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		Esme

		

		“W hat the hell, Caleb?” I asked. I wanted to scream, but we were in the middle of a restaurant and I didn’t want to make a scene. The last thing I wanted was for everyone to look in our direction. “You’re seeing Shelby too?”

		Caleb sat across the table from me. It was a relatively fancy dinner. I was wearing my little black dress and Caleb wore a jacket and tie. He looked quite handsome when he dressed up like that. Then again, he was handsome all the time, but he looked even more so when he tried to.

		He shrugged his shoulders before answering. “It’s not like we’re exclusive yet, Esme. I met her online, just like I did you.”

		“But it’s Shelby,” I said, as if that explained anything. I wasn’t so mad that Caleb was seeing other people, but that he had also been seeing Shelby, my arch rival in almost everything we had ever done. Shelby and I had gone to school together, all the way back to high school. College followed, although we were thankfully studying different subjects, for the most part. We still had the odd class together, which made it all the worse.

		I had no idea how we had become such bitter rivals. Maybe one of us said something that set the other off when we were in school. All I knew was we had been constantly trying to one-up the other for years. Most of the time it had been about who had better grades. We were both in a race to earn collegiate honors. We ended up finishing our academic careers tied at the top. It was annoying having to share the stage with her at graduation, but I mostly got over it.

		However, our rivalry showed up in other areas as well. We both played intramural sports in college and frequently found ourselves on the two best teams. My team would win in soccer and then her team would win in basketball. It would go back and forth like that, each of us always trying to score over the other.

		After college, I had thought our rivalry would be over. After all, we were both going our own separate ways. Or so I thought. I didn’t even know where Shelby lived these days, but it sounded like she was doing the same thing I was. We were each spending a few months living in the city on saved up money, trying to find our future paths before we entered the workforce or settled down and got married. But here we were dating the same guy, vying for his attention.

		“She’s a nice girl,” Caleb said, defending himself. “I mean, you’re nice too. I’m just not ready to commit yet to being exclusive.”

		“What would it take to get you to dump her?” I asked, my pettiness showing through.

		“Hmm,” Caleb said as he scratched his chin in thought. “That’s an interesting question. Then again, you ask it as if you have first dibs on me. You should know that my first date with Shelby was before our first date.”

		I clenched my fists underneath the table, refusing to believe that I might have been one-upped by Shelby once again. Not only had we matched with the same guy, but she had beat me to the first date. I did not want to know the time difference between the two dates. I had kissed Caleb on our first date. Had there still been some trace of Shelby on his lips when I had kissed him? I shuddered to think about that.

		“Look, if you like Shelby more than me, let’s just end it here,” I offered. This was my chance at leaving all of this behind me. Not that I wanted to. I really liked Caleb. He was a great guy and I could definitely foresee us having a serious relationship in the future. I didn’t want to go so far as to say that he was marriage-worthy, but I wasn’t going to discount that possibility either.

		“I never said that,” Caleb said. “I like you, Esme. I have since our first date.”

		“Don’t try and string me along,” I countered. “I’m not that kind of girl who goes all weak in the knees over a man. I want it straight. Do you think we have something together or not?”

		“I definitely think we have something,” Caleb replied calmly. The most frustrating part of this little fight of ours was how calm he was. I felt like I was constantly trying to control myself, to keep myself from yelling and making a scene. Caleb looked like he was effortlessly calm. “Esme, I like you. I like you a lot.”

		“But you like Shelby too?” I asked.

		Caleb nodded his head. “Is that so bad? Is it bad that I love two beautiful and capable young women? I didn’t ask to find you both. And now that I have, I just can’t decide between you two.”

		“I’m guessing you want us to compete or something,” I said. “You want us to try and win you over. You know what’s sad? I don’t even mind that anymore. Sure, I don’t want to compete for your heart, but at the same time, I feel like I’ve been doing it all my life. Shelby and I have been rivals for years. I suppose it’s only fair that we keep up that rivalry over the man we both fancy. It’s fate or something.”

		Caleb smiled as I talked myself into competing with Shelby once again, this time for Caleb’s heart. I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but after all the bad blood between Shelby and me, I couldn’t let this go. I couldn’t give up Caleb to her hands. I was back in the rat race and there was nothing I could do to avoid that.

		“Fine,” I finally said. “But you better come up with some ground rules for this thing so the competition doesn’t get out of hand. And I mean it. Shelby and I can get downright mean when we need to.”

		Caleb’s smile grew larger. “I think that can be arranged.”

		And just like that, the competition had begun, whether Shelby realized it or not.
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		Shelby

		

		“F uck you, Caleb,” I said as we ate lunch. I had vaguely been aware that Caleb had been playing the field a little. I did not assume we were exclusive, even if I had not made any attempts at talking with other guys. Caleb was too great of a catch to let myself lose focus by getting involved with other men. But obviously I was not quite good enough to earn the exclusive label outright. Worse, the other woman in question was Esme, my long time rival. How the hell did we both match with Caleb?

		Caleb’s smirk was enough to tell me that he knew I would put up with this. Sadly, he was right. The combination of knowing I was once again competing against Esme and the fact I really liked Caleb and wanted him to myself was enough to get my competitive juices flowing again. With any luck, this would turn out like intramural basketball where my team always kicked Esme’s team’s butts. Then again, I knew it could go the other way, as it had in our soccer games. It was all around frustrating knowing that Esme was my equal in so many different ways. It would be tolerable if we didn’t keep running into each other.

		“You really think I’m going to compete against Esme to be your exclusive girlfriend?” I asked, still trying to make sure I understood Caleb’s proposal in its entirety. “What makes you think I won’t just walk away? You really think you’re such hot stuff that you can pit me against Esme like this?”

		“I don’t mean it like that,” Caleb said. “And actually, the competition was kind of Esme’s idea. I just wanted you to know what was happening. It wouldn’t be fair to you if Esme started competing against you and you didn’t even know it. I want this to be fair. That’s all.”

		“I guess that makes sense,” I said, still a little skeptical of the whole scenario. How did I find myself in this situation? Why was I having to compete to win over a guy? I had always thought I was a pretty great catch myself. I got more than enough male attention for myself. But then again, those other men weren’t Caleb. It was hard to pinpoint exactly what it was about him, but he really was a great guy. And he was handsome too. There were times I felt like he was out of my league. Then again, there were other times when I would fantasize about having his babies, so it was impossible to really know the truth.

		“The end date is Valentine’s Day,” Caleb said. “That’s when I make my decision. Which means you have about six weeks to win me over.”

		“I really should just walk out of this restaurant right now,” I said. “This is ridiculous.”

		“But you’re not going to do that,” Caleb countered. “I know we haven’t been dating for long, but I’ve got a good sense about people and I know two things about you. One, you’re not someone who will live down a challenge. That’s probably how your little rivalry with Esme started in the first place. One of you challenged the other, whether purposeful or by chance. Two, you like me too much to give up. I’ve seen the way you look at me sometimes. I’m not blind to the effect I have on people. You want me.”

		None of what Caleb said was unknown to me. I had spent many hours in self-reflection, trying to figure out who I was and what I was best at. And the truth was, I hated to back down from challenges and I definitely had a thing for Caleb. If he was not so crush worthy, I might have been able to turn him down, but from the moment we started chatting online, I knew he wouldn’t be easy to let go of. That was now proving more than accurate. There was no way I could just walk away from him like that.

		“And let’s say you’re right,” I said. “How do you expect the two of us to compete? You expect us to slut ourselves up and try and win you over with all the depraved things we might be willing to do? Do you expect us to turn ourselves into slaves or something? How am I supposed to compete against someone for your affection?”

		“That’s a good question,” Caleb said. “I hadn’t actually thought of that before. Although since Esme has already agreed to the terms I’ve laid out for you, there isn’t much you can do about that. If you agree to the terms, you’re in the competition. If you turn them down, Esme automatically wins and I’ll be blocking your phone number.”

		“Do you have any hints to make this go easier for me?” I asked. Not that I expected an answer. That wasn’t how this was going to work. I was going to have to do the work on my own, whatever work that entailed. I was still confused how exactly I was going to win Caleb’s affection fully in the next six weeks.

		“I can’t tell you that,” Caleb said. “But as you know, I’m a guy and admittedly, most guys have a few things they like to see on a woman. I suppose you could start there. Or you could keep an eye on Esme and figure out what she’s up to so you can get some ideas. It’s that simple. Impress me and you win. Get shown up by Esme and you lose.”

		“Okay, fine, I’m in,” I said, still annoyed, but I was already thinking about how I could pull out the win over Esme. I couldn’t lose Caleb so soon in our relationship, even if we weren’t exclusive yet. But I was determined to win.

		“I’m glad to hear it.”

		“Just one more question,” I added. “There aren’t any other girls you’re seeing right now, is there?”

		Caleb smiled. “No, it’s just you two. As much fun as a third or fourth girlfriend would be fun, I don’t think I have the time for that.”

		I knew I looked relieved. I couldn’t hide the fact that I had been worried it might be more than just me and Esme. Not that it would have mattered. I was all in and I was dead set on winning.
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		Esme

		

		“H ow am I going to beat Shelby?” I asked myself as I paced back and forth in my small apartment bedroom. I had always been someone who needed to move around when I was thinking. When the weather was nice, that meant I went for walks. It was a great way to see the city and get my thinking done at the same time. And there was exercise involved.

