a risk with every step she took, not wanting to step in a hole or on an unexpected bump.

		“I hate you right now,” Mira said as she reached the end of the cemetery.

		Gigi just giggled in response.

		From there it was only a short distance to the restaurant. As Mira approached, she pulled out her phone and started tapping out a short text message to James. Her new long nails made typing difficult. They kept getting in the way, preventing her from reaching the intended letters.

		Luckily, before Mira had even managed to type her first word, a message from James arrived. He had just arrived and was waiting in the lobby. Mira just put her phone away after that. It wasn’t worth trying to respond when she was so close.

		A moment later Mira pulled open the front door of the restaurant. She looked around and then she saw him. He was seated on a bench along the far wall. Technically, Mira had never seen James before, but the moment she laid eyes on him, she knew it was him.

		Mira was shocked by his handsomeness. She had no idea that Gigi was affecting her perceptions of the man. He was indeed handsome, but Gigi made him appear even more attractive in Mira’s eyes. After all, Gigi had her own goals for the evening. It would not do to just turn Mira into a bimbo without getting to have some fun.

		“James?” Mira asked, her voice coming out syrupy sweet, much like Gigi’s own voice. However, if Mira noticed the change in her voice, she did not show it. She simply smiled warmly toward the man she had been set up with.

		“Mira?” James asked in reply, disbelieving the sight before him. “Hello,” he added, standing up to greet the vision of a woman before him.

		“It’s nice to finally meet you,” Mira said, reaching out for a hug.

		James responded. How could he not? He had never seen a woman with such exaggerated curves in person. He had never seen a woman who looked so attractive in his eyes outside of porn and photos. Soon Mira was pressing her large breasts into James’ chest. Her eyes lit up as her nipples rubbed against him. For the first time, she discovered that Gigi had done more than make her tits big. She had also made them sensitive and erotically stimulating.

		“Same,” James said. “I’ll admit, when my friend told me about you, I wasn’t expecting you to look like this.”

		“You don’t like how I look?” Mira asked. Inwardly she was growing furious with Gigi, but she showed no outward signs of her anger.

		“I love how you look,” James answered. “I tend not to share this with people I’ve just met. Hell, my friends don’t even know about my preferences, but… Well, let’s just say that there’s not a thing I would change about your appearance. You look fantastic.”

		Mira could tell that James was flustered in his response. But hearing that he liked how she looked did raise her spirits. She felt a warmth inside of her that had long been missing. For the first time in a long time, Mira not only felt attractive, but she felt desired too. And both of those felt really good. If Mira was not already smiling, she would be now.

		It did not take long before the pair were seated. Mira found she had to sit farther back from the table than she was used to if she wanted to see her place setting in front of her. Sitting too close to the table would mean she would be unable to see her food when she ate. Then again, if she had sat much closer, and if the table were just a little higher, Mira could have rested her big tits on the table. She did not notice the weight of them. Her back muscles had been strengthened to compensate for their size and weight, but there would still be times when Mira would enjoy giving her tits a rest.

		Conversation with James, as they waited for their orders, turned difficult for Mira. It was not that she found it difficult to speak or to hold a conversation with him. The problem was she had Gigi whispering in her ear what she should say and what she should do. It was like holding two conversations at once. Mira had never experienced having someone giving her directions in her ear before. Had she worked in television or radio, it might have been different, but was a visual artist, a painter and graphic designer.

		“So what do you do for work?” James asked after taking a sip from his wine glass.

		Mira giggled before she answered. Inwardly she was furious, but there were times when Gigi’s requests were impossible to avoid. Gigi told her to giggle and she did.

		“I’m an artist,” Mira said. “I mostly, like, paint and stuff, but I do stuff on computers too.”

		“That’s good,” Gigi said. “You sound nice and dumb. Remember, dumber is funner and bimbo is better. And next time you say computer, pronounce it like compooter instead. It will sound better.”

		Mira would have loved to chew into Gigi for that comment, but she did not know how to speak to the voice in her head without speaking out loud. Gigi could read her thoughts, but she had not picked up the ability to send her thoughts at Gigi as if she were speaking.

