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		Looking back, the last six months had been the absolute worst I could have ever imagined without my own death being involved. It had been nearly six months of deep and dark depression. I had quit my job and shunned the few people I considered friends. All of this because of a tragic accident that killed my parents and my husband of five years.

		“Catherine Harris,” I called myself, using my full name like my mother would when I was young and I had made her angry, as I looked at my image in a mirror, “you have to get control of yourself.”

		The picture of myself in the mirror disgusted me. I couldn’t believe that I had let myself go like I had. I hadn’t stepped on a scale since before the accident, but I figured I had to have gained nearly forty pounds. My skin was pale, nearly white from not leaving the house. My once silky brunette hair had grown long and hung from my head in a poorly kept ponytail. Everything about me looked sickly. It was time for a change.

		Likely the one saving grace as I looked at myself in early morning hours of the first of January, the sun not yet up, was that I had not succumbed to specter of heavy drinking. I’m sure, given my depression of the time, I would have climbed into that bottle and never been able to find my way out again. But this story is not about what could have been, or the horrible life I had for those sixth months. This is a story about how I recovered and became a new woman.

		I braced myself against the bathroom counter as I stared at my large figure. I couldn’t believe how badly I had let myself go. I had never been the best looking woman, but at twenty-five, I had looked young enough to pass for a much younger age. In college I had frequently been mistaken for a visiting high school student.

		It was time for a new direction. The reflection I saw in the mirror was wearing a sweat suit. Given I had not been a fan of leaving the house and the fact that my waistline had been ever expanding, elastic waistbands had become my friends. I was afraid to look at what I might find underneath my sweatshirt: rolls of fat being far from the worst of it. The first thing was to clean house.

		I walked into the kitchen and pulled out the box of trash bags I had stored there. I spent the entire morning working my way through the house and throwing anything that reminded me of the last six months into a bag. A trip to the dump would soon be in order.

		It was tiring work and I had soon worked up a sweat. My breathing was ragged as I finally sat down on the well worn couch to rest. I desperately needed to get back into shape. I sat there berating myself for letting my weight climb so high, but after several seconds of self pity and derision, I snapped to attention.

		“Stop it,” I said out loud, knowing my resolve needed to be vocalized. “You know who’s to blame. Now it’s time to fix it.”

		I stood up and marched into my bedroom. I needed to join a gym. That meant leaving the house and finding something suitable. I was not going out in grubby sweatpants. Thirty minutes later I found myself entering a gym, wearing basketball shorts and a t-shirt, both of which had belonged to my husband.

		After a short tour and the signing of the paperwork, I went straight to one of the many bikes. I tried to get on one of the spin bikes, but found it incredibly uncomfortable. Knowing that there was not much else for me to use in my out of shape state, I tried one of the recumbent bikes. I didn’t last long, only fifteen minutes at first, but I knew it was a start.

		Since I was no longer working, I had a lot of time on my hands. Thankfully, between insurance settlements and the fact that my husband had been the founder and majority shareholder of a software firm he started our freshman year of college, all of which now fell to me, I was not hurting for money. However, with a lot of free time, the temptations to fall into old habits were strong.

		Slowly throughout the course of January, the time I was able to spend working out increased. By the end of the month, I was up to more than half an hour everyday on the bike and I was even starting to do some light weight lifting. It wasn’t some miraculous fitness program. I still looked like a blimp, but I knew I was making strides and losing weight. How much exactly, however, I made a particular point to ignore, afraid the numbers would ruin my resolve.

		With only the gym occupying my time, I started thinking it might be time to go back to work. I wasn’t interested in anything full time, not wanting to lock myself in to the current me. No, something part time, just to keep me busy became my goal. I searched help ads in the newspaper, online, everywhere I could think of, but it seemed everything I wanted either required more experience than I had, or they wanted a college degree.

		I dropped out of college with my husband when he started his company. We were married shortly thereafter. While I only worked for the firm in the early stages, before it became the corporation that paid my bills, I had joined on as a secretary for a small health clinic in town. They were the first place I looked, but they no longer needed me.

		However, after several weeks of looking and nearly giving up in the process, I got a call from the same clinic that I had worked before. They still didn’t have a position for me, but one of the doctors there had a friend who did need some help.

		Two days later I found myself outside a small medical clinic, Dr. Carver’s private practice. My old boss had been kind enough to warn me that Dr. Carver was a plastic surgeon. I guess he had thought that might be a problem for me, but I have never had a problem with people trying to make themselves feel better about themselves. However, I must admit, I had never been a big supporter of women who make unnecessary changes to fit some Barbi doll ideal.

		I walked into the clinic nervously. While I technically didn’t need the job for the money, I needed it for my sanity. The front room of the clinic was basic and clean, exactly what I would have expected from a medical practice. Behind the reception desk sat an attractive woman who beamed a perfect smile at me. I was guessing she had probably had work done, but it was subtle and she looked good.

		“You must be Ms. Harris,” the receptionist said as I approached her desk with hesitation. It had been years since my last job interview and I was nervous, not wanting to have to go through the process again.

		“Y—yes,” I stuttered slightly before I was able to find a more confident tone. “I’m here for an interview.”

		“Of course. If you’ll just have a seat. I’ll call Dr. Carver to let him know you are here.”

		“Thank you,” I said as I took a seat.

		The receptionist started typing into her computer. I figured they had a text based intercom system. It seemed so much more high-tech than a regular phone based system. Moments later her computer beeped and she smiled, glanced up at me, and then began typing again. I wasn’t sure what her look meant, but it put me off slightly, like I was being judged. The old me would have simply brushed it off, but in my current state, I was a little less sure of myself.

		About a minute later, Dr. Carver came out into the front room. The man was tall and handsome. My eyes nearly jumped out of their sockets. He was hot, despite the fact that he had to have been in his forties. Older guys had never done anything for me before, but I was quickly reevaluating that belief.

		“Welcome, Ms. Harris,” the doctor said in a deep baritone voice. “If you’ll just follow me back to my office, we can get started.”

		I thought it odd that Dr. Carver didn’t even attempt to shake my hand, but that did not stop me from rising to my feet and following him down the hall to his office. I felt like I was being led for some other purpose than my interview. The lack of control was actually making me feel a little hot. I couldn’t believe how turned on I was.

		I did everything I could to push away the thoughts of the heat building up between my legs as I found myself suddenly sitting across from Dr. Carver in his office. It looked every bit that of a doctor’s office. On the wall behind him hung his various degrees as well as several awards. However, the longer I spent looking around the more I realized how much all of the furniture must have cost. Dr. Carver had done no skimping in picking out his office furniture. It was a good sign he had a thriving practice.

		“So tell me Catherine,” Dr. Carver started once my eyes fell back on him. He was smiling. I couldn’t tell if he was genuinely happy or if it was that he knew something that I did not. “I can call you Catherine, can’t I?”

		“Of course, Dr. Carver,” I replied. I was in no mood for formalities, and I preferred working in a low key environment.

		“Good. So then Catherine, tell me about yourself.”

		A cold sweat broke out across my brow. All of the anxiety, nervousness and unpleasant thoughts I had been fighting back about having to go through an interview process came flooding into my consciousness. I was doing everything I could not to panic.

		“Um, well, have you read my resume?” I asked flatly. I had worked hard to get my resume together and I was desperately hoping to use it as a guide.

		“Admittedly, I haven’t,” the doctor replied. My anxiety jumped up another level. “But don’t worry. I just haven’t had time. I did talk to the clinic where you used to work and they had nothing but good things to say about you.”

		I took a deep breath and immediately started to feel better. Dr. Carver was taking this seriously.

		“Yes, well I worked for the Davidson Clinic for about four years. I primarily handled the files, but my last year I did spend some time helping with some of the patients.”

		“Terrific. Can I ask why you left?”

		“Um, yes,” I started, hesitating whether I was ready to tell essentially a complete stranger why I left. “I left after my husband and parents died. I needed some time to myself to figure things out.”

		“I see,” he said. My anxiety returned. Had I screwed up my chance at this job? “No worries. I’m sorry for your loss. I can understand how tough these things can be. I lost my wife nearly ten years ago now.”

		I gave a sigh of relief from knowing that my bout with depression would not be viewed as problematic.

		“And how about before your time at Davidson?”

		“I helped my husband start up a software company. Admittedly, we both dropped out of college after our freshman years. Technically, since he died, I’m now the majority share holder, but I was never one for handling big business.”

		“One last question. Why do you want a job here?”

