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		"A re you really going to come all this way to Miami and never leave the hotel room?" Rebecca asked her friend as soon as she arrived back from the latest round of conference meetings.

		Janine grunted, not liking how her attention was being pulled away from her work.

		"I'm serious," Rebecca complained.

		Janine was as shy as could be. She was a stunningly beautiful woman, if she ever bothered to pay attention to the world outside of physics. She was tall and thin, with a sizable bust. Everything about her screamed hottie, but Rebecca knew Janine was unlikely to break her streak as the most boring beautiful woman who ever walked the planet.

		And it did not help that Janine was a virgin. She had no concept of sex. There was a part of Rebecca that wondered if her friend ever felt the need, ever became aroused to the point where she would at least masturbate.

		"This is an important paper I'm writing," Janine finally countered, realizing she was not going to be left alone until she actually said something.

		"Your thesis isn't due for months," Rebecca complained. "You're way ahead of schedule and it's not like taking a few days off will hurt you. For someone who is so uptight and never wants to do anything, you still accepted my proposal to come here to Miami as my plus one."

		While Janine was spending her summer writing her physics thesis, Rebecca was getting some real world experience as a summer intern. But even though most of her job was just fetching other employees their coffee or working generic office tasks that had no actual educational value, she was still invited to join everyone else at the company for a special retreat in Miami. She even got to bring someone with her.

		Had Rebecca been dating someone, her boyfriend would have been her plus one. But since she was between men at the moment, she instead invited her best friend, Janine.

		Rebecca knew it would be difficult to get her friend to join her on the trip. Janine was so shy and introverted she almost never went anywhere. Rebecca did not even know how her friend had fun. It was always work, work, and more work. Janine was the smartest person she knew, but it seemed as if that intelligence had come at a steep social cost.

		"What did you expect?" Janine asked. "It's summer in Miami. It's hot. It's humid. Not even going for a swim really helps."

		"I expected you to make a little effort," Rebecca said. "You don't even have to wear a bathing suit. We could just wear normal clothes."

		"No. I'm not doing this," Janine said.

		Rebecca wanted to scream. She felt so bad for her friend. Janine was so passionate about her studies. She spent the better part of every day researching and writing. It was all she ever seemed to do. And it was actually remarkable to Rebecca how little Janine seemed to understand the simple facts of life. She lived her life with her nose stuck in a book or her eyes staring at a computer screen.

		"There's a show tonight," Rebecca said. "I already got our tickets. I expect you to join me. And you have to dress up. I packed you a little black dress. It should be perfect."

		"No, I'm not going," Janine said. She crossed her arms across her chest as she sat there, more defiant than ever. "I'm going to stay here in the room. I'm very busy and I have a lot of work to do."

		Rebecca matched Janine's glare, staring her down. "I'll drag you out if I have to. It's one night. That's all I ask. My coworkers are starting to think you don't actually exist."

		Janine opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. She felt bad for Rebecca. This was not the trip she had planned for them. But it was not Janine's fault that she was so socially inept. It was easier for her to stay in the hotel room. It was cool and dry there, and she had her thesis. And then there was the data. She had collected so much data. It all needed to be analyzed and written about.

		However, as Janine sat there, she had to admit, she could use a break. She had an incredible ability to just keep working, rarely taking breaks. It was so easy to slip into the zone and before she knew it, it was the middle of the night and she had missed dinner.

		"Fine, I'll go to the stupid show," Janine finally relented. "And I'll even wear the dress. But I'm not going to like it."

		"At this point, I honestly don't care if you like it or not. I just want to actually do something with you while we're here. It's not every day we get to do something like this."

		"What kind of show is it anyway?" Janine asked. She realized she should have asked before agreeing to anything, but it was too late for that now.

		"It's a stage hypnotist show," Rebecca answered.

		Janine groaned. She had been to one hypnotist show before. It had been dreadful. Janine found it impossible to believe the people who were invited up on stage had actually been hypnotized. It wasn't something that was real. It was all a scam in her mind.

		"No backing out now," Rebecca said, cutting off any chance of argument from her friend. "We're going to this show, together. And afterwards, who knows, we might get a drink somewhere."

		Rebecca knew her friend did not drink. She knew going out after the show would not happen. But she hoped it might. They had already spent two days in Miami, but they had yet to do anything together except sleep in the same room. Janine ordered room service for her meals, never even going out onto the balcony to enjoy the view. She just sat at the desk the whole time, working. Her breaks were for food and sleep.

		"Like I said, I'll go to the show, but that's it," Janine said.

		"That's all I ask."
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		Hours had gone by when Janine found herself wearing a dress that felt completely inappropriate for her to wear. By the majority of standards, it was perfect. The dress was not particularly low cut. It only showed the very top slopes of her breasts. She even wore a bra underneath it. And the hem nearly reached her knees.

		However, the dress was tight, showing off her curves. Compared to her usually bulky and unflattering clothing choices, the dress left her feeling almost naked.

		"You look amazing," Rebecca commented, wearing her own little black dress. Although hers was lower cut and had a higher hem line. There was no comparison between the two. As much as Janine felt uncomfortable in her dress, it would have been infinitely worse had she been wearing Rebecca's dress.

		"Thanks," Janine mumbled, clutching her little purse. The high heels made her feel off balance and ready to fall. There was a clumsiness about her that matched her mumbling words.

		"Come on, let's go," Rebecca said, holding out her hand. Janine reluctantly took her friend's hand, using her for support, as the pair walked out of their hotel room. Their destination was the show downstairs.

		The stage hypnotist was there to entertain the company employees. It was a private event. So while Rebecca had said she had obtained tickets to the show, all she had needed to do was open her company email. There were two tickets in her inbox, ready to go.

		Since the audience was filled with her coworkers, Rebecca knew many of the faces they passed. She smiled and waved at a few people, but it was obvious how it was Janine who everyone looked at. Their eyes gravitated toward her beautiful face or her incredible figure. Her breasts, even when not on display, were still impressive and drew in the male gaze like a moth to a flame.

		And Rebecca knew how little Janine understood of her beauty. Her friend simply did not see it when she looked in the mirror every day. Rebecca knew Janine felt plain and boring. But to the rest of the world, she was stunning.

		After mingling with the rest of the audience, leaving Janine feeling even more uncomfortable than usual, Rebecca led her toward their seats. The show was soon to begin.

		Once everyone was seated, the house lights lowered and the stage lights turned on. The announcer stepped up to the microphone. "Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the stage, the Amazing Zo-ran."

		A man stepped out from behind the curtains. He wore a tuxedo, although it looked a little worn, as if he had been wearing the same tuxedo for all of his shows for many years, but he had never gotten around to replacing it. Or maybe he could not afford to do so. It was hard to imagine how much money a stage hypnotist actually made.

		The man introduced himself, continually calling himself the Amazing Zo-ran, and immediately moved to ask for volunteers.

		"You should go up there," Rebecca said, prodding Janine.

		"No fucking way," Janine argued. The fact she brought out the curse words made it all the more clear how little fun she was having and how much she hated the idea of volunteering for a stage hypnosis show.

		"You're loss," Rebecca joked, but she had no interest in volunteering either.

		In the end, there were eight volunteers who went up on stage. The Amazing Zo-ran ran them through the induction, hypnotizing the volunteers en masse. It was all going according to plan.

		But then the Amazon Zo-ran did something unexpected. "Now while all eight of my incredible volunteers have dropped into a hypnotic trance, sometimes my abilities to hypnotize extend to members of the audience. So I want everyone to look around and see if someone sitting next has their eyes shut and their chin resting on their chest."

		"Do you really think..." Rebecca turned to look at her friend, planning to make fun of the show when she saw Janine sitting there with her eyes closed and her chin resting on her chest, just as the hypnotist said.