		“That sounds great,” James said, slightly disbelieving that Mira had much in the way of computer skills. Painting he could believe though. And she must be reasonably successful, being able to afford such large implants. He figured it must have taken multiple surgeries to reach her size. James, as a fan of augmented breasts, had done a fair amount of research on the matter and understood the lengths some women went to so they could have breasts that big. It took a huge amount of dedication to reach Mira’s size.

		“What about you?” Mira asked. “I bet you do something super smart. I can just tell by looking at you.”

		Mira wanted to scream at the thought of sounding this dumb, but the strange thing was James seemed to be responding to it. He was not scared away. Instead, there was an almost paternalistic response from him. He saw Mira as a sexy woman, but also as someone who needed to be cared for. It was a dynamic Mira had never experienced before. She had always thought she needed perfect equality in a relationship, but she was finding it nice to be on the submissive end of the spectrum for once. And James certainly had a dominant quality about him.

		“I work in banking,” James said. “I guess most people think it’s pretty complicated, but I don’t need to go into the details unless you want me to.”

		Mira shook her head on Gigi’s instructions. There was a part of her that wanted to hear the details, but she had to admit that banking did sound complicated. It was not like painting. Sure, Mira had artistic talent, but that was more based on her heart than on her mind. From everything she knew about James, both from updates she got through her friends and from their conversation tonight, she knew he was smart and successful, but he did not let his intelligence or his success define him.

		It did not take long that night for Mira to become completely overwhelmed by the battle going on inside her head. It did not help that she felt even more embarrassed by the ineptitude she felt in her conversation with James. She simply could not keep track of what Gigi was saying and what James was talking about at the same time. And yet, there was a part of her that enjoyed the way James looked at her, not just for her big tits that strained against her sweater, but the way he saw her as a valuable person, even with her inability to sound like anything other than a bimbo.

		“You’re liking this as much as I am, aren’t you?” Gigi said as their time at the restaurant had begun to near its end.

		Mira giggled her agreement. As the night wore on, she had fallen into the bimbo role more easily. And as it turned out, giggling was a good way of communicating with Gigi without making it seem like she was talking to herself. James certainly did not mind. Then again, whenever Mira giggled, her tits tended to jiggle as well, providing something worth watching.

		“Would you excuse me for a moment?” Mira asked after James asked for the check from the waiter.

		James nodded and Mira quickly got up and shuffled to the restroom. She needed a moment by herself, or at the very least she needed a moment with Gigi.

		“Ooh, you want to go home with him, don’t you?” Gigi practically squealed as soon as they were alone.

		“Maybe,” Mira answered.

		“Don’t lie to me,” Gigi countered. “I know you want to. You’re too horny to go home alone. Admit it. You like being a bimbo.”

		Mira wanted to disagree, but under these specific circumstances, she was enjoying herself. There were aspects she was still getting used to. Eating so as not to spill food on herself was definitely more difficult. Her tits provided a mystery area below them that felt like a blind spot. And yet, she had enjoyed the way James looked at her. There was a hunger in his eyes she had not seen from a man in a long time. The only question was whether this was all too extreme. Could she really live like this?

		“Okay, I’m enjoying it a little bit,” Mira finally admitted. “And I am very aroused. I haven’t felt like this in a long time. I had forgotten what it felt like.”

		“You can feel this way all the time, if you want,” Gigi said. “You just say the word and all this becomes permanent.”

		“No,” Mira said forcefully, almost yelling. “No way am I spending the rest of my life being unable to see anything below my boobies.”

		“Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it,” Gigi said. “I bet you’ll be changing your tune before the night is through.”

		When Mira returned to the table, James was just finishing signing the credit card receipt. He looked up and smiled.

		“You ready to go?”

		Mira nodded her head.

		James stood up and offered his arm to Mira. It was the first time she had been offered a man’s arm on a first date. And even after that it was rare for a man she was dating to do such a thing.