		But this was the dead of winter and it was much too cold to go out for a walk. Not to mention it was dark. I was small enough that I knew I would be an easy target for someone who wanted to rob me, or worse. I wasn’t about to head out into the unknown like that. Instead, I chose to get my thinking mileage in by pacing back and forth across my bedroom.

		Shelby and I had competed in almost every arena before, but we had never done it over a guy. And I certainly couldn’t believe that we were doing it now, except for the fact that we had both agreed to it. I hadn’t actually seen Shelby since we graduated from college last year. I only found out about Caleb and Shelby through an acquaintance. After that, I confronted Caleb about it and that led me to once again competing with Shelby, as much as I hated it.

		“I can’t think here,” I said suddenly, realizing that I was getting nowhere. I needed something to stimulate my mind and my bedroom wasn’t doing it for me. I grabbed my coat and walked out of the apartment, not entirely sure where I was going to go.

		The cold night air made my next decision an easy one. I ended up at the local mall. It was indoors and plenty warm. Unlike some malls I had seen, this one still felt vibrant. The anchor stores were all open and the ice skating rink in the center was busy with kids taking skating lessons. The place was busy, even for a weeknight. I supposed it helped that it was cold out. Fewer people were willing to spend their time outside so they all congregated inside. The mall just served as a gathering point.

		It took awhile for me to get into the thinking groove. I was used to thinking in relative quiet, but the mall had an overactive din to it that was hard to adjust to. But I finally managed, keeping my head down and my hands in my coat pockets. I even managed to make a full lap of the mall. Unfortunately, no new ideas came to me.

		I stopped outside a department store and sat down on an empty bench. There were groups of teenagers roving around, many of them with their heads buried in their phones. That was no real surprise. I had been one of those teens once. Thankfully I grew out of the habit of completely ignoring the world around me for the much smaller world of my phone screen.

		At first, that was all I saw. I just saw people wandering around, some holding shopping bags, others just browsing. It was impressive how much pleasure people could derive from consumerism. I had always wondered if that was inherent in people or if we were raised that way in the constant bombardment of advertising. To be honest, I didn’t even want to know the answer. It was better to remain ignorant on the subject, to continue to live in bliss.

		“What’s going on up there?” I suddenly asked myself as I looked up ahead and saw a group of people gathering at a booth in the middle of the long corridor. Whatever was happening, I had missed it on my previous lap, being too caught up in the floor tiles to look around me. Whatever it was, it seemed to be popular, with lots of people hooting and hollering over whatever demonstration was taking place.

		I got up from the bench and slowly approached. I wanted to remain an observer. I generally considered myself a well adjusted young woman, but there were times when I shied away from large gatherings and masses of strangers. I had no intention of actually partaking in what was going on. I just wanted more details.

		“Swap App,” I whispered to myself, as I read the sign above the display. I hadn’t heard of it before, but whatever the current demonstration was, it was drawing a lot of attention.

		I stood back at least 20 feet, just watching as the person running the booth stood beside an older woman who had taken a seat in a tall chair. The woman sported short and curly silver-gray hair, much like I had seen on many women over the years.

		“Now remember, everyone,” the woman running the booth and demonstration said. “Every user who signs up gets a free hair makeover without ever having to pay a cent. Not that you have to pay money for this little gem of an app. Instead, you make a swap. But let’s focus on dear Betty here and see what she chooses.”

		“I’ve always wanted strawberry blonde hair,” the old woman said.

		“We can do that. Just give me one moment to update your preferences in the app.”

		The woman running the booth clicked and scrolled on the phone in her hands for a moment. “There she said. Are you ready for the new you?”

		The old woman nodded her head. “Yes, I’m ready.”

		“Great. Here we go.”

		I watched in fascination as the old woman’s hair darkened and gained new color. In mere moments, all the silver and gray was gone from her head and in its place was the strawberry blonde locks of a much younger woman. If I had not just been witness to it myself, I would have never believed it was possible. There were further hoots and hollers, both in surprise as well as a desire to try this app for themselves.

		I could barely believe my eyes. What I had just seen should not have been possible. And yet, I had just seen it and it definitely was possible, assuming the old woman had not been a plant. But the way she got up, hugged the woman running the booth, and then walked away to continue her shopping, made me think she was just a random passerby and not someone paid to be there. She wasn’t a plant.

		The wheels in my mind started to turn. This was a great opportunity to make a push for Caleb. If an app could do something like this, I could give Caleb something much more fun to look at, which surely had to count for something. I had always been blonde, but my dishwater blonde hair could definitely be more attractive. I would have considered getting my hair dyed, but to make it look good I would need to go to a salon and I just didn’t have the money for that right now. I was floating until I actually buckled down and got a job. But if what I heard was correct, the app didn’t cost money. And the hair change was free anyway. There seemed to be little downside, assuming I could make it through the user agreement without pulling my hair out. But with an app that promised so much, I wasn’t about to dive in without reading the fine print.

		As soon as I spotted the QR code, I knew exactly what I was going to do. As another demonstration took place, I walked by the booth as if I was just headed toward the other end of the mall. But as I passed the display with the QR code, I quickly pulled out my phone and scanned it. From there, it was a brisk walk home. I had to try this for myself. It was time for Esme to go platinum blonde. Guys were supposed to like that.
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		Shelby

		

		“T hat bitch,” I cursed as I tossed my phone across the room onto my bed. I was angry, but not angry enough to break my phone, especially after I learned about its potential.

		I had just gotten off the phone with a friend. I guess technically my friend was also a friend of Esme. I couldn’t couch for my friend’s taste, but she did make for a good go-between. I could get all kinds of dirt on Esme that way. Although I knew I needed to be careful, because our friend, Karen, could also give information to Esme. It was a two-way street.

		I knew Esme didn’t have much money. She was mostly surviving on money she had received as a graduation gift. I was doing the same thing. It meant pinching pennies until we got real jobs. I had managed to supplement my income with a little acting work, just being an extra in a couple television shows, but that didn’t really pay well. I was just lucky. Esme probably had her own little ways to make a few extra bucks here or there, but I knew she didn’t have the money for anything serious, like a salon quality dye job.

		I always figured there were two types of blondes. There were the women who had blonde hair naturally and just left it that way. Esme had been one of those women. She had dishwater blonde hair, which wasn’t great to look at, but she could still call herself a blonde. The other type was women who dyed their hair as light as possible, going for the platinum blonde look. It was fake, but guys liked it, thus reinforcing its use.

		Esme had gone platinum blonde. She had actually changed her appearance for a guy. I couldn’t believe it. I would have assumed she would have tried to just be kinkier than me or something. A sex competition would be completely weird, but there were only so many ways to draw a guy in, especially when the woman was on a budget, like the both of us were.

		Luckily, Karen knew more than just the fact that Esme now had a head of platinum blonde hair. She knew how Esme had done it.

		“It’s called the Swap App, I think,” Karen had said. “I don’t get how it works, but she’s got light blonde hair now, so it must.”

		At first I thought Esme was trying to pass me bad information through Karen. That’s the sort of thing secret agents would do. Not that either of us were secret agents, but I could understand where the idea had come from. But Karen seemed too convinced of the idea to believe Esme was pulling one over on her.

		I picked up my phone again and started searching the internet for information. At first glance, it was real. There was a website for it and everything. I knew Esme wasn’t an IT person, so I doubted she could have gone to such lengths to throw me off her trail with a fake app that promised to make changes to your body in exchange for increasing or decreasing certain characteristics.

		“Fuck, really?” I said as I read more about the app’s features. “Bigger breasts for a decrease in intelligence. Of course it’s all about boobs and smarts. That’s how guys think. They want a dumb girl with big tits.”

		However, the more I read about this app, the more I realized its potential. I could give myself just a little boost here and there to make sure I won the competition. And if I did it right, I wouldn’t even really notice anything was different. Or at least I would be able to change back after I won. I could even take it slow so Caleb didn’t even notice how my boobs and butt slowly shrank back down to normal. It seemed like the perfect plan.

		“But I get to change my hair once for free,” I reminded myself. “Let’s start there.”

		I quickly downloaded the app and created an account. It wanted lots of information from me, including a few selfies. I was hesitant to give the app that kind of access, but from what I had read about the Swap App, it was incredibly secure and all personal information never left the phone. It took a few minutes for everything to initialize. I used that time to pace around my apartment, wanting to make sure I was doing the right thing.

		I had already decided what I wanted to change first. Obviously, my option was my hair. I had always had boring brown hair. All the color I used either came from makeup or clothing. My hair just always appeared so lifeless and plain. That was about to change. I didn’t want to copy Esme, even though I was curious what I would look like with light blonde hair. But I always wanted to make clear the contrast between Esme and myself. That meant I decided to go dark. I decided black hair would be my route to Caleb’s heart.

		It only took a few swipes and clicks to make my selection in the app. It sent up a few warning boxes when I hit the swap button, mostly warning me that this was my one and only free action in the app. Everything else would need to be properly exchanged for.

		“Processing,” I read out loud after I had accepted the various warnings.

		I stood in front of the mirror and waited. It took a moment, but suddenly my hair started to darken until it was jet black. It was so different from what I was used to, but after a moment of confusion seeing my new appearance, I decided it looked good. And just like that, I had black hair, without having to worry about hair dye or anything like that.

		But as I stood there admiring my new hair color, I started thinking about what else the app could do for me. Obviously, I would have to pay, but that seemed reasonable. And I figured I could always reverse the charges when it was all said and done, or so I assumed. The return policy seemed a little vague, but I was certain there was a good reason for it.