		"Just raise your hand if there is someone like that sitting next to you," the Amazing Zo-ran called out over the microphone.

		Rebecca frantically grabbed Janine's shoulder, trying to get her to wake up. "You didn't..." But Janine did not move. She did not react.

		Then an idea came over her. Janine was hypnotized. The hypnotist would make her do silly things, Rebecca would film it on her phone, and then she could tease Janine about it later.

		Rebecca raised her hand. "Over here. I've got one."

		There were two people in the audience who had been hypnotized. The Amazing Zo-ran came down from the stage and collected the two hypnotized audience members. He whispered words in their ears, getting them to open their eyes so that they could safely join the volunteers already on the stage.

		Rebecca brought out her phone and waited for the hypnotist to play with Janine. However, he took his time, working down the line of volunteers before he got to Janine. He did some amazing things, all of which made the audience laugh.

		One woman forgot the number seven. He woke her up and had her count her fingers. She got so confused when she counted eleven fingers, having skipped over the number seven.

		There were the standard tricks as well. He had half the group on stage squawking like chickens or making other animal noises. One man believed he was a monkey and kept jumping around the stage.

		And then the Amazing Zo-ran got to Janine.

		"What's your full name?" he asked her.

		"Janine Cearra Adderly."

		"And what brings you here tonight?"

		"My friend wanted me to get out of our hotel room and take a break from writing my physics thesis."

		"Wow, impressive," the Amazing Zo-ran said, mostly speaking to the audience, but Janine still preened a little from the compliment. She was still very much hypnotized, but her eyes were open and her true self was laid bare for all to see. "But taking breaks is important. You seem like a smart young woman, so I'm going to propose we give you a complete break, not just from your thesis, but from being Janine for a little while."

		Rebecca held up her phone, recording every second of the interaction.

		The Amazing Zo-ran put Janine back to sleep, but only so he could directly tap into Janine's subconscious mind. "I'm going to wake you up in a few moments, but when I do, you will no longer be Janine, the smart physics student. Instead, you will be Cearra, the fun-loving party girl. As Cearra, you will not be smart or even care about school. You will speak like a Valley Girl and only care about the party lifestyle. You'll be a bimbo."

		The Amazing Zo-ran woke Janine up and she was suddenly a completely different person. She stood up, and posed for the audience, soaking in the attention. She owned the space, pushing out her chest and making sure everyone in the audience knew how well endowed she was.

		"What's your name, sweetheart?" the Amazing Zo-ran asked.

		"My name's, like, Cearra and I totally want to party." The tone, the cadence, was pure Valley Girl.

		The audience laughed, but Cearra could not understand why. Not that she cared. The concerns of others like that were unimportant to her now. Her interests were elsewhere now.

		"If she wants to party, let's get this party started with some music," the hypnotist said.

		Dance music started to play and Cearra jumped right in and started dancing as if she was in the middle of a nightclub. It was as if a light bulb turned on. She shifted from simply posing, making her body look as sexy as possible, to losing herself to the music.

		Rebecca laughed at the sudden change in her friend. Janine never danced. Rebecca did not even realize she knew how. But maybe that was because it was not Janine on stage anymore. It was Cearra. And whatever stereotypes Janine knew about party girls, she had put them into her portrayal of one.

		But as the audience whooped and cheered the dancing Cearra, the party girl on stage became more brazen in her dancing. She twerked for the audience, shaking her ass for all to see. Rebecca thought that was hilarious, but it only took another moment to escalate further.

		Cearra turned to face the audience, a big sexy grin on her face, before she reached up and pulled the straps of her dress and bra off her shoulders. The fabric got lower and lower, showing off more and more of her breasts, her nipples just about to hit the open air.

		"Whoa, whoa, whoa, that's enough, Cearra," the Amazing Zo-ran said as he stepped in front of his subject. He spoke softly, out of range of his microphone, which was enough to get Cearra to pull the straps of her dress back up and sit back down.

		After that, he moved on to the final subject. But Rebecca kept imagining what her friend would say when this was all over. Would Janine think it was funny or would she be horrified once she saw the video? Either way, Rebecca could not wait to show it to her.
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		Once the main show was over, the volunteers and the extra two tranced audience members were woken up and returned to their seats. The Amazing Zo-ran removed his hypnotic instructions, returning them to who they were before. The woman who had forgotten the number seven could now count normally again. The people who had been making animal noises and hopping around like a monkey were back to their normal selves. No one showed any abnormalities following their break from reality.

		Janine returned to her seat beside Rebecca. And as one of the company officials climbed up on stage to address everyone, Rebecca leaned over to talk to her friend.

		"I took video of everything up there. It was a hoot. I didn't know you have dance moves like that."

		"I just totally love dancing," Janine said. "I just, like, wish he hadn't stopped me. It wasn't like I was going to actually show the room my tits, even though that would be super hot. Ugh, I can't wait for this to be over so you can buy me that drink you promised. And after that, maybe we can find some real fun."

		Rebecca looked at her friend, her jaw slack with shock. She had never heard Janine talk like that before, but it made her wonder if Janine knew exactly what she had just said. Janine certainly sounded like a bimbo. Rebecca had to fight the urge to laugh at how silly Janine had been acting.

		Then Janine continued. "How late is it? I bet there's, like, time to hit a club or two. I totally need a cock in me, you know?"

		"No, I don't know," Rebecca said, flabbergasted. This was not how her friend had ever acted. It was almost like... "Do me a favor and tell me your name."

		"It's, like, Cearra, duh," she said, rolling her eyes.

		"But that's not right," Rebecca countered. "Your name is Janine. You're not a party girl. You're a physics major."

		At the mention of physics, Cearra made a grossed out face, sticking her tongue out as if the idea of physics, science or just school in general made her want to gag. "Whatever. You're just, like, boring. I don't care about that shit."

		"What are you talking about?" Rebecca asked.

		Cearra stared at her with those empty eyes that had been lost somewhere in her mind. There was no recognition behind them. Cearra could not even begin to understand what Rebecca was talking about.

		"Tell me about physics," Rebecca demanded.

		Cearra thought about it, but the information was not there. "Like, why would I do that? School is totally for nerds, not hotties like me. I just need a hot guy to fuck."

		Cearra looked around the auditorium, her eyes looking at the men, hoping there was someone who caught her eye, someone she felt enough lust for to hook up with him. Unfortunately for Cearra, this was not that type of event.

		"Ugh, come on," Cearra said, grabbing Rebecca's hand and pulling her out into the aisle. The company executive on stage had just finished and dismissed the employees. This was their final night as a full team. Flights would start going out tomorrow, but Rebecca and Janine were not scheduled to leave for another day.

		"What's going on?" Rebecca asked as Cearra pulled her toward the rear of the auditorium.

		"I need a drink," Cearra said, picking up speed. "And then I need a man."

		"I don't think you should..."

		"Oh come on, I totally want to party," Cearra said. "Why do you have to be all, like, lame and stuff?"

		Cearra's efforts to get them out of the room paid off. They exited into a lobby space, but Cearra was already looking for the hotel bar. They followed the hallways of the sprawling hotel resort, passing other event rooms along the way. She spotted it and moved right toward it, the bar in full view, only a few feet away from the hotel exit.

		Rebecca was right behind, trying to stop her friend from making a mistake. "This isn't right. You're not thinking clearly."

		"I am thinking clearly," Cearra shot back. "I've been, like, totally thinking clearly this whole time."

		"This isn't you," Rebecca countered, but she knew it was no use making that argument. "You're supposed to be Janine. Don't you remember?"

		Cearra stopped for a moment, just outside of the bar entrance. She looked quizzically at Rebecca for a moment, her mind working overtime to work through her thoughts. She was the kind of woman who ignored the thoughts in her head and just did what made her feel good, but now she was inundated with thoughts and it took her time to process them all.