		“I need something to keep me busy. I’m trying really hard to take charge of my life and change things for the better. The only problem is that I find right now that there are too many hours in a day for me. I’m not looking for anything super strenuous, just something that let’s me feel useful and keeps me busy.”

		“Well Catherine, I think I have just the job for you. My daughter has been handling a lot of the files, but she seems to need some help. If you could come in during the mornings and help her, that would be tremendous. I don’t have time to talk specifics right now, but if you could come in on Friday morning at nine, I think I’ll have the time to help you get started.”

		“Thank you so much, Dr. Carver,” I enthused as I shook his hand from across the desk.

		“Yes, well, I’ll see you on Friday then. If you don’t mind letting yourself out, my next patient is already waiting in the exam room.”

		I walked out the door feeling lighter than air. I could say with complete certainty that I hadn’t felt better since the accident. I smiled and said good-bye to the receptionist on my way out. Buoyed by good feelings, I vowed to work even harder at the gym. I couldn’t wait to meet the new me.

		Friday came quickly. Too quickly. I spent the days I had before my orientation, I guess you could call it, looking for appropriate office attire. With my changing body (I had already lost significant weight I could tell, even without measuring) I didn’t want to buy too much, but I needed to be able to look professional. After considerable searching at various malls around town, I finally found a couple outfits that would work.

		I once again found myself sitting in the waiting room of Dr. Carver’s clinic. The receptionist, Martha, had finally introduced herself since it looked like I was set to join the team. She busied herself with managing the schedule as well as putting together orders for surgical equipment and the like. I watched her carefully, trying to learn more about how everything operated.

		Finally, after who knows how long exactly, Dr. Carver came into the waiting room to escort me back to the file room where he was to explain everything for me.

		“Good morning, Catherine,” he said cheerfully. I wasn’t sure what he was so cheerful about, but from everything I could tell, this seemed like a very positive place to work.

		“Good morning, Doctor,” I said as I stood up and shook his hand. He seemed much more social than during my interview.

		“If you’ll just follow me, I’ll give you a little tour.”

		Dr. Carver proceeded to show me around the small clinic. The entire operation was based off of the small hallway he led me down. His office stood across from the exam room. A little further down was the operating room and the file room where I would be working. At the very end of the hall were a recovery room and a small break room. There was a kitchenette for making lunch, a table and a couch in the latter.

		“How many operations do you do?” I asked out of curiosity.

		“How frequently or how many different kinds?”

		“How frequently?” I confirmed.

		“Several a week,” he said nonchalantly. “Sometimes as many as one per day. This has actually been a light week with two. I spend most of my time doing consultations. But don’t worry, I charge enough to make this a very lucrative business.”

		“I’m sure.”

		“Of course it helps that I have experience in most of the common cosmetic procedures.”

		With the overall tour complete, Dr. Carver led me into the file room. The walls were lined with floor to ceiling file cabinets. It was clear that the doctor had a lot of patients. In the middle was a large table with several chairs around it. There were stacks of files littered across the table, waiting to be filed away or delivered somewhere.

		“You’ll be working in here. Generally I will ask for the files I need the next day for you to set out for me. Lizzy, my daughter knows the drill and she can show you the ins and outs of it all when she gets in a little later. We should probably talk about the other details.”

		Dr. Carver and I sat down as he explained pay and benefits and the like. Considering this was a health clinic of sorts, the health plan was very good. He also offered free cosmetic work if I wanted. I politely turned him down, but he urged me to at least think about it.

		I was a little offended at first and it must have shown on my face, because Dr. Carver explained that everyone has flaws that they want to fix. He even said that he wasn’t happy with his nose and he had considered getting some work done himself. He wasn’t trying to say that I needed work, but that I might want some in the future. I thanked him, but explained that while I was looking to make changes, I wanted to make them on my own.

		Shortly after we had come to terms on salary, as he was actually putting me on salary and not forcing me to work by the hour, Lizzy arrived. My jaw dropped when she walked in. Everything about her screamed bimbo. Her hair was a long platinum blond, her skin well tanned. She was dressed all in pink, a bright off the shoulder crop top that showed off a dangling belly button piercing and her flat tummy, a short skirt that barely reached her thighs and platformed wedge heeled sandals. However, the thing that stood out most about Lizzy was her gigantic breasts. It was obvious that her dad had done them as they stood impossibly off her chest.

		I was speechless at the sight of my coworker, and as much as I hated to admit it, a bit turned on. I had never felt anything toward another woman, but Lizzy was quickly changing my mind. My face turned red as I realized I had been staring into her cleavage. Lizzy simply giggled and seemed to stick out her chest even more.

		“She looks nice, Daddy,” she said with more than a hint of valley girl dialect.

		“Lizzy, this is Catherine. She’s going to be helping you with the filing.”

		I held out my hand to shake Lizzy’s but she seemed confused by my intention. After a moment, she seemed to figure out that I was trying to say hello, as she closed the distance between us with her little mincing steps and gave me a big hug, pressing her massive breasts into me.

		“Hi, Catherine,” she said happily.

		“Hi,” I said back, slightly disturbed by Lizzy’s behavior. She couldn’t be as dumb as she was acting. Still, I could feel myself growing wet under her tight embrace.

		“Why don’t you two spend some time getting to know each other. Catherine you won’t actually start until Monday officially, but I’ll be sure to include a bonus for today in your first paycheck.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” I said once Lizzy let go of me.

		“So, like, how old are you?” Lizzy asked once her father was gone.

		“Twenty-five,” I responded, still trying to get a reading on if Lizzy’s behavior was just an act or if she was really as ditzy as she appeared.

		“Ooh, you’re only five years older than me. I turned twenty last month.”

		“So then are you in school?” I asked, figuring her answer would tell me a lot about her.

		“Um, I was, but I decided I needed a break, so I came to help Daddy at the office.”

		“What were you studying?” To be honest I was surprised by her answer, but I was hopeful that this incredibly vapid looking and sounding girl might actually have a brain.

		“I hadn’t decided yet. I was thinking chemistry or biology. I actually want to start a cosmetics company some day, but I figured I should have some fun while I’m young enough to enjoy it.”

		Lizzy seemed to be a complete contradiction. It seemed impossible that the bimbo in front of me could ever complete a single entry-level college course, let alone graduate.

		“So then you’re not as dumb as you act?” I said, figuring I needed to get her figured out if I was going to be able to work with her.

		“No, not really,” Lizzy said plainly, sounding like the intelligent daughter of a doctor. “But it’s totally more fun to act like a ditz.”

		I laughed at the ease at which Lizzy was able to switch speech patterns. She giggled in response.

		“So, like, what brings you to work here?” Lizzy continued, using her preferred valley girl voice.

		“I’m recovering from some severe depression and I’m trying to turn my life back around. I needed something to occupy my time with when I’m not busy trying to lose weight.”

		“I’m sorry. You can, like, totally talk to me any time you want about, like, anything you want. I was sad for a long time when my mom died. Where do you work out?”

		“There’s a gym near my house on Main that I joined at the beginning of the year.”

		“Ohmygod,” Lizzy squealed. “That’s, like, where I work out too. We should totally be workout buddies.”

		I hesitated for a moment. I wasn’t sure I wanted to spend much more time with Lizzy than I had to, since she seemed determined to put on this act of hers. However, the more I thought about it and the more I looked at her, I had to admit she was pretty fit. She could be a great motivational tool to help me lose the weight and of course, if it turned out I couldn’t stand to be around her outside of work, we didn’t have to continue.

		“All right,” I said. “I’d like that.”

		“Goody. Let’s meet at two. I’ll show you my workout. It’s guaranteed to give you a killer bod.”

		I arrived at the gym a little early, having nothing else to do between the time I left the clinic and our arranged meeting time. Right at two, Lizzy pulled up in a pink convertible. Again my jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe how thoroughly she had gotten into the bimbo role. I was almost jealous of her.

		“I still need to, like, get changed,” Lizzy said when she saw me waiting for her.

		“Okay, I’ll wait here.”

		“No silly. Come in with me and I can explain the workout.”

		I felt awkward at the thought of watching Lizzy change into her workout clothes, but I was also curious about her body. I had seen a lot of it at the clinic, but the part of me that was aroused by her wanted more. Shrugging my shoulders, I followed Lizzy into the locker room.

		To be honest, I missed a lot of what Lizzy was telling me about the workout she had planned for us. I was too busy watching her. What little I did catch, seemed to be way beyond my ability level.

