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		“God damn him,” Chelsea shouted as she threw her phone onto her bed in anger. While strong willed, anger was not a common emotion for the petite twenty-five year old woman. In fact, it had been years since she had shown any anger at all.

		Chelsea stormed out of her room and started pacing around her apartment, her mind reeling at the latest text from Jeremy, her now ex-boyfriend. They had never been the best of couples, but they had been serious about each other. They had even started talking about moving in together. It would have been a perfect opportunity to move into a nicer place. She certainly had the money for one.

		As Chelsea paced back and forth between the living room and the kitchen of her small apartment, she could not help but visualize the text Jeremy had sent her, breaking up with her. “Hey Chels,” the text started innocently enough. “This isn’t working out. I’m with Tami now. We’ve been fucking all along. Good luck with life and stuff.”

		Chelsea did not know what angered her more, the fact Jeremy had broken up with her via text message or that he had been cheating on her their entire relationship with that blonde skank who lived in his building. She really was not all that surprised. Jeremy could be a bit of a lecherous creep, but he had always cleaned up nicely when she was with him.

		Now, however, it was clear what Jeremy was really interested in. Chelsea had never felt fully comfortable out with him. His eyes were always wandering, checking out, as he termed it, eye candy. It was no secret Jeremy liked the idea of a sexy woman hanging on his arm like some trophy. And if she had big tits and a fat ass, all the better.

		Chelsea should have known where things between them were headed when Jeremy had requested that she dye her hair blonde. She had always been proud of her brown hair, even though she kept it short. It fit her lifestyle and attitude. Chelsea had graduated summa cum laude from Thatcher College with a degree in applied mathematics. Immediately upon graduation, she had been hired at a prestigious brokerage firm and was on the fast track to being made a partner. She was smart and she wanted her image to reflect that. Jeremy, however, cared far more for looks.

		It was thus a gigantic insult for Chelsea to be passed over by someone who could barely count past ten. She knew what Jeremy liked visually, but she never really thought he might actually dump her, let alone cheat on her. Chelsea knew she was a great catch. What man would not want a smart, wealthy and reasonably attractive woman as a girlfriend. Sure, she did not look like a beauty queen, but there was far more to a person than their looks.

		To top it off, Chelsea knew she was a kind person. While a natural in the business world, she believed there did not need to be losers in financial transactions. In fact, she believed that business to be better when everybody wins, at least a little. The partners in her firm had no complaints.

		Pacing around the apartment did little to calm Chelsea’s rage. She needed to get out and go for a real walk. Chelsea returned to her room to pick up her phone and put on a pair of shoes. Despite still being dressed for work in her business suit, she knew she would be walking, so decided on an old, but hardly used, pair of running shoes.

		As Chelsea left her apartment, she glanced at her phone. Jeremy had not responded to the single text she had sent back, having simply said, “Fuck you!”

		Chelsea walked quickly down the hall toward the stairs of her apartment building. Normally, she took the elevator, but today she could not stand the thought of being cooped up in a small metal box while still seething with anger. And as much as Chelsea was angry at Jeremy for being a jerk, she was almost equally mad at herself for letting herself get caught up with such a man and for not having noticed his cheating ways.

		“Is everything all right, Chelsea?” came a woman’s voice just as Chelsea reached the stairwell. Surprised, she turned to see who had spoken. It was Claudia, a mid-twenties computer programmer, whom Chelsea had been known to socialize with occasionally, but really did not know that well.

		“Jeremy broke up with me,” Chelsea said, her voice surprisingly emotionless considering her current state.

		“Oh my god,” Claudia said, standing in her doorway. “I’m so sorry. Do you want to come in and talk about it?”

		“I was just headed out to walk it off,” Chelsea said before pausing to think about the offer. As much as Chelsea felt the need to move around, she knew she needed to talk out her feelings with someone. While she did not consider herself close to Claudia, she could think of few other people who she could. The only other person Chelsea could think of was her mother. However, her mother had hated Jeremy from the start and liked to be able to say, “I told you so.”

		“Oh, come on,” Claudia said, urging Chelsea on. “It’ll be good to get this off your chest.”