		“Guys like boobs,” I said as I switched from hair to breasts in the app. Not only could my breast size be altered, but so too could my waist, my butt, and lips, not to mention there were other changes that I could perform to my hair. But for the moment, I was sticking with what I was certain Caleb would like most. I wasn’t big in the chest department, so any size increase would be noticeable. I figured an increase of two cup sizes seemed reasonable.

		Of course, increasing my breast size meant a loss of intelligence, at least temporarily. But considering I didn’t have a day job to worry about at the moment, I wasn’t concerned about losing a few brain cells. Sure, I might be more likely to spend my afternoons watching soap operas or whatever, but that wouldn’t have been that bad. I would survive.

		I made the necessary setting changes in the app and then took a moment to review them one last time. I didn’t want to get anything wrong. Finally, I hit Swap.

		“Warning,” the phone said out loud. “Cup sizes are approximate and may be smaller or larger than when properly measured. Please remove all constricting garments before clicking OK on the screen.”

		I was impressed that the app read off the instructions like that. Who knew? It might be possible to blow up one’s boobs so much they lost the ability to read. But it was a good reminder to make room for the breast growth I was about to experience. I quickly pulled off my top and bra. The bra wouldn’t fit in a few minutes. It looked like I would be going braless for a while. I could only hope my bigger breasts didn’t need the support.

		I hit Ok and watched in the mirror as my breasts slowly expanded. I realized while I stood there, that it made sense that the app could not actually promise cup size differences. Every woman’s body was different and an increase on one woman would look different from the same increase on another woman. There were a lot of variables involved.

		“Whoa,” I said as the growth suddenly surged forward, my skin almost rippling as it tried to keep up with expansion. My eyes darted back and forth between my reflection in the mirror and valley of cleavage I saw when I looked down. I had no words to describe what had just happened. By the app’s best estimate, it had bumped me up from a B-cup to a D-cup. Not that I could confirm that at the moment.

		However, as my breasts stopped growing, a fog seemed to seep into my mind. I suddenly found it difficult to think or even understand the sensory feedback I was receiving. My eyes were working, but I couldn’t comprehend what I was seeing. I would have panicked, but I didn’t even have it in me to do that.

		“Thank you for using the Swap App,” the voice said as my head started to clear.

		I let out a sigh of relief, but as my sight returned, I found myself staring at my reflection and giggling. It looked like the app was true to its word. I had exchanged intelligence for bigger boobs. But at least my boobs looked good. They were big and perky, with the perfect balance of softness and firmness. I was certain Caleb would enjoy my enhancements. I knew it.
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		Esme

		

		Iknew I was a fool. I knew I was wasting my Thursday night by sitting in a coffee shop across from Caleb’s favorite restaurant. I had it on good authority through Karen that Shelby was going on a date with him tonight and I wanted to see what she had been up to. I wanted to see what kind of competition I was really up against.

		I already knew that Caleb liked my new hair color. He complimented me on it the moment he set eyes on me for our last date. He even ran his fingers through my hair while we kissed at the end of the night. He had never done that before. I was certain I was on the right path, even if I had no intention of ever using the Swap App again. I was happy with my hair and as long as Shelby didn’t do something insane, I was certain that I would come out the winner. She couldn’t stop me.

		“Son of a bitch,” I cursed as I nearly spat out my coffee as I looked out across the street. I had been right that Caleb would choose his favorite restaurant for his date with Shelby. We had eaten there ourselves. That had been the restaurant where I first broached the topic of him also seeing Shelby. That restaurant was the birthplace of the competition.

		I looked around me, making sure I hadn’t disturbed any of the other coffee shop customers. The last thing I wanted was to get escorted out or, worse, cause a scene out on the street. I didn’t want Shelby to know I was spying on her. Luckily, no one seemed to notice what I’d said over the sound of the music playing over the speakers.

		However, the reason for my outburst was not that Caleb had indeed taken Shelby to the restaurant. It was what I saw when Shelby stepped out of his car.

		First, I saw her hair. Shelby had always been pretty in my mind, but her hair held her back. It was plain and boring, no matter what she did with it. But the hair I saw on Shelby’s head looked very different. It was raven black, giving her an entirely different look than she had ever had before. Seeing her head from behind, I could have assumed it was another woman, but the moment she turned and smiled in Caleb’s direction, I knew it was her.

		However, it was what I noticed second about Shelby that made me curse. As she turned, I got a glimpse of her chest. Both Shelby and I had always been relatively small in the chest department. I had no idea what her actual bra size was, since that wasn’t something we had ever shared with each other, but I figured we were similar. But what I saw made it clear that Shelby was bigger now. Her breasts were fuller and more attention getting. And given the style of dress she wore, it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra.

		I bit my lip as I tried to think. Clearly Shelby had gotten word about my use of the Swap App to change my hair. She had done the same, taking advantage of the free hair offer. And since I had gone with platinum blonde hair, she had gone the opposite direction, making her hair pitch black. I mean, it looked good on her, but I didn’t like it.

		But Shelby had done more than just mess with her hair. She had actually swapped in bigger boobs. That had to cost her. I couldn’t tell how big she had gone, but it was noticeable. And I could tell that Caleb seemed more interested in her chest. His head was bent down more, giving him a more constant view of her cleavage. And if Shelby was embarrassed or annoyed by his staring, she certainly didn’t show it. If anything, she looked happier and more giggly than I remembered her being.

		As soon as Caleb led Shelby into the restaurant, I decided it was time to make my exit. I finished my coffee, tossing back the last few sips in one go. Then I walked out.

		I considered looking at the Swap App to determine exactly what Shelby may have traded away, but there was no way I was opening that app in public. It would be too easy for someone to look over my shoulder and either watch what I was doing, or worse, snatch my phone out of my hand and start making wholesale changes to my body before I had a chance to react. I simply didn’t trust people to do what was right when they had the power to turn me into some sort of fuckdoll.

		I hurried home, holding my coat tight against my body as I tried to look nonchalant about what I was doing. I nearly broke into a run three separate times before I finally returned to my apartment. And as soon as the door was shut behind me, I ripped off my jacket, tossed it on the floor and then ran into my bedroom so that I could look at the Swap App in peace.

		I couldn’t believe I was doing this as I opened the app. I had figured a change in hair color would be all I needed to do. Obviously I had been naive to think Shelby would not use every tool at her disposal to win Caleb. That just meant I would need to find a way to one-up her.

		My mouth hung slack as I read all the trade offers the Swap App offered. Since I knew Shelby had upgraded her breasts, that was where I started and I couldn’t believe what I was reading.

		“You gave up intelligence for boobs?” I asked the absent Shelby. I couldn’t believe that someone who graduated college tied for the top of her class would so willingly give up some of her intelligence just to get a guy.

		“Well, I suppose it could be temporary,” I reasoned as I tried to look at it from every angle. That led me to ask myself what I would give up, even if only for a few weeks, to win the competition. And a couple weeks of being average or even below average in the intelligence department seemed reasonable. Sure, it would be weird, but if that was what it took, then I was willing to take the plunge.

		However, before I started upgrading my boobs, I decided to take a closer look at the other options. It appeared, in addition to trading breast size for intelligence, I could also trade a decrease in waist size for a decrease in modesty, an increase in butt size for a decrease in inhibitions, an increase in the size of my lips for an increase in my sexuality, and I could make addition changes to my hair for an increase in my submissiveness. That was heady stuff and I was already wondering how far I might need to go. What was my limit?

		More importantly, what was Shelby’s limit. With this being a competition for Caleb’s interest, it was not just about how far I would go, but how far my competition would go. Would Shelby really turn herself into someone else entirely just to be with Caleb? Would I?

		I pushed those thoughts out of my head for now. They were unimportant, especially when I figured I would be able to return myself to normal at the end. Once I had won, Caleb might not even notice me slowly returning myself to normal if I took a long enough time to do it. Guys were weird that way, but I could see it happening.

		With my decision made to not only match Shelby, but take myself even further than she had, I decided I wanted to see everything happen in real time. I pulled off my top and my bra, wanting a full view. Not to mention that if the Swap app did as advertised, I would quickly outgrow my bra. I would have to live with going braless for a while, at least until the competition was over and I could start returning to my old self. Although I was pretty sure I was going to keep my new hair. It took a few days to get used to it, but I was enjoying the lighter color. Win or lose, that stayed. And since it was free, I didn’t need to worry about it.

		I ended up shucking off my pants too, not wanting to let anything get in the way of the app’s work. Although I kept my panties on. I wasn’t ready for any changes to my butt yet. That would only come if needed, if Shelby forced my hand.

		With my body exposed, I picked up my phone and started making the necessary changes. I considered matching Shelby’s boobs, but I knew if I wanted to win this I was going to have to go bigger than her. Not that I knew how big she had gone, but I figured an increase of four cup sizes should prove fruitful. I only wish I had a better understanding of how much intelligence the app would take in exchange. It wasn’t clear.

		That right there should have been a big red flag, but I ignored it. I was too caught up in the competition. I was too caught up in my need to win. It wasn’t even necessarily about Caleb anymore. Sure, I liked him and saw a future with him, but I couldn’t stand to see Shelby with him. Therefore, it was my duty to win.

		I paused for a moment, before I actually made the change in the app. It would only take four quick taps and then I would press the Swap button. It was that easy. And this was my last chance to avoid any unforeseen events.

		“Fuck it,” I said. “Let’s go.”

		I made all the necessary changes in the app and I pressed Swap.

