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		Introduction

		

		This book was largely inspired by a movie about a pair of pants. I saw it once in college, which is more years ago than I want to admit. I’ve had an idea of something like this for a while, but have only now had the opportunity to write it.

		I should note that any similarities between this book and the said referenced movie are largely coincidental and deviations should be readily apparent.

		I would like to thank JTwenty7 on Tumblr and BDSMlr for his help in deciding on earrings as the object that travels. A pair of pumps was also considered, but with the cost of international shipping, I figured that would be cost prohibitive for a group of college students.

		I hope you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.

		~Sadie

		

	
		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings 2

		

		Iwas nearly three weeks into my internship in New York when the package from Lena came. I had been looking forward to this moment, since I hadn’t heard from her, or Kamryn and Tabitha for that matter, after we had parted ways. The four amigos had finally gone our separate ways, even if it was only for a summer.

		As interested as I was in wearing the earrings we had all bought together, I was more interested in reading about Lena’s stay in Greece. All I knew was she was staying on a boat. I guess she hadn’t known much about what she would be doing either.

		However, as soon as I started to read the letter, I was shocked at some of what Lena talked about. First of all, she was staying on a 100-foot yacht. Already I was getting jealous. What was more, however, was she had met a man.

		Lena didn’t go into much detail about her relationship, but it sounded hot and heavy. That was completely unlike her, but I guess when traveling like that, it was easier to open up.

		That made me even more jealous. I knew I wasn’t the most social of people. I had found friends in college, but I had yet to transfer the sociability into the world of dating. And now that I was staying in New York City, I didn’t exactly feel confident enough to push out even more. I craved comfort and New York City was anything but comfortable for me.

		At least I was learning a lot at my internship. High finance had always been an interest of mine. I loved digging into numbers and looking for patterns. My coding skills only helped, as I was able to write programs and algorithms to simply the trading processes. It made me a hot commodity.

		Not that everyone enjoyed having a woman around. The hedge fund where I worked was mostly men. There was definitely a bro culture that came with plenty of derogatory names for women, even to my face.

		“Hey, sweetheart,” or something more crude like, “Bitch, get me a donut,” were commonplace. I managed to laugh it off, especially when my boss made it clear that half of the attitudes of the men in the office toward me were just because I was the new intern. They only took on one intern per summer, so I didn’t have anything to compare it to.

		So reading about Lena’s adventures was actually a nice respite at the end of a long week. It was Friday and I knew many of the staff at the company were out celebrating a good week. I was invited to such functions, but I had thus far turned down the invitations. I was afraid of them.

		After reading Lena’s letter, I looked at the earrings. They really weren’t my style, but I had gone along with the rest of my friends. I had always been a follower in social situations, never a leader. However, I knew I needed to at least give them a try if I was going to keep the chain from being broken. As the second person to wear them, I needed to fulfill my part so Kamryn and Tabitha could take their turns.

		The moment I put the earrings in my ears, I felt a strange tingle. I didn’t know what it was about them, but they made me feel different. I looked in the small mirror in my studio apartment and actually saw someone who looked confident. That was a new feeling for me.

		Usually, I felt my best when I was alone. My friends had helped cover for me over the past three years of college. They protected me so I didn’t need to worry about situations I didn’t feel comfortable in. It had been hard being in a strange city on my own, but somehow, wearing those earrings changed everything.

		I decided to join my coworkers for their Friday celebrations.

		It took me a moment to decide what to wear. I didn’t feel right wearing my work clothes. The slacks, green blouse and black jacket looked good in a work setting, but it wasn’t exactly bar material.

		That left me with few outfits remaining. I hadn’t brought much non-work related clothing with me to New York. I figured I would be putting in lots of extra time at the office, so I didn’t see a good reason to bring lots of other clothes. I had a few casual outfits, for days when I was doing laundry at the laundromat, and one little black dress, simply because Kamryn made me pack it when we were leaving school.

		“Here goes nothing,” I said as I walked out of my apartment wearing a little black dress I had worn once before at a college party that made me want to disappear forever and a pair of black pumps that I only brought to match the dress.

		I normally never wore heels, because I always felt like I would trip over the smallest crack in the sidewalk when wearing them. However, for whatever reason, this time I felt confident walking in them. Maybe it was the same confidence I had from wearing the earrings.

		When I reached the sidewalk, I raised my hand and called out for a taxi. A moment later I was climbing in the backseat of a cab and telling the driver the address of the bar.