		"Look, I don't, like, get it, but I just want to party and have fun," Cearra finally said. "Maybe you're right, but I don't want to think about it. I don't want to think at all. I just want to go in there, get a hot guy to buy me a few drinks, and then, like, see where the night goes, you know?"

		"Fine, but I'm coming with you," Rebecca said, hoping she would be able to steer her friend toward making choices that better aligned with who she really was. There was a part of Rebecca that wanted to go back and find the Amazing Zo-ran. Something had clearly gone wrong with the whole hypnotism thing. Janine had never woken up. It was still Cearra.

		There was a part of Rebecca that wondered if he could fix this. As much as she wanted Janine to open up and stop being such a stick in the mud all the time, this whole Cearra persona was taking things to an extreme. There needed to be balance. Janine loved physics, but she needed to learn to let loose occasionally. It was fine to be Cearra for a night, but this was not something she could maintain. She would need to go back to being Janine eventually.

		So Rebecca decided to wait it out, assuming Cearra would wear herself out and Janine would be the one left with a hangover in the morning.

		Just before they walked into the bar, Cearra took a moment to tug down on her dress, trying to show off more of her tits. She also pulled up a bit on her dress, raising the hemline to show off more of her legs. And even though Janine had been hopeless in heels, Cearra seemed to move in them flawlessly, as if she had years of experience.

		"Let's go have some fun," Cearra called out before she stepped into the bar.

		It was already late, but that didn't matter. The bar would be open for a long time still. And with the company retreat ending, there were people who were going to party all night.

		The bar was nice, decorated to look like a beach house, with wood paneling and fake palm trees. A DJ was set up in the corner, playing a mix that was easy to dance to. The bar was crowded, but there were plenty of tables, and the bartenders were going fast.

		"What do you want to drink?" Rebecca asked, wondering if Cearra even knew how to make a proper cocktail.

		"Whatever is, like, fruity and sweet," Cearra said, only caring about how the drink looked in her hand and not what it actually tasted like. "As long as there is alcohol."

		"I'm going to have a whiskey neat," Rebecca said to the bartender.

		"And what can I get you?" he asked Cearra, leaning in so he could speak directly in her ear.

		"You can get me whatever you want, big boy," Cearra answered, with a wink.

		The bartender blushed a little. He vaguely wondered if he needed to cut Cearra off before she got started, seemingly already drunk. But she did not show any of the usual signs. She was just that forward, which was perfect, because she was really fucking hot.

		Even without trying, Cearra was possibly the hottest woman in the bar. Eyes followed her wherever she went. And while that attention might have disturbed Janine, Cearra reveled in it.

		"I think I know what you'll like," the bartender said before he stepped back to begin making their drinks.

		"I can't wait to try it," Cearra said as she grabbed Rebecca's arm. "Come on, we need a table. I've got a nice one picked out."

		The pair squeezed through the bar, and when they found the table Cearra was referring to, she finally let go of Rebecca's arm. It was in the middle of the bar, set on a raised platform, making it easy for everyone in the bar to see them.

		"Are you sure you wouldn't prefer a table toward the back?" Rebecca asked.

		"This is the perfect spot," Cearra insisted, pulling out her chair as if she was the host of the table and everyone else was the guest. "This is gonna be totally more fun. And just wait before a guy shows up to pay our tab."

		"You don't need a guy to pay our tab," Rebecca said.

		"Oh, I know. I'm not, like, that needy. But if a guy buys me a drink, that's just the way the world works." Cearra gave a half-hearted shrug. She had no interest in understanding the intricacies of the male ego. All she knew was that if a guy was interested in her, it was good.

		"Whatever," Rebecca said, realizing it was not worth arguing the point.

		After a few more minutes, their drinks were ready. The bartender set them both down and made sure to give Cearra her drink first, with a smile, which she returned in kind.

		"What's it, like, called?" Cearra asked, looking at the pink and blue cocktail, clearly laced with alcohol.

		"The Cutie Pie," the bartender said.

		Cearra raised the glass to her lips, taking a drink. Her reaction was instant, eyes opening wide as the fruity drink filled her mouth. "That's it. That's what I need."

		"There's more where that came from," the bartender said, smiling at her.

		"Good. And I'll have another." Cearra winked at him again, but then she turned her attention to her friend. "Come on, drink up. Don't be a party pooper."

		"I don't think this is a good idea," Rebecca said, taking a small sip from her whiskey.

		"Boring," Cearra said. "You need to relax."

		Cearra took another drink, fully savoring the sweetness and the alcohol. It was a fun, party drink and Cearra was in the mood to party.

		"Come on, we're here to party," Cearra said, setting down her glass and pushing her chair back so she could stand up.

		"What are you doing?" Rebecca asked as she saw the look of lust in her friend's eyes.

		"Come on, let's dance and stuff. It'll, like, help attract hot guys and they can pay for more drinks."

		"I don't want to dance," Rebecca said.

		"Why not?" Cearra asked, rolling her eyes. "You're the one who brought me here. I thought you wanted me to have fun."

		"I do, but not like this," Rebecca said. "You need to act more like Janine. You can't just run off to the bar, drinking like this."

		"Who gives a shit?" Cearra asked.

		"I do," Rebecca said. "This is a big deal. I don't know how, but you got hypnotized and turned into this... this... this bimbo."

		"Whatever," Cearra said, but she was starting to feel the alcohol and that led to so much more. There was a heat building inside of her. "You can sit here and drink if you want. I'm going to dance."

		Cearra finished her Cutie Pie in one go. Then she stepped away from the table and started to dance. She treated the raised platform like a stage, showing off. And all she had to do was wait for the right man to get up the nerve to approach her.

		Rebecca watched her friend from the table. She wanted to do something, but she was out of ideas. Instead, she sipped her whiskey, watching Cearra dance sexily to the beat of the music. It was not like Janine could do the kind of dancing that Cearra could do. She was all inexperience, all awkwardness, but it was as if Cearra had been born with a body that was built for seduction, even though it was the same physical body. The difference was in the mind. Janine was uptight and academic and Cearra was care-free and craved sex.

		It only took a few more minutes before someone approached the table. He was dressed like for the club, all black clothing, slacks and a button up shirt, with the sleeves rolled up to the elbow and the top buttons undone, revealing his muscular chest. His face was clean shaven and he had a sparkle in his eye, as if he was ready for a good time.

		"She's hot," the man said, gesturing with his chin to the dancing Cearra.

		"She sure is," Rebecca said, finishing her drink.

		"Can I buy you another?" the man asked. "A whiskey?"

		"Why not," Rebecca said, already planning out the night in her head. But if a man wanted to buy her drinks, she was not going to complain. It would give her something to do while she kept an eye on Cearra.

		"Coming right up," he said with a smile.

		It took a few minutes for the man to return. And when he did, he carried three drinks in his large hands. There was a whiskey and probably a gin and tonic in one hand. The other hand had another Cutie Pie.

		"I bought one for your friend, too," the man said.

		And as if on cue, Cearra returned to the table, seeing the man and the drinks he had brought with him. "Is that for me?" she practically squealed.

		"It's yours if you want it."

		Cearra dropped into the man's lap, sitting on his knee as she picked up the offered drink and took a long sip. "You, like, know just what a girl like me needs." She wiggled her ass for added emphasis.

		The man's hand slid up her side, almost reaching her breasts, but staying just far enough away so he was not blatantly feeling her up.

		In response, Cearra leaned back into the man, his muscular chest pressing into her back. She tilted her head back and cooed into his ear. "I'm Cearra."

		"My name's Rodger."

		"Rodger? I like that name. I bet you like to have fun, too."

		"Maybe. Maybe not," the man answered with a wink.

		"I bet you like to fuck," Cearra said, grinding her hips into the man's crotch.

		Rodger let out a low growl. He had not expected her to be so forward, but he liked it. "Maybe I do."