		Exiting the locker room together, I felt embarrassed compared to the ideal of fitness next to me. I was wearing a loose fitting t-shirt and another pair of basketball shorts that hid my weight well. Lizzy was wearing a pair of black spandex shorts that were so short, her butt was nearly peaking out, and so tight that it was obvious she was wearing no underwear (I already knew this as I had watched her change). She was wearing two sports bras and a tight fitting racer back tank, all of which were various shades of pink. “The one bad thing about having big boobs,” she had told me when I was surprised by the multiple bras.

		For the rest of the afternoon, Lizzy led me around the gym doing different exercises. She had actually planned it all out so that we could both get good workouts in. There was no way I could keep up entirely, but she structured everything beautifully and she was definitely a great motivator.

		By the time we were done, I was soaked with sweat and completely exhausted. Lizzy tried to get me to shower in the locker room before leaving, but I wasn’t ready to be seen by anyone yet without clothes on. I might have done it had I not been so tired as I really wanted to see Lizzy’s body again. These were new feelings for me, but I was willing to indulge them to help me find the new me.

		I had thought our workout together was going to be a one time thing, but I quickly agreed to regular workouts with Lizzy without even realizing it. Each night I would get home from the gym and practically collapse on the couch. I would find just enough energy to make a small healthy dinner before sitting on the couch and watching various reality shows. I had never been much of a fan, but I found them rather entertaining, especially the ones that involved fashion and really sexy people. My energy levels just weren’t up to the more complex dramas and comedies.

		Work was also going surprisingly well. At first I tried to drag out Lizzy’s smart personality whenever I could, but the more we worked together, I found myself enjoying her ditzy personality more. She was simply more fun to be around, because she was having so much fun herself. There were several times when I found myself adopting her speech patterns by accident. I went out for lunch one day, treating myself after a long week of intense workouts and found myself adding in “like” in nearly every sentence. I know I sounded like a complete idiot, but it was enjoyable to not have to live up to other people’s standards. They already assumed I wasn’t that bright.

		Life flew by. Before I knew it, it was April. My days were spent either having fun with Lizzy or passed out on my bed from exhaustion. The whole time I had yet to weigh myself, afraid of what the scale might say. I knew I had lost weight. I had had to go out and buy new clothes to fit my thinning frame. My old clothes from before the accident might have fit me, but I had gotten rid of them back in January. I didn’t want to be that woman anymore.

		So Lizzy finally got me up on the scale. I was completely nude, but that didn’t bother me so much anymore. I had grown tired of making my car smell like sweat so I had started showering at the gym. We had seen each other naked plenty of times.

		It was a modern scale with a digital readout. I stood there waiting for it to flash at me, telling me how much weight I had lost. If I hadn’t needed to stand still I would have been bouncing up and down with anticipation.

		My jaw dropped when I saw the reading. It wasn’t possible. Three months of exhausting work and I had actually gained weight. None of it made any sense. I was panicking. What did I have to do to actually lose weight?

		My self pity was interrupted, however, by Lizzy’s giggling. I looked down and saw that she had a foot on the scale too and she was pushing down hard.

		“Lizzy,” I complained as she continued to giggle.

		“April Fools,” she shouted between bouts of giggles.

		I sighed, but then found I too was giggling. It was infectious.

		“I’m totally gonna, like, get you for this,” I said as I stepped off the scale to reset it.

		Stepping back on I made sure Lizzy was not messing with the results. Again it took an agonizingly long time to flash. My jaw dropped again, but this time in shock of how much weight I had actually lost.

		“Thirty-five pounds,” I squealed after quickly doing the math in my head. I couldn’t believe it. I had nearly lost all the weight I had gained during my depression. But better than that, I actually looked better than I did before it all started.

		I bounced off the scale and into Lizzy’s waiting arms. We hugged each other as we danced around the locker room together. I didn’t care that I was naked, I was too happy with all the progress I had made.

		“You’re not gonna stop, like, working out with me, are you?” Lizzy asked after we finally released each other.

		“No way,” I said confidently. “I’m not stopping until I, like, look as good as you.”

		“I guess I have to, like, keep working to stay ahead of you then,” Lizzy added jokingly.

		I had never felt better and the simple truth was, there was no way I was ever going to stop working out. It made me feel too good and I loved the way my thinner body looked.

		Now that I knew I was on the right track, weight-wise, Lizzy started taking me out shopping. I wasn’t ready for the skimpy outfits she wore. I couldn’t believe I ever would be, but a girl could dream. But now that I was better proportioned than I had ever been before, Lizzy pushed me toward more form fitting styles.

		When I showed up to work the next day wearing a fitted dress, even Dr. Carver had something to say,” Wow, you look great Catherine.”

		“Thank you, Doctor,” I replied back, giving my hips a little swish to cause my dress to show off my knees. I never would have worn something like this before I met Lizzy.

		“Remember, if there are ever in cosmetic procedures you would like done, just let me know.”

		“Thanks, I’ll think about it,” I said with a smile before I walked back to the file room to get to work. I had completely forgotten that particular perk, but now that I thought about, there were some things I might want to change. However, I still had a lot of work to do before I reached that stage.

		Lizzy was already in the file room when I arrived. This was actually unusual as I got the feeling that Lizzy spent many of her nights out, either at clubs or with various men she had met. This was not yet a part of our relationship, but the more I had gotten to know Lizzy over the past two months, the more I wanted to become better friends.

		“You’re rocking that dress,” Lizzy said when she looked up from her work.

		“Thanks,” I said, blushing from the compliment. “You look, like, totally hot in that tube top.”

		Lizzy was pushing it with her outfit. She wore a pink tube top that barely covered her nipples, leaving a more than generous display of cleavage. It was also very short, leaving most of her midriff bare. There was a gold dangling piercing hanging from her belly button. Lizzy paired the top with an equally pink ruffled skirt that looked more like a petticoat than an actual skirt. It made her hips and ass look much more pronounced. For shoes, she was rocking a pink pair of ankle boots with a massive stiletto heel and at least a two inch platform sole.

		“You’re in early,” I said as I sat down to start on a stack of files that needed filing.

		“Daddy agreed to give me, like, collagen injections for my lips today. I’ve been bugging him about them for ever and he finally gave in last night. After I get my work done, I’m gonna get a big set of puffy lips.”

		“That’s totally cool. They’ll, like, look so good on you I bet.”

		It was obvious that Lizzy wanted to focus on her work to get it done as soon as possible. I could understand. I was starting a mental list of things I might like done when I got myself where I wanted in terms of weight loss and fitness. Enhanced lips weren’t on the list, but the more I thought about while doing my work, the more I liked the idea. I would at least wait to see how Lizzy’s lips turned out before I decided.

		That afternoon during our workout, Lizzy could barely speak. It’s not that she could not talk at all, but she had not adjusted to the size of her new lips and the lisp they created made her almost impossible to understand. Not only that, but Lizzy’s lips were absolutely gigantic. They completely dominated her face.

		“They’re jus’ swollen,” she said when she saw me staring. I blushed, unable to pull my eyes away. “They’ll get smaller af’er a couple days.”

		Lizzy giggled at her own lisp. I couldn’t help but join in.

		The workout went as usual, but I decided that I would try to do the whole thing with Lizzy, pushing myself beyond what I ever had done before. When I got home, I barely made it in the door before I collapsed, completely exhausted. It took an hour before I was ready to make myself dinner and immediately afterward I went to bed, falling asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow. Despite my exhaustion, I was excited that I had been able to keep up with Lizzy.

		The next several weeks went great for me. After each day’s workout I was less and less tired. Lizzy’s lips did indeed recede in size, leaving them absolutely perfect looking. Dr. Carver was an artist when it came to his work. Lizzy had beautiful cocksucking lips. One morning when she had come into the clinic a little later than usual, she even told me that she had given them a test run the night before. The guy loved it and so did she.

		That was the first time we ever talked sex, but it turned out to not be the last. Our friendship seemed to jump to another level as she began sharing many of the intimate details of her nighttime excursions.

		“Can I join you sometime?” I asked with trepidation, not wanting to force my company onto her. We were workout buddies and despite her new openness with sharing sexy details, we had not done anything else outside of work before.

		Lizzy looked me up and down for a moment as she thought about her answer, “You’re, like, not ready yet for the big leagues. But I think we could plan for a girls night out later in the week. How’s Thursday for you?”

		“Sounds good to me.”

		“After our workout, we’ll need to go shopping and, like, get you something hot to wear.”

