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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 4

		

		It had been a more boring summer than I ever could have imagined. It had been almost eight weeks since I left Thatcher College and my three best friends after our junior year together. I felt completely cut off from my friends, who all went off on their own summer adventures.

		Lena went to Greece, Bridget had an internship at a hedge fund in New York, and Kamryn spent the summer learning about animal biology on a farm. As for me, I wasn’t so lucky.

		It had been a long and boring stretch of being home. My family was generally aloof and I rarely saw them. And it didn’t even feel like they saw me at all. After a week with nothing to do, I went out and got a job, just to alleviate the boredom.

		Not that working as a cashier at a local natural foods grocery store was exciting. I felt like we could go hours sometimes without anyone coming into the store. Instead of being bored at home, I was often bored at work. I honestly did not understand how the place made a profit, but it seemed like the owner did pretty well for himself.

		The one thing I had been looking forward to all summer was receiving the earrings my friends and I had bought with the idea of sharing them over the course of the summer. I was to receive them last.

		When the earrings arrived in the mail, I couldn’t wait to open the package. Along with the earrings themselves, each of my friends had written about their experiences wearing the earrings. It was a way to keep us all connected during our summer apart.

		The first thing I did when I opened the package was put the earrings on. As soon as they were both in my ears, I felt a tingle run up and down my spine, but I paid it no attention. Instead, I began to read through the letters my friends had sent me.

		I started reading about Lena’s summer. Her Greece trip sounded better than ever. She had somehow convinced herself she would be working on a fishing boat that belonged to her aunt’s husband. Instead, she was spending her summer island hopping on his yacht. She was so lucky.

		When I moved on to Bridget’s letter, I was already jealous, but I became even more so when I found out she had been hired for an actual job and she wouldn’t just be an intern at the hedge fund she started the summer at. She was not the personal assistant to the CEO.

		As for Kamryn, her time at the farm seemed to be leading to lots of fun, although she didn’t elaborate about that. At least she was enjoying herself. I was sure she was learning a lot too.

		Seeing my friends have success made me even less enthusiastic about my summer. Nothing had happened to me. I hadn’t been anywhere interesting, I hadn’t been promoted at work, and I wasn’t having any fun.

		I glanced at the clock after reading the letters from my friends. It was evening. The sun had set. Normally I would have stayed up for another couple of hours, despite having to open the store in the morning, but a sudden wave of tiredness came over me. I yawned as I looked wantonly toward my bed.

		“Maybe I should turn in early tonight,” I wondered aloud to myself.

		Since I spent so much time alone, it was not uncommon for me to talk to myself. My parents were out of the house. It had been several days since I had seen either of them, making me wonder if they went on vacation without telling me. I certainly wouldn’t have surprised me. They never communicated with me.

		With nothing to do and my body seeming to crave sleep, I stripped out of my clothes and slipped under the covers. My head hitting the pillow seemed to be the signal for my body to fall into a deep sleep.

		As I slept, I had no idea how much my life was going to change. It started with my physical appearance. My hair darkened from the brown I had always sported to a rich black. It grew longer, pooling around my head on the pillow as I slept.

		My face changed along with my hair. My nose narrowed and the bump on the ridge disappeared. My cheekbones rose and became more prominent as my lips plumped up, gaining volume that I never could have imagined for myself.

		My skin darkened, as if I frequently spent time in the sun. However, I had no tan lines, showcasing the fact I either tanned or got a spray tan in the nude. Further, however, every blemish on my skin disappeared. Every scar I had developed as a rambunctious kid simply faded away. All of the hair below my neck disappeared as well, getting reabsorbed back into my body and leaving me nearly hairless in the process.

		The most noticeable changes came to my tits and my ass. My ass grew in size, becoming a rounded bubbly butt. It’s increase in size was accompanied by slight spreading of my hips, accentuating my feminine figure.

		However, the place most people would have their eyes on were my tits. They grew substantially in size, blowing up like two balloons strapped to my chest. Except there were no balloons. They were the result of the most advanced procedures and materials anyone could ask for.