		"Maybe we should, like, find out?"

		Rebecca just rolled her eyes as she knocked back her drink, embracing the way the alcohol burned on the way down. This night was turning into a nightmare, but she felt powerless against her friend's behavior. This wasn't like Janine at all, but as Cearra, she seemed to be the poster child for party girls. All she wanted to do was drink, dance, and fuck.

		And although she wanted to sit back and ignore them, the longer Rebecca sat there, the more she noticed how the pair in front of her was acting. The way Rodger's hand was resting on Cearra's thigh. The way he was leaning in to kiss her. And the way she was pushing back against him, arching her back as if she was doing it intentionally so he could see down her dress.

		"Excuse me, Rodger," Rebecca said, interrupting their flirting.

		The man turned toward her. "Yes?"

		"I'm afraid my friend is getting a little tipsy."

		"Isn't that the point?" he asked, as if he was the expert on the matter.

		"You see, I'm kind of responsible for her tonight."

		"Rebecca, lay off," Cearra snapped. "Either go find a man to, like, fuck or leave us alone. Rodger is totally going to rock my world tonight. Aren't you, baby?"

		Rebecca could not handle it anymore. She pushed away from the table and headed outside, hoping Cearra could take care of herself. She was at her wit's end. She could not continue to look after her friend. It was like she did not even know her anymore. All Rebecca could do was hope a night of debauchery was enough to get Cearra out of Janine's system.

		Tomorrow would be another day and Rebecca hoped that would give time for Janine to return to her senses.
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		While Rebecca's night was ending, Cearra's was just getting started.

		"Let's dance," Cearra declared.

		"I'm game," Rodger agreed.

		Cearra hopped off the man's lap and reached for his hand. He took it and let her lead him off the raised platform and out onto the floor. With just one look, the two of them had an audience, and those watching the show loved what they saw.

		As soon as they reached the dance floor, Cearra let go of Rodger's hand, letting him do as he wished as she moved closer to him, swaying her hips as he ran his hands over her body.

		"You're so hot," Rodger said, leaning in close.

		Cearra turned her head and looked up at him, a sexy smile forming on her lips. "Thanks, baby. You're pretty hot, too."

		"Yeah?"

		"Oh yeah," Cearra said. "I really want you to fuck me right now."

		"Right here?"

		"Dancing first, fucking after," Cearra answered.

		"I like the way you think."

		"Show me, like, what you got."

		Rodger responded by spinning Cearra around and pulling her back toward him. She let him pull her tight, her ass pushed against his crotch as his hands ran down her sides. His fingers grazed across her breasts, but then they were gone, heading lower. Rodger's hands moved to her hips, gripping her tight as he moved her to the beat of the music.

		"Mmmm, baby," Cearra cooed as she felt his hard dick pressing against her ass. She pushed back against him, moving in time with the music, loving the way his dick felt, knowing he would give her what she wanted soon.

		The pair danced as one, moving in sexual synchronicity. And all the while, the crowd watched them, cheering them on. Rodger leaned over and whispered in Cearra's ear, encouraging her sexual display and telling her everything he wanted to do to her when he got her up to his room, making her squeal with excitement. She loved it, as if she could not wait to feel his cock inside of her.

		She was on fire. All she wanted was to feel a hard cock inside her. She could not believe how hot she was, but there was no denying the pleasure and lust burning inside of her.

		As Rodger's hands moved over Cearra's body, her own hands were busy, feeling every inch of his body. She moved her fingers through his hair, enjoying the soft texture. And as her fingers trailed down his neck, they brushed over his shirt and felt the hard muscle underneath.

		Then he reached around and his fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dress, pulling up and touching her bare ass. Somehow Rebecca had been able to get Janine to wear a thong with the dress, but now Cearra was thankful for it, loving how sexy it made her feel, giving Rodger easy access to her.

		Emboldened, he moved his hands further, reaching between her thighs and touching her pussy through her thong. Her dress was wrapped around her hips, leaving her thong on display. It was wet and sticky with her wetness.

		"Oh baby, that feels so good," Cearra moaned, grinding her hips, helping him rub her pussy.

		"You're so hot," Rodger said, leaning in again. "I really want to take you back to my room."

		"Yeah, yeah," Cearra said. "Fuck me, baby."

		"As long as you're sure."

		"I'm sure. Take me to your room. Fuck me right now. I don't care who knows. I just need you, baby. I need to feel your big hard cock inside me."

		Rodger was not about to argue. He grabbed her hand and pulled her through the crowd. They stopped briefly so Cearra could snatch her purse off the table where she had left it. Then they were out of the bar, headed for the elevators to carry them up to his room.

		As they entered the elevator, Cearra did not bother hiding her excitement. She kissed Rodger, passionately and hard, putting everything she had into it. Rodger was taken off guard, but he did not argue. Instead, he took her ass in his hands and pressed her close, returning the kiss with just as much vigor.

		Their hands were all over each other. Rodger pushed Cearra up against the elevator wall. Even though they were not yet in the safety of his room, neither of them cared. Cearra's dress was hiked up around her waist, leaving her thong clad ass completely on display. And Cearra was slowly working at the buttons of Rodger's shirt, gaining further access to his muscular chest.

		The elevator dinged and the pair practically tumbled out into the hallway. Cearra was a giggling mess of lust and arousal. She let Rodger take the lead, not giving a shit where they were going, as long as they got there soon.

		After the flash of a keycard, the door opened and they poured themselves into Rodger's room. They moved together, their lips locked in place, their tongues intertwined before they tumbled onto the bed.

		Cearra giggled after the fall, eager for the fun to start, but Rodger stopped her, sitting up.

		"What?" Cearra asked.

		"You're beautiful," Rodger said. "You're just so fucking hot. You drive me crazy, babe. I just love the way you look."

		"Thanks, baby" Cearra said, not fully listening to his approval of her body. Her thoughts were on sex. They were only on what he was going to do to her, not what he thought of her.

		But Rodger saw through her. He saw what she wanted and he was not going to disappoint her. He pushed her dress up, letting it gather at her waist.

		"Take off your panties," Rodger demanded. "I want to see you."

		Cearra sat up and rolled onto her stomach. Then she rose to her knees and slowly inched her panties down, leaving her bare ass in the air as she did so.

		"Spread your legs," Rodger said.

		Cearra did as she was told, and Rodger was greeted by a beautiful sight. The pink folds of Cearra's pussy were spread open, revealing just how wet she was. Rodger's finger moved across her pussy lips, and she shuddered, a giggle escaping her lips as he made contact.

		"Oh baby, that feels so good."

		"I love how wet you are," Rodger said. "I can't wait to fuck you."

		"Come on, baby," Cearra whined, grinding her ass toward Rodger's crotch. "Get inside me, baby. I need your cock."

		"Not yet," Rodger said.

		"What do you mean?" Cearra pouted, not understanding what was happening. It was so easy. He just needed to get his cock out and he could fuck her. She knew he wanted this as much as she did.

		"You're going to be a good little slut and play with yourself."

		Cearra reached her fingers between her legs, touching her pussy. "Mmm," she moaned. "Like this?"

		"Yeah, baby."

		Rodger sat down on the edge of the bed and watched. He had her exactly where he wanted her. She was lost in the moment, playing with herself. Her wanton actions made him harder than he had ever been before, but he wanted to make sure she was ready for him, that she would get as much pleasure out of this as he would.

		Cearra was as sexy as they came, with her flawless body and sexy mouth. And that was only the beginning. She had a complete lack of shame, and that was one of the best features of her new personality. He wanted to make sure she would cum, that she would do it over and over, and then he would fuck her hard.

		"You're so wet," Rodger said. He reached out, rubbing her clit with his fingers, watching the way she reacted.

		"Oh, baby," Cearra moaned.