		Chelsea knew her neighbor was right. Claudia was the best option to do what she really needed, which was to talk about it. “Well, okay,” she agreed reluctantly. “As long as this just stays between us.”

		“Who am I going to tell?” Claudia asked. “It’s not like we have any friends in common and I only met Jeremy the once at that building mixer in the spring. And it’s not like I have anything planned for the evening. It was going to be a night of Netflix binging.”

		Chelsea could not help but smile a little. She knew Claudia to be a good person and someone who liked to laugh, usually at her own expense. The risk of Claudia sharing her vented feelings with others was slim to nil. Chelsea knew she would make a perfect confidant.

		“Thanks, I really appreciate it,” Chelsea said with relief.

		“No problem. Now get in here and give me a hug.”

		It took a little while for Chelsea to bring her neighbor up to speed on her love life. Claudia mostly listened and she was good at it. With each passing moment, Chelsea could feel her anger waning. Although she remained angry at the bitch of a woman who Jeremy had been cheating on her with. Even Claudia agreed that transgression was unforgivable.

		“I bet you’d like to get back at Jeremy a bit, wouldn’t you?” Claudia said once it seemed clear Chelsea had completed her venting. The time for words were over. Now it was time for action.

		“I don’t know,” Chelsea said, waffling. “I’m not really the vengeful type.”

		“Yeah, but I bet it would feel good,” Claudia countered.

		“Maybe. I’m just not sure that revenge is my thing. Maybe we can talk about something else now. How are you?”

		Chelsea found herself squeamish at the thought of getting revenge. Sure, it would feel good in the short term, but it would not actually accomplish anything. Her life with Jeremy was finished. That was clear. She knew it would probably be best to just accept that and move on.

		“Not bad,” Claudia answered. “Not that I’ve had anyone in my life to breakup with recently. That just leaves me with my work.”

		“And that’s going well?” Chelsea asked, finally glad to not be the one on the hot seat when it came to dishing on details.

		“Actually, yes,” Claudia said, a large smile forming on her face. “They’ve got me testing a new device. Usually they are real hush hush about the projects I work on, but surprisingly they actually let me bring this one home. Do you want to see it?”

		“Sure,” Chelsea said, simply happy to be doing something other than talking about her ex-boyfriend.

		Claudia jumped up and excitedly ran into the spare bedroom, motioning for Chelsea to follow. Getting to her feat gingerly, Chelsea moved to follow her exuberant neighbor. Unlike Chelsea’s own little one bedroom apartment, Claudia’s had an extra bedroom, one she had turned into an office.

		“Wow, nice office,” Chelsea said as she entered a room that looked like it was right out of a science fiction movie. All for walls were covered with computers, servers, and electronic equipment that she could not even begin to guess the names for. The one item that stood out in the room was a large box shape in the middle covered with a white sheet. With the number of blinking lights on the machines, Chelsea was sure there was little need for much in the way of lighting. That, however, did not stop Claudia from turning on the overhead light, bathing the entire room in a warm glow.

		“Last year the cops served me a warrant thinking I was running a grow operation in here, because of the power consumption. They left rather disappointed. As much as I like the touch of the bud every once in a while, I buy mine. I have no green thumb sense. I’d probably kill the plant before it actually produced anything worthwhile. At least my company helps pay the power bill with the work they do have me bring home.”

		Both women laughed at Claudia’s joking. Her free spirit attitude definitely helped put Chelsea more at ease. After getting all tense and worked up over Jeremy’s text, it felt good to finally be able to relax. The only thing that would make the evening better would be wine.

		“Hey, before we get started, would you like something to drink?” Claudia asked as if she had sensed Chelsea’s desire. “I’ve got a nice bottle of wine we could open.”

		“That sounds wonderful,” Chelsea said. “That was exactly what I was thinking we needed.”

		“Perfect. You just have to promise not to spill any. Some of this equipment can’t handle its liquor.”

		“I promise, I won’t,” Chelsea said with a chuckle.

		As Claudia went off to the kitchen to get them their drinks, Chelsea could not help but wonder why she and Claudia did not hang out together more often. Upon reflection, it became obvious. Jeremy had been a giant time suck. Socializing had never been to his liking. It seemed all of their dates were really just setups for him to score. The man liked his sex and he was interested in little else.