		With my body remade for a new purpose, it was only right for the changes to envelope my mind next. There were so many unnecessary thoughts bouncing around in my head. The earrings fixed that, eliminating most of my thought processes and slowing down those that remained. My brain went from a massive network of highways and freeways to a simple collection of country roads, making it all but impossible to continue my previous life.

		The final change the earrings brought was a significant spike in my libido. I had never been particularly in tune with my sexual needs before. When I did feel something, I managed to ignore it. That would no longer be true. Rather than allow me to rule my body, my body would now rule me, getting hot and horny over anything and nearly everything.

		When I awoke the following morning, I simply laid there for a while, stretching my body as I enjoyed the feelings of my soft sheets against my skin. Without even thinking about it, I let one hand drift down under the covers and gently take a few strokes, running my fingers along my pussy lips and then rubbing my clit.

		I let out a soft moan as I laid there. No thoughts actively worked through my mind. In that moment, I simply responded to my body by instinct, letting its desires and needs dictate my actions.

		When my other hand reached up and started playing with my nipples, that was when my arousal kicked into overdrive. I laid there, masturbating for what could have been hours. I certainly wasn’t paying attention. All that mattered was the pleasure that flowed through my body.

		I drove myself right up to the edge of climax and held myself there, finding a rhythm that would keep me just shy of cumming for as long as possible.

		It was only when my alarm went off that I allowed myself to cum. When the first surge of orgasmic energy passed through me, it was unlike anything I had ever felt before. My vision turned white as I came, screaming out in orgasmic ecstasy.

		I laid there for several minutes after I came, simply reveling in the aftershock of pleasure. A dopey smile formed on my face as I stared up at the ceiling, unseeing.

		It was the snooze alarm that finally shook me out of my thoughtless masturbation and the after effects. I stretched again and slowly climbed out of bed, before I exited my bedroom and slipped into the bathroom down the hall.

		The moment I saw my reflection in the mirror, I knew something was different. My hair, my lips, my tits were all different. But it was a good different.

		Before that moment, I had felt like a nobody. Nobody cared who Tabitha was or what she did. That is except for my three friends. They cared about me.

		Now, however, I felt like someone. I knew people would care about me, at least for my body. And really, did any of the rest matter? I was a sexy and beautiful woman now. Nothing mattered after that, especially when I was so willing to reward those who cared for me.

		I took my time getting ready for work that morning. First I had to shower, which took a little longer than usual. The hot spray on my skin sent me through another round of self play. After my second orgasm of the morning, I finally managed to get myself clean and otherwise situated.

		Then, however, came my need to put on makeup and get dressed. Makeup was an issue, since I didn’t have a lot. Before that morning, I had never had a particular desire to wear it. Now makeup was simply a part of who I was, knowing how much it could set me above all the other bimbos out in the world. I needed men to see me as valuable and to do that, I needed to do everything I could to look my best.

		I managed to figure out a look that worked for me, at least for now. I definitely saw a shopping trip in my future to help me get the look that I desired.

		Clothing also proved to be difficult. None of my bras fit my tits, which was no surprise, given how much bigger they now were. But then again, I no longer felt bras were a necessary part of my wardrobe. Neither were panties. They just had a tendency to get in the way.

		As for my outfit for the day, that was largely dictated by the dress code at work. Black pants and a white shirt was the standard wear for all of the store employees. We needed to look professional at all times, even for those who didn’t see customers all day. For me, however, the dress code was even more important, because as cashier, I was usually the last store employee customers saw.

		I hated to wear pants, not just because my ass no longer fit in the majority of my pants, but I now found myself preferring skirts and dresses, wanting to show off my legs whenever possible. Skirts and dresses also provided far easier access to my most intimate area, making it more likely I could reward a man for helping me.

		I eventually found a pair of black jeans that fit me. They were tight, especially across my ass. I could barely manage to button them, but after a few minutes of struggle, I managed to do it. I had to admit, they looked good on me. They looked nearly painted on, better highlighting the size of my ass.