		Rodger sat back and watched as her fingers worked between her legs, rubbing her clit, pressing against her pussy lips. He was so hard, but he resisted the urge to simply take her and fuck her. He wanted her to feel so good that it overshadowed everything else, including his own needs.

		Cearra was nearing a climax, but before she could reach it, Rodger grabbed her hand and pulled it away.

		"Oh baby, please," Cearra begged, not understanding why he would stop her.

		"Not yet," Rodger said. "I want you to beg me for it."

		"What?" Cearra asked, feeling a little embarrassed about her behavior.

		"Ask me nicely to fuck you. Beg for my cock."

		Cearra looked up at the man with wide eyes. He was so handsome, so sexy, and he wanted her. He was the kind of man who knew what he wanted and he would give her everything she wanted. This was the kind of experience she lived for, a dominant man fucking her at the end of a fun night.

		"Please, baby," Cearra said, looking up at him, her eyes full of lust. "I want to feel your hard cock inside of me."

		"Tell me what you want."

		"I want your big cock," Cearra said. "I want you to fuck me so hard, baby. I want you to pound me until I can't take it anymore. I need to feel your hot cum inside me, baby."

		"How bad do you want it?" Rodger asked.

		Cearra almost giggled, but instead she just moaned. "I need it so bad, baby. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me. I need your cock so bad. I want you to cum deep inside of me. Make me cum like a fucking slut. Please, baby."

		"Lay down," Rodger said.

		Cearra quickly did as she was told, lying on the bed, her head on a pillow. Rodger stood up and reached for his zipper, pulling it down.

		"Do you want me to do it, baby?" Cearra asked, her eyes glued to Rodger's crotch.

		"Yes, I want you to do it."

		Cearra reached out, pulling his slacks down and exposing his cock. It sprung free, rising to full mast. She gasped at its size as her pussy throbbed with desire. Cearra wrapped her delicate fingers around his shaft, feeling its warmth and the blood pounding through his veins.

		"You're so hard, baby. You're going to fuck me so good."

		"Get ready," Rodger said. "You've waited long enough."

		"Yeah, baby. Give it to me."

		Rodger took his cock in hand and rubbed it along the folds of her pussy. She was so wet, he almost slipped in on the first thrust. Instead, he inched forward, pressing his tip against her opening.

		"Oh yeah, baby," Cearra moaned. "That's it. Give it to me, baby. I'm so fucking wet. Give it to me, baby. Fuck me."

		Rodger slammed his dick deep into her pussy, his balls slapping her ass as he bottomed out. Cearra's eyes rolled back, her toes curled, and she screamed. It was a noise she could not contain. She had been so hot and now she was a complete mess, an orgasm ripping through her as he started fucking her.

		Cearra moaned, barely able to register what was happening. She had never felt anything like it before. There was nothing like the feeling of a cock buried deep inside her, filling her completely.

		And Rodger was not going to stop.

		He fucked her with abandon, not knowing he was taking her virginity. Cearra had not paid attention to her lack of experience as Janine. And with the way she acted, the words she used, no one would have guessed that he was her first.

		Cearra writhed beneath Rodger as he pounded into her. His dick was big and she could feel every inch of it as he fucked her. Her pussy was stretched wide to accommodate his cock, but she did not want him to stop. She was so close. She wanted to cum again.

		Rodger pulled back, but did not stop moving. He held his dick still and slowly rocked his hips, using his hands to pin her arms down so she could not move. Then he started to fuck her again.

		Cearra tried to fight him, but he had too much control. She was at his mercy, which only made it better. He was taking her, making her his.

		Cearra closed her eyes as the pleasure washed over her. She had not expected him to do this. But she liked it. She liked him fucking her like this, pinning her down, and treating her like his little slut.

		Cearra's moans became louder, her breathing more shallow. He was going to make her cum again. She could not believe how much pleasure he gave her, how good this felt. If there was any hope of bringing back Janine, of this just being a break from her previous reality, the ecstasy she felt now cemented her desires. This was what she wanted, now and forever.

		Rodger felt his own climax building. He knew he was not going to last long, especially not with this tight little pussy wrapped around his dick. Cearra was so hot, and she had been so wet. It was the perfect recipe for the best fuck of his life.

		But it was Cearra who practically saw stars as he increased his rhythm. The pressure was building, her need becoming too much for her to handle.

		"Oh baby, baby," Cearra moaned. "I'm going to cum, baby. I'm going to cum. I can't stop it. It feels so fucking good."

		"Yeah, you're going to cum. You're going to cum on my cock. I'm going to fill you with my cum."

		Cearra moaned and then let out a high pitched squeal as her body shook with her second orgasm. She gripped the sheets, holding on tight, as her body twisted and turned. He did not stop, hammering her pussy, making sure her pleasure was heightened.

		And after a few more thrusts, he erupted.

		Cearra's pussy convulsed around his dick as his own orgasm ripped through him, coating her insides with his hot, white cum. They both collapsed, sweaty and exhausted. Rodger rolled off of her, laying on his back and looking at the ceiling. Cearra looked over at him, a smile on her lips, her eyes lidded in pleasure.

		"That was fucking hot," Cearra said, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

		"Yeah, that was fucking amazing," Rodger said.

		Cearra could not believe how good he had made her feel. He had fucked her like a wild animal. He had taken her and it felt so fucking good.

		"Can I stay here tonight?" Cearra asked, not wanting to leave Rodger's presence so soon after the best, and admittedly only, sex of her life.

		Rodger wrapped an arm around her shoulders, letting her snuggle in next to her. "Only if we can do that again before you leave."

		"Fuck yes," Cearra said, a wide smile on her face.
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		Rebecca stayed up late, worried about her friend. She blamed herself. If she had not insisted on Janine going to the show, nothing would have happened. She would not have turned into Cearra. She would have gone to sleep early after spending all evening writing her thesis.

		That might not have been the way Rebecca wanted her to spend the night, but she figured it had to be better than what Cearra was up to now. Sure, Cearra was probably having a good time, hanging out with and probably fucking Rodger. And Janine could have done far worse for her first time, but Rebecca was still worried for her friend.

		And that was a worry that extended to the following morning when Rebecca woke up. She was still alone in the hotel room. She tried texting Cearra or Janine, whichever name she was going by now, but she received no answer.

		Rebecca's original plan had been to go hang out by the pool, but that did not seem possible at the moment. Instead, she tried to distract herself by reading a book on the balcony. During the morning, before the full heat of the day, it was almost pleasant, even if it was humid. Of course, the balcony was on the west side of the building, without a view, but also without the direct morning sun.

		It took time, but Rebecca was finally able to get lost in her book. But just as she really started to get into it, as the morning was about to transition to afternoon, the door to the room opened and someone entered.

		Rebecca immediately moved to investigate. The do not disturb sign was on the door. Janine had put it up when they first arrived and it had stayed there ever since. She had not wanted to be disturbed while she was working, not even to have the room cleaned by the maid.

		When Rebecca stepped back into the room from the balcony, she saw the other person was a woman. She was a blonde and wore a skimpy dress. She would have thought it was Cearra, except for the blonde hair and the different dress. She was not wearing the little black dress from last night.

		"What are you doing in here?" Rebecca asked with authority.

		The woman turned around, startled. But the moment her face came into view, Rebecca let out a sigh of relief.

		"Oh, like, hi, Rebecca," Cearra said, sounding chipper.

		"Where have you been?" Rebecca asked. "And what happened to your hair?"

		"Wow, that's like a lot of questions," Cearra said, holding up her hands. Her nails were long and pink, completely unlike anything she had before.

		Rebecca rolled her eyes at Cearra's trouble with two questions, although the more she looked at her friend, the more questions she had.

		"How about you start from the beginning?"

		Cearra sank down onto the edge of her bed and slipped her feet out of the heels she wore. They were different from the ones she wore last night. She was in an entirely different outfit.