		Moments later, Claudia returned with two full glasses of wine. “I poured the whole bottle,” she said with a smile. “I hope you don’t mind.”

		“Not at all,” Chelsea said laughing. “And thank you for the wine.”

		“This new machine is really cool, or at least it’s supposed to be. I haven’t actually used it yet. Just let me boot it up.”

		Claudia pulled the white sheet off the machine in the middle of the room to reveal a large glass cylinder with a computer console sitting next to it. If Chelsea thought the room looked like it belonged in science fiction, now she believed it. The only thing missing was the mad scientist or evil alien.

		“The name is long and complicated, but it kind of sounds like dachshund, so I just call it the wiener dog.”

		“Well, it certainly has a long body,” Chelsea said, trying to make a joke about the tall cylinder that made up most of the machine. “What’s it do?”

		“It’s supposed to be able to change living DNA and cellular matter, which means, in theory, it can change the body of a person.”

		“You’re kidding,” Chelsea said, unable to believe what she just heard.

		“That’s what it’s supposed to do. There’s a reason why I’m testing it. And we’re no where near being ready to put a person in this thing. I’m supposed to do my testing with plant matter for now.”

		“And they let you bring this home from work? This seems like it should be classified top secret.”

		“I thought it strange too, but I’m guessing my bosses don’t think this thing will actually do anything. I have my doubts too, but considering I did some of the programming for it, I at least get to see my work reach full circle for once.”

		Without prompting, Claudia opened the large glass chamber before pulling a potato from her pocket and placing it inside. Chelsea looked on, completely confused as to how the device was supposed to work. The cylinder seemed awfully big to just test on a potato.

		“The original design for the machine was to have it work on people, I think. My part of the programming for this was designing the user interface. Other programmers worked on the back end.”

		Chelsea looked on as if what Claudia had explained to her meant something. It was funny. Chelsea knew she was smart. Her degree in applied mathematics confirmed that. However, there were certain areas where her knowledge lacked. Despite her familiarity with statistics programs and running Monte Carlo simulations, she viewed computer engineering as a dark art.

		“Why a potato?” Chelsea finally asked. She had many other questions, but asking about the potato that now sat in the chamber seemed the best place to start.

		“Potatoes still have the ability to grow. Given the right conditions, you can use a potato to start growing more potato plants. That means there is enough life creating material for the machine to work with. Also, it’s what I had available to play with.”

		“So what are you going to do with it?” Chelsea asked, not understanding why changing the DNA of a potato would do anything.

		“I was thinking we would try turning the potato into an apple. How does that sound?”

		Chelsea simply shrugged her shoulders before taking a big sip from her wine glass. Much like Claudia’s supervisors, she had little faith this machine working.

		“Let’s try it out then,” Claudia said, determined to succeed even if her neighbor had doubts.

		Claudia starting by typing on the control console. Chelsea tried looking over the programmer’s shoulders, but the words flew across the small screen too fast to keep track of in her slightly intoxicated state. The wine was considerably stronger than she had anticipated.

		“There, that should do it,” Claudia announced as she pushed a big green button at the top of the console. “Just sit back and watch.”

		A fog filled the glass chamber, obscuring the view of the potato. Chelsea watched with fascinations as the machine did its work, even though she could not actually see what was happening. The fog was just too thick.

		“It should only take a couple minutes,” Claudia said. Moments later the fog began to dissipate.

		There was still a small round object sitting on the floor of the chamber, but as the fog cleared, Chelsea let out a gasp as the item that had once been a potato now sat there looking like an apple, bright red skin and all.

		“Oh my god,” Chelsea said in surprise. She could hardly believe her eyes. It should not have been possible. Even if the potato had just gone through a cosmetic change, its internal properties still remaining that of a potato, Chelsea was quite impressed.

		“It worked,” Claudia said, almost jumping up and down in her own excitement. Chelsea wondered if her neighbor actually believed it would work.

		“When can we pull it out?” Chelsea asked, wanting to get her hands on the newly formed apple.

		“In just a moment, as soon as the green light on top of the chamber comes on.”