		The app read off some warning that I didn’t pay attention to. I just hit the OK button and let it go to work.

		I watched in the mirror as my breasts started to expand. They grew bigger and heavier as they pushed away from my chest. Thankfully they remained perky. With each passing second, they got bigger and bigger, forcing my skin to stretch more and more.

		I started to worry that I had made a mistake. I started to worry that I had gone too big. I started to worry that my skin might not be able to compensate for the increased mass on my chest. However, just as those worries started to coalesce in my mind, my skin responded, gaining in elasticity and coverage.

		“Wow,” I said as I watched my chest grow from my simple B-cups to what I figured must be something in the neighborhood of F-cups. They were big enough where looking down, I couldn’t really see my feet. It would take some time to get used to their new size.

		As they reached their end growth point, I reached up to feel my new breasts. Compared to my previous size, they were absolutely massive. It would definitely take time to get used to them. I could only imagine this was what it was like waking up after a breast augmentation. At least the feeling of my fingers on my breasts felt normal, or as normal as they can when so much mass has been added. My fingers didn’t recognize my breasts, but my breasts certainly recognized my fingers. It was a strange dichotomy.

		However, a moment later, all that had been forgotten. A fog seemed to seep into my brain, slowing down my thoughts to a standstill. I just stood there, vacantly, unable to process anything that I was seeing or hearing. Had I been able to understand what was happening, I would have realized this was the payment for my new boobs. The fog was what was limiting my intelligence, draining it away, leaving me with bigger tits, but a smaller brain. Or something like that. It was all so confusing.

		Eventually the fog seemed to pass. My thoughts woke up, but I still felt really slow. I tried taking mental inventory for myself, but my thoughts wouldn’t come together enough to think of more than an item or two. Beyond that, I found myself vacantly staring into the mirror, looking at my reflection, especially my big tits. I giggled with no prompting. It just happened. But seeing how giggling made my tits jiggle, I found myself doing it again.

		I lost all track of time as I stood there in front of the mirror. It could have been five minutes or it could have been two hours. I had no idea. Luckily, I managed to catch sight of my phone out of the corner of my eye, which was enough to remind me about the Swap App and the other step I had decided to take.

		Looking in the mirror, I loved my big tits. And at their new size, they were definitely tits. Then again, it seemed my vocabulary had become severely limited from what it once was. Anyone meeting me would not believe that I had graduated college with honors. They would think I was just some dumb slut who got her tits pumped up with silly-cone, or whatever it was called. And in a weird way, that was who I was now. I didn’t know about what my tits were made of, but that was certainly how I was going to be presenting myself from now on, whether intentional or not. This was who I was for now.

		I returned my gaze to my phone and the app which was open on the screen. The bigger tits did fun things for my figure, although it made me look a little top heavy. But there was an easy fix for that. I had always been pretty athletic, but that had left me with a relatively straight figure. I wasn’t a stick, but I had no womanly curves to speak of. The bigger tits helped there, but I knew I could do better.

		“Four sizes bigger in the boobs and four inches smaller in the waist ought to do it,” I managed to say before I broke out into another set of giggles.

		I made the necessary changes in the app and then I pressed Swap. Again, the app started to read a message to me, but I skipped over all that by pressing OK. It was easy.

		Suddenly it felt like a metal band had encircled my waist. Then it started to shrink, as if it were a corset being tightened. I could only watch as my waist started to shrink, inch by inch. It didn’t take long, nor did it hurt. But I had a feeling it should have hurt. People’s insides don’t just rearrange themselves like that, making room for a shrinking waist. Not that I cared about that. I just loved the results.

		“I’m a hottie now,” I told my reflection as I turned this way and that, making sure to get a good look at my small taut midriff and my big tits in profile. There was room to make additional changes, but this was enough for now. I didn’t want to drive Shelby too crazy. And I didn’t want to create too big a gap to catch up.

		I didn’t even notice the mental exchange as I lost four notches off my modesty. I did know, when I finally decided to put clothes back on, which would happen at some point, but I didn’t exactly care when, I was going to make it a point to show off as much of my body as I could manage with my current wardrobe. That likely meant something with a low neckline to show off my tits and a cropped hem to show off my midriff.

		But most importantly, I was certain Caleb would love what he saw on our next date. And if Shelby spotted me, I was certain she would be seething with anger at seeing me be so hot and her still struggling to keep up. I was going to enjoy beating her. And this time, I was certain there would be no coming back for her. I was going to destroy her with my hot body and leave her to cry.
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		Shelby

		

		Ifelt so good on my date with Caleb. Not only did he keep looking at my expanded chest, but he loved my new hair as well. I felt certain there was nothing Esme could do to stop me now. Sure, I felt a bit giggly now. That was the result of the intelligence trade I made for the boobs. But you know what? I kinda realized I wasn’t really using all those smarts. I mean, I wasn’t working yet, so there was no need for them. My only interest was in securing Caleb as my exclusive boyfriend.

		However, I was a little bothered at the start of our date. After we arrived at the restaurant I thought I saw Esme across the street in the coffee shop window. It was hard to tell, because it was dark and she changed her hair, but I think it was her. I looked again when we left after our meal, but I didn’t see her. But that’s no surprise. What’s the likelihood someone stays at a late night coffee shop for hours on end without reading or working on something? Seems pretty small if you ask me. I’m just going to assume it was her. That means Esme knows about my boobs. As long as she doesn’t one-up me, I knew I would be fine.

		That only lasted until the next morning. I woke up in my apartment with the sound of a text. As much as I wanted to spend the night with Caleb, he brushed me off, feigning work. Yes, he does have a job, but I was definitely a bit disappointed that he wasn’t willing to take our relationship further. But I suppose he’s trying to be fair to both me and Esme. He doesn’t want to let physical entanglements get in the way.

		Even in my muddled state, I could understand that, but I didn’t like it. Yes, I was being selfish, but that was the point of this competition. I wanted to win. And I wanted Esme to lose.

		I rolled over, mashing my big boobs into the bed. I used to sleep on my stomach, but I couldn’t do that anymore. I always slept on my back or side now. Luckily, I could handle being on my stomach for short periods, as long as I kept my upper body propped up on my elbows.

		“Let’s see who’s texting me,” I said as I unlocked my phone.

		“Suck on these tatas,” read the caption on a close up pair of tits. They were big and round and perky.

		“Stupid bitch,” I typed back. The number was unknown to me, but I was certain it was Esme. She was taunting me. She probably got my number from Karen. I had no idea how Karen had managed to remain friends with both of us without issue or even figuring out that the two of us were in a constant state of feud.

		A moment later another text came through. “You will be too if you try to match me.” Another picture appeared, this time slightly wider. Esme’s face was still hidden, but both her tits and her waist were in view. Her waist was tiny. It took me a moment to realize what she had done. Not only had she pumped up her tits with the app to make them even bigger than mine, she also shrunk her waist.

		I should have just laughed her off, but I was aware she had an upcoming date with Caleb. Part of me wanted to crash her date, but I knew that would probably turn Caleb against me. But I had a pretty good idea of how things were going to go. With tits like that, Caleb wouldn’t be able to look Esme in the eyes. And with a waist like that, she would look killer in a slinky dress that hugged her body tightly. Just imagining the scene made me jealous.

		I didn’t respond to Esme’s further taunt. There was a part of me that wanted to open up the Swap App and get right to work. I wanted to prove to her that I could go as big and as small as her. And I would even top her. If she thought she could get by with just bigger tits and a smaller waist, I would match her and then one-up her with a bigger butt. I was certain Caleb would enjoy that. He would have something nice to look at when I faced him and when my back was turned to him. And my profile would be really stunning. There was no way he could turn me down then. Did Esme really think she could win this arms race?

		However, I didn’t do that quite yet. Instead, I contacted Karen to find out if she knew when Esme’s next date was. As it turned out, her date night followed my date night. That seemed par for the course. She was always following me, even if she had been the first to mess with her waist. But those tits of hers made her a copycat. That’s just how it was in my opinion.

		In addition to getting the goods on Esme’s next date, I also got Karen to give me Esme’s address. If Esme was going to spy on me, I was going to spy right back. I was not going to give her any satisfaction in putting one over on me. She might look good for her date tonight, but I was going to look better for my next date with Caleb. She wasn’t going to beat me.

		Unfortunately, I didn’t exactly have a lot to do between waking up in the morning and the time when Esme was supposed to get picked up for her date. I had no acting gigs on the horizon and the intelligence loss I had experienced left me less interested in reading compared to normal for me. In a way, that was too bad. I had been in the middle of a really interesting book about the Hittite empire. But I couldn’t process the words, let alone find an ancient culture thousands of years old interesting anymore.

		Instead, I spent my day watching soap operas. That was the extent of what my mind could handle. Luckily, despite my past dislike of them, I found myself not only enjoying the stories unfold on the screen, but I found them completely engrossing. It was so easy to spend all afternoon on the couch watching. I actually found myself wishing I could have a life in one of the stories. And the guys were definitely hot. I wouldn’t mind being with them. Not that I was going to let my eyes off the real prize that was Caleb.

		And it was with that in mind that I got myself in position early. I didn’t want to show up late. I also didn’t want to get spotted by either Caleb or Esme. She had been sloppy in sitting in the cafe window. She had been spotted. I was not going to let the same thing happen to me.

		I started by dressing warmly. It was cold outside and I decided my usual coat would not work for me. It was bright red and was recognizable, if not by me, than at least by Caleb. I needed to make sure he was just as much in the dark as Esme was.