		"So, like, Rodger took me back to his room after we danced for a bit and he totally fucked my brains out. It was so awesome and stuff." Cearra went into lurid detail about her night spent with Rodger, including spending the night with him and about how they had fucked again when they woke up this morning.

		"But then after showering," Cearra continued, "I realized my dress still smelled like sex and I knew the clothes I had back here weren't sexy enough, so I decided to do a little shopping. But then, like, I looked at my hair and realized I needed a change. Brown is fine and all, but blonde is, like, totally where it's at. Did you know they have a salon here. They dyed my hair and did my nails."

		Cearra paused speaking to wave her long nails. Her toes were painted the same shade of pink.

		"So I did that and shopped and it was just, like, an amazing morning. I feel so good and alive. And I can't wait to do it all again tonight. And this time you don't get to chicken out on me. The stylist told me about this super sexy club and we're both going."

		"It's not happening," Rebecca said, trying to contain her anger at how flippant Cearra was acting.

		"What do you mean?" Cearra asked.

		"We're leaving tomorrow. We're going back home."

		Cearra frowned. She did not want to go home. She liked it here. She liked having fun and sleeping around. "But I've only just started living."

		"But this isn't you," Rebecca tried to argue. "You're not this person. You're Janine. You're not Cearra."

		"Of course I am," Cearra argued.

		"No, you're not. You're not like this. You're Janine. You're a physics major in college. You're a woman who wants a serious career."

		"Ugh, don't remind me. Physics is so fucking lame. Like, who wants to go to college when you can just party every night and hook up with hot guys?"

		"I really can't do this right now," Rebecca said. "Why don't you go hang out by the pool and try to come to your senses. You can't keep this up."

		"You're not, like, even listening to me," Cearra said.

		"Actually, I am," Rebecca shot back. "And all I've heard from you is you whining about facing up to your responsibilities."

		"I'm not whining," Cearra insisted, pouting.

		Rebecca just rolled her eyes and went back out onto the balcony. She was done with this conversation. She wanted it to end. She wanted Janine back.

		"Fine, I'll go to the pool," Cearra called back, leaving a smile on Rebecca's face. Cearra kept speaking, not loud enough for her friend to hear from outside. "I bought a new bikini that I can't wait to show off in. Being sexy never felt this good before. I fucking love it."
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		After spending most of the day by the pool, flirting with anyone who would pay her any attention, Cearra decided that this was the life for her. She had thought last night had sealed it, but luxuriating at the pool was the final clinching moment.

		Cearra tried to drag Rebecca out to the nightclub she had heard about, but Rebecca was not having it.

		"Come on, Becky," Cearra had begged, using a nickname Rebecca had always hated, but Cearra now preferred for her friend.

		"No, we have an early flight in the morning. And I hope you make it. The plane won't wait for you if you're not on time."

		"Whatever," Cearra said, giving up. "I'm not worried."

		It was another night of debauchery for Cearra. She got completely smashed from all the drinks men kept buying her. And then she picked one to go home with.

		Cearra had know idea the man's name. She did not care. All she cared about was his cock and how well he could use it as he fucked her. She did not even care that he was staying in a completely different hotel from her. But it was a wonderful night, and that was what she cared about.

		But even though Cearra did try to make it back to the hotel in time to meet up with Rebecca, she completely failed. By hours. It was not even close.

		Cearra was able to let herself into the room and collect her belongings. She kept her computer, even though she had no interest in anything that was on it. She left behind a lot of her clothes though, dumping out her suitcase and filling it with her new purchases, much of which had been delivered to the room while she was down at the pool the day before.

		For many people, they would have been worried about where they were going, what they were doing next. Cearra did not worry. She did not even have that ability anymore. Somehow she just knew that whatever happened to her, she would land on her feet. She was hot and she loved sex. Men would fall over backwards to help her.

		Besides, by staying in Miami, she was guaranteed to have a good time. Nightly parties, clubbing, and more hot guys then she could even imagine were all at her finger tips.

		Cearra looked in the mirror on the way out, checking out her outfit. She was wearing a tiny black dress, the kind that should be illegal, with a plunging neckline. The dress hugged her body and was so short it barely covered her ass. The back was low, showing off her bare back, and she had on a pair of pumps that stretched the appearance of her legs. She was a goddess and she knew it.

		Cearra left the hotel without saying goodbye to anyone. She did not care. She just wanted to party. That was her goal, her purpose, and she was going to make the most of it.
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		Rebecca returned to her internship. She tried texting Cearra, but her friend never responded. She did not know if Cearra hated her now or if she was just too flighty to pay attention. Maybe she lost her phone. Anything was possible. All she knew was Cearra had dropped off the radar.

		Cearra, however, was busy reinventing herself. The first week was mostly spent with her living out of the hotel bar. She'd hook up with a guy and crash in his apartment after she let him thoroughly use her body.

		It was like she had gone from virgin to sex goddess in a week. But she loved it. Cearra loved the sex. She loved the chase. She loved drinking and dancing. It was exciting and so very pleasurable.

		But such a life cannot last forever. Cearra needed stability. She needed a place of her own to crash at on the rare nights she was not hooking up with someone. And that stability required money.

		Before her awakening, Janine had been a student. That was not a situation that made money, especially when there was so much flowing out constantly. It was costly to keep her hair, nails, and makeup looking good. Plus, there was the constant need to buy clothes. Cearra had maxed out her credit cards and she had no way to pay the bills.

		However, Cearra was not the only party girl in Miami. The city was filled with women like her, using their bodies to their fullest effects. And they all had ideas to help her.

		Cearra was quick to make friends. While Janine had been shy and reserved, with Rebecca being her only real friend, Cearra was vivacious. She made friends with ease, always making herself the life of the party. And so it was with some relief that her new friends shared with her how to make money.

		It was not long before Cearra had a paid fans site set up on the internet. She also built up her social media presence. All she had to do was take sexy photos of herself. That part was easy. The captions were sometimes harder, but the truth was, people followed her for the photos. They did not particularly care what she said.

		And that was how she funded her new lifestyle. On the internet, she was Sexy Cearra. It was a moniker that had even led to a few hookups with fans. By the end of the summer, she was making enough money to rent a high end apartment and fill it with clothes and furniture.

		Rather than have a closet for her clothes, Cearra soon had a room for them. Her extra bedroom was filled with racks of clothing. And there was a line of shoes that ran around the edge of the room, almost every single pair having a significant heel.

		Cearra completely upended her life, creating something new. She dressed in nothing but the sexiest of clothing. Her underwear collection, for when she actually wore underwear, was filled with thongs and skimpier. Her bras were all of the push-up variety, further enhancing her already incredible bust.

		Every cent that Cearra made, between her paid fans site and the random modeling gigs she picked up, went to being the sexiest and sluttiest party girl she could be. Within months of her new lifestyle, she was already getting paid to show up to clubs and parties. Whenever Cearra was in attendance, she was the life of the party, raising the level of fun had by everyone else. And she looked really sexy while she did it, encouraging men to dance with her and other women to up their game to keep from being left behind.

		Cearra had turned into an incorrigible party girl. She had thrown herself into it and made it her whole life. She had lost sight of everything that had once made her Janine.

		There were no more academic pursuits. She did not even think about them. Instead, she had started thinking about ways to further enhance her appearance. Miami was filled with surgeons and aesthetic clinics, along with hundreds of girls like her, but with enhanced figures. As popular as Cearra was, and as much as men loved her Sexy Cearra fan site and social media presence, she wanted more. She needed more.

		Janine had been completely focused on her academic career. Even during the summer, when she could have been enjoying herself, she was already writing her thesis. Now as Cearra, she was fully committed to being a party girl. This was who she was to her core and she wanted to be the sexiest party girl she could be.