		It took another minute for the fog in the chamber to completely dissipate and for the green light to flash.

		“Do you want a bite?” Claudia asked as she opened the chamber and reached down to pick up the apple.

		“Is it safe?” Chelsea asked before Claudia turned toward her, the apple already in her mouth as she took a bite.

		“I don’t know, but it certainly is delicious,” Claudia said with her mouth full of apple. “The best apple I’ve ever tasted. You should try a bite.”

		“Well, I don’t know,” Chelsea said, hesitating. It all seemed so strange to her, but the more she thought about it, she realized she was hungry. Further, with the wine she had already consumed, more than half of her gigantic glass, Chelsea knew she would need some food soon to help with the alcohol.

		“Come on, try it,” Claudia pressed, holding the apple out to her neighbor. “I know you want it.”

		Without saying anything, Chelsea reached out and grabbed the apple. Despite the bites Claudia had already taken from it, the apple was heavy, much heavier than the original potato had been. She knew that should not be possible from the physics classes she took in college, but the facts in front of her said otherwise. The only explanation was that the machine could add mass to whatever object was being altered.

		As Chelsea took a bite, her eyes grew wide in surprise. The apple was indeed delicious, juicy and sweet, with just the right amount of crunch.

		“Good, isn’t it,” Claudia said. “We should try this out some more. Let me grab some more potatoes.”

		Claudia left Chelsea alone, headed for the kitchen, as the newly single woman continued to eat the apple. Between the apple in one hand and the glass of wine in the other, Chelsea could not be happier. The fact Jeremy had dumped her only a couple hours before had practically been washed from her mind. Testing the machine with Claudia was much more fun.

		“It’s a good thing I just bought a big bag of potatoes at the store the other day,” Claudia said upon her return. “It seems the other programmers left a lot of preset designs in here. There’s a part of me that wants to start testing this on animals, but that is both cruel and illegal. I guess we’re sticking with potatoes then.”

		“Animal testing is wrong,” Chelsea agreed. “But it looks like we’ve got enough potatoes to really have some fun.”

		Claudia and Chelsea played with the new machine for what felt like hours. Each test was a success. The programmers and engineers who designed the device were geniuses, or at least Chelsea thought so.

		By the time their supply of potatoes had run out, they had, together, finished off another two bottles of wine. Neither were in a position to make complex decisions, let alone drive. Thankfully neither of them needed to drive anywhere.

		“Oh, I just got the greatest idea,” Claudia enthused as she tried to keep her balance by placing her hand on the edge of the console.

		“Yeah?” Chelsea responded with a drunken giggle. She was leaning against the door frame, trying to stay upright.

		Claudia broke out in laughter at her own idea. “I know how to get back at that scumbag of an ex-boyfriend of yours.”

		“How?” Chelsea asked. She could feel her anger over Jeremy’s dumping of her rising again. In her drunken state, revenge sounded much better.

		“We could use the machine to make you hotter than that skank he dumped you for. He’ll sure feel stupid the next time he sees you.”

		Claudia broke out laughing again and this time Chelsea joined her.

		“That would be good, wouldn’t it,” Chelsea said once her laughter started to subside. “He’d be all, like, gawking and stuff until he realized it was me. Then he’d try to hit on me again and I could be the queen bitch to the fucker and totally turn him down. That would be awesome.”

		“So then let’s do it,” Claudia said as she practically jumped up and down in excitement.

		“But, it hasn’t been tested that way before,” Chelsea said in moment of lucidity. “It might not be safe.”

		“It worked perfect all the other times. I’m sure you’ll be fine. And just think, you could be super hot before the night is through.”

		Chelsea tried to think about what to do. As thoughts swirled around in the alcohol in her brain, she slowly sunk to the floor, her legs unable to keep her up while she devoted so much energy to thinking through the opportunity. Deep down, she knew she should not take Claudia up on the offer. There were too many unknowns involved. However, in her inebriated state, Chelsea’s ability to say no was heavily impaired. And to be honest, while she had carefully crafted her image over the years, she had always wondered what it would be like to be a blonde hottie.

		“Okay, let’s do it,” Chelsea finally announced. “Make me hot.”

