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		Ashley woke up to the doorbell ringing. She looked over at her clock to see that it was barely six o’clock yet.

		“What the hell?” Ashley complained as she pulled herself out of bed, the bell ringing for a second time.

		“Yes?” she asked grumpily, opening the door, still wearing her sleep wear of a big shirt from an old boyfriend and an old pair of cotton shorts.

		“Ashley Smith?” the man at the door asked. He was big, both tall and wide. The man wore a gray short sleeve work shirt that struggled to contain both his arms and his gut. The goatee and tattooed arms finished off a look of a man that was not to be messed with.

		“Yeah,” Ashley replied, her annoyance at being woken up early clearly showing in her voice.

		“I’m John with Repo Collections. I’m here to repossess a purchase you made last year from the Body & Mind Emporium.”

		The man glanced at a clipboard in his hand, checking to make sure he had his information right.

		“Um, but I’ve never bought anything from the Body & Mind Emporium before,” Ashley said with frustration. “I’ve never even heard of it before.”

		“Look lady,” John said curtly, “I’m not here to listen to your whining. You say your name is Ashley Smith and this is apartment 210 of the Greenville Estate Apartments. My paperwork clearly shows that your purchase of the Nerd Package has gone to collections and I’m here to collect.”

		Ashley was panicking, having no idea what was going on. It did not help that her mind was not functioning at one hundred percent yet. She really needed her morning coffee to get herself moving.

		“But I don’t understand,” Ashley pleaded. “I didn’t make that purchase. And even if I did, I don’t have it for you to take.”

		“That’s not a problem,” John said with a leer. “The company gave me something to help.”

		John reached into a bag that was sitting at his feet, which Ashley had not noticed before, and pulled out what looked like a toy ray gun.

		“What is that?” Ashley asked, fear creeping into her voice. She wanted to run. It would have been easy. She could slam the door, lock it and hide in her bedroom until he went away. Except, Ashley did not seem able to move, fear rooting her to her spot in the doorway.

		“I don’t know what this is called. All my boss said was that I just need to point this at you and pull the trigger. Don’t worry, my understanding is that it’s not supposed to hurt.”

		Ashley remained frozen as John raised the ray gun-like device, aiming at Ashley’s head. He pulled the trigger and a purple beam shot out and struck Ashley in the forehead. John had been right, it did not hurt. In fact, it set off a warmth that spread throughout Ashley’s body, raising her body temperature slightly. If she had not been so scared, she might have enjoyed it.

		After several seconds, John let go of the trigger and returned the device to the bag. Ashley stood there slightly stunned at what had just happened. Her body still felt unnaturally warm.

		“If you would just sign this Ms. Smith,” John said, holding out his clipboard and a pen.

		Ashley took hold of the clipboard and stared at it. Her mind still was not working properly and she was unable to focus her vision to actually read what it said.

		“It’s to signify that I have repossessed the Nerd Package,” John said, seeing Ashley’s obvious difficulties with comprehending what was going on. “You just need to sign at the bottom.”

		Ashley shook her head slightly to help jump start her brain. It worked, as Ashley registered what John had said and signed her name.

		“Thank you Ms. Smith,” John said as Ashley handed him back the clipboard. “I have to say that this is the strangest repossession I have ever done. I’ll be honest that I don’t really get what I just did, but I do what I’m told. Here’s your copy. Have a nice day.”

		John handed Ashley the pink carbon copy of the paper she had just signed and then turned to leave.

		“Yeah, you too,” Ashley said absent mindedly as she moved to close the door, clutching her copy of the repossession paper work in her hand.

		Ashley leaned back against the closed door, her eyes closed, as she tried to gather her thoughts. The warmth she had felt from the ray gun began to fade and the weariness from being woken up early began to take its toll.

		“I need coffee,” she said out loud. “Then I can figure out what the hell just happened.”

		Ashley padded into her kitchen and set herself to making herself her morning cup of coffee. Luckily it was an activity she was used to performing in a half asleep state, her body operating on autopilot. Ashley sat at the kitchen table and slowly began to drink her freshly brewed coffee. She could feel the caffeine surge through her veins and begin to ignite her slow thinking brain, injecting energy to improve efficiency.

		Finally fully awake, Ashley turned her attention to the paper she had signed and left on the table while she was making her coffee. She read through the paper twice, trying to understand all of the legalese and acronyms describing what was actually purchased. Despite feeling more awake, none of the events of the morning thus far made any sense. Reading the carbon copy left her with few answers.

		“What’s a Nerd Package?” Ashley asked out loud, frustrated by the lack of answers to her many questions. “And what’s the Body & Mind Emporium?”

		After a third reading of the receipt, Ashley decided it was time to look online. Picking up her coffee and the pink paper, Ashley made her way into her living room and fired up her laptop. Within minutes she was browsing the web and looking for answers to her questions.

		The Body & Mind Emporium thankfully had a website. In fact, as Ashley navigated their site, it seemed they were purely an online retailer. Of course, that would only make it more difficult to get her questions answered, but Ashley was certainly determined.

		At first Ashley thought the Body & Mind Emporium sold costumes and the like, based on the names of some of the packages they sold, like the Nerd Package, but as she looked closer, she saw that they claimed to sell body and mind upgrades, so to speak. The site claimed that you could purchase I.Q. enhancements and body modifications, including enhanced sexual organs. It all seemed very strange to Ashley and she thought there was no way that the whole thing could possibly be real.

		Ashley decided to focus her attention on the Nerd Package, since that was what the repo man had supposedly repossessed from her. The first thing that caught her attention was the price. The package cost $5,000. Ashley could not believe that someone would pay that much for a gimmick.

		Once Ashley recovered from the shock of the price, she turned her attention to what the Nerd Package actually did. Are you tired of feeling lost in conversations? Ashley read. Do you feel you have been passed over for jobs by incredibly smart people? The Nerd Package is the perfect tool to turn you into a smart and highly employable person. With the Nerd package, we don’t just raise your I.Q. We also add the body enhancements to give you the look to match your new smarter self. With the Nerd Package from the Body & Mind Emporium, you can customize the features to better suit your needs, all for a simple price. This package provides savings of more than 20% over buying each enhancement individually.

		“Holy shit,” Ashley said, nearly spitting out her coffee. None of it made any sense. In fact, the more time Ashley spent thinking about it, the more it seemed like it had to be a big joke. She had a couple of friends who liked to play practical jokes. Ashley did consider herself to be the nerd of her group of friends. She was working in a lab part time while she applied to graduate schools. It all had to be a big joke.

		After the morning she had had, Ashley considered calling in sick to the lab, but she had nothing better to do with herself for the day, and she did enjoy her work. Going to work proved to be a good choice as it distracted her from her encounter with the repo man. It also gave Ashley the opportunity to talk to Nick, her best friend since childhood, while they took lunch together. He had always been there for her in the past. They had tried the whole dating thing in college, but it did not work out. They simply were not each other’s type.

		“He shot you?” Nick gasped in surprise.

		“Yeah.”

		“What happened?”

		“Nothing. That’s the weird part. It was like he shot me with a toy ray gun or something.”

		“That was it? Did he just leave then?”

		“No. He made me sign this paper saying he had repossessed the item.”

		“And you signed it?” Nick asked, shocked at Ashley’s lack of common sense.

		“Nick, you have to remember that it was really early. I mean the guy did wake me up.”

		“But still… So what was it?”

		“What was what?”

		“The thing the guy said he was repossessing.”

		“Something called the Nerd Package from the Body & Mind Emporium. You ever hear of them?”

		“No, nothing comes to mind. You find out what it is?”

		“I looked online this morning, but none of it makes any sense. It’s all about making mind and body upgrades. Things like increasing I.Q. and being taller.” Ashley lowered her voice and leaned closer to the table so only Nick could hear her. “They also claimed to do things like increase penis size and breast size.”

		Nick laughed at Ashley’s obvious discomfort in discussing certain topics in semi-public places like the nearly empty cafeteria at the lab they both worked at.

		“How much did it cost?”

		“How much did what cost?”

		“The Nerd Package.”

		“$5,000.”

		“Wow. So was it worth it?” Nick asked his last question as an obvious joke, a cheesy grin plastered across his face.

		“Shut up,” Ashley said, returning a smile. “I just wish I knew why this happened. It has to be a practical joke. Probably Megan trying to be funny or something. She always likes to point out my nerdiness. What do you think?”

		“It’s possible,” Nick shrugged. “But I have an idea. It’s possible…I mean since you have a fairly common name…it’s possible that there could have been an Ashley Smith living in your apartment last year. I mean you did just move in, and you yourself have commented how quickly you seemed to start getting junk mail. Maybe there really was an Ashley Smith that bought the Nerd package or something.”

		Ashley was skeptical. She knew the odds were slim that such an occurrence would actually happen, probably borderline astronomical.

		“I don’t know Nick. That just seems highly unlikely. It’s more likely to be Megan. She does have a history of practical jokes and for paying a pretty penny to make them work too.”

		“Well there is a way to find out.”

		“Yeah? How’s that?”

		“Call your landlord. It’s a perfectly legitimate request, especially since it concerns your credit.”

		“Of course. Why didn’t I think of that?”

		“Maybe because that ray gun thing was real and it zapped your intelligence.”

		“Shut up.”

		Both Ashley and Nick had a good laugh over his joke as they finished their lunches and then went back to work. When Ashley got home, she immediately picked up the phone and called her landlord. Ashley was confident that her original assumptions were accurate and that it was Megan playing a trick on her.

		The phone rang and rang, but there was no answer. Finally, just as Ashley was about to hang up, the answering machine picked up. “Jack Saber is out of the office right now. He will return on Tuesday, the 17th. Please leave a message and Jack will get back to you when he returns. Thank you.”

		At the beep, Ashley left her message, asking if there had been another Ashley Smith that had lived in her apartment previously. When she rang off, Ashley felt down. She had hoped to have the issue resolved by now, but it was not. Ashley thought about calling up Megan and asking her straight up, but then she remembered that Megan had killed her phone earlier in the week, and the replacement was not due until next week. Ashley’s only consolation was that it was Friday, and she had the rest of the evening to try to relax.

		And relax she did. Ashley opened a bottle of wine and watched movies, putting the morning’s events out of her mind.

		It was late Saturday morning when Ashley finally awoke to sunlight streaming in through the window and further warming her bed. She stretched lazily, enjoying the comfort of her bed. She felt good and was happy that she was not feeling the effects of the wine from the night before. Ashley would have laid there the rest of the morning, but there was a hunger quickly building in her stomach.

		Ashley pulled herself out of bed and padded into the kitchen where she poured herself a big bowl of cereal and drowned it in milk.

		“What should I do today?” she asked herself out loud as she ate her cereal.

		Nothing came to mind. Instead Ashley continued with her normal routine, hoping that she would find something to do as the day progressed. That started with a shower. As Ashley soaped herself up, she could not help but notice that her breasts were more sensitive than usual. They also seemed bigger too. Ashley shrugged it off, knowing that her time of the month was quickly approaching. She figured it was a little early this month.

		However, Ashley did find herself surprised when she finished her shower. First, when she went to shave her legs, she found that they were already smooth. It had been a few days, so Ashley stood there confused trying to figure out what had happened. The next surprise came when she dried her hair. The color was off, her normally raven dark hair was lighter. It was nothing extraordinary, just a little lighter.

		“Must be the lighting,” Ashley said to herself. “Anyways, I kind of like it.”

		Ashley was feeling too good to let some oddities in her appearance shake her. She shrugged off the questions, instead deciding it was more important to just keep moving through her day. However, Ashley’s personal comfort and apathy toward the differences she had noticed ended when she went to put on her bra.

		“What the hell,” Ashley said as she looked in the mirror at herself, seeing her breasts overflowing her bra. “This is more than a little swelling. They’re not supposed to grow like this.”

		Ashley tried several bras, but found that none of them fit properly. Instead, she eventually decided on a bikini top an an old boyfriend had bought her in hopes that she would wear it at the beach for him. The boyfriend was left wanting as Ashley had never worn it before today. The bikini did not provide the same level of support that she was used to, but it helped.

		However, Ashley suddenly felt stricken as she examined herself in the mirror. She did not match. She had already pulled on her normal panties, but they did not go with the bikini top she had on. Matching had never mattered before, but now it seemed wrong to not take such care in her appearance.

		Ashley replaced her regular panties, which now that she thought about it seemed a little tight, with the bikini bottoms. They were cut to show a lot more than she was used to. Ashley again shrugged it off with the knowledge that no one would see them. There was a tiny part of her that felt disappointed at that, but Ashley did not pay any attention to it.

		Completing her outfit proved difficult for Ashley. Nothing seemed right as she found herself digging all the way to the back of her closet.

		“I really need to go shopping,” Ashley said as she sorted through her dresser, having already given up on the clothes in her closet.

		Finally Ashley found something that she thought was passable. The jeans she wore dated back to her freshman year of college. They were very tight and low cut, showing off her ass. The tie sides of her bikini bottoms underneath were barely visible over the top of the waist band. For a top, Ashley found an old yellow polo shirt that she had also bought in college, this time for a Halloween costume of a sorority girl. Now five years later and having shrunk in the wash, the shirt was tight against her breasts and the open neck left the tops of her breasts exposed. It also left a stretch of skin visible along her midriff.

		White tennis shoes and some lipstick completed Ashley’s look. Simply put, the Ashley of Friday would have never been dressed the way she was now. Something was different about Ashley, but she did not see it. Instead she focused on feeling good and looking good.

		Satisfied with her appearance, Ashley walked out into the kitchen to fix herself a sandwich for a late lunch. She was famished again. As Ashley sat and ate her meal, she picked up a chemistry journal, one of several science journals she subscribed to, from the table and began to leaf through it. She was quickly bored, not wanting to think about anything complex at the moment. Ashley closed the journal and turned her attention to a free sample of a fashion magazine that had arrived in the mail yesterday. She did not bother with the articles, but instead sat and enjoyed the pretty women as she leafed through the magazine.

		On a normal Saturday afternoon one would often find Ashley curled up with a good book. She was a voracious reader. But on this Saturday afternoon, Ashley felt more like going for a walk. The weather was finally starting to clear after a cold winter and a walk in the sun seemed like a fun thing to do.

		Ashley did not walk with any particular direction in mind, instead following instinct and her chipper mood. She soon found herself at the park. As she wandered around, Ashley found herself fascinated by a group of shirtless guys playing volleyball.

		“They’re cute,” Ashley said to herself as she decided to lay out in the grass and watch.

		After twenty minutes of watching, Ashley started to become very self conscious. Something was very wrong about her situation. As much as she was enjoying watching the cute guys at the park, she knew that this was not an activity that she would have normally partaken in.

		Ashley stood up and marched herself back home, the whole way she completed a mental inventory, trying to figure out what was wrong with her. Once home, Ashley stood herself in front of the mirror and stared at herself in shock.

		“What the hell am I doing?” she asked. “What happened to my regular fashion. And it’s a weekend. Why the hell am I wearing make-up?”