		When I walked into the bar some 20 minutes later, I felt as if the whole place went quiet with everyone staring at me. I didn’t know what it was, but instead of my usual desire to run away and hide, I strode in confidently, ignoring the sensation that people were staring, and joined my coworkers in a back room.

		“Bridget,” my boss called out. “I didn’t think you would make it. Here, have a drink.”

		He filled a glass from a pitcher of what looked like a giant cocktail. He handed it to me before adding the words, “Drink up. You’re behind.”

		I took a tentative sip, not knowing what I was drinking, but not wanting to turn it away. The alcohol burned my throat as it went down, but it was otherwise good. I shouldn’t have been surprised. The firm made enough money to treat its employees well.

		It took me some time to get into the flow of the gathering, but between the earrings and the liquid courage in my glass, I eventually started enjoying myself. I even seemed to catch the eye of a few of the traders.

		I kept noticing throughout the night how they would eye me, trying not to be obvious about it. This was not them trying to be funny or haze me. I could tell they were genuinely interested in me as a woman.

		Obviously, I had been the subject of male advances before, but I had never felt comfortable reciprocating before. Like so many of my other social interactions, I would find myself shirking away, trying to hide, removing myself from the situation.

		This time, however, I didn’t do any of that. I smiled and even winked at a couple of them. It was a way of showing that I recognized their interest in me, but that I wasn’t quite ready to commit. Or at least that’s what I thought I was telling them. My social skills were still lacking in so many ways.

		The evening turned out to be a hit. I enjoyed myself immensely and did actually have to turn down one of the traders on his offer to take me home and show me his entertainment system. I didn’t want to guess how often he sat at home and watched porn on the giant television.

		However, it seemed word had gotten out that I was being more social. The CEO, who rarely made an appearance at the end of week celebrations, sent me a text as I rode home in a taxi. He wanted me to come into the office Saturday afternoon for a meeting. In my short time with the company, I had almost no contact with the CEO. I could see him from my desk through the glass walls of his office, but as an intern, I had no reason to see him. That was until now.

		When I arrived back at my apartment, I was exhausted. I simply wasn’t used to going out after a long week. Back at school, I didn’t mind hanging out with my friends at the end of the week. Then again, school was a cakewalk compared to a week at a high pressure hedge fund.

		After locking my door behind me, I barely had the wherewithal to pull off my heels and dress before I slid into bed. My meeting with the CEO was something I could not spare the energy to think about. Further, the fact I was naked and still wearing the earrings never even occurred to me.

		The moment my head hit the pillow, I was asleep.

		As I slept, the life as I had known it radically changed. It started with my body. My hair had always been the bane of my existence. It simply didn’t know what it wanted to do, hovering somewhere between blonde and brown, growing unevenly and often sticking out at random angles, even after using hairspray and hair gel to try and tame it.

		My hair completely transformed as I slept, pooling on my pillow as it grew out in bright platinum blonde waves. It just kept growing and growing, until my short cropped hair had been replaced with a halo of blade curls that when standing would easily fall to my ass.

		That alone would have been notable and shocking, but my face changed as well, with my blue-gray eyes turning bright blue and my crooked nose from a kickball incident in high school straightening. Then there were my lips. I had always had thin lips, but no more. They plumped up and pushed out from my face, giving me an almost duck-like pout.

		After that, the changes moved to the rest of my body. My skinny body fleshed out, giving me hips and an ass that I had never had before. My waist stayed small, but my breasts grew, getting bigger and bigger, making it appear that they had come from a surgeon’s hand.

		Then as my skin softened, blemishes disappearing, including my appendix scar, my calves tightened, leaving my feet pointed. My fingernails grew out to a glamorous length, making typing on a keyboard nearly impossible.

		Then came a wholesale cleaning of my mind. My thoughts were trimmed down, my quick thinking was slowed. My enjoyment of numbers was completely erased. The person I had been was no more, replaced by a horny bimbo whose focus centered on fashion and sex.

		When I awoke Saturday morning, I stretched lazily as I enjoyed the warmth of the sunlight pouring in through the window and bathing my body in warm light. I nearly purred in delight as I felt my silk sheets, a gift from my parents, slide across my smooth skin.

		I didn’t know how long I laid there when I finally climbed out of my bed. I tip-toed over to the small mirror, a new habit that started right then.

		“Wow,” I said as I looked at my reflection. I loved how the pink hoop earrings contrasted with the color of my hair. But I didn’t remember being like this before. Somehow, I thought I was smart and boring, not sexy and fun.