		For a top, I found a scoop neck white top that would do the trick. I didn’t even remember buying it, but it was stretching enough to fit around my big round tits without being baggy around my waist. However, with the additional stretching the top needed to perform to fit my tits, it left a small band of flesh bare around my midriff.

		If I carefully read the employee manual, I probably would have found some part of the dress code that I was violating, but I had no interest in reading anything, let alone the employee manual. My boss could cite me, but I had a feeling I knew how to deal with him. After all, I now had both the body to please and the desire to use it.

		When I arrived for work, my boss was nowhere to be seen. That was fine by me. I simply grabbed a store apron and headed out to the cash register. I made sure to arrange the apron so that it didn’t properly cover me, leaving my large valley of cleavage visible.

		That meant the waist tie actually tied around my ass, but that was okay. It helped to highlight my ass from behind.

		The last part of my work uniform that I put on was my name tag. There was already a Tabitha on staff when I arrived, so to prevent confusion, my name tag said that I was Tabbi. I hated the name when I started, but now that I was little more than a bimbo, Tabbi seemed like a fun name. Tabitha sounded so dry and boring. That wasn’t me at all. I was sweet and fun.

		The first customer in the store was a man I had never seen before. He eyed me as he walked in and began to make his way around the store with his shopping cart. This wasn’t a big store, so he made eye contact several more times as he circumnavigated with his cart.

		“Hi,” I said cheerfully as the man approached my checkout stall. Not that he had any choice. I was the only cashier on duty.

		“Hello…” the man started to say before he leaned over and took a good long look at my chest. “Tabbi,” he finally concluded, although I was pretty sure he could read my name tag from afar. He just wanted a good excuse to look at my tits. The funny part was, he didn’t need an excuse. What was the point of having big tits if people weren’t going to look at them?

		I wasn’t particularly fast in checking the man’s groceries. I couldn’t find a rhythm as I tried to scan his purchases. I was even slower when it came to typing the number that corresponded to the various fruits and vegetables he bought. I had all the numbers memorized within a week of starting work, but now none of those numbers were left in my head. I had to look up each and every item.

		Not that the man seemed to mind. It gave him more time to look at my tits.

		“Sorry I’m so slow,” I eventually said. “I’m kind of a bimbo.”

		Actually, I was a total bimbo, but he wouldn’t know the difference.

		“That’s quite all right, Tabbi,” the man said. “You’re doing just fine. And I’m in no hurry. It’s a lovely day and I’m enjoying every moment of it.”

		His eyes had yet to leave my tits. That made me feel better, knowing he was happy to enjoy the view while I did my best to check him out.

		Finally the man was on his way, but that once again left me with nothing to do. The funny thing about this particular store was how long it could sometimes go between customers. That time could sometimes be measured in hours rather than just minutes.

		And that was exactly what happened. I continued to stand there, waiting. I twirled my hair for a while, since I had nothing better to do. Eventually I started to daydream about the previous customer deciding my slowness was not acceptable and that I needed to be punished. Rather than tell my boss about my slowness, he simply took it out on me, bending me over the checkout counter and spanking me. In my dream, he even made me count with each stroke of his hand.

		Little did I realize how my hands drifted to my tits while I stood there and got lost in my fantasy. They slipped under my apron and began to massage my tits, paying special attention to my nipples. The apron hid most of what I was doing, but between the placement of my hands and the dopey look on my face, anyone who walked by could see what I was doing. I simply couldn’t help myself.

		“Excuse me,” came the sharp voice of a woman.

		I snapped to attention, pulling my hands back to my sides. In front of me was an old woman with a grouchy look on her face.

		“What can I, you know, do for you?” I asked, trying to ignore the heat in my face from the embarrassment of getting caught as I had.

		“Do you know where the flour is?” the woman asked. I couldn’t tell if she knew what I had just been doing, but I wasn’t about to bring it up.