		Ashley stripped off her polo shirt and slid her jeans down around her ankles. She stared at her bikini clad form, transfixed over how different she looked. The larger breasts and lighter hair color seemed more apparent, or at least she seemed to pay them more attention. Ashley turned to look at her back. Was her butt bigger?

		Ashley pulled her pants back up, but left her shirt discarded on the floor as she walked to her phone.

		“Nick?” Ashley asked through the phone when she heard the “hello.”

		“Yeah.”

		“It’s Ashley.”

		“I know. I have caller I.D.”

		“Oh yeah, that’s right.”

		“What’s up? You sound funny?”

		“Funny? What do you mean I sound funny?”

		“Sorry I misspoke. You sound worried. Is something wrong?”

		“Um, I don’t know. Maybe. I was wondering if you could come over? I need to talk to someone.”

		“Sure thing. Is this a pizza and ice cream type of talk or something else? Because I can pick some up on the way over.”

		“I don’t think so,” Ashley replied before giving it any thought. She paused for a moment and noticed that she was hungry again. “Actually, if it isn’t too much trouble, pizza and ice cream sound really good right now. Could you pick some up on your way over? I’ll pay you back.”

		“Sure thing Ashley. And don’t worry about paying me back. We’re friends. Friends pay for each other sometimes.”

		“Thanks.”

		“No problem. I’ll be over in about half an hour.”

		“Thank you Nick. I really mean it.”

		“See ya.”

		“Bye.”

		Ashley hung up the phone feeling instantly better. Nick would know what to do. He would have some sort of answer, or at least some plan to follow. Ashley sat down on the couch in the living room and picked up one of several scientific magazines sitting on the coffee table. Despite the same disinterest she experienced at lunch, she forced herself to read it. It took a few minutes, but she eventually got into it and started enjoying it.

		Before Ashley knew it her door bell was ringing. She jumped up to answer the door. Just as she touched her hand to the knob, she realized she had never put her shirt back on.

		“Just a minute,” Ashley called out as she rushed back to her room to grab her shirt.

		A minute later, and fully clothed, Ashley opened the door, finding Nick standing there waiting, holding a grocery bag perched on top of a pizza box.

		“Taking your time I see,” Nick said with a smile as he pushed past Ashley and headed straight for the kitchen.

		Ashley closed the door behind Nick and followed him into the kitchen.

		“I wasn’t decent.”

		“Really? I can’t think of a time when I could say you weren’t decent. Something must really be wrong.”

		Nick had not actually looked at Ashley yet as he was focused on getting in and keeping the ice cream from melting while simultaneously keeping the pizza hot. When Nick finally turned around and looked at Ashley for the first time, he stood there speechless, his jaw slack as he tried to fully comprehend the sight before him.

		“Going for a new look I see,” Nick said, finally finding his voice.

		“Oh yeah,” Ashley replied meekly looking down at the floor, suddenly embarrassed by her appearance. “I don’t really know what happened, but something weird has happened to me I think.”

		“Well, whatever has happened, you look very nice.”

		Ashley looked up into Nick’s eyes and saw the sincerity in his statement. She smiled.

		“Thank you. You really think so?”

		“Of course. I mean, sure, it’s not your usual style, but you can definitely pull it off. But the real question is what comes first. Pizza or talking?”

		“Pizza. I’m starving.”

		“Sounds like a plan. Oh, and I brought beer. A good brew always makes a slice taste better.”

		Both Ashley and Nick grabbed pizza and beer before taking seats on the couch in the living room. Ashley quickly worked her way through her first slice and was moving onto seconds, while Nick had barely started eating.

		“You eat lunch today?” Nick asked curiously.

		“Yeah, I had a sandwich a couple hours ago,” Ashley said between bites. “I’ve just been really hungry all day. I’m not sure what’s going on.”

		“I guess we all have days like that. So what’s up?”

		After scarfing down the second slice of pizza and chugging half her beer, Ashley’s hunger seemed to be temporarily sated.

		“Well look at me,” Ashley said as she rose to her feet and stood in front of Nick.

		Nick scanned up and down his friend.

		“It’s your hair. You did something with your hair. It’s lighter isn’t it.”

		Nick looked like he was proud of himself for noticing the difference. Since Ashley was not his type he generally did not pay much attention to her looks or the way she dressed.

		“That’s one thing. But I didn’t do anything to change it. I woke up this morning and it was like this. But there’s more.”

		Nick continued to look her up and down. It was a strange feeling for Ashley, as she had never before been looked at like Nick was looking at her. There was a part of her that did not like being examined and potentially ogled, but at the same time there was something oddly satisfying in knowing that her body was a possible source of pleasure for Nick.

		“Come on Nick. I know you can spot it. You, of all people, should be able to figure this one out.”

		“Your tits,” Nick said, his face lighting up at the realization. “They look bigger. You get a push-up bra or something?”

		Ashley had always hated how Nick called women’s breasts “tits.” As much as Nick was her best friend, Ashley had always thought that he had some antiquated beliefs about women. The big reason why the two of them never had success beyond their friendship was Nick’s attraction to women of a certain type. “Big tits, small brains,” he used to say. Ashley was exactly the opposite.

		However, hearing Nick refer to her breasts as tits did not cause the reaction she had expected. Ashley had expected revulsion, or at least some negative emotion to coincide with her friend’s crude reference, but none came. Instead she found that she kind of liked it. The word “tits” rolled around inside Ashley’s head for several moments and it just seemed to fit. She had tits now. She had outgrown her breasts and they had become tits. It felt good to have tits.

		“Yes, my tits are bigger,” Ashley said, using the word out loud for the first time. “And no, I’m not wearing a push-up bra. Again I woke up like this.”

		“Holy shit,” Nick exclaimed.

		“Is something wrong with them?” Ashley asked, concerned over Nick’s response to her growth spurt. She cupped her breasts in her hands and looked down at them, looking for a problem.

		“No. Nothing’s wrong. It’s just that they grew overnight. I didn’t think tits were supposed to do that.”

		“They aren’t. I don’t know how it happened, but this morning I woke up and none of my bras fit anymore. Right now I’m wearing a bikini top.”

		“Could I see?” Nick asked cautiously.

		“Um, well, I don’t know Nick.”

		Ashley was feeling like her conversation with Nick was getting out of control. She wanted sympathy, but she was not getting it.

		“Look Ashley, technically I’ve seen it all before. Anyways, we’re friends. You can trust me.”

		“Well I guess I can.”

		Ashley grasped her shirt at the bottom with both hands and pulled it up over her head. Her breasts jiggled slightly in the triangles of the bikini as they were freed from the confines of the yellow polo. Ashley dropped the shirt at her feet and looked at Nick with hopeful eyes.

		Nick had a hungry look in his eyes as he viewed Ashley’s larger breasts for the first time. It was a look that Ashley had feared, but now that she was the subject, she could not help but feel like it was a compliment. Her body was causing a positive reaction in a guy. And, in this case, it happened to be a friend, which made it more comforting.

		“So what do you think?” Ashley asked, hoping that the thus far silent Nick approved.

		“Those are very nice,” Nick replied, eliciting a smile from Ashley. “Has anyone ever told you that you have a great body?”

		“Do you think so?” Ashley said, blushing. “No one has ever said that to me before.”

		“Definitely.”

		The duo were quiet for several moments as they tried to figure out what would come next.

		“Could I touch them?” Nick finally asked, breaking the silence.

		“Touch what?”

		“Your tits.”

		“I don’t know. I’m not sure it’s a good idea.”

		“Why not?” Nick asked.

		“I don’t know. I just don’t think it’s a good idea.”

		“I guess that’s okay. I just wanted to make sure everything was okay.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“Well, I was thinking that it would be a good idea to make sure that there is nothing physically wrong with them. I mean growing like this overnight isn’t normal.”

		“Do you think there’s something wrong?”

		Ashley was concerned. Nick was right in saying that this kind of growth was unnatural. She should have thought of that the moment she noticed it. She should have called the doctor or something.

		“I don’t know. That’s why I want to feel them. I want to make sure there’s nothing wrong with them.”

		“Okay.”

		“Okay, what?”

		“Okay, you can touch them.”

		“Really?” Nick said, surprised. He did not think he was going to be able to convince Ashley to let him feel her up, but he was not going to let this opportunity pass him by.

		“Yeah. I want to make sure there’s nothing wrong with them.”

		“All right then. Take a seat, because the doctor is in.”

		They both laughed at Nick’s joke. However, Ashley’s laugh came out as more of a giggle. She generally did not giggle.

		Ashley sat back down on the couch and thrust her chest out for Nick. He reached out tentatively and ran his hands along the outside of both breasts. The sensitivity that Ashley had felt in the shower that morning had returned even stronger. A sigh escaped Ashley’s lips as she leaned back into a pillow, Nick’s hands providing greater pleasure than she had ever felt before. Nick’s hands moved around and across her breasts, exploring their curves. His touch was sending sparks up into Ashley’s brain and down to her pussy.

		“That feels wonderful,” Ashley said, now completely forgetting the reason that she had let Nick touch her.

		Ashley’s nipples had hardened and were now poking at the thin fabric of the bikini. Nick took hold of the erect nubbins, pinching them between his fingers, twisting them in the process.

		“Oh yes. Oh yes. So good.”

		Ashley’s mind was foggy with lust. The pleasure she felt at the hands of Nick as he massaged and kneaded her breasts was incredible and she never wanted it to end. Her arousal was spiking and if she had known better, she would have seen the signs that she was close to orgasming.

		“You like my hands on your tits, don’t you?” Nick said.

		“I love it,” Ashley moaned.

		“Then you’ll definitely like this,” Nick said as he released one of Ashley’s breasts and slid his hand down to her jeans. He pressed gently between her legs. Nick could feel a dampness building up, soaking through her bikini bottoms.

		“Oh god,” Ashley moaned at Nick’s added touch. However, the change in stimulation shocked Ashley’s brain, clearing the fog. “Stop,” she called out. Ashley reached up and pushed Nick away. Nick pulled back, but the damage was done.

		“I”m sorry,” Nick said. “I got carried away. You know how much I like tits.”

		“Maybe you should go,” Ashley said. She knew she should have been angry at Nick for trying to take advantage of her, but she did not seem to have it in her to be mad. Still, she knew she needed to be alone for a while.

		“Yeah. Good idea.” Nick got up and headed straight for the door. “Look Ashley, I really am sorry. I don’t want this to ruin our friendship. Call me and we can talk it over, or I’ll see you at the lab on Monday. Okay?”

		“Okay,” Ashley replied as Nick closed the door.

		Ashley was despondent. She did not know what to do or what to think. It was all so confusing. Ashley finished her beer and then started to clean up. With the living room clean, Ashley went into the kitchen, grabbed another slice of pizza and another beer and sat down at her computer. She never did put her shirt back on.

		“What the hell is happening to me?” she asked out loud. “I don’t feel like me anymore.”

		Ashley sat there eating, staring at her computer screen, looking for inspiration. She went back to the Body & Mind Emporium website hoping to find anything else that might help her. At first glance there was nothing new. However, while sipping her beer, Ashley noticed that down at the bottom of the page was a link that read “Previous Purchase Information.”

		Ashley’s face lit up with excitement as she clicked the link. Soon she found herself reading a new page describing how to look up past purchase information. As she got down to the bottom of the description, the web page prompted her for her receipt code.

		“Damn it,” Ashley cried, slamming her fist on the desk. “Where the hell am I supposed to find a receipt code for something I never bought?”

		However, Ashley was graced with a second enlightening moment when she realized the code might have been on the pink paper. Ashley jumped up, her breasts swaying with the sudden change in movement, and ran into the kitchen, where she had left it. Paper in hand, she read through it as she made her way back to her computer.

		“Come on, where is it?” Ashley asked, feeling that her memory was somehow failing her. “Got it,” she exclaimed when she found the code sitting at the bottom of the paper.

		Typing the code into the web page was simple, but it took a minute to process and bring up the desired data. The Nerd Package from Body & Mind Emporium was customizable so that the customer could get exactly what they wanted. Thus, Ashley, until then, had no idea what had been repossessed from her. It was not good.

		Whoever had made the purchase in Ashley’s name had made serious alterations to themselves. They had ordered a massive breast reduction, along the lines of four cup sizes. Ashley could not comprehend having tits that big. There were other body changes, including a generally less curvy figure, fewer pleasure receptive nerves, dark hair, a deeper voice and brown colored eyes. Although the scariest part came right at the end. A fifty I.Q. point addition had been ordered.

		“Oh fuck,” Ashley said as she did the math to figure out where that would put her. She had never been tested, but she was pretty smart, definitely way above average. She figured she had been around 130, but if this were real, it would drop her down to around eighty.

		Ashley was panicking. She had no idea what to do. She needed help, but she had just kicked her best friend out for getting fresh with her. Ashley felt completely alone. She took a big swig from her beer.

		Frightened, Ashley tried to think of things to do to keep her mind off her predicament. This proved difficult as her mind was racing, jumping from one topic to another, but always coming back to how screwed she was. Ashley figured all she had left was to try and distract herself with t.v. or a movie. She got to her feet, but quickly found herself holding onto the desk for support. Ashley was not drunk yet, but she was getting close. It gave her and idea.

		The movie Ashley watched was not particularly funny, but that did not stop her from laughing. She was close to finishing off the six pack Nick had brought over. As she sucked the last one dry, everything seemed funny to her. Her laugh had slowly changed over to more of a giggle, but Ashley did not notice. Once the movie ended, she was barely able to get herself to bed before she passed out for the night.

		Again, the sun on her face was what finally caused Ashley to wake. However, this time it was not a pleasant awakening. Ashley’s head was pounding.

		“Damn beer,” she croaked.

		Ashley tried turning over and going back to sleep, but she could immediately tell it was going to be hopeless. Frustrated, she climbed out of bed and padded into the kitchen to make herself coffee. With a cup of coffee in hand, Ashley sat down at the table and stared blankly ahead, feeling too ill to try to read a science journal or even look at a fashion magazine.

		It was not until Ashley finished her coffee that she realized that she was naked, her body having been too focused on dealing with the hangover to alert her to her vulnerable state. She had been too drunk the night before to get into her night clothes after striping her clothes off before bed, so she climbed in naked.

		Not worrying about her lack of clothing in her own apartment, Ashley finished a second cup of coffee before she began to feel reasonably alert. Her stomach was too upset to try for food, even though she was incredibly hungry again, so she decided a shower was the next item on her Sunday itinerary.

		When Ashley walked into the bathroom, she initially left the light off, hoping the darkness would help alleviate her headache. She prepared everything for her shower short of actually turning the water on, before she finally turned on the light. Then the shock came. It had started as a simple sideways glance in the mirror, but the image reflected back at her had been enough to draw her complete attention.

		“What the fuck?” Ashley exclaimed as she looked at herself in the mirror for the first time. “My tits grew again.”