		Mira took his offered arm and pushed her body against his. She was suddenly very aware of his strength. The embrace they had shared before dinner had done little to clue her into the fact that James not only was handsome, but he was well built and strong. Even with her added proportions, she figured he could pick her up with relative ease.

		“I know we didn’t discuss what might happen next,” James said as they walked out of the restaurant and into the cold night air. The full moon shone down brightly, making the night seem much less dark. “But I want to invite you back to my place, if you’d like to join me for another drink. No pressure though.”

		“I’d love to,” Mira chirped, speaking of her own volition and without the encouragement of Gigi in her head.

		“Perfect,” James said, smiling. “I live just a couple blocks from here. I hope you don’t mind walking.”

		Mira giggled. “I walked here too.” Again, she needed no prompting by the ghost inside her mind.

		“Perfect.”

		The walk to James’ condo was short. It really was only a couple blocks away from the restaurant. And it was actually closer to Mira’s apartment than the restaurant had been.

		If Mira minded the fact the offer of a drink was just a pretense of getting her into his condo and more specifically his bedroom, she did not show it. In fact, as soon as Mira was inside the elevator on the way up to the condo, her lips were pressed against his. James kissed her back immediately with an intensity she had never felt before.

		The elevator doors opening were and James reluctantly broke the kiss so that he could lead Mira down the hallway toward his front door.

		However, that proved to only be a temporary diversion as their lips met once again as soon as they were inside his condo. Mira did not even give his home the shortest of glances. Her only interest was in James. And more and more, that interest was in his cock.

		Mira had never felt this aroused before. She had thought her body responded well to stimulation, but this was unlike anything she had felt before. Of course if she could get this aroused at just the prospect of sex, she would want to have sex as much as possible. James could have been a plumber and she would have been willing to give him a ride. It was only through pure luck that she had been set up with a kind, intelligent, and successful man. She considered herself the luckiest bimbo in the world.

		The idea of stopping to have a drink was ignored. Both James and Mira had more important things on their minds. Luckily, James knew his way to the bedroom and it was there where the real fun could begin.

		“Wow, I didn’t realize you were letting those babies live free,” James said as soon as Mira’s sweater came off. Her tits bounced and jiggled as they were finally set free from the tight confines of her sweater.

		Mira giggled. “You don’t think I need a bra, do you?” she asked, shaking her shoulders slightly, which in turn caused her tits to bounce and sway. James found the movement almost mesmerizing and Mira certainly enjoyed the jolts of pleasure coming out of her tits. It seemed they liked her showing them off as much as James did.

		“I might have to check later, but for now, I agree that they probably don’t.”

		When it came time to take off Mira’s pants, however, there was a problem.

		“Jeez, these are tight,” James said as he tried to unbutton her jeans. They were tight, stretched to nearly their breaking point by Mira’s now large ass. She could not help the fact they had slipped on easily when she first put them on, but that was before she had been given an ass that some women would be envious of.

		“I didn’t have a problem putting them on,” Mira said as she tried to help. “I don’t know what happened.”

		Finally the button popped open and James managed to pull them down over Mira’s ass and then down her legs so that she could step out of them. Her panties ended up coming off with her pants. They had barely been able to contain her new curves and had been happy to simply give up the effort.

		Suddenly Mira stood there completely naked. She looked down to see her big buoyant breasts on her chest. Her long-nailed hands briefly squeezed her big tits, eliciting a moan before they traveled down across her body, heading south. When her hands reached her pubic mound and eventually her pussy, she was surprised to find herself hairless there. Gigi had never said anything about removing her pubic hair, but in the moment, Mira was appreciative of the fact it was gone. She had let things get a little wild down there during her rut. But that rut was over, or would be over in a few short minutes.

		“You are a sight to behold,” James said as he unbuttoned his collared shirt. “I can’t believe my luck. I didn’t have much hope for tonight until I saw you. Now I’m wondering how I ever survived without you in my life before.”

		Mira knew James was mostly referring to her body. As far as he knew, she was the bimbo she had been playing, with Gigi’s help, obviously. She knew he would be disappointed when she made Gigi change her back. But there was a chance she might be able to salvage a relationship with James, although they would both have to alter their desires, at least a little bit for them to have a future together.