		“Um,” I said as I tried to think about flour. It used to be common for me to get asked questions such as these. And usually I was able to answer, but that was no more. I could not begin to think of where the woman could find the flour.

		I giggled as I stood there before I started to speak again. “I don’t… Oh wait, there’s Ron. He’ll know.”

		I pointed toward Ron, one of the other employees. He was in the middle of restocking crackers.

		The woman left me to get help from Ron. I couldn’t believe how unhelpful I now was. Not only had I been caught playing with my tits, but I had completely forgotten where anything in the store was. Right then I knew this would likely be my last day of work. I was bound to get fired.

		And strangely enough, that possibility was completely fine with me. I actually looked forward to the time when I no longer had to report to a job. Bimbos like myself weren’t working material. That is unless we were the sole focus of attention, like a model, stripper, or even a porn star. Those sounded like much better jobs than grocery store cashier for a bimbo like me. But for now, there was no replacing my current job. As much fun as it would be to sit around masturbating all day, I needed to get out and meet people.

		After getting caught by a customer playing with my tits, that should have been enough for me to stop, but a moment later I was once again lost in my fantasy. My hands returned to my tits and my eyes went cross eyed as I stared off into nothing, my mind forming all the images I would need.

		I lost all track of time as I stood there playing with my nipples. They were hard and pointy, a clear signal of how turned on I was. I knew my break was coming up, but I didn’t know when. Someone would have to relieve me so I could rush to the bathroom to get myself off. If it weren’t for my tight pants, I would have stuck my fingers down the front to play with my pussy.

		Unconsciously, as I continued playing with my tits, I started to gently hump the checkout stand, trying to find a position where I could get some contact between the stand and my denim covered clit.

		Suddenly I heard a noise. I looked up, giving my eyes a moment to focus on the woman, now holding a bag of flour. The noise that had alerted me was her clearing her throat.

		“Can you ring this up?” the woman asked.

		“Of course,” I squeaked, honestly surprised she hadn’t noticed what I had just been doing. I could feel a wetness growing between my legs. It was only the work apron that kept the wet spot that must have stained the front of my jeans from being clear to everyone who saw me.

		I quickly took the bag of flour and ran it across the scanner. But nothing happened.

		I stood there for a moment, trying to remember what to do. I had trained for this, but that training was long forgotten.

		Looking at the screen, it was ready to accept a barcode. The computer was ready, but I had done something wrong. I looked at the bag of flour and saw there was a barcode ready to be scanned.

		I moved the bag across the scanner for a second time, but still, it wouldn’t scan.

		“I’m sorry,” I said, not even sure where to begin. This wasn’t like me at all. I usually wasn’t such a dunce when it came to my job. Not that the woman had any idea that I had just been turned into a bimbo overnight by the pair of earrings that still hung from my ears.

		“You should try turning it over so the barcode is on the bottom,” the woman said.

		I smiled broadly at the effort to help. I didn’t know how that was going to help, but I wasn’t going to argue. The customer was always right, or something like that.

		As soon as I turned the bag over, the scanner saw the barcode and beeped.

		“It worked,” I said. “Thanks. I don’t know what’s wrong with me today, you know?”

		The woman finished her transaction, but said nothing more. If anything, she seemed mildly amused by my difficulties. Luckily, she wasn’t in a hurry, nor was she grouchy. Some people, even before I got bimbofied, would come into the store and be complete jerks to the staff.

		With the store once again empty of customers, I took it upon myself to find Ron, to thank him for helping that woman. Since she bought a bag of flour, I could only assume he had been successful.

		“Hey, Ron Ron,” I said, posing myself in the entrance to the aisle where he currently worked, stocking packages of cookies. The name I used for him went back to before I had been bimbofied, but it seemed even more apt now than it did before.

		Ron looked up at me and his eyes zeroed in on my tits. His jaw fell as he stared deep into my chasm of cleavage. I couldn’t help but giggle. Why had I never realized how much I love it when guys look at my tits? Maybe it was because I didn’t really have tits before. Now that I did have them, I wanted the whole world to see them. It seemed only fitting and seeing guys stared never failed to turn me on.