		They had, riding high as they had expanded out from her chest, but that was not all. Ashley’s hair had grown both longer and lighter overnight, so that it was now a light brown color and it reached down past her shoulder blades. Her waist was also thinner, and as she turned for a better look, she found her butt had also expanded, sticking out like a bubble. Less noticeable were the changes in her skin, as it had grown both softer and darker, her natural tan lines fading. Finally, there were also changes to her body hair. It had thinned considerably, to the point that there was only a sparse patch above Ashley’s pussy.

		Ashley cupped her tits, feeling the latest changes. She was immediately inundated with pleasure as sparks of arousal expanded out from her chest and flowed through her body. This time there was no stopping her as she began to massage and kneed her breasts, taking time to squeeze her expanded nipples. Before she knew it, Ashley was leaning against the bathroom wall, one hand still exploring her new curves, while the other migrated south toward her pussy. It started as simply rubbing her clit, the increased blood flow from her arousal causing it to pop out from under its hood.

		“Oh god,” Ashley moaned as one finger found its way inside her wet and hungry pussy.

		Ashley had never felt this kind of pleasure before. It was overwhelming in its intensity. Soon a second finger joined the first inside her pussy. It felt so good pistoning her fingers in and out of her. It was not long before a third joined the fun.

		“Oh yes, oh yes, oh god yes,” Ashley moaned between heavy breaths, her eyes closed in response to the deluge of pleasure.

		Ashley slid down the wall to the floor, legs growing weak from her energies being diverted to the continued need for the pleasure she was experiencing. It was like a drug, and had Ashley been aware, it had the potential to be a very addictive drug. Her headache forgotten, Ashley sat on the floor, numb to the world except for the blissful pleasure she felt at her own hands.

		And then it happened. Ashley let out an unintelligible moan and her vision went white as she came, collapsing to the floor as the biggest orgasm of her life washed through her. She did not pass out, but a casual observer would have thought differently, as she lay there, her expanded chest still heaving from her vigorous masturbation, one hand still buried in her pussy.

		Ashley did not know how long she lay there, basking in the afterglow of her orgasm. However, once the feeling of complete contentment began to fade, she got up. Her legs were shaky from her previous efforts, but she managed to stay upright and turn on the water for her shower. Once under the hot cascade of flowing water, Ashley’s head began to clear. At times it was difficult as washing her body caused the new pleasure receptors in her nervous system to fire signals up to her brain asking, almost demanding, more. Nonetheless, Ashley steeled herself and fought her body’s urges.

		With her shower completed, Ashley was finally able to assess her situation as objectively as possible. Learning from her previous mistake, she looked at herself in the mirror, but she did not touch herself, knowing that any tactile exploration would return her to the animalistic state she had been in earlier.

		“It’s like I’m turning into a bimbo,” Ashley told her reflection, remembering all that she had learned the previous night.

		Ashley felt a sudden need to talk to Nick again. She knew she should be mad at him, but as she continued to think about it, she decided he was just being a guy. He already liked big tits and hers had definitely grown, even more so now.

		“Can’t blame him, can I?” Ashley asked her reflection. “I’d want to play with these too if I were him.”

		With that, Ashley decided she would call Nick. She still needed to talk things through with him, especially after last night’s discovery. But first Ashley needed to prepare herself for her day. She started trying to make her face presentable. Presentable, however, was a standard that had changed over the past two days. Ashley could not imagine herself being seen by anyone without the use of several makeup products. Lipstick was a given now, but foundation, eyeshadow, and mascara were also needed.

		“I really need to go shopping,” Ashley told her reflection as she noted how the color tones of her makeup no longer matched her tanned skin.

		Once satisfied with her face, Ashley moved to her bedroom to find clothes to wear. It was hard finding anything that would fit on her expanding body. It seemed that everything she tried on was too tight around her bust and her hips, but too loose around her waist.

		Ashley was finally able to find something to wear, although she was not particularly excited about it. She really did need to go shopping. Ashley settled on a pink lace bra and panties lingerie set that the same ex-boyfriend who bought her the bikini gave her. He had had no idea on size, so she had never been able to wear them before. Admittedly, that was one of several reasons why he was an ex-boyfriend. The panties were a thong, which Ashley had no experience with, always considering them to be slutty, but once she slipped them on, she decided that she liked them. She would need to buy more. The bra was actually too small, but just barely, Ashley’s enlarged breasts flowing out slightly over the top. Looking in her mirror, she decided she liked the look.

		The next selection proved quite difficult. Ashley eventually found a denim skirt that could fit over her bubbling ass. She was disappointed that it was not shorter. The top proved to be very tricky. Ashley found a halter top that she had not realized she owned, but it did not fit over her tits. Instead, she settled with a white blouse. It was just thick enough in the front so that her bra could not be seen through it, but that did little good. Ashley could not button it up over her breasts, so she left the top buttons completely undone, showing not just ample cleavage, but the tops of her bra cups as well. Ashley decided she liked the look and would have to show off her lingerie more often.

		Satisfied with her appearance, Ashley called Nick.

		“Hello?”

		“Hey, it’s Ashley.”

		“What’s up? Look, I really am sorry about last night.”

		“Don’t worry about it.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah. You were just being you. I know you’re a tit man. You couldn’t help it. Anyways, I liked it. You just surprised me was all.”

		There was silence as Nick tried to understand all that Ashley had just told him. He had known that he had crossed the line, but here Ashley was forgiving him.

		“Thanks,” Nick finally said.

		“Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to come over later. We could finish our talk from last night and do some other stuff.”

		“I don’t know Ashley,” Nick said with trepidation. “I kind of have plans already.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Do those plans happen to include a girl?”

		“Um, well, yeah, they do.”

		“Does she have big tits?” Ashley asked, both knowing Nick’s preferences and being generally curious. She may not have completely understood why or how she had grown, but she was starting to suffer from serious boob envy, wanting to be bigger than other girls.

		Nick paused for several moments trying to come up with an appropriate response. “Nothing phenomenal. Why?”

		“Oh I don’t know,” Ashley started. Nick was unable to see the big grin on her face as she had her fun at Nick’s expense. “It’s just that my tits grew again last night.”

		“What time should I come over?”

		Ashley arranged for Nick to come over in the late afternoon. By then, she hoped, she would be ready for him. Ashley needed to run a few errands first.

		Just about everything Ashley needed had been at the mall. The number of stores she visited for the first time was immense. It was just that setting foot in the stores where she usually shopped seemed wrong somehow. As Ashley moved around the mall, there were so many outfits that she wanted to buy to help show off her new body. It only barely occurred to her that she had never been interested in showing off her old body.

		Luckily, there was a voice in the back of Ashley’s head telling her not to go overboard and to only buy a couple of outfits. Yes, her style seemed to be rapidly changing, but deep down, she knew that her body was not done changing yet. The voice , however, did nothing to stop her from buying pair after pair of new shoes, all with high heels.

		Of course, Ashley did not go to the mall just for the clothes shopping, because there was a nail salon there as well. As she had been talking on the phone with Nick, she kept looking at her nails and thinking that they looked plain and unattractive. The manicure and pedicure took up most of Ashley’s afternoon, leaving her little time to get home to greet Nick. Despite the rush, there was one stop she made on her way home, stopping at a convenience store and buying a pack of condoms.

		“You can never be too careful,” Ashley told the clerk when her purchase was being rung up.

		It was not that Ashley had plans to sleep with Nick, but there was a rational part of her mind that figured that with her body’s new urges, having some condoms at hand might not be a bad idea. Better safe than sorry.

		Ashley had just finished changing into one of her new outfits when Nick rang the bell. When the door opened, Nick was sure he was dreaming. Standing before him stood Ashley, wearing a figure hugging light blue dress that both showed off a good portion of her otherwise unrestrained breasts and most of her legs. Nick’s jaw dropped in shock.

		“Hey there Nick,” Ashley said, placing a hand on his chest, flirting like she never had before.

		“Um, hey there.” Ashley smiled at the effect she was having on him. “Wow. You look great.”

		“Thanks,” she replied, punctuating her response with a giggle. “You should come in and take a seat.”

		Nick walked in and sat down on the coach, the same spot he had been sitting in the night before when things went badly. Ashley took her same seat as well.

		“I’m glad you could come over.”

		“Yeah, well, me too. And like I said, I really am sorry about what I did last night.”

		“Nick, you have nothing to worry about. Anyways, it felt really good.”

		“So what do you want to talk about?”

		“As you know, I’ve gone through some changes in the past two days. God, that didn’t come out right at all. I’ve probably had this conversation in my head two dozen times today, and I went with the worst version.”

		“Hey, it happens. I do it too. So did you learn something new?”

		“New?” Ashley asked, getting distracted by her dress, which kept sliding up her legs.

		“Yeah. Did you learn anything new about what’s happening to you?”

		“Oh yeah. I found a place on the website that let me look at the purchase information.”

		“And?”

		“Here,” Ashley said, picking up a piece of paper from the coffee table and handing it to Nick. “I printed this.”

		Nick took several minutes to read through everything that was on the paper. Ashley had a difficult time reading his body language. There was a part of him that seemed hesitant, but another part of him seemed excited at what he read.

		“Wow.”

		“Yeah?”

		“Is this accurate?”

		“I think so. I can’t think of a reason it wouldn’t be.”

		“Wow. Do you think this might still be one of Megan’s practical jokes?”

		“Nick, look at me. There is no way Megan could have done any of this.”

		“So what are you going to do?”

		“I did put in a call to my landlord, but he is out of town and won’t be back until Tuesday.”

		“And until then?”

		“I don’t know if there really is anything I can do.”

		“What about going to the doctor?”

		“Oh my god. How could I have forgotten about that? I must be experiencing the I.Q. drop. I keep getting distracted.”

		“I can see that.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“What did I ask you right before you said you have been getting distracted?”

		Ashley had to think about that for a moment. She was afraid to admit it, but she had already forgotten. She bit her lower lip as she thought about it.

		“I asked about going to the doctor,” Nick said, seeing that Ashley was really struggling.

		“Oh yeah, that’s right. I’ll call first thing tomorrow.”

		“Good. Now that that’s settled, I have some questions to ask.”

		“Um, okay.”

		“First off, what’s it like having bigger tits now?”

		“I don’t know. It’s different.”

		“How so?”

		“It’s hard to say. I mean, the last two mornings I didn’t even realize they had grown right away.”

		“Do they feel different?”

		“Oh god yes. I mean, now that I think about them, I can feel their added weight on my chest. My whole center of gravity has changed. Of course, since you were here last night, you know how sensitive they’ve become. Today it’s even stronger. It feels so good to touch them.”

		Ashley reached up and cupped her breasts with her hands and quietly moaned with pleasure.

		“That good, huh?” asked Nick as he rearranged his pants, hiding the growing bulge within.

		“Yeah,” Ashley continued, dropping her hands to her lap before her tit play got out of hand. “I think I can almost cum just from playing with my tits. I had a huge orgasm this morning and I had to tell myself to stop three times while in the changing rooms at the mall.”

		“Yes, I see you did some shopping. I mean, I think I’ve just about seen every article of clothing you wear, except for the underwear of course, and this little blue number is definitely new.”

		“Do you like it?” asked Ashley as she stood up and turned around, giving Nick a complete view.

		“Of course. You look amazing in it. What prompted the change in style?”

		“What do you mean?”

		“Well, I can tell you with certainty, I have never seen you wear a dress that showed this much cleavage or this much of your legs, let alone both at once.”

		“I guess I just wanted to be a little more fashionable. Is there something wrong with that?”

		“Not at all. In fact, I actually think you could have pulled off the new look even before you changed.”

		“You think so?”

		Ashley was happy to hear that she could have dressed more provocatively before. It helped lessen her fears that everything that was happening to her was from the repossession of the Nerd Package.

		“Of course. You were always attractive. I mean, to be honest, I never would have tried dating you if you weren’t. Of course now you’re a bombshell.”

		“Thanks,” Ashley said, smiling, but she was quickly distracted by a piece of lint that had attached itself to the back of her dress. “Hey, what do you think of my ass?”

		“Um, what do you mean? This is usually where the guy lies and says ‘of course that dress doesn’t make your butt look fat.’ I’m not saying the dress makes you butt look fat however.”

		Ashley visibly sighed at Nick’s added comment. She had thought he really had been talking about her butt.

		“Well, I want to know what you think about it. I can’t really see back there, so I can’t tell how it’s changed.”

		Ashley turned sideways and smoothed down the back of her skirt to better accentuate her rear.

		“It’s definitely bigger, but then, you never had much of a butt before.”

		“What’s it look like?”

		“Well, I have to say, but I think you have a bubble butt now.”

		“Yeah?”

		“I mean, it’s not huge, but it is definitely bigger and rounder than it used to be. It looks like you have been really working the squats. You haven’t have you?”

		“No. Do you think I should?”

		“Well, I’m no personal trainer, but it doesn’t look like you need to anymore. Of course, if you wanted to, I won’t stop you.”

		“Okay. Oh hey, do you want to see my tits?”

		“Um, well, I did see them last night.”

		Nick was getting nervous now. This conversation had not gone as he had expected. Ashley seemed to be all over the place. One moment she seemed to be her completely normal and brainy self, the next moment she seemed to be a bit of an airhead. Nick thought she was starting to lean toward being more of a sexpot.

		“I know, but they grew.”

		Ashley again grabbed her breasts and moaned as she began to kneed them through her dress.

		“Are you sure? I mean, you know what happened last time.”

		“Yeah, but this time I want you to,” she said, still rubbing both hands across her expanded breasts.

		“Okay,” Nick said tentatively as he slowly reached out toward Ashley’s breasts.

		“Oh here, let me help you,” Ashley said as she sat down again, this time right next to Nick, giving him ample access. “You know, I’m not wearing a bra or bikini this time.” She then did something that completely surprised Nick, which was evident by his momentary pause, as Ashley slid the straps of the dress off her shoulders and pulled the whole top of the dress down, exposing her tits to her best friend.

		Once Nick recovered from the shock of Ashley’s actions, his lust took over. He reached out with both hands and for the first time felt Ashley’s new tits with nothing getting in the way. Their composition was perfect, holding the delicate line between the softness that made them pliable and the firmness that allowed them to maintain their shape and ride high on her chest, showing no hint of sagging.

		“Oh god yes,” Ashley moaned at the sensations of having her breasts handled by Nick. Her level of arousal was quickly climbing toward a wonderful climax.

		But then Nick stopped. Ashley opened her eyes and frowned.

		“Why’d you stop?” Ashley asked.

		“This is wrong.”

		“What’s wrong?”

		“God Ashley, everything’s wrong. This whole thing is fucked up. You’re starting to act like some sexy hungry bimbo. You’ve never showed me your tits before, even when we were together. Hell, the one time we had sex, you kept your bra on and you wouldn’t let me touch your tits.”

		Realization seemed to slowly wash over Ashley as he eyes widened in shock. She was still very aroused, but focusing on her changes seemed to suppress it.

		“Oh my god. You’re right. I don’t know what came over me.”

		Ashley pulled her dress back up and slid the straps onto her shoulders, covering her breasts. She then folded her arms across her chest trying to further hide them from view.