		Layers were my friend. I wore a tank top under a thick sweater. On top of that, I wore a hoodie that I could pull up to disguise myself. For my legs, I wore a pair of warm tights under a pair of jeans I rarely wore because of how loose they were on my legs. Tight was in fashion and I was not going to go against fashion when I was in the hunt for a man.

		I arrived at the block where Esme lived just as it was getting dark. I wanted to get in position when there was still a bit of light left so I could get the lay of the land. I recognized that I wasn’t exactly a towering figure and if someone showed up and wanted to mug me, or worse, I wasn’t in a position to put up much of a fight. There were no shops directly across the street from Esme’s apartment building. There were just more apartment buildings with stoops out front.

		I tucked myself into one of the corners, unfortunately standing near a garbage can that needed emptying. The smell I could handle though. As long as I got the information I needed, I would be fine.

		It was not a long wait before Caleb pulled up to the curb in front of Esme’s apartment building. I recognized his car first, and then him when he stepped out and walked up the steps. He rang the bell, but was quickly let upstairs.

		As I leaned against the wall in the shadows across the street, I was almost shivering in the cold, wishing I had worn another layer, especially something that would hold out against the biting wind. It wasn’t necessarily strong, but it was cold and it seemed to cut right through my three layers. If I didn’t see what I wanted to see when they left, there was no way that I could manage to stay put long enough to observe their return. That could be hours.

		And then I saw them. Caleb held the door open for the new and improved Esme. I had seen the photos of her new assets that she sent me, but I had to wonder if she had gone shopping for a new dress too. Her dress was low-cut, giving a great view of her big tits. And they looked just as big, if not bigger, than in the photos. And her waist looked phenomenal, especially as there was a keyhole cutout around her belly-button. I never would have been so brave as to wear something like that, but she was rocking it like that was how she was supposed to dress. Coupled with the platinum blonde hair, Esme looked fantastic.

		My heart sank as I began to wonder if I really stood a chance. Esme looked perfect and, while I had made improvements, I still fell far behind her. If I was going to catch up to her level, I had work to do.

		As I stood there with my arms wrapped around me, I tried not to think how cold Esme must have been. Then again, she was only out in the cold air for a few moments before Caleb opened the car door for her. A minute later and they were driving away, to who knew where. I did not know if or even when I would find out.

		As soon as the taillights of Caleb’s car disappeared around a corner, I stepped out of my hiding spot and hurried home. I needed to get warm and then I needed to open up the Swap App for additional upgrades. There was no way I could compete with Esme without going big.

		As soon as I arrived home, I stripped down and hopped in the shower to warm up. My hands and feet were especially cold. Luckily, my apartment stayed pretty warm during the winter. The radiator pumped out heat all the time, it seemed like. But I didn’t want to wait an hour to properly warm up. I didn’t have that kind of time, because I fully intended to use the Swap App before I went to bed.

		“Much better,” I said after stepping out of the bathroom. A hot shower was just what I needed. I had to take special caution to dry my hair, but that’s what fluffy towels and hair dryers were for.

		I slipped an old flannel nightgown on to keep me warm while I messed around with the app. However, I fully intended to watch the changes as they happened in the mirror, meaning I would not be wearing the nightgown all night.

		As I opened the app, I considered how to best organize my changes. I could do them one at a time or I could just do them all at once. My hair and boobs had been done separately, but I kind of liked the idea of watching a whole body change. That sounded hot, because I would transform into an attractive young woman into a hottie in one swoop.

		“Let’s go two bigger on the boobs,” I said as I started manipulating the app. I had no idea how much more intelligence I would lose, but I still figured this was all temporary. After all this was done I could reverse the changes. I vaguely wondered if it would feel like waking up after a long sleep. I was sure it would be weird, but I wasn’t going to back down from Esme’s challenge.

		“And to round it out,” I continued, “I guess I’ll select three on the waist and three on the butt. That should look good. I’ll still be top heavy, but I don’t think Caleb will mind.”

		Of course, the problem with the other changes was what I would be trading away. I would be losing modesty for a smaller waist and I would lose inhibitions as my butt got bigger. As far as I could tell, those two combined would just make me want to show off more. I certainly could handle that. Caleb would enjoy it too. And that was what mattered.

		Once all the settings were set, I stripped off my nightgown and stood in front of my mirror. Then I pressed Swap.

		The app started talking again, giving me the same warning as last time. I pressed OK and it stopped, allowing the process to begin.

		I nearly squealed as I watched my body shift and change. My growing boobs looked magnificent. They grew rounder and perkier, making it even easier to walk around braless. I doubted even my sports bras would fit these babies.

		Then there was my waist. It felt like a band or corset had been wrapped around my waist and it was slowly being tightened until several inches had been removed from my waist. I already had a pretty narrow waist, but this just made it better.

		And then there was my butt. I had to turn sideways to enjoy that one. It felt a lot like my growing boobs, but centered in a different place. I could feel my center of gravity shifting as my boobs and butt fought each other for supremacy. My smaller waist certainly changed things too.

		“You’re a hottie, Shelby,” I told my reflection before I broke out into a fit of giggles. And those giggles were more noticeable too. They made my bigger tits jiggle.

		“And here comes the fog,” I added as my mind seemed to go blank for a moment. It was nice. I smiled vacantly. It took a few moments, but my mind started to clear. The difference, however, was my mind didn’t really seem to want to do any thinking. Instead, I just stood there for a few minutes, staring at my sexy body.

		“Fuck, I’m horny,” I eventually said as my hands started to roam across my new form. My left hand moved up and started pawing at my tits. They felt good, especially when my fingers teased my nipples. My right hand traveled south and started to poke and prod my pussy lips and my clit. My vacant smile continued through all of this.

		Eventually I somehow made it back to my bed. I sat there, naked, as I played with myself. I had never felt this good. And the orgasm that arrived a few minutes later was better than anything I had ever experienced before. My whole body shook with pleasure as I threw my head back and stared up at the ceiling, seeing, but not actually seeing.

		Afterward, when I started to come down from my orgasmic high, I giggled when I realized that I was redesigning my body for sex. I had the tits and I had the butt. And I certainly had the dumb look that I was sure Caleb would enjoy. I couldn’t wait for him to fuck me.

		And with that thought, I started playing with myself again. It was going to be a long night until I was satisfied.
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		Esme

		

		“Y ou’re, like, really funny,” I said, giggling at one of Caleb’s jokes. I didn’t actually get it, but that was okay. It was better to just giggle and pretend I understood.

		Caleb smiled, appreciating my compliment. Although he had lots of reasons to smile. I was leaning forward to give him an even better view of my tits. I was still getting used to them myself, but I wanted to make sure Caleb got the full picture.

		Ever since I used the app, I found myself having to adapt to having big tits when I had tiny boobs before. I had twice opened cabinets into my tits, forgetting I had more there now. The cabinet doors used to swing open and just miss my body. Now, if I wasn’t careful, I could smack myself in the tits.

		Even at dinner with Caleb, I found myself needing to push the plate away from me an extra couple inches so I could see all of the food. And that didn’t include the added distance I had to transport food to reach my mouth. I dropped food onto my tits twice as we ate. Luckily, nothing ended up in my cleavage. I just used a napkin to wipe my skin clean.

		At least Caleb seemed to enjoy my struggles. Not that it was a big deal, but I figured the more time he was staring at my tits, the better.

		And if Caleb noticed my reduced intelligence levels, he was kind enough not to say anything. Then again, I had made sure he would be more focused on my body than my intellect. I had taken an old dress of mine that I never would have worn before and made a few alterations. The neckline was perfect with my new tits, but I added a cutout to show off my tiny waist and my belly-button. It gave Caleb something more to look at than just staring at my hair or my tits. I wanted to be more than just a dumb blonde with big tits. I wanted to be the whole package for him.

		After dinner, Caleb took me dancing. We ended up at a club. The bouncer whisked us inside, letting us skip the line to get in. I guess I looked that hot. And Caleb looked pretty good himself.

		It wasn’t long before I was grinding my ass into my date. I could feel his hard cock through his pants. Not that anything more than that happened. I would have been all for a little extracurricular activity, either me going back to his place or even us having a little fun in the back seat of his car. Hell, I might have even gone down on him in the bathroom had he asked me to.

		Not that I was upset at having a fun night out of dinner and dancing. We had a great time together. I was just left craving more.

		At least Caleb copped a good feel of my tits as he kissed me goodnight in front of my apartment door. I’d never actually had a man feel me up like that before. It felt really good and only made my sexual desire increase. I could only hope that he would take greater liberties in the future, because I didn’t know how long I could go without him fucking me.

		That night, after Caleb left, I had to take matters into my own hands. I pulled out my rabbit vibrator and went to town. I came three times before I felt sated. I fell asleep that night, naked, not bothering to change into my pajamas. Not that my top fit all that well anymore. My bigger tits had wiped out about half my tops. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to need to spend some money on new clothes soon.

		Waking up the next morning, I groaned, not because I was in pain, but because I was brought out of a wonderfully sexy dream with Caleb and me by the sound of my phone going off.

		“Ugh,” I said as I rolled over, off my back, to grab my phone off my nightstand. It was a text from Shelby. I had a feeling she might have seen me at some point last night. After all, I spied on her. It was only fair that she spy on me. As far as I figured, she could have been anywhere last night. Not that I was going to let her behavior change mine. Then again, I couldn’t keep track of her even if I wanted to. It was just too much for my poor mind to keep track of. I needed simplicity.