		“All right,” Claudia said, slurring ever so slightly. “Let’s get you in the wiener dog.”

		Both women giggled at Claudia’s joke. Chelsea moved toward the machine, her balance uneasy from her continued giggles.

		“Wait, you have to get naked first,” Claudia said. The two young women were giggling almost nonstop. Everything seemed funny to the inebriated neighbors.

		“Why?” Chelsea asked, confused but not terribly worried about Claudia seeing her nude form.

		“Cause you don’t want to ruin your clothes. Trust me, naked is much preferred. And that way we can see the changes.”

		“Fine,” Chelsea said as she grabbed the bottom of her blouse and started to pull it over her head.

		It took some maneuvering, but after a couple minutes of work, Chelsea was standing in the glass chamber waiting for Claudia to start.

		“Just make sure you ask me before you make any changes,” Chelsea said as Claudia started tapping away at the keys of the console.

		It did not take long for Chelsea to grow concerned. Claudia had stopped responding to her with her eyes focused on the console in front of her. She only wished she could see what her neighbor was typing.

		“Oh wow,” Claudia finally said. “Turns out some of the guys loaded a perfect woman template in this thing. That should help a lot.”

		Chelsea did not know what to say. On the one hand, the chance of screwing something up would go down if there was already a working template to start from. On the other, however, Chelsea did not like the idea of some stranger getting a say in how this machine was going to change her. In fact, she was growing ever more nervous at the thought that the machine was set to change her at all.

		“Are you all set?” Claudia asked, breaking Chelsea’s strong of negative thoughts. “Because we need to get the magic started.”

		“Yeah, I think so,” Chelsea said tentatively.

		“Oh come on, this will be fun,” Claudia said with a smile. “You’ll love the results, I promise.”

		“Okay, fine. How should we begin?”

		“I think we should start with your fitness,” Claudia said after taking a moment to look her neighbor up and down. “I can tell you haven’t had much time to exercise. Everything could use some toning.”

		“I like that idea,” Chelsea said. She had been afraid Claudia would have started with her breasts. She was by no means big, but she was more than just her breasts. Jeremy would just laugh if he saw her with an expanded rack and blonde hair. She needed to be the whole package if she was going to make him jealous.

		“Good, then here we go,” Claudia said as she pushed the big green button.

		A moment later the chamber started to fill with fog, only this time it had a pinkish hue. Having never seen the interaction from the inside before, Chelsea did not worry about it. As the gaseous mixture passed over her skin, her skin began to tingle. Soon the fog had grown so thick, Chelsea could not see out of the chamber. Each breath was almost all fog. For a fleeting moment this concerned Chelsea, however, the tasteless gas warmed her from the inside, making her feel as if she were wrapped up in a warm blanket drinking hot chocolate on a cold winter day.

		After several minutes spent in the warm embrace of the fog, Chelsea noticed how the tingling sensation and the general warmth she had experienced began to fade. In the same fashion the fog had arrived, it began to dissipate. Chelsea looked out of the glass chamber to see a look of surprise on Claudia’s face. Remembering what supposedly happened, she looked down at her own naked body.

		“Oh my,” Chelsea said as she got the first look at the change to her body. Everything about her was tight and toned. If she did not know better, she would have thought she spent the majority of her time at the gym.

		Chelsea took a moment to stretch, raising her hands above her head and leaning this way and that, testing out her new body. She felt a strength and flexibility that was completely foreign to her. Chelsea would not have been surprised if she could have run a marathon or played an all day match of tennis right then.

		“What’s it like?” Claudia asked, her eyes showing her desperation for information.

		“I feel so good. I feel strong and limber. This is amazing.”

		“Hey, when you’re done in there, I might need to teach you how to work the controls, because I think I’m going to want a crack at this thing.”

		“What’s next?” Chelsea asked, her previous reservations forgotten.

		“Well, we do need to make you a stacked blonde, remember? Where do you want to start?”

		“Let’s start with the hair,” Chelsea said. “It needs to be, like, platinum and really long. Down to my ass would be amazing.”