		“It’s the Nerd Package stuff. You need to fight this.”

		“I don’t know if I can.”

		“You have to try, at least until you go to the doctor.”

		Tears started well up in Ashley’s eyes and before long they were streaming down her face.

		“Oh my god,” Ashley sobbed. “I don’t know what to do. I feel like I’ve lost all control.”

		Despite Nick’s decision to pull away moments earlier, he moved in and wrapped his arms around his crying friend. He could not stand to see her in such a state.

		“There, there,” Nick said, patting Ashley on the back as she sobbed into his shoulder. “You’ll get through this.”

		The two sat there on the couch for some time, Nick holding Ashley close to him as she cried herself out. Nick knew only then would the rational Ashley be able to take hold.

		Nick was not watching the clock, but he figured it had to have been at least half an hour before Ashley’s sobs began to subside. She pushed away from his shoulder and looked up into his face. Nick slid his hands from her back and brought them up and cupped her face, holding her steady while he wiped away her tears.

		“Thank you,” Ashley said with a sniffle.

		“That’s why we’re friends. Sometimes we need a shoulder to cry against. Now, how about some food?” You still have any pizza left from yesterday?”

		Nick let go of Ashley’s face. She reached up and wiped away the stray tears that had been missed.

		“Yeah, it’s in the fridge. Here, let me go get it.”

		Ashley started to get up, but was quickly stopped by Nick’s hand on her shoulder.

		“No, let me. You sit and relax.”

		“Thanks Nick.”

		Nick got up and walked into the kitchen to get the pizza ready. As he pulled it out of the refrigerator he noted that the beer was gone. Nick was a little disappointed, but he realized that alcohol was probably not the best thing for Ashley right then.

		“Do you want your pizza hot or cold?” Nick shouted into the living room.

		“Um, hot please,” Ashley responded, sounding more like her old self.

		As Nick waited for the microwave to finish heating the pizza, Nick could not help but think about Ashley’s situation. He felt really bad for her and all of the changes she was going through. He only hoped that she could get everything fixed in the morning, either by going to the doctor or by contacting the Body & Mind Emporium, or preferably both.

		However, Nick could not help but feel his cock stir at the thought of what Ashley was becoming. He had told her once that he really went for the dumb blond types with big tits. At the time Nick had meant it as a joke, but the more he thought about it, there was a certain amount of truth to it.

		The microwave dinged, shaking Nick out of his self reflection.

		“All right,” Nick said as he walked into the living room carrying two plates of pizza. “Come and get it.”

		Nick looked around and found himself alone in the living room.

		“Ashley?” he called out.

		“Sorry about that,” Ashley said as she rushed back from her bedroom. “I felt a need to change.”

		Ashley sat down on the couch and accepted a plate from Nick. She was no longer wearing the light blue dress, having exchanged it for a pair of pants she had picked up while out shopping and her night shirt. The pants, despite the provocative style, was the only pair she had that fit properly. Not that Nick could tell. The night shirt more than covered her, although it was considerably tighter across her chest than it had been on Friday.

		Ashley’s alarm woke her on Monday morning. She opened her bleary eyes, still craving sleep.

		“Fuck,” she said as she hit the snooze button and settled back into her warm bed. The high pitch of her voice went unnoticed.

		Half an hour later, Ashley dragged herself out of bed and walked into the kitchen, wearing only her night shirt. Even a cup of coffee seemed unable to completely wake her. As she walked into the bathroom, Ashley tried to remember what she had done that made her feel so tired. Nothing immediately came to mind.

		Ashley stripped off her shirt when she entered the bathroom, not noticing that the shirt had become rather thread bare in the chest. Resigned to the fact that her body was changing, Ashley set about to examine what had occurred while she slept. At first glance it seemed like the usual stuff, repeats of the previous two mornings. Her ass had grown again. She questioned whether any of her pants or skirts would fit her now.

		Ashley’s breasts were bigger too and, if anything, they seemed more prominent. There was no sag to them. In fact, Ashley wondered if she needed a bra at all. Not that she had anything that would fit her anymore. She was glad she did not go overboard while shopping over the weekend. However, this morning there were more changes to contend with. Ashley’s waist looked slightly slimmer, but she reasoned it could just be an illusion based on her other attributes.

		Focusing on her head and face, she first noticed her hair. It was significantly longer than before, but it was also now definitely blond, albeit a dark blond. Ashley was not particularly surprised by her hair. She was surprised, however, by her lips. She had not noticed it before, but they were bigger. Nothing so bold as to suggest she had had work done on them, but they were thicker than before.

		Ashley brought her hand up to her face and touched her fingers to her lips. They were definitely larger. This also happened to be the first time that Ashley paid any attention to her fingers. Specifically it was her nails that had changed. Ashley had always kept her fingernails cut short, not wanting them to get in the way of her working and typing. She had never understood why women grew them out. Sure they looked nice but they were impractical and made everyday tasks more difficult.

		Unable to affect any change on her developing body, Ashley tore herself away from the mirror and turned on the water for her shower. As she waited for the water to get hot, she took a mental inventory, trying to see if there were any differences. After her near orgasm the night before with Nick, she had kept herself surprisingly lucid and, dare she say, intelligent. Even Nick had been surprised based on her earlier airheaded behavior. Nonetheless, Ashley could find no discernible difference in her thinking than when she went to bed.

		Stepping into the shower, however, changed everything. The fire inside of Ashley that had burned so strong while she had Nick’s hands groping her breasts was nothing compared to the hot water that rained down upon her from the shower head and cascaded across her evermore sensitive skin. Without even thinking about it, Ashley’s hands went straight to her tits and her pussy. Just as before, her arousal spiked at an exponential rate and she quickly found herself climaxing, a nipple getting pinched between a finger and a thumb and another three fingers buried between her slick folds.

		The recovery from her orgasm took less time, despite the strength being very much comparable. It took only moments for Ashley to finish her shower before she set herself to get ready for work. After stepping out of the shower, she looked at herself in the mirror and smiled at her reflection.

		“I look good,” Ashley told herself, her voice higher pitched and girlish sounding, speaking for the first time since her sleepy outburst at her alarm clock.

		Forty minutes later Ashley exited the bathroom, her face made up heavily, her hair styled so that it flowed down her back in waves and her nails, fingers and toes, painted a pretty shade of pink. She glanced at the clock and saw that it was already 9:30. She was supposed to be at the lab in half an hour, but Ashley was not concerned. She had far too much to do before she could even think about going in to work.

		“What can I wear?” Ashley asked aloud as she surveyed her closet.

		Ashley did not even bother with looking at her old clothing, knowing that there was no way it would fit. Not that she wanted to wear anything so plain. There was a tube dress that stood out. It was the same color as her nails.

		Ashley shimmied into the dress, her tits swaying back and forth with the effort. However, Ashley was quickly faced with a dilemma. The dress was too small. It had fit when she tried it on the day before, but now, with her expanded assets, the dress proved incapable of covering both Ashley’s tits and her ass at the same time.

		Ashley sat down on her bed to think, the dress coming up to the very bottom of her breasts and barely covering her ass. She really wanted to wear the dress, but she was feeling distressed over the fact that is didn’t fit. Ashley stood back up and walked back to the closet, her tits jiggling with each step. She stood there, her eyes passing over each item of clothing she had, even the pieces that she used to wear.

		Ashley’s face suddenly lit up. She was so excited that she had figured out how to fix her outfit that she nearly forgot her solution. There was a simple white sleeveless blouse that she used to wear that would work perfectly. It would not come close to closing in around her expanded bust line, but she did not need it to.

		Ashley exited her bedroom fully dressed for work. The tube dress was short, barely falling below the curve of her ass. On her feet was a pair of white high heeled platform sandals that showcased her pretty toes. However, Ashley was most proud of her blouse. While it could not button across her breasts, she did not try to force it. Instead, Ashley simply tied it off under her breasts, showing off the expanse of her cleavage and making it completely clear that she was not wearing a bra.

		Ashley spent the next twenty minutes mincing around her apartment looking for all of the things she wanted for the day and to put them in her purse. This would have normally been a simple task for Ashley, not that she normally carried much in her purse, but in the airheaded mood she had found herself in post-orgasm, she misplaced her purse twice.

		It was 10:30 by the time Ashley finally made it out the door. As she got in her car, she realized she had never eaten breakfast. Ashley shrugged, turned on the radio to a pop station and pulled out into traffic. She had completely forgotten about calling the doctor.

		Strolling into work forty-five minutes late, Ashley could not help but giggle at the looks she got from the other employees, especially the men. Her tits bounced unrestrained and her ass swayed with each little step she took, her stride cut down to small mincing steps by her ridiculously high heels. Of course it helped that both her long legs and a good portion of her breasts were on display.

		Upon entering her small office, Ashley dropped her purse on the desk and dropped gracefully into her seat. It was a simple agenda for the workday. At some point Ashley needed to check in on her experiment in the lab, just to make sure everything was still working properly after the weekend. She also had a lab report to finish.

		“Let’s start with the report,” Ashley told herself. “There’s all those smelly and dangerous chemicals in the lab. I don’t want to have to sit around all day if I get any on my clothes.”

		Ashley set to work, her face showing nothing but concentration. Despite her attempt to focus, however, her work was slow going. There was a special program the staff used to write reports. Ashley, even with her years of experience using the program found herself at a loss on how to do some of the most basic functions, instead finding herself needing to continually refer to the manual. Worse, Ashley was having a hard time understanding her own notes, including the ones she took on Friday.

		Nick appeared in the doorway of Ashley’s office right at noon to find her eyes glued to the computer screen and one hand on the computer mouse, the other in her lap beneath the desk. The look of concentration was gone, replaced by one of relaxation and sexual release.

		“Wow, look at you,” Nick said in reference to Ashley’s outfit. “How’s it going today?”

		Ashley sat up straight and pulled her hand up above the table. She closed the video she was watching. Despite her attempt to hide what she was doing, her hand glistened with her juices.

		“What?” Ashley responded, with a frown which more closely resembled a pout with her bigger lips. She had been so close to a much needed orgasm.

		“I asked how things are going, but I can already see some of the changes.”

		“Yeah, like what?”

		“Well first off, you voice.”

		“What’s wrong with my voice?” Ashley asked, real concern showing in her expression.

		“Nothing. That is, nothing if you had always had the voice of a little girl.”

		“I sound like a little girl?”

		“You really can’t hear it can you? Do you need me to record you and play it back for you?”

		“No I trust you. I just hadn’t noticed. What else have you noticed?”

		“Well, there’s your hair and lips, but you probably noticed that already.”

		Ashley nodded her affirmation.

		“And then I’m guessing you tits and ass grew again too. But the real difference I see has nothing to do with your body, or at least nothing directly related.”

		“Why? What’s wrong?”

		Ashley looked down at her outfit, trying to spot any flaws.

		“Nothing’s wrong.”

		“Oh, thank god. You had me scared.”

		“Stand up for a moment,” Nick said.

		“Why?”

		“Just do it, for me.”

		Ashley stood and walked out from behind her desk.

		“What?” Ashley asked. Nick looked her up and down, drinking in her image and savoring each tantalizing part of her.

		“Yeah, that’s what I thought might happen.”

		“What are you talking about, Nick?”

		“Oh sorry, I drifted off there for a moment. Where were we?”

		

	
		“You asked me to stand up for you.”

		“Oh, yes. Now Ashley, I think I need to play the bad guy for a moment here.”

		“That doesn’t sound any fun,” Ashley said, the pout returning to her face.

		“Oh don’t worry. I just need to help make sure you realize something. Okay?”

		“Okay,” Ashley agreed tentatively.

		“All right then. Ashley, I want you to take a good hard look at yourself.”

		Ashley looked down at herself, again examining herself looking for some flaw. She was not seeing anything.

		“Now, you’re a scientist, correct?”

		“Yeah.”

		“And you work here in the lab?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Have you ever seen any of the other scientists dressed as you are now?”

		Ashley thought for a moment, straining to find a memory of someone dressed like she was.

		“Um, well, there was that one time…”

		“The retreat doesn’t count,” Nick interrupted.

		“Um, then, um, I guess not.”

		“So can you explain why you are dressed like some mid-priced escort?”

		Ashley thought, examining herself again. Slowly a look of shock came across her face.

		“Oh my god. What the hell have I done?”

		Ashley self consciously pulled at the hem of her dress, trying to pull it down across her thighs. Her attempts were largely in vain.

		“Well, at least you look good,” Nick said with a smile.

		“I can’t believe I dressed like this today. Something is definitely wrong with me. I have to get control of myself. Do you know what I was doing when you walked in?”

		“I only know what it looked like you are doing.”

		“I was masturbating,” Ashley shouted in frustration.

		“Shh, not so loud. If it’s any consolation, that’s what it looked like you are doing.”

		“Oh god. I am so embarrassed. I need to get out of here and clear my head.”

		“That’s what I came here for, to see if you wanted to go to the cafeteria for lunch.”

		“Yeah, that sounds good. I’m starving. I accidentally skipped breakfast this morning. And I was still late. I hope no one really noticed.”

		“Sorry to burst your bubble, but I overheard some guys talking about a really hot blond walking around. However, I don’t think they knew it was you. You’ve changed enough that not everyone would recognize you. Of course, they were probably too busy staring at your tits or your ass to notice.”

		Ashley’s face turned red as Nick told his story. She was not just embarrassed, but angry with herself for letting her airheaded side take over. She was a respected up and coming scientist, not a bimbo.

		“So, food?” Ashley asked, wanting to change the topic.

		“Yeah, let’s go.”

		Ashley followed Nick out of her office, taking a moment to grab her lab coat and button it all the way up. No one would know what she was wearing beneath it. The only problem was that it did not cover her heels. Ashley’s face was still red as she walked along side Nick toward the cafeteria, her heels clicking on the tiled floor as she went.

		The rest of the day went relatively smoothly for Ashley. Nick provided a calming influence that kept the bimbo Ashley at bay. Even she was surprised when she was able to finish her lab report, taking only a little longer than usual. Before Ashley left for the day, she checked in on her experiment and only had to make minor re-calibrations, which she was fully capable of.

		Ashley walked out of the lab, still wearing her lab coat buttoned up to her neck, her heels clicking on the pavement of the parking lot.

		“Hey, Ashley,” someone called out from behind her as she was getting into her car. Ashley turned to see Nick running toward her.

		“What’s up Nick?” she said, her voice still high pitched, although she had found some success in consciously lowering her voice.

		“You have any plans tonight?” Nick asked as he approached, slowing to a walk to catch his breath.

		“Not yet. Why?”

		“Well, I was just thinking that you might need some company to help staying alert and yourself.”

		“You just want to play with my tits again, don’t you?” Ashley joked, smiling broadly.

		“Okay, whatever. If you don’t want to…”

		Nick trailed off as he began to smile back at his friend.

		“You have any particular ideas?”

		“The game’s on tonight. You could join me at my place if you like.”

		“That sounds good. What time does the game start?”

		“7:30.”

		“I’ll be there at 7:00.”

		“All right. See you later then.”