		I shook my head, clearing my thoughts and worries so I could focus on more important matters. That namely consisted of starting my day, which took on a whole new meaning since my transformation into a sexy bimbo.

		I stepped into the shower and as soon as the hot spray hit my big tits, I was lost in a world of orgasmic pleasure. My hands roamed all over my body, with one finding my big tits and playing with my nipples while the other moved south, across my flat belly and my smooth mound before it found my clit.

		“Fuck yes,” I moaned as the first hints of the pleasure that was to come became known to me. My hands worked hard as my arousal skyrocketed, going up and up, until I thought I might go crazy in need.

		And then it happened. My first bimbo orgasm crashed through my body, wiping out any sense of time or place. All that mattered was the orgasmic pleasure spreading through my body, filling me with warmth and contentment. I had to brace myself against the shower wall to avoid falling, my knees ready to give out from the intensity of my orgasm.

		I had masturbated before, but it had never felt like that. I had never felt so present in my body, so in tune with my sexual needs. I had been able to ignore my arousal before, but now it sang out to me with a volume I could never hope to ignore.

		When I finally stepped out of the shower, fully clean, the water was turning cold. It was perfect timing, since there was so much more I needed to do before I felt confident going out.

		Makeup proved to be a problem. I had some, but I quickly realized what counted as my vanity was woefully undersupplied. I only had one shade of eyeshadow and two lipsticks. That would never do for a bimbo like me.

		Worse, after spending my time putting on makeup and styling my hair, the clothes I had to wear were not appropriate for a bimbo like me. My underwear simply would not do. My bras were tiny and could never hope to fit my big round tits. The panties too were problematic, unable to fit around my wide hips and bubbled ass.

		And don’t get me started on my shoes. It was like I had never heard of proper footwear before. I had one pair of heels and they were completely inadequate for anything but a trip to church. And I wasn’t the type of girl who went to church, at least not anymore. Sunday mornings were for sleeping in after a late night either partying or fucking, preferably both.

		Then there were my clothes. There was no way any of my outfits would properly fit my body. Too many were designed to hide my body, rather than highlight it. And with my big ass and tits, many items couldn’t even hope to stretch over them.

		Luckily, what I now lacked for in intelligence, I made up for with creative thinking when it came to fashion and sex. I took my smallest blouse, something I would have worn to work previously, and slid it over my shoulders. There was no hope for the top to ever button around my big tits. It was impossible. But by tying it off underneath my tits, I was able to both show off my cleavage and my taut midriff. Finding a skirt to wear was harder. For one, I had very few skirts at all, having preferred pants in my previous life.

		Pants were now mostly out, unless they were of a variety that were so tight they more closely resembled tights or leggings. In my case, I did happen to find a stretchy skirt that would work, although I had to fold the waistband a little bit to get the skirt to reach a proper length.

		I completed my new look with one of my business jackets. I chose the smallest one, wanting to make it clear there was no way it would be able to close over my prodigious chest. I would have preferred it to be cropped, but I wasn’t about to take my scissors to clothing that would need a professional to recreate a proper hem.

		As for shoes, I didn’t have any hope but to wear the same heels from the night before. They were too short and they hurt my calves, but they would have to do until I could buy new clothes.

		With my outfit decided upon, I needed to go shopping. My outfit was but a temporary option and I refused to visit with the CEO looking as haphazard as I did in that moment. I didn’t have a lot of money, but I did have an emergency credit card I could use to finance the purchase of a new outfit, that is until I could persuade the CEO to give me a raise. And in return, I was certain I could find at least one thing I could raise for him.

		Living in New York City proved to be a miraculous thing when it came to shopping. It was expensive, yes, but they had something for everyone and I did not need to venture far before I found an outfit that would be appropriate for my afternoon meeting with the CEO.

		When I arrived at the office that afternoon, I looked like a completely different person. To begin with, I had finally procured a pair of shoes I could actually walk in. Not that walking was easy when walking in sky-high platform stiletto pumps. But I knew I looked great wearing them, and that was what mattered. It was all about style over function.

		The skirt I had purchased required no folding or rolling of the waistband. It hugged my curves tightly, while leaving my long legs on display. I wore a similar blouse, but this time it actually fit me. I buttoned a few of the buttons below my tits, but made sure the round slopes of my tits were on full display. I still tied off the bottom of the blouse, but I did so to leave just a few inches of my midriff bare, and not the entire thing as I had before. As a professional bimbo, I had certain standards to maintain.