		“Awesome,” I said as I turned my attention back to my work. I was a little put off at her comment saying I wasn’t ready for the big stuff yet. I knew I had lost even more weight and that I had never looked better, but I still wasn’t good enough? What more did I need to do?

		I spent the rest of the week eagerly anticipating our girls night out. Thursday was usually one of our easier workout days and this particular Thursday proved to be no exception. It was Lizzy who actually pulled me away from the elliptical as I had lost track of time as I pushed myself through another interval set.

		It was not long before we were at the mall, shopping for a new outfit for me.I had no idea what we were looking for. I was completely out of my element. My fashion sense had improved over the past several months, especially as I seemed to being paying more and more attention to fashion news than the local news, but I was completely unprepared for what Lizzy had in mind for me. She was taking all of this very seriously.

		“What’s, like, your favorite color?” Lizzy asked as we entered one of the trendier stores in the mall.

		“Um, I don’t know,” I said back. Until recently, color and fashion had never been something I paid attention to.

		Lizzy grabbed me by the shoulders and held me at arms length as she tried to size me up.

		“Go into the back and strip. I’ll look for something totally hot for you. I think blue will be, like, your best option tonight.”

		I did as instructed, walking slowly to the back of the store to the changing rooms. I had never been in this store before and the risque styles surprised even my new sensibilities. There was no way I could have worn most of what the store sold.

		As soon as I was naked, Lizzy came by and knocked on my dressing room door.

		“Catherine?” she asked.

		“Totally,” I said back, eager to see what she had chosen.

		“Try this on,” she said as she flipped something blue up and over the door.

		“Thanks.”

		I grabbed the dress and held it up against my body. It was tiny. Before tonight, I never would have ever thought I could wear such a dress, but the fact that Lizzy had picked it out for me gave me the confidence to try it on.

		It took some time to figure out how the dress was supposed to be worn. There were all of these straps all over the place that kept confusing me. Finally I got it on and stepped back out into the store. I hadn’t even bothered to look in the mirror. Lizzy’s opinion was more important.

		“Am I, like, good or what?” Lizzy said as she looked me up and down in the blue dress. “You look totally hot.”

		I looked down at myself and examined the dress on my now much improved body for the first time. I couldn’t believe I was wearing it. The dress was a halter style with a plunging neck line that dropped down to below my breasts. It was a good thing I was not wearing a bra. The back was straps that crisscrossed back and forth, leaving a lot of skin visible. The hemline of the skirt was the shortest thing I had ever worn. It made some of Lizzy’s skirts seem long.

		The best part was the dress was made of a really stretchy material that hugged my every curve. Now that I had real womanly curves and not rolls, I couldn’t help but admire how the dress made me look. I knew I looked hot. It was the first time I could honestly say that.

		“Grab your stuff,” Lizzy said as she turned back toward the front of the store. “You need shoes next.”

		I quickly grabbed my pile of clothes and rushed to catch up with Lizzy. I had never shopped like this before. It was hard to just follow Lizzy around, but it was fun too. I was practically giggling to myself by the time I caught up.

		Lizzy looked through the store’s shoe stock, but she didn’t like anything she saw, so I paid for my dress, while still wearing it, and then we walked to the other end of the mall to a shoe store that Lizzy said she liked. I felt awkward walking through the mall in the little blue dress. The clerk had given me a bag to put my original clothes in and I had slipped the one inch heels I had worn to work earlier in the day back on to make the journey across the mall.

		The store was called Stella’s. It was a woman’s shoes boutique that Lizzy frequented. The moment I walked in I noticed that every single pair of shoes had some sort of raised heel. Almost all of them were considerably higher than my little one-inchers.

		“What’s, like, the highest heel you own?” Lizzy asked.

		I nearly missed what she said as I was lost looking at all of the bright and sparkly shoes in the front display. I couldn’t imagine wearing something that bold, but then again, I never thought I would have been wearing this dress. I pulled at the hem of my dress, trying to lengthen it as I felt incredibly exposed. I had actually been doing that the whole walk to Stella’s unconsciously, too focused on all of the stares I had gotten and trying to keep up with Lizzy.

		“Um, maybe, like, two inches,” I said, blushing. Heels were one thing I had never learned to walk in. Comfort was always more important to me.

		“All right. I don’t think you should, like, go higher than four.”

		Lizzy moved around the store looking at various styles. She would look back at me occasionally, sizing me up again and trying to decide if the color would work with my dress. Even I could tell my current shoes did not match, and I could guarantee that none of my other pairs at home would match either.

		“Try these on,” Lizzy said as she handed me a pair of silver strappy wedge sandals. The heel had to have been pushing four inches. Thankfully they were not stilettos so I would be able to walk, at least for a while before my feet got tired.

		I sat down and began to slide my foot into the shoe. It was a new feeling having the shoe force my feet into such a vertical position. It wasn’t bad, just different. After fastening the straps on both shoes, I pushed up off the chair and stood for the first time. My balance was much different. My butt stuck out more and I felt my chest thrust out too to compensate for the change in my center of gravity.

		“Perfect,” Lizzy said, admiring her work. “Trying walking around some.”

		I took a tentative step and nearly toppled over. I caught myself just before I would have fallen.

		“Easy there,” Lizzy said. “Don’t, like, force it. Let the shoes decide how you’re gonna walk.”

		I had taken too big a step. I knew that. For my second try I took a small little, almost mincing step and was surprised at how easy it was.

		“Try walking up and down the store here,” Lizzy told me. “Let you hips sway with each step. It, like, makes walking totally easier.”

		I took the next ten minutes pacing up and down the length of the store as I slowly adjusted to the new shoes and the added height they gave me. That was the biggest difference for me. Everything seemed smaller when I was wearing the heels. By the time we left the store, the shoes, while still different than I was used to, were beginning to feel at least tolerable.

		I had thought we were finished. I was wearing a new dress and new heels. If I had looked at myself in the mirror, I would have barely recognized myself. But no, Lizzy insisted I make a trip to a full service salon.

		The salon was in a little corner of the mall, out of the way and hidden from the rest of the shops. I would have never known it was there if Lizzy hadn’t dragged me there.

		“This is where I, like, get my hair done,” Lizzy said. I was about to ask if we needed an appointment, but she cut me off, “I called for an appointment as soon as I agreed to take you out.”

		The woman working at the salon ushered me to a waiting chair as soon as we walked in. She then spent several minutes talking things out with Lizzy. It was obvious I was getting no say in my look. That was good, however, as I had no idea what I wanted. It was much easier letting Lizzy choose for me. There was a part of me that was looking forward to learning all of this some day.

		“You’re all right with Lizzy choosing your style?” the woman asked, not even bothering to introduce herself.

		I don’t remember answering. I was overwhelmed by the idea of what Lizzy might have chosen for me. I must had nodded my assent, because it was not long before the stylist started. It felt like there was a part of me that I was giving up as the woman worked. It felt like my old self, the me from before the accident, was being suppressed and replaced by a new personality. I know I had changed some of my behaviors, changes that I wanted to make, but I no longer felt in control of my image. I was changing and my only hope was that I would like the new me.

		Lizzy watched as the stylist worked. My chair was facing the rest of the salon rather than toward the mirror that was behind me. I could not see what was being done to me. Lizzy, on the other hand, stood there and watched my new image take shape. My only clue as to what was happening was her smile.

		The stylist started with my hair. There wasn’t time for anything dramatic, just a new cut. I had kept my hair long, only having it trimmed since I started working on improving myself. Before long the stylist finished with my hair and moved onto makeup. Makeup had never been particularly important to me. I avoided using it in college and I felt using it while working at my old job would have been unprofessional in an environment that was supposed to be sterile.

		“Next time you come in, I’ll teach you how to do a lot of this yourself,” the stylist said.

		I didn’t reply. She was still working on my face, getting my makeup just right. I hadn’t thought about what I would do after this. I guess it made sense that if I was working toward a more stylish image, I would need to go to a salon regularly.

		I closed my eyes as I tried to center myself and keep from overreacting to the inundation of worries about getting a new style. It seemed to help and I kept them closed as the stylist finished the last of my makeup and then went to work on my nails. I didn’t bother to even look at what color they would be. She even painted my toes.

		“All done,” the stylist said as she spun my chair around to face the mirror.

		I opened my eyes and my jaw really did drop at the sight I saw. I could barely believe that the woman looking back at me in the mirror actually was me. I was stunning. I was glamorous. I was hot.