		“Bye Nick.”

		Ashley got into her car and started to drive toward home. As she drove, Ashley started to think about her predicament. She looked forward to hearing back from her landlord so that she could figure out the whole mistaken identity thing.

		Lost in thought, Ashley approached a red light without noticing. She sped through the intersection. All of a sudden Ashley was brought to her senses by a loud horn. Looking up into her rear view mirror, she saw a semi truck barrel through the intersection, its brakes squealing, as the truck just barely missed hitting her rear bumper.

		Adrenaline shot through Ashley’s veins as her heart pounded in fear. She hit her breaks and pulled over to the side of the road. The semi truck continued on, but Ashley desperately needed to quiet her nerves before she completed her trip home. Her hands were stuck to the steering wheel, her muscles unable to let go.

		“Get a hold of yourself, Ashley,” she told herself, trying to give herself a calming talk. “You are not going to let the airhead come back. You are a smart and intelligent woman. You are just going through a rough patch and tomorrow you will get everything resolved.”

		As much as Ashley told herself that she was going to fight the changes she had experienced and the tendency to play the part of a bimbo, she was afraid that she was losing the battle. The old Ashley would never have run the red light. She knew that. Ashley felt like her ability to multitask had been taken away from her.

		Just as Ashley finally felt ready to tackle the road again, she looked up and saw a bright flashing neon sign. It was a clothing store. She could not put her finger on what drew her to the store, because she had no idea the type of clothing the store sold, but she felt an overwhelming need to go inside. She could not even see the name of the store from her vantage point, yet she knew she had to check it out.

		“Might as well go see it,” Ashley told herself. “It will give me more time to recover from the near miss.”

		Ashley stepped out of the car and made her way slowly down the block toward the store. She groaned as she approached and saw some of the manikins in the window. They were dressed in revealing club wear, the exact opposite of what Ashley wanted to wear.

		“Still,” Ashley began to tell herself, “it wouldn’t hurt to at least look around. It will give me time to recover and maybe they have more than what is displayed in the front window.”

		Ashley entered the store. It took several moments for her eyes to adjust to the low lights compared to the sunshine outside. Music blasted out of speakers attached to the ceiling, playing a pop tune with a heavy electronic beat.

		Ashley groaned again when she saw that the entire store seemed to be stocked with the same types of clothes as the manikins in the window were. At first the store seemed empty, no sign of customers or a clerk. Ashley slowly moved through the store, past racks of dresses that in some cases revealed more than her original outfit for the day did.

		“Like, hi there. I’m Stacy Can I help you?”

		Ashley turned around suddenly to find herself before a young woman, maybe just a few years younger than herself. For a moment, Ashley felt like she was looking into a mirror. The clerk looked every bit the blond valley girl that she sounded. She wore a very tight pink scooped neck t-shirt with the store name on it that barely contained her massive breasts. There was no doubt that they were fake, given how they stuck out from her chest like volleyballs. The shirt did little to cover her taut belly, displaying her dangling heart belly piercing.

		Stacy’s denim skirt started low on her hips and had a similar length to Ashley’s own that she wore under her lab coat. But there was more. She wore platform boots with a ridiculously high heel. Ashley wondered how she could walk. Then there was Stacy’s face. Her hair was long, straight and very blond. She wore big hoop earrings that nearly brushed her shoulders and she had a bright stud in her right nostril. However, the most noticeable thing about her face were her lips. They were obviously collagen enhanced. She could not even close her lips completely.

		Ashley cringed as she looked at the young woman before her. The dark tan and wad of chewing gum in her mouth simply completed the picture. It seemed doubtful that Stacy was particularly smart, which only meant she had some benefactor who had paid for her upgrades, so to speak.

		However, at the same time that Ashley was disgusted with what she saw before her, she was also fascinated by Stacy. She had always looked down on sluts and bimbos and kept her distance from them, but now that she was meeting someone who she thought fit the bill, she could not help but wonder what Stacy’s life was like. Of course it did not help that Ashley now felt closer to what Stacy was, or at least represented, than she did to her colleagues at the lab.

		Realizing that she was staring, Ashley finally said, “I’m fine right now. I’m just browsing.”

		“Okay, but if you, like, need any help, just ask.”

		“Thanks.”

		Ashley was kicking herself for answering the way she did. By saying she was browsing meant that she would need to stay and actually browse. The more Ashley looked around, the more she saw the tantalizing temptations to fall into the airhead persona that she hated.

		Ashley slowly moved through the shop looking at the various styles of clothes, the whole time stealing glances at Stacy, who was absentmindedly standing behind the counter and twirling her hair, staring off at nothing, her eyes completely unfocused. As Ashley walked around, the more she started to think that the clothes were not as bad as she had assumed. Sure, some of the styles were a bit revealing, but there were a number of nice tops along the back wall.

		“These are some of my favorite,” Stacy said, coming up behind Ashley and commenting on the tops that she was looking at.

		“Yeah?”

		“I love them cause they’re re… reve… you can wear them frontwards, and, like, backwards.”

		Ashley was right. Stacy was definitely not the sharpest tool in the shed. But, the tops did look nice. Maybe she could try one on.

		“You mean they’re reversible?” Ashley asked, correcting the store clerk.

		“Yeah, they’re reversible. Do you want to, like, try one on?”

		“Well, I don’t know,” Ashley hesitated.

		“Oh, I bet you’d, like, look really hot in one.”

		“Well I guess I could try one on. What size should I try?”

		“I don’t know. I can’t tell with that baggy coat on. Are you, like, a doctor or something?”

		“No, I work at a science lab.”

		“Wow, you must be, like, really smart and stuff. I’m pretty good at figuring out sizes, but you need to take the coat off.”

		“Well I guess,” Ashley relented as she took off her lab coat, revealing her own bimbo-like attire.

		“Wow, you’re really hot. I totally love your outfit.”

		“You do?” Ashley asked, completely forgetting her initial distaste for Stacy, and finding her vapid personality to actually be a relief after being stuck in her stuffy office all day writing a lab report.

		“Oh yeah. But to, like, get the proper look, you need a different skirt. That one’s nice, but it won’t work with these kinds of tops.”

		“Okay…”

		“You go to the changing room and start getting undressed and I’ll pick out some stuff I think you might like to try on.”

		“Thanks,” Ashley said, slightly overwhelmed at how quickly she had lost control of the conversation. She certainly found it easier to go with the flow and let Stacy pick out clothes for her to try on.

		Ashley walked into one of the changing rooms in the back, closing the door behind her and hanging her lab coat on one of the hooks. She then began to undress, first untying her blouse and slipping it off her shoulders, letting it slide off her arms and land on the floor by her feet. Then Ashley shimmied the tube skirt down over her hips and down her legs, letting it fall to the floor around her ankles and stepping out of it.

		Ashley then set to removing her heels. She found it difficult to balance on one foot while she tried to unhook the clasps. Ashley gave a sigh of relief when she was finally able to remove the sandal. However, when she went to stand flatfooted on her bare foot, pain shot through her arch and up the back of her leg.

		“What the hell?” Ashley complained loudly.

		“Everything all right in there?” Stacy asked through the changing room door.

		“Um, yeah, I think so. I went to take my heels off, and my legs really hurt.”

		“Oh, yeah, like, mine are that way too. It’s from wearing heels all the time. Someone told me it’s, like, the facials get short or something like that. I never really understood it.”

		“All right, thanks for the heads up,” Ashley said, deciding that the first thing she did when she got home was to take her heels off and stretch her legs out. In the meantime, however, she put the sandal back on.

		“Are you ready for the cool clothes I picked out?”

		“Sure. What do you have for me?”

		“Okay, first there’s this skirt you should try,” Stacy said, handing the article of clothing over the changing room door. “Let me know when you’re ready for the top.”

		“Um, Stacy, I’m not wearing any underwear. Is that okay?”

		“I don’t really mind, but my manager says customers have to wear panties when they try skirts and stuff. Should I get you some?”

		“Sure. That would be nice.”

		“Okay, I’ll be right back. Just remember that once you put the panties on, you have to buy them.”

		“Thanks Stacy.”

		As Ashley waited for Stacy to return with panties for her to use while trying on clothes, she stared at the skirt she held in her hands. It was short. Really short. It actually looked a lot like the skirt that Stacy had been wearing. However this skirt had a leather belt already strung around the top.

		“Okay, I’m, like, back,” Stacy said as she passed over a pink g-string.

		Ashley stared at it for a moment, afraid to take it. She had never worn anything quite like it before. If thongs were considered sexy, this would have to be flat out slutty. Still, Ashley wanted to try on the clothes that Stacy was picking out for her, so she needed to wear something, and the g-string seemed to be the only thing available.

		Ashley took it and slid it up her legs and up over her ass. The g-string did not feel nearly as bad as Ashley had expected it to. In fact, the more that she thought about it, Ashley decided she actually kind of liked the feel.

		Satisfied with her underwear situation, Ashley slid the denim skirt on, closing it across her hips and fastening the belt. She was right in thinking the skirt was short, barely longer than what she had been wearing at work. Ashley turned at looked at herself in the mirror. The skirt did a fantastic job of highlighting her ass and her legs since it was so short.

		“You ready for the top?” Stacy called through the door.

		“Yeah, hand it over.”

		Stacy handed the top she had picked out over the top of the door. Ashley grabbed it and held it out in front of her, giving it s good looking over. The voices back in her head, one telling her to give the top back and to leave the store and go home, the other urging Ashley to try it on. Ashley considered both voices, and while she did feel a little out of sorts with the whole situation, she did not want to displease Stacy, because she was really nice.

		Ashley decided to try the top on. It was one of the reversible ones that she had been looking at earlier. This particular top was red with a flower pattern that went up one side and down the arm. There was a band around the bottom to keep it tight against the midriff, leaving part of it bare. On one side, the top looked mostly normal, except for how low cut it was. The other side, however, proved to be the more risque side. The material crossed as it connected to the band at the base, but then split apart, either to leave a lot of the back or a lot of cleavage exposed.

		Ashley, feeling a jolt of modesty pass through her, opted to put it on so that only her back would be seriously exposed. She slipped it on and enjoyed how it left the tops of her hips exposed. Turning around, the material of the top hung loosely across her back, making the observer work to determine if she really was wearing a bra or not.

		“How’s it going in there?” Stacy asked.

		“Good.”

		“Come on out. I want to see you.”

		Ashley hesitated for a moment before she unlatched the changing room door and stepped out into the store.

		“So what do you think?” Ashley asked as she put her hands up in the air and spun to give Stacy the full view of the outfit.

		“Wow, you look hot,” Stacy exclaimed with enthusiasm. “But you’re wearing the top backwards.”

		“But you said it was reversible.”

		“Well yeah, but there’s, like, the sexy way and the not-sexy way. And you’re, like, wearing it the not-sexy way.”

		“So what should I do?”

		“Like, turn it around silly.”

		“Oh yeah, I can do that.”

		Ashley went back into the changing room and pulled her arms back into her sleeves. It took several attempts, but she finally got the material of her top twisted around and situated properly.

		Ashley examined herself in the mirror, and was shocked at what she saw. Her breasts were completely on display. The open v ended well below her sternum and barely covered her nipples. Too much movement would definitely expose her to anyone who cared to look. Although, Ashley had to admit that she did look hot.

		“Oh, that is, like, totally better,” Stacy said when Ashley left the changing room. “Don’t you just feel completely fuckable?”

		Ashley suddenly felt a weird vibe from Stacy. She had been going along with what she had said, and Ashley had to admit that Stacy had some good tastes in clothes, but her last comment was just weird.

		“Um, thanks,” Ashley said hesitantly, not completely sure how to respond.

		“And I bet you get all kinds of action with those titties of yours. When did you get them done?”

		“Get them done?”

		“Yeah, silly. They can’t be real can they? I got mine done straight out of high school, and then I got ‘em bigger last year. I love them so much. Anyways, you really do have great titties.”

		“You think so?” Ashley asked, blushing at the compliment. The weird feeling she had got from Stacy was beginning to fade.

		“Like, definitely. Are you ready to try on some more stuff?”

		“Sure.”

		The next two hours flew by so fast that Ashley was having a hard time keeping up. At first she felt overwhelmed by all of the different outfits Stacy was having her try on, but she eventually stopped worrying about it. It was much easier and much more fun to just go with the flow and let Stacy take charge.

		It had turned out to be a slow day as Ashley was the only customer for those two hours. However, the lack of other customers meant that she and Stacy got to spend more time together. Ashley thought Stacy was really nice, even if she was not particularly bright. It seemed that when Stacy was not talking about clothes, she was talking about guys and sex. Ashley could feel her arousal building the more Stacy went on, but it felt good. Ashley liked the feeling of being aroused.

		It also seemed that as time went on, Ashley was more and more adopting Stacy’s valley girl speech patterns, lacing her sentences with “like” and “totally.”

		“So what are you, like, doing tonight?” Stacy asked curiously as she began to put all of Ashley’s purchases in bags.

		“Oh, um, I don’t, like, know,” Ashley replied as she tried hard to think about what her plans were. She knew that she had made plans earlier, but she could not remember that she was supposed to watch the game with Nick. “I thought I, like, had something to do, but I can’t remember.”

		“I totally know what you mean. I forget stuff all the time.”

		Both women giggled at their poor memories.

		“I’m going to this club tonight and you should, like, come with me. It’ll be so much fun.”

		“Oh my god,” Ashley squealed, jumping up and down, her breasts nearly spilling out of the strapless dress she was currently wearing. “Totally. I can’t wait.”

		“Great. If you help me close up and stuff, we can, like, pick out some sexy club clothes and then go. I can’t wait to find a nice hard cock to ride.”

		“Oh that totally sounds so good.”

		Ashley followed Stacy around as they worked to close the store. She was having lots of fun and she was extremely excited about having made a new friend, especially one who seemed to know about all the fun things to do. Ashley still felt some of her old nerd-like urges, telling her to go home and do something intellectual, but she pushed back, instead focusing on the incredible feelings of heat and arousal building up inside her pussy. Her pussy had a desire and she wanted to give it what it wanted.

		It was 7:30 when Ashley and Stacy finally left the store. Both women were completely decked out in new clothes for their evening. Stacy opted for a trashy look, choosing to wear a neon pink mesh crop top over a slightly smaller, but equally gaudy, pink spandex shirt with multiple cutouts. The shirt showed more skin than there was shirt. Stacy’s nipples, while covered, stood out and were plainly obvious.

		Stacy’s black skirt was little more than a belt. Exposure was nearly assured, as the skirt sat very low on her hips and did not even reach her thighs. For shoes, Stacy wore pink knee high boots that surprisingly matched her top. The heels on the boots were sky high and the platform sole was at least two inches thick.

		If Stacy represented trashy, then Ashley represented classy, or at least in comparison. Ashley wore a blue halter style dress with a deep plunging neckline that went down to her navel and left her back completely exposed. The skirt portion of the dress hugged her shapely rear and was short enough that bending over was not an option. Ashley’s shoes were also tall platform heels, but instead of boots, she chose another pair of sandals to show off her recent pedicure.