		Chelsea knew her days as a short haired brunette were about to be over. As soon as the machine finished its work, she knew she would forever be a blonde. The thought of that, considering she had spent so much time cultivating her brunette image, made her giggle, something Chelsea had rarely done since grade school. In this case, she put it down to the wine she had consumed.

		“Okay, here we go,” Claudia said as she tapped away on the keys. After a moment, she pushed the green button again.

		This time, Chelsea knew what to expect. However, unlike before, when the pinkish fog rolled in, the tingling was not all encompassing. Instead, the tickling sensation was almost entirely focused on her scalp.

		Chelsea threw her head back, closing her eyes to the onslaught of sensation. Still, she could feel her hair growing at amazing speeds. As each second passed, Chelsea could feel her hair creeping down her back. The tingling finally stopped when she could feel her hair tickling the top of her ass. Without even seeing herself yet, she knew she was going to be hot by the time they finished.

		“That’s amazing,” Claudia said as soon as the fog cleared. “You look pretty good as a blonde.”

		“Thanks,” Chelsea said with a giggle, her cheeks turning red at the compliment, as she tucked her now long hair behind her ears. Having always kept her mane short, she knew she would have to learn all the hair tricks that she had previously been able to avoid. “Do you think I’m tan enough for this color hair?” Chelsea added, her thoughts turning to vanity. More than ever, she felt the need to look good and that included having the right skin tone.

		“Oh, you can definitely go darker,” Claudia commented. “Is that what you want to do?”

		“Yeah, but can you program in a little tan tattoo? I was thinking a little heart might look nice, right no my hip. What do you think?”

		“I like your thinking,” Claudia said. “Let me see what I can do.”

		Chelsea waited happily while Claudia typed away on the console.

		“Do you want tan lines?” Claudia eventually asked. Chelsea guessed her idea was indeed possible.

		“Ick,” Chelsea said. “I don’t understand why people like those. Tattoos are cute, but I don’t want to see someone’s pale skin where they kept covered while sunning themselves.”

		“You got it,” Claudia said. Chelsea never realized how judgmental she had just been. The idea of tan lines had never bothered her before, but then again, Chelsea had never gone tanning a day in her life. There simply was not time for such a thing, especially when only her and her boyfriend, when she had one, would see it.

		Several minutes later, Chelsea looked down at her heavily bronzed skin, smiling. It was a perfect tan, and the little heart on her right hip was perfect too.

		“Okay, now it’s time for the boobs,” Chelsea said. “That skank, Tami, got hers done, but I want to be bigger. I met her right after she got them done. She said they were a D, so I want to be bigger than that. Nice and round too.”

		“Are you sure?” Claudia asked, growing a little concerned at the change in her neighbor.

		“Yes,” Chelsea said with conviction. “What’s the point in having a smokin’ hot bod like this if you don’t have the tits to match?”

		“All right. Big tits coming right up.”

		This time when Chelsea became inundated with the fog, she felt the affects, not just on her breasts, but on her back too. With the growth of her breasts, her back muscles were further strengthened to carry the added weight.

		And the new weight was significant. Chelsea could feel her now sizable breasts pull her forward as they continued to push out from her chest. She knew she would need to buy new bras, that is if she decided she wanted to wear any. The thought of letting her girls breathe suddenly seemed rather appealing.

		“Wow,” was all Claudia could say as soon as she saw the new Chelsea, her tongue practically hitting the floor in amazement.

		“You like?” Chelsea said with a giggle as she struck a pose, trying to show off her newest assets to the best of her ability.

		“Um, yeah,” Claudia said. “When you’re done in there, I think it will need to be my turn.”

		“Sure thing, babe,” Chelsea said with a wink. “We can both be hotties then.”

		Claudia and Chelsea continued to make adjustments with Chelsea’s new body, fine tuning their work, turning her into a walking male fantasy. However, they were completely unaware of the side effect of using the machine multiple times. With each change to Chelsea’s body, she experienced a small change in her mental outlook and personality.

		Normally, such changes would be minor and likely unnoticeable. However, Chelsea and Claudia had introduced a variable the machine’s designers had never anticipated. Chelsea entered the chamber drunk, her judgment impaired, her inhibitions reduced and her mind more focused on sex than usual. The machine, however, treated this drunken state as the baseline for her personality. Therefore, each time the machine was activated, Chelsea’s natural personality became more and more like that of the drunk Chelsea, with an interest in looking hot added in for good measure.