		“Much better,” Lizzy said from behind me. I had forgotten she had been standing there watching the whole process. “Now there’s just one more, like, step.”

		Lizzy came up behind me holding something sparkly. It was a necklace. She brought it down in front of me and then placed it around my neck. I leaned forward so that she could connect the clasp. I barely had time to look back up at the mirror to admire the necklace as Lizzy then produced several silver bangles that she placed on my wrists. She finished off my new look with a pair of sparkly silver earrings that nearly touched my shoulders.

		“Much better,” Lizzy said as she stood back to admire her work.

		Still speechless, I reached up and ran my hand along the necklace near my collarbone. It must have cost a fortune it was so pretty.

		“When did you get all of this?” I asked as I tried to get my head around the fact that the girl I saw in the mirror was me.

		“Just now while you were getting your nails done. It’s only fair, since, like, I’ve been making all the choices of what to buy. You’re, like, hot now.”

		“You, like, think so?” I asked, mimicking the valley girl accent. I could feel it becoming much more natural.

		“Totally. Just perfect for, like, the club.”

		I got up and thanked the stylist as I paid for her services. I knew I would be coming back soon for something more, possibly something drastic. I had always wondered what I could look like blond. As the woman ran my credit card, I took the opportunity to examine my new nails. They were still the same length, but shaped slightly and painted a sparkly silver that matched my shoes and my jewelry.

		“What’s next?” I asked as Lizzy and I walked out of the salon. I figured she had to have other stops planned.

		“Time to hit the clubs,” Lizzy said bouncing slightly with excitement. “But first, we need to stop by my condo so I can change. Don’t worry, it won’t be, like, too long. I’ve got this part down to a science.”

		Lizzy had been right about knowing how to get herself put together to go out in a hurry. Then again, she was always so immaculately put together that it did not take much to get into club mode. I barely had enough time to take a look around her gorgeous condo. Pink was definitely a strong theme that ran through her entire life. The couches in her living room were bright pink. They stood out against the more subdued pink of the walls. It was also plainly obvious that Lizzy’s home life was centered around partying. The fully stocked bar and large stereo system were proof enough.

		When Lizzy emerged from her bedroom she was wearing a little pink dress with a plunging neckline that reached all the way below her belly button, showing off her jewelry, and a hemline that just came to the bottom of her ass. For shoes, she had a pair of strappy stiletto sandals with a significant platform sole, in pink of course. Lizzy opted for a cheap look with pink plastic hoops in her ears and bangles on her wrists. Her outfit was completed by a hot pink chocker.

		“Wow,” I exclaimed as I saw my friend in the most revealing outfit I could have possibly imagined her in. Her large breasts were on complete display. I was jealous that she could pull of such a look. Worse, I didn’t want to admit it, but the sight of her was making me wet. I couldn’t believe it. My thoughts drifted to all of the naughty things we could do together.

		“You, like, ready?” Lizzy asked.

		“Totally. But, like, where are we going? You’re not twenty-one yet.”

		“Don’t worry about that. If you’re hot like us, clubs don’t, like, care about your age.”

		“Wow,” was all I was able to say. I knew I looked good, but I couldn’t believe we wouldn’t get carded anywhere that served alcohol. However, I trusted Lizzy, so I put the worry of getting carded out of my head and focused instead on how hot we looked. I felt horribly over exposed, but in comparison to Lizzy, I seemed conservatively dressed.

		Lizzy drove us to the club in her pink convertible. The cool wind in my hair and up my dress felt amazing. I felt glamorous. I felt desirable. I felt happy.

		“What do you want your club name to be?” Lizzy asked over the sound of the wind whipping over the top of the car.

		“Club name?”

		“Yeah. Catherine’s, like, too boring of a name for a hot girl at a club. You need something sexier.”

		“Um, I don’t know. I’d never thought of it before. What’s yours?”

		“Lizzy of course. I just go by it now. It’s easier and it keeps me focused on having fun.”

		“What’s your real name then? Elizabeth?”

		“Yeah. It’s not a lot different, but I, like, used my real name until I left school.”

		“I don’t know. I could do Cathy or Cat. What do you, like, think?”

		“Those are way too common. That’s what I regret with choosing mine. I know. How about Kaycee? I’m pretty sure it’s, like, a derivation or what ever of Catherine.”

		“Ohmygod,” I squealed, excited at the prospect of having a glamorous name to go with my new look. “That’s totally perfect.”

		“You’re in for the best night of your life, Kaycee.”

		I smiled as I mentally practiced calling myself Kaycee for the rest of the drive.

		It was not long before we pulled up in front of the Lucky Seven Club. The front of the club had bright lights flashing and I could hear the bass from the music inside. There was a line that stretched around the side of the building to get in.

		Two men came and helped us out of the car. Lizzy gave her keys to the valet before she took me by the arm and led me up to the front door. The bouncer at the door was a big muscled man. Just the sight of him made my insides go all gooey. At that moment I wanted nothing more than the opportunity to run my tongue over his chiseled abs and have him hold me tight with his big strong arms.

		“Hey, Lizzy,” the bouncer said as he saw Lizzy and I walk up. “Who’s your friend?”

		“I’m Kaycee,” I volunteered, my voice higher pitched than I expected. I guess I was subconsciously trying to show off.

		“You girls go on in,” the bouncer said with a smile as he lifted the velvet rope giving us entrance. “And try not to cause a fight over who gets to dance with you.”

		As we walked through the hallway to the main part of the club, I asked Lizzy, “What did he mean by not starting a fight?”

		“Last time I was here, these two guys got into a fight over who was gonna take me home. I guess they weren’t, like, willing to share, because I was ready and hoping to get stuffed by both of them.”

		“Who won?”

		“They both got kicked out. I went home with some other guy instead, but he wasn’t very good.”

		“You mean…”

		“He had a nice cock, but he just didn’t know how to, like, use it.”

		I didn’t know what to say. Lizzy was a slut. I think I already knew that, but it was a shock to hear her talk about it so openly. Knowing Lizzy’s proclivities toward sex with guys she just met made her seem all the more hot. There was a growing part of me that wanted to experience her life. She seemed like she was always having fun.

		When we reached the main room of the club, speech was almost impossible over the volume of the music. It reverberated through my body, the vibrations making me ever more focused on the wetness of my pussy. I was beginning to wonder if it had been such a great idea to not wear panties.

		Lizzy immediately dragged me out onto the dance floor. I had figured we would hit the bar and get in the mood by grabbing a couple drinks first.

		“First rule about clubs,” Lizzy shouted into my ear, barely audible over the music, “never pay for anything.”

		As soon as I realized the reason for us hitting the dance floor to start was to show off and make ourselves available to guys. I smiled at that thought. The old me would have been terrified and there was a part of me that still was, but there was a growing part of me that desperately wanted to show off and be the center of attention.

		The music had a good beat and I quickly found myself getting into it as I began dancing with Lizzy. Of course it helped that she looked so incredibly hot as she shook her ass and her breasts jiggled with even the smallest of movements. I couldn’t help but smile as Lizzy ground her ass into me, showing the rest of the club her best assets.

		It did not take long for the men to take notice of the two of us. The first two guys that approached us were decent looking. I would have been happy to have them buy us drinks, but I deferred to Lizzy to make those decisions. She knew what she was doing.

		“Hey, can we buy you drinks?” the taller of the two men asked, shouting over the music.

		Lizzy looked the two men up and down before she shook her head and went back to dancing with me. I couldn’t believe it.

		“Why did you turn them down?” I shouted in Lizzy’s ear.

		“We can do better,” she shouted back.

		After another song’s worth of dancing, we were approached again, this time by just one man. I could swear my eyes bugged out of my head at the thought that he wanted to buy the two of us a drink. He had to have been the hottest man in the whole club.

		“Can I buy you ladies drinks?” he asked. Even shouting he sounded suave. I was sure he was mainly asking for Lizzy, since she was so much better looking than me, but he certainly had the balls to ask two ladies to join him without the assistance of a wingman.

		“Sure,” Lizzy said, punctuated by an inaudible giggle.

		As the man led us off the dance floor, Lizzy turned around and winked. I wasn’t sure where this was going to go, but I trusted her to take care of me. As we approached the bar, the music volume seemed to wane, making conversation more possible.

		“What can I get you ladies?” the man asked.

		“Vodka Cranberry,” Lizzy answered.

		I had to think for a moment, but nothing came to mind. I had never been much of a drinker. My husband had only ever kept beer in the house so that was what I was used to drinking, but I figured that probably wouldn’t go over too well at the club.