		“I’m back on top, you dumb blonde,” the text read, followed by a series of pictures. The first was much like the first one I had sent her before. It was just her tits. They looked as big as mine. She had gone for another upgrade.

		The second photo was much like the second one I took that showed off my waist. She too had gone that route. Her proportions looked similar to my own. I knew right then that this would be harder than I thought. But so far she had only matched what I had already done.

		Then came the third photo. It featured Shelby standing in profile, but zoomed in on her ass. It was definitely bigger. She was still pushing the envelope.

		“Grr,” I growled in anger. I was not going to get shown up by my arch rival. She was not going to turn herself into a pretty girl for Caleb. That was my place. I was going to win this competition if my life depended on it.

		I didn’t respond to Shelby’s text. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction that she had gotten to me. But that didn’t stop me from flipping over to the Swap App to start planning my next upgrades. I needed to stay ahead of her.

		Since Shelby had already started the ass race, I was going to make sure I won that. I tried to guess how far she had gone. Her butt looked bigger, but it wasn’t the super-hot bubble butt that some women managed to have, whether through workouts or artificial means. I didn’t care about how, I just knew I needed to get bigger. The Swap App was the easiest way. And some inhibition loss wasn’t that big of a deal. I didn’t feel all that inhibited as it was. I couldn’t lose what I didn’t already have. Or so I assumed.

		But it wasn’t just enough to build up my ass. I needed something more. My remaining choices were lips or hair. I was happy with my hair for the time being. I didn’t need to change it. That left me with my lips. I swiped to my camera phone to get a look at my face. I never had much in the lips department. I mean, sure, I had enough lips to kiss, but I had a feeling that Caleb would want more from my lips than just kisses. A man like him deserved blowjobs and plump lips were supposed to feel better, or so I had heard. That was where I needed to put my focus.

		Of course, upgrading my lips would mean increasing my sexuality, but I didn’t really see that as a bad thing. My libido already seemed pretty high when I was around Caleb. Being more sexual might help push him to actually do something more than kiss me or cop a feel. I wanted, no needed, more from him, competition be damned. I needed him to fuck me.

		I swiped back to the Swap App. There was no sense in waiting until later. I might as well spend the day enjoying my new attributes. I still had at least a day before I might see Caleb again. I had time.

		It took little effort to input my new settings. I left my tits and waist alone. Those were done, as far as I was concerned. I increased my butt five times, then, as I sat there thinking about it for a moment, I added one more for good measure. I didn’t know how big that would get me, but I figured I would be in proper bubble butt territory after that. Then I gave my lips a boost too, deciding to make all the changes at once. I opted for two milliliters, although I didn’t know how much that actually was. I might have had some idea before I decided to inflate my tits, but that couldn’t be helped now.

		Once my settings were complete, I climbed out of bed and stood in front of my mirror. Then I pushed the Swap button. I followed that a moment later by the Ok button, cutting off the voice warning before I could get into its spiel.

		I took a deep breath as I waited for the transformation to begin. Unlike before, I stood at an angle to the mirror, making sure I could see part of my butt, at least in profile. But I also made sure I looked straight into the mirror so I could see my lips as they plumped up and out.

		As soon as the growth started, I had a hard time dividing my attention between my lips and my butt. They both felt a lot like my tits had when they started growing. The difference was the sensation arrived in both my lips and my butt simultaneously. My lips puffed out perfectly, giving me just the right amount of surface area and projection. I could just imagine wrapping my lips around Caleb’s cock now. I was sure he would enjoy that. And if I played my cards right, he wouldn’t say no either.

		My butt took longer than my lips. I kept growing and growing, expanding outward. Before I knew it, I had a true and proper bubble butt. I turned more to get a better look at my new ass. It was not only big, but I had perfect creases between my butt and my legs. I wouldn’t need to use my fingers when I took an ass shot.

		“Fuck, I look hot,” I told my reflection as I started to make kissy faces. I really did look like a complete hot and dumb blonde. I was like catnip for men. And I was sure that would include Caleb. The only question was how long I could last before I shared the new me with Shelby. I wanted to rub it in her face that I was hotter than her and therefore a shoe-in to win Caleb.

		“But I’m horny,” I said just before I hopped back into bed. I spent the rest of my morning with my vibrator, masturbating and giggling the day away. It was great.
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		Shelby

		

		Iwasn’t sure how Esme was going to respond to the photos I sent her. She was surprisingly quiet afterward. I considered sending her further texts, but decided against it. I didn’t want to give her any more fuel than she already had.

		However, it appeared that we were both going to have to deal with some time apart from Caleb. He had to cancel our upcoming date, because he needed to travel for his job. I suggested he should take me with him, but he held strong. I could sense that he was tempted. There was a part of him that wanted to bring me along. I considered that a win right there.

		“You’d be bored the whole time anyway,” Caleb had told me. “I’ve got all these regulatory meetings I have to sit through. Trust me. This trip is all work and no play. You wouldn’t want to be there.”

		I supposed that was good thinking on his part. After blowing up my boobs another two cup sizes, I didn’t really have the mental energy for work related things. To be honest, I wasn’t even really sure what Caleb did in his job. Somehow I recalled that he did something with computers, but that knowledge came before I gave myself a boob lobotomy. Not that I was complaining about my reduced mental faculties. The truth was, I kind of enjoyed being on the dumb side. There was so much of the world I didn’t understand and rather than let that bother me, I just focused on what I could.

		Most of my focus had turned toward banal activities, like makeup and fashion. It seemed I still had a good mind for those sorts of things, even if basic math and even reading felt a bit beyond me sometimes. It wasn’t that I couldn’t do those things, but the amount of concentration required made them far less enjoyable. It was easier to put them off or try and get other people to do it.

		That was one benefit to having big tits. Guys practically fell over themselves to help me. All I had to do was bat my eyelashes and lean over a little and I had no problem getting the help I needed. No one seemed to mind that I was a bit dim as long as I showed off my tits.

		Without Caleb being as present in my life, I found myself wondering at times if all this was worth it. I was giving a lot up to win this competition. But then I happened across Esme at the grocery store.

		I was pretty sure I saw her first. She was walking down an aisle, her blonde hair held up in a ponytail, her upper body covered in a winter coat and her lower body barely covered in the shortest skirt I had ever seen. Her coat was open at the top to give view of her cleavage, but otherwise hid what was underneath it. Her skirt barely went past the curve of her ass. And what an ass it was. I had never seen an ass so perfectly round and big in person, only in magazines and on television.

		When I first spotted Esme, I couldn’t actually be sure it was her. She was dressed so provocatively for a trip to the grocery store. But it only took me a moment to confirm that it was her. I knew my rival too well. But then my jaw nearly dropped to the floor the moment she turned her head so I could see her face. Her lips. Her lips were plump and full. I had expected her ass to be bigger, although that was mighty impressive by itself, but she had once again upped the ante by making her lips bigger.

		In truth, I shouldn’t have been that surprised about Esme’s appearance, especially her outfit. Mine was barely more decent. I too left the front of my coat open enough to show off my tits. And my skirt was almost as short, maybe being only an inch longer. The only difference was I was wearing stockings to help push back against the cold. I would have worn tights, but I didn’t have any that stretched over my ass. That left in stockings.

		Not that my stockings completely covered my legs. There was still a gap between the top of my stockings and the hem of my skirt. It would have been fine in the past, but with my bigger butt, my skirt simply didn’t reach as far down on my legs as it used to. Although, I had to admit, I kind of liked the way my stockings looked. Sure, it wouldn’t have been professional, but it wasn’t like I had a job to get to. My only goal at the moment was to make myself as hot as possible for Caleb so I could win this stupid competition.

		“So, if it isn’t the dumb blonde,” I said as I walked up to Esme.

		She turned and pursed her lips at me, showing her displeasure at my being there. It was just pure luck that we ended up at the same store at the same time. It was not intentional.

		“You’re just as dumb as me,” Esme countered with the slightest of lisps. It seemed she was still adjusting to her new lips. I didn’t blame her. And they did look nice. I already knew I was going to have to get myself a set. Although I would of course be going bigger. Esme was not going to beat me.

		“But I don’t look like some stereotypical bimbo,” I countered.

		“I think Caleb likes bimbos,” Esme said.

		We both stood there for a moment, not saying a word as Esme’s words sank in. I didn’t even think she fully understood what she had just said until the words came pouring out of her mouth. Caleb had not seemed to mind the changes we had made in ourselves. In fact, he had fully enjoyed them. I got the impression that he hadn’t even cared that we had dulled our minds in the process.

		“You’re probably right,” I finally said. “And I’m going to be the best bimbo he can imagine.”

		“Nuh uh,” Esme retorted. “Whatever you can, like, do, I can do too.”

		“We’ll see about that,” I said. However, as I gave my response, I could tell that Esme was already losing interest in our conversation. She bit her lower lips and it looked like she was trying to grind her thighs together.

		We stood there once again in silence for several moments. I was sure we looked weird. Two hot chicks at the grocery store, staring each other down. That wasn’t a normal everyday occurrence in most places, let alone a grocery store.

		“Um, Shelby,” Esme finally said, breaking the silence. “Did you know you’re really hot? If we weren’t, like, rivals or whatever, I’d totally want to date you.”

		My first sensation was one of revulsion. I had never in my life considered being with a woman. Yet, as I thought about it more, I could see just how hot Esme was. My pussy started to grow wet as I considered the idea of us spending a night together. I could just imagine Esme’s plump lips pressing against mine as we kissed. I was sure it would be hot.