		Chelsea’s first thoughts when she exited the chamber was a need for a new wardrobe. She looked down at her discarded clothes and could not understand why she ever would have worn such a drab outfit. The blouse might have been workable, but she could not understand the pants. Why would any woman want to wear pants to work? How else would guys get a good look at her legs, because she had mighty nice legs, even before Claudia and her machine worked their magic.

		“Okay, now you do me,” Claudia said excitedly before downing the remainder of her wine. “I looked through one of the templates and it looks pretty good. I don’t expect you to understand the finer points of the program, so this will be easier. All you’ll have to do is start it up when I’m ready.”

		“Okay,” Chelsea said with a giggle that sent her breasts jiggling. “I can do that, I think.”

		The changes to Chelsea’s mental outlook and personality had been gradual, so slow that she never noticed them happening at all. Now, however, as she had the time to start to figure out her new body, she felt, for the first time, that her brain was not firing on all cylinders. There were thoughts she used to have that seemed unable to make it through the molasses that filled Chelsea’s mind. She was by no means stupid, or at least she tried to convince herself of that, but her once vaunted intelligence was hidden behind a mask of lust and giggles.

		“Okay, I’m ready,” the now nude Claudia said from inside the chamber. “All you have to do is activate it.”

		Chelsea looked at the console for a moment, trying to figure it out. She stuck her tongue out as she tried figure out what all the buttons did. It all seemed so confusing, even though she had seen Claudia operate the machine only minutes earlier.

		“Um, how do I, like, turn it on?” Chelsea finally asked, giving up on trying to figure it out for herself.

		“Hit the green button. Remember?”

		“Oh yeah, silly me,” Chelsea said, giggling again. As she reached out to push the green button on the top of the console, she could not help but think about how much fun it was to giggle. Chelsea knew it was a new behavior, but it felt good and it helped demonstrate when she did not know what she was doing, which seemed to be a more common experience now. Also, it did not hurt that her giggling usually made her tits jiggle. She liked to make her tits jiggle. She knew guys would like that too.

		As soon as Chelsea pushed the green button, the chamber, with Claudia inside, began to fill with fog, just as it had many times with Chelsea inside. Unlike Chelsea’s transformation, Claudia’s was happening all at once.

		“Oh my,” Claudia screamed from inside the chamber. Chelsea was not sure if she should be worried for her friend or not. Worrying suddenly seemed very hard to do, but she knew Claudia could be in trouble. Not that she had any idea of how to help.

		The time it took for Claudia’s transformation took much longer than each of the changes Chelsea had done, but then again, Claudia was having her entire body remade. Chelsea stood there, bouncing from foot to foot, waiting in anticipation for the fog to recede.

		When the gasses inside the chamber finally began to dissipate, Chelsea jumped for joy, clapping with her excitement. However, as her body moved in new ways, she quickly forgot why she was so excited, instead continuing to jump around because of how her hair bounced and her boobs jiggled.

		“What do you think?” Claudia asked as soon as she stepped out of the chamber, striking a pose, her arms up above her head to show off her new curves.

		“O-M-G, you’re, like, really hot now,” Chelsea said.

		While Chelsea’s new body looked like it had been artificially enhanced, Claudia’s looked to be all natural. This was especially evident in their breasts. Chelsea’s pneumatic bosom sat high on her chest, a look that only a doctor’s touch could normally provide. Claudia’s breasts, on the other hand, were large, although not quite as large, but they hung naturally, giving some ground to gravity.

		“This is amazing,” Claudia said as she looked down at herself. “Jeremy is going to be so jealous when he sees us tonight.”

		“Yeah…” Chelsea agreed, “but why would he be jealous?” She had forgotten what the entire endeavor with the machine had been about.

		“Because he broke up with you to go out with Tami instead.”

		“Oh yeah,” Chelsea said, her face beaming with understanding. “I forgot. But we’re going to, like, need new clothes before we go to the club.”