		It only took a moment before James guided Mira onto the bed. He stood over her, then straddled her voluptuous body.

		“Please,” Mira begged. “I want your thingy in me.”

		Mira cursed her inability to actually curse or say anything dirty, but James did not seem to mind. And at least she managed to get her point across, because James soon did exactly what she wanted.

		The first thrust of James’ shaft into her wet pussy was unlike anything she had felt before. She let out a long ragged moan as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. This was not what she had expected. This was better than what she had expected. Just the mere sensation of a cock in her pussy was enough to almost make her cum.

		Thankfully, James had more than one thrust in him. His stamina was actually quite impressive, both in terms of his fitness and in terms of his sexual performance. And there was little doubt in Mira’s mind that James knew how to use his cock to best effect. She was cooing and moaning, begging for more as he set up a steady rhythm.

		When James reached out and squeezed one of Mira’s big tits, she screamed out in pleasure, the smallest of orgasms washing over her, but only a foreshock of the main event.

		Time lost all meaning as Mira laid on her back getting fucked by James. She could feel Gigi’s presence, but the ghost remained quiet, simply reveling in the pleasurable sensations that filled her body. She was on her own.

		However, as James continued to fuck Mira, she reached a level of lucidity that she had never experienced. It was almost like an out of body experience where she could look down and watch as James stuffed her sexualized body full of cock.

		Mira saw the smile on her own face. This time it was real. That was what Mira really felt. She was happy as the bimbo getting fucked. Her tits were huge on her frame, but they looked fantastic the way they stood up and the way they bounced and swayed with each thrust of cock into her eager pussy. And the question of whether this was better than Mira’s real life hung in the air. Gigi was not there to influence Mira’s answer. It was just her realizing that the life of a bimbo was better than she could have imagined. There would be some aspects of life that would need to be worked out. There was her wardrobe, for example, that would need a serious update. And then there was whether she could conceivably continue her job as an artist. James was right in guessing that as a bimbo, Mira probably would not be very good with computers. She would have struggled to even pronounce the word.

		Yet, despite all the negatives, Mira saw only positives. She could be more like the person she wanted to be. She could be the person who was the center of attention. She could have men fawning over her. She could dress up and look sexy on someone’s arm with James being a great candidate. And the biggest bonus of all was no longer needing to worry about, well, anything. So much of Mira’s life had been dictated by the worries she felt. Even her dislike for Halloween stemmed from worries that dated back to her youth. The idea of not being accepted if she dressed up in the wrong costume had completely erased any fun she could have derived from the holiday.

		When James finally came, Mira came with him. Her limbs convulsed and flailed about as her body lost control. The cascade of orgasmic energy that filled her was better than anything she had ever felt before. It rocked her to her very core, touching her soul. And it was in that moment that Mira made her decision. It was the only decision that would result in her complete happiness.

		“That was totally amazing,” Mira said as she looked up into James’ eyes. She found herself getting lost in their deep depths. Only an inadvertent giggle managed to shake her out of her mesmerized state.

		“You’re amazing,” James said as he pushed himself off to the side. He propped his head up on his hand, his elbow on the bed, and he simply looked at the fabulous specimen of a woman before him. “I’ve never met anyone like you in real life before. I had been stuck reading stories and sadly watching porn to get my fix. But you’re the real thing. I think I’m already falling in love.”

		It was a shock to hear those words. Mira had never heard them from a lover before. There had been times when she had fallen in love, but when she spoke of her love, she had always been met with awkward silence. This was different. James had spoken first. And it was entirely too early to be speaking of love, but Mira felt it too. She felt a connection with James she had never felt with another man before.

		“Maybe I am too,” she finally responded, followed by another giggle. “I don’t know though. It’s hard—“

		“I know exactly what you mean,” James interrupted, stopping her from saying something stupid.

		Mira knew she was not dumb. At least she knew she was not dumb in reality. But after playing the bimbo all evening, with Gigi’s help, Mira found herself more easily falling into the role and embracing it even.