		Stacy drove the pair of busty blonds to the Lucky Seven, a trendy club on the outskirts of the industrial district. The building had originally been an old warehouse that was converted into a big club with multiple dance floors and a large number of private rooms. When Ashley and Stacy arrived, the line to get in extended out along the length of the building and around the corner. The loud thumping of the bass could be heard pouring out of the entrance. However, much to Ashley’s surprise, Stacy led her right up to the front door.

		“Stacy,” the bouncer said in greeting.

		“Hiya Bobby,” Stacy cooed back in response as she gave him a hug.

		“How’s my little sex kitten doing tonight?”

		Stacy giggled in response before adding, “I’m good. Me and my new friend Ashley are here for a little dancing.”

		“Sounds like fun,” Bobby said with a smile as he unlatched the velvet rope in front of the club entrance so that they could enter. “Have fun.”

		Stacy grabbed Ashley by the hand and pulled her into the club. As Ashley passed the bouncer he smacked her on the behind. Ashley turned and looked up into his smiling face. She giggled before disappearing inside.

		“Let’s go in here,” Stacy yelled at Ashley over the loud music, pulling her by the hand toward a door that led to the back.

		Ashley was in a daze as she was pulled around the club. She had no idea what exactly was going on and the music overwhelmed her with a sense of isolation caused by essentially losing one of her senses. However, the beat of the music felt good as it resonated in her chest, Ashley’s breasts to vibrate ever so slightly. Pleasure slowly began to wash through her body, from her breasts down to her moistening pussy and up into her ever-increasingly empty head.

		Ashley soon found herself being dragged down a dark hallway. The volume of the music was muted as the pair of blonds moved farther away from the noisy and crowded dance floor.

		“In here,” Stacy said as she pulled Ashley into a dark room with her.

		Ashley stood there, flummoxed by everything that had been thrown at her at once.

		“I thought we were going to dance,” Ashley finally said as she watched Stacy move around the room, turning on various lights. It was obvious that she knew what she was doing.

		“We are silly. But it’s totally more fun when you can do more than dance. Don’t worry, there will be some, like, hot guys here to play with soon enough.”

		“Okay,” Ashley said, relieved that she was going to have some fun with hot guys. She was not sure what exactly she would be doing, but she trusted Stacy.

		“There,” Stacy said once she had finished preparing the room for their evening. The room was still relatively dark, but there were flashing and moving lights of different colors. There was also a disco ball hanging from the ceiling that was reflecting light all around the room as it spun.

		Suddenly a buzzing sound began to fill the room. Both Ashley and Stacy looked around, confused by the noise as it cut in and out intermittently.

		“What is that?” Ashley asked.

		“I think it’s, like, coming from your purse.”

		Ashley looked down at the purse in her hands.

		“You think?”

		“Yeah. Is it your phone?”

		“Oh yeah, um, let me check.”

		Ashley began rummaging through her new purse. She had bought it with her other new clothes.

		“Here we go,” Ashley said as she held the phone up triumphantly. “I forgot I put it on vibrate.”

		She looked at it as she continued to hold it, not sure what she was supposed to do.

		“Are you going to answer it?”

		“Oh yeah, I should do that.”

		Ashley slid her finger across the face of the phone, answering it before she put it up to her ear.

		“Hello?”

		“Ashley?” the voice from the phone said in a panicked tone. “Where the hell are you? You were supposed to be here an hour ago.”

		A confused look spread across Ashley’s face as she concentrated on the voice.

		“Um, like, who is this?”

		“It’s Nick. Didn’t you see my name on the caller I.D.?”

		“I forgot to look.”

		“All right, never mind that. Where are you?”

		“I’m at the Lucky Seven with Stacy.”

		“The club? And who’s Stacy?”

		“Yeah, she’s like this girl I met when I went shopping. She’s super nice and really pretty and stuff. We’re going dancing.”

		“But you said you were going to come over to my place tonight, remember?”

		“Oh yeah, I totally forgot. Do you still want me to, like, come over?”

		“We decided it would be best, right?”

		“I forgot.”

		“Can you still come over?”

		“I guess, but my car’s, like, still at the store. Stacy drove me.”

		“All right, I think I can be there in about ten minutes to pick you up. Wait for me outside. Can you try to not act too much like a bimbo in that time?”

		“I guess so.”

		“Okay, I’ll see you soon.”

		“Bye.”

		Ashley put her phone back in her purse and looked up at Stacy, pouting.

		“Is everything okay?” Stacy asked, looking concerned for her new friend.

		“Yeah, but I, like, promised to meet up with this guy tonight, but I, like, forgot and stuff, so I can’t stay and dance with you.”

		“I understand. Is he going to pick you up?”

		“Yeah, he said he’d be here in about ten minutes.”

		“Since you have to go, at least let me say good-bye.”

		Stacy walked up to Ashley and hugged her, mashing her fake breasts into Ashley’s still growing pair. Ashley let out a sigh of pleasure as Stacy ran her hands along her new friend’s back. She responded back and the two women quickly escalated their embrace to full on making out. It was not long before Ashley found Stacy’s tongue in her mouth as they kissed passionately.

		Ashley’s arousal was quickly building as all her thoughts became centered on the great pleasure that Stacy was creating inside of her, all thoughts of getting picked up by Nick forgotten. As quickly as their make out session began, it stopped, Stacy abruptly pulling away.

		“Mmm, that was nice. We should hang out more often.”

		“But…” Ashley started, not completely understanding why Stacy had stopped. Stacy ignored Ashley’s confusion as she began digging around in her own purse for something.

		“Here you go,” Stacy said as she pulled a small piece of paper from her purse and handed it to Ashley. “That has my number on it. We should get together again soon and we can finish our night together.”

		“That’d be totally good,” Ashley responded, taking Stacy’s card and putting it in her purse.

		“You better get going. Don’t want to keep that guy waiting.”

		“Yeah, I’ll call you later.”

		Seeing that Ashley was not actually leaving as she should, Stacy opened the door and gently pushed Ashley out.

		“You better,” Stacy said as she closed the door.

		Ashley felt dejected by her new friend, not understanding what she might have done to bother Stacy, not knowing that Stacy was simply looking out for her. After several moments simply standing there in the hallway, thinking about a whole lot of nothing, Ashley finally decided it was time to leave.

		On her walk back down the hallway toward the thumping bass from the dance floor, Ashley passed by a man headed in the opposite direction. Ashley looked back when she got to the end of the hallway and saw the man entering Stacy’s room. Ashley smiled at the thought of Stacy dancing and having fun with that man.

		Leaving the club proved to be much more difficult than Ashley could ever have imagined. There were numerous men, hot men, who wanted to buy her a drink or to dance. Ashley was more than tempted, but she had remembered that she needed to meet Nick outside. That thought kept her moving toward the exit.

		It was dark when Ashley finally found her way outside, having gotten lost several times in the crowd of people in the club. The air was still warm so Ashley felt perfectly comfortable with her small amount of clothing that she was wearing. She walked toward the street and looked around for Nick, but he and his car were no where in sight.

		“Hey babe,” a man from in line shouted. “You wanna dance?”

		Ashley glanced at the man and suddenly felt disgusted with herself. There was something about her situation that had allowed her to throw off her bimbo persona and think clearly for the first time since she had left work. Ashley turned back toward the street and watched, hoping Nick would pull around the corner any minute and she could get away from the leering eyes of all the men standing in line.

		Finally after what felt like much longer than it really was, Nick pulled up next to the curb in his pickup. Ashley gingerly walked up to the door. It seemed that it was only her bimbo self that felt comfortable in the large platform heels she was wearing. Nick reached across the cab and opened the passenger door.

		“Thanks Nick,” Ashley said as she slid up and into the passenger seat, as she was unable to step up normally in her short skirt and high heeled shoes.

		“No problem. You certainly look hot in that dress.”

		Ashley did not respond, blushing instead. However, her face became an even deeper shade of red when, as she was turning her body to face forward in the seat, a man standing at the club entrance whistled. Ashley looked up and then quickly down again. Her legs had come apart, showing every person in line a framed picture of her pussy. It was quickly proving not to be Ashley’s night.

		Ashley quickly shut the door and stared straight ahead, too embarrassed to look at Nick. Still, she could feel his eyes looking her up and down. He was a man after all and she could not blame him for wanting to look at her curvaceous form, especially considering how she was dressed.

		“Are you all right?” Nick asked with a kindness that made Ashley’s cold demeanor soften. She turned and looked up at Nick. He smiled at her, reassuring Ashley that he held no ill will and had more on his mind than the lust filled thoughts that she knew were brewing inside of him.

		“I’ll be fine once we get out of here.”

		“Do you want to stop and pick up your car?”

		“No, I’m afraid of what I’ll do if I’m left alone. Let’s just go to your place.”

		“Yes, ma’am,” Nick replied playfully.

		Ashley smiled.

		“Look, I’m sorry if I’m a little curt with you. I’m just in a really weird place right now and I don’t feel I can trust myself. I really do appreciate what you’re doing for me.”

		“Ashley, I’m doing what any friend would do.”

		“Oh, the game,” Ashley exclaimed, putting the palm of her hand to her forehead. “I completely forgot that we were going to watch it together. What’s the score?”

		“It doesn’t matter.”

		“Thanks.”

		Ashley reached over and placed her hand on Nick’s knee, doing her best to show that she appreciated his sacrifices for her. It was such a strange and scary feeling not being able to trust herself. She knew that nearly anything could trigger another bimbo episode and she never knew what it might be so that she could watch for it. Worse was the growing feeling that she actually liked her episodes, but that was too scary to even consider, so she pushed it away to the farthest recesses of her mind.

		The drive to Nick’s apartment was relatively short, although it took longer than it had for him to get to the club, but considering the haphazard way he was dressed, it was obvious that he had probably broken a few speed limits to get there. Ashley, however, did not mind the drive. It gave her time to focus her mind and push back against the bimbo influences that had taken root in both her body and her mind.

		“We’re here,” Nick said, shaking Ashley out of her train of thought.

		“I really appreciate this.”

		“Ashley, it’s no problem. This is what friends do. Now, let’s go inside.”

		While Ashley the bimbo loved high heels and felt completely at ease in them, the smart and studious Ashley found them completely foreign and nearly impossible to walk in. Nick lent her his arm as they walked up to his apartment so that she could use him for added support.

		Once inside, Nick tossed his keys onto a junk mail covered table by the door. Ashley took little mincing steps toward the couch and carefully tried to sit down. However, given the height of her heels, the drop to the couch was much larger than she had anticipated. Ashley lost her balance and fell hard into the couch, sinking deep into the soft cushions.

		“You all right?” Nick asked, trying to not stare at the fact that Ashley was accidentally putting her lack of panties on full display. She reached down and pulled off her shoes, flexing them for the first time since she put them on back at the store. Her feet did not feel nearly as good when she took them off as she thought they would.

		“I’ll be fine. You don’t happen to have something for me to change into, do you?”

		“I might. Follow me.”

		Nick pulled Ashley to her feet and led her to his bedroom. It was a mess with dirty clothes strewn about the floor. Ashley was slightly put off by the scene before her, but she strangely found a growing desire inside of her. There was a musky odor that was distinctly male that set her insides on fire. Ashley mentally pushed back with all of her might to keep her bimbo persona from asserting itself.

		Nick began by digging through his dresser, looking for anything that might fit Ashley’s new curves. He gave several sideways glances, looking back at Ashley, sizing her up and, as Ashley could not help but notice, checking her out. The glances and the smell were quickly overwhelming Ashley’s sense of self, the bimbo fighting hard to take over.

		“Excuse me,” Ashley said as she left the room, walking into the bathroom and removing herself from the situation.

		Ashley placed both hands on the counter and leaned forward, examining herself in the mirror. She looked like some high class escort. If she had not known it was her, she was pretty sure she would not be able to recognize herself. The blond hair and heavy makeup would make even her mother question her identity. Her fake looking breasts would have sealed the deal.

		“I found something for you,” Nick said as he turned the corner to look through the open bathroom door. Ashley turned her head to look at him. He could see the tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “You need anything else?” Nick asked, trying to comfort his troubled friend.

		“No, I’ll be all right,” Ashley responded, fighting back her tears, as she took the offered clothes from Nick’s outstretched hand.

		“All right. I’ll be in the kitchen getting some dinner together. I assume you haven’t eaten yet.”

		“Thanks, Nick.”

		Nick left, closing the door behind him and giving Ashley the privacy to change into the less revealing clothes he gave her. Ashley looked at the clothes in her hands with curiosity. They included a dress shirt and a pair of boxer shorts. Both seemed to have not been worn for a long time, likely no longer fitting him properly.

		It took a couple minutes for Ashley to figure out how to extricate herself from her dress. For how little it covered, it was surprisingly complicated. It seemed that the bimbo in the back of Ashley’s mind knew more about certain subjects, like fashion and shoes, than her real self did.

		Once Ashley had stepped out of her dress, she began to focus on removing the copious amounts of makeup that seemed to be plastered on her face. She turned on the water and waited for it to get hot before she started scrubbing her face, removing the numerous layers and leaving her skin clear of added color.

		With her face clean, Ashley took a minute to again examine her face. She was relieved to see that without all of the caked on makeup, she was able to recognize herself. However, the bimbo voice in the back of her mind grew louder, screaming over the lack of makeup and how she was afraid to be seen in public. Ashley took a moment and closed her eyes, pushing the voice back and silencing it the best she could.

		With her face clean and her self control winning the battle with the bimbo within, Ashley set to begin dressing herself. The dress shirt was too big for her, but Ashley liked that fact. It gave her the ability to hide her exaggerated features. The boxer shorts were a little on the big side. They hung low on her hips and she knew that if they got caught on something that they would slide much lower.

		Feeling satisfied with her appearance, at least as much as she could given the changing nature of her body, Ashley walked out of the bathroom to join Nick in the kitchen. Nick was cursing to himself as he stood over a boiling pot, thick steam rising to the ceiling.

		“So,” Ashley said tentatively, “what’s for dinner?”

		“Spaghetti. It’s about the best I can do. I hope it turns out all right.”

		“You’ve never been a great cook, but spaghetti sounds good. Can I give you a hand?”

		“No, I’ve got it. It’s pretty hard to screw up spaghetti.”

		“Hey, do you have any smaller shorts? These are almost falling off me.”

		“No, I’m sorry about those are my smallest pair. I don’t think I’ve worn them in years. I was surprised I still had them. Did you try rolling the waistband? That might help keep them up.”

		Ashley pulled up the shirt to get to the waistband of the shorts, partially revealing her toned stomach. She could not help but notice how Nick’s head quickly turned in response, his primal instincts seeking out fertile flesh. Feeling more exposed than she had wearing the dress earlier, Ashley quickly rolled her waistband, finding the point that it began to take hold of her hips. Satisfied, she let her shirt fall back to its natural state. With the rolled waistband, the shirt completely covered the shorts, giving the impression that she was wearing nothing but the shirt.