		“The same,” I finally said, realizing I likely took far too long to answer.

		The man went up to the bar to order our drinks. Meanwhile, Lizzy leaned over and began whispering in my ear.

		“Good job. Try to play up the ditz angle. Since your new at this it should be easier for you to play the bimbo card.”

		I just nodded my head in response, trying to figure out how to best act the part of a bimbo.

		After placing the drink order, the man came back. I looked up into his eyes and felt my legs go weak. Not only was he handsome, but his eyes made me want to melt.

		“I’m Jason,” he said, introducing himself.

		“Lizzy.”

		I was busy staring into Jason’s eyes and initially missed that it was my turn to introduce myself.

		“Oh, I’m, like, Kaycee,” I finally said. Lizzy gave me a smile to tell me I was doing a good job of playing up the ditzy role. I was just happy that I remembered to call myself Kaycee instead of Catherine.

		“It’s nice to meet you, Lizzy, Kaycee.” Jason turned to each of us when he said our names.

		If Lizzy had not been there to take the lead for me, I probably would have done anything Jason wanted. I wasn’t just attracted to him, I was lusting after him.I had never felt this way about a guy before, but I kind of liked it.

		When the drinks were ready Jason grabbed all three. His looked like a Rum and Coke. He then offered us his arms.

		“Shall we move to a booth where it’s a little quieter?”

		Lizzy answered by taking his offered arm. I followed suit by taking his other arm. Jason then led us toward the back of the club where there were a number of private looking booths. Many were occupied with couples and small groups of people, all of whom it seemed had some sort of sexual play going on. There was nothing explicit, but it was obvious what it meant to retire to a booth entailed. Sex would likely be the end result of the evening. At the moment, that sounded like a good idea.

		We filed into an empty booth and Jason handed us our drinks. Following Lizzy’s lead, I took a sip. I fought back a cough at the strength of the drink. At least half the glass had to have been filled with alcohol. I looked over at Lizzy for guidance, but she showed no signs of minding the strength of her drink. For all I knew, strong drinks were the norm at the Lucky Seven.

		Jason proceeded to engage us in small talk. It was much quieter in the booth, making regular conversation actually possible. Lizzy took the lead for the two of us, which let me work on my ditzy image. It actually wasn’t that hard, especially after I started to feel the effects of the alcohol.

		At a certain point I became very giggly. I wasn’t sure if it was me getting into my role for the evening or if it was the alcohol; it was probably a mix of both. However, the more I acted ditzy, the more Jason seemed to pay attention to me. I couldn’t believe it. A man as hot as him was paying attention to me over Lizzy and her amazing assets.

		All of a sudden I felt Jason’s hand on my thigh. I had a momentary reaction of revulsion at his touch, but I quickly suppressed it, passing it off as a reaction to the alcohol from the sip I just took. Setting my drink down, I let myself melt into Jason, placing my hand on his chest. I could feel his big muscles underneath his shirt.

		I shuddered as Jason’s hand inched up my inner thigh. He had to have an idea of what he might find if he ventured just a little farther. I was convinced I was sopping wet, wanting, no, needing his touch.

		“I think we should, like, take this someplace more private,” Lizzy suggested as she saw what was happening between Jason and I.

		“I like that idea,” Jason said.

		“Totally,” I agreed. I didn’t know what was going to happen next or where we might go, but at that moment I would have done absolutely anything Lizzy or Jason suggested.

		I knocked back the rest of my drink. I couldn’t remember how many I had had. After I finished the first one, a waitress kept bringing me new ones.

		When I went to stand up, I suddenly found that I was a little more drunk than I had thought. I nearly toppled over, but Jason caught me. It felt so good to be in a man’s arms again. He helped me back to my feet and let me hold onto his arm. Lizzy then took his other arm as he led us out the back of the club.

		“This looks like a good spot,” Jason said as we came to a secluded spot with little visibility.

		Lizzy took me by the shoulders and helped me to my knees.

		“What?” I asked, completely confused on what was happening.

		Lizzy knelt down beside me and began whispering in my ear, “I want you to suck Jason’s cock. It’s the first step in joining my little club.”

		“But I haven’t…” I started before Lizzy shushed me.

		“Don’t worry. I’ll help you do it right. Jason’s a friend of mine. I told him to meet us at the club. I wanted your first time to be special.”

		I smiled up at Lizzy. She was so thoughtful.

		“Just tell me what to, like, do,” I said, trying to keep my ditzy persona going.

		Jason had already opened his pants and pulled out his cock. It was bigger than any other cock I had ever seen with my limited experience. He was already hard. To be honest, I couldn’t help but think that I would rather have had him fuck me with how wet I was, but I knew I wasn’t ready for that. The memory of my husband kept popping up. However, I felt confident I could suck Jason’s cock.

		“Kiss the head,” Lizzy said in my ear as she began coaching me through my first blow job.

		I did as instructed and kissed the head of Jason’s cock. Getting so close, I could smell his musk. That smell had never failed to turn me on. I wanted to suck that cock. I wanted to give it pleasure. I wanted to taste him.

		Lizzy continued to coach me through it all. Soon I had taken Jason into my mouth and was swirling my tongue around the head and along the underside. Jason groaned with pleasure.

		“That’s it. You’re doing great. He’s really enjoying it. Now let’s see how much of him you can take.”

		I started bobbing my head up and down along Jason’s shaft, each time taking a little more of him into my mouth. His cock tasted delicious, but instead of savoring the flavor, I kept my focus on following Lizzy’s directions and giving pleasure to Jason.

		After a while, I started to feel Jason reach the back of my throat each time I sucked his shaft deeper into my mouth. I really wanted to feel what it was like to deep throat a guy, but Lizzy reigned me in, telling me not to try on my first blow job. Jason was so big only half of his cock could fit in my mouth.

		“Now start jacking the part you can’t get in your mouth with your hand,” Lizzy directed.

		Like a good student, I followed directions.

		“Good. Keep doing that.”

		Lizzy then moved from my side to directly behind me. She was so close, I could feel her breasts poking me in the back. I nearly jumped when I felt her right hand snake around and slide down my front to the bottom of my dress. Before I could respond, she reached up underneath and began to play with my clit.

		“That’s it Kaycee,” Lizzy whispered in my ear. “I bet you like this, don’t you. You’re really just a slut like me.”

		Hearing Lizzy call me a slut drove me absolutely wild. Jason’s groans were becoming more frequent and I could feel myself approaching climax as well.

		“She’s a natural,” I heard Jason say as he placed his hands on my head.

		I wasn’t sure what to do, but Lizzy removed them for me before saying, “Let her do it on her own, Jason.”

		Suddenly I felt Jason’s cock twitch in my mouth. Something was about to happen. Moments later I felt Jason cum in my mouth, shooting spurt after spurt across my tongue, flooding my whole mouth in the process.

		“Oh god, that was great,” Jason groaned as he withdrew from my mouth.

		I didn’t know what I should do. Should I swallow. Lizzy wasn’t saying anything. However, I soon found out why. Without her hand leaving my clit, she turned my head and kissed me. It wasn’t just a peck, but a full on kiss with tongues. Before I realized what was happening, I was kissing her back. Her enhanced lips felt amazing.

		Once Lizzy broke the kiss, she held her head up to Jason and opened her mouth. She had taken some of the cum from my mouth and she was now showing it to Jason. I took the cue and did the same. Then she made a big show of swallowing. Again, I did the same. Jason’s cum tasted salty, but good. I never imagined I would like the taste of cum.

		This whole time Lizzy kept her hand between my legs and my heat was rising steadily. After swallowing my share of Jason’s load, I felt myself falling back against Lizzy, my legs beginning to give out as my body prepared for orgasm.

		“Oh yes,” I shouted as I came, forgetting the fact that we were outside and technically in public.

		I fully collapsed against Lizzy, my head lulling off to one side, resting on one of her big breasts. She pulled her hand away from my pussy. I almost mewed at the loss of stimulation. Lizzy then brought her hand up to my mouth. It was sticky with my own juices.

		Without even thinking about it, I sucked Lizzy’s fingers into my mouth. I tasted myself for the first time. It was a night of many firsts, but I could guarantee not lasts. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t done any of these things before.

		Once I sucked Lizzy’s fingers clean, she pulled my dress back down and helped me to my feet. Jason was already fully clothed.

		“You were great, Kaycee,” Jason said.

		I beamed up at him from the compliment. After my orgasm, my mind was a little slow, but I felt too good to be bothered by that.