		My jacket had been replaced as well. I needed something properly cropped, opting for a bolero jacket that really just covered my arms and my shoulders, leaving almost the rest of my torso uncovered.

		I had made several additions to my outfit, or at least given myself the option for something more. I had bought a new bra and a thong, but I had elected to not wear either to my meeting. I wanted to make it perfectly clear how far I was willing to go for the company and its CEO.

		However, I did decide I should wear the stockings I had purchased. These were classically styled, with a seam that went up the back, although they were stay-ups and required no garter belt. Not that the tops of my stockings reached the bottom of my skirt. Actually, that was kind of the point, making sure the CEO understood exactly what kind of woman I was.

		Despite my best efforts to arrive on time, I was 10 minutes later walking into the office. I simply could not walk as fast as I used to be able to when wearing such high heels. That, and three men stopped me on my walk from the taxi that dropped me off outside the building to the office on the third floor. I collected all three men’s phone numbers, although depending on what happened at my meeting, I might not have the availability to call them.

		“Bridget?” the CEO asked as I stepped into his office.

		He looked like he had been about to read me the riot act for being late, but the view of my tits in my top put a quick stop to that. He was practically beside himself as he urged me to come in and sit down.

		“You look,” he started to say, but paused, leaving me time to giggle in response to his attention. His eyes seemed unable to decide if they wanted to look at my tits or at my legs. I carefully crossed one leg over the other, making sure my skirt slid up my legs just a little bit more, but still not revealing my lack of panties to him.

		“You look different,” he finally said.

		I giggled again before I spoke, “Do you like it?”

		“Like it?” he said, unable to stop himself. “I love it. Did you do something with your hair? I don’t remember you looking like that before.”

		I giggled and shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t understand it myself. I had no idea that the pink earrings I still wore in my ears had turned me into a bimbo. All I knew was that I was a bimbo now and I had certain bimbo needs that only a man could provide.

		“Well, whatever you did,” the CEO said, “I approve. Now I bet you’re wondering why I called you in on a Saturday. The truth is, I’ve loved the work you’ve been doing. The algorithms you’ve written have been phenomenal and I can already tell they will make us a lot of money. I was going to offer you a real job, not just an internship. I know you don’t speak up much around here, and I don’t blame you with the culture in the bullpen, but I think we can get you set up in a position that would make you successful and earn us both a lot of money.”

		This whole time I had hardly said a word. To be honest, I understood only about half of what he was saying. It was booming more and more clear to me that my worldview had changed literally overnight. Where I had once been erudite and possibly a genius, not I was anything but. Where once I had been focused on getting straight A’s and doing whatever my boss asked of me, now I was more concerned about where my next cock was going to come from. It was a complete changing of the proverbial guards and I didn’t have a single complaint about it. I much preferred being sexy and dumb than the opposite. Sexy and dumb girls got fucked and I was going to make certain that the CEO fucked me good and hard before our meeting was over.

		“Or maybe we need to come to another arrangement,” he said as it began to dawn on him that something significant about me had changed. He began to realize that I wasn’t interested in algorithms or the numbers in a spreadsheet. I had more simple interests, such as what he was hiding in his pants.

		“What did you have in mind?” I asked, batting my eyelashes and darting my tongue out to lick my lips.

		“Why don’t you come around the desk and we’ll see if I have a position for you?”

		“Yes, sir,” I said as I gracefully rose to my feet and sashayed around the large desk.

		“Call me Riley,” he said as he pushed his chair away from the desk, providing me with access.

		“Okay, Riley,” I said as I dropped to my knees in front of him.

		He swallowed hard, a sudden wave of nervousness overtaking him. The great hedge fund manager, the man who had both made companies and broken them without a single thought but to maximize his profit, was nervous because of a bimbo like me was about to give him the best blowjob I could muster.

		Not that he needed to be nervous around me. I wanted what he wanted. I had no ulterior motives. He had already offered me a job, but it wasn’t the job that I wanted. Not anymore, it wasn’t.

		The old me would have been ecstatic at the prospect of turning my knowledge and skills into becoming a major played in the finance industry, but that person no longer existed. Now, all I wanted was to have fun and be sexy. I could only assume lots of sex would be part of that.

		I deftly freed Riley’s cock from its prison. It sprung up with surprising force, shocking me its size. Riley was a normal man, but his cock was more than impressive. It was huge.