		“Why don’t you go make yourself comfortable on the couch,” Nick said. “I bet we could catch the second half.”

		“You sure you don’t need me to do anything?”

		“No. You’ve had a rough day. You should go relax.”

		“Thanks Nick.”

		Ashley turned and moved her way into the living room, plopping herself down on the couch, this time not worried about the view she could possibly provide. She reached for the remote and turned on the television. It was a commercial, probably halftime, so Ashley hit mute and used the time to think.

		So much of Ashley’s life had changed in a very short amount of time. The problem was that as much as she hated turning into a bimbo, she had to admit to herself, although just barely, that there was some merit to being a bimbo. The lack of responsibility was freeing in some ways. It did not matter than the bimbo version of her was not smart, because the bimbo version knew how to use her body to survive. And she had to admit that using her body that way certainly had the potential to be fun and pleasurable.

		Ashley shifted her body on the couch, trying to get more comfortable, when the shirt shifted across her breasts, rubbing against her nipples. They immediately stood at attention in response, sending little bolts of electricity up into her head and down to her pussy. Ashley let out a low moan in response. Despite her ability to hold back the bimbo mentally, her body was still supercharged for sex.

		Without even thinking about it, Ashley reached up and began to caress her breasts through her shirt. She threw back her head and closed her eyes as she began to play with the giant mounds of flesh on her chest. Ashley seemed to develop an alternating rhythm of groping and squeezing her breasts followed by teasing them, dragging her long nails across the sensitive slopes of her bosom and across her nipples, causing them to grow erect with diamond-like hardness.

		Before Ashley even realized what she was doing, her right hand slid down her body and pushed under the waistband of her shorts, searching for the wet treasure beneath. Her clit already stood out as a hard nubbin that she rubbed vigorously, using her own juices as lubrication. The pleasure erupted through her body like a volcano shooting its hot magma into the air. Ashley’s sense of where she was and what was going on around her was completely shut down, her world entirely centered on the pleasure of her flesh. Even her sense of self seemed to be waning, replaced with an emptiness that only lust could fill.

		Ashley’s arousal rose higher and higher. Soon she began to pump her fingers in and out of her steaming pussy, all the while rubbing her clit with her free thumb. Nothing else mattered at that moment to Ashley. All she wanted was to satisfy her body and find the sexual release only an orgasm could bring. She was so close.

		Ashley hung on the precipice desperately trying to reach her climax. After what felt like hours, but was only minutes, her fingers finally brought the relief she so richly desired. Ashley’s vision turned white as she came, letting out a long moan as air was released from her lungs. She was in heaven.

		It took several minutes for Ashley to recover from her orgasm. When her mind finally seemed to reboot, she found her right hand was still buried in her pussy, while the other was still holding her breasts. She quickly extricated her hands from herself. Her right hand was covered in her juices. Without a place to wipe it off, Ashley licked her hand clean instead.

		“You have fun?” Nick asked from behind her, smiling at what he had just seen.

		Ashley looked up at her friend, her face flushed with embarrassment at having just put on another show. It seemed there was nothing she could do to tame her new body. It knew what it wanted, and sex was its primary desire.

		However, Ashley quickly began to notice a problem. Her body was not sated. It was not content to simply bask in the afterglow of a tremendous orgasm. No, it wanted more. It wanted Nick. Ashley could feel her body grow warm as her arousal grew once more.

		To Nick, he simply saw a slutty bimbo version of his best friend get herself off and then turn her attention to him. He could see Ashley’s nipples poking through the thin fabric of the shirt he had lent her. They stood out from her already very full breasts, tenting the fabric as it fell away from her body. Nick adjusted his pants to make his growing hardness more comfortable.

		“Ashley, are you all right?” Nick asked when it became obvious she was not going to answer his question.

		“What?” Ashley said, not fully comprehended that he had asked her a question. “Oh, yeah, um, I’m good…”

		Ashley trailed off her sentence, having lost track of her thoughts when her vision shifted down to the bulge in Nick’s pants. She licked her lips unconsciously and her mouth watered. Ashley’s body was sending every possible signal it could into her brain to get her to release the bimbo and to fuck Nick.

		Ashley fought back with all of her will. The struggle was evident. Nick could see it in her eyes. She felt bad about having given in and masturbated in front of Nick, which made her will all the stronger. However, Ashley knew she was nearing her breaking point. Almost anything could potentially push her over the top, letting loose her inner bimbo. The fear that this could be the culminating moment in the war going on inside of her made her resolute not to let down her defenses for a moment.

		Yet, Ashley could not help but let the sexy thoughts about Nick permeate her conscious mind. It seemed the harder she struggled, the more easily her mind wandered to that which she was trying to stop.

		Suddenly Ashley remembered an old eastern proverb about facing an unwinnable and that the only way to win was to deny the enemy battle. To be honest, Ashley was not sure if it was a real eastern proverb, but she vaguely recalled learning about it in a college philosophy class she took to satisfy a graduation requirement. No matter if it was real or not, however, because Ashley began to reason that the only way she would be able to win against her body’s desires was to deny it battle, giving in to its demands and enjoying what pleasures it would provide her.

		With her decision made, Ashley looked back up into Nick’s eyes, her face showing nothing but the lust that she felt. As seductively as she could, Ashley got to her feet and slowly approached her friend. Nick stood there paralyzed by the sudden behavior change he saw in Ashley, not knowing if there was anything he should be trying to do; not knowing if there was anything he could do.

		Ashley walked up to Nick, moving her body close to his, and reached up and put one hand on his shoulder and the other on his chest. Ashley could feel his muscled chest which only turned up the heat already blazing inside of her. She could already tell that she would be getting what her body so very much wanted.

		Looking up into his eyes, Ashley ran the hand on Nick’s chest down his torso, feeling his chiseled abs that she had previously not known had existed. The sides of Ashley’s mouth turned up ever so slightly, indicating that she was happy with her discovery. Nick’s recent time spent in the gym was paying off.

		However, Ashley’s hand did not stop at Nick’s abs. No, her hand continued south, down to the growing bulge in his pants. She’d seen his cock before. It had been the one time they had had sex back in college. However, now they were both different people it seemed. Ashley could feel herself grow wet as she felt Nick’s hardness twitch inside his pants.

		Excitement welled up inside Ashley at the thought of what she was about to do. It was startling and it nearly derailed her simple attempts to seduce her best friend. She was unsure if it was the bimbo that was excited or her. The fact was, however, it did not matter. Ashley was doing this to get her body back on her side and to keep her body from joining with her inner bimbo.

		“Ashley, what are you doing?” Nick asked, his voice an octave higher than usual from her unexpected actions.

		“I can’t fight against both my body and the bimbo inside me,” Ashley responded in a breathy voice that oozed sex appeal. “If I’m going to fight, I can only fight one and I chose to fight the bimbo. My body really needs to fuck, Nick. Will you please fuck me?”

		Nick’s eyes changed. Before they had been full of surprise and concern, but now they showed nothing but the lust that had been building up inside of him. They were the eyes of a dominant man that knew what he wanted and knew he was going to get it.

		Nick grabbed Ashley by the shoulders and turned her around so that she was facing the couch, the armrest directly in front of her. With strong hands he took hold of her neck and pushed her down, guiding her so that she was bent over the side of the couch. Ashley quickly figured out what Nick wanted from her so she straightened her knees and stuck her ass out toward him. The shirt rode up to reveal the pair of shorts she was wearing.

		“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Nick said. “You want to get fucked and dominated don’t you.”

		“Oh yes,” Ashley squealed in response. “Fuck me you sexy man.”

		Nick pulled his hands away from Ashley’s body for a moment. She started to turn her head to see what he was doing, but his hand quickly returned to hold her head straight. Nick did not use any words, but Ashley knew what he wanted.

		Moments later Ashley could feel Nick’s hands around her ass, barely touching her as he explored the now generous curves of her backside. After several teasing moments, Nick slid his had beneath the waistband of her shorts and gently pulled them over her ass and down her legs. Ashley had to move her feet together slightly so that the shorts could reach her ankles, but that gave her the chance to wiggle her ass, teasing Nick back. When Ashley’s shorts hit the ground, she gracefully stepped out of them, making sure not to shift her position too much.

		Nick ran his hands over her naked ass, but this time his hands continued their journey around to her front. Ashley thought he might be trying to reach around and tease her pussy, but his fingers did not approach her love nest. Instead, Nick began unbuttoning her shirt, one button at a time, slowly making his way up toward Ashley’s breasts.

		With each button, Ashley could feel the more and more cool air against her skin which only served to amplify the heat building up inside of her. When Nick reached the buttons across her chest, Ashley let out a moan as Nick made sure to also run his hands across her sensitive nipples. They stuck out, hard as diamonds, simply aching for attention.

		Once Ashley’s shirt was completely open, Nick grabbed her by the neck and pulled her back up into a standing position. It was a little awkward as Ashley tried to still stick her ass back and her tits out while Nick pulled on the shirt, pulling Ashley’s shoulders back, emphasizing the erotic situation the two friends found themselves in.

		“You like this, don’t you?” Nick said once he had stripped Ashley bare.

		“Please,” Ashley begged in response. “Please fuck me.”

		“When I’m ready.”

		Nick had risen to full mast some time ago and was simply waiting and enjoying Ashley’s body. The changes she had gone through in the past three days were monumental and he could not wait to see what tomorrow would bring. However, here she was, ready, wet and wanting.

		Nick bent Ashley back over, forcing her belly across the arm rest and her breasts and face into the soft cushions. He started with some simply teasing. Nick ran the length of his cock along the outside of Ashley’s lower lips, letting her wetness flow over his shaft. Ashley squirmed in response, unable to hold still at the small bursts of pleasure that shot through her body, just strong enough to leave her wanting more.

		“Please, Nick,” Ashley begged again, barely able to contain herself. “I need you so bad.”

		“When I’m ready,” Nick said back gruffly.

		It was shocking to Ashley to finally see this side of her best friend. She was vaguely aware it existed, knowing only a little about how he liked to play with those other big titted girls that he seemed to favor. Despite the initial shock, Ashley was quickly finding that she liked the domineering side of Nick.

		Finally, after what felt like an eternity to Ashley, Nick decided he was ready. He slid his rock hard cock past her entrance, plunging himself into her slick channel, sliding all of the way in on his first thrust. Nick held himself there, his pelvis pushing up against Ashley’s bubbly ass, giving her a chance to acclimate to his large thick shaft.

		“Oh yes,” Ashley moaned as Nick developed a slow and steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of her wet folds. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder.

		Nick ignored Ashley’s pleas for increased speed and severity, instead looking to maximize his own pleasure.

		“Please Nick,” Ashley continued, begging for more yet relishing her total loss of power. “I really need you to fuck me harder. I’m going crazy.”

		“Not yet you aren’t, but you will.”

		Nick increased his rhythm, pumping in and out of Ashley’s hot pussy with his hard shaft. As his pace increased, Ashley’s ability to respond to him went down. The pleasure and the force simply overrode her ability to be anything more than a fuck doll for her best friend. This was by design, however, as Nick decided to pick up his pace when Ashley was able to complete a full sentence.

		“Oh god,” Ashley cried out, loving the complete brutality in how she was getting fucked, unable to say more before another of Nick’s thrusts forced the air from her lungs.

		Ashley was fast approaching climax as the heat in her body quickly grew. Her skin was hot to the touch with her arousal reaching levels previously unheard of. The pleasure was so great that Ashley’s eyes rolled up into her head. Her entire vision went white, her brain unable to process what her blue eyes saw.

		Nick could feel his point of no return coming on fast. Rather than delay the inevitable, he broke his rhythm, thrusting into Ashley’s tight pussy with reckless abandon. All Ashley could feel was her body fill with the pleasure than came from the hard fucking she was receiving.

		“Fuck my cunt,” Ashley shouted in her high pitched voice. Ashley was too far gone to notice, but Nick could not help but wonder if the bimbo was finding a way out as the old Ashley would never have said such a thing. The only thing was that he did not care. At that moment, Ashley was simply Nick’s slut. Her only purpose was to satisfy his needs.

		Finally it happened. Nick’s cock twitched inside of Ashley, indicating that it was ready to explode. Nick gave one last thrust, bottoming out inside of Ashley’s hot channel, and held himself deep inside of her. Ashley’s pussy, acting only on instinct, began milking his cock for all it was worth. Within moments Nick was cumming, shooting spurt after spurt of his hot white cum into her.

		The moment Nick’s cum hit Ashley’s pussy walls, she too reached her climax, her body shaking as her orgasm rushed through her. Every nerve in Ashley’s body sent pleasure signals up into her brain, overwhelming her synapses that led to a total shutdown. In short, Ashley passed out from the overwhelming pleasure.

		Nick held himself inside of the unconscious Ashley for several minutes as his cock slowly deflated. Once he pulled out, he left Ashley lying face down on the couch, her ass still sticking up into the air, as he went to clean himself up.

		It was a completely sated Ashley that awoke several minutes later. Ashley lazily opened her eyes and stretched. She looked around, finding herself alone. This did not particularly bother her, except that she was curious as to where Nick had gone off to.

		Ashley pulled herself up off the couch and began to gather her borrowed clothes. As she began to dress herself, she began taking a mental inventory, trying to decide if the bimbo had escaped. It took a couple moments, but Ashley eventually realized that for her to ask herself that question she could not be in bimbo mode. Actually the more she thought about her situation, she realized that for the first time since her encounter with the repo man, her body felt like her own, only more exaggerated and sensitive.

		“That was definitely something,” Nick said as he walked into the room to find Ashley buttoning up her shirt. The first time she had put on the garment, she had buttoned it up all the way to her neck. This time she left several buttons undone, giving an impressive view of her chest and cleavage.

		“Yeah, I don’t know what came over me there. I guess I’m just going to have to get used to my body’s cravings.”

		“Well, with your new body, you certainly are damn good. If I didn’t know better, I could swear the bimbo came out for a moment there right near the end.”

		“Really?” Ashley asked with a concerned look on her face.

		“It was for just a moment, but your tone and the language you used was completely unlike anything I have ever heard you say before.”

		“Damn it. I thought I had been winning.”

		“I wouldn’t worry too much about that right now. Actually, I need to ask if you wouldn’t mind having a bit of a philosophical debate about this, because I think there might be a solution to your problem.”

		“I guess so. It’s getting kinda late though.”

		“You can stay over tonight if you’d like.”

		“I suppose. So what’s your great philosophical idea?”

		“We should probably sit for this, don’t you think?”

		Ashley sat down on the couch, the feel of it bringing back distinct memories of what they had just done on that couch. Ashley sat at the opposite end from where she had been thoroughly fucked. Nick took a seat nearby in a recliner.

		The two sat there staring at each other. It seemed each one was waiting for the other to say something.

		“So what’s this great idea?” Ashley asked, breaking the silence.

		“All right, I’m going to be blunt. What’s wrong with being a bimbo?”