		“I hope to see you again sometime,” Jason continued. “Lizzy, anytime you want to get together again, just call me. And Kaycee can join us anytime she wants.”

		Jason then kissed me and then Lizzy, before he walked back into the club.

		“So what do you think?” Lizzy asked.

		“Ohmygod, that was totally fun,” I said.

		“Welcome to the club. I can’t wait to get you up to my level. You understand what I meant when I said you weren’t, like, ready for the big leagues?”

		“Um, what, ah, yeah, I think so.”

		“Wow, that bimbo image really fits you. You’re gonna, like, have to practice that some more. It’s totally hot.”

		“It is?”

		“Totally.”

		Lizzy then led me back through the club and out to the valet. After a short wait for Lizzy’s car, we were on our way home. I was still feeling pretty tipsy, but Lizzy seemed quite sober. Thinking back, I couldn’t remember her having more than the one drink.

		The now cold night air made me smile as it whipped through my hair. I could not remember ever feeling more satisfied than I did at that moment. I was happy and it showed with the big smile plastered across my face. Lizzy drove me home where I promptly fell asleep. I was still smiling.

		I got into work on Friday a little later than usual. Considering I’ve never been much of a drinker, I woke up with a nasty hangover. However, I never considered calling in sick. I was proud of what I had accomplished at the club and I was looking forward to debriefing with Lizzy.

		Luckily by the time I got into work, I was feeling considerably better. I was mainly just dehydrated and in need of a strong cup of coffee. Wanting to keep with the good feeling from the night before, I opted for the most revealing work outfit I owned. The peach blouse was cut low, intended to be worn over another top, but I went without. I wore a pencil skirt I found in the back of my closet that came down to a couple inches above my knee. I wore the highest heels I owned after the pair I bought for the club. I was still wearing the silver bangles.

		“Ooh, you made it,” Lizzy squealed as she ran over to give me a hug when I walked through the door. “I was afraid you might call in sick after all you, like, drank last night.”

		“I feel too, like, good to call in sick,” I replied as I hugged Lizzy back. As always she was dressed to show off her rocking body. “Last night was totally fun.”

		“I know, wasn’t it. You’re such a natural, like, cocksucker, Kaycee.”

		“Thanks,” I said with a giggle. I had almost forgotten about having a club name now. I liked it. Kaycee sounded a lot more fun than Catherine ever could.

		Life continued for the next two months. Lizzy and I continued working out together everyday and going out together on the weekends. My wardrobe was slowly changing along with my body. By the time June came, I actually felt like I was fit. I no longer had any trouble keeping up with Lizzy at the gym, and I was quickly catching up at the club as well. She still had all the cosmetic enhancements that made her dynamite with the guys, but I was quickly coming around.

		Lizzy and I had essentially become BFFs. We were inseparable. And it was with that in mind that I stepped onto the scale at the gym once more. Last time I had lost nearly all that I had gained and still looked better as I was actually fit. Now I knew I would be pleased with the results. I wasn’t worried about the number, but I wanted confirmation that I was as hot as I thought I was.

		Each morning and then again each evening before bed, I would spend time in front of a mirror, often nude, looking at my body. I could have relaxed a long time ago, knowing that my fitness was better than it ever had been, but I had a goal. I wanted to be as fit as Lizzy, and now I was.

		My legs were long and toned. My ass well rounded with muscle. My waist was the smallest it had been since I was a little girl, my abs showing slightly on my taut belly. My arms were well defined. My whole body had a nicely bronzed tan, some of it real, some of it fake, since too much sun can be bad. The only problem were my boobs.

		I had started calling my breasts boobs as I adopted the role of a ditzy bimbo more and more. It was almost natural. I had to concentrate really hard to not talk like a valley girl. Not that anyone expected otherwise from me as I now looked the part.

		I had been making frequent trips to the same salon Lizzy took me to before my first night clubbing. My once brunette hair was now a beautiful platinum blond. It went well with my tan skin and affinity for pink.

		My clothing style had changed as well. I was making weekly shopping trips for new clothes since my body kept changing. Even Lizzy was surprised at how quickly my style gravitated toward the risque and revealing outfits that Lizzy frequently wore. In fact, other than our busts, we were now the same size, which meant we could swap clothes whenever we needed to.

		In fact, other than boobs, we were starting to look more and more alike. There was even once when Dr. Carver mistook me for Lizzy from behind when I was busy working, bent over a file cabinet looking for a file. His cheeks turned a deep red when he realized his mistake, but he smiled at seeing how much I had changed.

		It took a moment for the scale to register my weight. This time Lizzy was playing no tricks. The number it gave me was how much I really weighed.

		When the number flashed up on the readout, I jumped with joy. I had lost another twenty pounds. Lizzy was excited too as she jumped into my arms, squealing with excitement.

		“I’m, like, ready now,” I said. Lizzy didn’t say anything, but she knew what I was talking about. It was something we had discussed many times over the past two months as we grew closer and closer. It was almost like we were sisters. I would have done anything for Lizzy and I knew she would have done anything for me.

		I knew vaguely what I wanted when I sat down with Lizzy and Dr. Carver to talk about the procedures I wanted done. The list was long. I had already arranged to take the necessary time off for my recovery.

		“You want all of this?” Dr. Carver asked as he looked over my list.

		“Yes,” I said with complete confidence. I looked over at Lizzy who was sitting next to me. She reached out and held my hand, reassuring me that I was doing the right thing. Lizzy had helped me put the final list together.

		“Very well, Kaycee,” Dr. Carver said. Shortly after my first night out with Lizzy, I had decided to go by my club name full time. It was more fun and it helped to keep me in my bimbo mindset. “We’ll do the surgery on Monday. You’ll spend the rest of the day in the recovery room. After that, you get to go home. However, with the severity of these enhancements, it will take several weeks to fully recover.”

		“We’ve, like, got it all planned out, Daddy,” Lizzy said, taking the lead on the talk about my post-operative care. “She’s gonna come live with me at my condo and I’m gonna, like, take care of her until she’s all better.”

		Dr. Carver simply smiled.

		That weekend, Lizzy and I partied like we never had before. From after our workout on Friday to Sunday afternoon, neither of us had made it home. I couldn’t even remember how many guys I had sucked or fucked. I didn’t care. I just knew I had to get in as much fun as I could before my surgeries.

		Monday morning came and I arrived extra early at Dr. Carver’s clinic. Lizzy drove me. As soon as we arrived, I started to get ready for a long day. I started by removing my makeup. I was unwilling to leave the house without any on, but I needed a clean face for the facial work I was having done. I also removed all my jewelry, including the barbell in my belly button that I had gotten the week after that first night with Lizzy and Jason.

		“Good morning Kaycee,” Dr. Carver said when he walked in to his office to find me sitting there in just a robe. “You appear to be ready.”

		“Like, totally, Doctor,” I said.

		Dr. Carver simply smiled at me as he dropped his briefcase and removed his sport coat, before speaking, “It’s funny how much Lizzy has rubbed off on you. When I hired you I had hoped it might go the other way. Still, you certainly seem happy, and I must say, I don’t mind having a bimbo around the office.”

		I returned his smile and licked my lips before giggling. I had just decided that after my surgery, I would make it a point to seduce Dr. Carver. I was sure Lizzy wouldn’t mind. She had already told me she thought he needed a good fuck. She was obviously in no position to grant that, however.

		The rest of the day was one big blur. I vaguely remember lying on an operating table as they gassed me. It felt amazing for the few short moments before I fell asleep. I woke up very briefly in the recovery room. Lizzy was sitting there next to me, or at least I thought it was Lizzy. Her face was bandaged so I couldn’t tell. It made no sense to my drug addled mind. I quickly fell asleep again.

		In fact, I slept for the next three days, waking only occasionally. I didn’t even remember being transported to Lizzy’s condo. Lizzy also took some time off to help take care of me.

		When I finally woke and was capable of conscious thought, I couldn’t believe what I saw when I looked down at myself from the slightly upright position I had in the bed. My tits were huge. Being this big, I had to call them tits. I assumed a lot of the size was the bandages, but that didn’t stop them from being heavy.

		But it wasn’t just my tits that were covered in bandages. My face was too. Somewhere underneath the pile of bandages, I had a new face. I was excited about the end result, but I knew I needed rest.

		“Oh, goody, you’re, like, awake and stuff,” Lizzy said as she walked into my room. And it was my room. We had decided that I would be moving in permanently. I couldn’t wait to get back to our old life together.