		“Tabbi,” Ron finally said. I had disliked the nickname that had been thrust upon me before, but now I had decided that I liked it. It sounded much more fun than the boring Tabitha. That was the name of a bookworm and nerd. Tabbi was a fun name. It was the name of a girl who liked to have fun. It was the perfect name for a bimbo like me.

		“Whatcha doing?” I asked, twirling my hair in my fingers.

		“Working,” came Ron’s single reply.

		“My break is coming up soon,” I said as I ran my hand down my flank, highlighting my new curves. “Do you want to take it with me? I’ll make it worth your while.”

		To highlight my meaning, I made an O-shape with my lips and pushed out the side of my cheek with my tongue. Even a dumb liked me would understand what that meant.

		“Um,” Ron started to say, his voice cracking. “I mean, sure. Come get me when you get relieved.”

		“Sure thing,” I said with a happy smile. I had never had any interest in Ron before, but ever since my mind and body changed, I was increasingly finding that as long as the man had a cock then it didn’t really matter if I was interested or not. I was what I needed from the men who I met.

		Unfortunately, I had to return to my post. I could escape for a few minutes here or there, but if there was someone who needed to checkout, I needed to be there to help them.

		The next customer to come into the store was a handsome mountain of a man. I vaguely recognized him as someone who came in about once a week. He always smelled of pine trees and the earth, like he spent his time in the forest. His big bushy beard made him instantly recognizable.

		“Hi,” I said before giggling and waving to him with my fingers. I had always found him attractive, but now I felt much more capable of following through on my attraction. I wanted to take things a step forward.

		“Tabbi?” the man said in surprise. “Is that you?”

		“Uh huh,” I said, nodded in affirmation.

		“You look…” he said, trailing off as he lost the words to describe it. “I mean… Wow.”

		I giggled again.

		Suddenly I got a bold idea as my brain fixated on what I wanted to do with this man.

		“Can I show you something special?” I asked.

		“Of course,” the man said. “Anything.”

		I took the man by the hand and pulled him toward a dark corner of the store, someplace where I could remain out of sight for what I was about to do.

		In a moment we were there. The man—Dario I thought his name was, but I couldn’t be certain, what with my bimbofied brain and its forgetfulness—stood behind a display for a product that had yet to sell a single item all summer from its poor placement.

		“Keep a lookout,” I said as I gracefully dropped to my knees. A moment later my fingers deftly freed Dario’s cock from the confines of his tight pants.

		“Whoa,” I said as his cock nearly sprang up and hit me in the nose. “You’ve got a huge cock.”

		Dario smiled as he got the idea of what I had planned. And rather than wait for me to get started, he simply grabbed me by the head and pulled me onto his cock. Before I even knew what was happening, I had a mouthful of cock as his shaft pushed against the back of my throat.

		This was what I had wanted. I couldn’t help myself. I needed to get some cock and it seemed simplest to suck off this man who I already found attractive. Only, I had no idea he was as interested in fucking my face as I was in having him do it to me.

		It must have been a long time since Dario last came, because it took only a few short minutes before his cock twitched in my throat, telling me that he had passed his point of no return. A moment later he flooded my belly with his seed, filling me up and giving me a meal I had never thought possible before.

		This was what I needed to do with my life. They were simple words, but I had become a simple girl. I needed to give blowjobs and get fucked in the back of cars. I needed men to treat me like the bimbo slut I had become. I didn’t need a job that worked with numbers or money. I needed men to fuck and hopefully at least one who wouldn’t mind funding my bimbo slut lifestyle

		“That was really good,” Dario said after he had finished cumming down my throat. My one regret had been not being able to taste his cum, but he had used me too thoroughly for me to care too much. I was just happy to finally put the body I had been given by the power of the earrings to good use.