		But just the mere sight of his cock was enough to make my mouth water. It made my pussy wet too, but that would have to wait. I needed to taste his cock first, to savor the flavors of both the cock itself and the life creating seed within.

		I started by licking the underside of Riley’s shaft from base to head. He gave out a groan of pleasure. Technically this was my first blowjob, but I didn’t think about that. I simply turned off my brain and let my new bimbo instincts carry me forward.

		The moment I brought Riley’s cock into my mouth, I knew I was making the right choice. His taste was exquisite, the musky flavors dancing across my tongue and telling me that this man was a real man, he was a powerful man, he was a rich man. That ticked off every box I needed to know I would happily fuck this man over and over until the day I died as long as he exchanged my favor to him by taking care of me.

		I was no gold digger. The value of his bank account did not directly interest me. But a bimbo has needs and sometimes they can be expensive. Not every man can buy me a new pair of shoes every week. Nor can he make sure I am decked out with the accessories that go along with my revealing outfits. What I wouldn’t have given right then to have a necklace that dipped down into my cleavage, further highlighting the great valley I wanted men’s gazes to get lost in.

		But also, as soon as Riley’s cock was in my mouth, pushing toward the back of my throat, I felt a calmness overcome me. This was what I was meant for. I wasn’t supposed to be some geeky woman trying to fight against the bro culture on Wall Street. I was a woman who was supposed to be on her knees, serving men by pleasing them with her body, however they preferred that to be done. If that meant giving blowjobs, riding a hard cock, getting fucked in the ass, or any other depraved act, I was all for it. Nothing would turn me off of my quest to serve a man or men.

		I knew I was doing a good job from the grunts and moans Riley produced. I looked up to see his head back and his face in an expression of ecstasy. It was a look I knew well. I was certain I had a similar expression when I came.

		I was happily bobbing my head up and down on Riley’s shaft, even taking him into my throat several times, all without a gag reflex, when he suddenly grabbed my head by the hair and forced himself deep into my throat.

		For the briefest of moments, I thought I might choke on his cock. He was simply too big. But I managed to relax and let him take charge. He fucked my face, almost treating it like a flesh light, as he was no longer able to control himself.

		I knew he was about to cum when his cock twitched in my throat. I managed to pull back, so that the head of his cock was still in my mouth. I reached up with both hands, jacking him off so that he could feed me his seed.

		It only took a moment longer before Riley let roared out, “I’m cumming,” as his cock let loose a torrent of cum straight into my mouth.

		I sucked and I sucked, gathering all of his hot white cum in my waiting mouth. His seed was delicious, even better tasting than his cock itself. I collected it all, keeping just the head in my mouth, my lips wrapped around it, providing suction as I worked to pull out every drop of cum.

		When Riley was finally spent, I sat back and looked up into his pleased face. I opened my mouth, showing him his cum before I made a big show of swallowing every drop. When I opened my mouth again, it was empty.

		“Fuck, that was good,” Riley said as his cock continued to soften and I remained on my knees in front of him.

		“You were pretty good too,” I said. “I’ve never tasted such yummy cum.”

		Riley looked down on me with a mixture of disbelief. “How did you fall into my lap?” he asked. “What have I done to deserve such amazing talents?”

		I shrugged, causing my earrings to hit my shoulders. “I don’t know, but can we do more of this. It’s so much more fun than those boring numbers.”

		In that moment, Riley agreed with me. With me taking care of his cock, he wouldn’t miss the small fraction of a percent efficiency improvements my algorithms would provide the firm. It was more important that I take a different role with him and the company.

		The rest of the weekend proved to be a whirlwind as Riley moved me out of my little apartment and into his penthouse condo in the middle of Manhattan. He took care of all the details, including paying for a complete wardrobe overhaul.

		When I walked into work on Monday, I did so with a new title and a new dress code. I was officially the Personal Assistant to the CEO as well as the Chief Morale Officer. The new dress code only applied to me, but I was happy to abide by it. It required heels, which I needed to walk anyway, as well as short skirts and tops that showed off my tits.

		When Riley was planning my dress code the night before, I told him how silly it was to mandate that which I was going to do anyway. Technically I could have walked in wearing nothing but a pair of heels, but that wasn’t nearly as fun. Nudity was nice, but it was important to give the men in the office the opportunity to unwrap me when they needed my special morale boosting talents.