		“I’m gonna go tinkle,” Mira said as an excuse to get up and be alone for a moment.

		James pointed toward the bathroom door and Mira slid off the bed and practically danced across the room, making sure James could see her tits swaying back and forth from behind, not to mention her ass making similar movements as she sashayed across the room.

		Once alone, however, Mira stared at herself in the mirror. Even freshly fucked, she looked sexy as hell. And that alone was enough to turn her on again.

		“Gigi, are you still there?” Mira asked quietly, barely louder than a whisper.

		“I’m here,” Gigi chirped. “That was fun, wasn’t it?”

		“Uh-huh,” Mira agreed.

		“So, do you want to stay like this or do you want to go back to being boring Mira?” Gigi asked.

		This was the moment of truth. Mira knew her answer, but she still was hesitant. There were so many unknowns.

		“Can you tell me what will happen to me if I choose to stay a bimbo?” Mira asked. That was the question at hand. Mira had a good idea of what her life would be like in the future if she went back to her old life. Her sexual rut would likely resume. Her work would go on, sometimes being inspired to paint something good, other times, being completely uninspired, a similar condition to writer’s block. That was what made a bimbo life so intriguing. However, what being a bimbo would mean for her life, her job, her friendships was a scary thought. It was a worry. Mira’s last worry.

		“How should I know?” Gigi said, giggling herself. “I’m not the ghost of bimbo future. I’m just a bimbo ghost. And it’s been so much fun hanging out with you tonight. You’ve been the best chance I’ve had to get out and play in decades.”

		“But I need to know what will happen,” Mira said.

		“No, you don’t,” Gigi countered. “That’s part of life. You don’t know what’s gonna, you know, happen. But you better hurry up and make your decision. Halloween is almost over. As soon as midnight comes, I’m gone.”

		“What will happen to you?”

		“I go back to the dead realm. Trust me, you don’t want to visit.”

		Mira glanced at the clock on the bathroom counter. Midnight was only a minute away.

		“I choose bimbo,” Mira said suddenly. It was the decision she had made earlier, but now that she was pressured to actually say it, she felt rushed.

		“Yay,” Gigi said. “I hoped you would. Bimbo really is better because—“

		“Dumber is funner,” Mira said, finishing Gigi’s sentence. “But could you do a couple things? Could you make my boobies a little smaller and let me curse again?”

		However, just as Mira finished asking the question, the clock on the counter signified it had become midnight.

		“Sorry, Mira,” Gigi said, her voice starting to fade. “It’s too late. Have a happy life. Maybe I’ll see you in 19 years.”

		Mira was saddened for a moment. Her chance to have part of her bimboness removed had been denied. She would never again be able to say bad or dirty words. And her life would forever more be dominated by the big tits on her chest.

		However, that moment of sadness quickly passed as a smile returned to Mira’s lips. She looked at her reflection, seeing how sexy she looked. Her mind had been completely bimbofied. The old Mira, the Mira who could make rational decisions, the Mira who hated Halloween, was gone. In her place was a happy and sexy bimbo with only a few things on her mind.

		When Mira exited the bathroom to see James looking at her, she excitedly jumped onto the bed and leaned down to kiss him. He reached out and grabbed one of her tits, eliciting a moan from her, but she did not dare break the kiss. Their tongues danced happily as a new path for both of them began to be revealed. Mira was definitely a bimbo now, but with the help of James, she was about to become an even better bimbo.

		“James honey,” Mira said as James worked to return himself to full hardness for another round. “Do you think you could help me come up with a sexy costume for Halloween next year? I’d look it up on the compooter, but I’m not very good at that stuff.”

		James smiled. “Of course I can help you come up with a costume. And I’m sure you’ll look sexy as hell. All you’ve got to do is show off those big tits of yours and it will be sexy, no matter what.”

		“You think so?” Mira said, nearly squealing. “Do you think everyone else will love my boobies as much as you and me?”

		“I can guarantee it.”

		And with that, a Halloween loving bimbo was born. And she would be perfectly happy to dress up for every other holiday available, assuming she could show off her tits. That was now a requirement.
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