		I sat back on my haunches in a daze as Dario took his cock from me and returned it to the confines of his pants. I would be seeing him again, I was certain. Even if I got called away for my break next, I would see him again in the future, the next time he needed to come into the grocery store for supplies.

		I continued kneeling behind the display, the events of only moments earlier still running through my head. Finally, however, I managed to rise to my feet and return to my post at the checkout stand. It seemed I hadn’t missed anyone. The store was still quiet with only Dario stalking its shelves. And I knew he would be a while. He always took his time, picking out exactly what he wanted to eat for each meal over the course of the next week.

		“You can go on break now,” came my boss’ voice. He gave me an odd look up and down for a moment, but he ignored my changed body so that he did not need to question his own memories of me. “I’ll take over for you.”

		“Thanks, boss,” I said, licking my lips and batting my eyelashes at him. I proceeded to literally skip off, letting my big tits bounce with each stride.

		I did not immediately head to the break room. That would be my final destination, but I needed to find Ron first.

		“Ron Ron,” I practically squealed as I spotted him in another aisle, continuing to stock the shelves.

		Ron looked up to see my smiling face and my bouncing tits bounding toward him.

		“Tabbi,” Ron said, smiling at my gaping cleavage. “You’re on break.”

		Without even answering, I grabbed Ron’s hand and pulled him toward the back and the break room.

		“What’s your hurry?” Ron asked as I used all my force to pull him through the final doorway and close the door to the break room behind him.

		I couldn’t find the words to describe what I was feeling. Dario fucking my face had been a complete turn on and I felt the need to go a step further. It wasn’t enough for me to just suck guys off. That ignored a big part of who I now was. I needed Ron to give me what I needed even more than a cock in my mouth. I needed him to fuck my pussy.

		“I need you to fuck me,” I said as I started pushing down my pants.

		“Wait, what?” Ron said, surprised by my forwardness.

		“I need you to fuck me,” I repeated. “I’m really horny and I need you to stick that big hunk of man meat in my pussy and fuck me so hard you make my brains spill out.”

		Ron remained speechless, but once I managed to get my pants down around my ankles, I positioned myself by leaning over the break room table and presenting him my ass and pussy from behind.

		“Come on,” I said, shaking my ass toward him. “Fuck me.”

		Ron said nothing, but suddenly I heard a zipper. A moment later, I felt his hands on my ass, sliding up to gain purchase on my hips.

		“Of fuck,” I nearly screamed as Ron pushed his hard cock into my wet and waiting pussy. This was what I had needed. It had been fine to suck Dario off, but what I really needed was to get fucked. I needed to be filled. This was my purpose. I was just a bimbo who needed to get fucked, like all the time.

		Ron never bothered to set a rhythm as he sawed in and out of me. Taking my earlier encouragement to heart, he started fucking me hard from the start, driving into me with a force I didn’t know was possible. But I loved it all the more as he both stretched my pussy and fucked me as hard as he could.

		The moment I felt Ron’s cum in my pussy, I was cumming too. He hadn’t even bothered to warn me he was about to cum. He just did it, filling me up with his hot white seed.

		My vision turned white as my arms convulsed with orgasmic energy. Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me, filling me with both a sense of relief and with an unwavering knowledge that this was what I was meant for and this was how I wanted to spend the rest of my life. I wanted to get fucked, over and over again.

		When Ron pulled out of me, I was too well fucked to even glance back at him. “Thanks,” I breathed, my voice barely louder than a whisper. “I needed that.”

		I knew I needed to get up and return to my post. My break was only supposed to last 15 minutes. I didn’t know how long it had been yet, but it had to have been close.

		However, as soon as Ron’s hands left my hips, another set of hands replaced them. This time I looked back, not so much out of fear, but out of curiosity. I wanted to know who next wanted to fuck me. I was more than happy to give myself up to another man. I had already sucked one guy off and fucked another today. What was adding one more to that list?

		However, to my surprise, it wasn’t one of my other coworkers who stood behind me, but the owner of the store. His smile was wide as he looked down at my body.