		It took me a moment to realize that my memory of Lizzy with a bandaged face was correct. She’d had a nose job too.

		“What happened?” I croaked, not having spoken for several days.

		“With all the stuff you were, like, having done, I couldn’t let you go through it alone.”

		“So you got a nose job?” I asked, my voice becoming more smooth.

		“Yeah. I know you’re totally gonna love it. Can I get you anything?”

		“Water.”

		Lizzy left my room to get me water. I was thirsty. Very thirsty. I know Dr. Carver had put me on an I.V. for the first part of my recovery, because that had been part of the plan, but it must have been at least a day since I’d had any fluids.

		Lizzy took care of me for the next several days. Bit by bit, I grew stronger and began to move around the condo. I still wasn’t ready to go out, but I could feel myself getting better. I was also finding that each day I was able to remove a few more bandages.

		The first time I got to see my new tits in their round and fake glory, I was practically beside myself in giddiness. I ran my hand across their surface and reveled in the sensations. There was still significant bruising and some pain, but I didn’t care. There was no way anyone could ever call me flat chested with these. They were the same size as Lizzy’s which meant we could share clothes all the time.

		The big shocker came at the end of the week when both Lizzy and I could take off the bandages on our face. Looking in the mirror before hand, we looked nearly identical with our big tits and tight bodies. If someone had shown me a picture of Lizzy from the neck down, I wouldn’t have been able to tell if it was her or me.

		Lizzy wanted me to take off my bandages at the same time as she did. We stood in front of a mirror as we both began to peal back the white gauze. Again, we both had some bruising, which I knew would go away shortly as my tits were almost free of bruises. However, my jaw dropped when I saw our reflections staring back at us. We looked the same.

		Lizzy had convinced her father to slightly alter the plan for me. Then she had some work done to bridge the gap between us. I loved it. We truly were BFF’s now. In fact we were better. We were sisters.

		“Ohmygod,” I squealed. “I would hug you if it didn’t hurt.”

		“We’re, like, the Slut Sisters now. I can’t wait to go out and have fun when you’re all healed up.”

		“Ooh, I know. We should, like, go to the beach for Fourth of July, or something.”

		“Yeah. We could, like, rent a big beach house and invite a bunch of sexy people.”

		“Totally.”

		It was going to be a long weekend. I’d taken care of renting out the beach house and Lizzy had invited the people. Five nights at the beach partying sounded like the perfect way to celebrate our new sisterhood. Everyone was directed to bring food, booze and condoms. Clothes were essentially optional with all the fucking Lizzy and I had planned.

		The day before we were set to leave, I stood in front of the mirror examining my new body. I was a whole new woman and I absolutely loved it. My life was the best it had ever been. One of my new favorite activities when I was alone and not stuffing myself with toys (a new habit I picked up while I was stuck in bed recovering so that I could release my pent up energy) was to run my hands over my body, enjoying the sensations of my hot hands sliding across my naked skin. I especially liked to see my pink nails against my tanned skin.

		However, now I had something new to look at. A few days before, Lizzy and I had gone to a tattoo parlor. The man working was someone we had met at a club the month before and he had agreed to give us a discount if we got matching tattoos. So we did.

		On my left hip was a little yellow star with pink lettering in the center that said, “Slut Sisters.” It was hot. On my right hip was another tattoo. This one, in pink lettering, simply read, “KC.” It had been my idea to shorten my name to KC. It was more bimboey and I thought sluttier.

		Not to be out done, Lizzy decided to get one too. Loving my new name, she decided to change hers. She’d been going by Lizzy for so long and her last name was Carver, so she decided to change her name to LC. Her right hip was tattooed, just like mine, with her new name. It had taken her father some convincing to actually call her that, but I promised to make it worth his while. But that would have to wait until after the beach party.

		Once we had checked in at the beach house, LC and I started to get ourselves ready. We had bought special outfits for our weekend long party. We started with matching bikinis. These were the most conservative clothes we had brought and each day we planned to dress sluttier and sluttier.

		The music was blasting, the booze flowing copiously and our guests seemed quite happy with themselves. When Jason arrived I made him catch up on shots as I’d already had more than I could count, before I dragged him out to the hot tub. He had been my first blow job and I wanted him to be the first of many guys I fucked with my new body. He needed very little convincing to join me.

		It was not long before we were both naked sitting in the hot tub. I was sitting in Jason’s lap, pushing my new tits into his chest as we busied ourselves with making out, exploring each other’s mouths with our tongues. Jason’s hands, as they roamed over my body, spending huge amounts of time on my big tits, were driving me crazy. My whole body was on fire, wanting his magnificent cock buried deep in my pussy. No I needed him. I needed him to fuck me more than I had ever needed it before.

		Jason lifted me up with his big strong arms like I weighed nothing and slowly lowered me onto his hard shaft, splitting me open. I sunk all the way onto his cock as he bottomed out inside of me.

		“Fuck, yes,” I screamed, not caring if there were neighbors who could hear me.

		His cock was so big and it filled me up like nothing I had ever experienced before. I didn’t want to move, instead keeping him inside of me for as long as possible. My wants, however, were ignored. Rather than me actually do anything, Jason held me with his strong hands and slid my whole body up and down on his cock.

		“Oh, yes,” I moaned, throwing my head back as I reveled in the pleasure shooting through my body. “Fuck me, like, harder.”

		“You like this, don’t you slut?” Jason called out before he leaned forward and began sucking on a nipple.

		My eyes rolled up into the back of my head at the new sensation. I was being reborn. Gone was the old Catherine whose idea of a good life was quiet and unassuming and in its place was a woman who had reformed her body to be built for sex. I was a slut. I was one of the Slut Sisters and all I wanted to do was suck and fuck for the rest of my life.

		My brain went numb to the pleasure my pussy and tits were sending it from the thorough fucking I was receiving. At some point, I don’t know when, Jason picked me up and dropped me onto my knees on one of the seats, my hands grabbing onto the side of the tub. He then entered me from behind, the cold air on my pussy only stoking my fire hotter.

		I looked down my body and saw my tits and dangling belly button piercing swaying with each thrust of Jason’s thrusts of his rock hard shaft into my needy pussy. My nipples were just grazing the bubbling hot water below.

		“Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh my fucking god, yes,” I called out, knowing everyone could hear me, wanting everyone to hear me.

		It was not long before my arousal had spiked to such great heights that my shouts of ecstasy had turned into unintelligible moans, my breathing having turned ragged, controlled by Jason’s rhythm as he pumped his cock into me savagely. Every nerve of my body was on fire with pleasure. I never wanted it to end.

		“Here it comes, slut,” Jason cried out as he came, shooting load after load of his hot white cum deep inside of me.

		My body was already wracked with pleasure, but the sensation of him shooting his load deep into my pussy was enough to send me over the edge. I screamed in orgasmic pleasure as I climaxed like I never had before. My vision went white as I collapsed on the side of the hot tub with Jason still buried inside of me.

		When I finally came to, Jason was standing on the deck, drying himself off with a towel. I looked up and licked my lips. He was already getting hard again.

		“Sorry KC, but I got to save some of this for the other girls,” he said before dropping the towel next to me, pulling up his boxers and returning to the house.

		I wasn’t anywhere close to be satisfied yet. There were more men and women to fuck, but first I needed to suck some cock. It didn’t matter whose it was.

		I climbed out of the hot tub and dried myself off with the towel Jason had left and then I walked back into the house, hunting for my next encounter. I didn’t bother with putting my bikini back on, knowing it would be coming right off again.

		The music was loud inside the house. The main floor seemed deserted and there were loud noises coming from upstairs. Most of our guests were already paired up and fucking from the sounds of it. I walked over to the bar and poured myself a glass of vodka.

		“Hey KC,” I heard from the stairs.

		“LC, want to join me for a drink?” I asked when I looked up to see my best friend standing naked on the stairs.

		“I was coming to see if you wanted in on, like, a threesome with Phil and me.”

		“Totally. I’ll be up in, like, a minute.”

		“Awesome.”

		As LC went back upstairs I took a moment to redo my makeup and check my phone for messages. There was a text from an old friend of mine who was trying to get back in touch. I typed back, “This is KC. Catherine isn’t at this number anymore.” Catherine was gone. I was KC now and I was loving every minute of it.

		I tossed back my drink in one gulp, shuddering as the alcohol went down my throat. It didn’t get any better than drunken sex. And hell, as a bimbo, what more could I want?
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