		"Hey girls and studs," Cearra spoke into her phone, holding it out so she could film herself. "It's Sexy Cearra here and I, like, totally want to hear what you think about me getting work done and stuff. You should totally make suggestions. Miami, like, has the best doctors around and I'm up for anything."

		The responses came flooding in. Lips, Botox, breast implants, butt implants, rib removal. If there was a doctor who did it, she heard about it.

		Not that such procedures were within the realm of possibility for her, at least to begin with. Cearra had to start offering special videos for fans willing to pay into her special account that was reserved for her future procedures. It turned out that Cearra had few reservations when it came to her body. She even allowed a few people to pay to fuck her on her videos, taking in money from both sides. She did not think of what she was doing as prostituting herself. It was just business. It was just a means to an end.

		But when the funds started to come in, Cearra was quick to use them. She started with her lips. They were by no means thin, but they could always be bigger and the filler she used certainly helped to give her a sexy set of lips that looked like they belonged wrapped around a cock.

		Cearra filmed multiple thank you videos to her followers who had contributed, showing her doing just that, sucking cock. No one would have guessed that her first cock sucking experience happened only a few months prior.

		"I just love your big cock," Cearra said as she was on her knees, looking up at the man standing over her. She was already salivating as she held the man's cock in her hands, careful to keep her long nails away from the sensitive flesh.

		"Of course you do," the man said. "Now suck it. Suck it like a fucking slut."

		"Yes, sir," Cearra said, letting out a little giggle before she opened her mouth and took him into her mouth.

		"Fuck, yeah," the man moaned. "Suck that cock, slut."

		"Mm hmm," Cearra said, her mouth still full of his cock.

		Cearra did not hesitate. She closed her eyes and took him deep in her mouth, sucking the head and trying to swallow his entire length. She was getting better at it. Her technique was improving. All that practice with a dildo at home was paying off.

		So too was the time she spent with a butt plug in her ass. Cearra had not actually been fucked in the ass yet, but she was preparing herself for it. Even now, as she had a cock in her mouth, pushing down into her throat, Cearra wiggled her ass, loving the sensation of being filled back there.

		It seemed as if each and every day, Cearra was becoming more and more depraved. Her need for sex was nearly constant. She wanted sex, and she wanted it often. That was all that mattered, and there was nothing that would stop her from getting it.

		When the man finally came, Cearra had been prepared to swallow his load. She had come to enjoy the taste of cum. It was salty and often tangy, but it really depended on what the man ate, the kind of diet he maintained. But instead of keeping the head of his cock between her plump lips, he pulled out completely and jacked his cock off so that he came all over her face.

		Cearra reveled receiving the facial. She loved it, feeling his hot seed spray across her face. The first burst hit her in the nose. The second across her cheek. She kept her eyes closed to protect them, but she was thankful none got in her hair. Cearra was not against a more depraved scene, but it required more work to clean herself up for the next man.

		"Fuck, you are my favorite kind of slut," the man said.

		"Mmm," Cearra moaned. "What kind of slut is that, sir?"

		"One that never stops."

		"Fuck yeah," Cearra said, agreeing with the man. She had no idea who he was, but he was hot and that was all that really mattered to her. No one care about her for her brains, so she took a similar approach to the men she fucked and sucked.

		It was a good night. Every night was a good night for the woman known as Sexy Cearra.
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		Cearra thought she had it all figured out. She was slowly making herself hotter and hotter, turning herself into a proper fucktoy. But what she did not anticipate was Rebecca coming back into her life.

		The planning had been meticulous and carried out during the hardest part of her senior year. While Cearra had completely ignored her academic responsibilities, much to the surprise of her professors, Rebecca had doubled down on her studies, intent on graduating with honors and returning to work for the company she interned with. But all the while, Rebecca kept tabs on her friend.

		Cearra had completely cut off her old life. She deleted her old social media and managed to get a new phone from an admirer, complete with a new number. It had given Rebecca little to go on when trying to track her down.

		However, luck was on her side. Someone in one of her classes found the Sexy Cearra accounts and was happy to share them with anyone who would listen. The shy hottie had turned into a Miami party girl during the summer vacation and that was news for everyone on campus. The women used it for gossip. The men used it for masturbation material, holding onto the knowledge that they had known her before she turned into a slut.

		Once Rebecca had a line on Cearra, she was able to learn more about her friend's activities. She did not reach out, not wanting to scare the rising social media slut into hiding. No, Rebecca planned something much bigger than that. She had an intervention in mind. And to make it all work, she needed the Amazing Zo-ran in her corner.

		It finally all came together at spring break. Rebecca had time off from school, having already completed her own thesis, although she still needed to defend it. And the Amazing Zo-ran was in Miami, making for perfect timing.

		In reality, the Amazing Zo-ran was named Randall. He was a nice guy, but he traveled around the country, always touring. It was hard to pull him away from his travel schedule, but Rebecca persuaded him to remain in Miami for an extra day or two following his last gig.

		Even though Rebecca did not interact with her friend in the preparation for the intervention, she still followed Cearra on social media, using a burner account to keep tabs on her. It was surprisingly easy to keep tabs on her whereabouts, even figuring out where Cearra's apartment was from comparing image locations. Rebecca had been obsessed as she prepared for the big moment.

		"Randall," Rebecca said when the pair met near Cearra's apartment building. "It's nice to finally meet in person." Without his stage costume on, he looked like a regular person. Not even Rebecca would have guessed what he did for a living.

		"Likewise," Randall said, shaking Rebecca's hand. "I never like hearing that someone has had an adverse reaction to my act. I'm here to help."

		"Cearra should be upstairs in her apartment right now," Rebecca said. I just looked at her socials and she was doing a live show of her doing her makeup."

		"I'm sure she'll love us interrupting that."

		"At this point, I don't care. I just want Janine back."

		Rebecca had already filled Randall in on the details. He did not know how it had gone wrong, but that show was roughly eight months ago. He did not remember Janine or anyone else from the show that night.

		The pair entered the apartment building and took the elevator up. Despite the building being on the high end, there was nothing stopping people from entering the building. Rebecca needed this to be a surprise.

		Even if Rebecca had not already figured out Cearra's address, she would have been able to look at the building directory. Cearra might be known online as Sexy Cearra, or even Cece for short, adopting the first syllables of her social media presence as a nickname, but she still listed her legal last name in the directory. The Adderly name put her on the fifteenth floor, in apartment G.

		"This is it," Rebecca said as she rang the bell. She took a deep breath, hoping this all went to plan. Rebecca would plead her case, Randall would put Cearra under and bring back Janine. Then Janine could return with Rebecca, not to school, since that bridge had been burned, at least for the current school year. But by next fall, Janine would be able to restart her senior year, having taken an unusual gap year.

		"Like, be there in a sec," came Cearra's voice through the door. She still sounded like a Valley Girl, even after spending all this time in Miami, which while similar, was not California.

		The door opened and Cearra's face shifted from confusion to joy. "Becky," she squealed. "Wow, it's, like, totally good to see you and stuff. Ooh, and is this your boyfriend? Come in. Come in. I just finished my makeup."

		Even though it was the middle of the day, Cearra wore a face full of heavy makeup, smoothing out her skin and making her look completely flawless. And her outfit screamed slut. She basically just wore a bikini and heels. While that might be acceptable for going to the pool or the beach, it was not lounge wear for normal women.

		"Gosh, it's, like, been super long," Cearra said as she led the pair into her living room. "You totally should have called or something." She had already forgotten that she had changed her phone number.

		"I wanted this to be a surprise," Rebecca said. "This is Randall. You might remember him as the Amazing Zo-ran."

		"Oh wow, you were the hypno guy that one night, weren't you?" Cearra asked.

		"Yes, that was me," Randall said. "Rebecca asked me to come here with her, because it seems you had an unintended reaction to my show. We want to fix that."