		“What’s wrong?” Ashley responded slightly exasperated at simply being asked that question. “Let me count all the things that are wrong. First, bimbos are just dumb sluts. They’re too stupid to do anything but use their bodies to get by. Second, they get no respect. The simple fact that I despise everything about the supposed bimbo lifestyle should be enough to get that point across. Finally, as for me becoming a bimbo, I have dreams and aspirations. I’m planning to go to grad school and hopefully become a world renowned scientist.”

		“All right, fair enough. Let me try putting this a different way then. Maybe I can get you to see this my way, at least a little bit.”

		“Nick, you’re not going to convince me to become your bimbo.”

		“Okay, okay, okay,” Nick said, holding his hands out in front of him, palms facing Ashley, trying to calm her down before her temper got out of hand. That had always been one of her weaknesses. Her temper, while usually well hidden, could rear its ugly head with very little provocation. “I don’t want you to get all riled up here. All I was going to ask was to tell me how your day went.”

		“That’s all?”

		“Yes. I’m not trying to convert you into something you don’t want to be, no matter how my cock feels about your situation.”

		“Where should I start?”

		“How about when you left work this afternoon?”

		“I suppose I could do that.”

		Ashley began to tell Nick all of what she remembered from her day since she left work. It was strange for Ashley as she forced herself to relive what she had thought had been an horrific experience. However, during her retelling of events, she found herself getting hot again. Her memories, despite the few gaps that existed, since bimbos are not known for their memory, were actually quite pleasant.

		When Ashley finished her story, Nick sat and thought on what he had been told. Ashley waited quietly for him to say something, anxious about what kind of judgment he would put on her.

		“So, it sounds like you had fun,” Nick finally said.

		Ashley sat there stunned for a moment. She had not expected Nick’s response. He seemed so positive about it all that Ashley forced herself to think some more about how she felt about her experience. She had to admit that she had had fun. In fact, she could not remember the last time she had had that much fun.

		“Yeah, I guess I did,” Ashley finally responded.

		“So then, if you don’t mind returning to my original question, what’s wrong with being a bimbo?”

		“Come on Nick. There’s still the respect and the fact I wouldn’t be able to do all of the things I want to.”

		“But as a bimbo, you won’t want to do all those things. You’ll be too busy having fun to even think about grad school. And as for respect, there’s always people who will respect bimbos. I mean, think about how many people respect Paris Hilton, and she’s not even that great of a bimbo. And on top of that, I’m sure there are people who wouldn’t respect you because they consider you to be a nerd, although you’re not projecting that image at the moment.”

		Again, Ashley sat there stunned at the revelations she was experiencing. Nick was right in a way. She had always hated the bimbos that she met in school. There was one girl in particular that lived down the hall from Ashley in the freshmen dorm that she swore got through her classes by having sex with her professors. But now that she had experienced the other side of the coin, Ashley could not find the same level of hate that she had for that girl. The thought of using her body to get by seemed much more appealing now. Of course, it probably helped now having a body that was designed for it.

		“You win, Nick,” Ashley finally said, slightly exhausted by the amount of thinking she was having to do. Ashley did not notice that that was one of the hallmarks of a bimbo: not wanting to think too much, or even not being able to think too much.

		“So are you saying you are willing to accept being a bimbo?”

		The moment the question came out of Nick’s mouth, he regretted it. Yes, it was true that he liked the idea of Ashley becoming his personal bimbo. He liked girls with big tits and small brains. He also liked Ashley, so he could not help but get hard over the idea of Ashley being the girl of his dreams. However, Nick knew that Ashley would probably never go for it. She had always been brainy and he doubted she would ever give that up.

		“No, at least not yet. I’m getting pretty tired. I should probably turn in for the night.”

		“I understand,” Nick said as he tried to hold back his excitement. He had never expected such a response from Ashley. “Let me go grab some blankets for you while you make yourself comfortable.”

		Nick quickly went to grab blankets from his bedroom for Ashley. The dinner that he had been preparing went completely forgotten in the kitchen. The impromptu sex had left the two friends tired but satisfied enough where a meal was not needed. In the living room, Ashley slowly prepared herself for sleep. She fluffed the pillow she would be using and when Nick returned with the blankets, she used them to create a nest of sorts for herself.

		“Nick, I really appreciate everything you’ve done for me these past few days, especially tonight. I know this is awkward for you, but I really enjoyed our earlier activities and you’ve given me a lot to think about. Good night, Nick.”

		“Good night, Ashley.”

		With Nick gone, Ashley got herself situated and ready for bed. She laid there, thinking about her future, unable to fall asleep for some time, going over all of her options and the pros and cons of the decision that lay before her. She eventually decided to wait until morning so that she could get her much needed beauty sleep. She also had a feeling that her body would end up going through another growth spurt of sorts, and she did not want to make a decision about anything until she had a chance to see the finished product.

		Overnight, Ashley’s body went through one final set of changes. Her hair lightened further to the point that it would best be described as platinum. It also thickened slightly and grew longer, easily reaching her ass if she were standing. Ashley’s face also continued to change. Her lips plumped up even further than before, to the point that they lost their natural look. They were not over done, but everyone would assume she had had work done. Ashley’s nose also changed ever so slightly, changing its profile and becoming what would best be described as a button nose. The last facial changes occurred to her eyelashes. They thickened and became unnaturally long: a perfect addition to her doll like appearance.

		Ashley’s breasts also continued to grow, but not by a ton, probably at most by a single cup size. However, their shape and composition did get altered. They were round and stuck straight out from Ashley’s chest, giving a bolt-on look. Moving down Ashley’s body, her waist continued its slow migration inward, giving her a wasp like waist that looked nearly impossible. Her hips and ass went through one final expansion phase, swelling out to give her a perfect hour glass figure.

		The final changes could be seen all across Ashley’s body. All of her body hair below her neck disappeared, having been absorbed into her skin. Ashley’s skin then became the subject of the final change. Her skin tone darkened to the point that it looked like she had spent a significant amount of her time tanning. On her left hip was a little heart tanning tattoo. In all, Ashley was nearly unrecognizable from the woman she had been on Friday.

		Ashley awoke to the sun coming in through the window and hitting her in the face. She stretched lazily as she reveled in the warm sun hitting her exposed body. After several moments, Ashley’s eyes snapped open, remembering all that had happened the day before and the decision she had before her. She quickly stood up and rushed into the bathroom to see what all had happened to her over night.

		Ashley looked at herself in the mirror and stood there in shock. Standing before her was the most beautiful woman she had ever seen. She was still wearing the shirt and shorts she had borrowed from Nick the night before, but they now fit her differently. The shirt was pulled tight across her breasts and the neck line forced low, providing a fantastic view of her tanned cleavage.

		Ashley scanned down her body and could not help but love the long legged look she had with the short shorts she was wearing that now pulled tight across her ass. She turned to look at herself in profile, enjoying the beautiful swell of her ass.

		This of course led to noticing her hair for the first time. It surprisingly closely resembled Stacy’s hair, both in color and in how it hung straight down. Ashley followed her hair up her body to her head and face. Ashley let out a little squeal when she saw her newly changed face. Her lips were plump and inviting and her lashes made her look like a Barbie doll.

		“Ohmygod, I’m, like, hot,” Ashley said, not worrying about the bimbo-like speech pattern she had just used.

		As Ashley continued to look at herself in the mirror, she began to realize that just the sight of her was making her wet between her legs. Her body had only become more sensitive and its sexual needs stronger during the night.

		Without thinking about it, Ashley walked into Nick’s bedroom and carefully moved head first underneath the covers. She was searching for something in particular. It only took a few minutes for her actions and ministrations to wake Nick. He laid there for a moment trying to figure out what was going on before he realized that the amazing feeling around his cock was Ashley giving him a good morning blow job.

		Technically it was Ashley’s first ever blow job, but by acting on the instinct that came with her new body, she performed like a pro. Within a short few minutes Nick was cumming, filling her mouth with the hot jizm he had built up over night.

		Nick laid back, propping his head up on his pillow and simply enjoying the sight before him. Ashley’s ass stuck up from underneath the covers and it looked even more spectacular than it had the night before. Finally, after being sure that Nick’s balls had been completely emptied, Ashley crawled her way out from under the covers, poking her head out next to him and looking up with a big dopey grin on her face.

		“I take it you made a decision?” Nick asked with a smile.

		“Um, not really. I was just hungry and horny.”

		“Yes, well that is a very bimbo response. I had assumed your actions meant you had decided to embrace the bimbo.”

		“Oh yeah, I was supposed to, like, sleep on it and stuff. What do you think I should do?”

		“Well, you are an adorable bimbo, but this is really a decision you should make for yourself.”

		Ashley thought really hard about what she wanted to do. Nick looked on and enjoyed the look of stupid concentration on her face. Putting her finger to her lips was an added bonus that just seemed to complete the picture.

		The bimbo part of Ashley receded slightly, giving her the chance to properly make her decision. The simple fact of the matter was, however, that Ashley had had more fun in the past twenty-four hours than she had in the previous four years combined. The more and more she thought about it, the more she realized that she was not particularly happy with her old life. It had always been about getting further along in the rat race and not about enjoying her life. Ashley’s face lit up when she made her decision.

		“So what’s it going to be?” Nick asked knowingly.

		“How’d you know I decided?”

		“Call it intuition. Anyways, bimbos are easy to read, since they’re not very complex.”

		“Oh yeah, that’s right. Bimbos are dumb.”

		“So what did you decide?”

		“I’m gonna be the bimbo. Being a bimbo is totally more fun, than, like, my old boring life. I get to be sexy and fun. I can’t believe I didn’t do this sooner.”

		“I’m sure you made the right decision.”

		“Thanks. But now I gotta, like, figure out how I’m gonna, like, make money and stuff. I’m too stupid to work at the labora…, I mean the lab thingy where you work.”

		“I think I have some ideas. Would you like to hear them?”

		“Oh please. I’m not very good at thinking anymore, or, like deciding things either. It would be really nice if you could help me. I’m sure I could totally make it worth your while.”

		Ashley finished her last sentence with a seductive wink, her long lashes making it obvious what she meant.

		“Sounds like a deal to me. First thing, it would be a lot easier if you lived with someone. That way you don’t have to worry as much about rent.”

		“But, like, I don’t know anyone.”

		“You know me.”

		“Ohmygod, that’s right. If we lived together than we could have all kinds of fun. Do you, like, want me to move in?”

		“Your apartment’s nicer, so I think I should move into your place.”

		“Awesome.”

		“In fact, how about you just leave everything else to me. I’ll drop you off at your car on my way to work so you can drive home and then I’ll join you this evening. How does that sound?”

		“Great. But, like, shouldn’t I tell my boss that I can’t work anymore, ‘cause, like, I’m too dumb and stuff.”

		“Don’t worry about it. I’ll take care of everything.”

		Ashley smiled at hearing that. It felt nice not to have to worry. Worrying was hard and it was not very fun.

		Nick got himself ready for work while Ashley got dressed again in the dress she had worn the night before. The dress was fit to burst with Ashley’s once again expanded curves. She thought it looked better that way anyways.

		It did not take too long before Nick had dropped Ashley off at her car, which was still parked near the clothing boutique from the day before. Ashley was happy that all of her purchases were still in her trunk. However, just before Ashley got in her car to leave, she saw Stacy opening up the shop for the day.

		“Stacy,” Ashley called out as she ran down the sidewalk with little mincing steps toward her newest friend. Her tits bounced with each step and nearly popped out from the dress.

		“Ohmygod, Ashley,” Stacy called back when she looked up and saw Ashley running toward you. “I love your hair.”

		“Like, thanks.”

		Ashley hugged Stacy, mashing her large round tits into Stacy’s own impressive pair.

		“You here to pick up your car?”

		“Yeah, Nick dropped me off on his way to work.”

		“So I take it you had fun last night?”

		“Totally. Nick’s gonna, like, take care of me and stuff.”

		“That’s awesome. You wanna come in and chat for a while?”

		“That’s sound like fun.”

		The two bimbos walked into the store together and spent the next several hours talking about dance clubs, fashion, guys, and who they wanted to fuck. Eventually Stacy shared how she had started making some extra money on the side as a cam girl. She was routinely pulling in big money every night she did it. Ashley made a note to talk to Nick about trying it. It sounded like a lot of fun and it was a way for her to pay her way.

		It was late afternoon when Ashley finally made it home as she made several stops on the way. First it was a trip to a piercing parlor. The belly button and tongue piercings both still hurt, but she knew they would be worth it. She could not feel the stud that sat in her nose, but she loved how it looked.

		Her other stops included an adult store where she bought several toys, including a gemmed butt plug. Stacy had introduced her to the idea of being constantly filled back there, but with the plug in place, Ashley decided that she really liked it. The final stop was the grocery store. She wanted to thank Nick for all his help by cooking him a special meal. However, she soon realized that she wasn’t smart enough to cook, so she decided to order takeout.

		Ashley had just finished putting away her new clothes and toys at home when the doorbell rang. It was too early to be Nick, so Ashley curiously went to check who it was. Ashley peered through the peep hole and saw an attractive brunette wearing glasses. She actually looked a lot like Ashley used to.

		“Hi there,” Ashley said excitedly as she opened the door. The visiting woman stood there agape looking at the bimbo before her. Ashley had changed into one of her new outfits, choosing a pink skirt that barely covered her ass and a white cropped halter top that left almost all of her tits on display. To top it off, Ashley wore six inch pink platform pumps.

		“Um, are you Ashley Smith?” the woman asked hesitantly.

		“Yeah, can I, like, help you?”

		“Oh my, I’m so sorry. There seems to be a big mistake. My name is also Ashley Smith and I used to live here before you. Your landlord called me this morning and asked me to drop by. I thought it might have been that you had some mail for me, but now I see otherwise. You see, I bought this thing called the Nerd Package and I missed one of the payments. You see, I used to be a bimbo, but I bought this thing that made me into what I am now. They sent my case to collections, but they didn’t get my updated address. That means they turned you into what I used to be.”

		“That’s, like, so cool that we have the same name and stuff,” Ashley said, surprised with herself for following such a long conversation. “But, I, like, already knew what happened to me.”

		“And you’re not mad?”

		“I was, but then I decided I like being a bimbo.”

		“You do?”

		“Didn’t you?”

		“I guess so, but I wanted so much more. I’m earning my doctorate now. So you’re all right with everything that’s happened?”

		“Yeah. Nick’s gonna take care of me. And I’m gonna be, like, a cam girl and stuff.”

		“That’s good, I’m glad you’re finding a way to enjoy yourself. If you change your mind, here’s my name and number.”

		The brunette Ashley handed the dumb blond a card.

		“Thanks. Drop by anytime, especially if you want to play, because you’re kinda cute.”

		“Yeah, thanks,” the nerdy Ashley responded with trepidation, no longer enjoying the bimbo lifestyle. “I’m going to go now. Good bye.”

		“Bye,” the blond called back, waving to the departing woman.

		When Ashley closed the door, she leaned back against the wall and sighed, thankful that there was finally a positive outcome from a mistaken identity. Ashley loved being a bimbo and she wanted to be a bimbo for the rest of her life.
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