		“First you suck off a customer,” he said. “Now you fuck the stock boy. Really, Tabbi, what am I going to do with you?”

		“You could fuck me,” I offered, unable to think of anything else to say.

		“Oh, darling, I was going to do that anyway,” he said. “But I don’t want sloppy seconds. You’ve already used your mouth and your pussy to fuck in my store. I guess that means I get to take you in the ass.”

		I had never imagined someone fucking me in the ass, but as soon as he mentioned it, that was all I wanted. And I only needed to wait a moment before I felt a squirt of lube into my ass. That was quickly followed by a rock hard cock driving into me.

		“Yes,” he said. “I think we’re going to have to do more of this, don’t you think?”

		I couldn’t speak. My mind wanted to answer, but my vocal cords seemed unable to work. Instead, I nodded my head, agreeing that I wanted more of this. A bimbo says yes, especially when it meant more fucking.

		That first day as a bimbo opened me up to a whole new world. After that, I didn’t work the checkout stand anymore as a cashier. Admittedly, that was partly because I couldn’t be relied upon to do it right. There were too many numbers and when it came to giving out change, well, when you can’t do math anymore, it’s kind of hard to count out what to give back to customers after their purchase.

		Instead, I got an office in the back. Ron was put in charge of it all, oddly enough. It was there that I gave special services to some of the store’s long time and valued customers. I was vaguely aware that my body was being sold for profit, but I didn’t much care when I got to fuck and suck so much. I much preferred thinking about all the men and women I fucked than how the store owner was probably making bank from my work, all the while he kept paying me my hourly salary. At least he paid to upgrade my wardrobe so I can look like a proper bimbo slut.

		However, as the summer drew to a close, I knew my time at the store was nearing an end. But what was more, my friends started to return. Lena came home first. She looked swamping with her fake tits and tan skin. After a summer of wearing nothing but bikinis, she found it hard to wear anything else. Not that anyone seemed to mind her skimpy clothing choices. Even stodgy old women who always seemed to have something to complain about kept their mouth shut when they saw Lena walk by in her bimbo glory.

		Next it was Bridget to return. She looked like a sexy business girl with her blonde hair and equally large tits. And after a summer at a hedge fund, she had the cash to really live it up. The pink convertible was a nice touch and she loved driving us around town in it, simply as a means to show off to everyone.

		Kami returned last. She didn’t say much anymore. Between all of her fucking on the farm and all of the milking, she didn’t seem too have much in the way of brains left. She had basically been turned into a human cow, which worked out pretty well, since she would randomly moo.

		As for me, my two weeks with the earrings had been more eventful than even I could have imagined. At first I embraced being called Tabbi. After all, I didn’t want to be associated with that other Tabitha.

		However, after a few days, people started to call me Tabbi Cat instead of just Tabbi. I didn’t mind. I thought it was kind of fun. I certainly had some cat-like qualities, like the way I tended to stretch and pose, much like a cat does when it wants attention.

		But even Tabbi Cat wouldn’t last as my nickname. Eventually all connection to my real name was lost when people started calling me Kitty instead. That was even better in a way. I felt so much sexier when people called me Kitty. My name tag even got changes to reflect the change in name.

		When my parents finally returned from their vacation, they didn’t act like anything about me was different. They simply smiled whenever we needed to interact. They even started calling me Kitty, but I didn’t remember telling them about my work nickname. I didn’t understand any of it, but then again, as a bimbo, that wasn’t important anymore. If it was important, a man would explain it to me.

		As for what the formerly four amigos and now the four bimbos have planned, that is hard to say. College is kind of out of the question now, but I think we’ll still go back, at least until we fail out. After that, Lena and Bridget have connections in Greece and New York, so we could always go there. But what is certain, is the four bimbos will never be parted again. No amount of distance could ever truly pull us apart.

		We might not have been bimbos before we left for the summer, but now our bimbofication only brought us closer together. We not only shared stories and feelings, but we shared men as well. After all, what are bimbo best friends for?
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