		"Unin... what?" Cearra asked, more confused than ever. More and more, big words left her confused. All the knowledge that Janine had amassed was still inside of her somewhere, but Cearra found ways to ignore it more and more. No one would ever guess what Cearra did before she made Miami her permanent home.

		"I'm calling this an intervention," Rebecca said. "People miss you back at school. I miss you. Your professors miss you. And the reputation you've developed with the male students makes me sick sometimes. So we're here to help you be yourself again."

		Cearra said nothing. She simply gaped at Rebecca, not knowing what to say. It was like her brain was stuck in neutral. Not even the wheels of her mind were spinning. She was just drawing a complete blank.

		"I'm just going to walk you through a simple induction," Randall explained. "I think that's the best place to start."

		Randall started talking, working through an induction he hoped would put Cearra into a trance. Once she was hypnotized, he could reverse whatever had happened before.

		Cearra closed her eyes and breathed deeply, following Randall's lead. His voice was soft and steady, helping her enter the right frame of mind.

		Normally it did not matter where Randall looked, but he was a little bewitched by Cearra's appearance. Between her heavy makeup, her naturally big tits stuffed into a too-small bikini, and her plump lips, he found himself staring, his cock getting hard at the thought of who his subject was, at least for now.

		Suddenly Cearra giggled, breaking the rhythm of the induction. "Sorry," she said, opening her eyes and giggling again.

		Randall sighed. "Okay, will try again."

		Randall kept trying to work his mental magic on Cearra, putting her into trance, but she never got deep enough. Every time she seemed to be close to giving in and dropping completely, she started giggling. It was almost as if she had a natural defense against hypnosis now.

		"This isn't working," Randall finally said.

		"It has to work," Rebecca countered. "We don't have much time. You need to get her deep into the trance. You can't mess this up."

		"I don't know what's going on," Randall said. "I've tried everything."

		Rebecca sighed. She had thought she had accounted for everything. But Cearra was surprisingly stubborn. It seemed she really did not want her party girl life to end. She had spent twenty-one years as a shy academic. Once she got a taste of being a party girl, a slut, a bimbo, she did not want to give it up.

		"I'm sorry, Becky," Cearra said. "I know you tried, but I'm, like, totally happier this way. We can still be friends if you want, but there's, like, no way I'm leaving here unless it's to go to some tropical island or something for a party or because some rich hunk is paying me a bunch of money."

		"I just miss Janine," Rebecca said. "I came all this way to try to get her back."

		"She's still in here. She just doesn't, like, want to come out."

		"Really?" Rebecca asked, wiping a tear from her cheek.

		"Oh, Becky," Cearra said, going to her friend and wrapping her arms around her. "Don't cry. I'm here, aren't I? I'm still your friend, even though we, like, live in different places now and stuff. You're always going to be my friend, even if, like, we don't have stuff in common anymore."

		"I know," Rebecca said. "I just hate how I feel like I've lost you. I see what you do on social media and I'm part jealous and party angry. It's disgusting. It makes me feel disgusting to see you like this."

		"I'm super happy like this. So, like, don't worry about me. You have your job, and I have mine. Besides, I'm booked for surgery, like, next week or something. Even though these boobs are pretty big, I totally want to go bigger."

		To emphasize her point, Cearra grabbed her tits and pushed them up with her hands, drawing even more attention to them.

		"Ugh, I just can't," Rebecca said. "I'm sorry. I think I just need to leave. If I can't get Janine back, I can't be here anymore."

		With that, Rebecca rose to her feet and simply walked out of the apartment. She left Cearra behind, unable to get her friend back, unable to save Janine. There was just Cearra now. Even though she said Janine was still there inside, Rebecca had a hard time believing that. And with her trip turning into a failure, all Rebecca wanted was to go home. She had a life to get back to. She was just sad how it would no longer include Janine.

		Cearra giggled. "Wow, that was, like, totally weird."

		"Yeah, it was pretty awkward," Randall agreed, still sitting there. "But it seems like you're happy. I can show myself out."

		"Wait, like, don't go," Cearra said, holding out her long-nailed hand and placing it on Randall's thigh. "You're the reason I'm here. I should, like, thank you or something."

		"You really don't..." But Randall trailed off as Cearra's hand rose higher on his thigh, getting very close to his now hard cock.

		Cearra licked her lips and then giggled. "But what if I want to?"

		Randall swallowed hard. He could not deny the attraction. Even though he had been staring at her the whole time, he had not been expecting this.

		"Oh, don't worry about that," Cearra said, looking down at his lap. "I'm always ready. Let me show you what I'm, like, really good at."

		With that, Cearra dropped to her knees and unzipped Randall's pants. She reached in and pulled out his cock with a flourish of her long nails, painted pink and matching her bikini. It was hard. It probably had been since he first laid eyes on her. Cearra had that kind of effect on people.

		Cearra giggled and then let out a little moan. "You know it feels like ages since I last got fucked. I feel like you'd be really good at fucking my brains out. That's, like, always the best feeling."

		There had been a few times Randall had been able to turn his skills in hypnosis into a fun tryst, but only when the woman had a hypnosis or mind control fetish. It seemed clear that Cearra did not have that. She just had a love for sex.

		"I can certainly try," Randall said. "But if you keep talking, it's not going to work."

		Cearra pouted for a moment. But then she realized she had his cock in her hands and all she had to do was lean forward and open her mouth, her lips perfectly designed for sucking cock. That was why she got them done, wanting to be the perfect fucktoy.

		"Oh my god," Randall gasped as Cearra wrapped her lips around his cock for the first time.

		Cearra bobbed her head, taking his entire length in her mouth and then throat, going all at once, swallowing his entire manhood in a single go. She had become an expert with blowjobs, training away her gag reflex and easily taking every size of cock she had come across.

		Randall was overwhelmed by the hot, wet pleasure her mouth gave him. He ran his hands through her long, blonde hair, pulling on it and urging her to suck even harder.

		Cearra's eyes rolled back in her head. She loved sucking cock. It gave her a kind of pleasure she could not get from a cock in her pussy or her ass. This was purely a submissive action and yet it still brought her joy.

		Cearra moaned. She had to. His cock was throbbing in her mouth, pulsing, and she knew he was going to cum. She just had to find the right angle so she could get it all.

		Randall was not used to such amazing blowjobs. Normally, women would be hesitant to deep throat him, not wanting to gag or having their airway cut off. But Cearra had no such hesitation. And that meant he loved every second of it.

		Finally, he gave in. His cock surged with cum, pouring into her mouth as she sucked it all down, not wanting to spill a drop. Randall's cum filled her mouth, coating her tongue. She swallowed, then swallowed again, doing her best to stay ahead of the stream that poured into her.

		"Fuck, that's good," Randall said.

		Cearra popped off his cock and looked up at him with heavily lidded eyes. "You know, if you've, like, got another round in you, you can fuck my pussy. I'm totally a horny bimbo and want more of your cock."

		Randall's eyes went wide at the offer. She had just sucked him off to completion and now she wanted more from him. But then he reminded himself that Cearra was a slut now. She was a party girl. She lived for this. She had given up her intelligence and academic career to become just another hot slut, addicted to partying and sex.

		"Yeah, I think that can be arranged, Cearra."

		"Oh, you should call me Cece. I think that's, like, going to be my new name. It's short for Sexy Cearra."

		"Sure, Cece. Just give me a few minutes to recover and we can fuck properly."

		"Yay," Cece cheered. "I'm gonna totally get fucked."

		The path from Janine to Cece had been dramatic, but she was happy with this new life of hers. She had friends, sexy party girls like her and hot men with big muscles and big cocks. That was what she loved. And after she had her boob job, she would be even sexier, just in time for another summer. Janine might not have liked the idea of being a bimbo, but Cece loved it.
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