		I shook my head, trying to clear the fantasy that she had placed there. “We can’t,” I finally said. “And, um, I better go. I have, um, things to do and stuff. I’ll, um, see you around or something.”

		My body wanted to stay. That much was clear. My body liked the idea of spending time with Esme. It was my mind that forbade that. There was no way I could let myself be tempted by Esme. She was the enemy, no matter how attractive I found her. I needed to focus on making myself perfect for Caleb. That was all that mattered.

		I turned and walked away before Esme could respond. Luckily, I had already collected most of the items I had come to the store for, because I walked straight to the checkout lines. The bag boy stared at my tits. That provided me with a sense of calm. That was how it was supposed to be. And the small jolt of excitement that the bag boy gave me, I managed to put the excitement I felt with Esme out of my mind.

		However, my encounter with Esme did have one lasting effect on me. As soon as I arrived home, I brought out my phone and pulled up the app. It was time to make myself Caleb’s perfect girlfriend.

		It didn’t take me long to start making changes. I increased my butt another three notches. I liked the results from my first round, but I definitely needed more in my caboose. After that, I turned my attention to my lips. It was actually some wonder why I didn’t start there. My lips were pretty thin to start with. To top it off, I didn’t know much about lip sizes. How much was too much?

		My question didn’t really matter. I decided to increase my lips to four milliliters according to the Swap App. That seemed like a good size. Not that I knew any better. I was just guessing that was bigger than Esme. That was what really mattered.

		But I wasn’t done there. I had one category left to change. I had already turned my hair black, but it was still in its relatively short style. I had seen enough beauty magazines to know that longer was often more desirable. Therefore, I not only gave myself much longer hair, but I also straightened it. I couldn’t wait to see what that looked like.

		Of course, all those changes came with trade-offs. My bigger butt was going to decrease my inhibitions. Not that I felt very inhibited as it was, so I felt okay with that. The bigger lips would increase my sexuality. Again, I didn’t see a big deal in that. I mean, I wanted a sexual relationship with Caleb, so being extra sexy didn’t seem like that bad of an idea. The hair changes added a new dimension, however. I had never seen myself as all that submissive, but that was about to become the new me, with two increases to my submissiveness. I guess that meant the next time I saw Caleb I wouldn’t be saying no to any of his suggestions. I could live with that.

		Before I pushed the button, I took the time to strip down and remove all of my clothes. I wanted to see everything as it happened. Then I stepped in front of the mirror and sighed, knowing that I was about to become perfect for Caleb. I was certain he would choose me by the time Valentine’s Day rolled around.

		“Here we go,” I said as I picked up my phone again and pressed Swap. A moment later the app gave me its usual warning. I clicked OK to clear the warning. Then all I had to do was wait.

		I felt the growth in my butt first. I turned my body to get a better view. It slowly bubbled out even more until I figured I was about on par with Esme. Just seeing it made me want to spank myself.

		However, my attention was drawn up to my face where both my lips and hair were growing. It was weird to see my hair grow at such a rapid pace. I felt like I was watching one of those time lapse videos. But before I knew it, I had long straight black hair that reached my now bulbous ass. And that was coupled with lips so plump and juicy there was only one thing I could think about.

		I licked my new lips as I imagined Caleb’s cock between them. That was how it was supposed to be. No one would be able to look at me and think I was anything other than a dumb slut who loved spending time on her knees in front of a man. My mouth watered at the thought, both of me taking my place, but also people telling me what I slut I had become. I loved it, the degradation, the submission.

		I switched to the camera on my phone and took a couple quick shots of my new assets. I needed to share them with Caleb. Maybe he would come home sooner if he knew I was here waiting for him. A girl could hope.
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		Esme

		

		After meeting Shelby in the grocery store, I wasn’t too worried about her as competition. I knew I would look better than her in the end. My only problem was a lack of contact from Caleb. He was out of town on business. Worse, his trip kept getting extended. And it didn’t help that he wasn’t very communicative. I’d send him a video of me practicing my blowjob skills with a dildo and he would just respond with a thumbs up emoji.

		I mean, sure, I took that as a compliment, but I wanted more from him than just a faceless emoji. I wanted to hear what he actually thought of me. I wanted to know that I was on the right track. I wanted validation for all that I had done. I was left wanting.

		I spent much of my time alternating between practicing with my dildo and making alterations to my wardrobe. I didn’t have the money to go shopping for new clothes, so I had to be creative. With my extra big bubble butt, pants were not exactly an option. Shorts were problematic too. Although I had taken to wearing a pair of cotton shorts around the apartment a lot of the time. They were really loose when I first got them, but now they were extra tight. They were the only shorts I could still wear.

		With pants and shorts out, I was left with skirts, the stretchier the better. I had some that seemed perfectly modest, if not a little flirty before, but they lacked all modesty now. They covered my pussy and ass, but that was about all they could do. Then again, since none of my panties fit me anymore, I needed to keep myself appropriate in public.

		That, however, didn’t stop me from occasionally putting on a masturbatory show for anyone who happened to have a view into my apartment from across the street. I would leave the curtains open and turn on my bedroom lights nice and bright, making sure I was fully visible. I had no idea if anyone was watching, but I liked to imagine that I had an audience. It was sexy and fun, even if it was only me getting myself off in the end. But cumming was better than not cumming.

		My tops were more fun to work with. Some of my old tank tops and whatnot still fit, assuming they were stretchy enough. Those were always fun to wear, because they still found a way to show off the size of my tits, even if they weren’t great at showing cleavage. But where the real fun came in was making alterations to the tops that didn’t fit me anymore or didn’t fit my new sexy style. Luckily, t-shirts were easy to work with when I had a pair of scissors. I didn’t even really need to know how to sew. I could just make various cuts and occasionally tie something together. I found that not only did I like to show off my tits, but I also liked to show off my midriff, so cropped tops became normal for me.

		The one thing I missed was talking to Karen. She eventually figured out what Shelby and I were doing to ourselves and that we were competing against each other again. She dropped the both of us. I tried calling her phone number, but the call wouldn’t go through. That meant she probably blocked me. She probably did the same to Shelby. I missed our conversations, but now that I thought about it, Karen could be a bit of a drag. She didn’t understand what it meant to be sexy. She didn’t understand the benefits of being dumb and having big tits.

		And as much as I enjoyed my new life as it was, I knew that Shelby was out there somewhere playing her own games. I couldn’t let myself fall behind. The problem was, the ball was in her court and I needed to know how to respond to her actions. I supposed I could get the jump on her and go all the way, but I preferred waiting, just so I had some idea of what I was up against.

		Luckily, I only had to wait about a week after our grocery store encounter. Shelby sent me a video she had made of herself. She was sucking on a realistic cock dildo with extra plump lips as she sat on her bed. There was drool running down her chin, dripping onto her naked tits. She was bouncing up and down on another dildo in her pussy. I could tell that her ass looked bigger, similar in size to my own. But her lips were definitely bigger than mine. How much? I didn’t know, but I knew I had additional work cut out for me.

		Then there was Shelby’s hair. Her black mane had grown out considerably, running all the way down to her ass. And it was perfectly straight. It was like she had just come back from a salon, but I knew better. She had made additional changes in the Swap App.

		As soon as I watched Shelby’s video, I started planning what I wanted to do. Another two milliliters in my lips was an obvious choice. After I saw Shelby’s reaction to me at the store, I was certain that she was going to make additional changes. I shouldn’t have been surprised with her hair, but in some way, I was. The worst part was her hair looked amazing in her video. I was jealous of her.

		There was no question I wanted long hair. I had already decided to let my hair grow out, but that takes so long. I definitely didn’t have the patience for that. The app was all I had left on that front. However, I also needed to come up with the style I wanted for my hair. Shelby had chosen straight hair, which looked good, but I didn’t want to just copy everything she did. I wanted my own variation. I wanted to stand out for my own merits.

		I waited until the last moment to make my decision. I updated the app for my lips and my long hair, but I needed to choose the level of curl I wanted. My natural hair was pretty straight as it was. I could only guess if that had given Shelby her ideas. But if I was going to make a change, I knew I needed to be bold about it. What was the point of using the app if I wasn’t going to make a real change? That’s why I chose wavy for my hair.

		I pressed the Swap button and then clicked OK immediately, not wanting to listen to the app’s warnings.

		I wanted to watch my lips plump up more, but I immediately became distracted by my hair growing at rapid pace from my head. Before I knew it, my hair was flowing down my back in loose waves. Moment by moment, inches were added to my hair. Watching in the mirror, I began to wonder if it would grow past my ass even. I vaguely realized that the waves in my hair would mean it was actually longer if pulled straight. I smiled knowing my hair would be longer than Shelby’s.

		Smiling, brought my attention back to my lips which had become a proper set of cock sucking lips during my hair growth. I relaxed my face and watched as my lips remained slightly parted. It had become natural. If that wasn’t an invitation to use my lips, I didn’t know what was. I was over the moon, loving the changes.

		Of course, they came with additional changes. My sexuality increased again. I found myself licking my lips and giving my reflection seductive looks, as if my reflection was someone to seduce. But I also found myself deeply concerned with what Caleb thought of me. I wanted to please him. That, more than my competition with Shelby, was what was important. As long as Caleb was happy, I was happy. After all, wasn’t that really what this competition was about? We were competing to best please Caleb. Yes, it may have started out through selfish intentions, but this had been a competition to best please Caleb so that he would choose one of us.