		Claudia glanced at the clock on the wall before answering, “We’ve got time to hit the mall before hitting the club, but we’ve got to get a move on. Can you make your outfit work until we get to the mall?”

		Chelsea looked back at her clothes with disgust. The thought of wearing such a dowdy outfit horrified her. However, even with her mind reduced, Chelsea knew she could not go to the mall in the nude, as much fun as that actually sounded. She did not want to get arrested.

		“I guess I can make it work, but I’m changing as soon as I can.”

		“Me too,” Claudia agreed as she looked down at her own options. The thought of looking in either of their closets never occurred to them.

		It was 11:00 by the time the two new hotties arrived at Club Seven. Jeremy spent every Friday night there, with or without a date, Chelsea remembered. They had meant to arrive earlier, but there was just so much to do at the mall. The pair kept several stores open late as they both maxed out their credit cards on new clothes and makeup.

		All eyes were on Chelsea and Claudia the moment they stepped foot in the club. The music was loud and the spot lights bright as they traced their way across the dance floor, illuminating the dancers. None of that mattered, however. Two hot and scantily clad women were available.

		Claudia had chosen a pink leopard print one piece dress with large cutouts, making the whole ensemble barely legal. She was perched upon a pair of pink platform stilettos. Not that anyone would notice either of those things. The dress was so low-cut and her cleavage so deep, no one could take their eyes away.

		Chelsea, on the other hand, had made it a point to show off her tight and toned body. Pink was definitely a theme between the two women as Chelsea wore a pink triangle bikini top with a matching see through mesh top that left her midriff bare. Her skirt was also pink, but it was so short and tight, it could barely be called a skirt at all. Any bending at the waist would be enough to show off the fact Chelsea was not wearing panties. Her shoes were tall platforms with an even higher heel.

		Chelsea had been all excited as they walked into the club. Just the thought of hot men and women lusting after her was enough to get her own libido into high gear. Claudia had had to remind her the reason for their visit to this particular club.

		As the pair stalked around the club, looking for the subject of their revenge, Chelsea kept whispering under her breath, “Find Jeremy,” repeating it over and over again. Still, this was not enough to keep Chelsea completely focused. Several times, “Fuck Jeremy,” slipped in. There was no doubt what kind of fucking she meant. At least one, but more likely several men would be getting lucky with her before the night was through.

		“I see him,” Claudia said, pulling at Chelsea’s arm, guiding her toward a table along the far wall. “Tami’s not with him. She must be powdering her nose.”

		“Hey girls,” Jeremy said as the two women approached his table. He was smooth, but Claudia was doing her best to keep her wits about her, for both of them. “Having a fun evening?”

		“Oh yeah,” Chelsea said. “This place is great.”

		“Hey, don’t I know you from somewhere?” he asked. “Did we go to high school together?”

		Chelsea giggled at his response, nearly forgetting why they were there. “No I don’t think so.”

		“Are you sure, because you look really familiar. Why don’t you sit down and we can figure out where we’ve met before.”

		“Well we should look familiar, asshole,” Claudia broke in, growing tired of the game.

		“Wow, ladies, what’s going on?” Jeremy said, trying to act innocent.

		“Where’s Tami?” Chelsea asked coldly, finding her earlier venom.

		“Tami?”

		“Yeah Tami. That skank you, like, broke up with me for.” Despite her anger, Chelsea could not keep her new vocabulary preferences out of her speech.

		“Wait, Chelsea?” Jeremy asked, his face showing his shock.

		“Bet you’re regretting that text now,” Claudia interjected. “Guess what, jerk face, Chelsea’s too much girl for you to handle. I hope you like your life with that skank, Tami. Come on Chelsea. Let’s go find some real men.”

		“Okay,” Chelsea said, her mind already forgetting about Jeremy and his dumping her.

		Almost immediately Chelsea spotted a table of hunky guys. “How about them?” she asked Claudia, pointing toward the table across the club.

		“Good idea. They look hot and I bet they’d love to share a night with two hot girls like us.”

		Both women giggled as they left Jeremy’s table. They never saw Tami return, or her slapping him. Instead their thoughts were focused on all the fun they could have with their new bodies. It was going to be a good night, and a good rest of their lives.
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