		But the real fun came at the end of the week celebrations. They had to be moved to a more private location as I would provide the night’s entertainment, first dancing and stripping for all the attendees, before I made it a point to fuck or suck every single person there at least once.

		At the first such celebration, the men were a little hesitant to share me at once. They each wanted me one at a time. I certainly wasn’t complaining, given that each time they fucked me, I came.

		But by the second week, they all began to feel more comfortable with me and with each other. Before I knew it, I had two traders fucking my pussy and my face, while my boss made me air tight by fucking me in the ass.

		I had never cum harder than I did in that moment, completely overwhelmed by the force and the pleasure they managed to provide me. I did my best to return it fully.

		My boss, however, wasn’t done with just fucking me in my ass. Before he came, and after my face became free, he switched it up and stuck his cock down my throat, cumming in me and helping fill my belly with another load of cum.

		By the time the night was done, I looked like a mess. My makeup was ruined, my clothes were nearly in tatters, making them almost unwearable, but I had a smile on my face, knowing I had done my job and simply enjoying the orgasmic high from all those cocks and all that cum.

		Not that my Friday nights were the only highlight of the weekends. That’s because I had the rest of the weekend to serve Riley as his personal bimbo. He put me in a collar and would lead me around the condo on a leash.

		When Riley felt like taking my subjugation a step further, he would take me to his special room. It turned out Riley was a real life Christian Grey, with a desire to tease and torture me for his sexual pleasure.

		My favorite was when he would tie me up with leather cuffs and arm binders and then suspend me from the ceiling so that my toes barely touched the floor. From there, he would use all manner of toys on me, some that were designed to drive me wild with lust, and others that were designed to cause oh so pleasurable pain.

		My first time being suspended, Riley filled my pussy and ass with vibrators and set them to full power. Then he left me for what felt like hours. I came so many times, but it wasn’t enough. When he returned, I begged him to fuck me. Tears were streaming down my makeup smeared face as I pleaded with him to bend me over and fuck me. All I wanted was to feel his cock inside of me. It was all I could think about.

		Afterward, when Riley had taken me down from the suspension device and he had thoroughly fucked me, he took the time to care for me, holding me in his arms and telling me what a good bimbo I was. Those moments always made me smile, knowing how much he cared for me. I was more than just a bimbo. I was his bimbo and he didn’t want anything bad to happen to me.

		However, when my two weeks with the earrings were up, I had a hard time explaining to Riley what I needed to do.

		“I’m supposed to write a letter about the last two weeks,” I said, holding up a piece of paper and a pen. It was obvious that with my long nails, I wasn’t going to be writing anything. Riley simply laughed when he realized the pen I had selected was a pink gel pen with glitter in it.

		Eventually I was able to explain what I needed his help with. He acted as my scribe, since my hands were better suited for other tasks now. Even as he sat at the table writing my letter for me, I had a hand in his lap, gently stroking his cock. I couldn’t help myself and Riley certainly didn’t mind. It had become expected of me.

		It helped that I showed him the letter from Lena. It made so much more sense now that I looked at it from the perspective of a bimbo. I was kind of jealous of Lena, what with her long days sunning herself and then getting fucked by a wealthy man. But then I realized that I was getting fucked way more than her and all the guys I fucked were rich too, so I was kind of winning in a way.

		Riley decided it was probably best not to mention all of our fun weekend games or even the morale boosting work I did at the office in the letter he penned for me. It was better to focus on the other changes I had made since the earrings came into my possession. Namely, that I had been hired away from my internship position and was now the personal assistant to the CEO. Also, that I had moved out of my tiny apartment and was now living with a roommate in a much larger place that gave me the space to follow my passions.

		I didn’t need to share that my passions now mostly centered on shopping and sex. I wasn’t just a bimbo, but I was a slut too. Luckily, Riley was happy to share me with his employees, although he got full use of me on the weekends.

		I did scribble my name at the end and then kissed the bottom of the page after applying a heavy coat of lipstick. Kamryn probably wouldn’t understand at first, but she would after she wore the earrings for a while.

		These past two weeks, wearing the earrings, had been the best of my life. I loved everything about my summer in New York and I couldn’t wait to see Lena and the other girls when the summer was over. After that though, I didn’t know what I was going to do. It made sense that I would need to drop out. A bimbo like me wasn’t made for college. Maybe Riley would keep me on or maybe I would find another wealthy man to take care of me. It was all a big mystery, but I was perfectly happy to let the world come to me as it may.
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