		I had a new idea, however. And all I needed to do was give Shelby a call.
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		Caleb

		

		Esme and Shelby showed up at my door looking every bit like the bimbos they had turned themselves into. And I must say, I fully approved of everything they had done. They were almost like a matched set, with the only major difference being the color of their hair.

		However, I knew something was up when they arrived at my door wearing matching outfits. I had pitted the two rivals against each other and either it was pure chance that they picked nearly identical outfits for the big moment or my long absence had led to some bimbo collusion. Not that I was complaining.

		Their outfits included a small cropped halter top that did little to actually cover their tits. There was enough cleavage and side boob visible to keep any man happy. I also noticed that they both had their belly-buttons pierced. I could attest to those being new additions since I last saw them. On top of the halter top, they each wore a cropped bolero jacket. I knew they must have been cold on their way to my condo, but that didn’t seem to bother them.

		Their skirts were short, barely covering their asses. Neither of them bothered with anything covering their legs. And from the tightness of their skirts, I guessed neither of them were wearing panties. Again, I had no reason to complain.

		“Welcome,” I said. “Happy Valentine’s Day.”

		I ushered my two guests into my condo, making sure they didn’t draw too much attention to themselves in the hallway. I didn’t want anyone to think I was hiring two hookers for Valentine’s Day. I wasn’t against paying women for company, but doing so on Valentine’s Day seemed especially low.

		Esme entered first, then Shelby, both of them giggling as they swayed their generous backsides back and forth. They were completely in-sync, each of them looking almost identical aside from the different hair.

		“I bet you’re wondering who I’ve chosen as the winner,” I said once they were settled on the couch. I remained standing. “I want you to know that I’ve made my decision.”

		The girls giggled again, as if they knew something I didn’t. But I was certain there was nothing they knew that I didn’t already know. I had tonight completely planned.

		“But first, I need you to give me your unlocked phones,” I said, holding out my hands.

		Esme and Shelby both paused for a moment. I could tell that they were not expecting this. Under normal circumstances, I wouldn’t have dreamed of doing this, but I knew they were ready. After all, their new hair styles told me everything I needed to know about their level of submissiveness.

		I was fully aware that they had been using the Swap App to change themselves. That’s because my company developed the app. I had no idea that they would use it, but I probably would have insisted eventually. Although, that plan was no moot for several reasons. The obvious reason was that they had used the app on their own. The other reason, unfortunately, was that the app had officially been shut down by the government. My regulatory meetings I had been involved with while I was out of town was part of my company’s attempt to keep the app up and running. We had failed. The Swap App had been deleted off the various platform stores, leaving the app working on the phones that had already downloaded it only.

		News of all of this had swept across the country, but I was pretty certain both Esme and Shelby were oblivious of that fact. They no longer seemed like the type of women who kept up with current events. Then again, had they known, they probably would not have gone to such lengths using the app.

		It took a moment, but both women finally reached into their clutch purses they held in their hands and removed their phones. In nearly simultaneous motion, they each unlocked their phones and handed them to me.

		“Thank you,” I said as I quickly navigated to the Swap App with both their phones.

		“What are you doing?” Esme finally asked. “Aren’t you going to choose?”

		I smiled as I continued to click away on their phones.

		“We got to talking and decided we should share you, like permanently,” Shelby added.

		That was the proof I needed for collusion, but that did not concern me at all. I already planned to keep them both. But before I did that, I wanted to make a few additional changes. If I was going to have two slutty bimbos and my beck and call, I wanted them to fully meet my expectations.

		“Of course you will,” I said. “I just need to give your bodies a little extra boost.”

		I pushed the Swap button on both phones and then quickly pressed OK to clear the warning.

		“What did you do?” Esme asked, recognizing the opening of the audio warning.

		“I like big tits and I think you could both be a little bigger,” I answered. “Just one cup size should do it. Yes, it will make you a little dumber, but I like my women dumb. No one will ever believe you graduated college at the top of your class. You’ll be just another couple bimbos in the world and I’m sure you’ll love it.”

		In addition to giving them slightly bigger tits, I also shrunk their waists just a little bit more. I considered making another change to their hair, but they had both used that feature twice, and I decided that was submissive enough for my tastes.

		“Ooh, I can feel it,” Esme said as she brought a hand up to her head.

		I had been involved with the app testing, so I had seen all of these reactions before. That didn’t stop seeing Esme and Shelby experience the physical and mental changes from turning me on. My cock was hard in my pants. I noticed how their eyes were locked onto my crotch. My bulge was obvious. I was just lucky that all this had worked out.

		“And now to delete the app,” I said as I made the necessary alterations to their phones. “You’ll be bimbos forever. But you want that, don’t you. No more hard thinking. You can just be sexy and slutty and dumb.”

		“Yeah,” Shelby said with a sigh. She at the very least seemed happy with her new lot in life. Esme likely did too, but she did not vocalize it.

		“So, now that you two are my bimbos,” I said as I handed them back their phones, I suppose it’s time to finally break the two of you in properly.

		“Goodie,” the two squealed in unison as they each hopped off the couch and kneeled before me. They were both eager sluts, desperate for my cock.

		“Hold on now,” I said. “Before you get too excited, I think I need to decide who I fuck first. You’re both going to get fucked tonight—it’s Valentine’s Day after all—but I can only fuck one of you at a time. And since Esme was the first to start using the Swap App, I think I want to fuck her first. But don’t worry, Shelby. You can still be involved. I want you and Esme to make out while I fuck her. You can even play with yourself while you do it.”

		I took charge immediately, grabbing Esme and setting her up on the couch. I put her on her back with her ass resting on the arm. I stuffed several pillows under her to better support her, but I didn’t think it mattered much. She was just happy to finally get my cock in her. Shelby was barely smart enough to figure out what was going on, but she managed to follow my directions. She kneeled down next to Esme’s head and bent down and started kissing her once rival and now best friend. I even saw her hands dive underneath her brief skirt and start playing with her pussy. She would be wet and waiting for me when I got around to fucking her.

		I didn’t bother to slide Esme’s skirt up her hips to make room. All I had to do was spread her legs and her skirt rode up naturally. And I had been right. She wasn’t wearing panties. After that, it was a simple matter of me pulling my cock out and sliding it into Esme’s soaking wet channel.

		She cried out in pleasure as I entered her. Even the least capable man would have been able to make Esme cum. The app had a hidden flaw, not that I saw it as a flaw. Each change the woman made increased her libido. Both Esme and Shelby now sported baseline arousal that was higher than anything they had experienced in their old lives. They were always horny. They would always be focused on sex. This was who they were now.

		What that meant for me was I didn’t have to worry about their pleasure. Their bodies would take care of themselves. I could just enjoy myself, fucking them as slow or as fast as I wanted. I could fuck them sensually or I could fuck them harder than they ever could have imagined before. The result for them would be the same. It was my perfect world, having two bimbo sluts at my disposal, always ready and completely loyal.

		I pulled Esme’s heels up onto my shoulders as I continued to thrust in and out of her pussy. Even with Shelby kissing her, her body still responded perfectly to my cock. Her pussy milked me for everything I had. I was thoroughly enjoying myself and I knew she was feeling just as good.

		In preparation for this night, I had been saving myself. I had abstained for the bulk of my trip away, leaving me just as pent up as they both were. That meant there was no way I could last for long in Esme’s pussy. When I came, I came hard, shooting rope after rope of my seed deep inside her. Esme came with me, her body primed to orgasm when her partner did. Even Shelby came, making it a symphony of orgasmic delight.

		When I pulled out of Esme, she and Shelby were still making out. And that was fine with me. I needed a little time to recover. Luckily, my abstention would help me get ready for Shelby just a little sooner. And them making out meant they would remain occupied.

		I was sure the two never imagined they would not only make up and end their rivalry, but that they would find out they were actually bisexual and probably as close to in love with each other as they could be, under the circumstances. After tonight, I fully intended to move them into my condo. We would share my bed, but I would reserve one of the spare bedrooms to act as a closet for the new wardrobe I would need to buy them and as their personal space, including a bed of their own. They could have all the fun they wanted or it could serve as a timeout room if one of them misbehaved in the future. Not that I expected any misbehavior from them. They had given away all their willpower. All that was left was their desire to be sexy bimbos and to please me.

		As the two bimbos continued to play, including Esme who now started playing with her own pussy as they continued to make out, I took a moment to get a drink. After all, this was a night to celebrate. We were all embarking on a new life together as man and bimbos. I didn’t know what exactly our future looked like, but I knew we were going to have a lot of fun. There was nothing that could stop us.

		“Okay, girls,” I said as I finally started to feel my cock stir again. “Let’s switch places. Shelby on the couch and Esme on her knees.”

		The bimbos eagerly switched places, giggling all the while. They seemed not only happy about their new lives but ecstatic. They loved being my dumb bimbos and if I was honest, I loved them being exactly who they now were.

		As I lined up my cock with Shelby’s pussy, I looked down at them. They were both looking up at me with love and devotion in their eyes.

		“Thanks for making us your bimbos,” Esme said. “It’s, like, the bestest.”

		I used that moment to thrust into Shelby, knowing that everything had worked out for the best. Esme and Shelby loved being bimbos and I had a feeling I was going to love taking care of them. That was my role as their Dom and I was not about to let them down. The responsibility was on my shoulders and I was going to make the most of it. This Valentine’s Day would be one to remember, forever.
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